His body arched as we climaxed simultaneously.  His knees clasped my neck as his belly lifted his torso off the bed pulling my cock out of his ass with a loud sucking-sound.  As he trembled, supported only by his shoulders, I pressed downward on his belly with both forearms, dropping him onto my upturned cock once again… a neat, full-stroke penetration that made him shoot another arching trajectory onto his chest.  His hands gripped my forearms, pulling himself onto me again.  He wanted more.

I had found him in Foot Locker in the Nittany Mall, looking at an expensive pair of cross-trainers.  He left without buying them, and we went to his place.  No names, just the  hunger.  I could see in his eyes that he was experienced and knew what he wanted.  He got more than he bargained for.

As I brought him to climax again, he looked at me with the vacant, expressionless eyes of  disbelief.  That look of utter adoration.  He had never cum twice in such a short time, he told me later as I stuffed Brian Jr. into my tight Levis.

“You must have guys falling at your feet,” he said as he lay there flaccidly, just turning his head to watch me.

“Well, on their knees, at least,” I replied with the sound of the zipper as a final exclamation point. 

“Can I call you?” he asked after a short pause.

“No,” I said, reaching for the knob.

……………………….

It was “Oil Night” in Babylon’s backroom.  The lights were dimmer than usual, but bare skin gleamed brighter helped by a thin layer of oil applied by the backroom attendants.  The entire room looked like a slithering snake-pit.  The sex was hot, random, and anonymous.

I felt him behind me before I saw him…a hand working its way up my inner thigh, then grasping my cock greedily.  “I want you to fuck me,” he whispered.  “Right here, right now.  I want everyone to see it.”

I turned, twisting my cock painfully in his grasp.  He was dark.  Hispanic, perhaps.  Dark hair and dark skin in the deep shadows gave him a primitive, jungle-look.  I had never seen him before; I would have remembered if I had.  

Hands slithered over our bodies as we disengaged from the writhing mass.  “Why you, more than anyone else?” I asked, drawing him closer.

“Because I have the ass to match that cock of yours,” he said.  “And I know how to use it.  And I’ve heard about you.”  Normally, I avoided guys I hadn’t picked-out from a distance.  He was too eager.  But his hand, twisting on my hard shaft, increased my urgency.  He knew the right moves.  “I hear you’re the best…and tonight I deserve the best.”

I started to ask why tonight was so special, but before I could, he sank to his knees and swallowed me with no effort.  His bright eyes, heightened by the blue lights, gazed up at me as he swallowed expertly around my throbbing shaft.  The writhing mob on the floor shifted to surround us, as more oil was rubbed onto my thighs and calves.  I reached up, stretching to grip a pipe for support; hands climbed my torso as if I were a tree trunk.

“Do him,” someone rasped from below.

He had broken the unwritten rule.  But his hands…and their hands…had driven me beyond the point of explaining…or refusing.  I gripped his head tightly between my palms and fucked his throat hard enough to show him the size of it for future reference.  Then I lifted him quickly and spun him around in the swirling sea of bodies.  He lunged back against me for support. “No,” I said, spinning him further until he was facing me.  He seemed to pause, not knowing how I intended to fuck him, until I wrapped my arms around his waist and lifted him against my well-oiled belly.  As his toes left the floor his flailing legs tightened around my hips vice-like.  With one hand behind my neck for support, he reached back with the other to guide my cock into his ass.  He sheathed me like a tight fist…his ass taking my hard shaft like a gulping mouth…inch-by-inch…deeper and deeper.  His face contorted into a silent scream as his sphincter was stretched beyond its usual capacity…but then he settle down more rapidly, eventually coming to rest with his ass resting on my pubic bone.  Those nearby got a good view of the veiny shaft sinking into his stretched hole.  I locked my fingers behind the small of his back, then began the slow rocking motion that pressed my cock-tip even deeper into him.  Hands reaching up, supported him also on a wave of fingertips.  His head sagged back, mouth open, as if he were making room for my cock to exit…as if he were skewered full-length on my shaft.  The roof of his mouth caught the blue light, looking ominously dark.  I bounced him gingerly with quick hard thrusts.  He moaned over the murmurs of the undulating masses below.  His lithe body arched away from me… muscles taut and tense… his fingertips clawed weakly at my abdomen, but the expression on his face belied his true arousal.  The eyes were blank, staring into infinity.  He had withdrawn totally into himself… into that cloister of self-involvement.  He was somewhere else, not with me.

I increased the power of my thrusts to jolt him from his dream, but it simply drove him deeper.

