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The Note

 


Snowballing
contains adult themes and explicit sexual
situations, including but not limited to, gay sex, fellatio,
rimming, A2M/ATM, cum swapping and swallowing, breeding, menage,
orgy, gangbanging, voyeurism, and first-time anal sex.

 


The Tease

 


I was surprised at how easily I entered him,
yet his hole was warm and tight. Much tighter than any pussy I had
ever had. Still slick from Bill's jizz, I pushed in about halfway,
then fucked him. Slowly at first, allowing myself to enjoy the
feeling, then pumping him, increasing my tempo as time went.

 


He moaned with pleasure and I answered with
one of my own. Bill was playing with my nipples, the feeling was
incredible. My balls were soon smacking against Ted.

 


My roommate moved around, kneeling behind
me. I was wondering what he had planned when he grabbed my ass
cheeks. “Been wanting to do this to you ever since the first time I
saw you,” he said. I felt his hot breath on my tight pucker, it
made me shiver. Then his tongue touched my wrinkled flesh. I tensed
up with pleasure, feeling my cock pulse deep inside Ted. I moaned,
it felt so good.

 


His tongue swirled around my asshole, then
he flicked it back and forth across the center. My body fluxed
rapidly, matching the pace of his lingual gymnastics. My pleasure
centers were in overload. “Oh, why didn't you just do it then?”
Behind me, he laughed. But that didn't stop what he was doing.

 


It was an odd sensation, the first time his
tongue pushed into me. My whole body tightened in pleasure and I
nearly shot my load, though a split-second before, I wasn't even
that close. I gathered enough of my wits about me to keep from
doing that while leaving enough of them to do what they want, just
so I could enjoy what Bill was doing to me.

 


He started rubbing my ass cheek with one
hand, which turned into a fuller massage of my back, down to my
upper thighs. It felt good and I slipped further into the warm
cloud of pleasure that was taking over my mind.

 


His tongue was flicking
rapidly, darting about my outer ring and pushing into my sphincter
with wild, uninhibited abandon. I felt the pressure building up in
my cock, needing release. I punched into Ted harder and harder,
faster and faster. Bill stood up, running his fingers between my
ass cheeks, massaging my tight pucker. Slick with his own saliva,
he gently pushed one inside of me. I was so wound up I barely
noticed. So close... Then, he penetrated me with a second digit.

 


I was much more aware of this one –
and who wouldn't be? It distracted me for just a moment, especially
when he twisted them, but I found it very pleasurable. He found
something inside of me, my prostate, I guess, and what he was doing
to it drove me wild, pushing me over the edge.

 


The Tale

 


I was done with being cold. That was it. I
was attending a certain conservative, northeastern university and I
just couldn't do one more winter. In Spring, I would be starting in
LA. I could live at my folks home and save a lot of money and BE
WARM! The only problem was, as a college student, I was constantly
strapped for cash and it was property tax time at home so my folks
couldn't help out with the move.

 


I wasn't about to sell my car and fly home,
either. It's a black 1967 Chevy Impala, 327, 4-barrel, V-8 engine,
automatic, 4-dr, Hardtop. The same car that's on that Supernatural
show. If it was a 2000 Nissan Sentra, that would be another thing.
I figured my best bet was to find someone at school who needed a
ride to LA who could pay for gas. I put a post on the bulletin
board.

 


As luck would have it, I found someone right
away. A jock by the name of Bill needed a ride. He had a phobia
about planes and one other thing. “You're not queer are you?”
Seriously, in this day and age, that was his only other concern. “I
can't be riding with faggots.”

 


I assured him that I was straight. Hell, my
first year, I partied and slept with so many girls that my grades
weren't where they should be. In an effort to get them up so that
the transfer school would take me seriously, I had mostly become a
monk. There were three or four FWB's I could call pretty much
anytime, but I hadn't in the last six weeks or so. No time. It was
my plan to hit up one or two the last night to clear my... uh, mind
for the trip.

 


Unfortunately, there was a big winter storm
heading our way so we decided to leave late in the evening, on the
day before my original plan. So much for my goodbye boinks. Now, I
wanted to head south for a day to get to warmer climates before
heading west. It seemed logical to me but Bill vetoed the idea. He
wanted to take the shortest route possible to save on gas. When I
informed him of the coming storm, he simply said we should leave
immediately and outrun it.

 


It was rough but the plan mostly worked.
Occasionally we would be slowed down as the front caught up to us
but we did okay, considering. We tried to minimize bathroom and
food breaks by trying to do them at the same time as we got
gas.

 


Like I mentioned at the beginning, our
school was a religious one. Me, I'm not really the religious type,
but it was the best school I could get into and afford at the time.
Bill, on the other hand, liked to hold his bible when he wasn't
driving and talk about sin and that sort of thing. I took it to
mean that he didn't have quite as much fun as I did before I got
all serious about my grades.
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