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​ Pissed On By The
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I hid behind the shelves in the library,
pretending to be searching for something. It was late — the library
was almost closed — and I’d been wasting the last half hour just
lingering around, waiting for the right moment. Tonight was going
to be the night. I’d been planning this for weeks and building up
my courage to carry it out — and if I didn’t do it now, I might
never do it.

Tonight I was going to expose the homophobic
bully for the fag he is. Joel had been terrorizing me and half the
other gay guys here at college. He’d been a regular topic during
our Friday Night Bitch Sessions at our Queer Alliance meetings — we
all longed to put him in his place, but didn’t know how.

But I figured it out. We suspected Joel was
a closeted gay; there was just something about him that set off the
gaydar of half the Alliance guys. I just had to catch him doing
something gay — even if it meant forcing him into it — and film it
so I could hold it against him. And here, in the quiet library near
the end of a Thursday night, I was all set to make my move.

Joel regularly studied in the back of the
library — known as The Annex — which was a regular site for campus
cruising. I’ve given my share of blowjobs in the bathroom just on
the other side of this bookcase. Joel wasn’t fooling anybody.

I heard the scrape of a chair, followed by
heavy footsteps. I glanced through the books and saw Joel walking
to the men’s room, already undoing his fly before he even entered.
I sized him up — if he weren’t so homophobic, he’d be one hot
fucker. He was tall, at least six feet, and built like a football
player, with short dark hair and dark, piercing eyes.

The men’s room door clattered as he went in
and it closed behind him. I’d already set up a spy cam in the
stall, ready for this to happen. I’d been seducing him the whole
evening, wandering through the books, looking like I was loitering,
waiting for something or someone. But I made sure to never let him
see my face — because then the plan would collapse. He knew me. He
hated me. The hope was he’d see a skinny twink wandering the
shelves, likely cruising, and eventually make his way to the men’s
room in the hope that the twink would join him.

I quickly hurried around the bookcase and to
the bathroom. I laid my hands on the door and listened for any
noises — it was silent. I pushed my way in and stood inside the
door, letting it clatter closed behind me. This bathroom held one
stall and one urinal, side by side. I spied Joel’s sneakers — he
was in the stall, sitting on the toilet.

I unzipped and walked to the urinal. I stood
there, not pissing, in total silence. I wanted to make it clear
that I wasn’t here to use the bathroom.

Joel coughed — it sounded forced. I knew
some guys used this as a signal, so I coughed back. Then Joel
shuffled in the stall and I heard him undo the latch, followed by
the squeak of the door as it swung open a few inches.

Without putting my cock away, I walked
around to the stall door and pushed it open. Joel was sitting on
the crapper, with his hand around his surprisingly long and thick
cock. He was stroking it already. His gaze started at my crotch and
trailed upward, heavy with lust, until it reached my face.

His eyes widened and he stood up, pulling up
his pants.

“What the fuck, Brian?” he
said. “I was in the middle of something — you can’t just barge in
on a guy when he’s on the shitter!”

I stepped closer to him and closed the stall
door behind me, locking it. My heart was racing and my body was
tensing for a beating, but I couldn’t back down now. “I know you
want something,” I told him in a whisper, “something I can give
you.”

And without waiting for him to even react, I
fell to my knees in front of him and undid his jeans. He let me
open his fly, he let me reach in and grab his cock, and he let me
put my mouth on it. Oh, yeah, this guy’s gay.

I stretched my mouth wide to fit it all in
me and I sucked on it like a lollipop. He tasted sweaty, like he
didn’t shower after a workout at the gym, but I fucking loved it. I
like my men dirty and sweaty and masculine. I fondled his balls in
my hand, rolling them between my fingers, tugging on the sac,
driving him wild.

Joel moaned, but quickly shut his mouth. He
sat back down on the toilet and I moved a little closer to him,
resting my arms on his muscular thighs. He put his hand on my head
and grabbed my hair, forcing me to bob up and down at the pace he
wanted.

“That’s good,” Joel
muttered, his voice flooded with obvious desire. “Fucking take it,
bitch.”

An odd feeling rushed through me — I was
enjoying this. I was no longer doing this to take down Joel, to
take one for the team. No, I was somehow turned on by sucking off
this guy that’s been so brutally mean to me and my closest
friends.

Suddenly — far too soon —
he held my head in place, stopped me from bobbing up and down on
his dick. Please don’t come, please don’t come, please don’t come,
I kept pleading in my head. If he shot his load, this would be over
before it started and it would be the most disappointing hook-up
I’ve ever had. My mind spun with the fact that I wanted a hook-up
with Joel to last
longer, but there was just something about this encounter that had
instantly turned me on.

Sure enough, his cock
suddenly pulsed and my mouth filled with his hot — wait ...
fuck ... this wasn’t come
— this was piss! The douchebag was pissing in my mouth.

I tried to pull my head away from him, but
he held me firm in place. “Drink it, bitch. Swallow it all,” he
commanded.

His salty, tangy piss, flooded my mouth —
the taste of him was everywhere, I couldn’t get rid of it. I tried
opening my lips, to at least let it just drain out of my mouth and
down to the toilet below him, but as soon as he caught on to what I
was doing, he grabbed my mouth and clamped my lips down on his
cock.

I held off as long as I could, my cheeks
expanding as my mouth filled with his hot, filthy piss — but it
soon got to the point where I couldn’t put it off any longer, I had
to swallow some of it down. I gulped down half of what was in my
mouth, felt that heat slide down my throat and into my stomach.

“Good, fag,” Joel said,
soothingly. He stroked my throat, encouraging me to swallow. “I’ll
let you go as soon as your mouth is empty.”

I swallowed down some more of it, feeling
that heat slide to my stomach again. And now that my mouth was
almost completely empty, I could feel his hot stream again, as his
hose filled my mouth with more piss straight from his tap. And I
found ... I found that now I’d actually swallowed some of it and
gotten past that initial ick factor, that this wasn’t so bad. It
actually kind of intrigued me.

I let his piss wash over my tongue and fill
my mouth again as he continued to stroke my throat. The torrent of
piss eventually slowed down, becoming a trickle, and then a
dribble. I swallowed down the last of it, almost regretting that
his piss was finished — some filthy part in the back of my mind
wanted even more of it.

Joel gripped my hair tight again and lifted
me up and off his cock. I could still taste the tang of his piss on
my tongue. He grinned sadistically at me.

“You enjoy your drink, you
dirty fag?” he said, his voice low and possessive.

“Yes, Sir,” I said. “Thank
you, Sir.”

Sir? Where the fuck did that word come from?
Still, it seemed to fit, and I felt comfortable saying it. Maybe
there was some truth to it...

“Good, now I’m going to
fuck you raw and you’re going to take it and you’re going to love
it and you’re not going to make one sound. Got it?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said,
breathless with anticipation. His cock was huge — bigger than
anything I’d taken before — and my hole was already twitching,
eager to get stuffed.

Joel stood up and I stayed in place, on my
hands and knees on the floor in front of the toilet. He lifted the
toilet seat and shoved my face against the dirty rim of the toilet
bowl, into the dried splatters of piss from dozens of guys with
sloppy aim.

“And while I fuck you,”
Joel grated in my ear, “you’re going to lick this toilet and make
it spotless. Understood?”
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