One-Hour Development
by Allen Baker

That(s how the first line of the ad read.  But it was the second one that really got my attention.

One-Hour Development
Uncensored Photos Are Our Specialty!
Michael(s Photography Studio
247 North Dublin Street

Tindleville, PA 17969

717-555-6969
I(d had a roll of film from my vacation from three months back and hadn(t had the nerve to try to get it developed.  It was the cruise of a life-time.  A gay cruise.  And I had all those sultry memoirs sealed away in a film canister.  Every time I opened my desk drawer it shouted out to me and lit my fire anew.  Frustration was just not the word for it.

And now, here was a place just screaming out from the yellow pages.  Why hadn(t I thought to look here long ago?  Stupid!

In a flash, I grabbed the film and my car keys.  I didn(t even bother to copy the address down, just ripped the page from the phone book and ran.

I had a hell of a time finding the place.  I got a parking spot right on the same block, but couldn(t find the number on any door.  Finally, I realized I needed to go part way back an alley.  And there it was, a discreet little sign against the brick.  The door had an open sign on it so I went in.  Three feet inside was a stairs going down into dinginess.  I started to wonder if this was the right place or not, but went on down anyway.

I went through the door at the bottom of the stairs and what a surprise.  I was in a small, but very nicely decorated photography store.  An island-type counter divided the public area from the private and held all kinds of cameras and accessories.  The walls were lined with enlargements of high quality photography of both scenic and portrait subjects.  I was impressed.

(Hello?  Anybody around?(
(Be with you in a minute.(  The male voice had come from one of the two door openings behind the counter.  It was deep and rich and made my stomach flutter.

I looked more closely at the examples of the company(s work while I waited.  I had my back to the door when he came in.

(Now then, how may I help you?(
I started to answer as I turned, but was struck dumb by his sight.  He was drop-dead handsome.  Probably in his mid-thirties, slightly over six foot tall, strikingly bright blue eyes below his drooping blond locks.  And muscled with a tight waist.  Yeah.  Drop-dead gorgeous, but it was his attire that had me falling all over my tongue.  He wore one of those rubber dark-room aprons.  That(s all.  Nothing else.  I blinked in surprise.

(Oh, sorry.  All my regulars are used to it.  See, it(s blazin( hot in that darkroom, so I(ve just gotten into the habit.  Hope I haven(t shocked you.(
(Far from it.  You(ve delighted me.  But you must admit you don(t run into many shopkeepers thus attired.  The world would be a much better place.(
We grinned at each other in agreement.  Then he offered again.  (I(m Michael.  What can I do for you?(
Under the circumstances, it was very easy to be blunt.  (I(ve got a film from a recent cruise I need developed.  And it isn(t the kind I can take just anywhere.(
His grin grew broader.  (Ah, one of my lucky days.  I just finished mixing a new batch of developer, so I(m all set.  Won(t even take the full hour.  Want (a wait?(
(Yeah, sure.  I(m eager to see how they turned out.(
(You can have a seat.  Or if you like, you can have a gander at my private collection.(  He reached in through the second doorway and flipped a light switch.  From where I stood it looked to be a sizable room set up as a gallery.

(Why not?(
He turned to leave the way he came, and I nearly gasped in delight.  The apron didn(t reach beyond his sides.  His fantastic buttocks rhythmically moved away and even afforded me a glimpse of a pair of low hangers before he disappeared.

I licked my suddenly dry lips and moved into the gallery.  I immediately saw why he called it his private collection.  I(d never seen so many male nudes in my life.  All shapes, sizes, ages, races.  All states of arousal.  Singles, pairs, groups.  At everyday activities and in private sexual activity.

I moved slowly and studied each one.  I could have been happy having just one of them on my wall.  The accumulative effect was astounding.  And their effect on my crotch profound.

Then near the back was another opening.  This room was dim with miniature spots focused on each widely separated piece.  When you looked at one, it was the only thing in view.  The first one took my breath away.  It was Michael in leather chaps, vest, boots and pouch.  In one hand he held a leather mask, the other a whip.  My breathing began to get ragged.

The next photo showed him with the mask in place.  Kneeling at his feet was a nude man with his back to the camera and his head and shoulders down.  Actually, all you could see of him were the soles of his feet, his ass, and his elbows.  I got the distinct impression he was using his tongue to clean Michael(s left boot.

I stood a long time at that one, wondering just how it would feel to be that nude worshiper.  Then I wondered who he was and surprised myself by feeling somewhat jealous.

The next one really did it for me.  My all-time fantasy was there before my eyes.  The nude now had on a full hood and was bound to a Saint Andrews Cross!  All you could see of Michael was his large hand holding the whip handle in the near foreground.  The nude had vivid red welts crisscrossing his back and rear end.  I felt a bit of dribble slide from my slit and soak into my boxers.

My breathing was heavy now.  As much as I wanted to stay at that photo, I just had to move on to the next.  The nude was tied across a sawhorse.  The camera had caught the exact instant the wooden paddle had struck.  The wide flat part indented the man(s ass, and you could see the ripple effect moving down his thighs.  His head was thrown back, and I could almost hear his muffled shriek.

There were fourteen in the entire series.  The last one was a closeup of the badly bruised ass being impaled by a gigantic prick.  No faces, but the chaps asserted that massive meat belonged to Michael.  Now I knew what lay behind the mound in the front of that rubber apron.

(What d( ya think?  You like?(
I just nodded.  No way would my voice work even if I had been able to think of words.

Michael just laughed.  (They often have that effect on guys.  I got your pictures ready.  I think you(ll be pleased.  I certainly enjoyed them.(
Suddenly, I was embarrassed.  Here I(d been looking a Michael(s magnificent endowment while he(d been in the dark room seeing my all-too-normal crotch.  He must have been smirking the entire time.

I followed him back to the counter.  I paid the bill ( nearly twice what a normal roll would cost.  But not nearly what I expected he might command for a no-questions-asked operation.  I wanted to tear open the envelop and look, but was reluctant to let Michael see my reactions.

(Well, Michael, I must thank you.  And it certainly was an enjoyable hour while I waited.(
Again that fantastic grin.  (You don(t have to need another film developed to stop by the gallery again.  And they are all for sale, too.   . . .  Or if you prefer, I can arrange to have a series of you done as well.  Think about it.(  And he disappeared into his darkroom before I could react.

And think about it I did.  All the way home.  All the time I looked over my vacation pictures.  All the time I beat off in the shower.  All the time.

After two days of total distraction, I broke down and gave him a call.  (How much does it run for a series of photos with me?(
His answer was about what I expected.  A figure nearly half of my entire savings account.  But then I envisioned those pictures in his gallery and saw myself in them.  (Ok, when can they be taken?(
He told me to show up at midnight the next Friday and be prepared to spend the weekend.  That surprised me.  And delighted me.  I had figured a long afternoon or most of a day, but a weekend!  Wow!  Maybe the price wasn(t so bad after all.

I took Friday off work intending to sleep and rest up for the weekend(s activities.  But I was so keyed up I slept very little.  At ten of twelve I was standing outside his shop door.  But it was locked.  I guessed he(d be along soon.

I turned toward the street and stood watching for him.  They must have been very careful, because I never heard them at all.  Suddenly a black cloth bag dropped over my head and was pulled tight about my neck.  I was grabbed from both sides.  A car started up behind me.  So there had to be at least four of them.  Again stupid!  Midnight in a dark alley.  I was being mugged.

Then they shocked me more by lifting my struggling body and drew me into the vehicle.  (Keep quiet and you(ll be just fine.(  I stopped resisting when I heard Michael(s resonant voice in my ear.  My pounding heart began to recover.

It wasn(t a long ride.  Before I could truly sort out my reactions, we had pulled through what sounded like a large overhead door which rumbled closed behind us.  I was pulled from the car and ushered through a series of what echoed like hallways, then down some stairs.  Finally there was the unlocking of a door, and we went through.  I could hear the flipping of light switches and the murmured whisperings among the men.  The two holding me fastened some kind of restraints on my wrists and stretched them out and up.  The pulled them taught and anchored them there.  Suddenly I was hopelessly trapped and rigidly aroused.  This was way more than I(d bargained for.  Bondage and slave pain had been my ultimate fantasy, but not my experience.  For this kind of stuff I was still virginal. I(d drooled over (Bound and Gagged( magazines for years and stroked myself off to their stories.  I even had a video that showed some mild S & M that never failed to arouse me.  But I had never actually participated in such a scene.  Now I had been abducted and bound.  What if I couldn(t take it?  Was I really a wimp now that the real thing had come along?  Shit, I(d not even considered this is what Michael had meant by a session!  Stupid, stupid, stupid!

Hands loosened the binding around the black cloth and reached in under with a leather blindfold.  I only had a fleeting glimpse at the bare cement floor before light was again denied me.  The fabric was whipped off my head and cool air confronted my sweaty face and neck.  Before I could speak up, a ball gag was pressed through my lips and forced my teeth apart.  

Michael whispered to me from behind as he fastened the buckle, (Just relax.  I take it you(re new to this and nothing is going to happen that you won(t later be happy about.  Even if you aren(t sure at the time.  Have faith in me, I want to keep you as a satisfied customer.  So just relax and go with the flow.  The video camera is rolling, so you can relive the whole thing again later.  And I(ve already started taking pictures.  You(re going to be a great subject.  And from the look and feel of the front of your jeans, you(re going to have a hell of a time.  We(re going to have a great weekend.(
I was trembling ( desire or fright?  Or both?  I wasn(t sure.  But I didn(t even think about trying to get free and go home.

Then hands became active all around me.  They went for my shirt buttons, my belt buckle, my zipper, my shoelaces.  It was a quick whirlwind of activity, and then the hands were gone.  And it was suddenly very quiet.  I could hear their breathing as they stood close by.  Were they looking at me?  Studying my nude body?  Insanely, I felt myself blush.  And felt my eight inches go from rigid to rock hard as it throbbed and bobbed in the cool air.  And felt my walnut sized nuts shift about in their low-hanging pouch.  I stifled a low groan and felt a drop of ooze escape my cock lips and seep out of loose flange of my uncut skin.

(This is gonna be fun.(  It was a new voice from off to the right.  And it startled the group out of their reverie.  Immediately, I could hear the sounds of men shedding and discarding clothing at random about the room.

Michael took over.  (Here, Johnny, put this on.  How(s this, Jake?  Mark, pick something from that rack.(  

Of course, I had no way of knowing what they donned, but from the sounds I guessed most of it to be leather with snaps and chains.  How I longed to see.  But then, maybe it was even greater fun to let my imagination see what it wanted.  The photos in Michael(s gallery gave me enough hints at what they might be wearing.  For the time being, it was enough.  I(d see the video later.

Someone grabbed my legs and manacled them to a stretcher, fully exposing my crotch and rump.  Suddenly, I felt more vulnerable than I ever had in my life.  Yes, I trusted Michael, but could I trust myself?  Was I going to be able to endure an entire weekend of this treatment?  The throb in my cock caught my attention.  Hell yes, it knew what it wanted!

A pair on hands grabbed my ball sack, and I jerked in surprise, adding to the pressure that had been exerted on it.  I moaned softly behind my gag as my sack was massaged and gently stretched, pulling my nuts to the extreme bottom of the pouch.  Then something what snapped tightly into place trapping them there.  I heard the rattle of light chain being attached, then the slow agonizing pull of weight being attached.  I groaned as the weight swung gently below me, pulling the pouch slowly front, then back, then front.  How deliciously aching it felt.

Whack!  I was startled out of that feel when a paddle of some sort struck full force onto my ass.  I hadn(t been expecting it and reacted first to the force and surprise before the pain registered.  I grunted as the weight took an unexpected bounce and tugged at my balls.  The weight had not been great, so I hadn(t expected it to be so painful with that movement.  I had barely caught my breath when the paddle hit again.  And again.  Slowly at first, but I had totally lost count after sixty something because the pace and intensity had increased to the point that I no longer thought ( just felt.  Oh, damn, did I feel.  Never in my life had I experienced pain such as that.  But my dick betrayed me.  It remained at attention and told them to keep it up.  I cursed that cock, but couldn(t will it to go limp.

It stopped.  The paddling ceased, and I hung limply by my wrists.  That(s when an unseen hand applied ice to my beleaguered rear.  The contrast with the heat that had been produced there was astounding.  It was almost as torturous as the paddling itself.  At the same time, hands began to caress my chest.  Caress, the pull.  Pinch and tweak.  Twist and assault.  Again I moaned.  I(d never realized how directly my nipples and my groin were connected.  Within minutes, I was crooning a tune I never realized I knew.  It rose in pitch with each new attack and culminated in a screech as alligator clips were attached to my tit ends.  Behind my blindfold, I felt my eyes flutter and try to roll back as the pain overtook me.  Then whomever had attached them, let go.  And the attached weights yanked the points deeper into my skin.

At the same moment, a cane struck across my buttocks!  The pain was so intense from so many sources that I couldn(t even tell where.  I just hurt.  In my entire life I had never experienced such a thing.  I was in ecstacy.  In all my wildest fantasies, I had never imagined this.  How could I, nothing in my entire life had come even close to this.  And I(d only been here an hour!

Soon after that I lost track of time, of the sequence of events.  Later, the video would give me a better sense of all that, but at the time it didn(t matter.  I just was.  I was all nerve endings, no thoughts, no awareness outside of my groin-centered existence.  Nothing mattered but my cock and balls and how everything else affected them.  Whatever else happened was done only to produce a reaction in them.  And produce, it did.

From memory I can only tell you that, yes, I did polish boots with my tongue.  Yes, I did get fucked numerous times by Michael(s monstrous cock ( and the others, too.  Yes, I my crotch was shaved and coated with hot wax.  Yes, ten-inch metal rods disappeared into my piss hole.  Yes, my balls were squeezed, pummeled, kicked.  Yes my dick head was used as a pin cushion.  Yes, my tits were pierced.  And yes, oh yes, I climaxed.  Again and again I climaxed and spouted and came until my poor battered balls swelled, turned blue, and ached like I never new a man could.  And I loved every last, friggin( minute of it.

My butt tunnel didn(t escape attention either.  Those lower lips were lathered with tongues, lubed with Ben Gay.  My hole prodded with fingers, stuck with dildos, plodded with man meat, and lastly expanded with a man(s fist.  And yes, oh yes, I climaxed.

My mouth was liberally used.  It was spat into, face-fucked, even pissed into and used as toilet paper.  And yes, oh yes, I climaxed.

Looking back and reliving the events watching the video, it was the weekend of a lifetime.  And I(m lucky.  Oh, so lucky to have the tapes.  Privileged to own some of the most erotic male bondage photographs to ever grace a bedroom wall.  All who get the opportunity to see them marvel at the visual artistry and at the events they depict.  And they spark new creativity into my partners in bed, just to be surrounded by them.  And so that weekend continues to influence my life.

The photo shoot fee had seemed high at the time.  But it has been worth it.  And I thank my lucky stars and the yellow pages for connecting me to One-Hour Development.

