PERSONAL TRAINER
by Allen Baker
Of course I knew I was out of shape. That's why I'd joined the club in the first place. But I have absolutely no self-discipline. The manager helped some. He gave pointers on what exercises and machines would get me back into shape. Help me lose the middle-age pounds that had settled on my gut. But knowing what to do and doing it were two different things entirely.

That's why, when I saw the notice on the club's bulletin board, I knew this was the way to get results.

Personal Trainer available. No nonsense, experienced trainer capable of whipping your body into shape. Demanding, strenuous exercise required. If you're not serious, don't call.

The picture that accompanied it was equally compelling. He was mid-thirties, with rugged good looks. Trimmed beard. No hint of a smile. His fitted tank exposed rippling muscles. His bulging biceps sported tatoos. His thighs were thickly developed and defined. There was an aura of menace, too.

I stared at the ad and the picture. I knew that if I really wanted to get back into shape that this was the way. It wouldn't work with someone who just made suggestions and left me to it on my own. I'm too lazy. I procrastinate and make too many excuses. I'd have to get someone like this guy who'd stand over me and force me on. But as I reread the notice and studied the picture some more, I realized I was actually a little frightened of this guy. Oh well, a phone call wouldn't hurt.

*****

The call was surprisingly short. "I meet with a client once a week for a demanding two-hour workout. I expect you to work three other sessions a week on your own. I give specific guidelines for those work outs. And believe me, I'll be able to tell if you haven't done them. And you'll be punished."

He went on to state a fee that made me gulp. "I know, it's high. But you want results, don't you? That's why you called, isn't it?"

"Yes, I guess so. Ok, let's give it a try."

"Meet you at the gym Saturday at 8:00 AM. Be dressed and ready to work. And be on time!" He hung up without even saying goodbye. The memory of his gruff voice sent a shiver down my spine and a jolt to my crotch.

*****

Saturday, I overslept just a little. By rushing, I got to the gym and dressed and back to the main desk just as the clock turned 8:00.

He didn't even say hello. "That was cutting it a little close, don't you think? Come on, let's get started."

For the first half hour he put me through my paces with little comment. Finally, he called a pause.

He circled my sweat-drenched body and looked me up and down. "Pathetic. Flabby. No strength, no stamina. No drive. Yeah, you need me."

Then he stood toe to toe and placed his face two inches from mine. He glared directly into my eyes and spoke in a low, intense menace. "You'll learn to hate me. I'll make you hurt, burn. You'll be exhausted and in tears, you'll flounder and beg. But you'll improve. You'll get stronger. I promise. But there's something you need to know about me. I always win. If I take you on as a project, I expect to get results. Even if I have to beat it into you, and I won't hesitate to do that. When you don't follow instructions, I'll physically punish you. If you can't take it, walk away now."

I'd never been so frightened of anyone in my life. It was alii could do to keep from pissing my self then and there. "Yes, Sir, I can take it," I lied.

An evil smile crossed his face. "Sir. . . I like that. Yeah, call me that, and we'll get along just fine. Ok," he stepped back a pace, "let's get down to business."

*****

During the next hour and a half, there were numerous times I thought an arm or a leg might fall off. There were times they failed to function in spite of my every effort. Whenever this happened, he'd whip a small spiral notepad from his hip pocket and make a notation of some sort.

By the time he called a halt, my heart was pounding, my chest was heaving, and all my muscles had turned to jelly.

"Ok, time to hit the steam room and showers." He ripped a page from his notebook. "Here's the regimen for you three workouts this week. I mean this to be the minimum you do. We'll meet here next Saturday again at 8:00. Don't make other plans until late afternoon."

He strode off to the lockers while I remained lying in a puddle on the matt, regaining energy to stand. I hadn't even thought to ask why he'd told me to leave the whole day free. He had showered and gone by the time I'd made my slow way back to the locker room.

*****

It was a miserable week. The rest of Saturday and Sunday I reeked of Ben-Gay.

I hobbled like a septuagenarian. I had trouble sleeping because of the muscle cramps.

The first work out session of the week was a bust. I couldn't even do what I'd been able to do the week before, let alone what was on his list. After twenty minutes, I quit and went to the steam room, hoping to rejuvenate damaged tissue, vowing to do better the next day.

And I did. I was able to get through about a third of Sir's list. I started optimistically enough, but ended in dejection and defeat.

The third workout was definitely an improvement. But I still whimped out about half way down his page. God, how I dreaded Saturday. This was a man I didn't want to get on the wrong side of. I sensed it might even be dangerous to disappoint him.

* * * * *

Saturday at 8:00 I was on time. Early. I got a nod of approval as he looked at the clock.

We started with the stretching exercises. I definitely felt every pull, but nothing I couldn't endure. But when we got down to the actual work, I could see by the strain about his eyes and the set of his mouth that he wasn't pleased. He grit his teeth and made furious notes in his book.

After fifteen minutes he couldn't keep it inside any longer. The verbal abuse poured out. "You shithead! What the fuck were you doin' all week? This is a waste of time. Did you go to the gym at all this week, dumbfuck? Did you even try to work out? Well? Answer me!"

His words were low and vicious, but loud enough to carry to those about us. I blushed and lowered my face in humiliation as heads turned our way.

"That's right. You should be embarrassed. First you let your body deteriorate to this degrading condition. Then, when you have a chance to improve yourself, you screw off and fuck it up. Well, you picked the wrong guy if you thought you'd be pampered by me. Get off your ass, shithead. We've got some serious work to do."

I heard some snickers from a couple of guys nearby. I'd never been so humiliated in my life. But deep down, I knew he was right. I forced myself to meet his demands. I ignored the pain, worked through it. He made me feel I deserved it. Finally, our two hours were over.

"Ok, butthead, get showered and changed. I told you at the beginning that if you screwed up, you'd be punished. We're leaving here and going to a private gym where we can get on with it. You've to five minutes, so move it!"

I whipped through my shower routine as quickly as my tired muscles would allow. The whole time, I kept wondering what form of punishment he had in mind - as if the morning hadn't been punishment enough. I was scared and somehow excited at the same time.

*****

I had followed in my car as instructed and found myself parking in front of a rundown brick storage building in the warehouse district. I got out of the car and, because he'd said we were going to a private gym, reached for my gym bag.

"You won't need that here."

With a shrug, I tossed the bag back into the car and trailed him to a door. He unlocked it, and we went in. We crossed a deserted, open are and descended a long flight of concrete steps. He unlocked the door at the bottom and entered. He hit the lights just as I reached the doorway. Definitely a large gym. But much of the equipment I'd never seen before - couldn't even guess at its use.

"Now here's the deal, boy." He stood before me with his arms crossed. "You've put yourself in my hands. I can help you meet your goals, but on my terms, my way. You have to be ready and willing to obey my instructions. And take the consequences if you fail. I told you you'd be punished. I meant it. And I'm brutal. I will hurt you. But if you submit to me, eventually you'll be a better man, both physically and emotionally."

"But right now is when you decide. You can turn around and leave right now, and we'll be done. No hard feelings. But if you stay, you're mine. You'll obey me in all things until we reach those goals of yours. It may take months. It may take years. I promise you, you'll be a better man. I also promise to make your life hell until the point I know you can make it on your own."

"The decision is yours, and you must make it now. Leave or stay. You choose."

He stood staring into my eyes. He scared the hell of me. Yet, I couldn't bring myself to turn and leave. Deep down, I knew I needed to turn my life around and had to have help to do it.

When I finally spoke, my voice was shaky. "I'll stay, Sir."

A look that might have been anticipated pleasure crossed his face. He pointed to a locker at the side. "Strip to your underwear and put everything in there."

It was a little unnerving to do that while he stood staring at me. When I finished, he spoke up. "As usual, we'll begin with some stretching exercises. Lie down on your back over here." He motioned to a padded table. Once there, he buckled leather cuffs on my wrists and ankles. Then ropes were clipped to the cuffs. The other end of the ropes stretched out away from the table. He hit a button on a remote, and the ropes slowly tightened. My arms were pulled up and slightly to the sides. My legs were stretched sever

He stopped the motors. He ran his hand lightly over my chest. "It's ok, relax. We'll do this slow and easy. It won't be fun, at least for you, but there will be no permanent damage either."

Then he pulled out his notebook and began to read to me. It was a litany of my transgressions for the week, The reasons I was to be punished.

"Each week I'll keep a list. Then after our workout, we'll come here for correction. I'll let you lie here and think about that while I get ready." He pushed the button one more time, and the ropes went from tight to pulling. Now every muscle was straining. I couldn't flex a half inch in any direction. By the time he came back, I could tell they were about to cramp up on me.

He came back transformed. He had on a leather harness and a silver-studded leather codpiece with calf-high black boots. He wore a leather mask over the top portion of his head. Other than the picture for the ad, I hadn't seen his body. It was magnificent. Up close, the tatoos on his biceps, consisted of a tangle of nude men and ropes and whips. The thick rings through his nipples were connected with a heavy chain. The leather wrist cuffs were studded with chrome spikes. He looked terrific and terrifying.

So did the riding crop in his hand. I watched in fascination as it slowly rose above me and so quickly descended across my thighs. A sudden bust of white heat exploded behind my eyes. Oh, dear God, what had I let myself in for! I screamed!

"We'll have none ofthat, boy." He strode to the pegboard-covered wall and grabbed a black item. He forced the ball gag into my mouth and strapped it into place. Then he picked up the crop and began again.

A half hour later, from my neck down I was covered in sweat and a cross hatching of welts. I had long since screamed myself hoarse inside behind the gag. I'd run out of tears, though wet streaks still covered my cheeks. He hadn't touched my face or head. Nor had he struck where my undershorts covered my abdomen and crotch. He had really begun slowly and gently. Occasionally, he would stop and tighten the ropes one more notch. Slowly he built the tempo and strength of the hits, constantly varying their location.

 "Time to give my arm a rest." He walked over to a refrig and pulled himself a beer. He also grabbed a bottle of sport drink and set it beside my face. He slipped a tube into the drink and fed it through the gag. Suddenly I realized how parched I was.

Then he approached me with a hunting knife! He grinned wickedly at my terrified response, but said nothing. He slipped the sharp blade under my shorts and expertly cut them away.

He stood looking down on my nude crotch. "Hell, even that's pathetic." He gave a backhanded swat at my limp prick. "I see we need to do some additional stretching here, too."

He snapped a parachute about my back and attached another rope to it. The rope ran through a pulley on the far wall. He went over and attached a weight to the end of the rope. The added pull made me groan.

"Oh, that's only five pounds. By the end of the day we could be up to twenty or so." While saying this, he attached a very tight strap around my cock right behind the head and ran the attached rope through a hook in the ceiling. Instead of putting weights on it, he pulled my head up from the table and tied the other end of the rope to my gag. If I tried to rest my head on the table, I had to raise my ass free of the table. Almost immediately my neck muscles began to twitch, and the pull on my cock forced it to harden.

Metal-teethed tit clamps were next. They, too, had ropes going through ceiling pulleys attached to weights. I was in agony all over.

He picked up the crop again. "Now for the parts not touched yet." And the leather rod slapped into my vulnerable privates.

Eventually, I could resist no longer. I had felt it building for a long time, but couldn't quite believe it until it actually happened. My balls tried to pull up against the twenty-pound weights. My cock thickened, throbbed, and spewed cum into the air. Shot it toward the ceiling. I had never experienced such a fantastic orgasm!

He stopped swinging the crop and watched and allowed me the chance to regain my normal breathing. I rolled my head slowly from side to side as I moaned. Now that I'd climaxed, every pain was heightened even more.

"One last stretching before we're through." He'd slightly repositioned the table beneath me and moved between my legs. Slowly he unsnapped the cod piece to expose his huge eleven-incher. I'd never seen anything like it. It had been totally tatooed to look like a man's arm and fist. And on two of the fingers were rings. Actual metal rings right through the head of his cock! And suddenly, I realized what he meant by hi

"Noooo. . .!" I screamed it into the gag over and over. I was ignored. I was impaled. My virgin ass was pumped, fucked, screwed. And every lunge set the weights and ropes ajiggle. Every plunge bullseyed my prostate. My prick rehardened. When he finally came, I did, too.

Then slowly, gently, he released me. I couldn't move. He helped me to the next room and eased us both into a hot tub. After twenty minutes there and two showers, I could gingerly negotiate back to my clothes locker on my own. When I had dressed without the benefit of undershorts and was ready to leave, he handed me a sheet from his notebook.

"Well, we've made a start, boy. Here's this week's assignment. I suggest you work on them very, very hard. We'll meet at the gym next Saturday at six in the evening. Don't plan anything else before Sunday noon."

