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         “Come on! Take off your pants and jump into the water. It’s wonderful.”

         Arne stood with the water up to just above his cock, just high enough that I couldn’t see it. A dark strip of hair went from his stomach down to his pubic hair. I had often wondered what it looked like. When he had run out to the water, I had barely seen his butt, and it had been enough to turn me on. My greatest concern was that I’d get an erection.


“No,” I cried back. “I don’t really feel like swimming. Shouldn’t we head up to the cabin now?”

“God, come on! There’s no hurry. We’ll be here all weekend, after all. And I’ve actually seen a dick before if that’s what you’re worried about. And there’s no-one else here, as far as the eye can see.”


I hesitated. Arne was my cousin. He was twenty, so three years older than me. He’d promised me a million times that he’d take me on a weekend trip to the cabin, and now that time had come. Summer was at its best, and the sun made the heat almost unbearable at times. Like now. I actually did feel like swimming, but I was too scared that I’d get a hard-on, and that Arne would see it. I haven’t told anyone that I’m attracted to guys. Although Arne and I had not much time together until this summer, I was worried that he might suspect it.


“I’m not wearing anything underneath,” I tried to tell him, which was also true. It was so hot that I’d decided to not wear any underpants.

“Oh dear, just swim naked. That’s what I’m doing. Also, it’s so much nicer to swim in the nude.”

“I’ll come soon,” I cried back. I was just waiting for Arne to look the other way so that I could run out into the water.

“If you are too shy, I can just turn the other way,” Arne replied as he did so.

I quickly stepped out of my pants and plunged into the water. My cock was already half-stiff.

Arne turned around towards me again. “You see, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“I never said it would be bad, you know. I just said I didn’t really feel like swimming right now. It’s not bad.”

“Yeah, well,” Arne replied and swam away.


We swam and splashed in the water for a while, then Arne said that we’d swam enough for the day and that we should head up to the cabin. He was sitting in shallow water and began to stand up. I was standing a bit further out, with water up to my chest. I tried not to look at Arne when he stood up, but my eyes kept running to him. He didn’t really seem to mind. My cock got up in a flash. I thought that luckily I was so far out in the water that he couldn’t see it. As he stood up slowly, more and more of his dick came into sight. By that point, I was staring. I didn’t think Arne had noticed that I was staring straight at him. His cock wasn’t much longer than my own, but it was definitely thicker. It looked heavy, and so did his big balls. I swallowed hard.


“Tommy?” He asked. I let out a little laugh and felt myself blushing as I nodded in reply.

“We’re going to the cabin now,” Arne said, peacefully. I realised he must have seen me staring at his cock. I couldn’t get out of the water just now, with a full hard-on.

“Can’t we swim a bit more?” I stuttered.

“It’s starting to get late,” he replied, and I could see that he understood why I didn’t want to move.

“Do you have a boner?” He asked unexpectedly.

“A boner? Why would I have one? No, that’s not it.”


“It’s not?” Arne smiled and walked towards me. I swallowed hard again and looked around as if there were something in the water that could save me. He stopped right in front of me, looked deep into my eyes and smiled. “Are you sure?”


“I...” I couldn’t say anything else before I felt his hand around my thick cock. I couldn’t hold back a moan. Then he slowly pulled back my foreskin. That was enough, and I was already close to cumming. Then Arne suddenly let go of my cock and started walking towards the shore.


“Come on now. It’s nothing to be embarrassed about. We can’t always control ourselves,” he shouted over his shoulder. “It would be worse if you couldn’t get it up at all.”


Later that night, we were both sitting on the sofa, each holding a beer, chatting about more or less anything. It was still quite warm, so we were both just wearing shorts. I was still dead embarrassed by what had happened before and couldn’t quite follow what Arne was talking about. My thoughts kept running back to how good it had felt to have his hand around my cock.


“Hello?” Arne placed a hand on my thigh. “Earth to Tommy. I asked you a question.”


“What? Sorry. I wasn’t thinking about anything in particular. I’m just exhausted.” His hand was still on my thigh, and I felt a tingling in my crotch. Horrified, I saw the edges of my shorts rise up. Arne moved his hand a bit further up my thigh. I gulped down the rest of the beer and started to get up from the sofa. I had to come up with something to get out of this awkward situation.


“I’ll grab another beer,” I said weakly.

Arne moved closer to me without taking his hand away from my thigh.

“Wait for a second,” he said. “There’s no hurry to get that beer. I see your rod is rising again.” He nodded towards my crotch.


I tried to laugh. It sounded weird and dry. Then I looked between his legs. Indeed, this time, I wasn’t the only one with a hard-on. His shorts stuck right out. I could see the shape and thickness of his cock through the thin fabric. I felt the urge to touch it, but instead, I sat still without moving. Suddenly he moved his hand and squeezed the tip of my cock between his thumb and index finger.


“Do you like it when I touch you?” He asked. Arne’s voice was a little hoarse by now. I nodded.

“Take off your shorts,” Arne said. I didn’t really know what I wanted. I’d probably have wanted him to take off his shorts first.


“Come on. You’re about to feel something really nice,” he said, somewhat impatiently. I lifted my lower body off the couch and quickly pulled my shorts down to my ankles, before settling down again. My cock was pointing straight at Arne. “Like this?”


“Perfect. It’s a pretty thing.” First, he squeezed my ball sack a little, then he began to stroke the shaft, slowly. He got a firm grip around my cock and pulled the foreskin all the way back. I felt an amazing shiver running through my whole body. A clear drop appeared on the tip of my cock. Arne rubbed it around with his finger. I bit my lower lip to keep from moaning out loud.


Now I really wanted to feel the thing between his legs, so I leaned forward a bit and tried to stick my hand down his shorts. Arne played with my cock a bit more, then got up and pulled his shorts off completely. I stared at the most beautiful erection I’d ever seen. It was pointing at me, slightly curving downward. The tip was bare, the balls quite large. I grabbed his hard-on and started jerking him off. It felt so good, holding it.


“Not so fast.” Arne smiled and lifted my hand from his cock. He spread my legs and kneeled in front of me. “Close your eyes.”

I did and waited excitedly for whatever was about to happen.


First, I felt Arne’s warm tongue on my inner thigh. Then he licked his way up to my ball sack, and took one testicle in his mouth first, sucking on it, before turning to the other. It was amazing. I had never imagined that it could feel so good. I moaned out loud. When I finally opened my eyes, I saw him open his mouth to enclose my cock and start sucking. Slowly up and down at first, all the way down to the root before coming up to the tip again. He circled it with his tongue. I felt as if I was about to cum. Just then, he stopped.


“My God,” I gasped. “Get up.” Arne got to his feet. His cock was right in front of my mouth. I first got a good grip around his shaft, and then I started working on his balls. I took them in my mouth one by one and sucked on them, just as he had done to me. Then I worked my way up until I reached the head. It was large and wet. I took it in my mouth and tasted the shiny liquid that was trickling out. Then I grabbed his buttocks and tried to push his cock as deep as I could into my mouth before I let it slip in and out of me. After a short while, I felt that his crotch was starting to twitch. He grabbed my head and took control of the rhythm until he came. The first loads of cum filled my mouth before he pulled out and finished jerking off. The last few shots hit me right in the face.


Arne sank to his knees again, gasping for breath.


“That was the best I ever had,” he panted. “Now it’s your turn again!” He settled down between my thighs, giving my nipples a squeeze. Then he took my cock in his mouth again. It disappeared inside him before he let it slide out again. I dug my hands in his hair and pushed my pelvis back and forth until I met Arne’s rhythm. My cock slid in and out while he circled his tongue around the tip. After a short while, I felt myself get close to climaxing again. But this time Arne didn’t stop sucking. In the end, I screamed out loud, and I felt an explosion shake my whole body as I found my release. My cum pumped rhythmically out of my dick and into Arne's mouth. And still, he continued to suck, swallowing what he could. Warmth spread out through my lower body and in the rest of me as well. It was completely different from all those times I had pleasured myself by jerking off. My shivers gradually subsided, and I felt utterly exhausted as I sat on the couch with Arne still kneeling between my spread legs. He smiled but didn’t say a word.


As my hard-on slowly subsided, Arne began to lick my balls. It didn’t take long for my cock to rise again, ready for round two. I could see that Arne also had a boner. He got up and came to sit by my side. We grabbed each other’s cocks and began to masturbate. It felt wonderful to wank him off as he wanked me off at the same calm pace. I leaned in over him and kissed him on the mouth. To my great pleasure, Arne reciprocated my kiss and began to French kiss me, his mouth open. Just like that, we sat and made out while we jerked each other off to a new release. This time we came at roughly the same time. At the end, we just sat on the sofa, completely naked and covered in cum, and did nothing but hold each other.


We spent most of the weekend simply exploring the depths of sexual pleasure that two guys can share. Today, Arne has a girlfriend, while I’ve found a guy and we’re together.
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