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         Buddies

by Tarald Stein
      

          
      

         I can’t be bothered to go out this Saturday. Maybe I’m getting old, or maybe I’ve finally understood that the chance of finding the woman of my dreams out in town is slim. I’m not sure.

         I’m annoyed with lousy Saturday night TV, chat a bit on the PC and just feel out of it. It’s only eleven o’clock when I give up and go to bed. Sometime during the night, my phone suddenly goes off and I immediately sit up to grab it.

         “Stangeland.”

         “Hi. It’s Rikard.”

         “Hi.”

         I look at the watch to see that it’s three-thirty in the morning. Maybe he’s just got home from town. He’s clearly alone, too. I crawl back under the duvet and rub my eyes. “How’s it going?” I ask.

         “You can be glad you didn’t go out with us. It was really boring. Only straight people everywhere. I think I have to get out of here soon.”

         “You’re sick of all the straight people, so you phone your straight buddy?”

         He can hear the irony of it and laughs.

         “I guess you were sleeping?”

         “Yeah.”

         We talk about this and that for a while. Rikard asks why I didn’t go out with them. He complains that he’ll never find a partner. I can tell that he’s drunk and feeling sentimental.

         “Have you ever considered having sex with a man?” he asks suddenly.

         “No, not seriously.”

         “But I guess you’ve never had the chance, either.”

         I laugh as I say something about him being drunk. He confirms it.

         “Have you ever been in love with a man, though?”

         “Nah, I wouldn’t describe it as in love. But you can be fascinated by people without wanting to have sex with them. What about you and women?”

         “I thought I was in love once, but I could never have sex with one. Gross!”

         “There you go.”

         “I guess it’s not that simple. Men are much hotter. And they give better head.”

         “Yeah? What do you know about that? I thought you had never had sex with a woman?”

         “Ok, then. I’ve heard that it takes longer for women to learn and that there are women who don’t know how to give head. I’ve yet to meet a man who doesn’t know how to do it.”

         “Maybe you’re right.”

         “Would you like to be sucked off by a man?”

         I’m about to wake up properly, and suddenly I feel insecure about where I’ve got him. We’ve been friends since college, nearly ten years now. It’s never bothered me that’s he’s gay. He’s always made it clear that I’m not his type. But now…

         “Maybe. But that’s hypothetical.”

         “What about sucking another man’s cock?”

         “No, I doubt it. Where are you going with this?”

         “As I said, the town was boring. I wondered if you wanted some company.”

         Now I can hear his voice trembling. I find it all a bit embarrassing. He must be very drunk. He’ll get the shakes tomorrow and I don’t want to make it worse than it already is.

         “No, I think I should get back to bed again, and so should you. We’ll talk tomorrow.”

         “Yeah, you’re probably right. Talk later.”

         We hang up, but I can’t go back to sleep. His questions buzz around my head like bees. I don’t have any problem admitting to myself that I would quite like a blowjob from a man. I actually get quite excited by the thought. I grab my half-stiff dick and pull away from the duvet. Could I put something like this in my mouth? I caress it with my fingertips. It feels velvety. I see how my cock straightens out and feels firmer to hold. I try to imagine it being another man’s dick, that my tongue is sliding up and down it, and that I let it slip in between my lips. But I can’t do it. I can’t even imagine it.

         I wake up on Sunday without remembering my dreams. Rikard has already texted me: Coffee shop as usual?

         Nothing whatsoever is mentioned about last night’s conversation. Maybe he doesn’t remember? Anyway, it’s no reason to break the habit of going to the coffee shop every Sunday.

         I’m there at five o’clock. I’m a little nervous, as I don’t know if I should tell him what he said last night. Maybe it’s best to pretend as if nothing happened? And what conclusion did I really reach before falling asleep last night? When Rikard arrives, he looks just as tired as I anticipated. He collapses on the chair, looks at me with pleading eyes, and asks if I can get him an espresso. I comment that he must’ve had quite a few drinks last night. He looks a little paranoid, and that tells me he doesn’t remember a thing from his venture up town.

         “What do you mean by that?” he asks.

         “Hey, take it easy! I can tell you’re not feeling quite well.”

         “Fuck! Just tell me! Did you go out yesterday? Did I talk to you?”

         “Nah, I didn’t go out yesterday. You phoned me at three-thirty.”

         “You know I’m not accountable after guzzling down half a dozen beers, right? Could you get me that espresso or what?”

         Eager to calm him down, I get in line behind the counter. My brain’s working at top speed. If I tell him what he said last night, what would happen then? Do I want something to happen? Do I have a choice? Should I pretend he said nothing?

         After drinking most of his expresso in quick, small sips, he looks me in the eyes and insists on getting to know what he said last night. I can’t bring myself to lie. I repeated our conversation to him, and he immediately blushes.

         “But you’ve said many times that I’m not your type, so I didn’t really attach any importance to it,” I finish and give him the opportunity to retreat.

         He doesn’t seize it. “No, not originally. Then I thought there can’t be any harm in trying, right?”

         I remember my conclusion before falling asleep last night. Memories from my dream begin to flash before my eyes. “Do you want to come back to my place?” I ask.

         Neither of us says a word the ten minutes it takes to get to my flat. I’m feeling very nervous and my shoulders tense up. I feel it pressing at my neck, making my movements jerky and stiff. I want to pull out of the whole thing. I feel my courage leaving me. Suddenly, Rikard feels like a stranger, even though I know him really well.

         “Hey? We don’t have to do it,” he says.

         “Do you want to watch a movie?”

         “What kind of movie?” I pull out the one porn movie I’ve got.

         “If you don’t mind watching women?”

         “God, no. They’re nice to watch. As long as you can see the men, too.”

         I put on the movie. Some of my friends have told me they used to watch porn together when they were younger, but it’s never been normal among my circle of friends. It feels a little uncomfortable, so I try to concentrate on the movie. I’ve seen it many times before, but it feels different now that I’m not alone.

         The woman is dark and mysterious, but it doesn’t take long before she takes off her dress and is sitting with straddled legs on the sofa. Her breasts are just big enough, and apparently there’s no silicon. Her shaven pussy is wet. She sticks a finger with long nails into her mouth first, then she masturbates. The close-up shows the finger sliding back and forward between the lips. Sometimes she looks into the camera and moans.

         I unbutton my pants.

         Then, we see her through a window, as if we’re spying on her. A man is standing there wanking off. Inside in the living room, the woman is getting closer to a climax. She’s wriggling so much that her breasts tremble.

         I let my hand slide up and down my dick.

         Suddenly, a man in a suit comes in. He’s young, slim, and looks as if he’s from Southern Europe. The woman stops before she orgasms, and she starts to unbutton his shirt. He takes off his suit jacket and helps her with the buttons. She licks his muscular chest and kisses his nipples. He collapses down onto the sofa and she undoes his pants. A big dick suddenly bounces out. The close-up shows her swallowing his whole dick and balls and start sucking him off.

         Suddenly, I feel wet lips against the head of my dick. I look down between my thighs, where Rikard’s down on his knees. So strange that something planned could happen so unexpected. My dick is half-stiff and grows quickly between his lips. I’m surprised by how good it feels. He sucks me carefully with his tight lips. Sometimes his stubble tickles a little. It’s a very unusual feeling.

         On the screen, the man and the woman are in full fucking mode. He gets the whole woman to shake with his powerful thrusts. She’s lying over the armrest on the sofa, moaning. We zoom in, so the screen is filled by the big dick, moving quickly in and out of her bright red pussy. I notice I’m not interested. Instead, my gaze stays between my thighs. Rikard is sucking harder and faster now while his eyes remain closed. It looks as if he’s enjoying it. The thought excites me.

         His pants are open, too. I can barely just see his dick, which is growing before my eyes. It’s not that big, and pretty slim actually. It’s a nice dick that points straight up, not to the right or left. Rikard buries his face in the bush that surrounds my dick, causing me to lean back and hold his head.

         He smiles with his eyes while his mouth remains pre-occupied with my dick. It’s much better than I expected. He’s good. All my doubt is blown away. It just feels really nice.

         He licks up and down my cock and sucks it at the same time. He gives the head special attention. I can feel my ballsack tensing and building up. Cum presses out of my dick. I want to warn him that he can stop if he doesn’t want my cum in his mouth, but I can’t speak because it feels so good. The only words that leave me are “Mmm” and “Ohh” as I feel myself unloading into his mouth. I hear Rikard gurgle as he licks up the cum. The white, warm liquid trickles out from the corners of his mouth, dripping down to the floor.

         He’s smiling. “Now, how was it?” He stands up and I can see his dick hanging from his open pants. I wonder if he’s expecting me to return the favour, but before I could say something, he sits down beside me on the sofa.

         “Delicious. Thank you.” I respond.

         We smile at each other. He wanks until he cums, too.

         “I can probably return the favour one day,” I say a little uncertain.

         “We’ll see,” he says before kissing me lightly on the mouth.

          
      

      

   


   
      
         B(anal) Hook Up

by Dark Horse, Bergen
      

          
      

         I’m a young man that sometimes gets approached by open-minded boys out on town. Many of those I hook up with tend to be heterosexuals. Still, I guess they long for the loving attention from men to explore their softer sides. Girls are hot, but some of my wildest adventures have been with fiery boys with pleasure-points both in front and behind. Together, we’ve tried out secret fantasies and lived out our dreams in mutual pleasure.


One of them strolled into my favourite pub and waded through the crowd of amble breasts, bums and thighs. He had pale, thick bangs and bright, beautiful eyes which fitted his chiselled face. He must’ve sensed my gaze. Suddenly, he turns around and meets my eyes. He comes straight at me with the most innocent expression in the world and stands right next to me. He carefully presses a thigh against mine, and I don’t budge.

         I wait for a little before I go for it and place a hand behind his back where no-one could see it. I let it rest against his hips. He pretends like nothing is happening and stares aimlessly around the place. Then, I let my hand rest on his buttocks before giving it a light squeeze. He sends me a yummy, naughty look. But when my hand slides down between his slender thighs, he grips it calmly and puts it way. I’m disappointed, but then he leans over to me and I feel his breath blow against my ear.


“Remember, we’re not alone,” he says over the music and holds my eyes. With a promising expression in his eyes, he nods towards the door. I follow him with anticipation as we wade through the crowd and exit the building. We hail a cab and go to my place.

         One thing I prefer with boys rather than girls is that they are so direct about what they want. They’ll just go straight to the point without playing hard to get. I’ve barely closed the door behind us before I’ve got him in my arms. Having him so close makes me really horny. I caress his neck with one hand before letting it slide down his back to grab his strutting bum. My jeans are getting really tight around the crotch. I can feel his rock-hard cock against mine when we rub close together.

         Suddenly, we’re joined in a long, lingering snog where all our restrained passion is let loose. We cross over to a state where all time and place cease to exist. All senses are focused on passion and pleasure. We breathe hectically while I pull off his shirt. I let my hands slide over his smooth, soft skin. My fingers briefly touch his nipples before they search down, past his firm stomach, to open his jeans.

         A finger finds its way to his boxers and I tenderly caress his dick from outside the thin fabric. I pull down his underwear to allow his dick to bounce out. The head peeks out from the foreskin and a shiny thread crawls down from the tip. I slowly pull it, and with eyes closed, he moans hoarsely with pleasure. At the same time, I fumble over his firm butt and tease him between his legs, just behind his ballsack. As my fingers seek inside his tight split, he gasps in a mixture of fear and delight.


“Come,” I say, and he follows me into the bedroom.

         We quickly pull off our clothes before he lies down on his stomach with long, straddled legs. I get down on my knees between them and place two pillows underneath his hips. His hairless and perfect butt opens up and shows me all its secrets. I let a finger slide down the crack to tenderly massage lube over the sensitive opening.

         He pulls his knees in and lifts up his butt, shaking with eagerness. I slowly coax a thumb into his tight opening. Carefully, I twist the thumb while the other fingers tease the ballsack. He soon becomes soft and relaxed, but his amble bum demands more. He throws his head back and puffs the bags away from his eyes while he stares at my dick with excitement. I put the condom in place before bending my dick down towards his waiting hole.

         He moans softly as I carefully press to get in. He silently opens his mouth with a stifled look across his face as I get on top of him and slide into his anus. He breathes hectically as he wriggles his hips and squeezes his butt together a few times. I wait for a little and enjoy how the tight opening squeezes around my dick.

         When he relaxes again, I coax myself calmly in until my hips are resting against his back. Then I start with careful thrusts while I hold around his slender waist. I enjoy the sight below me. The soft features in his face clearly show that he’s enjoying it as much as me. The sight of my dick sliding in and out between his buttocks has got me even hornier.

         As my movements become easier, I increase the speed. I pull so far back that only my head is inside him, but then I push myself back in. My hips smack against his buttocks with every deep thrust. He follows my rhythm and it isn’t long before he reaches for his dick. I slide out of him and get him to lie on his back.

         Spreading his legs, I lower over him and slide back in place. His lips search frantically for mine and when they meet, they engage in passionate kissing. I caress him tenderly and stroke his balls before continuing on to the seventh heaven. While he masturbates, I start to move inside him with jerky movements. Sometimes I mix up the long, juicy thrusts with some rounds of quick thrusts.

         With blushing cheeks, he’s masturbating like crazy and moaning loudly. At the same time, I thrust in and out of him even faster. Soon, he’s squeezing his legs around me while his butthole jerks and contracts together. I’m nearing a climax and no longer notice anything around me.

         My thrusts become short and crampy until I cum really hard, gasping loudly. I collapse over him and we both lie there in satisfying drowsiness. His hand finds mine and squeezes it lightly. He stares into me with devotional eyes and we kiss long and tenderly.

         I wipe away the cum from his stomach and pull the duvet over us as he crawls playfully next to me. 


          
      

      

   


   
      
         A Different Kind of Trip to Oslo

by BD, Copenhagen
      

          
      

         Late one day in the autumn, I got called up for a crisis meeting in Oslo and had to get there the next day. It was important for me to be there, but I didn’t even try to get a plane ticket. My wife had invited dinner guests that night, and I knew she would be upset if I left just before dinner.


I decided to catch the night bus to Oslo from Copenhagen. It left at 23.15 and arrived in Oslo at 08.30. That left me plenty of time for the meeting, and I could leave home at the same time as the guests.


The evening went well. When I got to the bus station, it turned out there were only about seven or eight of us going. It was often like that in the middle of the week. I chose a window seat at the far back, so I wouldn’t be disturbed by people going to the toilet in the middle of the bus. Sat near me was only one guy, around 20 years old. He was perched in the row in front of me at the opposite window.


I’ve had sex with men several times, but only men my age. The thought of sex didn’t even hit me. After taking the ferry to Sweden, I placed the seat as horizontally as possible. I fell asleep almost immediately after all the fine wine and food.

         At first, I thought it was a wet dream that woke me up, but the reality was even better. The boy was nearly lying down in the seat in front of me. His head was down between my legs and he was sucking my cock. I let him know that I enjoyed it with my tender hands, but when I bent over to grab for his dick, which strutted hard inside his thin pants, he shoved my hand away in a friendly gesture. He clearly wanted to focus on me and my enjoyment – something I didn’t mind.


He was really good. He sucked me off quietly, calmly and rhythmically while he massaged my big balls and pubic hair. It was denser than what most people have, but he seemed to enjoy it. He really took his time and that had a good effect on me. I could feel my juices rise. When I came, it was one of the most powerful sensations I had ever felt. The boy received it all. He swallowed up the whole load, seemingly happy.


Then, he lay back down in his seat and opened up his pants and shirt. He lay there half-naked, gripping his unusually big dick with his right hand. He still held my dick with his left hand, which was still surprisingly hard.


He started to wank himself off, taking his time and really enjoying it. Before long, he squirted his load all over his smooth, nearly hairless stomach. Afterwards, he lazily massaged the cum into his skin. In the end, he bent over me and gave me a deep kiss; the first and only one. It tasted of cum. My cum. Then he carefully buttoned my pants back up and disappeared. I immediately fell asleep, fully satisfied.


When I woke up the next morning and we crossed the border, he was gone. He must’ve got off somewhere in Sweden. Maybe he was Swedish. We hadn’t said a word to each other.


          
      

      

   


   
      
         Water, Warmth and Sex

by Alexander, Kolding
      

          
      

         Someone suddenly pounds at the bathroom door. “It’s Bruno, the HVAC guy! I’ll be closing the water soon,” the man yells.

         I flinch. “I’ll just rinse off quickly, then I’m done.”

         I can’t hear an answer, so I don’t know if he even heard me. I quickly wash away the soap, pull the curtain away, walk outside and wrap a towel around me. Without wasting time, I walk out into the kitchen and I spot him on the floor with his head under the sink. His shirt has slid up a bit, while his pants tug downwards as he works. I could see parts of his stomach.

         I laugh privately inside over the cliché, but I can’t help but look. His stomach is tanned and overgrown with dark, curly hair. He’s a bit more than what the boys at the football club call ‘erotically built’. I let my gaze wander down to his crotch, but I stop myself at once and look down.

         He slides out of the cupboard and looks up at me. His smile reveals cute dimples. Or is he laughing? It’s probably more than a smile.

         I look at him and try to think of something to say. “It feels amazing to get the kitchen sink installed. It’s the last thing I need, then my new kitchen’s ready,” I blurt out.

         “I think there’s something else you want installed,” he responds before hastily reaching his hand underneath my towel. “You just want to suck my dick. You’re all the same.”

         I want to protest but stop. Who am I kidding!? I had just stared at his crotch, and yes, I want to suck his dick. I just don’t want to be taken for granted. But he’s really cheeky and it turns me on.

         He gets up and reveals his stature. Standing taller than me, he’s like a big teddy bear with only a little bit of chub. He’s got dark, nearly black hair but no grey in it. He’s unshaven, but the thick moustache looks neatly trimmed. He stands in front of me, slowly unbuttons his shirt and pulls it off. He’s got a broad chest with big, burly arms, not to mention big hands. He’s muscly but pumped up.

         He looks at me and holds my eyes while he slowly bends forward to pull off his pants and boxers. What the hell, I think to myself. He’s teasing me. He’s very hairy. His dick isn’t that big - actually, it’s below average. Or maybe it’s because he’s so big? It’s nicely shaped with a delicious head. It looks so good with those hot veins running up it like a roadmap. He’s got big dangling balls and enormous thighs.

         Suddenly it hits me – he’s a big, hairy Zeus.

         He gets up on the kitchen table and looks down at me with an infectious smile. Oh, those lovely dimples. My knees are weak. I take off the towel and throw myself over his dick. I eagerly pull the foreskin back and taste the blue-purplish, almost heart-shaped head. He tastes of peach – the hand soap in the guest toilet. He clearly just washed himself. Again, he is taking me for granted, but it doesn’t matter.

         I swallow his dick whole and look up at him while my hand wanders up past his hairy stomach and to his plump nipple. I caress him and suck him off at the same time. I let the other hand find my own dick. Before long, I’m pleasuring myself at speed. I love to suck cock. I can feel the dick pulsating with lust deep down in my throat. Amazing.

         “Stop.” He pulls my head away from his dick.

         Ouch, I think, I thought it was going so well. Is he having second thoughts? Maybe he’s got someone at home? Does he feel bad? My questions are answered when he places his hands under my arms, pulls me up and places me on his huge lap.

         “I want to kiss you! You gays don’t do anything else than suck cock and wank, and then we just disappear afterwards. I want to kiss you! Then I want to fuck you. I want to feel your butt around my dick,” he demands.

         OK, surprise, surprise, I thought. People surprise me all the time, even though I consider myself a good judge of character. I hold and kiss him to the best of my ability with feelings of lust and tenderness. I taste and explore his frisky tongue. He suddenly lifts me up and places me on the kitchen table like I weigh nothing.

         “I guess you paid extra for the sink on the floor. Now I’m going to install you, and then you may pay for the work,” he grunts.

         Quickly, he lifts up my legs, pushes them back, and pulls my butt out to the edge of the table. If someone else had said it, I would think it was rude. But there was something about this situation though and his direct cheekiness which turned me on. He awakened a deep, animal instinct within me. I want him to take me hard, brutally and unrestrained.

         He bends down and spreads my buttocks apart to lick me with a brutal kindness that I really enjoy, but don’t quite understand. Maybe the protective bear has gone soft? Either way, I’m soon distracted when he spits into my bum. If it wasn’t him, I’d find it repulsive. However, he does it so naturally that it makes it naughty and exciting. I know it isn’t long before my big, hairy Zeus pierces me with his thunderbolt and fucks my brains out.

         Now I want to do everything for you. I want to marry you. I want to disappear between your big hands and embrace. I want to be your sex doll forever. I want to be your house slave. Come on, put your delicious dick in me. Come inside me, my big bear, and fuck me until I disappear with you.

         He gets up, as if he’s read my mind, and looks straight at me. My gaze is already sailing away as if drunk by my horniness.

         “May I?” he asks quietly.

         I nod. Yes, fuck me now. Seduce me. Take me. Leave me, like you always do, my Zeus. Take me now before I disappear. He puts his dick by the entrance of my divine lust and pushes until it slides in. Oh! Let me feel your anger, Zeus! And your love, your brutal tenderness. Your thunder burns inside me, Zeus. Fuck me!

         And he does.

         He holds me by the hips and hammers his dick deep inside me. I lean my head back and pull at my nipples. I can feel his big balls smacking against my butt. I feel his divine caress inside of me. His amazing thunderbolt goes deeper and deeper, threatening to explode and destroy me. I hear Apollo’s lyre, the song of the sirens, and Ate, sighing in a race against Cupido (Eros).

         I see the planets dance. Poseidon's ocean rises and the heavens are trembling. I feel a pounding plumber dick in my butt. I see his sweaty face. I can feel his balls smacking against me. I see the heavens falling down. I see his dimples – until everything fades into drowsy horniness.

         I shake and feel my dick squirting out. I hear Zeus roar and cum deep inside me. I feel the ocean foaming, and I can see the froth appear on his hairy stomach. I feel us melting together, and he holds me tight and breathes heavily. He pulls me towards him and pushes himself as deep inside me as he can.

         I gasp and tell him to hold me. He pushes me away, looks at me and smiles. Those damn dimples!

         “Can I kiss you again?” he asks.

         And then he does. Deeply and passionately.
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