The Repairman
by Allen Baker

I was young and naive, what other excuse could there be?  I(d only been on the job a week since my short stint at appliance repair training, and it had been my first day out with the truck on my own.  My boss hadn(t planned it that way: my supervisor had called in sick, and with the busy schedule, he(d had no choice.  (Just do your best.  And when you need help, call in.  We(ll get someone to you as quickly as possible.(  Then he pulled half the papers from my clipboard and doled them out to the other teams.  In hindsight, I(m not sure why he didn(t divide up one of the more experienced crews and put me with someone else.  Maybe the others would have revolted at an interruption of their routine.

Anyway, that(s how I came to be in this basement with a contrary clothes drier.  The guy who answered the door that late morning was clad in just his BVD(s, which did nothing but fuel my already nervous condition.  He seemed quite at ease with the situation.  Me in my uniform and he in his near nothingness.

((Bout time.  It(s down here.(  And he led the way through a family room and kitchen and down a flight of narrow basement steps.  (There it is.  If you need anything, holler.(
(Sure.(  The washer and drier stood in a pool of light surrounded by black.  It wasn(t just gloomy.  All the walls were hung with black canvass drop cloth.  Shrouded, was the initial impression.  It registered as slightly strange, but I had work to do.  Quickly, I had pulled the drier front and to the side to get at its back.  Definitely gloomy.  My flashlight was weak and didn(t help much, so I pulled out my work light and began to look for an outlet.  The one where the washer was connected was already overloaded and since I wasn(t sure what I might be disconnecting, I decided to look on for another.

Surely there(d be another outlet behind that canvass somewhere.  As I started to feel around, an upper corner of the canvass came unhooked and dropped to the floor.  Behind it was a pegboard wall covered with items.  In the gloom, I initially thought it was a wall of woodworking tools.  But the closer I looked, I realized I was wrong.  I had no idea what most of the stuff was.  But some were obvious: fraternity paddles, whips, handcuffs.  Shit!  What is this?

(Find what you(re looking for?(  I jumped a mile at his voice behind me.  I whirled about to face him, but was unable to speak.  (Well?(
(I ... ah  . . .  was looking for  . . . (  Stammering, I held up the plug end of my light cord as a way of explanation.

He looked at my hand, then into my face.  I felt very awkward as he continued to stare at me.  I actually held my breath until he spoke again.  (Over here.(  He held up a canvas corner to expose my goal.

(Oh, yeah . . .  Ah, thanks.(
He didn(t say anything, just waited for me to get my cord plugged in.  The light sprang to life and shown on the equipment on the wall.  Quickly, I turned it toward the drier and tried to continue with my work.  But I was acutely aware of him still standing behind me.  Somewhat nervously, I attempted to concentrate on my work, but every time I turned for an item from my tool box, I(d glimpse his bare chest or post-like thighs or the white-clad crotch.  I was fighting to focus on my job.

I had known I was gay since my early high school years.  A gay man.  A very shy gay man with limited exposure.  This guy was starting to get to me.  Then, I needed to get a part from my truck and was relieved to head up the stairs away from him.  (Won(t be but a minute,( I mumbled on my way past him.  He didn(t bother replying.

I quickly passed through the kitchen and started through the family room, but my attention was caught by a video on the TV screen.  There was a guy in black leather, whipping the back and ass of a nude man tied to a type of cross.  I(d never seen anything like it before.  And I was instantly rock hard.  But I needed to get to the vehicle.  I walked backward out of the door with my eyes on the TV.  At the truck, I fumbled through boxes and searched for the item the drier needed, but I actually trembled in desire and fear.

On the way back in, I had to force myself not to stop and stare at the TV screen.  I both wanted to watch and to avoid going back to that basement where the homeowner awaited my return.  But I forced myself to return to my work.  At the bottom of the steps, I jolted to a halt.  In my absence, he(d removed the rest of the black canvass.  I was surrounded by all forms of instruments of restraint and torture.  And he no long had on his white BVD(s.  Instead, he stood there in a black leather harness with a studded leather pouch as the prominent focal point.  My mouth dropped open in shock.

(Well don(t just stand there.  Your company sent you here as a repairman.  Get busy on that drier.(
I  did as I was told.  It was difficult under the circumstances, but eventually I had the drier whirling along at its normal pace, doing its job.  (I guess I(ll be on my way now.  The company will send a bill at the end of the month.(  I tried my best to look him in the face, not down at his bulging cock nor past him to the cross and slings beyond.

He stared a moment, then spoke.  (I want you to stop back at the end of the day to check on it again.(
I opened my mouth to protest, but he cut me off.  (Just be here and don(t give me any lip.  That(s an order.(
(Yes, Sir.(  It was out of my mouth before I even knew what I was saying.  I was just glad to be escaping to the van and the open road.

* * * * *

I actually had a pretty good work day.  There had only been one appointment that had caused me any major problems, and that was because the machine was so ancient there were no original parts available.  But the entire afternoon, I kept seeing him in the back of my head.  All in black leather straps and pouches.  I kept thinking I may have been lucky to have escaped from his basement alive.  As so it was a great shock even to me when I found myself once again parked in his drive and knocking at his door.

It opened, but he was standing behind the door where I couldn(t see him.  When I was inside, he didn(t immediately close it.  He reached around it and held out a blindfold.  (Buckle it on now.(  I shivered off the impulse to bolt back out to the truck and did as I was told.  Then I heard the door close and lock behind me.  The next was whispered into my ear from close behind, (Strip down to your underwear.(  It wasn(t a polite request; it was a command.

Inside my head I screamed no, but my hands were already complying.  I was so scared.  What was going to happen to me?  I was so turned on.  My boxers were tented in front of me.  I heard him chuckle when he saw that.

(Looks like we(re ready to play.  Down we go.  I(ll hold on and will guide you down.(  I don(t have any idea what actually happened in the next fifteen minutes.  The next thing  I knew, I was lying on the exam table being tied to the bolts in the side.  Each moment rendered me more and more helpless.  More and more shocked and frightened.  More and more aroused.  Finally, he tied off the ropes, and whispered in my ear, (Now you(re mine, and you will pay for snooping into other people(s business.(
A shudder ran through me as I realized that this was why I had returned.  I instinctively knew that I(d have to pay penance for my earlier sin of poking into this man(s private items, even if it had been innocently undertaken.  And I knew that this experience was one I(d fantasized for a long time.  A wet dream become reality.  My crotch was still rigid with excitement and anticipation.  Even without being able to see it, I knew there was a spreading wet spot soaking the front of my boxers where I oozed from my slit.  Suddenly, I felt his hands begin to lightly caress my shoulder, then my arm and chest.  My feet and legs.  My stomach.  A fist grasped at the waist band of my shorts and gave an abrupt, violent yank.  They tore free from my body, and I was exposed to him.  Vulnerable to his eyes and to hands and to his malice.

I no longer remember the exact sequence of that night(s events.  Disoriented from sight deprivation along with the time distortion of pain and torture, deprived me of my ability to recall everything.  But I was assaulted with clothes pins and clamps, paddles and floggers, piercing needles and sounds.  My mouth was gagged.  My ass was stretched with dildos and vibrators.  But strapped to that table, I was not allowed the pleasure of a climax.

Eventually, he began to untie me.  My head swirled with mixed feelings: relief at being free, disappointment that it was over, concern that I had not pleased.  But I was wrong, it was far from over.  He merely moved me to the sling.  I had only ever seen them in magazines, so it was entirely new experience.  I was lashed into place.  The feeling was something akin to a hammock, but did not produce the associated feelings of open space and leisure relaxation.  Instead, it gave me the impression of being caught suspended in the spider(s web.  Trapped and waiting for the creature to pounce, to inflict the poisonous venom that renders one helpless and ready for the slaughter.  I hung there, the waiting victim.  I didn(t have long to wait.

He wrapped a parachute about my nuts and tied to weights via a pulley mounted in the ceiling.  Heavy duty clamps bit into my nipples.  And he began to earnestly stretch my hole with increasingly larger dildos.  Finally, the fake cocks were gone, and I felt the nudge of a warm, natural prick at my opening.  I groaned to think I was about to be fucked for the first time in my life.  I was frightened, but very ready to have my cherry picked.  He pressed forward and his cock head slipped through my rim.  I grunted and a spurt of juice spat from my throbbing dick.  He pressed on slowly, relentlessly, until his entire ten inches had lodged in my back entrance.  He just held still for a moment or two before starting his rhythmic drive.  His in and out motions of pleasure.  With each thrust, he brushed past my prostate and caused more liquid to slither down the sides of my untouched cock.

He picked up speed and his moans began to duo with my own.  Then suddenly he was shouting and pulling at my tit clamps.  His hips slammed his groin deep into my butt, and he pulsed a very vocal climax into my ass.  And he pushed me over the brink, too.  My balls pulled hard against the weights as my hard prick bounced as it repeatedly shot gobs of my man goo onto my chest and stomach.  I shouted behind the gag, and lightning flashed behind my eye sockets.   It seemed to go on and on for both of us.  Eventually, he collapsed onto my stomach, crushing my trapped nuts between us.  His ragged breathing was close to my ear.  We rested as we calmed and as our breathing returned to normal.

It was with relief and regret that I felt his softening dong slip from my butt.  He unbuckled my blinders and released my tits and balls.  But he didn(t remove the gag, nor release me from the bindings.  Not yet.  He walked over to his wall of toys and returned with a metal contraction.  My soft dick tightly slid into its severely curved sleeve.  A metal strap closed below my balls, trapping them and pulling my cock tightly down to separate them into two stretched mounds.  Then he snapped a very small padlock into place and locked it, laying the tiny key on the nearby table.

He released me from the sling and pointed to my clothes.  (Get dressed.(  I did, keeping one eye on the key the entire time.  In the meantime he reattached the leather pouch to his harness and was as I had seen him earlier in the day.  When I finished, he had one last statement.  (I expect you to come back here first thing Saturday morning.  There will be a container for you to hunt through for the key to your chastity unit.  If you can(t find it, you might need to call a locksmith.(  With that he picked up the small key and placed it in his mouth.  I watched in horror as he swallowed, realizing what he meant I would have to hunt through to find the key ( four days( worth of his shit!

Then I was in the truck driving away.  Tomorrow is Saturday.  I(ve been tempted to call a locksmith many times in the past couple of days.  Tempted to be rid of him and never go back.  But then my dick begins to strain inside the contraption and my balls ache, and I just know I have to return for more.

Tomorrow is Saturday, and I can hardly wait.

