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The Secret Room

The room was stripped bare of all furniture and the windows had been covered in panels of black painted plywood, a low watt solitary light bulb hung from a ceiling fitting and in the middle of the room was a full sized hospital operating table above which was a surgical lamp. In the corner of the room was a gynaecologists chair with stirrups for putting the legs in, the chair stood on a plinth that elevated it about four feet off the floor. On one of the walls of the room were colour television screens and on another were wooden pegs and hooks, hanging from which were a variety of leather thongs, instruments and cables.

I had accepted an invitation along with my current girlfriend to visit a new acquaintance for an evening of what he described as 'fun, bondage and sex' which we were both up for.  When he issued the invitation, he had suggested that we dress up, and so, we were both wearing our best sexy leather outfits. 

Trish, my girlfriend was wearing tight black leather pants that fitted like a second skin and as she walked, they rode up between her legs showing the contour of her pussy and a little cleft at the front. Her top was a leather Basque laced up down the front and barely covering her ample breasts. Round her throat she wore a leather choker and had studded cuffs on her wrists.

I was dressed in a pair of tight fitting leather jeans that showed to advantage the bulge of my manhood and a leather waistcoat revealing my well-developed biceps and broad shoulders. On my wrists I too wore leather-studded cuffs and I also had a choker round my neck. Sam, our host for the evening, opened the door wearing a black leather harness which consisted of leather straps about two inches wide that came over his shoulders and met about three inches from his navel, joined by a large steel ring. This pattern was repeated at the back and the two rings were joined around the middle by a belt. Around his upper arms he wore two-inch bands of leather with a similar one about his neck.  Below the waist he wore a pair of crotch less black leather chaps and a leather thong. 

Despite the sunless autumn weather, Sam wore a pair of sunglasses and on his hands he wore tight fitting, thin fingerless gloves.

"Welcome to my humble abode and torture chamber" he growled as he opened the door.

"Very kind of you to ask us" I responded as we walked down the corridor and entered the lounge.

"Can I offer you a drink?" he asked as we both sat down on the couch. 

He left the room to get the drinks and Trish shot me a glance of trepidation, neither of us knew what to expect from the evening and there was some hesitation in the conversation as Sam returned with the drinks.

Over the next hour or so we relaxed and started to chat easily about various sexual topics including conquests and fantasies. Sam was a generous host and plied us liberally with alcohol, he offered a number of refills and we were plainly beginning to get tipsy.

Suddenly a silence descended on the three of us and I chose this moment to sat to him 

" I really like your outfit, it's very appealing"

To which he replied, " And you both look absolutely delightful, so extremely sexy".

"Well, we tried," said Trish.

"Now tell me" he continued, " Have either of you ever been involved in bondage or anything like that?"

"Well I once had a girlfriend who like to handcuff me," I said, laughing.

"Yes, that's a start, but not quite what I had in mind"

"I get a real thrill out of watching" Trish put in, whilst I noticed her blushing extensively.

"That's better, shall we see just how much it turns you on?" Sam asked.

"This sounds like fun, are we going to tie someone up?"

"Yes, Nigel of course"

"Of course," I said sarcastically, my response sounding more casual than I felt, since my heart had started to pound at the thought of what might happen.

"Follow me, I've got to show you my special room," he said, standing up and taking off his sunglasses.

We followed him down the hall and into a room.

The first thing that struck me about the room was that it smelled like an operating theatre, the second, that it looked similar to one apart from the black walls and the boarded windows. In the centre of the room was a full sized operating table with a leather headrest and a large surgical lamp above. In the opposite corner was a gynaecology chair with legs supports and foot stirrups, on the walls facing the table and chair were six large colour television screens fixed side by side.  Each TV had a small video camera fixed above it, three were pointed at the chair and three were pointed at the table, each respective screen's beneath, reproduced the various views, some in close-up and some wide angle.

I glanced at Trish and followed her eyes as they fell upon the two steel trolleys, one beside the table and one, the chair

On the trolley beside the chair, a green cloth highlighted a selection of surgical instruments, none of which I could identify, plus there was a large flesh coloured vibrator, a red plastic one and a clear glass bowl containing ice. 

The trolley beside the operating table, on the other hand, had a number of easily identifiable items which included a pack of condoms, a penis pump, several cock rings, latex gloves, KY jelly, baby oil etc.

"God" she said, "It's really well equipped in here, isn't it?"

Sam seemed to have ignored Trish's remark and as I walked towards the middle of the room, he grabbed me from behind and pinned my arms behind me, tearing at the waistcoat and sliding it off.

"Would you like some help?" she enquired.

"Yes, let's get him on the table," Sam said, as I struggled to free myself.

He forced me face down onto the cold steel table and Trish grabbed my legs, lifting them off the floor. 

As I rolled helplessly onto the flat surface I found myself flipped face up by the two of them.

I struggled to free my legs, but Trish had them pinned to the table and Sam was pulling my arms roughly above my head, strapping them into custom made restraints.

"Hold him there," he said as he moved around to the side and unzipped the fly of my jeans.

He pulled down the tight leather over my hips, partially pulling my underwear with them and as he got to my ankles Trish finished off the job, removing them, whilst he made fast each ankle in the cuffs at each corner of the table.

I tried to struggle free but was spread-eagled across the steel table, stretched out, defining every muscle, my stomach flat as a drum.  I lay there barely covered by the small, thin cotton stretch boxers I was wearing and glanced across at the TV screens on the wall.  One screen showed a close-up of my crotch, the second, another, a wide shot of my lower abdomen and crotch, the last, an extreme close -up of the bulge in my underwear.

"Don't worry, I video all my victims and procedures" he said, adding

"This is the best thing about this table."

I heard a loud click and my legs slid apart as he moved his hand to a lever, the table had opened up from a point between the cheeks of my arse down to my ankles and now my feet were now about three feet apart. 

Now, as I began to be aware of the vulnerable position I was in, I noticed the two of them staring down at my lower half and watching me trying to pull my legs together. Trish in particular, seemed to be thoroughly enjoying the whole experience and moved her hand around on my smooth shaved chest fingering the nipples and making them stand erect.

Sam glanced at her and then down at me.

"He's got some body I must say," he said, as he ran his hand across my flat stomach and slid his fingers under the elastic waistband of my underwear. 

"And those tattoos are a real turn on don't you think?" 

The fingers of his left hand traced the outline of the tattoos on my belly and his fingers again slid into my underwear where they lingered on the fuzzy stubble of my pubes. He then used his right hand to gently grasp my balls through the thin cloth as if to measure their dimensions, whilst he watched my belly quiver and tense under the attention.

Trish followed his hand movements with fascination and then said, "He's got a great cock too".

Sam smiled and looked at her again, "I like shaved pubes, don't you?" adding quickly " Do you shave?"

"Sometimes, but not recently," she said " and neither has he, by the look of it!" pointing at my growth of stubble poking out from the top of my underwear.

Sam walked around the table and went close to Trish. 

"Why don't you come and sit down over here where you can watch all the important action," he purred in her ear whilst putting his arm around her shoulder and guiding her towards the chair.

" And take those lovely leather trousers off so you're comfortable"

She looked at him hesitantly and then said "Oh right, I get to watch you working on him then, do I."

"Yes, of course"

Seductively, as if putting on a show, she unzipped her pants slipped out of them and lingered for a few minutes allowing both of us to admire her gorgeous body in the high-heeled leather boots, lace crotchless g-string and leather Basque.

Looking at both of us she asked " Do you like what you see, boys?" 

Slowly, she then walked to the chair, stepped up and sat into it, letting her legs daggle over the edge and allowing her arms to rest on the supports.

'She looks like some sort of bondage queen on a throne' I thought as she lazily surveyed me spread-eagled on the table in front of her.

"Come on then, when does the action start?" she said, as Sam moving with the agility of a cat and at lightning speed went to the chair and in one swift movement snapped two metal manacles closed around her wrists.

"Right now" he said, whilst Trish let out a screech of shock and surprise.

"That's not fair, I thought you were going to work on Nigel"

"No! Both of you" he said as he grabbed each of her booted ankles and made them fast in the foot rests, finally pulling the stirrups two feet apart as he had done with me. 

I began to feel panic rising in my chest as I realised that we were both at his mercy, a sort of fascinated fear gripped me as my eyes were again drawn to the TV screens that now showed, not only me, but also on another three screens, a tight close-up of her cunt covered in lace, another slightly wider shot of her pubic area and a close-up of her heaving breasts.

The cameras gave a crystal clear view of the silky black pubic hair peeping from the sides of her g-string and glancing down at myself I noticed that my cock was rock hard, a point which Sam had not missed either as he walked to a peg on the wall and removed a leather hood which he slipped over his head. He now looked like a torturer, as only his eyes were visible in the tight fitting headgear.

Trish had stopped struggling and we both watched in fascination whilst he pulled off his leather thong, letting his ample sized and semi-rigid cock spring free. I could only guess at what Trish was thinking, but I was admiring how well hung he was, it gave me a thrill just to think, I might get the opportunity later to see it in action with Trish.

As I mused on this thought and looked at his cock, I realised he was wearing a thick steel cock ring and a spiked collar surrounding the tip just below the ridge, the whole effect being simply stunning.

Trish groaned with admiration at the sight of his manhood and she squirmed and writhed in the chair.

With his hood firmly in place it was difficult to see the expression on his face as he removed the green linen cloth that covered the tray on the trolley next to my table, turning my head towards him I saw him lift what looked like a metal rod about six inches long and about as thick as a lead pencil.

"This is part of my box of tricks" he said, "It not only inflicts pain, but also, exquisite pleasure"

"What is it?" I asked.

"A probe for electro stimulation"

"What will you do with it?"

"I will force it up inside your cock, for my pleasure and yours!"

"My god, all of it?" I said, fearful of his next move, and starting to struggle again.

"Most of it" he replied "Otherwise there would be no enjoyment for either of us, would there"

So saying he connected a cable to one end of the probe and the other to a small control box that had various dials and switches.

"Please don't hurt me," I begged, but he just looked away and reached for a tube of KY jelly that he proceeded to open and squeeze onto the probe, he spread a fine film of the lubricant along the entire length and then turned to Trish and said,

"You will enjoy watching this I'm sure, if you cannot see clearly, just watch the screen over there" and so saying he plucked up the front of my boxers at the same time taking a scalpel from the tray and slitting a small opening in the front; he felt around inside and grasped the head of my rigid cock pulling it through the opening so that it lay on the outside of the cotton.

Trish groaned again, her eyes glued to the action in close -up on one of the TV screens.

Sam grasped my cock firmly, tugging it out of the torn underwear, then holding the end behind the head with forefinger and thumb, he used the finger and thumb of his other hand to locate, force open, and push the shiny steel probe into the tiny lips at the opening of my urethra.

I tensed feeling violated by the intrusion as the cold object slid into to the end of my erection, a mild burning sensation followed as he pushed five inches of the probe inside, finally satisfying himself that it was in the correct position, he completed the operation by using a piece of surgical tape wrapped around the head of my cock to hold the probe in place.  

I glanced down at myself, but was unable to see clearly what he had done, so I looked across at the TV screens that faithfully reproduced for Trish, and I, a close-up of my cock poking from my underwear with the probe sticking from the end attached to a cable. Fascinated that my cock was rock hard and covered with lubricant, I watched as he moved on to my balls, putting his hand up the leg of the boxers, he pulled them out of the side and began attaching a steel ring that encompassed them both; he then connected another cable which also ran to the control panel.

Sam stepped back to admire his work, standing at the foot of the table for several minutes, whilst I, contemplated my fate with some trepidation; suddenly he walked around the table and came very close to my face.

"If you make the slightest sound, I will start on your friend," he said, indicating he was talking about Trish.

Then he walked over to the control panel and threw a switch. At first I felt no different, but as he started to turn various knobs slowly, I began to feel a slight tingle down the length of my cock and around my balls which was not unpleasant, but the random pulse of electricity the machine put out started to change slowly as he adjusted the dials and watched my face for a reaction.

Not only was the power of the shocks getting stronger, but also, the frequency of each jolt; each time I was hit with a wave, my cock went rigid and stood upright, my back arched, and I pulled against my restraints. It was all I could do not to cry out and I tried hard not to make a sound in case he should carry out his threat against Trish. 

I glanced across at her hoping for some indication of support, but she was riveted to watching the action and just lay there, moaning in what I assumed was ecstasy.

Each shock made my stomach feel as if it were being kicked by a horse, the mixture of pain and pleasure became excruciating; as each hit me I had this desperate feeling that I was about to cum, then as the shock subsided, so would the feeling, leaving my balls feeling as if they were about to explode.

Suddenly and without warning he flicked the switch and the pulses stopped.

I lay there quivering in anticipation of him starting again but he just watched me. Several minutes passed and he appeared to be waiting for me to say something. 

"Why did you stop?" I asked. " I want to cum"

"You want more?" he enquired.

"Yes, fuck you, I want more"

"How much more?"

"Fuck you, don't stop I want to cum" I screamed.

"I warned you what would happen if you made any sound," he said as he started the machine again and a bolt of electricity hit me.

"Fuck you, I don't care, I just want to cum"

"And now I get to play with your friend" he said as the familiar spasms returned to me.

He walked around to the head of the table as I glanced up at him; taking a ball gag with a strap he forced it into my mouth. 

"And now ….you can enjoy watching me violate her in unspeakable ways! In silence."

Trish let out a cry,

"Please don't hurt me," she begged as Sam walked towards the chair where he picked up a blindfold and tied it over her eyes.

Standing looking at her lasciviously, he slipped off the leather gloves he was wearing and exchanged them for a pair of latex surgical ones from the trolley.

"Have you fucked her recently?" he said addressing me.

I tried to respond but the gag prevented me from making any sound other than a groan.

"Well never mind, I'll do it for you," he said and as I watched he ripped off her underwear revealing the dark outer lips of her pussy and the bright pinkish red of the inside of her cunt which had been spread apart by the position of her legs in the stirrups of the chair.

"But first we have to remove that unsightly hair"

Taking up a can of shaving foam he squirted a large measure onto his fingers and proceeded to rub it sensuously around in circles, spreading it evenly through the silky black pubic hair and around her cunt. The movement of his hands, particularly around the lips of her vagina made Trish moan and groan.

"Mmm, Yes that's nice"

"Do you like that?" 

"Mmm, Yes it makes me hot"

"Yes I can see your cunt is getting wet"

"Oh yes, I feel it" 

"Try this," he said picking up the flesh coloured dildo and pushing it into her cunt.

"Oh yes,yes,yes, make me cum" she cried tossing her head from side to side.

"Like this" he said as he pulled it out and pushed it in a regular rhythm.

The sight of this latex cock inside her and the waves of electricity were having an unbelievable effect on me and as I watched on the TV screen, his actions were obviously having the desired effect on Trish. The close-up of the dildo showed clearly that a small ridge of white cream having the consistency and look of yoghurt was developing around it. This increased with each thrust and my past experiences during lovemaking indicated that this only happened when Trish was cumming or at least very near.

Minutes passed before Sam pulled the dildo out. Trish had not fulfilled her orgasm and her complaints were bitter and loud, she shouted at him not to stop but ignoring her, he took a razor from the trolley and started to take short strokes across her pubes, removing small amounts of hair with each pass. His expertise with the razor began to reveal a beautifully smooth pubic area and as he moved it between her legs he warned her not to struggle, finally wiping the whole area clean of soap and hair, he stepped back to admire his work.

"That looks great," he said, directing the remark at me, and then continued.

 " In fact it's too inviting not to fuck, don't you think?"

I looked at his cock as he put his hand down and pulled off his underwear, it was like a pole and he turned and thrust it into Trish's cunt. From where I lay all I could see was his arse heaving back and forth as he thrust his cock in and out of her, but watching this action had a instant reaction on me as I felt myself cumming.

Glancing down at myself, I noticed that there were small amounts of cum dribbling from the side of the probe in my cock and although I could feel the spasms of my orgasm and saw my cock leaping up and down, little of it was able to leak from the end of my cock. 

Sam was grunting with the effort of fucking Trish and she was groaning and encouraging him, he pumped her vigorously thrusting what I knew was his big cock into her tight cunt, I felt intensely jealous of his delight at sliding his rampant cock in and out of her wet hole. The minutes passed whilst he fucked her furiously and I wished I could see the whole of the action, but, as he stood between her legs and gyrated, all I was able to see was his tight dark balls rocking back and forth with the rhythm of his movements.

"I'm going to fuck you raw, you hot bitch," he cried " then, you'll not need any more for weeks to come!"

"Yes,yes, fuck me, harder, harder," she responded each time he plunged himself into her.

He let our a final cry of "Yes" and his movements slowed to a halt, watching from the rear, his arse quivered several times and with three quick thrusts he stepped back away from her, his cock was wet and shiny from fucking and it was still semi-erect as turned and looked at me, saying " See, that's how she likes it".

I looked across at Trish 's blindfolded face, but, she just lay there panting, her whole body had gone limp and she had stopped trying to get free. Looking down at her pussy, I could see his cum was now slowly dripping out. 

He looked at me carefully trying to read my thoughts and could obviously see the envy in my eyes, because he walked over to her pussy and thrusting his fingers in, spread it apart allowing the semen to run freely out onto the floor plop, plop, plop.

"Look at my seed running from this juicy cunt."

He walked over to the table and grasped my cock in one hand using the other to rip away the surgical tape holding the probe in place; very slowly the probe slid up and out of the end of my cock, followed by a large amount of semen. The probe attached to several threads of cum, mixed with KY jelly, fell onto my pubes. As I felt a mild burning and stinging sensation the semi-hard cock dropped to one side and lay there until Sam got hold of it again and shook it vigorously.

Producing a bottle of baby oil he lathered a generous measure onto my cock, then, grasping my balls in one hand he slid the other up and down to reflect a motion that I use on myself when jacking off. Needless to say, I went into paroxysms of ecstasy and again grew hard and erect. Sam was an artist in this technique, many times over the next ten minutes, his hand movements sped up until I was on the verge of orgasm, then they slowed, each time, as I neared an orgasm, he stopped.

When I felt I could not stand it any longer, he suddenly produced the pump, which, consisted of a plastic cylinder about nine inches long and three inches in diameter, at one end was a rubber collar and at the other a hand vacuum pump and valve. This, he slid over my erection, pushing the tight fitting collar down the shaft until it rested on my pubes, when he was satisfied that it was tightly gripping my cock he started to pump.

The sucking motion, instantly had the desired effect, my cock, normally about eight and a half inches long, started to increase in size, expanding both in the length and breadth of the plastic tube.  I now had a giant erection that filled the whole length of the tube and tightly fitted the diameter. From the end of my cock that was now taking on an angry dark red colour, small amounts of residual cum dribbled, whilst the shaft, growing darker by the second, turned from its normal dark brown to almost black.

My balls were now drawn up close and hard under the rubber collar and Sam was increasing the vacuum inside with every flex of his hand.  








To be continued

