Piss Pig

by Allen Baker
A private party at a leather bar is always a special event. But insert "piss" into the invitation and I'd crawl out of a car wreck with two broken legs before I'd miss it. They don't call me Piss Pig for nothing.

At these parties I always wear my old leather vest, a very stained jock, and a pair of ripped jeans. At least that's how I start out. Before the evening's over, there's normally nothing left but the yellow dripping jock. And that's usually stuffed in my mouth.

To say I love the golden yellow is a vast understatement. I thrive on it. Need it. It's my nourishment. My sustenance. I've got to have it. Got to have it on me. Through my hair. Soaking my t-shirt. Staining is streaks down my jeans. Drenching my jock.

I've got to have it. Got to have it in me. Splashing into my face and mouth. Shooting up my nose. Streaming down my throat. Splattering my crotch. Searing up my ass.

I've got to have it.

But this event promised to be the greatest yet. I arrived early, as Carson had directed. The bar owner had invited the three of us piss afficionados to help host the party. We were to be the receptacles for the evening's events. The guests were invited for their pissing skills. They'd be the pissers, we'd be the pissees.

John was stripped to his jock, tied into a rope harness, and put into an old fashioned, footed bathtub in the midst of the tables. Convenient. Carson Duc taped his mouth and then plugged the drain. John sighed in contentment, knowing that as the night wore on he'd be slowly submerged in liquid yellow.

Tommy was bound behind the bar with his head insert into the opening of the custom urinal mounted on the front of the bar. Whenever someone stepped to the bar to order another drink, he'd have the opportunity to drain off the last one.

But luckily, I was to be the centerpiece of the night. In the middle of the small stage was a large shower stall. Carson stripped me to my yellow stained jock and strapped me into the sling inside the stall. The sling held me angled down with my ass about a foot above my head. Then he buckled on a ball gag with a tube in it that ran through the side of the stall to the drain of a trough urinal on the outside.

Another tube was connected to a nozzle which he rammed up my ass and attached to a funnel at the top of the other side of the shower. Steps led to a platform around that side and the back. If a pisser stood on the platform, his crotch would be above the top edge of the shower. He then had a choice: use the funnel to give me a piss enema, or bless me with a shower from his personal nozzle.

I began to moan in anticipation as I watched Carson head to the door to let in the first of the party goers.

