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         I’m travelling to my family’s cottage by the sea. A lack of funds forces me to hitchhike instead of taking the bus. It’s the summer before my twentieth birthday and I’m the only one of my friends who’s still a virgin.


No cars stop for hours. I’ve almost given up on hitchhiking when a car finally stops. The driver is a man, probably in his late twenties. He is good looking, with dark hair and a muscular body. His top button is undone, and his sleeves are rolled up. I thank him for giving me a ride. It turns out he’s spending the weekend in a cottage near ours.


We drive out of town and onto the motorway. It’s hot in the car. A few beads of sweat drip down the driver's forehead. He makes small talk but I’m not paying attention. I just sit there nodding and looking at him. I look at his hair, his face and his dark eyes. There’s something about him I find attractive, but I can’t quite say what. He changes gears and I feel his hand gently brush against my thigh. It turns me on.


Finally, we arrive at the gravel road that leads to the cottages. The road is bumpy and bad and the car rattles. The rattling makes me hornier. I feel it growing in my shorts. I adjust myself in the seat and place my hands discretely on my lap to push my cock into the least visible position. I’m not sure if he notices anything, but I think he casts a quick glance down between my legs.


He stops the car at his cottage. My cottage is about a kilometre further down the gravel road. I hesitate because I don’t want to get out and reveal my erect cock.


He leans towards me and I feel his hand grip my aching rod warmly and firmly. I’m fit to burst with arousal. “Come on”, he says, “let’s go in the cottage”.


He pulls me inside with him and pushes me down on the sofa. He stands over me and slowly pulls my shorts down my thighs. My cock pops out and points in his direction, big and hard.


He unbuttons his shirt. He’s made up his mind. He approaches and places his arm around me. His hands slide underneath my shirt. Fumbling, they feel skin and muscles. Buttons are unbuttoned. He takes off my shirt. His hands fumble with the flies on his trousers. Shoes are kicked off.


We’re both naked now. My cock is still standing upright like a pole. I’ve never felt such incredible lust. I enjoy seeing the hungry expression. One of his hands closes around my shaft, down by the base. My head falls back. I moan and close my eyes. He sinks down to his knees. I grip the back of his head with both hands. My cock jolts. He opens his mouth wide. He pulls his lips apart and places the head in his mouth while his hand squeezes harder and harder around the shaft. I moan and begin to thrust in and out, occasionally rotating in big, slow circular movements in his warm mouth. He sucks harder now, working the head of my cock with mouth, tongue and lips. Then I drive it in, firm and hard, into his mouth. I want to screw hard. I’m getting closer. I pull out and the sperm gushes out. It forms a white arch and lands on my stomach.


He orders me to stand up and bend over the kitchen counter.


I do as I’m told and in no time at all he’s behind me with his rock-hard cock. He spits in one hand and rubs it between my buttocks before inserting a finger. He puts a condom on his big, lovely member. With a firm jolt, he thrusts it into me.


My backside tightens from the rough treatment. I support myself with one hand and masturbate slowly with the other. I try to follow his rhythm. I receive, writhing and screaming with pleasure. The moans grow louder. My balls contract. I feel that I’m close. The moans turn into roars and blend with his roars. His torso contracts with spasms. Then he comes inside me. I come shortly after. Long white gushes hit my legs and the floor. He sinks down on top of me, sweaty.


There won’t be a problem getting a ride to the cottage from now on!
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