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Luke ran his fingers through his hair when he woke up. His head ached much, and he turned over on his side, bouncing into the warm body next to him. He panicked. Who the fuck is this guy? he asked himself. Luke's mind was a blur, but he knew he had to get over this stranger somehow and off the bed.

The bed was jammed to the left wall of the small bedroom. He looked over to the bathroom door. It was slightly open, and there was light inside. He tried to recall what had happened. He remembered going to a gay club.

Luke sat up, his head spinning much. He wanted to groan out his discomfort but didn't want to wake the stranger sleeping next to him. The stranger was facing the other direction, so he couldn't tell what the man looked like. Luke pried the thick blanket slowly off his body. He screamed mentally when he saw that he was naked beneath and with dried cum sticking to his stomach.

He sat up, and as he did so, he felt a sharp pain in his butt. He figured he had bottomed for the man lying next to him. He looked over the small bed, trying to see if he could find his discarded clothes. He couldn't see them anywhere.

He pushed one leg carefully over the sleeping man. The stranger continued sleeping. Luke swallowed nervously and held his breath as he put his palms flat down on the mattress, then he put his other leg over the sleeping man. When he crossed over, he looked down into the man's face.

The man lying there was very handsome. His hair was shoulder-length and blond, and his face was clean-shaved. Luke couldn't help but stare fondly for a moment. The man seemed old to Luke though, a man in his mid-twenties.

Luke wondered about his age after. He scrunched his brow. Then, he realized he had no memory of how old he was. He began to wonder what his name was and couldn't remember that either.

He looked at the stranger again, and the man suddenly opened his eyes. Luke panicked, and remembering that he was nude, he made haste to get away. In his attempt, he fell clumsily to the floor. He groaned out.

"Babe, stop playing around and get back in bed," the man said, then closed his eyes.

Luke didn't know what to do, so he stood up and stared at the man.

"Excuse me?" Luke asked for the man's attention.

"Hmm?" the man answered, his eyes still closed.

"Who are you?" Luke asked.

The man opened his weary eyes. He looked doubtfully back at Luke.

"Luke, stop playing around. Come on, it's too early to get out of bed. Come back here," the man said and reached for him.

Luke pulled his arms to his chest and moved back quickly. He suddenly didn't feel any embarrassment for his nudity, seeing how frightened he had become.

"Luke?" He wondered if that was his name.

"Yes, Luke. Dammit," the man said. He looked at him and sighed deeply. "What's your problem now?"

"Problem?" Luke asked.

"Yes, problem." The man pushed the blanket off him and threw his legs over the bed. He sat up as he waited impatiently for an answer.

Luke knew he had a big problem. He was sure of it. The only thing he could think of was to tell the guy sitting naked on the bed the truth, and hopefully, things would go smoothly, and he'd get out of there in one piece.

"I don't remember," he said to the stranger. "I don't know who you are."

The man looked back thoughtfully. "Luke, we fucked last night, and now you're telling me you don't know who the bloody hell I am? Do you have any idea how ridiculous that sounds?"

Luke shrugged his shoulders at the man. "I don't remember anything. I don't even know where I am, and I can't remember my name either. Is Luke my name?"

The man shook his head. "I should have taken you to the doctor."

"I remember being at a club last night, but I don't remember being with anyone there. I remember seeing other people. I didn't see you. Who are you? What's your name?" Luke asked, and then thought about something else. "Why would I need to see a doctor?"

The man got up and headed for the dresser that was on one side of the room. He pulled open the top drawer and took out a pair of shorts and underwear. He slipped those on quickly, shutting the drawer after he was done.

"I'm Austin. I'm supposed to be your boyfriend, man, whatever you want to call it," Austin answered with a bit of annoyance. "And you're Luke."

"Austin?" Luke repeated. He said the name to see if it would jog his memory. It didn't. "Is this your place?" He looked about the small bedroom.

"It's our place," Austin answered. "We've been here for a good few years."

"How long have we been together?" 

Luke suddenly became aware of his nudity again, seeing that Austin was nowhere naked now. He covered his cock with his left hand.

Austin smiled. He reached for the dresser again and pulled open the second drawer. He took out a pair of green shorts and white underwear. 

"Here, these are yours."

Austin tossed him the clothes.

Luke reached out with both hands to catch the clothes but had not moved quickly enough. The clothes fell to the floor. He bent over to pick up the fallen pieces, and as he did so, his head began to spin. He collapsed onto the floor, holding his head. He groaned out softly.

Austin ran to his side. "I really should get you to the doctor."

He parted the thick, spiky black hair on Luke's head to see if there were any bumps. He found none.

"Did I hit my head?" Luke asked, thinking that was what had happened, and what had resulted in his memory loss.

Austin gave him a weird look. The man sighed deeply and began shaking his head. He then made a grunting sound that scared Luke. The man was surely angered about something.

"Did I hit my head?" Luke repeated, hoping he would get some answers.

"No, you didn't hit your head," Austin answered roughly.

What is wrong with this guy? Luke asked himself.

He watched Austin look at the nightstand.

There was a clock there — 6.05 a.m.

"Come on, let's get you to the living room," Austin said and lifted him gently off the floor.

"Wait, I need to pee," Luke said quickly.

"Fine, I need to take a piss, too." 

Austin held Luke upright, pulled him against him, and then walked over to the bathroom.

"Is this my cum on my stomach?" Luke asked. 

He felt embarrassed for asking such a question.

Austin chuckled. "Who else would it be?"

Luke shrugged. "My butt hurts. Did you fuck me in the ass last night?"

Austin stopped and watched Luke with disbelieving eyes. "Yes, Luke! Dammit! Didn't I say that we fucked last night? I can't believe you forgot what we did. You must have gotten hit pretty hard on your head back at the club."

Austin pushed Luke to the toilet.

"Someone hit me?" Luke pulled down the front of his shorts and took out his flaccid cock. He could see dried cum sticking there, too. "Why would someone hit me?"

Austin made that grunting sound again.

"Austin?" 

Luke urinated, then pulled up his shorts. He suddenly longed for a bath, feeling somewhat dirty from the dried cum on his body.

"Yeah?" Austin looked at him with distant eyes.

"Who hit me?" Luke wanted to know. "You have to tell me what happened. I don't know who you are, and you say that you're my boyfriend. Should I even trust you?"

Austin shrugged his shoulders and again made that grunting sound.

Luke began to feel that Austin didn't want to talk about it. He was suddenly pushed away from the toilet by Austin, who was going to use it now. 

Austin hummed softly as he urinated.

Luke couldn't help but stare at Austin's cock. It was huge, though Austin wasn't aroused the least bit. Luke imagined that his cock could get a whole lot bigger and figured that was probably the reason his butt was hurting so much.

Austin turned and caught him staring. He pulled Luke close to him and kissed him hard on the mouth.

Luke shook him off and glared.

"What the..." Luke fired.

"Come here," Austin ordered.

"What?" Luke backed away a few paces until he collided with the tiled wall of the bathroom.

"I want to fuck you," Austin said. 

He waited with a straight face.

Luke gasped. He didn't know who Austin was, but this man was demanding sex from him in his amnesiac condition.

Austin walked over to Luke by
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