Car Wash
by Allen Baker
At three in the morning, the place was obviously closed and deserted. But not isolated. It sat in the middle of a busily trafficked area that saw lots of cars and trucks throughout the night.

He owned one of those complete car care centers where normally four or six guys gave individual attention to each vehicle as it came off the line. But this time, we were all alone as he unlocked to overhead door and drove us in.

He ordered me to get out and strip as he closed the big pull-down door behind us. I obeyed. From the first time we'd met at the bondage club, I had always followed his orders. He was in control, and I loved it.

He returned to his pickup and extracted lengths of rope. He pointed to the hood. AOn your stomach, face down, boy." He tied me spread-eagled as I began to realize what he had in mind. He put a gas mask on me. "You'll be able to breathe, and it=II protect your head."

And it would muffle my screams, too. I was in a state of near panic and acute arousal at the same time. The engine-heated hood scorched my rigid cock.

"You need cleaned up--this'll do the trick." He started up the machinery and pushed a button. The truck jerked and began to inch forward. I was accosted by swirling streams of water. Hot water! Through the mask I could see my arms turn bright red as they tingled from the heat and pressure. Another pass and the pickup moved on.

Next came sprays of soap, splattering allover and around me. Then the part that had panicked me from the beginning: the brushes. They rotated and descended first onto the bottoms of my unprotected feet. I went wild and struggled against my bonds. The truck, maddeningly slow, moved along. The brushes inched up my legs. With my thighs spread wide, they slapped at my balls. I felt like they were being repeatedly kicked. Then the brushes moved up to my ass and pummeled my butt cheeks. They sandpapered me raw. Up my back and over my shoulders. Finally I was past them.

The rinse water was probably no hotter than the other, but against my newly tenderized skin, it felt boiling. The buffeting of the drying blowers added to the agony. And my hard prick proved how much I was loving it.

The overhead door opened and he drove out into the night. I was frenzied with fright: exposed to the world as he drove back along the building and again pulled inside. He then got out and ran his hands over my newly-washed back. I shivered from his touch on my sensitized skin. He began to untie me. "Don't try to get up yet. Your legs'd give way. Rollover."

He licked his way up one leg and then the other. I nearly dozed off, but became fully awake when I realized I was being tied down again. "We need to get this side clean, too. Then I'm going to take you home and flog every raw inch of your body."

"Noooo!" I screamed and begged into the muffling mask. But the truck lurched again and began to edge toward the machine that was about to batter my newly exposed cock and balls. When the first stream of hot soapy water struck, I shot my own streams into the air.
