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         I crawl out of the car and stretch. My body is warmed by the sun, supple and in summer mode, and I’m eager as a little kid for my two weeks down south. I can’t remember the last time I had such a long holiday or so much time to myself and now there’s a fortnight of sun, sea and fishing waiting for me, ice-cold beers and the catch of the day straight from the grill. As I’m lumping my baggage into the little fishing cabin I’ve borrowed from my best mate, Fredrik, I think how right now life is providing me with one of those seldom, golden smiles. It was, moreover, Fredrik who persuaded me to take a couple of weeks off. “You’re going on holiday. You need it,” he insisted with all the defiant assertion that a friend of 25 years’ standing can allow himself to muster. I smile to myself and admit that Fredrik was right. A holiday feels so right and so damn well deserved. Whistling, I put on a pair of well-worn cut-down jeans and pad outside with a towel across my shoulders, my fishing rod in one hand and my bag in the other.


I follow the path to the end of the pier and am soon standing outside a little white seaman’s cottage. This is the home of Scott&Co, a combined outdoors shop and grocers where, according to Fredrik, you can get all your essentials. Behind the counter stands an elderly man; Scott, I presume. He’s a powerfully built, towering greybeard and looks like a real sea dog. Only the pipe and sou’wester are missing. He’s got a good dose of southern scepticism towards strangers too, but he soon dries out when I say hello from Fredrik. Our conversation inevitably turns towards fishing and Scott gradually loosens up sufficiently that he dares criticise my ancient fishing rod. “It’s well enough, I suppose, but...”, and here comes typical south Norwegian understatement, “maybe a bit old and heavy.” I give him a broad smile. When a southerner speaks from the guts, it means you’re accepted. That’s what Fredrik says. Scott mumbles in his beard and peers at me with a glint in his eye: “Not that you’d need a lighter rod.” No, a blond, broad-shouldered muscular Viking measuring 190 cm in his stockinged feet probably shouldn’t have any problems managing an overweight fishing rod.


Just as I’m going out the door, richer to the tune of a six-pack of beer and some hot insider tips about undisturbed fishing spots, Scott comes out with: “Sun lotion. Have you got any?” I look back at him, rather surprised, and shake my head. He smiles, a touch embarrassed, and mumbles that his wife insists on him asking all his customers. It’s obvious that someone needing sun cream’s a bit of a rarity. Scott can’t find it anyway, and then hollers: “Gabriel”. A loud thump and some low swearing is all the answer he gets from behind a half-closed door. “Gabriel, do you know where your mother’s put that bloody sun lotion?”


After a pause, a deep, slightly hoarse mumbling can be heard: “We’ve only got sun tan oil. Fourth drawer on the left behind the counter”. Scott apologetically pulls out a dusty bottle of sun tan oil, which is guaranteed to have passed its sell-by date. “A bit old maybe, but stuff like this keeps for ever.” Then he mumbles something about a real man not needing sun tan oil, especially not sun tan oil with coconut fragrance. “For your wife’s sake,” I chuckle sympathetically, taking the bottle with me.


Half an hour later I’m sitting with my back against a sun-warmed rock wall above a grassy little bay, secluded and in the lee of the wind. Climbing here across the rocks was steep, hard work so I reckon I must have the place completely to myself. I take my clothes off, enjoying the cool morning breeze on my bare skin, reach out a hand for a beer and cast my line. Somewhat sleepily, I register gulls’ mewing, rolling swells against the rocks and the smell of salty sea.


Then suddenly I’m startled. A hundred yards away on a protruding tongue of rock, a bronzed, dark-haired man appears. The powerful figure stands quite motionless for an instant against all the blue. Then he stretches his arms forward and his athletic, long-limbed body makes a perfect dive into the sea. It’s an unreal, magical vision, and if it hadn’t been for the small splash where the man met the sea, I would believe it to be no more than a fantastical daydream. There’s a tightening in my groin and I stare down in surprise at my half-stiff dick that has rolled nicely over to one side. Fantasy? Daydreaming? Do I normally get a hard-on at the sight of a man?


I’m so amazed that I’m not aware of anything else before a deep, slightly hoarse voice close by makes me jump again. “Do you mind if I sit down here for a bit?” For one breathless moment, I stare stupidly at the diver, but I quickly pull myself together, nod politely and make a welcoming gesture with my arm. The man swims into the shallows and walks slowly up towards me. Well, I wouldn’t call it walk exactly; he emerges. Inch by inch, a naked god emerges from the sea. Good god, he is so beautiful. Dark brown, wet hair carelessly ruffles around a strong face with bottle-green eyes, straight nose and a sexy mouth with narrow upper lip and a slightly fuller, firm lower lip. A powerful neck meets a broad, well-defined, smooth chest with small, dark brown nipples. He has a braided leather strap around his right upper arm, further emphasising his impressive biceps. Before I withdraw my gaze, I get a glimpse of a tight butt and a pair of long, muscular thighs.


The man sits down beside me. He gives me a cautious smile. His white teeth shine, and he stretches out a hand. Long, slender fingers grasp mine: “Gabriel.” “Scott? Scott’s son, I mean?” I eventually manage to say in a somewhat rasping voice. He looks at me for a while before nodding faintly. “I was down in the shop before I came down here. Sun tan oil with coconut...” I’ve pulled myself back together. My self-confidence is back in place and I shoot him a teasing smile. Gabriel laughs. “So that was you, I see.” I pass Gabriel a beer and we sit down beside each other in pleasant, relaxed silence. Gabriel is clearly not a man who feels he has to talk all the time, and that suits me fine.


I sneak secret glances at him. He has closed his eyes. His thick eye-lashes rest against his cheeks as he leans his head back against the rock wall. I swallow, can’t gaze at him enough and notice a further tightening in my groin. Jesus, what’s going on? I clear my throat and, as unnoticeably as possible, set about sitting in a more discreet position. Gabriel opens his eyes and gives me a sleepy glance. I can see that he’s noticed my dick, which is a little bit too large to be easily explained, and he throws me a questioning look. I blush for the first time in god knows how long. I stare stiffly at the ground and manage to stammer: “Sorry, I don’t usually...I mean...I don’t get turned on by men...I think”. Turned on by men? I think? Damn it all, now I’ve actually gone and said it. Talk about sending unambiguous, unequivocal signals. And if I hadn’t already said enough, I then blurt out: “But you’re so damned beautiful!”


Did I say that? Groaning weakly, I clap my mouth shut and put my head in my hands.


But Gabriel doesn’t dive back into the sea, which I would most likely have done if the situation was reversed. Gabriel sits quite still, for a long time. Then comes a weak and husky voice: “That was my line actually”. I stare at him in surprise. Did I hear that correctly? His smile flickers as he glances down at himself. I follow his look and then I see it. Gabriel has a hard-on as least as stiff as mine. Brown, smooth and impressively long, it’s well on the way to rising proud from his crotch. I look from Gabriel’s dick back to my own. Backwards and forwards several times. Then the ridiculousness of the situation occurs to me and I start laughing. Gabriel has clearly come to the same conclusion because he’s suddenly roaring alongside. Deep, hearty laughs echo through the skerries, spooking a few seagulls here and there. At length, our laughs subside. We’ve done laughing; there’s nothing more to laugh at, and a laden silence takes over.


Gabriel suddenly gets up, picks up my recently purchased sun tan oil and murmurs “Come here”. I look at him. He looks back in eloquent silence. I can’t believe my own self as I actually get up passively and walk over to him. Gabriel silently signals for me to turn my back towards him. He unscrews the top of the sun tan oil and I can hear the sound of the oil squirting out and being spread across his hands. The next moment, I feel a pair of large, slightly calloused hands start slowly and languorously massaging my shoulders. I bend my neck forward. That’s so nice. Warm, lubricated palms on my hot skin. Gabriel’s hands gradually wander down my back, across my butt and then down to my thighs and calves. In long, thorough strokes, he massages my whole body. Something velvety smooth and hard occasionally brushes against my body and I feel intense bursts of excitement. Then for a few seconds, his hands are gone. I’m about to turn round when I feel his body inclining tightly towards me from behind. His stiff dick fits snugly between my thighs, where I can feel it butting against my balls. Gabriel starts massaging my chest while he lingeringly begins thrusting between my thighs. I moan loudly, tensing my muscles so that his dick is enveloped in a solid tunnel of butt, balls and thighs. Gabriel’s breathing gradually becomes heavier, his thrusts more powerful. They rub and prod me from my ass crack to my balls - long, hard, faster and faster. Then suddenly I come. My dick jerks, spraying out fountains of white spunk. My body trembles in Gabriel’s embrace. I groan loudly, sinking back towards him, and he holds me fast.


After a while, he lets me go and quietly asks me to stand with my back to the rock wall. I do as he says and, in one smooth movement like an enormous cat, he kneels down in front of me. His green eyes glitter as his mouth rises towards my dick. His hot breath on the tip gets me going again and he takes a firm hold around the base with one hand. His oily hands grasp my stalk, sliding up and down in long, smooth strokes. I close my eyes and lean back against the rock. Enjoying it to the full and panting loudly. Then I feel his mouth, a man’s mouth, equally firm and soft, encircling the head. His tongue plays with the sensitive bridging point between head and shaft. He takes more and more of me into his mouth. Almost in a daze, I grab his head and gently pull it towards me, beginning to thrust into him. I’m about to explode once more when Gabriel takes a little pause, patiently saying that he’d like to make it last.


When I’ve regained control, he slides back into place. Now he tickles and licks my balls in turn before finding that fantastic area right in front of my butt-hole. And then his tongue’s suddenly there. With both enthusiasm and expertise, he tongue fucks my butt like it’s never been fucked before. Dizzily, I look down upon him. Look at that beautiful, muscular body in front of me. See his powerful throat tensing upwards, catching a glimpse of his face and understanding that he’s enjoying this every bit as much as I am. I have seldom seen a more beautiful sight, and my body shakes with lust and emotion. His eyes meet mine. His lips are shining with oil, and he smiles sexily. Indicates that I’m to get down on all fours. He moves behind me and I soon feel the tip of his dick massaging the entrance to my butt-hole, giving me a little taster of what is inevitably to come. A vague thought flickers past that, strictly speaking, I shouldn’t really be doing this. But I’m so horny, so unbelievably excited, that the thought has no chance of sticking.


Gabriel moans, the pressure disappears and is replaced by an oily finger that presses into my butt. It skilfully seeks out a pleasure centre that I had no idea I possessed, and strokes and rubs it tenderly. Gabriel pushes in one, then two, more fingers. Three fingers play with me in such a way that I feel sure I’m about to detonate. I’m coming dangerously close to the edge once more. Is that really me so shamelessly begging him to shove his hard, horny cock deep into me? His fingers disappear and I can feel him pressing against my ring. My prayers are to be answered then. Gabriel strokes my butt, calming me. When I relax, he presses inside me: slowly, patiently and all the way in. For a moment, I think I am going to split, but soon the unbelievable feeling of being completely, satisfying filled takes over. Gabriel starts some tentative thrusting, but it’s clear that he too is right on the edge. He pulls out and asks me to lie down on my back. “I want to look at you when you come,” he murmurs, lifting my thighs onto his broad shoulders and pushing into me again with particular determination. His body is slippery with sweat, his eyes almost closed, his mouth half open in a face tightened in desire. He thrusts into me passionately yet tenderly in long drawn-out strokes and I am unable to hold out any longer. The second before I come, Gabriel opens his eyes wide. His look is defenceless and questioning, almost pained. It is too much, too intense and intimate. I close my eyes, closing out everything but the pleasure, feeling how Gabriel, after a few almost desperate strokes, comes inside me, deeply and intensely.


He collapses over me. Sweaty skin meets sweaty skin, breath meets breath in heaving draughts.


At length, when we have quietened down, Gabriel rolls off me. I open my eyes to see his green eyes peering rather uncertainly into mine, then gradually growing more distant. I’m still too exhausted to think but know instinctively that I mustn’t let him get away. I grab him with all speed, turn him around and pull his sweaty body up close to mine. Sometimes it’s an advantage being Viking size. Gabriel resists for a second before probably realising he hasn’t a cat in hell’s chance of getting away. His body relaxes, his back resting into my chest, and soon he falls asleep. I hold around him protectively while listening to his calm breathing.


I am wide awake. My body is still tired but my thoughts have begun to tumble over one another at an ever increasing rate. I think about Gabriel and me. Over and over again, I play what has happened between us on an inner screen. My eyes sting a little; it was so beautiful. I am humble and grateful. This patient, generous man has gifted me a satisfaction I’ve never even been close to before. I realise that one of the most powerful experiences in my life is actually playing out here and now. For as I’m lying there listening to Gabriel’s calm breathing, I feel a strong sense of belonging that cannot be explained away.


At lightning speed, I upgrade my orientation. Its expansion to bisexual is relatively painless. Maybe because I am fairly sure of myself, maybe because I know I have tolerant people around me, maybe because I had to fight a couple of rounds with myself when my best mate, Fredrik, came out of the famous closet as an 18-year old. An hour passes. I decide that Gabriel is not to be allowed to slip away any time soon. The thought of letting this man escape my life is significantly more frightening than letting him in. I even go as far as thinking how soon I will be able to introduce him to friends. “Just stop there,” I mumble to myself. “That’s just getting carried away.” I change my focus to something more immediate: how to find a fool-proof strategy to convince Gabriel that he has to take the time to get to know me better.


Two hours pass. I am sore, stiff and anxious. Different strategies flash through my head and, in proportion with their increasing number, my uncertainty grows. What does Gabriel actually want? He was almost on the point of leaving just a little while back.


In the end, Gabriel proposes the perfect strategy as he presses his tight butt into my crotch in his sleep. My dick comes back to life and the way forward opens up before me. I smile slyly to find that the sun tan oil is within reach. I’m going to persuade Gabriel, you see if I don’t.


I think to myself that there’s a first time for everything, growl ‘go for it’, rub a little oil on my stiffy and slip it between his thighs. I start moving gently while stroking him over the shoulders, chest and arms. As I lick his neck, his breathing changes. Gabriel has not just woken up, he sounds as horny as I am. Soon a change of position becomes a necessity if everything’s not to be over before it’s hardly started. I haul Gabriel over onto his back and sit across him on his stomach. As I stretch his arms above his head and take an authoritative hold of his wrists with my enormous mitts, I have to smile a little. Perhaps my seductive arts are not as refined as Gabriel’s but I think I really do make up for that with my enthusiasm and will to act.


Gabriel lies stretched out with closed eyes, breathing heavily. His dick bumps against my butt as his diaphragm moves up and down. “Open your eyes, Gabriel,” I say. A small spasm crosses his face and he slowly opens his eyes. I am not prepared for the look that meets mine. It is the same expression as earlier: defenceless, questioning and a little pained. A lump rises in my throat. Gabriel is obviously as uncertain of me as I am of him. I decide to make my intentions more than clear. I press his body against the ground with my own, lower my head and kiss him. No, I don’t kiss him. I make love to him with my mouth. At once lingering and impatient, tender and passionate, I lick and nip, caress and press. It’s so wonderful that I forget to breathe and, when I finally release his mouth, gasping for air, Gabriel looks at me breathlessly. His green eyes are still open and defenceless but I can see that a dawning feeling of safety has replaced his uncertainty.


He suddenly smiles boldly, wriggling his hips so that I can feel his stiffy behind me. “Are you just going to sit there, or what?” he murmurs hoarsely. I respond with a broad grin and crouch down between his legs. I stroke his body, eager to become familiar with every inch of his smooth, sweaty skin. “I don’t suppose you could get on with the matter in hand?” He knowingly raises one eyebrow and glances down at his stiff dick, standing to attention. “Never satisfied,” I growl roughly before boldly taking a hot cock into my mouth for the first time. Gabriel moans how wonderful it is: the best he’s ever experienced. “I’m a natural,” I say between mouthfuls. He laughs a little as his breath switches to rasping gasps and his body begins to jerk. “Not without me,” I say, pulling back as he gives me a mildly reproachful look. When his breathing calms down, I bend down over him again. I copy Gabriel’s method from earlier, licking him wetly and firmly behind his balls before letting my tongue wader towards his butt-hole. I experiment with shifting between a rhythmic rolling movement and pressing my tongue in, something which brings results well beyond expectations. Gabriel gasps for air, drawing up his knees to his chest and begging “Now, please, now”. In one long thrust, my cock is embedded, tight and hot. I want to be gentle, he’s so tight, but I completely lose control. I thrust into him like crazy while Gabriel roars “Faster, harder, yeees!” As I’m about to come, I groan: “Look at me, Gabriel. I want to see you when we come.”


It’s a while before we regain our breath. We’re lying closely side by side, looking up at the white mackerel clouds, when Gabriel puts all his cards on the table. He’s gay, of course, and it was our common nemesis, Fredrik, that had made him curious with all his tales about his best buddy in Oslo. And no, he’s absolutely not desperate. On the contrary, he’s extremely choosy, admitting rather shamefacedly that a few pictures of me had spurred his interest on to unimagined heights. So high, in fact, that with a boldness unfamiliar in southerners, he had simply said to Fredrik that this was a friend he’d like to meet. Fredrik had immediately made it clear that the hope of getting a bite there was non-existent. All the same, he’d had to give in eventually to Gabriel’s superior negotiating tactics which, he admitted suitably shyly, consisted of whining like a three-year old at the height of his defiance. He glances over, asking me to believe that none of this had been planned. He’d never even hoped for anything close, just had a strong desire to meet me.


It’s not every day you’re headhunted. I try to hide how flattered and pleased I am and mumble something about my having been manipulated, properly manipulated. I ‘forgive’ him in the end of course, and a couple more hours pass before we’re finally back outside Scott&Co, as hungry and thirsty as...well, as only two people who had been doing what we were doing can be.


“There you both are,” says Scott mildly before asking Gabriel if he’d delivered the sun cream. “Gabriel found a new bottle of sun cream directly you left and thought you should have that one instead. Old sun tan oil smelling of coconut is not exactly something for us men, now is it?” Gabriel nods in agreement while I withdraw a little to one side, coughing and blushing for the second time in god knows how many years. When his father goes into the adjacent room, I hiss at Gabriel: “Not planned, you say?” He pinches my butt with a wide grin. My cheeks become even hotter. “Catch anything?” It’s Scott again. And because revenge is so cruelly sweet, I shoot a devilish smile at Gabriel before answering with the greatest confidence and ease in the world: “Well, I got caught in the bottom a few times.”
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