THE BOILER ROOM

by Allen Baker

It was my senior and two months before graduation, two weeks after my eighteenth birthday. For four years I had avoided Mr. Johnson, the school janitor. We all did. He never smiled. He rarely spoke, and when he did it was always a gruff mumble. He appeared to be a well-muscled, in-shape man for middle age. His six foot five frame and muscular bulk were certainly intimidating. But it was the assertive power and cruelty in the eyes that really made us back away and make room to avoid him.

So, it was with definite trepidation that I approached the basement boiler room that Friday afternoon. Miss Carey, the chemistry teacher, had sent me to get a wrench or pliers. The faucet at her lab desk had developed a maddening drip she could no longer stand. Here I was: a fit, athletic teen, cringing at the very thought of having to deal with this man. I felt foolish, little-boyish. I hated this.

"Mr. Johnson?" There was no response to the knock or inquiry. I inched the sliding fire door open and tried again. "Mr. Johnson?" Nothing. Now what? Miss Carey would be upset if I returned empty handed. I slipped into the room, and the weighted door clanked closed. The room was dark and noisy as only an old, city brick school can be. The turn of the century pipes complained and banged. It was musty. I inched my way around packing crates and supply shelves, ducked under pipes, and wondered where I'd locate any tools.

I circled about a set of shelving and came upon a workbench area cluttered with broken, discarded objects covered with dust and grime. Half open drawers beneath promised more of the same. Because nothing else looked more promising, I approached the workbench and pulled the chain for the light dangling above it. Dust filtered onto my wrist from the metal shade, and I sneezed. Actually, I hated to get myself dirty, but decided to get a wrench as quickly as possible and get out.

I searched through the clutter on top but found no tools at all. I glanced into a couple of the half-open drawers - again, no tools. I pulled ope one of the closed drawers, but no luck. The next drawer opened hard. I pulled again, and it let loose and dumped onto the floor. When I glanced in, I could scarcely believe my eyes.

It was filled with pictures and magazines. All of them nudes. All of them male nudes. I glanced guiltily over my shoulder, then reached a shaky hand to pick up one of the magazines. I'd seen skin books before, but nothing like this. These were men in the throes of having sex with other men! Each page showed a man with some leather boots and chaps and a leather vest tying a nude guy down to a table. Then he dripped candle wax onto the guys tits and balls. The bound dude had a raging hard-on and was obviously loving it. Next, he was tying a rope around the guy's balls. In one, he had climbed onto the table and was fucking the guy's mouth. That last picture showed that the guy had shot his wad all over his own stomach.

I stared at the pages and realized I was so turned on that I was rock hard and ready to shoot off myself. I dropped the book into the drawer and knelt down to put the rest of the things back and replace the drawer into the cabinet.

"Looking for something?"

I shot to my feet and whirled about. Mr. Johnson stood about four feet behind me with his feet spread and his arms firmly crossed over his chest. His head was in shadow, and I couldn't make out his features.

"Well, boy?"

"I . . . I . . ." My numb mind had no response. Then I noticed a tool belt strapped to his waist. "I was looking for a wrench." I gestured with a hand that I suddenly realized still clutched some nude photos. I quickly dropped them into the drawer at my feet. My face turning bright red in the process.

"I know. I've just come form Miss Carey's room. She said she'd sent you. She's expecting you to return, so you'd better get a move on."

Taking a deep breath, I moved forward to get out as quickly as possible. Just as I was passing by him, a hand shot out and grasped my biceps in a painful grasp.

"I expect you back here immediately after school to finish cleaning that up."

I couldn't trust my voice, so I just nodded. He released my arm, and I scurried out of the boiler room.

* * * * *
The rest of the day was agony. On Fridays, we were always clock watchers. My pals and I would generally bemoan how slow it was moving. Today, it was speeding far too quickly. What would Mr. Johnson say? I blushed anew each time I realized I'd been caught snooping in his private, personal things. And what questions that brought to mind! Was he gay? Surely not, he wasn't swish or anything. Did he attack boys? If I went back down there, would I ever come out of the boiler room alive? Should I tell someone I was going there, so if I turned up missing the police would know where to look? I glanced at my pals. I couldn't tell any of them. They'd want to know the whole story, and I just couldn't bring myself to confess it.

My overly-dramatic teenage mind played scenarios in my head and heightened my fear by the minute. My fear and my excitement. My cock was perpetually hard throughout the afternoon. What did that mean? I pulled out my shirt tail and still had to walk through the halls holding my books in front of me to hide my swollen crotch.

Finally the last bell rang and I nearly wet my pants. Slowly I went to my locker, then dawdled in the hall. Then taking a deep breath, I turned under the main stairs and headed back down. By the time I raised my hand to rap on his fire door, I was trembling.

It slid open. He looked me up and down and added to my discomfort and guilt by lingering on my crotch. With a motion of his head he had me enter. He lead the way back to the scene of my crime. He sat astride a stool and with a hand motion indicated I was to set everything back in place.

It unnerved me that he hadn't spoken. I knelt to my chore. Wanting to get done and out as soon as possible, I began to pick up a large pile to dump back into the drawer.

"No. One at a time. And look at each one carefully before returning it."

Trembling, I began. While I never was unaware of his presence, I soon was taken in by the collection. In spite of the oppressive feeling of knowing that he was staring at the back of my neck, I still responded to the magazines. As I turned the pages, I felt my crotch heat up and fill out. My balls began to feel like they needed more freedom, more room. My cock lengthened and hardened. I wanted to knead the front of my jeans, but restrained myself.

Some of the magazines showed men in ropes or buckled down with leather straps. Some showed them alone. Some in groups. Some were tied to beds, some to trees. Some were blindfolded, some were gagged. But all were nude, and all were rock hard.

I lost track of the time. I finished the magazines and went on to the pictures. These weren't out of magazines. These were actual photographs, some were Polaroids. I wondered if Mr. Johnson had just collected them or actually took them. Suddenly, the one in my hand made me freeze in place. It was a person I knew. Tom had lived up the street from me and was maybe six or seven years older. I had still been in grade school when he'd gone off to college. But what really shook me was the fact that it had been taken right here in the boiler room. I recognized the shelving and the pipes above his head where his hands were tied. My hand began to shake.

"Just dump the rest in; it's getting late."

After all the silence, his voice startled me into action. I quickly complied and returned the drawer to its proper place. Then I stood and turned, expecting to be dismissed. I was startled to find him standing only a foot away.

"I see you enjoyed that." He was looking at my crotch. I looked down and saw that I was straining my pant seam. I know I blushed.

"Come on." He walked farther back into the shadows and expected me to follow. Reluctantly, I did. He came to another door and unlocked it. "I just want you to look inside here before you go."

He turned on the light and moved to the side. I hesitated but then stepped tentatively forward to look in. My heart stopped. It wasn't a large space, maybe 12 by 15. But in the center was a bondage table and a padded exercise horse. Hanging on the walls was every manner of whip, paddle, harness, strap, chain, gag, etc., that I'd just been seeing in the magazines. My heart was thumping, and I jumped a mile when his hand gripped my shoulder.

"You need this room, boy. Think about it overnight. I want you to report here to me tomorrow morning at 8:00. I think you need to be punished for snooping into other people's belongings. . .. Now, get out!"

* * * * *
I dozed off and on throughout the night, but never really slept. Whenever I closed my eyes, they filled with pictures: scenes from the magazines, the view of the room behind the boiler, and most of all Mr. Johnson's cruel, threatening, mesmerizing eyes. And every time I woke, I had a stiff rod poking the sheet into the air. Each time, I'd whack off another load. By morning the mid section of the sheet was starched stiff with my jism.

At 6:00 it was light, and I could stand it no longer. I slipped into the shower, pulled on jeans and a t-shirt, and went down to the kitchen for cereal and juice.

Mom saw me enter and glanced at the clock in mild surprise. "Early on a Saturday,

isn't it? Big plans?"

"Uh, actually I volunteered to help do some clean up at the school. Mr. Johnson, the janitor, needs some help to clean out some basement storage areas. A few of us said we'd give a hand."

"Well good. It'll keep you out of trouble for the day."

I didn't think she was right. I dawdled nervously over my juice and bowl, but finally decided that my lingering would cast doubts. Out the door I went and headed to the school. I was early, so I sat on a low wall across the street and just stared at it. It was then I began to realize that I had no real idea what I was getting myself into. Hell, I didn't even know which door to go to. Surely they were kept locked on a Saturday.

Slowly, I circled the building trying the doors. They were all locked, but at the back, I saw Mr. Johnson's truck parked near one of the doors. It, too, was locked, but I figured he must be near by. I pounded on the door and waited. Eventually, he came and pushed it open. He didn't say anything, just stood to the side to let me pass. He closed and relocked the door. Again saying nothing, he led the way back down to his realm.

At his workbench, he picked up a duffle bag and continued on to the locked door behind the boiler. My heart was beginning to pound. He unlocked the door, but didn't open it. He turned and leaned against it. "Tell my why you are here."

That startled me. I didn't know what he expected me to say. "Because you told me

to come."

He shook his head and waited for me to try again.

"Because I screwed up and pried into your personal things."

This must have been closer to the mark, because he arched his eyebrow and

seemed to indicate that I was to continue along that line of thought.

"And I should be punished for it." This last came out in a hoarse whisper.

"Not should. .. Deserve to be punished. . . want to be punished."

When he said it, I knew he was right. I wanted this. This and everything else his

pictures and books showed.

He tossed the duffle at my feet. "Strip and put everYthing into there."

I was trembling before I had my shoes off. By the time I was down to my

underwear, I shook and thought I might turn ill. He just stood and watched. Taking a deep breath, I shucked my drawers and added. He held out his hand, and I gave it to him.

He stood there looking me over until I began to fidget and blush. Finally, he pitched the bag in a nearby locker and padlocked it in. I nearly pissed myself.

He opened the door and guided me in. "Over here first." He stood me with my back against one wall and strapped my wrists into place above my shoulders. Then he took a three foot length of rope and wound it around and around my ball sack, tying it off when finished. No one had ever handled me this way before, and I nearly shot off with his touch. My instant erection told us both how I felt about all this.

He pulled on my nipples. Before looking at his pictures, I'd never considered that my chest was an erogonous zone. He tweaked and pinched, and soon I was moaning. My prick began to ooze and dribble. He retrieved two clothes pins from a pocket and clipped one onto my left nipple. White flashed behind my eyes, and my dick jumped. The way this hurt, I couldn't comprehend what the metal clips in the pictures would do. My breathing raced and my chest heaved. And through the pain, I was aware that he stood waiting with another pin.

Slowly, my breathing eased and the stabbing pain retreated to a dull throbbing ache. I watched with knowing apprehension as he reached toward my right nipple. I gritted my teeth in anticipation of the second clothes pin. I guess I thought it would be easier having survived the first and being steeled for the next one. I was wrong. It was just as bad as the first. Actually, a little worse because the two accentuated each other. It took a while, but finally my eyes stopped tearing, and I could unclench my teek. My chest still hurt terribly, but I was able to breath normally again.

He had stood patiently watching my face, waiting for me to adjust. When he saw whatever he'd been anticipating, he reached up and wiped the wet streaks from my cheeks. "Good boy. Now, what do you say?"

I don't exactly know where the response came form. It just seemed the right thing to say, "Thank you, Sir."

He gave a nod of acknowledgment and reached up to release my wrists. Then he bent me over the exercise horse. Again, he attached my wrists. Then, using rope, he secured my legs to the horse from my knees down. I was spread wide and vulnerable. In my upside down view, I could see him move about behind me. I think he purposely tapped the paddle against his thigh, just to be sure I'd seen what was coming. But I still wasn't prepared.

He was no gentle punisher. I hadn't expected him to be. The sound of the first hit was as startling as the feeling. The pictures showed the sights, but I hadn't expected the  noise. It was loud, frightening. And, yes, it hurt like hell.

"I want you to count them, boy."

"Yes, Sir. One."

"One, what?"

"One, Sir."

A chuckle. Silence. A swish. A thwack. Pain. "Two, Sir."

"Three, Sir."

* * * * *
"Eighty-six, Sir." I was blubbering and on fire. Though I couldn't see, I had to be black and blue. What I could see, were my tied-off purple nuts and my rock hard rod sticking down between my legs. I couldn't believe how much I was turned of by this. How much I loved it. How much I needed it.

The paddle clattered to the floor. "There were eighty-six items in that drawer. One swat for each." He reached out to my ass and lightly caressed my butt cheeks. This gentle touch was added torture to my injured buttocks. I groaned and my cock dribbled some more.

Between my legs, I saw him reach for his zipper. His jeans dropped to his ankles, and I gasped at the size of his mature manmeat. It jumped to full extent of ten hard inches. I'd never seen anything so beautiful or menacing. He stroked himself to coat its full length. At the same time, he finger-prodded my hole. I grunted as it popped into my opening.

He moaned. "So tight. I just love to fuck a virgin. Get ready, kid, you're about to lose your childhood.

From my viewpoint, I watched in horror and desire as he aligned himself with my ass lips. I watched as he slow-motioned himself forward. The first contact scattered sparks through my groin. His big cock pushed relentlessly against my rejecting hole until it finally gave way. The conqueror entered the gates. I nearly swooned as my hero saved me from dying unviolated. It hurt like hell. I'd never felt anything so great.

He paused slightly to signify his victory, but quickly went on to celebrate with a deep plunge into my tunnel. The jubilation fireworks flashed behind my eyes. The colors reeled, and my breathing lumbered to keep pace with his stabbing sword.

He pumped and plundered into me, prodding my prostate with pounding pleasure. My dick commenced to stream pre-cum. It slithered in beaded threads and snaked to the

floor below me. He beat his groin against my injured butt. He slapped his jewel sack against my tortured nuts. He slammed his cock along my hot button.

Suddenly, I was shouting and rolling my head. Every muscle in my body bunched and pulled. Without eve being touched, my cock volleyed its shots and splattered the floor with its ammunition. I moaned and flew into myself. I was in heaven.

He, too, groaned and shouted. My spasming ass tunnel gripped his intruding member and triggered his orgasm. He lunged one last time and shuddered his jism into me. At last he collapsed over me, and we reveled in our individual afterglows.

Finally, he plopped out of me as he softened, causing one last spurting spasm of my cock. Now my nuts throbbed, and my tits ached.

He slapped my tender ass. "Good boy." He pulled up his jeans and began to untie my calves and ankles. Then he unfastened my wrists and helped me stand on my wobbly legs. He held me tenderly in his arms. He kissed my forhead, eyes, nose, and finally crushed my mouth against his in my very first man kiss. His arms pulled me against his chest. I hissed as the clothes pins smashed into me and his knee purposefully pressed against my imprisoned balls.

Finally, he released me and ushered me over to the table. He helped me onto it. "Time to rest a bit." The bondage table had straps and rings for ropes in the outline of a person. I reluctantly settled into place. Naively, I had thought we were done, but obviously, I'd not paid enough yet. Suddenly, I was shocked to find I was actually relieved to know that we weren't finished.

One strap crossed over my chest just under my arm pits. Two more fastened at the top of each thigh, tight up to the crotch. With those in place, he proceeded to use lengths of ropes to weave through the rings and immobilized my torso and limbs against the table. The only thing free to move was my head.

He returned to the table with a full leather hood which he dropped beside my left ear. Then he raised a camera and circled the table taking pictures. By the third flash, I was hard again. It scared and thrilled me that these pictures would be added to his drawer collection. He put the camera down and pulled the hood over my head and fit it snugly into place. Clips attached it to the table rings, and I could no longer move it. He kissed me one more time. Then he slapped a ballgag into place. "I'm going to let you rest for a bit, then we'll try some new things." I felt him fiddle with the rope which bound my aching balls. He untied the knot, then looked into my eyes. "Hold on." He yanked on the rope. My nuts were twirled in a circular motion as the rope unwound and pulled free. God, how I longed to caress and cradle those insulted orbs. Alii could do was mutely cry out against the gag.

He then snapped a padded strip over the eye openings, and I was blind. "Now these." He twisted and pulled on the pins at my chest. He clamped them tightly between his fingers. He clamped them tightly between his fingers. He flicked them over and over. Tears ran down my cheeks inside the hood. I sobbed against the gag and grew harder still. I screamed, and my cock shot new bullets into the air. I sobbed and cried for joy inside my hood. Inside my head. The darkness behind my eyes took over, and exhausted sleep overcame me.

* * * * *
I've no idea how long I napped. When I woke, I was sure it was the middle of the night, being pitch black. It was only when I tried to move and found I couldn't, that I remembered where I was and what had happened.

With that memory, I immediately rehardened. Oh, how I wished I could reach out and caress myself. Console myself. I was alone in my dark, quiet world. I became aware of every stirring of air across my body. My balls hung loose in their stretched sack and cried out to be soothed from their aches. My nipples were tender and bruised. My ass hole was raw. I felt wonderful!

And somewhere around me, out there in the darkness, he was there. Was he watching me? Did he know I was awake? What was he doing?

I lost track of time, turned inward, and relived the morning. While I couldn't see it, I knew that clear ooze leaked from my slit and slid over the rim of my cockhead to puddle about my navel. My mind was spinning.

Suddenly, a finger glided over the ooze and smeared it around my glands. A gentle hand slid down the length of my cock and explored its ridges and veins. The hand continued on to my nuts and massaged my sack, gently spreading and stretching and milking.

Then he unsnapped the hood from the table and undid the ropes. I was freed from

the table, but not from his control. He attached my wrists to the wall again. This time he spread my feet wide and tied them to the wall as well. He removed the eye cover. There he stood in his black leather: boots, jock, and vert. Tow rings ran through his nipples and were connected by a chain. I nearly came again just from looking at him.

He went to the wall and returned with a short, soft flogger. Gently, he strapped it against my chest. It didn't take much to have my tender tits cause me to start crying out against the gag.

Then he moved lower. The pliable leather strips landed on my cock and nuts, and I shouted muffled screams into the hood. Again and again, the low blows landed on their marks. Inside the hood, sweat flowed into my eyes as my shouts echoed inside my head. It hurt so bad. So good. I was still hard as a steel bar. My cock knew what it wanted.

The flogging stopped. Back at the wall, he acquired a parachute and a large weight. He placed the weight in my hand, "Hold this a minute." It was heavy, at least five pounds. God, he knew how to mentally torture, too. He snapped the contraption about the base of my balls. I groaned from the tightness and knowing the weight was to be soon added.

He took the weight and clipped it on. But he didn't let it go. Instead, he stepped up against me and trapped it between our stomachs. He pulled off my gag and gave me a fierce kiss. Even knowing what was to come, I responded to the passionate mouth lock. Our tongues dueled. He bit down on mine just as he moved his hips away to let the weight drop free. I screamed into his mouth.

His knee kept the weight swinging. The shock wave passed, but the pain didn't.

He broke the kiss and looked deep into my eyes. "What d'ya say, boy?"

"Thank you, Sir." It slipped out through my gritted teeth.

He pulled alligator clips from the pocket of his vest. I started to beg, protest, whine. He snapped the gag back into place. Once he'd silenced my tongue, he returned to his iriginal intent and placed the clips onto my tits. They were already tender, and I had realized it was going to hurt, but nothing in my eighteen years' existence had prepared me for the bull-dog bite of the clips. I really thought I'd pass out. And he didn't even give me a chance to adjust before he attached them with the flogger.

Instead of passing out, my mind was barraged by waves of searing white over top of steady pain. The writhing caused by the flogger, jiggled and bounced the dangling weight. My balls screamed in unison with my mouth as they were stretched closer and closer to my knees. I could no longer tell where I hurt most.

Finally he stopped. My ragged breathing continued to torture my clamped tits. I forced myself to slow and steady my chest movements. Eventually, I shuddered a sigh and let my head collapse downward, devoid of energy to hold it up.

He gently unsnapped the gag. "What d'ya say, boy?"

I was looking straight down, too tired to look at him. My mind was numb. Did he really expect gratitude? Surely not. But directly in my line of sight, I saw my rigid dick proudly prodding straight out into the air. He was right again! "Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir."

Then he did what 1 least expected: he sank to his knees on the floor in front of me. In amazement, I watched as his mouth nursed on my dickhead. My first blow job! I had often fantasized about it. But in my wildest dreams it had never been this wonderful.

As he sucked my cock, he pounded furiously at his own meat. As much as I wished to prolong it, I wasn't able to hold out long against his experienced attention. Soon I closed my eyes, threw my head back, and groaned to signify my approaching climax. I didn't see him reach up to clutch the chain at my chest. But with my cock's first spurt, he tore the clips from my tits. I screamed and came, and screamed, and came.

* * * * *
He idled his truck in front of my house while I summoned the energy to open the

door and climb out.

He had had to practically dress me and carry me to the truck. My muscles were jelly and wouldn't respond.

Finally, I opened the door and slid to the ground on wobbly feet.

"Same time next Saturday."

It wasn't a question, not a request. It was a command.

"Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir."

He drove away, and somehow I made it up the drive and into the kitchen. Mom was at the stove. I glanced at the clock, it was barely past noon. It had felt like an entire weekend, not just a morning.

"Back so soon? My, you look beat."

"Yeah, it took a lot out of my. A lot of stretching and pulling and heavy wight." "Are you going back this afternoon?"

"Oh, no. He said that was enough for today. That we'd take up where we left off next Saturday." I shivered inside at that thought and headed up to a well-deserved soak in the tub, where I'd contemplate the next Saturday, and the next, and. . .

