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         I didn’t notice how sore I was until I got to the cabin and took off my rucksack. The straps had left marks on my shoulders. I cast it aside on the front steps and wiped the sweat off my forehead. The sun was low in the sky, shining its last red rays towards me. In my unclear reflection in the cabin window, I saw that I’d taken on a nice tan after three days up in the mountains. I smelled grass and dirt. My spring spent at the fitness centre had also made its marks. I had trimmed down, and my muscles were more defined. All my treks back and forth in the slush seemed like a distant memory. My nipples were clearly visible on my defined pecs. My abs were visible too, and my thighs and calves had grown after four days a week of weights and machines. I felt tired and satisfied. Sweat ran down my ribs. The thing I longed for the most was a cold swim in the little mountain lake. I walked the few feet down to the water just down from the self-served cabin. I was alone.


My army boots were moist and clammy. My beige shorts were brown from the moisture of a long day’s march. The scent of sweaty man. I took off my bottoms and saw that I had a clear tan line. The cold from the water made me shriek when I put a foot in it. When the water came up to my neck, I felt as if someone was watching me. I turned around but didn’t see anyone. Still, I felt the prickle of eyes on my neck as I swam my first couple of strokes.


The sun was setting in the west, and I stood on the bank - naked and with a sensation of deep pleasure. The imaginary peeping tom was gone. I dried off the worst of it and lay down naked on a big, flat rock. Silence. The mountains were coloured red.


I must’ve nodded off for a few minutes. I woke to the sound of a door. There was a large, green rucksack on the front steps. Not alone anymore, I thought. I put my shorts on and closed the small distance to the cabin with my underwear in one hand and shoes in the other.


I got a clean t-shirt from my pack, and as I lifted my head, my gaze fell on a pair of naked feet on the doorstep. I stood up, and there he was: tall, dark, wide shoulders, hairy chest, wearing a pair of knickers that revealed solid, hairy legs. I swallowed heavily and thought that there’s something to those clichés after all.


“Hi, my name is Geir,” the man said in his deep voice and reached me his big hand. “Seems like there’s only the two of us here. Want to have dinner together?”


Hours flew by in good company. We talked about all sorts of things - He was an officer and a local, he knew the names of all the local spots. The stew went down smoothly along with the beer he’d brought from the village down in the valley. It was starting to get dark outside, and we ended up sitting in silence, tired, and satisfied. 


“Should we bring the bottles and lie down on the grassy mound outside?”


I thought that was a great idea, and we went outside and lay down in the soft grass. He stretched out flat, eyes closed. I snuck some peeks at him. Carefully at first, but when I thought I was getting away with it, I looked more. He was quite a sight. Sun-tanned and muscular. Perfectly proportioned legs. Well-cared-for feet. His chest moved in time with his slow breathing. A hairy path went from his navel down to his waistband, where his shirt had slid up. There was a large bulge in his shorts. I noticed the early stages of stiffening in my own sun-dried shorts as I lay watching him. And then he noticed that I was looking at him. 


“Sleepy?” he asked. 

“Well, yeah, I can feel that it’s been a long day, to put it that way.” 

“Should we go for a quick dip before getting to bed?” 

He didn’t need to ask me twice.


We sauntered down to the lake. I waited for a little to take off my bottoms, embarrassed about my semi-erect dick. He pulled off his shorts and shirt. Hairy chest, powerful arms, and legs. Chest muscles as big as serving plates. Perfectly rounded butt. As he took off his underwear, his dick bounced forth above the waistband. It stood straight out, and the head was dark red. He went in. I swallowed and took off my trousers.


“It feels great!” he shouted and turned to me.


I felt embarrassed at his masculinity. He looked at me, grabbed his crotch, and went under. Disappeared for a few seconds before resurfacing.

“Come on!”

I dived under and got shocked by the cold. The water was colder than last time.


We stood naked side by side after our skinny dip. The summer night was upon us, and the moon had risen. Dunlin shrieked in the distance. I was cold, but I wasn’t sure if it was actually cold or if it was his presence, which made me feel that way.

“Are you cold?” he asked and smiled his white smile at me.


I could smell him. Before I had time to answer, he’d put his big towel across my shoulders. He stood behind me, drying me off.

“Is it helping?”


I stood completely still, not sure what to do. “Just keep going,” I thought. He stopped scrubbing me and started stroking me more gently. First, my shoulders, then down my back. Goosebumps.

“Been working out all winter?”


His hands were warm. He stood close to me. I felt something big and warm between my legs. Sighed heavily. He kissed my neck lightly. Held his arms around me. I put my head back. His dick was large and thudding between my legs. I turned to a long, wet kiss. Rubbed up against him. He sighed heavily. Dick against dick. I held his buttocks. Stroked and kneaded them. They were firm and hairy. I gently put a finger in through the hole. He moaned and kissed down my neck and chest. He went down to his knees and put his face against my crotch. Wet hair between my fingers. He closed his warm mouth around my throbbing dickhead. I looked down and saw him suck me off, standing like a dog. His mouth was warm and wet. I detached myself and went down behind him. On my knees. He waited for me, and I spread his legs. I spread him and looked straight into that pink hole, open and vulnerable. Like a pale rose, lightly encircled by dark hair. His balls hung heavily beneath him. His legs were rock solid. I put my face against his bum, sniffing my way to his hole. He smelled like soap and man. I tentatively reached my tongue for it.


I thought about this man wearing fresh-pressed uniform trousers. My dick throbbed against my stomach. I wanted to drill into him, have him beneath me. Pushed his tongue way into my hole. He moaned and shouted out into the summer night. His buttocks moved in my hands. I grabbed onto his cheeks and rolled my tongue at, licked, and sucked his sphincter. Wet and smooth. He whimpered. I put the first one, then two fingers inside the willing opening. It widened and closed around my fingers, doing its own thing. He turned to look at me silently, wanted more. Threw his head back.


“Fuck me,” he pleaded. I spat in my hand and rubbed it on my dickhead. He stood completely still, bum in the air, supporting himself on his elbows. I gently pressed against his hole. I knew how he felt; a painful lust sliding over into pure pleasure. His sphincter relaxed. I pushed. I fucked him. As I pushed all the way to the bottom, we became as one, his warm butt against my big thighs. A horny stallion at the annual spring release. He thrust against me. Sweat pouring. I pulled out as I was about to cum. His hole gaped at me. We stood up, he turned to me. Time stood still for a moment. We looked behind ourselves, inside. Kissed, deeply, hungrily. His stubble rubbed against my cheek. My heart.


I took him by the hand, and we went inside the cabin, naked. We put a couple of mattresses and our sleeping bags on the floor. Silence. I lay behind him, held him. He was warm and calm. He kissed my hands, freed himself, put me beneath him. Then, he straddled me and bent his head down to my crotch while his dick and balls hung heavily just above my mouth. Thrills ran through me as he closed his mouth around my cock. I sucked on his balls, took him in my mouth. He licked me back to my open hole. This is what I wanted. I moaned and enjoyed it. I pulled my knees to my chest. I waited for him. He licked my hole, rotating his tongue against my insides. Held my hands hard, entwined his fingers with mine. I wanted him inside me, wanted his big dick way inside me.


He stood up, disappeared for a while, and came back quietly. I could see the big silhouette of him against a pale moon. I waited. He put the condom on, and I felt the hard coldness push against my hole. I breathed calmly and relaxed. He went further and further inside me. I embraced him. Felt his back muscles. He lay on top of me, and I held him there with my legs. He was all the way inside me. We were one. Then, he moved, fucking me in slow, steady strokes. His mouth smiled white in the dim light. He bent down to my face, and I kissed him.


Things grew more fierce, his thrusts were hard and fast. I jacked myself off. My dick was big. I would cum soon. Our kisses grew deeper, I felt him deep inside me. Then, he stopped. Looked me deep in the eyes. He pulled out. He lay on top of me. We stayed like that, quiet. For a long time.


“Is this what you thought about when you saw me outside? Was it?”


I felt his body. Caressed his strong back, I felt his dick against mine. He leaned his forehead on mine. His lips against mine. My tongue against his. He was a kind of mirror for my body. I felt his heart thudding against my chest. He rolled over and lay beside me. We fell asleep like that. I lay behind him, held him. Fingers intertwined.


When I woke up, I was looking straight into a pair of smiling, brown eyes. “Sleep well?” he asked.


Half-asleep, I felt his tongue in my crotch. He was sucking me off, and I was horny. I squirmed onto my stomach, spread my legs. He licked me from my neck, down my spine, and to my crack. Spread my butt. I got up on my knees. He put on a condom and pressed. And then he was inside me.


“You’re so lovely. Do you know you have a gorgeous ass?”


Before I could answer, the pain had turned into something I thought was an orgasm - but nothing came. I came inside myself, in a way, and I shook.


He fucked me quickly, relaxed, fucked me quickly. Sweat pouring. He pulled out and had me thrown onto my back in one firm and assertive move. He pulled off the condom and stood between my legs with a throbbing cock in his hands.


“Let me see it when you cum. I’m just about to.”


We both jacked off like mad. He stood above me, legs spread, his dick inches from my face. This man usually wears freshly ironed shirts and ties, I thought, as I felt the thrills run up my spine. As he put his load on my forehead in slow strokes, I came. Oh, boy, did I ever. I spurted the thick, white stuff up his back. He fell down on me heavily and laughed quietly into my neck. We fell asleep again like that.


Only in the late morning, after the sun had been up for half a day, did we get up and go down to the water. We kissed and played out in that coldness. We ate and packed our backpacks. We carved our names into the wood before leaving.


We walked on together to a new cabin, a new night. New days and new nights.
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