CHRISTMAS EVE

                                  by Allen Baker
It was Christmas vacation, and I was the only one left on campus.  I didn(t have the cross-country air fare to get home for the holidays, so I was stuck.  But for pocket change I could get the bus into the city.  I figured I could spring for a couple of nights at the Y without straining the budget too far.  Besides, maybe I(d get lucky and meet up with someone at a bookstore or bar and be offered a free bunk.  It was worth a try.

That(s how I came to find myself and my knapsack crowded into an NYC backroom video booth at 10:00 P.M. on Christmas Eve.  The flickering light reflection on the wall told me the film was running, but all my attention was centered on the throbbing cock that had emerged from the wall and was pumping jism down my throat.  At age nineteen, this was still an excitingly novel experience.

Don(t get me wrong.  I was far from virgin and anything but naive.  But a small hometown in the West offers few opportunities to indulge in the real thing.  My hand and some well-hidden magazines had been the major romances of my teenage years at home. Last year as a college freshman had proven to be my emancipation.  And cock became king.

College campuses are rife with nooks and crannies for sex.  They(re strewn with glory holes; they(ve dense bushes behind buildings; they have group shower rooms.  And I found them all.  And made use of them all.  My education was growing by leaps and bounds.  Only this Fall did I feel the need to expand my horizons and venture off campus to discover bookstores, video booths, and gay bars.  And that(s also when I encountered my first bondage magazine.

I had always known I was gay and had quickly realized that I was a bottom, though I wasn(t aware of the term yet.  But when I saw my first s & m bondage magazine, it was like there was no air left in the world.  My head grew light, the air around me and that magazine cover grew dark, and my cock shot off down my pant leg before I could turn to page two.  When I could breathe again and realized I was standing at the rack with the man beside me leering at the spreading wet spot in my jeans, I closed the book and took it to the cash register.

I can(t tell you how relieved I was that my dorm mate wasn(t around when I got back to the room.  I had the door locked and my clothes off in a blink.  The next hours I was in heaven ( every picture awakened dormant urges.  Every word in every story made me squirm with pent up passions.  Every rope made my balls ache.  Every strap made my dick throb.  Every paddle made my buns itch.  Every tit clamp made my nipples grow.  Every dildo or butt plug made my ass gape.  Every hood, riding crop, handcuff, dog collar, ball press, and torture rack made me twitch, drool, and spurt.  This is what I was destined for.  This was me.

But as active as the college campus gay life was, it was still vanilla.  All fall I found the allures of the past year(s delights fading against the fantasies brought on by those bondage magazines.  And when my parents apologized that lack of funds would keep me East for the holidays, my plans began to formulate.  I(d find what I was looking for in the city.

And so I just knew the minute I stepped into the back hallway with the video booths that the bearded man in all black was the one I was meant to find.  He took one slow look starting at my neck, working his way down to my bulging crotch and slowly back up to my face.  His eyes gradually turned from simply sober to sly and cruel.  Then his thumb ordered me into a booth next to the one he was entering.  I had barely dropped the coin when his deep voice resonated through the wall and ordered me to suck.  Just the tone sent a thrill into me, and the words ignited all the fantasies the magazines had brought on.

He was brutal and quick.  I was disappointed as he hurriedly hauled back his spent cock and zipped it away.  I panicked to think he was going to evaporate into the night.  Instead, he leaned close to the opening.

(Follow me out, and don(t ask questions.(
I barely had a chance to utter my very first, (Yes, Sir,( before I heard him tromp past my door.  I grabbed my knapsack and lurched into the hall, desperate not to lose sight of his receding back.  I was actually still zipping up when I caught up with him a few paces along the snow-covered sidewalk.

He didn(t even glance back as he said, (I have an engagement that will last an hour or so.  I have a safe place to deposit you for now.  We(ll continue later.(
Just like that.  No, (Are you free for the night?( or (What are you into?(  Somehow he just knew.  Or else he just expected obedience.  Either way, he obviously  wasn(t asking permission nor agreement.  He just stated what was going to happen and trudged on through the snow.  It never occurred to me to say anything.  For that matter, it never even occurred to question myself as to whether I should be going with this stranger in the middle of the night.  I just naturally fell in behind and followed in his deeply marked footprints.  We were halfway up the stone steps before I realized we were headed into the side doors of one of the city(s great cathedrals.  Startled, I slipped on a step, but quickly regained my footing and followed along, wondering what this guy was up to.

Having passed through the door, we were slapped with the straining pipes of the great organ.  Oh, yeah.  Christmas Eve, midnight mass, and all that.  Not being Catholic, I hadn(t really thought about this guy wanting to be here.  What a hoot: sex, church service, and more sex.  What a turn on.

He quickly turned through a side door in the vestibule and then another, and removing his overcoat, he started down a flight of twisting stone steps.  Well, you could have knocked me down with a feather!  Without the overcoat, I could easily see what I(d missed at the dark bookstore: a priest(s collar.  I only hesitated slightly.  Oh well, I(d come this far, and he obviously knew what he wanted and expected.  I guessed I was in for the count.

He shut the door behind us and began to get into his vestments for the mass.  (Strip and put everything in there.(  He pointed to the drawer at the bottom of a large, freestanding wardrobe against one wall.  The massive door above had a key dangling in the lock.  Wow, was he going to lock me in there while he(s up saying mass?

Once I was naked and had everything stowed away, he locked the drawer and put the key in his pocket.  Without another word he locked ankle and wrist restraints on me, though he didn(t attach them together or to anything else. Then I just about creamed myself as he tightly laced up a leather hood and snapped on a padlock at the base of my neck.  The eye and mouth holes were open for the moment, but I had seen where attachments could be buckled into place.  Then he pushed me over and rammed home a butt plug.  I squealed.

(Keep quiet.(  Then he handed me a monk(s homespun, hooded robe.  Once I had it on, he pulled the fabric well down, shadowing the leather hood, and motioned for me to follow.

By the time we had gone through numerous doors, twisting narrow passages, up and down partial and full flights of steps, I was hopelessly lost.  At last we neared the raging organ sounds that I could feel pulsating through the leather covering my ears.  He suddenly stopped at a half-height door with a padlock.  Opening it, he ushered me into a low, vault-like room, featureless except for the door and a long curtain covering one side wall.  In the middle was a low, flat table-like platform on wheels that was splattered with puddles of candle wax.

He motioned for me to take off the robe and lie down on the table.  Using the restraints, I was attached to the platform.  He then pulled out a number of items from a cloth bag he had brought with him.  A ball separator was snapped in place, creating a delicious tautness.  Then a two-inch ball gag was positioned and secured along with a long hose that attached over the nose area and hung down over the side of the platform.  He then laid a blindfold on my chest and turned my head to face the curtain.

The priest turned off the lights, and the room went black.  Slowly, it brightened as he opened the curtain.  It took a minute or two for me to comprehend what I was seeing: the bottom of an open rack holding candles.  Hundreds of them, all burning in front of some side altar.  The worshipers had lit them on their way to the main sanctuary for mass.  And we were below them in the clean-out pit where all the dripping was collected.  My already erect cock turned rigid and trembled.

(I(ll be back after the mass,( the Father whispered.  The blindfold went on, and I could feel the table being rolled through the opening of the curtain.  As the first drops of wax hit my thighs, then my chest, I thought, (Hundreds of them.( A splat on my wrist, then one on my right nipple.  Oh, God.  I hadn(t even experienced wax before, so I(d never expected this much pain.  Then a direct hit to my left nut, and I bellowed into the hood.  How long does a mass last?

The flickering doves in the roost above me indiscriminately shat their waste.  For the first half-hour, the drizzle kept up a constant spattering against my bare skin.  Each hit made my insides cringe and outsides jump in agony.  Each seared, newly struck patch of skin sizzled with new sensations.  The unmerciful wax kept me guessing where it would next strike.  Neck, toe, navel.  It would splat and ooze.  Knee, elbow, finger.  Then it would lava its way down my crotch crease to cement the ass plug permanently into place.  Again and again.  Splat, ooze, flow.  Burn, burn, burn.

Looking at the magazines, I had tried to imagine the experience of wax.  But the imaginings were nothing compared to the reality.  It was one thing to view a few splotches of red or black wax against bound, bare skin, but it was quite another to endure unyielding straps holding you down while slowly being encased in wax.

Near the end of three-quarters of an hour, the drops began to regularly overlap and fill in over all the bare skin.  Finally, I was fully coated and the impact changed.  The scalding stopped.  Now it became a spreading, continuous warmth.  The lower layers of wax began to cool against my skin and pull on hair as it hardened.  Then, sealed off from air, my body struggled to sweat and found it couldn(t through the clogged pores.  My inner temperature began to climb.

And my cock stayed rigid.  It was as hard and engorged as I had ever known it.  Yes, this is what I(d been dreaming for ( even my body knew it.  How I ached to reach out my hand and explore my entombed crotch.  How I longed to tear off my blinders and gaze at my newly molded body.  In my mind, I envisioned a Rodin-like statue, and knew I wasn(t far off the reality.  But none of the sculptor(s museum pieces sported an eleven-inch hard protrusion in all its glory as mine did.  Just thinking how I looked and soaring with these unaccustomed sensations caused a spontaneous convulsion through my genitals.  Juices pulsed and surged.  But they couldn(t escape through my paraffin-sealed dick slit!  The pent-up flow back washed with never-before felt pressure expanding the length of my piss tube and adding additional strain on my tightly constricted balls.  I groaned in painful ecstacy.

Time stood still.  I luxuriated in the agony.  Motionless, encased in blackness and an ever-thickening coating that welded me to the surface of the table, I flew into fancies that had me forever attached to the table.  Maybe my priest would never release me.  Perhaps he(d retrieve my platform twice daily, chip away enough to free the mouth piece and feed me some broth.  Then Father would catheterize me and empty me into a bag.  No! He(d just feed the end of the tube through the ball gag so I continually recycle!  My thoughts were so hot, I jerked again with another frustrated orgasm, I could almost see my balls turning purple and blue!  Just how long does a mass last?  Is a High Mass longer yet?  I could only hope.
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