The 12+ Scenes of Christmas








	Twas the Night before Christmas


	and it came to be


	that my Master had me hog-tied


	underneath the tree





	For six and a half hours, I was tied with my hands crossed behind me; arms tied just above the elbows; knees tied together and feet tied and brought up with a rope connecting and around my bound wrists.  It was the first time, I had ever slept with my hands locked behind me, much less having them tied together.  I knew it was to be a long night.  After a couple hours, my shoulders began to ache.  Sleep would not be easy, so I had plenty of time to reflect on how I got in this position. A month before, I met Julian in the gaysm chatroom on MIRC.





<Julian> One of my favorites is to restrain the hands behind, attach a long leather thong or rope to the balls, attach about a 12" stick tied to the other end and chase you through the woods with a whip , dragging the stick behind which catches and snags on stuff.


<mdbndgboy> with me naked


<Julian> of course. Sound like fun?


<mdbndgboy> yes


<Julian> good. 


<mdbndgboy> so what now


<Julian> we try to find a time to play and then decide on the place. 


<mdbndgboy> this weekend?


<Julian> that is not going to work. What about the next weekend?


<mdbndgboy> but it would be fun to be tied up naked outside


<mdbndgboy> b4 it gets too cold again


<Julian> Yep. it is fun.  





<Julian> Umm, from, your stories I get the impression that you are open to a lot of surprises so long as you are not intentionally marked


<mdbndgboy> yes - some marks are ok - not many


<mdbndgboy> but as I said, I like all kinds of bondage scenes


<Julian> course you always naked except at midnight mass


<mdbndgboy> well - if I'm hog-tied under the tree all night, I probably will have to take a long nap - in bondage of course - sometime during the day - so you don't have to entertain me all the time


<mdbndgboy> and if you want me to top you some - fine - but I don't want to ruin whatever scene you plan for the 4 days


<Julian> Good answer -- one I am happy with.


<Julian> The best Christmas present you could give me would be for our play to put me in the position of wanting to bottom you -- for me to trust you to be that vulnerable again. 


<mdbndgboy> ok 


<Julian> I understand you are the boy ... but boys can play with each other. -- and enjoy it immensely.


<Julian> Your own stories show that.


<Julian> OK I want you for an exploratory Christmas.


<Julian> I hope it is my best Christmas ever.


<mdbndgboy> hope so too


<Julian> I wasn't thinking of having a tree, but now I want one.


<mdbndgboy> good


<Julian> and glimpses of Christmases future.


<mdbndgboy> and you need to have presents other than me there


<mdbndgboy> get some wrapping paper and boxes


<Julian> You will be the primary present under the tree.


<mdbndgboy> wrap up some of your bndg/sm stuff


<Julian> OK, makes sense...


<Julian>  Good idea.





	I arrived around 3:30 that afternoon.  As soon as the toys I was instructed to bring were broght into the house, I was told to strip and put my clothes away.  Heavy metal shackles and wrist irons were locked on.  About 18 inches of chain separated the shackles from my ankles and wrists.  A steel collar was also locked on.  I stood still as Julian looked over my naked body, twisted my nipples and squeezed my balls.  Then it was time to do some work.





	Julian had put the tree up, but saved the decorations so that he could have a bound boy helping.  On top of the tree, was a leather Billy doll.  I thought it quite appropriate.  There were also presents underneath the tree.  A quick glance showed they were addressed to me.  It took about an hour to trim the tree, and afterwards, Julian wanted to show me a chastity belt he had.





	The belt is from Mr. S, where the cock and balls are pushed through one ring, then the balls go through another so they hang down.  The cock gets locked inside a steel cylinder cage, that hinges open.  When locked shut, it sticks up at about a 60 degree angle, making it look like you have a raging hard-on.  The cage around the balls had been removed, so they hung low and were always available.





	I was taken into the bedroom, and told to stand still.  Julian found a lock, turned the steel collar around and locked it to a chain hanging from the ceiling.  He removed the wrist shackles, buckled and locked leather ones on each wrist, then locked my hands behind me.  After blindfolding me, he put clothespins on my nipples and balls, and left me to go make dinner.





	It was an hour later when Julian came and took the pins off.  They hurt like hell when he did.  He suspended me in my harness after dinner, then inserted a medium plug in my ass to go to Midnight Mass.  The Catholic service made it interesting for a plugged boy, with all the kneeling, standing and sitting that occurs.





	We arrived home about 1:30.  I stripped and removed the plug, then Julian hogtied me.  After finishing, he took red and green ribbon and wrapped the ropes with it.  Then added bows to my feet, ass and back.  Finally, he wrote on my back with majic markers - “To Julian - From Santa”





	The ribbons made it difficult to find any ends of the rope.  I slept a little early, but spent most of the night trying to find a comfortable position, and attempt to relieve some of the ache in the shoulders.   Sometime late night, I found the knot that connected my hands to my ankles.  It took me close to an hour to untie the knot and pull the right rope to unwrap the tie.  Once the rope became loose enough, I was able to stretch my legs.  This gave me a lot of relief, but the ache in my shoulders still kept me awake.  I used one of the presents as a pillow, and was finally able to nap.  Waking up, I noticed that the boxes were numbered.  I figured there was a significance to that.





	Julian came in the room after 8 AM and untied me.  I could barely move my arms.  My shoulders ached for over an hour as he made breakfast.  Afterwards, it was time to start opening the presents.





	“There are 12 presents under the tree.  They represent the 12 Days of Christmas.  The gift in each box represents a different bondage/SM scene.  If you look, there are actually 13 boxes there.  One of the scenes, you may not want to do, and the one present is yours to take home with you.”





	“Do I have to go in order of the numbers?”





	“No, you can go in any order you want.”





	I looked on the liquor shelf and counted eight bottles.  I picked box 8 first.  In the box was a couple pieces of wood, some cord and a clamp.  I knew what it was for.  Julian had me lay face up on the bed and locked wrist and ankle cuffs on me.  My arms were spread wide and locked to chains.  My feet were locked together and attached to a chain at the foot of the bed.  Julian put the press on my balls and tightened.  When I complained, he loosened a little, then gave me some poppers and tightened more.  This went on for over a half hour.





	After taking the press off, I was left bound to the bed to nap, while Julian started to fix the turkey for Christmas dinner.  I nodded off for a while, but was awake and ready to get loose when Julian came.  We had a couple hours before he had to go back to cooking.  We had time to open another present.  There were four bottles on another shelf.  I opened the corresponding box.





	In it was an odd assortment of pipe fittings, and a wooden handle sticking out one end.  I anticipated that the handle would go in my ass, but had no idea what the other part was for.  There were eyebolts in two ends, to attach the balls and wrists, so I couldn’t lift myself completely off.





	Julian had me stand and spread my legs wide.  He measured the distance from my ass to the floor.  I knew what was going to happen, when I saw Julian with a pole.  He was making a fuck-pole.  I had been trying to design one for over a year, but had not been able to get  the design right in my mind.  He put a board on the floor that had rings at either end, and a coupler in the middle.  The pole was screwed in the coupler.  The device was screwed onto the pole.  Julian put a rubber over the wood handle and told me to grease up and mount it.  I did.  He attached my ankles to the rings, then raised my arms up and locked them to the chains.  Julian took one of my hoods, and laced it over my head.





	I bounced up and down on the pole.  He started to tickle me, which made me bounce even more.  At times I rode the pole.  Other times, I stood on my toes, so the pole was just in my ass.  I had a lot of fun until my ass started to get sore.  I told Julian and he released me.  I still had a long way to go, as I did not know how many of the other presents involved ass play.





	I took a nap as he made dinner, and we rested again afterwards to let the meal settle.  The next box I opened had two packs of candles.  I smiled.  Julian spread a sheet on the bed while I hooded myself.  I was tied spread eagle - with all cuffs locked to chains.  Julian started to light candles, and he went all over my body, but spent considerable time around my cock and ball and nipples.  After a while, he melted a pool or wax on six spots - beside each of my nipples; at the bottom of the rib cage on each side: the middle of my stomach and just above my cock.   He sealed a candle at each spot.  As the wax melted, and I moved, wax would pour out from the candle onto my body.  While I laid there with the candles burning, Julian took a red candle and dripped wax all over me - probably to get me to squirm more and spill the pools of wax.  Afterwards, we did an abrasion scene, as Julian used the brillo head of a  Scum Buster to get the wax off me.  It made me squirm more than the wax did.  I ended up with a few scratches on my chest.





	The fourth box just had a set of keys.  He told me to find what it fit.  I tried the cage. It didn’t work.  I went over to the stocks at the foot of the bed, and the lock opened.  Julian put my feet in the stocks,  laid me down on the bed, spread my arms wide and locked them to the chains again.  He started tickling my feet when I suggested he make things more interesting.  He tied a rope around the big toe of my left foot, then pulled tight and tied the right foot.  Julian tied a leather thong around my balls, pulled down, and tied it tight to the rope connecting my toes.  He added clothespins to my nips, and tied another thong from my balls to the headboard.  This way I pulled on my balls no matter which way I squirmed.  Julian took the Scum Buster and used the attachments on my feet.  He tortured my feet until the battery wore out.  Unfortunately, I did not bring the recharger.





	It was late, and neither of us had much sleep the previous 36 hours.  Julian locked my hands together, then my feet together.  He took a short chain and connected my hands and feet in front of me.  To make it more restrictive, he locked the middle of the chain to an eyebolt at the side of the bed.  I could not move around too much.  I rested as much as I could. Julian had most of the bed to himself to sllep.   Saturday was going to be a big day.





	The first box I opened had a card, and a bag that had a metal wire with fish hooks at each end.   I opened the card.





	“Unlike all the other of the Twelve Days of Christmas “gift” scenes, this is one that may transgress your limits - though not in any way that violates any of your explicit conditions.  I will describe the scene to you, carefully and fully, and then you will be allowed to decide “yes” or “no”.  You probably don’t have to decide right on the spot since it is and overnight scene -  and can’t start until you are ready for bed.”





	Julian explained. “You will have your head harness on, attached to a chain.  Hands will be cuffed behind you and a blindfold would be put on.  The hooks would be under each nipple, and the wire attached so he hooks are taut to your nipples.  You will then spend the night like that.  If you stay awake, the hooks won’t go in.  As you nod off and slump, the hooks will dig in deeper and wake you up.  You don’t have to give me an answer now, but I hope you choose to do it.”





	I knew what I wanted to do, but decided to think on it some.  The next few boxes  involved some traditional “tortures”.  The first one contained a rope flogger.  I was strung spread eagle from the chains, and flogged with that and a leather one, until my back was bright red.  The next box had an electric butt plug and cock ring inside.   Julian said I should get my EMS unit out, and we would use that too.  I was tied to the bed again after putting the plug and ring on.  Feet were locked together and my hands spread and locked to the chains again.  The EMS pads were placed on the bottom of my feet, my ass, inside my thighs and my stomach.  Julian grabbed a seat and played with the dials for the next hour.   The third box had a leather paddle in it.  The only decision was how I was to be tied for the paddling.





	Julian had me to kneel on the bed and put my feet through the stocks.  A weight bench was put on the bed and I placed my chest on top of it.  This also kept my ass up for the paddling.  My thighs were tied to the back legs of the bench.  The cuffs on my wrists were tied to the front legs.  The chains  from the headboards were stretched and tied to the bench, so that I could not move it as I was getting hit.   A hood was added without the gag.   Julian gave me between 500-600 strokes with the paddle.  I was bawling after the first couple hundred.  My ass was still sore two days later.





	The next box contained a card and a roll of rope.  The card read, “You put me in a no-knot rope harness!  .......And afterwards, I put you in a rope harness in the standing cage.”





	One of the gifts I had given Julian was a 50’ length of blue/white nylon rope.  I like colors on rope, as it shows up better in pictures.  Julian stripped, and I showed him a couple different ways to start a rope harness.  Afterwards, I put him in one, tying his arms into the harness too.  He wanted his legs secured.  I used another piece and extended the harness to his feet, then connected the legs together.  I moved him on the bed, and did a skin stimulation scene after hooding him.





	Julian had me stand outside the cage when he started the harness.  I was moved into the cage, and the rope threaded through the bars as he made the harness.  My wrists and arms were tied to the bars.  Julian put the head harness on me and tied the sides and top to the cage.  I could barely move my head.  A blindfold was added, then the cage locked.  I stood there for over an hour while Julian made supper.





	There were four presents left to be opened.  Shortly after supper, I picked the first one.  There were two packs of clothespins in the box.  Julian tied me spread eagle to the chains hanging from the ceiling.  Again, I was hooded.  He started on my left hip, and made a line of pins to my cock, around the balls and back up to my right hip.  Next pins were put in a line under each arm pit.  He went back down and added more pins to my balls and covered the shaft of my cock.  Julian returned to my upper body, and continued the lines from my armpits around the outside of the chest, to the nipples and across the chest.  He added a few more to the underside of my arms, extending the line of pins outward.  One pin was added to my belly button.  Julian played with the pins.  He removed one pin at a time, so I could get the full impact of the pain before the next was removed.





	The next present had saran wrap and duct tape.  I was led over near the bed, and Julian started to wrap me.  Fist mitts were put on first, then he wrapped the saran wrap like I had described in a story he read.  By the time he finished with the saran wrap, I was so tight, that Julian did not even need to add duct tape.  He taped several places, then laid me on the bed.  Julian took saran and wrapped my head.  He added tape around my eyes and circled my head with another strip.  I like long term mummification, so I spent the evening wrapped up.  After an hour or two, Julian opened up around my nipples, and attached a plastic clothes hanger (the hanger has clamps to hold the pants.  It makes for a very intense set of nipple clamps).  He asked if I wanted to spend the night like that.  I told him that I would like to be released and do the fish hooks.  Julian was happy.  He went and sterilized the hooks while I stayed in the mummification.





	Julian tied me like he had described.  A black bandanna was used as a blindfold.  I winced and the hooks were stuck under my nipples.  A short while later, he had me stand on my toes while he retied the cords.  I was not interested in spending the night standing, but did want to have the hooks pierce me over a couple hours.  When I was able to stand of my feet again, he had me get back on my toes.  Several times I felt the pins go farther into my nipples.  I was actually enjoying the experience when I developed a problem.





	“Julian, get me down FAST!”





	I started to black out.  He got to me before I lost consciousness, released the hooks and helped me to the floor.  I was disappointed.  He had me drink some juice, then I was taken upstairs to bed and slept bound and foot, but unattached to the bed.





	I was not feeling very well in the morning, but there were only two presents left.  I was curious as to what was left, and still willing to open and try.  After eating breakfast, I picked the first present.  I had not gone in the order the boxes were marked, but I had saved the last one towards the end.  I figured that my real present was in that one.  It was.  A calendar of hunky guys and an autographed picture of one of them.  Also, there was a stapled pack of paper.





	“The attached printouts sets your next scene ....... one you will have to help construct before it starts - hee hee hee hee”.  The pictures were of boys locked in different types of boxes.





	Julian took me upstairs, and we put together a large plywood box, almost big enough that I could stretch out.  Julian locked a steel collar and cuffs on me.  Inside the box, there were eye hooks.  Julian found a short piece of chain and locked the collar to the back of the box.  My hands were at my sides and locked to eye hooks.  Then my feet were locked to the hooks at the far end.  Julian thought I looked too comfortable and tied a strip of rawhide around my balls, pulled them up and tied it to a eye hook in the ceiling of the box.  Julian closed and locked the door and said he was going to do some work on the computer.  I took a nap.  I stayed locked in the box for three hours.  After all the different tortures I had done the previous two days, this was a nice relief.  





	It was 1 PM, and I had one present left to open.  The box was not heavy.  Inside, was just a card.  It read simply, “A scene of your choice!”.





	I thought about it for a few minutes, then smiled.  I knew the perfect way to end the weekend.





	“Since I started the weekend under the tree in severe bondage, I think we should bring it full circle, and end it with a severe bondage scene.”





	Julian gave it some thought, then went into the bedroom to get set up.  I was told to put on the heavy hood.  He had me kneel on a comforter, my ankles  spread wide apart.  The ankles were locked to a board.  Julian had me put my palms together behind my back, then tied my wrists together.  Another rope cinched my elbows closer together.  A bar was put in front of me, and my knees were tied to either end, keeping the legs apart.  A rope was tied to my wrists, then raised up in the air and tied off.  My balance was not good, and my head went down to the floor.  Julian tied a rope to my hood, then pulled until my head was where he wanted.  This allowed him to raise my arms up higher.  It was a very difficult, but fun position.  I stayed in that position as long as I could.





	It was time for me to leave.  The “Twelve Days of Christmas” was over.  It felt weird having clothes on again.  It was a great way to spend Christmas weekend.  I wonder what will happen next Christmas.














	


