Remote Control
by Allen Baker

The local park is at the edge of a hill by the river. It's a three-hundred foot drop on the other side of the rail at the lookout spot to the river below. It's a lovely sight. It's also a place where the local hobbyists fly their radio-controlled model gliders.

They soar them out over the rocks, high above the river. They make them dip and swoop, plunge and climb, hover and loop, and then bring them back for a soft landing. They are fun to watch, soothing. So I sometimes stop there on my way home from a long day at the office just to watch and shed some tension. I'm not the only one. Many people stop by or bring their kids to watch. I'd not really considered it to be much of a spot to cruise.

He wore cut offs and a fishnet tank top. Mirror sunglasses and a baseball cap shaded his face and obscured his features. But his body was all tanned muscle. It was that and the barbed-wire bands tabooed on his biceps that drew me over to stand behind his lawn chair and watch him fly his glider. It was five or so minutes before I noticed the open duffle bag propped against his chair. My eyes widened, and I took in a slight gasp of air. From where I stood, I could just glimpse part of a bondage magazine!

I don't know how long I stood staring, but suddenly a glider plowed into my ass check and dropped to the ground. I jumped a mile and looked up to find the aviator glasses focused on me.

"That's what you get for snooping into someone's personal stuff without permission." "Yes, Sir. Sorry, Sir." I quickly lowered my gaze to my feet and found myself stuttering my apology.

For a few moments he sat motionless. Then he stood, grabbed the duffle, folded his chair, and ordered, "Pick up that glider and follow me.(  Stunned, I obeyed. He opened the cap on his pickup and deposited the chair, glider, and controls. Shouldering the pack, he headed off on a path up into the woods. He didn't say anything, but I knew he expected me to follow.

We had trudged silently up the trail for nearly a quarter of a mile when he verged off and forced his way through some bushes. I was right behind. On the other side, he was standing with his arms crossed in the middle of a six-foot roughly circular space totally hidden from view by the thick growth.

"Don't open your mouth." He kept his voice low, but its intensity made me shiver. "You know what I'm into, don't you?" I didn't look up from his feet, but I nodded my head slightly. "You need it, too." I sighed and nodded again.

"Strip." As I quickly followed orders, I saw him reach into his duffle bag and pullout a length of thin rope and a blindfold. When I was nude and standing with my hands dutifully behind me, he grabbed my jaw and planted a hard, demanding kiss on my mouth. It wasn't gentle or loving. It spoke of him being in charge.

He broke off and put the blindfold in place. I started to harden in anticipation. His hands explored my body, tested my muscles, tweaked my nipples, prodded my crack, and mauled my crotch. The rope was tied around my cock and balls. Then his expert hands wove the rest of the rope under my crotch, around my sides, over my shoulders. Soon I was encased in a neatly tied-off rope spider web.

Another mashing kiss. Then his hands slapped my butt cheeks and my unprotected crotch. Finally he whipped off the blindfold and grabbed his duffle bag. He had already disappeared through the bushes when I heard, "Get dressed, we're leaving."

I quickly pulled on my T-shirt and cut offs over the rope harness. He was no longer in sight when I got onto the path. I jogged back to the parking area with the rope chaffing my skin with every pace. He stood beside the open cap of his truck. When I arrived, he nodded his head toward the opening, silently ordering me in. "Lie down." Then he reached in and buckled a collar around my neck and cuffs to my wrists. They were already attached tightly to the truck bed. He was prepared. He had done this before. He closed up the back and drove us away.

I could occasionally see tree tops out the side windows, but soon lost track of our location. Too many turns, too many miles. I guess it was about 35 or 40 minutes before we slowed and then moved into a garage. The engine stopped and the door came down behind us. He got out of the truck, looked in through the side window at me, and went on into the house, leaving me alone in the totally dark garage.

My God, what did I have myself in for!

Eventually, the light came back on and he opened the back of the truck. He now wore all black leather: a hood, biceps straps, a harness, jock, vest, chaps, and boots. A walking wet dream. I sighed as he released me from the truck and motioned for me to get out.

"Strip." And for the second time, I obeyed, dropping my clothing where we stood. He grabbed the ropes between my shoulder blades and propelled me between his vehicles and through a doorway into a back work area. The entire left side was an inventor's wonderland. Work benches, tools, and electronics parts. Wires, connectors, model motors everywhere. Remote controls were torn apart with their guts spilled across tables. Planes hung from the ceiling. Trains and race cars littered the tables and the shelves above them.

Then he turned me toward the other end. It was as if there were a force field dividing the two areas. The workman's area stopped, and the Master's area began. There, the walls were covered with pegboards on which hung every imaginable instrument of torture: whips, paddles, and canes; clamps, weights, and chains; collars, cuffs, and restraints; hoods, masks, and gags. It looked as if he were ready to open an S & M retail shop. In the middle of the area were a leather-covered exercise horse and a workout bench. Against the far wall stood a St. Andrews Cross. From the ceiling in the corner hung a leather sling.

My heart began to pound in anticipation. My erect cock started to throb.

He was a man of few words. He strapped me on my back into the sling. Fitted me with a blindfold and a gag. I swooned when he attached the alligator clips to my tits. They must have been attached to a pulley above me. Slowly, he added weights until I began to arch my back against the pull. Then he wrapped my already tied off balls with additional rope, figure-eighting them into tow, tightly smooth orbs.

Then I felt him rub lube into my crack, and his fingers began to slip into my exposed opening. First one, then two, three. He played and explored. I moaned against the gag. Then the fingers were gone, and I was suddenly speared by his cock. I hadn't seen him nude and so hadn't anticipated the monster he sported. He wasn't gentle. He rammed it home in one deep lunge. I was panting, trying to accommodate his length and breadth and adjust to the sudden pain.

He didn't wait. He brutally battered my shit chute for his own pleasure. And he had enormous stamina. I endured nearly an hour of that pounding. I was raw and suspected that I might even be torn and bleeding. Even so, he'd battered my prostate to two orgasms before I felt him shudder and heard him gasp and groan as he finally shot his huge load into my suffering hole. At the same time, he reached over and released my tit clamps, triggering my third climax.

Eventually, his retreating cock plopped out of my ass. He released me from the sling, untied my aching balls and the rope harness, and attached my arms to the cross. He tugged off the blindfold and headed toward the workbench end of the room. As he sat tinkering at some of his gismos, my eyes readjusted to the light. He turned back toward me, and I gasped. No wonder my ass hole burned. I'd never seen a hard cock as big as his limp one, even in a porn video. Just looking at it made my butt twitch. He'd been wise to blindfold me. If I'd seen it first, I'd have died of fright. But now, knowing that I had survived it, I knew for the rest of my life I'd crave having it.

He walked over to me with a tray and set it on the workout bench in front of me. Again without a word, he took a sterile pad from a box and wetted it down with rubbing alcohol. Then he used it to swab my left earlobe. Inside I was freaking out. I'd never been overly fond of a shot at the doctor and didn't like needles. And now here was this guy picking up a wicked looking item the size of an ice pick! He tore it out of sealed plastic and wiped it down with the alcohol. Without even a moment's hesitation, he grabbed my ear and jabbed it through. Behind the gag, I screamed bloody murder!

And he just turned away and left the weapon dangling in my ear! Then he returned with newly drenched gauze and daubed at my right tit. "No! Please, no" I shouted behind the gag. He went about his business as if not even hearing me. No, hearing, but not caring. I had delivered myself into his hands and so had relinquished my own wishes. By climbing into the back of his truck, I had already granted permission for him to do as he pleased. Only his cock responded to my desperate gargled pleading by giving a twitch. Another sealed plastic pouch. This time he placed the point against my nipple and paused. Then, staring directly into my eyes, he smiled cruelly and slowly pushed it home. My eyes widened in shock, then watered as I began to sob. And he smiled.

He grabbed the alcohol and splashed it at my ear and poured it over my chest. Again I screamed through my sobbing heaves. He stood and watched my face as I struggled to regain my composure. When I had finally quieted enough to suit him, he removed the gag.

"Well, what do you say?"

In my dazed state it took me a moment to realize what he expected. "Thank you, Sir.(
"Repeat these numbers: 55 -58 -23 -9."

I did.

"Again."

I did.

"Keep doing it until tell you to stop."

I began to chant, "55- 58- 23- 9, 55- 58- 23- 9, 55 . . . "

He walked back to his work bench and returned with a handful of items. He removed the spike from my nipple and replaced it with a thick bar that had unusually bulky ends. He inserted a tiny pick in the removable end an gave it a twist. There was a faint click. Then he repeated the procedure with a silver stud in my lobe. The back piece was larger than normal, and he click-locked that, too, with the tiny pick which he then held in front of my face.

"Only this will unlock those."

I groaned and grew exited at the same time while continuing my mumbled chant. Seated back at his work bench, he picked up a remote control. He adjusted a dial and then pressed a button. A sharp jolt zapped my tit. I gasped more in surprise that pain. It hurt, but was easily bearable.

(Did I tell you to stop repeating?"

"No, Sir. 55- 58- 23  . . . "

He turned the dial up slightly and again touched the button. This time real pain. I hesitated slightly, but quickly resumed my verbalizing. He picked up another control. This time I was expecting the attack on my ear and was determined to keep the mantra going. But it wasn't painful at all. It was a vibration that increased until I could actually hear it through my ear bones.

"When that happens, you are to call me withing twenty minutes, day or night. You've been memorizing the number. You can stop now."

A phone number: 555-8239. Wow. I hadn't even realized.

"These will do for now. I have a surgeon friend who helps with the permanent implants. Maybe you'll get a chance to meet him down the road." He chuckled wickedly as he approached with a heavy, two-piece cock ring. This, too, was locked into place.

He went back to the garage and returned with my cut offs. Flipping through my wallet, he came to my driver's license. "This the current address, Dave?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Lousy picture." He copied down the address and slipped the wallet back in its place. Rummaging on, he pulled out my keys. "This has got to be the house key."

"Yes, Sir."

He went to a cabinet and tinkered about 'til he came up with the right blank. Then he proceeded to make a copy of the key. "I wouldn't advise changing the lock. It'd make me very unhappy. You don't want to make me unhappy, boy."

Then he released me from the cross and bent me over the exercise horse. Standing in front of me, he ordered, "Get it hard."

I opened my mouth and attempted to take that massive organ into it. I stretched my lips and crammed the huge tip into my mouth. I sucked as best I could, hoping I was slobbering enough to have drool sliding on down the shaft. It must not have been enough for him, 'cause he placed his hands on my ears and shoved. His prick head lodged in the back of my throat and cut off my air supply. I couldn't do anything but struggle. That must have been to his satisfaction because he hardened and expanded even more. Finally, when I was nearly ready to pass out, he pulled away, practically turning my throat and mouth inside out.

Then he was behind me and mounting my back hole. It was so tender that I cried, but I loved it. Then he reached over to the side and grabbed his remotes. The tit bar sparked and bit into my chest. The cock ring jolted me with a variety of charges of various durations. I grew rigid yet again as he continued to pound away at my ass. The joltings stopped, but then the cock ring started to warm up. It was so gradual that I wasn't sure at first it was happening. But soon it was beyond warm and into the realm of hot. I began to squirm. Had I been free to act, I'd have run for the shower or a faucet to douse it with cold water. I bucked in pain and ecstacy under his control. Thankfully, he didn't have the endurance of the previous coupling. He shot his load and slammed my crotch with an electric hit at the same instant, causing me to shoot with him and spasm my ass channel against his climaxing prick.

When totally satisfied, he withdrew and slid a slender butt plug into my gaping rectum. It had straps attached which he quickly locked into place. "It's small enough you'll be able to shit around it."

That's when it really hit me that he meant to leave all these in place. Oh, my God. I was thrilled and terrified. I'd never get them off on my own. I was totally at his mercy.

He replaced his cod piece and released me from the horse. "Come on." He led me back to the truck and handed back my clothes. "Get 'em on and let's go." He opened the passenger(s door and waited for me to scramble into my duds and climb in. He slammed the door, and we were off, headed back to the park. He idled by my car and gave some last comments.

"You just might wake up in the middle of the night to find me standing by your bed. You might even be tied to it. I could bring you some new toys. I might even bring a friend or two. Remember, when you get buzzed, you've only a few minutes to phone. I'll arrange a time to pick you up, and I'll remove the butt plug. It may be tomorrow, two days from now, next week." He shrugged. "In the meantime, you'll always know when I'm thinking about you." He reached above his visor and a jolt struck my crotch. "The range is more than a hundred miles. It could be anytime day or night. In the middle of dinner. During a business meeting. While your watching the 11 o'clock news. When you're in the shower. You'll never know. So always be prepared . . . Get out."

He backed up to turn around. Then he leaned out of his window and made one last comment. "They have many other capabilities. Many features you haven't experienced yet." Rocks flew from under his tires, and he was gone.

I had only driven a quarter of a mile when the butt plug began to expand. I felt it slowly begin to elongate, thicken, and then press against my hot button. That caused his desired response. I was instantly hard as I realized I had become his newest remote control toy.

