 Racket Ball Club
by Allen Baker

That(s what it said in the yellow pages.  I had been an enthusiast, but my hometown had few people into the sport.  Here I would surely have a bigger range of partners. But being new in the city, I decided I(d better call for hours and directions.  But the recording was not what I expected at all.

(This is the Ball Club, and we make plenty of racket.  If you(ve reached us by mistake or you(re under eighteen, hang up now!  If this what you(re after, punch one and hang on.(  The voice was gruff and gravely.  Not at all the professionalism that I expected from a business.  I hesitated, but then hit one.

(Listen carefully: this is a gay CBTT club.  If you have to ask what the hell that means, you might as well hang the fuck up.  We meet Tuesday and Friday nights.  The friggin( doors are open from seven to eight only.  After that, they(re locked.  Meetings go on to whenever people leave or are carried out. If you need directions, hit two. Otherwise, just show up and submit yourself for torture and fun, if you dare.(
After the click, I just stared at the phone, trying to remember everything that was said.   And trying to decide if I was sure I(d heard it right.

A sex club.  An honest to goodness, gay sex club.  Suddenly the crotch of my pants was too tight.  I(d read about them in some of the old gay magazines I(d been able to scrounge in my Midwest conservative town.  Now I(d actually stumbled on one.

I called back to get directions and listen one more time.  I wasn(t positive I was interpreting everything right.  But if CBTT meant what I guessed, I was doubly aroused and scared to death.  Then it hit me that if there truly was such a club, there had to be adult book stores, too.  I started flipping the yellow pages again.

* * * * *
Thursday night I spent in bed, hard as a rock, with magazines spread out around me.  I(d never seen ones like this before.  Leather, rope, Duc tape, plastic wrap.  You name it, and guys were tied up with it.  Paddles, sticks, belts, canes, floggers, and whips.  Hot wax, ball presses, needles, clothes pins, tit clamps, dildos, and much more.  Most of these things I(d never even imagined.  All of the pictures kept me rigid and dripping.

And once, when I turned a page, I instantly shot!  A guy had his hands tied behind his back, and his feet were tied together.  There were two huge fish hooks through the muscles of his chest and a leather binding around his balls.  And he was suspended in mid air by the hooks!  This had to a trick photo.  Surely nobody could stand this even if it were physically possible.  But my cock was oblivious to my brain(s logic: it just spouted and spurted in response.

The next night would be Friday.  Would I dare go?  Could I stand to stay away?

* * * * *
(This is a private club, ( Jason was saying with a degree of threat.

I was trying to concentrate on his words, but the rest of him was very distracting.  When I had arrived at the address, there was a small sign beside a locked door.  I hit the intercom button beside the door and was buzzed through.  Inside was a short dimly lit hall with another door at the far end.  The hall, like the neighborhood, was old, decaying, dismal.  The door opened, and a man inquired, (Yeah?(
I had told him I was looking for the club.  He gave a slow, thorough visual inspection, then nodded me in and introduced himself.  He was almost six-foot tall.  His naturally slender build was bulging with workout muscle.  He wore a leather visor and jeans.  His upper arms had tatoos I(d like to inspect in better light.  No shirt.  No shoes.  And a leather body harness that tantalized by disappearing into his jeans.

(You can do a one-night guest membership for $20.00.  We also have three-month, yearly, or lifetime memberships.  But we insist on the one-nighter for a first visit.  Just to be sure you like us and we like you.(
(And just in case you(ve stumbled on us by mistake, let me make it clear what our club(s purpose is: PAIN.  Bondage and pain.  Mostly ball pain.  If you(re a top or a bottom into that, you(re in the right place.  If not, you(d best scram now.(
(Ah, Jason, I gotta be honest with you and say I think I am.  At least, when I look at the magazines, that(s what turns me on.  But I(m totally new to it.  Never had an opportunity like this before.  But I definitely want to give it a try.(
(Fine.  Don(t be nervous about it.  Everyone here(s been a first-timer at one point.  We respect limits.  We(ve even had people who just watch their first time here.  But I don(t recommend it.  Every one of them says the next day they regretted not jumping in and then having to wait till the next meeting for relief.(
(You(ll need to fill out this form and sign off on liability.(
After the paperwork was done, and I(d paid my fee, Jason opened the door behind him and yelled down a flight of stairs.  (Carter!(  A hot looking dude in all leather appeared at the bottom of the steps.  (Hey, this is first-timer Matt.  Take him in hand, will ya?  Show him around and make some introductions until it(s time to lock the door and get started.(
* * * * *
The forty minutes until start time went fast, but crept along.  Carter showed me the facilities.  It was a very grungy basement that sprawled larger than I expected.  It must have extended under two, maybe three, of the store fronts above.  There were all kinds of equipment for restraint.  And tons of tools of torture.  I was excited, eager.  I was terrified and reluctant.

Carter introduced the men who waited in the lounge area.  There were a few couches and chairs, a refrigerator with sodas and water.  Everyone chatted easily as old friends.  Most wore tee shirts and jeans.  Some wore leather.  Some wore only jock straps.  Every one of them was interesting in one way or another.  I sipped a coke, quietly observing and eagerly awaiting.

Finally, Jason came down the stairs.  (Ok, men.  We(re locked in.  Circle time.(  He grabbed my elbow and guided me into a roughly oval grouping of the men.  Some stood, some sat.  Jason started.  (We have a guest member tonight, so we(d better do the whole bit.  I(ll start.  I(m Jason.  I(m a top and tonight I(m the Overseer.  Everyone is here because he wants to be.  Discuss limits and safe words before you start.  Remember, we(re here for fun and pain, not permanent damage.(
The person on the other side of him was next.  (Roger.  Bottom.  Electro torture and sounds.  Ass play.(
(Marty.  Top.  Clothes pins and clamps.  Flogging.(
And around the circle till we were back to me.  (I(m Matt.  I(m a bottom, but I(m new at this so I don(t have preferences yet and expect my tolerances are low.  But I(m ready to try most anything.(
Jason finished up the preliminaries.  (Ok, men: strip and mingle.  Talk it over and try it out.  I won(t interfere unless I spot danger.  Need help, just shout out?  Be safe and have fun.  But most of all ( make it hurt real good.(
Carter and another guy, whose name I(d already forgotten, converged on me.  Carter spoke first.  (Matt, I(d consider it an honor to initiate you into the world of sex pain.  How about taking both Marty and me on?  We(ll make it a first-night special, I can guarantee it.(
In no time at all, I found myself nude and being roped down on my back to one of the padded tables.  It had a leather surface, and the lower end was split from the waist down.  That allowed access to my crotch and ass at all times.  About a foot above their heads was a large mirror suspended from the ceiling that gave me a total view of the proceedings.  God, that was hot.

Marty leaned over and kissed me.  Soon we were playing dueling tongues as Carter continued to immobilize me with rope.  My body, from the neck to waist, my arms, and my legs were soon firmly attached.  I certainly wasn(t going anywhere.  I(d never been tied up before.  They hadn(t gotten near my groin area, but I was hard and throbbing.  I was aroused and scared to death.  I fought the pain rising in me as I experienced being entrapped for the first time.

Carter gave a couple of playful tugs at my pubic hair.  (No respectable Master allows his slave to grow hair down here.  This is going to go right now.(
I frantically broke away from our necking.  (No way!(
(Tell you what,( Carter went on in a calm authoritative manor.   (I(m a reasonable man.  We(ll do this democratically and take a vote.  If you don(t want (em shaved, raise you right arm.(
It wasn(t till I tried that I realized I was being duped.  I was incapable of moving even a finger of my right arm!

(And those in favor?(  Both Carter and Marty(s arms shot up.  Then they roared with laughter.

Jason, who(d been observing, smirked and leaned town to my ear.  (No danger.  No permanent damage.  Sorry, I can(t interfere.  But I(ll be back.(
Easy for him to say.  A pair of scissors and a straight-edged razor at my balls, and he says no danger!  I tried to relax and except my fate.  I tried to console myself with the fact that hair grows back.  Marty did the honors with of trimming off the excess length with the shears.  He snipped away until the bush had been reduced to a stubble in a wide circle about sex equipment.

Suddenly a steamy hot towel plopped into my crotch.  (Oh, shit!(  But soon, it was feeling good, really good.  Then damp, soft shaving cream oozed through Carter(s fingers as he lathered me up.  Menthol!  It tingled cold against my hot skin.  I closed my eyes and felt the scrape of the blade as it pulled against my sack and the base of my cock.  I was terrified and hard as a brick.  Each stroke of the sharp blade caused me to shudder, reminding me had I not been unable to move, I might have caused myself damage.

Soon Marty was cleaning me up with a wet cloth and dry towel.  In the mirror above the table, I could view the white skin appearing as the scruffy brush was cleared away.  I hadn(t seen that skin since my prepubescent days.

(Now you look like the little worthless shrimp of a boy you really are.(
I(d never felt this nude before.  This vulnerable.  My nuts suddenly looked huge and invited attention.  I knew they were going to get it.

Marty lightly ran his fingertips over the area.  It felt wonderful.  Almost like no one had ever touched me there before.  I couldn(t believe the difference without intervening hair.

Carter snapped a leather parachute around them.  The chains hung freely between the twin platforms of the split table.  He carefully added a one-pound weight to end.  (Now, that(s not so bad, is it?(
If I tensed my abdomen muscles just right, it was tolerable.  (I guess not.(
Savagely, Carter batted the weight and set it bouncing and swinging.  I howled, and Marty laughed.

Marty set a plastic container on the table beside my head.  In the mirror I could see it contained one of his loves: clothes pins.

(Have you played with these before?(
(No.(  I looked with apprehension as he took a handful from the tub.

(Hot, damn!  How I love deflowering a virgin!  We(re in for fun tonight!(  And then he toyed with me.  He didn(t open the first pin at first.  He just ran it lightly over my chest and through my pit hair.  He used it to flick my nipples and kept it up until they erected and grew hard.  I(d never imagined my nips could feel sexually good, but they certainly did.  He ran it over my eyebrows and down the bridge of my nose to the tip and across my lips.  (Kiss it.(
I did, and he took it to my right nipple.  He opened its jaws and again caressed and played with my tit between its open arms.  I was holding my breath as I watched in the mirror.  Twice he let it pinch just a bit, only to let it open again.  Then suddenly, he let go, and it latched onto my chest.

I tried to shout at the same time as I took in a deep breath.  A gurgling sound came out.  Strangled.  Marty planted a hard French kiss on me and forced my scream back down my throat.  Tears streamed down my cheeks.  Finally, the pain eased into a sting, and I could control my breathing again.  Marty pulled away from the crushing and into a gentle kiss that ended with butterfly flickers of his tongue on my lips.

(Ok?(  He raised his eyebrow in inquiry.

I couldn(t trust my voice yet.  I gave a slight nod.

(Good.(  And he started with another clothespin to center in on the left side of my chest.

Now that I knew I could endure it, I thought it would be easier this time.  I didn(t reckon on two things.  One, knowing what it felt like made me twinge in anticipation.  Secondly, I hadn(t realized that accumulated pain was not just the same pain in a different place.  It was compounded and shot back to the first and revitalized its intensity to boot.  And this time, there was no kiss to distract me.  Nor had I counted on Carter adding another pound weight at the exact instant that Marty let go of the pin!

After that, everything was a blur.  I remember it all.  Just not the sequence.  Every detail.  Just not the order.  I can tell you everything they did to me.  I just can(t tell you when.

I just know that at the end of the evening I looked up into the mirror and couldn(t believe what I saw.  There was a line of clothes pins marching across my pecs from pit to pit.  There also were pins on my ear lobes, my lips, my nostrils, down the center of my abdomen, lining the inner sides of my thighs, between my toes.  Marty had stopped when he ran out of pins.

Carter had focused his attention around my groin and ass.  I could just see the end of the handle of an ass master protruding from between my legs.  A two-inch safety pin had been pushed through my frenum.  At different points throughout the time, he(d slapped my balls, coated my nuts in hot candle wax, attached clothes pins to my sack, done temporary piercings through my scrotum.

And now he stood between my legs with a new device made of clear acrylic.  (It(s time to finish you off.  I(m going to make you cum without touching your cock.  This is a vice that I(m going to clamp on your nuts and slowly tighten a quarter of a turn at a time until you(re ready to shoot.  At the same time, I(m going to batter your prostate with this.(  He gave the anal probe a slap that reverberated inside and made my hard cock lurch.  (When I see you(re cumming, I(ll keep turning the vice until you stop.(
(Oh no.  I won(t be able to take that.  Please, no.  Oh, God, Carter, just stop now.  Please.(  It was a half-hearted plea.  I(d learned that I wouldn(t be listened to.  But I had to try.

Carter looked up at Marty.  (Don(t you just love it when they beg?(  Then he slapped my already tender balls.  (You might as well save your breath.  You(re in no position to stop me.  And you(ll need your mouth to scream.(
Marty disappeared under the table, and in the mirror I could see his mouth get busy on Carter(s crotch as he slipped my nut sack between the clear plates.  Once satisfied with their placement, he tightened the device(s grip until it was snug.  It didn(t really hurt yet, but I was beginning to panic.

Jason was near and noticed my distress.  Standing at the head of the table, he began to massage my neck and shoulders.  He leaned down and began a nearly hypnotic whispering.  (Relax. Breathe slow, deep breaths.  Yes, it will hurt.  You want it to hurt.  So accept it, don(t fight it.  It(s a gift.  Flow with it.  Welcome it.  Fly with it. Groove on it . . . (
Carter gave a quarter turn.  Pressure.  Not painful yet.  I tried to listen to Jason.  Tried to take his direction.  Another quarter turn.  More pressure.  Not pain, but an ache.  Then Carter started stroking with the probe, in and out.  Into and out of my butt.

The feeling began to come from all directions at once.  Jason(s shoulder rub felt great, but disturbed the pins on my chest and set them tingling again.  The probe was wider than anything I(d ever had up my ass, and every pull was a reminder of that.  And every push rubbed my sensitive inner hot button and sent responding reverberations up my shaft directly to my cock head.  And my balls began to hurt.

Another turn.  And another.  Breathing was becoming labored.  In the mirror I could see my nuts spreading out inside the transparent vice.  Veins were clearly seen.  Another twist from Carter, and they lost their ballness entirely.  Just a glob of tissue pressed flat against the glass.  There was a whimpering sound that I realized was coming from deep in my throat.  Another turn.   Another stroke in my ass.  Another.  Another.

My cock was throbbing and beating in the air.  Clear liquid ooze was now streaming from its slit and freely flowing down the shaft.  Oh, how I longed to reach down and palm it.  Reach down and stroke myself.  Beat off.  It was wonderfully frustrating.  Not being able to, made it wobble and weave and beckon.

Carter took this as a clue to increase the tempo of his attack on the sensitive spot inside my shitter.  And he gave the vice another twist.  And another.

I was getting really close.  Now the moans and groans moved into cries and whimpers.  The pain was real now, not anticipated.  Another turn.  And another.  And one more.  Now I was crying and shouting and cursing.  The plates were no more than half an inch apart!  The pressure had flattened my nuts to incredibly widened proportions.

Somewhere about this time, Jason started a new line of talk.  (You need more pain.  These pins have been on long enough.(  He used both hands to remove one from each side at the same time.  I bucked with then pain that hurt even more than when they(d gone on.  Then two more came.  Then he went from un-clipping them to pulling them off.  Even more painful.  Another pull.  Pain.  More screams.

Another shove and another twist and another pull and it was suddenly going to happen.  (I(m going to cum.  Oh, God!  It hurts.  Stop.  Oh, shit, I(m shooting.  Ahhhh!(  As the first spit fired from my dick, Carter dropped the work on my ass and took both hands to the vice.  He slowly, steadily turned its crank.  Now my screams filled the place as my nuts felt like an elephant had just stepped on them.  Jason rapidly pulled off the remaining pins and savagely massaged the super-sensitive welts.  My cock kept shooting and shooting.

The sight and sound and Marty(s mouth had their desired effect on Carter.  He trembled and grunted and emptied his own balls into the servicing mouth at his crotch.  And still he tightened the vice.  Jason grabbed his cock, and with a few quick pulls was emptying himself onto my check.  Under the table, Marty whipped out his own load.  I gave one last spurt and yelled myself hoarse.  I had never felt so wonderful in my life.

Finally, Carter began to loosen the vice(s grip on my damaged nuts.  But it took a long, long time before it was loose enough for them to slip free.  I gave one least yelp as my battered boys flopped down against my thighs.

All four of us panted in the afterglow.  Jason made one last comment in my ear.  (Now you know first hand why we call it the Racket Ball Club.  Welcome to our membership.(
