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"The other day I walked in 

on my roommate while I was 

masturbating." 
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Chapter 1

Rest Stop 
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I leaped from the car, nearly running to make it to the low squat building on the edge of the parking lot. It was old and decaying with cracked concrete and brick. It was pretty quiet with a few cars in front and a couple of trucks parked around the back. I followed the signs and along the "Mens" corridor. The air was stale with the strong odor of piss and urinal cake. 

Picking a urinal in a public restroom is normally a complex dance that requires quick calculations of relative distance to neighbors, cleanliness of available urinals, and the presence of dividers. I had no time for such considerations. I had my cock out before I even reached the urinal.

Waves of relief washed over me as I drained my full bladder against the iron-stained white porcelain. As I was preoccupied with emptying my bladder, I hadn't taken in my surroundings until then.

There was a man already at the urinal down from me. There were only five urinals in a row and the last one was covered in a trash bag denoting it out of order. I'd taken the one on the far left since the middle was taken by the stranger. This left a gap of one empty urinal between us.

Farther down were sets of stalls. I saw one guy washing his hands at the bank of sinks as I came in, but he had left shortly after I came in, so it was just the two of us. The urinals had no dividers between them, a sign that this was an old rest stop in need of a redo. The walls showed signs of cracks and overpainted graffiti.

I ventured a sideways glance at the guy next to me. His dick was out and a stream of piss was hitting the plastic mesh at the bottom with a loud splash. Like me, he stood back from the edge to avoid the spray, so I could see his dick. He was an older guy maybe in his forties. His dick was cut and hung out over a large set of balls. Hair sprung out on either side of it. He wore jeans and boxer briefs that were tucked under his balls. 

Usually, guys don't haul out their balls at the urinals, so I found that intriguing. He held his cock in his right hand, and I was on his left, so I got a clear view of it. The head was wide and the shaft thick. His arms were thick with black hair that tapered off only when it reached his pinky. Hair spilled out over the neck of his tee. He had a thick dark beard and wore a John Deere baseball cap. 

Just then, I noticed him glance over in my direction. I shifted my gaze back to the wall in front of me. Above the urinal, someone had drawn a crude outline of a dick and balls with a spray of cum shooting out the head. My piss stream was nearing the end and I realized that my dick was starting to stir. It got harder the more I willed it not to.

The stream of piss to my right had grown quieter and I risked another sideways glance at my neighbor. He forced the last few squirts of piss out in short bursts, making his dick jump each time he did. Then just a dribble came out. He pulled on the loose skin and shook the last few drops. He tugged on it a bit more, and it filled up and fluffed out more. He slipped a finger along the underside and pulled along his entire length from base to head squeezing out one last drop of piss. He did it again making his dick stretch out and look thicker and longer. 

When he caught me glancing over he tugged at his cut cock. It could have just been to get the last drops of piss out, or it could have been an invitation to me depending on how much he trusted I wasn't a cop or something. 

I caught his head turning in my direction and I shifted my glance back to my cock. I was shocked to see it had grown half hard watching him. It was now pointing straight out and waving in front of me, on its way to being fully hard. I could feel his eyes on my cock and I glanced back to see him now openly stroking his growing cock. He'd turned slightly towards me showing me what he held between his thick hairy fingers. It curved up over his big round balls. His head was now deep red and flaring out. It was not large, maybe 5 or 6 inches, just average but not bad looking. It's odd how there are pretty cocks and ugly cocks out there, and you just know when one is pretty. This was maybe a 6 on a scale of 10. His eyes locked onto my cock as he continued to manipulate himself seeing if I would reciprocate without being too blatant he was jerking off. After all, I was a stranger, and he couldn't be certain of my intentions. I also look young for being 19 years old. The only big giveaway that I'm not jailbait is the thick hair sprouting up over the collar of my secondhand store teeshirt.

The last drops of piss fell from my hardening cock onto the wet floor, if I'd stepped any closer I would have been standing in a puddle of urine on the stained concrete floor. The stranger licked his lips nearly drooling as it lengthened and thickened. It never occurred to me that this guy couldn't have just as easily been a cop himself waiting to entrap me but given the state of his cock, hard and drooling like mine I doubt he'd have much of a case. 

My dick was rock-hard and pointing up towards my belly. There was no way to hide it from my new friend, so I grabbed it and stroked it with my left hand even though I normally use my right. I loved showing it off for him. 

"Nice!" He said quietly. The sudden sound rang out and echoed in the quiet room. Outside the low hum of cars on the highway could be heard like rushing water. It reminded me that my family was waiting for me in the car and time was not on my side. 

"Thanks, you too," I said politely. I meant it as well. There was something about an older guy that got my blood pumping. I'd say it was from the camping trip last weekend, but I think my interest in older guys went further back than that. 

I'd hashed and rehashed what happened on the trip the rest of the week while I packed up my belongings in preparation for the start of my second year in college. Those few days would fuel endless JO sessions for years to come. I didn't have too much time to dwell on it with the whirlwind of preparations going on. 

The trip home had been uneventful. I think we both were exhausted and spent most of the drive nodding off from lack of sleep after Timmy and Keith kept me up most of the night taking turns having me fuck them. 

Dad was staring at nothing on the automatic pilot while driving us home. I sat listening to my music. The rhythm of the road bumps was making my dick rub against my leg causing it to stir uncontrollably. I tried to hide it with my arm, so Dad wouldn't notice. I still couldn't believe everything that had happened, but the tenderness of my ass told me it was not a dream. 

"How was the trip?" Mom asked as we came in the door. 

"Ah ..." my dad started to say. 

"It was great! His friend is really nice, and we met some other hikers along the way. Some guys from Europe." I told her. Dad gave me a worried look like he expected me to slip up and tell her everything else that happened.

"What happened to your knee?" He said remarking on the scabs crusting my knee from the fall. I'd completely forgotten about it. 

"We fell while crossing this river and our stuff got soaked!" I said enthusiastically. She flashed my dad a worried look. 

"It wasn't that bad, just slipped a little," he said downplaying just how dangerous it actually was. 

"How's the car?" She asked him.

"The mechanic said we'll need a new timing belt soon," Dad said.

"Always something," Mom said. 

"I'd better get ready for work," Dad said giving her a quick kiss before heading upstairs. 

"Why don't you take that stuff straight down to wash," she said pointing at the packs. 

I unpacked the barely worn clothes into the washing machine and stored the camping gear on the shelf in the garage. As I headed to my room to grab a few more things for the laundry I passed the bathroom. I could hear the shower running behind the door. 

I knocked on the bathroom door. "I'm going to put our stuff in the wash," I said as I stepped in and found his dirty shorts and shirt on the floor. I could just barely make out his nude figure behind the frosted glass. 

I backed away and went to my room. I took the shorts and stuffed them into a bag of clothes I had started to pack for school. I hope Dad wouldn't miss them as I headed downstairs to start a load of laundry. 

"May I" my friend of the urinal said holding his hand out toward my cock, which had reached its full hardness and was pressing up against my belly. I looked around and nodded. I had time for a quick one, right?

He took a step forward and switched urinals, so he was now at the one next to me. He reached out his hand and I let go of my cock. His hand felt rough pulling my cock away from my belly to hold it tightly. He replaced it quickly and gave me a tug. He explored my cock lifting my balls out of my shorts and letting them hang over my waistband. He cupped them and ran his hand up my shaft and caught some of the precum that had appeared on the tip. He let go and brought the wet finger to his lips and licked it off. 

"Fuck, that's a nice one," he said as he stroked it. His dick jumped and a line of precum oozed out forming a thread that hung down from the tip of his cock. 

He looked around and then bend forward quickly before I had a chance to react. His hot mouth enveloped my cock. I got weak in the knees as his tongue raked over the sensitive flesh. The sudden warmth and softness overwhelmed me and I let out an involuntary grunt. He slurped and sucked, letting his drool run down my shaft and tickle my balls before dripping to the dirty floor below. 

Just the idea that I was getting a blowjob in such a public place where at any moment anyone, including my Dad might come in and catch us heightened the excitement. 

He was good, not that I had a great deal of experience. I'd only been sucked off a few times and those had mostly happened in the course of the camping trip only a week ago. I could feel my cock tingling and my balls tightening. I was not going to last much longer. 

No sooner had I thought it, than I felt my balls press into me and my cock began to explode into the stranger's mouth. I was so lost in the moment I hadn't heard the footsteps in the hallway. The stranger must have though because he spat out my cock and jumped back to his urinal just as the newcomer turned the corner. My cock continued to erupt painting the back of the urinal with a milky white spray. 

"What is taking so long?" My dad asked eyeing me and the stranger to my right. 

"Sorry just about done," I said hiding my hard cock by turning toward the corner a little more. 

He took up a place at a urinal next to my friend who quickly tucked his dick into his jeans and headed to the sink. I heard him spit my cum into the sink and wash his hands. I quickly tucked my dick back into my shorts and did the same. My heart pounded violently in my chest at being caught like that. 

Not that it mattered given everything that had gone on last weekend. But we'd never talked about any of it since. It was like it hadn't happened. He was gone most nights working and when he was home he was either sleeping or hanging out with our neighbors avoiding me. Maybe he was still processing the events of the weekend. Who knows?

I knew he grew up in a different time when it wasn't as easy or accepted to come out. He seemed to have clicked with his old friend Colin over the weekend. It was like they were able to pick up a relationship that had languished for 20-odd years as if it were only yesterday they had been in high school. I held my tongue and didn't push the subject. Put back in his environment he was back to his old self, his straight persona reasserting itself. 

I spotted the stranger sitting on top of a picnic table on my way back to the car. He touched the brim of his cap and nodded at me as I passed. I smiled knowing the secret we shared. My only regret was I didn't get a chance to return the favor. I would have loved to have swallowed a load from his hairy cock. 

I made sure my softening cock wasn't too noticeable before I got back to the car. I got in the back with my sister, a duffle bag full of my clothes between us on the seat. 

"Now where is your father?" My mom asked. 

"Probably in there waiting to get his dick sucked by the stranger that just sucked mine," I thought but actually said, "he decided he needed to pee" 

My mom rolled her eyes. "He'd better make it quick, he's got to be at work later tonight". 

I saw the stranger get up from the picnic table and walk back into the bathroom passing my dad as he left. Too bad I thought, If he'd stayed, he might have been able to get loads from both father and son. 

I looked out the window as we drove away, watching another man walk toward the bathroom, recognizing him as the one that I'd seen at the sink washing his hands when I first went in. 

We merged back onto the highway. I was on my way back to school. I was both excited and nervous about it. I didn't get along with my roommate last year, so I was getting a new one this year. I didn't know what he would be like. They sent me his contact info, and we started to chat a little, mostly just basic stuff. His name is David or Dave as he preferred to be called. He's an electrical engineering major, first year but transferring in with credit from a community college. I did some snooping on his insta and I could see he was cute. Dark hair, pale white skin, and a furry chest I wanted to lick. His lips looked so soft and kissable. What was I saying, I'm already crushing on him, and I've not even met him in person yet.  
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Chapter 2

Move in Day

[image: ]




The smell of fresh paint and bleach cleaner permeated the hallway as I made my way to my new dorm room. The institutional carpet was worn in places and showed stains and spills from countless previous undergrads. The last odds and ends in hand, I made my way back to the room that I would share for the next year. My mom and sister were waiting in the car while Dad followed me carrying the last box of books. Ahead of me walked a handsome boy carrying a duffel bag that held some clothes and notably the shorts I'd pilfered from my dad. 

He'd gotten here the day before and was already mostly unpacked and settled in. He offered to help us carry my stuff in from the car when we arrived. We'd been texting the last couple of days asking what side I wanted and how to arrange things. He'd left it mostly how it had come, with the beds parallel to each other along the side walls and the desks together on the far wall under the windows. We had the option of getting more room by making bunk beds but neither of us seemed to want to go for that. This gave us more room to stash things under the two beds and in the tiny closets. 

He was a year older than me even though we were technically both sophomores, having taken off two years to work and take a lighter load of classes at community college before transferring here. When I saw him sitting on his bed when we'd first come in, my stomach went tingly. He was shorter than me with dark brown hair and light skin. Hair covered his arms and sprang from the collar of his tee shirt. He had thick dark eyebrows and brown-green eyes. His lips were full and red and his cheeks had a hint of freckles while his chin line was covered in dark stubble. His hair was middle length with a slight wave to it and was parted down the right. 

He'd reached out to grab my hand, and I'd noticed the thick hair on his knuckles and the back of his hand extending in a line from his pinky to join thicker hair on his arms and finally disappearing under his tee. I wasn't sure I could take living with this beast all year and not explode every time I glimpsed that hairy mane. I imagined what he might look like naked and risked popping bone right there in front of him and my family.

"It's nice to finally meet you!" He said pulled me into an embrace. I could smell and almost taste the aroma of testosterone pouring from his soft skin. He broke the embrace and gave my Dad a firm handshake and then greeted my little sister and mom. We had made light small talk and then proceeded to unload the car. As we walked down, I couldn't help but watch his wide ass wiggle each time he took a step. Why are the best asses wasted on straight guys? I thought.

My dad set down the box on the desk saying, "I think that's everything. Sorry, I have to work later, or we could have stayed and taken you both out for dinner." 

"That's ok, maybe next time," I said giving him a quick awkward hug. 

He turned to Dave and said, "It was nice to meet you, I hope you two get along" 

"Nice to meet you too! I can already tell we'll get along great. Maybe we can go out if you come to homecoming this fall." He offered.

"Yes, hopefully, we'll make it." He said then turned to me. I sensed he wanted to talk to me alone. 

"I'll walk you down," I said. 

Once in the corridor, he took me aside into a small seating area with a large floor-to-ceiling window. 

He stood there searching for words leaving a silence between us like an empty stomach gurgling to be filled. "I know we never got to talk about what happened last weekend. It's not something I like to talk about in general."

"I understand" I interrupted, "you don't have to explain"

"I feel like I do, we got carried away and things went a little too far. I shouldn't have done what I did, and I'm sorry if I hurt you." He said a genuine look of guilt and concern on his face. 

What was he talking about? I loved every second of it. I was thinking. The rest of the week after the trip, I'd not seen much of him, that was typical when he worked nights and then slept most of the day after he got home. But when he was around the silence and tension could be felt like an icy chill that went through the room. We'd barely spoken two words to each other all week. He seemed to get uncomfortable when we were alone in the same room together and make some excuse to leave. 

Now it made more sense. I thought he was upset with me for pushing things and doing the things I had done, but it was the opposite, he was beating himself up over what he thought he had done wrong.

Even though I'd been trying to come up with some way to talk about this all week when finally confronted with it my prepared speech vanished from my head. I did my best to reassure him. "I'm ok, honestly don't beat yourself up about it or feel guilty. I know this is weird coming from me, but I kinda liked it and I wouldn't change anything that happened," I told him. I tried to downplay it, but I actually fucking loved it and would take him into my room right now and do it again if I could.

"Really? I kept thinking I'd crossed a line I shouldn't have. You're ok keeping it between us," He asked. Just between us and the half dozen other people that were there, I thought with a laugh.

"The last thing I want is for something to come between us, I love you Dad. It's going to be ok, I'm not going to tell anyone." I said pulling him into a hug. "You'd better get going Mom is waiting". I said. 

"Oh right, thanks, I'm glad we cleared the air. Have a good term, be safe" he said giving me a hard look. I caught the meaning. I was planning on visiting the health clinic this week to see if they offered Prep as Colin had suggested. I followed him down the stairs to see my family off. 

On my way back I caught a whiff of BO and lifted my arm to smell my pit. I'd worked up a sweat from the exertion of moving my stuff in and the 90-degree temperatures outside. I stank there was no question of that. At the same time, I had to admit I kind of liked the smell, it made my dick twitch a little remembering the strong manly smells of the hikers on the trip.

Back in my room I put my clothes away, shifted my books to a shelf, and made my bed. The rest I could get to later, right now, I really needed a shower. 

"Think I'm going to get cleaned up and maybe head over to the dining hall for some dinner," I told my new roommate. 

"That sounds like a plan, mind if I join you," he said.

I hoped that included the cleaning up bit as well. I was dying to get a better look at him. 

"Sure," I said, stripping off my sweat-soaked tee and tossing it on the floor by my bed. I hesitated, debating on what level of modesty I should have around him. Would he get offended if I stripped down right in front of him? After being nude most of the previous weekend I was hooked on it. Thinking maybe if I set the tone he'd follow, I stripped off my shorts. I was going commando, so my dick flopped out as went about looking for a towel. I tried to play it off as casually as possible. I caught a sideways glance at him as he pulled his shirt off and grabbed his towel. He turned away and pulled down his shorts. I turned to blatantly stared at his hairy ass crack. I could see his thick hairy balls hanging down between his legs as he bent down to take off his socks and put on flip-flops. He wrapped his towel around his waist and grabbed his shower bag. I decided given it was move-in day and the presence of families around I'd follow suit and present some modesty for now. 

I followed him out into the hall. His shoulders and upper arms were strong and thick but not overly muscular. It seemed like he was just naturally that way. His back was scattered with light freckles and a few hairs here and there till the hair thickened into a mound just above his ass where it disappeared under his towel. His legs were also hairy all the way down to his toes. His strong calves tightened with each step. He was in good shape but not like a bodybuilder just exceptionally average. He had told me he played soccer but not on any team just pick-up games mostly. 

He held the door open for me and we entered the common bathroom. Straight ahead was a row of sinks and mirrors. To the right were a couple of urinals and stalls. On the left was an opening to a shower room. It was all tiled in standard off-white institutional tile. Being one of the older buildings on campus it still had just a big room with shower nozzles spaced around the room's perimeter. I didn't think these existed anymore. I slipped off my towel and found a peg to hang it on. I sat my bag down on the bench against the wall outside the shower and grabbed my soap. I looked over to the opposite side of the doorway to see Dave still in his towel eyeing me. When I looked over, he went back to rummaging in his bag. Did I just catch him checking me out? As far as I knew he was straight. He'd mentioned a girlfriend in passing. He turned away from me and removed his towel. I got another opportunity to see his beautiful wide hairy ass. I didn't want to make him feel uncomfortable, so I turned and headed into the shower room. 

I took up a place on one side, so I could still get a good view when he entered. I turned on the water and adjusted the temperature. I turned around just in time to catch him stepping through the doorway. The upper part of his chest was covered in thick black hair that hid his nipples and spread out to his shoulders. A trail of hair made its way down from his chest and widened at his belly button where it spread out into a thick nest above his crotch. His dick half buried in thick pubes, rested on a large set of tight balls making it extend out rather than hang down. It was maybe 3 inches soft and cut though there was a fair amount of skin bunched up around the head to make me question if he was cut or not. 

He took up a shower head on the opposite wall, down from me, so we were diagonal to each other. He stood with his back to me while he got the temperature right. I began soaping up my chest and let the suds trickle down my body and drip off my surprisingly still-soft cock. I think I was going to enjoy these showers as long as I could keep my dick in check, which wouldn't be easy.

My first-year accommodations had been in a newer building with individual shower stalls. I learned that if I took the one in the middle, there was a gap where the edge of the shower met the wall. The water running down the smooth tile created a mirror effect that if you stood at the right angle, you could clearly make out the figure of the person in the next stall. If I was lucky and timed it right, I could catch one of my hall-mates in the next one taking care of his morning wood. I shot a load in that shower stall almost every day watching one of the guys on my hall draining his balls onto the tiled shower wall. I'd go in some days and find a whitish-yellow stain on the wall or divider. I'd touch it and feel it was still wet and viscous between my fingers. I'd bring it to my nose and inhaled the musky scent. I was sorely tempted to taste it but resisted. I wished I could have helped whoever it was and taken it right from the source.

Now I could see everything more easily, but at the same time I risked getting hard. I also couldn't take care of it right there in front of them without the divider to protect our limited anonymity. I thought back on all mater of cocks I'd seen, big ones small ones, both hard and soft. It made me think back on the past weekend and how many cocks I'd had the privilege of enjoying, including one that belonged to my father.

My dick started to react to this line of thought. I looked over to see Dave soaping up his crotch and balls. That didn't help my situation. Dave wasn't looking my way, so I spent some time studying his body. The water and suds matted down his thick pelt, running over his shoulders and down his chest. Water streamed off the end of his cock as if he were peeing. My cock was now at half-mast and rising in front of me. I saw him look my way and I swiveled away to hide my growing member. I was afraid to turn back around, but I had a weird sense he was looking at me. 

I tried to solve physics equations in my head as a way to make it go down but the harder I tried to avoid sexy thoughts the more they intruded on me. My dick was now pointing up towards my belly. I busied myself soaping up my chest for the fourth time, till I heard his water turn off.

"I'll see you back at the room." He said as he headed to the door. I turned and caught sight of his ass and back as he left. My dick jumped again. I turned my upper body in his direction while keeping my pelvis facing enough away from him that he couldn't see my cock. I could see little bits of him when he passed in front of the door frame on the way from drying off to the sinks. While he was out of sight I tugged on my cock and let the images of him sear into my mind. His hair now straight, he packed up his things wrapped his towel around his waist, and headed out the door. This was going to be a tough year, but in a good way, I guess.

Now that I was alone I figured I'd take the opportunity to try to finish getting rid of my hard-on by rubbing one out. I soaped up my cock and tugged on it searing the image of my naked roommate into my memory. I imagined what his dick looked like hard, what it tasted like. I imagined what it would be like to run my tongue up that fur-lined ass of his. What he'd feel like as my dick sunk into his hairy hole. What his dick would feel like invading my hole. My eyes were closed as these images flooded my senses and I brought myself closer with my right hand. I heard the water come on at the shower head next to me and my eyes flung open wide in shock.

Next to me stood a slim guy with dark skin and black hair perhaps of middle eastern or Southeast Asian descent. He had a square jaw lined with a dark 5 o'clock shadow. His body was smooth with a line of dark hair running down the middle of his chest into a curly mat of thick pubes. His dick was cut and hung down over a large set of balls. Small pointy nipples rose from either side of his chest and a dark thick patch of hair filled the space between them. Thick patches of straight black hair sprung from his armpits. 

There I was caught stroking my cock in the shower, there was no way of denying it, my soapy hand was still wrapped around my thick cock which was jutting up in front of me obscenely. He saw everything. I let go of my cock and turned in a vain attempt to hide it from the stranger. But it just swayed and bobbed obscenely in front of me.

"Don't stop on my account" he said in accent-laced British English. 
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Chapter 3

Gang Showers
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I turned to look at him, he tugged on his cock letting the water wash over his dick. It was already twice the size it was when I first saw it. I wasn't sure what to do or say. He looked around to see if anyone else was in the bathroom area and then turned back toward me. He was nearly hard now. His cock was thick, and the head was large and flared out. It was a darker shade than the shaft, a brownish-purple color. I'd never seen a dick like it, especially not hard. He stroked it for me while I stared at him and started to stroke mine again. 

We stood there stroking our cocks for each other transfixed. I reached a hand out toward him signaling I wanted to touch it. He looked at me then around the room, we'd heard no one enter, so it wasn't like he expected to find someone, but I could tell he was being extremely cautious. He let go of his cock and let it bounce and shift in front of him. I grabbed hold of it and took a few tugs in it. He just watched as I stroked both of us.

I was already close to cumming from my earlier fantasies, so it didn't take long for me to start bucking and sending a volley of cum in his direction. Some landed on the side of my hand and dribbled down onto his cock. The next spurt landed at our feet with a splat. Seeing me cum and feeling it on his cock as I stroked him sent him over the edge as well. The white cum stood out against the dark skin of his head as it shot out and then dribbled down on my hand. I milked the last drops from his cock as he started to get too sensitive and bent forward to pull his cock from my hand. I flung the remnants of his cum to the floor and watched it slowly make its way to the drain.

I looked up at him, and he looked at me and smiled. 

"Hot," he said then added "I'm Ravi by the way," he said offering his hand to shake then pulled it back realizing mine was still covered in cum. 

"I'm Brian in 216, nice to meet you," I said. 

"I'm in 207 stop by sometime," he said.

"Sure," I said, you can count on it, I thought to myself, then added, "Hey would you want to come to dinner with me and my roommate?" 

"Sure that sounds great," he said enthusiastically then added in a more conspiratorial tone "But could we keep this between us for now?" he asked pointing to his dick and my dick. 

"Sure, I'm not really out either," I told him. 

"Cool, let me finish up, and I'll meet you at your room," he said.

"Sounds like a plan," I said and turned back to rinse off the cum. While I was turned away from him, I brought my hand to my nose and took a sniff. The cum had a strong musky scent to it. I brought it to my lips and took a little taste before he could notice what I was doing. I didn't get much of the flavor from the little I tasted, but it made my lips tingle a little. 

I finished rinsing off and shut off my water making my way to the door. I felt his eyes on my ass as a walked past him. My half-mast dick flopped back and forth slapping my legs as I went. While I dried off, I got a look at him again. He was facing away from me and I could see a dark patch of hair running up his crack. His ass looked too wide for his slim body. I salivated at the idea of getting down and licking his hole and then burying my cock between those dark hairy cheeks. 

Back in my room Dave was already dressed laying on his bed looking at his phone. I dropped the towel as soon as the door closed and started rummaging through my dresser for clothes. 

"Took you long enough," he said looking up from his phone. 

"Sorry, ran into this guy Ravi, seems cool we chatted for a bit and I invited him to join us for dinner, hope that's ok"

"Sure sounds good, I may have seen him in the hall earlier." He said. I thought I caught him looking down once or twice as I used my towel to wick up the remaining moisture from my back, my still fluffed-up cock was on full display.

As I dressed I spotted Dave looking over at me in the full-length mirror that hung on the back of the closet door. He pretended like he was on his phone, but I could see his eyes were focused on something above it. I'm not sure he realized I caught him looking at my ass. I decided to play it up by giving him a good show. I bent low as I put on my shorts, so he would have a nice view of my ass and balls. I lingered in that position just a little too long as I pulled on socks as well as my shorts. When I stood back up I caught him shifting a little. One hand was resting on his lap now as if hiding something from me. I slipped on my shirt and then turned back towards him. He was looking at his phone again. All guys look right? Even if they are straight, I thought.

"He's meeting us here when he's ready," I said as I sat down on my bed to put on my shoes. 

A few minutes later Ravi knocked on the door and came in. Dave greeted him and Ravi shot me a look like I'd scored a major prize in my choice of roommates. I felt my face flush a little and caught myself in the mirror turning a little red. 

"Shall we go? I'm starving" Dave said. 

At dinner, I got to know Ravi and Dave better. We clicked. Even after we were done eating we sat chatting at our table till it got dark outside. 

"If you grew up in Swaziland how come you don't have an accent?" Ravi asked Dave. 

In response, Dave broke into speaking Afrikaans with a perfect accent. Then said, "I didn't grow up there the whole time, we'd come back and stay at my uncle's place in North Carolina for a while then go back over."

"That explains it," Ravi said.

"What did you just say?" I asked.

"Nothing" Dave blushed.

"Really what was it?" Ravi asked. 

Dave squirmed a little. 

"Ok fine, I said 'check out the titties on her'" 

Ravi burst out laughing. 

"I'll have to remember that one," he said. 

"Since you both are new to campus, you want me to give you a tour?" I asked.

"Sure, that'd be great," Dave said. 

We got up and headed out taking the long way back to the dorm, so I could show them around. Dave and Ravi were both starting this year as new students on campus. We stopped on the main quad where the different campus groups had tables set up with flyers for events they had planned and QR codes to scan to sign up. We passed the lgbtq+ booth and I debated stopping. I looked over at Ravi, and he was also looking but quickly turned to another booth. Dave was a little ahead of us now, so I took a quick snap of the QR code and moved on. 

We caught up with Dave as he was checking out the soccer team's table. 

"You gonna sign up for football?" Ravi asked as we walked away.

"You mean soccer, not football right?" I corrected him. 

"I mean football," Ravi said giving me a gab in the ribs. 

"Oh right in England it's football," I said.

"In pretty much everywhere else in the world it's football," Ravi said.

"I used to play all the time in Swaziland growing up, we called it sokkar there," Dave said. 

We walked on chatting and ribbing each other, it was like we'd known each other for all our lives even though we'd just met a few hours ago. I was so glad I'd met them, this year wasn't going to be the lonely experience my freshman year had been. 

My roommate last year turned out to be a real asshole. He smelled and always kept the room a mess, I suspected his mom always picked up after him at home so without her to pick up after him our room increasingly became a cesspool. I wasn't about to pick up after him, but I spent a lot of time trying to keep his junk out of my spaces. I got so annoyed that I finally suggested that we put the beds into bunk beds and move the wardrobes down to essentially partition the room into two. I moved my desk behind the bed so that I had my half of the room and a space to slip out the door without having to interact with him. I could climb up on my bed from my desk, so I didn't have to even go on his side to get into bed. I could still see down into his part of the room and get some light from our only window. 

One night while I was getting into bed I could see the light from his reading lamp coming out of a crack between my mattress and the base of the bed. I realized I could see the bottom half of his bed from here without him seeing me. He was naked and looking at his phone in one hand and had a tight grasp on his hard cock with the other. His cock was average to small, his hand covering most of his hard cock. Only the head showed when he pulled down. His technique was to grasp his cock and pull towards his belly gathering the loose skin of his cut cock over the head and then push back down till the head was poking out again, so the skin was tight looking shiny and wet. With each tug, he'd squeeze the skin around his head and repeat the same motion. He varied the speed sometimes but mostly kept a steady rhythm. He was trying to be subtle and quiet knowing I was just above him, but I could feel the bed frame sway just a bit.

I'd lay there and watch through the crack, my head extending over the end of my bed a few inches. I could still see from his chest down since his head was at the opposite end. He had a light spattering of hair on his chest along with a few moles. His pubes were a light brown color and not very thick. It's possible he shaved them. When he got close to cumming he pulled a sock out and placed it near the top of his dick. His balls always stayed close to his body in a tight mound of darker skin. His legs lifted up a little and his taint flexed as he began to unload into the sock. I only caught a very brief glimpse of the milky fluid as it squirted out of the head and right into the absorbent fabric of the sock. 

I watched him on multiple occasions go through this same ritual. Usually, right before he went to sleep at night, his body lit up by the reading lamp while the rest of the room was dark. He'd put up a screen on the side of the bed for some additional privacy not aware of the gap at the end of the bed. It wasn't like I would be jumping down that side anyway since I used the end of the bed to get up and down. I'd wait a while after he was done to shift around and roll onto my back. I'd sometimes rub my cock and shoot a quiet load on my chest and use my underwear to clean it up. 

I came back to the room one night to find my view blocked by a new sheet that was draped down the end of the bed. I can't say whether he knew I was spying on him or he just decided to redecorate. Either way, it ended my nightly view into his private world. It was for the best really I'd started to really hate the guy. 

I'd overhear him making derogatory gay jokes to some of the other guys on the hall and on more than one occasion he used the N-word. As a result, I spent an increasing amount of time away from the room. 

I didn't make friends very easily so aside from some people I'd see occasionally in the same classes I spent most of my time alone in the library or the lab buildings. 

Now I was back after a life-changing summer, and I was determined not to be the shy introvert I'd been before. I think it was off to a pretty good start.

We wandered around and found ourselves at the sports complex. I showed them the pool where I'd spent a good deal of time last year both swimming and checking out the hot guys in the changing room.

"Nice, it's got a sauna!" Ravi said as we toured the locker room. 

"Not on a day like today," Dave said noting the guy sitting on the bench in just a towel. "How can you do that when it's dark out and still in the nineties, I'm sweating just walking around, who needs more heat?"

"It feels good after swimming" I offered. I'd read about encounters in saunas but had never been lucky or brave enough to try. One time I'd gotten the sense when I was in there after a long swim last year that the guy that was in there might have been there for more than just the warmth. 

I recall he kept adjusting his towel, reaching in under it and looking over at me. I was too scared to initiate anything, so I'd sat there quietly. He eventually got up took off the towel to rewrap it around his body and showed off his muscular nearly hair-free smooth body. His cock was long and looked half hard in the dim light that streamed in the little window from the bright locker room lights. He was cut with a dark ring around his dick where his foreskin used to be, and he was completely hairless. I remember quickly going to the shower and jerking off to the memory of his body and dick, painting the tile wall with my cum. I tried to find him again on other trips to the pool but never ran into him. I struggled to remember his face, but his dick was clearly etched in my memory. 

We eventually found our way back to the dorm and hung out in our room chatting for a while. Dave sat on his bed while Ravi and I sat next to each other backs to the wall on my bed. Before we knew it, it was already after one AM. We'd been having an intense discussion about philosophy and religion. Ravi's family was Muslim but not very strict, his sisters did wear headscarves but mostly as a cultural expression and less as a sign of devotion. 

I'd been part of the campus Christian group last year and hung out with them till I realized the main reason I was still going was to be close to the leader, a very attractive bearded guy named Shawn. It turned out he was very homophobic. I realized quickly I just didn't fit with their beliefs and stopped going. I'd had a falling out with one girl in the group who used the word fag way too much. I actually think she'd started dating my former roommate. Guess bigots attract. 

Dave was the son of a Christian missionary and had grown up partly in Africa. He himself didn't believe and was somewhat estranged from his family. I didn't dive too deep into the subject of his father as it seemed like a sore spot. He was paying his own way through school with grants, loans, work-study, and a small scholarship. 

When the subject of girlfriends came up, Dave talked about a girl he had been seeing for a while but when he left they had agreed it was best they just split up. They stayed friends and wrote to each other all the time but they both knew the distance would be an issue. If he returned after school, he may see her again. He really liked her a lot, but he didn't know if they could sustain it for the next 3 or 4 years. 

"Now is not the time to get tied down. Now you should be out there getting laid every chance you get," Ravi said looking over at me with a knowing look on his face. I would definitely have to come around his room sometime soon. Turned out he lucked out and got a single. 

"We'll see, I'm not all that," Dave said. 

"What are you talking out!? You are super hot, any girl would kill to get with you" I told him while thinking, or any guy for that matter. 

"If you say so," he said brushing off my compliments, and then asked, "What about you, any prospects?" 

"Well maybe, we'll have to see," I said very subtly looking over at Ravi who was looking back at me. I wondered whether now was a good time to tell him I was gay. I didn't want to hide it anymore and if he was going to have trouble with it maybe it would be better to find out now while it was easier to switch roommates. On the other hand, I was really getting to like him and didn't want to risk his friendship. 

"I bet you were swimming in pussy last year!" Dave said. 

"Actually after high school, I hadn't done anything till just last weekend."

"Wow really?" Ravi asked. 

"Wait, you told me you went camping with your Dad last weekend," Dave said looking puzzled. I recalled our earlier chat messages where I did tell him I was going camping with my dad the next weekend. I was a little trapped now. I didn't think they were ready for those revelations just yet, but I went for a version of the events. 

"I did, but we went with a friend of his from high school and we kinda sorta hooked up" I admitted.

"Cougar bait!" Dave said and I blushed.

"Your mom let him go camping with some woman from his past, did they use to date or something?" Dave asked, clearly confused by the situation. 

"Ah well, I did find out they used to fool around together back in high school," I admitted. 

"No fucking way! And you hooked up with her?!" he asked.

"Well ... " I hesitated, now or never I guess, "Yes, but I never said the friend was a woman."

Ravi let out a little gasp and Dave sat up in his bed to face me. "You're telling me you're gay?"

"I guess I am," I said my voice cracking and my arms shaking with fear and excitement. 

"Wow, I had no clue" he finally said.

"Are you ok if I am? I'll understand if you want to find another roommate or something." I told him feeling like he was going to reject me.

"Of course not, don't be silly. I'm cool with it, just surprised me is all" he said. 

"You're ok with it" I asked Ravi assuming he was given our earlier experience. 

"Of course I'm ok with it" Ravi said giving me a knowing look that Dave couldn't see. 

"How did you know that you liked guys?" Ravi asked.

"I guess I've always known. I had a friend in high school I used to fool around with. Like I said earlier I grew up in a pretty religious family, hell my dad was a Chaplin in the navy and a pastor. So I always felt guilty about it," I said. 

"So wait, let me get this straight, you said you hooked up with your dad's friend from high school, and they used to fool around together! So is your dad also gay?" He asked. 

"I'm not sure, I don't know if he is even sure," I said. "His friend told me about them and what they used to do," I said stretching the truth just a little. I wasn't sure I was ready to tell them I'd caught them together or what else we did. 
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