Morning After
              by Allen Baker
There was just a small sliver of grey pre-dawn slipping about the edge of the blind.  Lying on my left side at the edge of the mattress, I tried to focus on it, but the hangover wouldn(t let me.  Besides, the window was on the wrong side of the bed.  Dreaming.  Back to sleep.

There was a brighter line about the shade now.  Later.  But it was still on the wrong side of the bed.  And I knew I was awake then because the need to piss was so bad after the binge drinking of the night before.  I needed to get to the john before I wet myself.  But I couldn(t move.  Damaged nerves?  That(s when I realized I was bound!  What the hell?  This isn(t even my room!  Where was I?

There was a slight movement on the bed behind me.  Shit?  Had I screwed some bitch from the bar?  Had she done this to me?  I couldn(t remember anyone.  Damn, I must have been drunk!  I had tied up a few gals in my time, just playing around.  But this was first to be on the receiving end.  It was certainly a helpless feeling, especially when I had a morning woody with a bad need to empty my bladder.

(Hey, mind letting me loose?  I need to go to take a leak.(
(Go right ahead.(  The sleepy voice was muffled by being buried in a pillow.

Holy shit!  It was a guy!  Oh, Christ, I(d never been that drunk before.  (Hey, buddy, what the fuck(s goin( on here.  Let me loose right now.(  I tried to sound authoritative without sounding desperate.

(Oh, don(t rupture your gut, man.  We were the last ones out of the bar, and they locked the doors behind us.  You started down the street in front of me, but passed out.  There was no one to phone, and I didn(t know where you lived, so I just brought you home with me.(
(Yeah?  The good Samaritan, I suppose.  And that(s why I(m tied up.  Right?(
(Hey, look pal.  I didn(t know you from Adam.  Once I had you here, I started thinking I just might wake up to find you gone along with half my belongings and my wallet.  I figured this way I(d be able to sleep peacefully and still not leave you out on the curb.(
It seemed reasonable enough.  Guess I should have been a bit more grateful.  (Sorry.  I just never woke all trust up before.  For that matter, I(ve never woken up in another guy(s bed before.(
(Forgiven.  I guess it must have been a bit disconcerting not having any memory of the events that got you here.(
(Yeah.  Well, thanks for looking after me, but how about the ropes?  I still gotta pee.(
(Oh, go right ahead.(  He whipped the sheet back, and in the gloomy grays I could make out a rubber bag attached to my thigh.  It had a tube that connected to a condom-like sleeve enveloping my morning erection.  (I didn(t want to wake up lying in soaked sheets.  So you can let loose any time.(
(What the fuck!  You just happen to have one of those things lying about?(
(More than one, actually.(  The sheets behind me rustled and weight shifted off the bed.  I heard his feet connect with the floor, and he padded to my side of the room.  (I often wear one to bed on weekends.  I like to sleep in, and it feels so good to wake up needing to drain my bladder and not having to get up to do.  I just let it go and go back to sleep.(
God, he was huge.  Six foot five with football-player width shoulders.  The taper to his more normal sized waist seemed exaggerated from the body-builder chest.  His legs rippled with muscular ropes.  I couldn(t see his dick, because of the catheter casing, but the way it stretched its latex coating, it had to match the rest of his size and the enormous dangling pouch filled with two ostrich eggs.   Damn, what a sight.

And suddenly, I heard it.  He(d started to piss.  It was much louder than I(d expected.  It gurgled in his groin area, then sloshed through the tube.  The bag attached to his leg began to expand.  He(d closed his eyes and gently massaged his lower abdomen in easily apparent pleasure.  I was fascinated.  He was really having a good time.

(Go ahead, it feels so good to let it flow in the morning.  Go ahead, empty yourself.(  It came through as a hypnotic whisper.  A seduction.

I figured, why not.  Immediately, I felt a trickle coming to the tip of my dick.  The sound was the same as his, but I wasn(t prepared for the feeling.  My urine shot out of the end of my prick and swirled around the head.  The wetness and pressure reminded me of a hot, moist tongue that lapped at all sides at once.  In spite of myself, I arched my back in pleasure.  I watched as the bag on my thigh began to stretch and bloat.  It swelled about twice the size of my host(s.


(Boy, you really had a bladder full.(
(I told you I needed it bad.  Now, how about letting me free to be on my way.  I think  I(ve imposed enough on your time.(
He was still gazing at my crotch.  (You sure you really want loose?  From the looks of things, you seem to really be enjoying this.(
I followed his eyes to my groin.  Usually I go limp after pissing through my morning hard on.  Not so this time.  The black latex covering my erection was stretched tight exposing its entire glory.  Shit!  Was this guy right?  Was I turned on by bondage?  With a guy?

(I think you just might enjoy some morning fun and games.(
I opened my mouth to protest.  But the sexual tingle in my nuts stopped me from speaking.  What the hell, I(d always been a slight bit curious about mansex, and here was an opportunity to indulge.  After all, I was all tied up and unable to defend myself.  The perfect alibi.  So I closed my mouth and said nothing.  That way I would not have agreed either.

His eyes slowly traveled up my body to my face.  He looked me in the eyes, and a slow grin spread across his face like he(d just read my thoughts and was willing to enter intl the conspiracy.  He moved up to the night stand and pulled open the top drawer just inches from my face.  Even in the partial light, I could see it was jammed with all sort of sex toys.  My cock gave a lurch, and I licked my lips in desire.  Oh, yes, I was turned on.  He chuckled and reached into the tangle of toys and pulled out a short chain with two clips on the ends.  They had dangerously sharp looking teeth on them.  He took one and slid it gently across my chest, caressing the area about the nipple.  I moaned with the pleasure of the feel.  No one, man nor woman, had ever played with my nipples .  I watched in fascination as he squeezed one open, and it hovered over my left tit.  Then suddenly he released it, and I gave out a surprised yelp.  I(m not sure what I(d expected, but the pain was immediate and sharp.  But it also quickly began to fade to a dull ache.  I moaned as he took away his hand and reached for the other clip.  My eyes widened now knowing what was about to happen.  The other toothed claw lowered to my right niggle.  I clinched my teeth tightly as it bit into my stubby nub.  Again I moaned and realized my hard dick was saluting my pain giver.  I couldn(t remember ever being so hard and excited!

(Ah, yes.  This appears to be your cup of tea.(  He laughed lightly and reached down to scratch at his balls and jiggle them in front of my eyes.  (I think you(d like to taste these.  They just love to marinate in a wet, warm hole.  Open up.(
I know if I hadn(t been tied, I(d have called him a faggot and bolted outta there.  But that wasn(t the case.  In fascination, I watched him pull his catheter-encased cock aside and slowly advance his wrinkle-skinned male pouch toward my face.  I don(t think I even realized that I(d opened my mouth until I felt his skin make contact with my outstretched tongue.

(Oh, yeah, that(s it, boy.  Lick that sack. Slobber me up with your tongue.  Suck some of that skin into your mouth and nibble on it.  Oh my, yes.  That(s it.  Now open wide and suck in my ball.  That(s it just the one.  Soak my nut in your juicy mouth.  Suck and chew.  Oh yeah.(
He was loving my attentions, but not half as much as I loved the action myself.  I was stunned to find I(d become a ball pig.  I was loving it.  Whoa, what a trip!  Then he pulled out and offered the other one up for attention.  Meanwhile, he had pried his prick from its mounting.  It slapped up against my face and rode along side of my nose as I grooved on his gonads.  The smell was overwhelming.  An uncut dick having been shut up all night had a strong, manly spell.  And over top of that was the stink of strong damp piss.  I didn(t wait for an invitation.  I spit out the nut and mouthed down on the main attraction.

The first time I had ever had a cock in my mouth.  It was so hot.  I used my tongue tip to explore the overhang of his foreskin.  A pungent, tangy taste.  Caviar wasn(t as tasty as this.  Then he began to sink more of his dick into my orifice.  He grabbed hold of my ears and began to pump himself deeper and deeper into me.  My mouth had become his fuck hole, and I loved it.  Damn, this was turnin( me on big time.

He pump fucked my face for a wonderfully long time, but didn(t come.  Just when I thought he might, he pulled free.  Then he did something that blew my mind.  Both repulsive and erotic at the same time.  He unhooked his leak bag from his leg, and held it up to his mouth.  I watched in unbelieving horror as his Adam(s apple gulped away at the fluid.  When he got to the last mouthful, he threw down the bag and leaned close to me.  His cheeks were puffed out with the fluid.  His lips met mine, and my head began to spin as I understood what he intended to do.  He kissed me.  Then I felt his tongue press against my lips.  In spite of myself, I allowed him to slip me his urine-soaked tongue.  And suddenly, both our lips spread wider and he french kissed his dick juice into me.  We sloshed it back and forth between us a few times as it mixed with our combined spit.  My mind was reeling and my cock was twitching in excitement.

He pulled away and extracted me from my own urine contraption.  I nearly creamed when I felt his hot tongue lap at the yellow moisture on my cock.  Then he impaled his throat with my hard rod and hummed around my dick head in total contentment.  He bobbed his head on yours truly and had me moaning and ready to fire in no time.  Suddenly, I was ready to come.  I warned him, but he just sucked me in deep, twisted my nut sack one last time.  Then I soared into bliss and twitched my manjuice down his the back of his throat.  He hummed a tune of contentment as I fed him.

Once I had finally calmed down, he pulled off of me, rolled me over, and let a mouthful of my cum dribble onto my ass crack.  Immediately, I knew his plan and began to protest.  (Oh, shit.  No way are you gonna fuck my ass!(
(Sorry, man, you(re in no position to stop me, are you?  Just relax, kid, and you will love it. You(ll soon be prowling to find cock that(ll fuck you.(
(Like hell, I will!  You get your friggin( prick away from my ass.  You try an( fuck my butt, and I(ll pound you to pulp!(
He didn(t even bother with a response.  He gave a lopsided grin and leaned his face into my rear.  I opened my mouth to yell more obscenities and threats, but nothing came out.  I(d never had a rim job before, and my head was suddenly seeing stars.  All my years since puberty had been spent thinking that getting my rocks off was the ultimate sex act.  Suddenly, I wasn(t so sure.  That talented tongue had me in orbit.  Absolutely nothing had ever grooved me like that did.  Any thought of protest vanished.  I didn(t even remember I had been protesting.  Within five minutes I was gyrating my ass about his mouth to the accompaniment of shrieks and shouts of pleasure.  Before I knew what I was saying, I was begging to be fucked.  Actually begging.

He didn(t comment on my change of tune, he just rubbered up and planted pipe.  I nearly lost the top of my head.  After the bliss of his tongue, the bite of his prick was vicious.  I fisted a corner of the pillow into my mouth and screamed.  He must have known the score, (cause he just waited and allowed for a period of adjustment.  Wise man.  Abruptly the pain vanished and was replaced with a nice warmth that spread from the pit of my gut.  He must have been able to tell when it happened, because he immediately began to piston in and out.  Each delicious pull was rewarded with a shattering plunge.  I learned to breathe in rhythm, in sync with his pumping.  We became one panting, rutting beast.  One animal with two screeching mouths.  I(d never felt so possessed, so filled, so fulfilled.  I(d never recovered an erection so fast.  A second orgasm was quickly building.  I opened my mouth to shout out in pleasure and was surrounded with his voice coated in ecstasy. Together we shot our loads.  Together with shivered in that emotion beyond euphoria.  Together we slid flat to the bed sheets, soaked with sweat and contentment.

Needless to say, women are a part of my past.  Then and there, I decided that whatever the guy(s name was, I planned to make him a major part of my life.  Christ, was I drunk the night before!  But that was in the past and this was the morning after.

