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         I don’t have to walk far; I prefer the mountaintop behind my house most of all. It’s so peaceful up there. I walk so fast that I lose my breath, but thankfully it only takes a couple of hours.

         The sun is shining through the clear blue skies and I can still see snow resting on the highest peaks. When I look back, my village has turned into a handful of miniature dollhouses. I pull out my thin, green ground pad and look for a good place set up camp. It can’t be too inclined and it has to be free of cowpat, rocks, and anthills.

         Happy with a spot, I roll out my sleeping bag and before climbing into it, I sit and admire the view of the valley. I watch the river winding its way down along the hills and the rounded mountaintops on the other side. Two of the peaks stand proud next to each other, oddly reminiscent of a man’s firm ass.

         While they are not exactly peaks, more like two overgrown hilltops, I’ve come to prefer the wilder mountains further north. Unfortunately, it’s here in Sunnfjord, Norway, that my family owns a cabin. That said, nature’s version of a male’s ass is definitely a bonus – and make no mistake, I’m talking about the mountains. There’s not much of the other stuff around here.

         All the men wear lots of clothing and only fantasise about women. It seems like that at least.

         I’ve been here for about a month and I’m starting to feel lonely. Even though I love hiking in the mountain, I miss the buzz of city life, and I miss Jacob, too. We had a thing together before I went on holiday. To use a country metaphor, it could’ve turned into something more than just a roll in the hay.

         The sun is closing in on the mountain on the other side, slowly sliding down between the buttocks and colouring them in bright red. I feel something spring to life down in my pants. When I get hard looking at mountains, I know that it’s time to get back to civilization, I thought and decide to leave tomorrow.

         The air turns blue and hazy when the sun disappears, leaving behind an atmosphere that is both odd and magical at the same time. I get the feeling of being a part of a fairy tale. My eyes suddenly feel heavier, so I get undressed and slip naked into the sleeping bag. The sound of the mountain soon lulls me to sleep.

         The warmth hits me through the dream, but I don’t want to wake up. I know the sun’s up and doing its best to wake me. Still half asleep, I pull down the zipper and let the rays lick my bare skin. The air feels both welcoming and cool against my body.

         I’m back in town and I’ve brought Jacob to my flat. I can see his crotch tensing up underneath his tight jeans and carefully let my hand slide over the bulge. He sighs, leans back in the sofa, and spreads his legs.

         I’m about to open the zipper and let it out when the dream suddenly changes and I feel soft lips dance over my own skin. He tickles my nipples with a delicious, pink tongue, carefully biting and tugging at them. I close my eyes and feel as his tongue moves down my chest and stomach at a methodical pace.

         I jump when he suddenly touches my dick. His wet, hot tongue slides around the head and I soon feel my body throb with desire. I whimper impatiently, but he takes his time. The tip of his tongue slides up and down my cock, tickling where the string meets the head, and gradually making his way to my ballsack.

         It tenses up like a fist.

         Suddenly, the tongue is gone. I gasp for breath and whimper. Then I feel something wet and hot surround my dick. His mouth and delicious, plump lips move up and down, slowly, as if wanting to tease me.

         My whole body is tingling; it feels as if I’m about to burst and my body tear apart. I’ve still got my eyes closed. Then, the mouth disappears. I continue to keep my eyes shut, knowing deep down that this is just a dream – if I don’t open my eyes, it won’t end.
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