Cave Bound

by Allen Baker
Spelunking had been a love of mine since my early teens. I tried to attend conventions whenever my schedule allowed. It never failed to give me word of new caves to conquer.

The convention in Richmond, Virginia, that year was one of the best. The area boasted some nice, commercial caves, as well as some wonderful private ones. Networking always gathered new friends and produced invitations to visit new exploring destinations.

The main speaker that Saturday night was Dr. Carl Marvin. I had read many of his magazine articles, and his recent book. I was pleasantly surprised that he was as skilled a speaker as he was author. Often that isn't the case. As owner of one of the nation's most successful commercial caves, I had expected him to be more of a business man instead of the adventurer that he obviously was. He spoke of his recent daring activities in Central America and the need for further explorations there. He was stimulating.

In more ways than one. He was the handsome, fit, mid-forties type that never failed to spark my libido. He was easily 6'4", with bulging muscles all in the right proportions. Sporting a dark-brown close​-cropped hair cut and the carefully maintained two-day beard, he lit my fire. Put him leathers and he was my ideal top. It was a pleasure in more ways than one to attend to his speech. Afterward, I inched my way front to try to meet him, only to reach the podium to find he'd already exited by a side door. Disappointed, I went back up to my hotel room there at convention center.

I changed into jeans and sport shirt to head out to prowl. My Damon's guide forewarned that conservative Richmond was not a very cruisy area, but I had expected that a Saturday night at least would be hopping. I was wrong. The guide had only listed two bars that were 'gay friendly'. At the second, I decided that 'friendly' had to be a very relative term. Nothing showed these places to be any different from any straight neighborhood bar. The bartender at the first had looked to be at least a little more interesting, so I turned back there.

I saw Dr. Marvin the instant I walked in. Grabbing a beer, I made my way over to his table. He saw me coming and watched my progress.

"You were at the conference," he stated, before I even had a chance to say hello.

"Yes, I tried to reach you after the speech. It was terrific, by the way."

"I always get out as soon as possible. I like caves better than crowds." We chuckled in agreement, then he continued, "Glad you enjoyed it. Have a seat."

We talked caves a little. I had a few questions about his speech and about his cave. He wrinkled his nose, "It pays the bills, but I hate the crowds of tourists. Still, I've been able to save reaches of the cave for my own enjoyment and exploration. Off limits to the public. You'll have to visit sometime, and 
I'll take you through. . .. How did you happen to find this place?"

"Um, I saw it in a travel guide. Not quite what I'd expected, though."

"Me, too. You'd think Damon's Guide would be more discriminating than this."

I admired how he dropped the 'I'm gay' statement into his statement without being obvious. Only someone who knew the gay travel guide would have picked it up. Subtle, but not in the least obscure.  You knew instantly without questioning. He was gay!

"I've never had trouble with Damon's before," I shot back the confirmation.

He smiled his acknowledgment, and a hand under the table grasped my knee. "Let's go back to the hotel. There's nothing happening here, and I suspect we can have a much better time there."

He slapped money on the table and had started to walk before I even had a chance to agree. I caught up to him by the door.

* * * * *

His suite was luxurious. The speaker circuit must pay well or the guy was independently wealthy. I suspected the latter; not just everyone owned his own cave. He tossed me the remote. "There's a movie in. Relax. I'll be right back."

He disappeared into the bedroom. I kicked off my shoes and sunk into the sofa as I hit the buttons to get things going. Whoa! A bondage flick. I'd often been turned on by the bondage magazines I purchase, but had never watched a taped scene. It was hot! A blindfolded guy was backed up to a post with his hands tied behind it. He had pinchers on his tits with heavy weights on them that stretched his nipples down low. The leather-clad top knelt in front of him with a lengthy rawhide strip which he was using to tie off a healthy set of nuts.

In the background, I could see the back of another nude figure hanging between two posts. The red welts on his back witnessed to the fact that he'd been recently whipped! The top completed his task, but didn't immediately rise. Instead, he began to lightly bounce the tightly tied bundle on his palm. I started to squirm as he gently, but constantly tapped against the balls. Slowly, but steadily he increased from a tap to a slap. The tied recipient of this attention grimaced and groaned and writhed as the procedure progressed. But the rigidity of his cock proved he was grooving on it. So was I.

I heard Dr. Martin walk up behind me. He began to massage my shoulders as we watched. One of his hands slid all the way down to my crotch. He grasped the hard tent that he found there. "looks as though you can empathize with that guy's predicament, boy."

It was the 'boy' that got me. My cock lurched in his hand. "Oh yes, Sir." His timing was impeccable. At just that moment, the camera circled the couple and focused on the top's face. It was Dr. Martin! I nearly creamed my jeans, but managed to control myself with just an audible groan and another, " Oh yes, Sir."

"Time to move on, boy. Stand up and strip."

It was only minutes before I found myself blindfolded and spreadeagled on his bed. I could still hear the video nude groaning in the next room. I joined him in a duet as Dr. Martin began wrapping my balls.

"It's the same rawhide strip I used on the guy in the video. You know you're in for some of the same, so get ready. Here we go."

I don't know how long it went on. But he was an expert and was patient. It seemed at least an hour, but was probably between fifteen to twenty minutes before my battered, swollen balls caused my prick to lurch a final time and spurt its cream all about.

And he didn't stop. Suddenly the exquisite torture turned excruciating. I whimpered, I begged, and still he continued. Tears leaked from under the blindfold, my chest heaved in sobs. And still he continued. I felt like my nuts were about to explode. They surely would soon disintegrate into mush! I pleaded and cried. And still he continued. Finally, against all belief, I again grew hard and the pain became unbelievably wonderful. This time, my orgasm went on and on and on.

At last, his hand was gone. The tortured testicles throbbed on and on. Now a new pain set in: they suddenly needed to be untied. Instead, he retied my beet about my head, exposing my rear entry. With hardly a preliminary, he plugged my ass with his huge, hard member. His crotch in it's leather jock had looked enormous. Now I knew it was. He began his rhythm. With each thrust, his body slammed into my bound balls. Each plunge slapped them again. Unbelievably, I was hard again.

He poked at my prostate and rubbed pat it with a pistoning motion that caused me to erupt yet once more. My spasming ass grasped his cock and triggered his own orgasm.

Finally, we were both motionless, and still my balls ached with confinement. He left the bed and returned with the rattle of the ice bucket. I grimaced as he proceeded.

"Those poor nuts are so hot, we need to cool them down." The ice being rubbed over the surface of my scrotum belied the concerned tone of his voice. Again, my head thrashed form side to side as I helplessly endured his attentions.

He took a small plastic bag filled with ice, sank my balls deep inside, and tied it in place. With more ice, he circled my nipples and caressed my underarms. A couple of cubes slipped into my ass and pushed high up with his again rigid plunger. I shivered with the cold and delight. He left his hard member deep inside, but I could feel him stetch as he reached to the side. I heard the strike of a match. Another ice cube pressed against my right nipple, making me shiver again. But when he pulled it away, it was immediately followed by a flash of extreme heat. Candle wax dripped and encased the area. I had experimented with wax on my own, but the temperature extremes were sublime. That, and having someone else in control. And not knowing when and where the next hot splash would land.

Nipple, nose, underarm, cockhead. On and on. Finally, he removed the bag of melted ice from my balls and dried them. Then the tender, aching area was slowly, but totally encased with wax. It stopped burning when all the skin was covered. But I could still feel warmth as he continued to build up a thick coating over the area. At last, I heard him blowout the candle and start a steady movement deep inside me. Soon, he battered my hot button to another climax. But I was started by the results. I groaned in the new sensation as my cum was blocked by the wax-plugged piss slit. It built up an excruciating pressure in my tube as I continued to pump my juices in an attempt to spurt them out of my cock. Wow! I thrashed beneath him as he again flooded my ass with his jism.

* * * * *

We kept in touch by phone. But distance and schedules kept us from meeting. Finally, the phone sex had whipped me to a peak where I just had to be with him again in person. I arranged a couple of days off and headed east again for a long weekend. He'd ordered me to arrive at his cave office at noon. I appeared as instructed in t-shirt, cutoffs, and hiking boots. He closed his office door and gathered me into his arms for a long anticipated welcome. We kissed and writhed and slithered our clothes-confined bodies against each other.

Then he could stand it no longer: he locked his door, ordered me to drop the shorts and lean over his desk. Dry, he plugged into me. In my sparked desire, I must have groaned loudly, for suddenly he pulled my t-shirt off and tie-gagged me with it. As he plunged into me, my cock and balls were battered against his desk top. He grunted and came, then collapsed on my back, crushing my balls beneath me and causing my own climax to sticky his desk top. Finally, he pulled out and forced my mouth onto him to clean him off and then to the desk top to lick it clear as well.

"A great start. Now, how about some caving?" He grabbed two backpacks and led the way to the cave entrance, bypassing tourist lines and official guides. We descended the stone steps and discussed the formations, rock forms, etc. It was a beautiful cave, and I envied his possession of it.

Finally, we reached a point where an opening led off the tourist track. He stepped over the chain barrier. "Now we're off to sites the public never sees." Out of one of the packs he produced two halogen head lamps, and we started off. Part of the way was walkable, but soon I was slithering along with my face in his boots. It was a tight squeeze, and the backpacks had to be hauled behind on ropes. But the cavern it opened into was spectacular. He allowed me the luxury of looking around and discussing our cavelore, before taking a commanding role.

"Ok, boy, time to strip. Drop those shorts and shirt into this pack." I obeyed and then watched as he pulled wrist and ankle restraints from his pack. He buckled them into place and led me to one side of the cave. I was getting hard again.

He flopped the pack onto the ground and ordered me to my knees. He pissed into my face and hair and forced his still spewing prick into my mouth. I drank deeply and grabbed his thighs. Soon he was drained and quickly thickening in my throat. It wasn't long before he was dumping his other fluid into my stomach. I was hot and wanted to flog myself, but knew better.

"Stand up." I watched as he drew some lubricant from the pack and moved to a foot-wide rock ledge behind me. It was waist high and smack in the middle was a stalagmite about eleven inches tall and tapering to about three inches wide at the base. I shivered as he poured lubricant over it and slicked it top to base. He nodded to the ledge. "Up you go." I groaned, but complied. "Lower yourself onto it, boy"

Slowly, I squatted about the stone dildo and descended around it. When I had squatted as low as I could, he helped support me as I slipped my feet over the edge and sat, impaled on the cave's cock formation. I was breathing heavily as my ass tried to adjust to the stretching that the diameter of the was 
giving it. Eventually, I was able to release my grip on his shoulders and sit all my weight onto the ledge.

"Feel good, boy?"

"Oh, yes, Sir." I moaned my reply. I longed to grasp my hard prick and pleasure myself, but I knew I'd not be allowed.

He attached ropes from the pack onto my ankle buckles and spread-tied them to rock formations off to the sides. Now my feet didn't touch the floor and my full weight forced me down onto the stone phallus. I groaned in pleasure.

He took cleats and a hammer from his pack. He pounded two into the rock wall on either side and tied my wrists. My head was spinning with excitement. My cock throbbed and yearned for a whacking.

He attached clamps to my tits and attached weights to them. He snapped a parachute about my balls. Below it hung a net-mesh bag which he proceeded to fill with rocks form the cave floor. I watched my sack stretch and stretch until it slipped over the edge of the ledge. The raw rock cut exquisitely into the skin on the bottom of my scrotum. The weight pulled my hard cock away from my abdomen. He dribbled his saliva onto my prong and lowered his mouth onto me. I gasped in delight as he swallowed me down his throat. But after just three slow descents, he stopped and stood back. I whimpered in frustrated desire. He responded by grabbing a ball gag and padlocking it into place.

He took my head lamp and repacked his bag. "I've got a busy afternoon back at the office. See you after work." He smiled at my widened eyes, turned, and pushed back into the tunnel. I saw dwindling light at the tunnel opening for a short while. Then I was blinded by the complete, all​encompassing darkness that is singular to a cave. I was alone with my feelings and thoughts. My tits, balls, and ass were in pain, and I loved it. My cock had never been so hard, and there was nothing I could do about it.

* * * * *

For the longest time, I strained my eyes attempting to force them to adapt to the darkness. But in the total darkness, there is total blindness. I was left with my other senses. I could hear myself breathing in the quietness along with an occasional drip. The coolness collected on my skin, and I shivered. My stretched and straining arms and legs eventually cramped and pulled. But my brain remained centered on my plugged ass, my swelling balls, my tortured tits, and my cock. My hard cock.  My rigid cock. My engorged cock. My steeled cock. My prick. My prong. My prod. It called out for handling. For caressing. For fingering. For stroking. It screamed for sexual release.

And I couldn't touch it. It throbbed. It bounced. It lurched. It bobbed. Nothing else mattered. Just the immense, driving need to manhandle my meat and masturbate. I whimpered in tortured futility. Tears rolled down my cheeks and my chest heaved in thwarted desire. I would die of this frustration.

There is no time in darkness. Had it been twenty minutes? Two hours? I had no way of estimating. It was endless. Finally my mind escaped reality and turned on pictures and fantasies against the dark screen in front of me. Stimulating stories. Mental pornography.

And central to it all was the stone spike up my ass. Gently I began to rock and move it against my prostate. My piss slit began to ooze. I could feel the flow of my precum inch up my tube and spill out over the head and down the shaft. It loomed huge in my vision. My hard cock slimed with my juices shouting to be caressed. I bounced and rolled against the monolith stuck up my chute. My motions grew stronger and more urgent, until finally I shouted into the gag and spewed my jism into the oblivion about me. My ass spasmed about the stone pillar, and my mind lost all reality in sparks and flashes and color against the black. I came and came and came.

* * * * *

But I never went limp. The masonry up my ass tube pressed against my hot spot and kept me rigid. Time ceased altogether and so did I. Nothing existed beyond my crotch and butt hole. The pictures in my head started again. I began to ooze again. I began to move again. How many times would this reoccur before my captor returned? Did I even care if he returned?
