Weekend Experience
                                 by Allen Baker
The hotel dining room was surprisingly elegant for a backwater town.  I had expected to overdressed for the place, but I wasn(t.  There was a maitre (d and all.  My waiter was tuxed and professional.  But it was the bus boy who caught my attention.  He was cute and open and stared at my lap, but was well-trained enough not to speak.  As I waved away the dessert plate, I inquired, (See something you like?(
(Oh, yes, Sir,( was his flustered reply.

(Check the bar when you get off work.  I may still be there.(
(Yes, Sir!(  It was accompanied by a slight flush and large grin.

I was sitting far back in a dark corner of the fairly crowded room when he rushed in.  It was late, and he had that frantic look of panic that he might have missed me.  I watched as he searched faces in the smoke-filled room and saw the visible relief when he spotted me.  Nothing speaks to one(s ego more than that look.

(How come a good looking lad like you isn(t tied-up on a Friday night?(  I asked in welcome as I motioned an invitation to sit down.

(I(d like to be, but with my work schedule it doesn(t happen often enough.(
The way he spoke was soft and unassuming.  And I suddenly knew what I needed this weekend.  On Sunday night I was surrendering myself to a master as his permanent slave.  I needed to dominate just one final time.  (You(d like to be tied up?( I asked with a lilt that implied the double entendre.

He slightly choked on his drink and looked up at me.  Then he quickly diverted his gaze and whispered his reply.  (Yes, Sir.(
(Let(s go.(  I wasn(t about to give him any time to reconsider.  And suddenly my need to control had kicked into high gear.

I unlocked the door to my suite and stepped in.  I closed the door leaving the startled boy in the hall.  I spoke through the narrowing gap into his surprised face.  (As soon as you(re nude, knock.(  The door clicked closed.

I raced to the bedroom and opened some drawers.  I piled the dresser top with ropes and headed back to the main door with a blindfold among the other things in my hands.  He knocked just before I got there.  I didn(t open it up.  Instead, I watched through the peep hole.  He kept looking up and down the hall, scared shitless someone would come along.  He jumped when he heard the whine of the elevator.  Twice he wanted to knock again, but hesitated, thinking it might provoke me.  I kept an eye on the elevator indicator as it rose.  He saw it, too, and began to panic and clutch his clothes in front of his crotch.  When it left the floor below, I opened the door.

He tried to quickly slip in , but I blocked the way until I heard the elevator doors begin to open.  Then I let him through and closed the door.  He was shaking.

I knocked the clothing out of his arms and blindfolded him.  He started to say something, but I put my finger against his lips.  Then I stood back to look him over good.  He could tell I was walking around him.  He didn(t know how to act, and in his self-consciousness folded his hands in front of his crotch.  I knocked them away.  He had a nice piece of meat and set of eggs dangling beneath it.

I put wrist restraints on him and connected them behind his back.  He shivered.  I licked his nipples, and he sighed.  I put clothes pins on his tits, and he hissed.  I collared him and led him into the bedroom.

(You have to piss, boy?(
(Yes, sir.(
I went to the bar and grabbed a tall tumbler.  I held his cock in it and ordered him to go.  (Ok, kid, piss away.(  He was right about needing to take a leak.  The glass was nearly filled before the stream cut out to a dribble.  I shook it off for him.  Holding the glass under his nose, I asked, (Does it smell good boy?(
He inhaled and answered, (Yes, Sir.(  There was a slight tremble in his voice.

(Take a sip.(  I held the glass to his lips.

He gave a sharp intake of breath.  Obviously, he was new to this.  But to his credit, he gave it a try.  He choked only a little.  I was impressed at the valiant effort.  (If you(re good, I(ll let you have another sip later. If you(re bad, I(ll make you drink the whole glass.( He gasped.

I placed him on the bed on his back and reattached his wrists to the headboard.  Grabbing his ankles, I pulled them up and tied them beside his hands.  Now his crotch and ass were totally exposed for my perverse pleasure.  I gave his ass cheeks a couple of whacks.  He yelped.  I hit them harder, and he cried out.  I went back to the dresser and returned with another clothes pin.  (Stick out your tongue.(  He went ballistic when I clamped the pin on its end.  He tried to shout around it.  He didn(t know what to do.  He stuck it out, sucked it in.  There was no relief anywhere.  Soon his cries became whimpers of resignation and despair.

I had rarely been in the top role, but I knew the things that had pushed my buttons, and I did them to him.  Soon his head was thrashing back and forth as he struggled to determine if he was in pain or ecstasy.  The riding crop had left white welts against the reddened background of his ass.

I went back to the bar and filled a glass with ice cubes.  He twitched when I placed a cube against his burning butt cheek.  He sighed as I lightly rubbed it over his abused skin.  I repeated the process with a fresh cube on the other cheek.  The remains of the cubes I pushed well up inside his hole, and he shivered in delight.

With a long light-weight rope, I tied off his balls into a tight round bundle.  The ends of the rope reached to the back of his neck where I tied them together.  He had to hold his head off the pillow to keep from pulling on them.  I knew the strain on his neck would soon have it become as painful as his balls.

I went back to the cubes and wetted down his cheeks some more before going at them again with the riding crop again.  I knew that the hurt stung even more when the ass is wet.  He thrashed his head pulling on his balls with each stroke.  I counted to myself.  It only took eighteen strokes before he cried out and shot his load all over his chest and stomach.

As soon as he stopped shooting, I dropped the crop and began to rub the now super-sensitive head of his cock.  Around the clothes pin he pleaded for me to stop.  With a lunge I buried myself into his ass. Unprepared, he cried out and yanked his balls again.  I plowed ass like never before and soon impregnated my seed in his deep man-womb.

Gently, I leaned over and kissed him.  I sucked in the clothes pin and playfully tugged at it.  He moaned.  I bit down on the pin and released his tongue.  He cried out.  His cock twitched and spurted again between our bellies.  His ass clamped down on my prick.

I spat out the pin and continued to neck with my toy.  Reaching between us, I pulled off the other two pins, and he shrieked into my mouth.

It must have been a reaction to its long confinement, but my cock didn(t go down.  I loved feeling it surrounded by his sperm-lubed hole.  I whispered into his ear, (Feeling good?(
(Oh, yes, Sir,( was his groaned reply.

I untied the rope behind his head.  Reluctantly, I pulled my sword out of his sheath and moved my mouth to his crotch.  I opened wide and sucked in his tied-off nuts.  They were deep-red and throbbing.  They had to hurt.  I chewed and sucked and abused them, until finally he shot another load.  Then I emptied my mouth and gave them a love tap that caused his prick to spit out one more time.  (Maybe we should leave these tied up until morning.(
His muscles went taught, and his jaw clenched.  But he didn(t plead or beg.  I liked that.

I untied his ankles and wrists from the bed.  Then I untied his balls, and he sighed from the relief.  When he began to reach for them as if intending to massage the feeling back into them, I swatted his hand away and gently played with them myself.

Then I reached up and removed the blindfold.  (Time to hit the shower.(
He ended up tied to my bed for the night with my prod up his rear.  Actually, he stayed that was until Sunday morning.  Twice on Saturday, I wrapped a towel around me to answer the door.  I had the bellhop wheel the food cart into the living room.  I purposely left the bedroom door open and took my time rummaging through pants pockets hunting for a tip.  That gave plenty of time to get a good look at the nude, hog tied, blindfolded figure on the bed.  My hostage-lover tried to stay quiet and invisible, hoping his coworker wouldn(t notice him.  Fat chance.

Both times I spied a rising cock in their pants.  I brushed my hand across their swollen uniforms and invited them to return when they got off work.  Both did.  When they returned, I had told them to whisper.  I had put plugs in the boy(s ears, and he couldn(t hear enough to identify them.  I thought it would be fun for him to never be sure which two of his colleagues had raped his ass.  They both agreed to keep up the secrecy for at least two months.  The three of us abused the boy and each other long into the night.

Sunday morning I kept him tied as we showered.  I forced him to his knees and stuffed my cock into his throat.  I held his head firmly and drained my bladder.  His eyes widened in disbelief.  He struggled to free himself.  Tears rolled down his cheeks as he choked and gagged and swallowed.  But his cock became rigid.

Then I stood him up and returned the favor.  He swooned in pleasure as I sucked down his piss, then his cum.  I dried us both off and retied him face down on the bed.  I kissed him on last time.

(Did you have a good time, boy?(
(Oh, yes, Sir.  Will you be back in the area again soon?(
I looked at him for a long moment before answering the truth.  (No, I won(t be back.  I don(t really belong here anymore.(
Then I gagged and blindfolded him and dressed in my cut offs, T-shirt, and sneaks and patted him on the ass.

(Thanks for a memorable weekend.  I(m sure housekeeping will release you sometime today.  Don(t piss the bed.(
He shouted and pleaded through the gag.  But under his belly was a rock hard dick, so I knew he was turned on by the situation.

I locked the door, went to the front desk, and handed John the room key.  (There(s a bit of a mess on the bed that could use some of your personal attention.(
John said nothing, but his eyebrow went up in further inquiry.

(I(m not sure of his name, but he(s in no position to argue.(
John grinned and said, (I see.  Thank you, Sir.  I(ll take care of it personally, right away.(
As I turned to leave the hotel, he had already placed his assistant in charge of the desk and was headed for the elevator.
