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Yeah, I was gay and I had quite a few one night stands.  Italians happened to be my specialty.  I tried to vary back and forth.  You know, one time an Italian, next time another ethnic group, then back to an Italian.

Somehow I just can’t resist the hairy chests, dark eyes, olive skin, and, of course, the incredibly huge pricks with which Italians are naturally endowed.  It’s harder to find an Italian with a goatee, but when I do, I consider that a bonus.  Just imagining that goatee hair tickling the inside of my thighs as a hot stud gives me a blowjob is enough to make me pop an instant boner.

I had just found out that I got the perfect job I had been wanting ever since I got out of college.  I was going to be a junior executive at a downtown investment firm.  That meant I would be spending a lot of time around other hot, young guys with close cropped haircuts dressed in sharp suits.

The one disadvantage to the corporate atmosphere was that all the guys were clean-shaven.  Of course, I liked that fresh-faced look too.  However, before entering that atmosphere full time, I wanted a wild night with a different kind of guy.  A blue collar dude with sexy facial hair and just the right amount of attitude would be just what I needed to celebrate the new job.

I made my plans to find my next Italstud (my personal name for Italians) and I knew exactly where to go to scope one out.  I headed downtown, but not to the financial district where my new job would start the next day.  Instead, I went to the other side of the town, the club district.

That older area of the city could definitely be described as seedy.  Some of the buildings were abandoned and even those that weren’t looked like they were.  Some of them probably should have been.

I almost hated to park my car in this section of town for fear of coming out of the club ready to go home with a dream lover and instead finding out I was stuck at the club because my car had been stolen.  In fact, that had happened to me once a couple years ago.

Even though the authorities never did recover the automobile, the night wasn’t a total loss.  I ended up fulfilling one of my long standing fantasies.  I got to screw the hunky cop in the back of the police patrol car when he came to take the stolen vehicle report.  My friends always said I sure knew how to make the best of any situation!

There were several gay clubs downtown.  Each had a slightly different clientele that featured certain gay types and/or their admirers.  One catered to emo guys and twinks.  Another club attracted muscle-heads and bears (as well as that tantalizing combination known as muscle-bears).

On this particular evening, I decided on Champs, a place known for being the best cruise joint in the whole state.  At Champs, body types weren’t important.  The only criterion in that place was that you had to want hot, passionate mansex – the sooner, the harder, the better.

It was a busy night at Champs which was good because that meant there would be a lot to choose from – kind of like an all you can eat man meat buffet.  Of course, pretty much every night was a busy one at Champs because there are always plenty of men who need sweaty sexual encounters with other men.

I decided to hang back against a wall for a little while so I could look over the crowd and see what kind of prospects fate was going to tempt me with that night.  I liked the looks of one dark haired stud who pounced on me as soon as he entered the room and caught my eye.  He stood about 6 feet tall and his body had a trim, athletic shape.

We smiled at each other briefly and then I looked away, making him come closer if he wanted to talk.  As soon as he got within a foot or so, I got the perfect smell I liked on a man – his cologne mixed with his sweat from dancing.

I felt that familiar rapid tightening down below.  I had to let my hand discreetly fall to the front of my pants so I could rub my prick through my jeans.

He moved in a little closer and positioned his leg right between my legs.  He must have noticed that I was pleasuring myself from the outside of my pants and he wanted in on the action.

So much for my thought that I was being discreet.  He pressed his cold beer bottle against my crotch right next to my hand.  My penis actually jumped inside my underwear in reaction.  After a moment, the shocking temperature of the beer bottle contrasted pleasantly with the warmth of my own hand.

He lifted the bottle to his mouth and took a long swig.  I was mesmerized by the expert way his lips caressed the outside of the bottle.  His tongue carefully traced the tip.  I watched his cheeks swell as the liquid filled them.

I wasn’t at all surprised when some of the foam overflowed from the bottle and leaked out of the sides of his mouth.  It was like watching a mouth filled with jism from a gang bang burst open and leak cum all over the place. 

I was so enthralled with watching him give the beer bottle a blowjob, that I didn’t notice him repositioning his knee with which he boldly pushed my still stroking hand away from my crotch.  He used his knee on me like I’d seen other men use their hands – as a cock stimulant on the guy they wanted to bed that night.

I really started to get into it when he began rhythmically grinding his knee up and down in my crotch.  I could tell this definitely wasn’t the first time he had done this to a man!

Not only was he putting pressure on my cock by moving his leg against it in an up and down motion, he was also gently swaying back and forth which kept giving my prick the opportunity to expand against the inside of my jeans and then get pushed back into a tight position against my balls.

When he reached over and kissed me, I could taste the residual beer in his mouth.  Since I hadn’t had anything to drink yet, I assumed he could taste the mint from my mouthwash I had used before I left the house.  He didn’t seem to mind, if the actions his tongue were taking were any indication.

He started doing to my tongue what he had been doing to the beer bottle a couple minutes earlier.  I grabbed the back of his head, enjoying the sensation of my fingers running through his hair as we showed everyone in the club where the true meaning of the phrase "to suck face" comes from.

He made a sound, but I couldn’t tell what it was because his voice was muffled.  It’s hard to talk and kiss passionately at the same time!  I didn’t want to stop exploring the inside of his mouth with my tongue, but I admit I was curious to see what he was trying to tell me so I pulled my face away from his.

I realized he wasn’t saying words, but rather moaning.  I decided to take that as a compliment.

However, I didn’t know how to take what happened next.  His moaning subsided into rapid breathing and his body started to shake a little.  Suddenly, he said, "I think I’m going to cream my pants!"

"What?" I asked rather stupidly.

His hands gripped my biceps and he pulled himself against my body.  As he forced his crotch to grind against me, he said, "Oh, shit, you just made me cum!"

"Here?  Now?  Already?" I asked using one syllable words because I couldn’t think of anything smarter to say at that moment.  Glancing down, I noticed that it sure looked like there was a wet spot forming on his clothes.  I reached down and felt his pants.

They were indeed wet.  "Your semen soaked through your underwear to your pants," I said in a tone of voice that indicated it was half statement and half question.

He smiled and replied, "I’m not wearing any underwear.  Here, check for yourself."  He undid the button on his jeans with one hand and used his other hand to grab mine and aim for his private parts.

It happened so fast that I don’t know how he did it, but he had managed to plant my hand firmly on his manhood.  I felt his semi-hard, but slowly deflating cock all slimy with his man juices.

"That’s never happened to me before.  You were incredible," he said.

I removed my hand from his pants and looked at his jism dripping from my fingers.  I had the urge to slap him in the face with my open palm giving him a cum-filled whack, but I had the distinct feeling he would enjoy it too much so I refrained.

"Thanks, man," he said and leaned in to kiss me with his pants still hanging down around his knees.  I didn’t say anything, but I did block his kiss by holding up my hand in one of those "talk to the hand" gestures.

Yes, I used the hand that he had so willingly plunged between his legs.  And yes, that meant that he got a mouthful of his own cum from the end of my fingers.  He gratefully licked it off and then pulled up his pants and left without saying another word.

After a trip to the bathroom to clean Mr. Lack of Cum Control’s premature ejaculate off my hands, I had to decide whether the night had just been too weird and I should go home and whack off to a porn video or whether I should try again to have my hard-on serviced by a hottie.  I chose to stay.

It took me another half an hour to find the one I wanted to make mine for the evening.  He stood by the bar
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