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         “Bye,” said mum, “and drive safely!”.

I was finally allowed to go to Italy with my cousin Fredrik. He's a long-distance lorry driver and often goes to Europe, but my mum has never let me go with him before. Fredrik's a guy I've admired since I was young. Now he'd become the absolute personification of sex for me because he was just so sexy and always surrounded by gorgeous women. I'd fantasised quite a lot about him, and often wondered what he looked like naked.

Now I was almost 18, and Fredrik had sorted things so that I would even get paid for going along with him as his assistant on the lorry. It was going to sort of be my summer job this year. I'd just finished my first year of the sixth form, and wasn't sure what I'd be doing next year, except for one thing – it wouldn't be more college.

Mum liked Fredrik, so she wasn't anxious about sending me with him; she was more concerned about dangerous autostradas and car accidents than anything else.

“It’ll be great, this,” said Fredrik as we turned onto the main road which would take us to Kristiansand, from where we’d get the ferry over to Denmark.

“Yeah, awesome,” I said, smiling.

The lorry reached its cruising speed, and things went quiet.

“Have you had any pussy yet?” Fredrik asked suddenly.

I blushed, mortified by the direct question."We've got four hours driving ahead of us," he said, "and we have to talk about something. Get a beer from the cooler that'll loosen your tongue, I bet."


I took a can of beer out and gulped down most of it. The subject he’d chosen had made my mouth go dry, and I felt like I was walking on quicksand. 

“Have another one then,” he said, when I put the empty can down.

The beer relaxed me, and the effect was swift. I'd drunk beer a few times before, but not that often, so it took effect pretty quickly.

“OK,” he said, “Tell me about who you’ve fucked, then!”

“Well, I haven’t, really,” I said, really embarrassed.

“Fucking hell! A handsome guy like you must have had plenty of opportunities!”"Well, maybe," I replied, "But I haven't dared yet."

“What? The first time I fucked was before I even turned 16. A 19-year-old girl seduced me at a party, and I did it a few times with her. She turned out to be a great teacher.

So I guess you must do a lot of wanking?”


Still bashful, I helped myself to a third beer. Opened the can with a fizz, and put it to my mouth. I sucked off the foam and started to feel a bit more uninhibited.


“Yes, so often that it gets boring sometimes”, I said, “Almost routine. But you jacked off as well when you were my age?”


“Sure fucking did. I couldn’t get pussy every time I wanted some, so I often had to sort myself out. But I was the earliest developer in the class, and I got hair down there long before anyone else did. When I was 14, I had a dick like a man, which drew quite the crowd in the school showers; everyone used to talk about it. The other boys thought it would be great to have a thick, hairy cock, and there were always plenty of them ready to help me wank off. They liked to get hold of a big cock and loved watching me spurt over my stomach. Everyone wanted to touch my sperm, and they said they were looking forward to when they started developing. When they got turned on, they weren’t much to look at! But for fuck’s sake, you’ve got to make a start at fucking, kid!”

“Easy for you to say,” I said, “You being so handsome with your pants full of cock!” I had only just started to throw in the odd swear word.

Fredrik smiled and said: “So you’ve been looking at the bulge in my pants, then?”

I realised what I’d said, but because he was smiling, I carried on:"You can't miss the fact that you've got a big one."

“So you’ve been fantasising about it. And have you been wanking at the thought of what I look like naked?” he asked, looking over at me.

“Well, yeah, occasionally,” I felt bold enough to answer now.

“So you’re bound to want to see it, then?”"Just to compare and see whether mine's big enough for fucking yet," I said, but I was thinking more about looking at it and wanking it off.

“OK, we’ll have to fit it in sometime during this week,” he said, grinning again.

I started to quiver at the thought of him naked, and the fact that this could become a reality made me almost breathless.


The trip to Kristiansand went by incredibly quickly. I was a bit pissed, and he took great pleasure in telling me about all the women he’d been with.


Suddenly he turned into a parking area in front of the ferry, and we went to get a hot dog before driving onboard. It would be an overnight crossing, and we’d set off again the following morning.

After slinging his bag onto the bed, Fredrik said that he'd be heading to the bar to talk with the guys, the other drivers, and I'd have to make do with the minibar, or just go to bed because we would be making an early start the next day.

I put the TV on and got a beer. It was a nice cabin, and thinking about everything he'd said turned me very much on. I started to undress, and before I knew it, I was standing naked in front of a big mirror, looking at myself.

"Not so bad yourself," I nodded to the guy in the mirror. The alcohol had given me self-confidence. Jet-black hair around the cock, with an elegant dark strip up to the navel, and a pretty decent cock hanging down in front. And not that small either, I thought, looking at the guy in the mirror. I started to feel turned on standing there, watching that cock rise. It soon got pretty stiff, and I desperately wanted to wank, but I didn't dare to in case Fredrik came back. I put my boxers and a T-shirt back on and crawled under the duvet, where I finished the beer and watched TV, playing with my cock, though not wanking.


After a while, I turned the light off and lay down to sleep. Before I’d dropped off, I heard Fredrik come in. He acted as if I wasn’t there, turning on the light and humming pretty loudly. He wasn’t drunk, but I reckoned he’d had a few beers with the guys.

When he came out of the bathroom, I pretended to be asleep but kept my eyes slightly open so that I could see what he was doing. He started to undress.

Sweater and shirt, and after he'd revealed a strong upper body, he started to stroke himself. He didn't have any hair on his chest, but there was a thick strip of hair going down into his trousers. I'd never seen such a dense growth on anyone's stomach, and my heart started pounding. He took off his trousers and socks and began rubbing his crotch, still wearing his boxers. Suddenly it dawned on me – he knows I'm awake, and he's stripping for me. With his blond hair, I'd thought he wouldn't have much hair on his body, but as well as that broad strip down from his stomach, he also had quite a bit of hair on his thighs and lower legs.

He started slowly pulling down his boxers, and I saw that he was looking at my bed. He knew that he was awake, but I still pretended that I was asleep.

Finally, he let his boxers fall, revealing a superb, thick cock, framed by big, hairy balls. I reckoned that his cock was thicker than it would generally be because he was already a bit turned on. When his boxers hit the floor, he came over to my bed. Stopped right in front of my head and asked:

“Weren’t you wanting to see it, then? Now’s your chance!”


I was still a bit intoxicated by the alcohol and by his stories, so I opened my eyes and just looked at him. I swallowed the lump in my throat and whispered, “Yes, it’s awesome.”

My heart was pounding so fast that he was bound to be able to hear it!

He sat down on the edge of the bed and smiled at me.

“Weren’t you fantasising about touching it, too? Go on then!”


He guided my hand to his crotch, and I tentatively wrapped it around his thick rod and just held it.

“Do more, go on,” he said.

I pulled the foreskin back a bit and felt it grow in my hand.

“Oh come on, mate,” he said impatiently. “Be a bit braver! With all the training you’ve done on yourself, you’ve got to know what to do!” His smile encouraged me, and I started to work it with my hand. 

I hadn’t imagined that having another guy’s cock in my hand could feel so wonderful and arousing! 


I sat up after a bit, with a big stiffie of my own under the duvet, pushing against my boxers to get out."It's pretty stiff down here too now," he said, putting his hand on the duvet. He knew exactly where it was because his hand went straight to it.

“Yes,” I nodded, swallowing again, turned on and my mouth dry.

“Maybe I’d like to have a look at you too,” he laughed, starting to pull the duvet off me. 


I was a bit reluctant, but the fact that he was so hard and I was so turned on meant that the duvet disappeared quickly anyway.

“What a nice one we have here,” he said, as he took hold of it through my boxers.


Then, without asking, he whipped them off, and a stiff cock sprang out and lay on my stomach.

“Absolutely ready for fucking,” he said. “What the fuck have you been waiting for? The girls are going to love this.”


He massaged my pubes and cupped my balls firmly. A drop appeared on the tip of my dick. Fredrik took my T-shirt off too, gave my nipples a lick, and then pushed me across the bed and got in beside me.


He waved his hard-on around a bit, saying that this was the result of my work, so I’d better finish things off! 

I just had to feel that hairy strip down his stomach, and ran my hands through it, up and then down, all the way down to his massive balls. I began feeling liberated and pulled his foreskin gently back and forth. His head sank onto the pillow, his eyes closed, his legs slightly open.


I was wanking him off! I felt an irresistible urge to kiss and taste that stiff, powerful cock, but I thought that might be going a bit too far, so I just pulled and stroked.


His breathing became hectic, and he opened his eyes with a horny, glazed expression, smiling at me.

"Don't stop. I'm nearly there," he whispered. I put my foot over his foot and felt my cock lying across the top of his thigh. My cock was a bit disappointed, to be honest, not to be getting the same treatment as usual.


His hands behind me, he started massaging my buttocks. That gave me a warm feeling, and my wanking became more and more eager.

“You’ve had some experience at this,” he said, smiling at me.

“Yes.”

“Harder,” he said. “I’m coming!”


His breathing was ragged, and I felt his whole dick tense up and – if possible – become even stiffer. My hand was getting tired, but I kept on with long, deep pulls, and suddenly the first spurt came, all the way up to his chin.

“Keep going,” he gasped. “More!”
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