


A Bondage Slaveboy at Boot Camp


In May, I had asked John via an e-mail if he would like control over me for a day.  We had talked about an extended scene together the previous year.  The next day John replied - “BondageBoy:  let me think about that .....  you think about it too ...... though it is not your decision to make.”  


“Understood, SIR”, I replied the next day.  We had no further corrospondence for the three weeks before Boot Camp.


I had arrived at Boot Camp in bondage:  hooded, wrist cuffs locked together, ankle cuffs on but not locked together, blue shorts and sneaks.  My wrists were uncuffed to help carry the luggage inside, and the hood was removed so I could see what I was doing.  After unloading Dave’s car and making the bed, I decided to take a walk around camp and explore the new dungeon.


Before leaving for the walk, I added locks to each of the cuffs, put a couple cock rings on, and tied a black bandanna around my neck.  I had only walked half way to the dungeon when John saw me.


“Strip and lie face down”, he ordered.


I took off the shoes and socks, then slipped off the shorts and laid spread eagle face down in the dirt and stones.  John picked up several handfuls of dirt and thru them on my back and ass.  He lifted his foot and used his boot to grind the dirt and stones over my skin.

“I told you to strip naked, boy.  That meant everything.  Now, get up and get naked.”


I unlocked my cuffs and removed them, then took the cock ring off.  John ordered me down on the ground, this time face up.  More dirt was thrown on me and rubbed in.  John had me kneel as he locked a chain around my neck.  “This stays on till Sunday morning, boy.”


“Yes, Sir”.  I was told to pick up my clothes and cuffs, and follow him to the front porch of the lodge.  The path to the lodge is mostly gravel, and John smiled as he saw me wince while I walked barefoot over them.


John sat in a chair and had me sit down on the floor beside him after I put my clothes where he directed.  He told me the rules.


“You will be my slaveboy until I say otherwise.  Do not schedule anyone else to play with.  You are to remain completely naked and not wear anything that I do not put on you.  You will remain barefoot at all times.  You will sit beside me on the floor, with a part of your body touching mine at all times.  You will call me SIR, but not with every sentence.  Say it when it is appropriate.  You do not tell  or ask me to do anything.  You are not to say no at any time.  Any questions?”


“No SIR.”


“Good.  Let’s go see what is in the dungeon, boy.”


“Do you want me to get the cuffs. SIR?”


“Are you telling me to do things, boy?”

“ No Sir.”

“ I know you like bondage, and I’m going to enjoy seeing you naked and out of it.”


“Yes, SIR.”


We leftf the porch and John made sure I walked on the stones as we made our way to the dungeon.  After looking in, John wanted to smoke a cigar.  The only area to smoke is the gazebo, so I was sent back to the porch to get the cigars out of his knapsack.


The floor of the gazebo is made of several inches of small stones.  I was instructed to sit in front of John as he smoked, using my hand as an ashtray.  After the ash is dumped in my hand, I was to rub it onto my chest.  John took his time, enjoying the cigar, as I squirmed around on the stones trying to get comfortable.  Since John had barred me from talking with others, I snuggled his leg  while he talked.


When we left the gazebo to get ready for dinner, I needed to piss.  I walked over to the weeds near the gazebo.  “What do you think you are doing!”. John exclaimed.


“I need to take a piss, SIR”


“Did I give you permission to piss?”


“No SIR, but you didn’t tell me I couldn’t piss.”


“Get down on all fours, boy”


I did so.  “Now, piss.”


It took a moment, then I relaxed enough to start.


“Bark like a dog”. John ordered.   I woofed as long as I pissed.  He thought of pissing on me while I was still in position, but others at dinner might not like it.  As we walked to the lodge, I told John that I was not a dogboy, but that I do some of the same things while in bondage.


I still only had the locked chain around my neck as we got in line for dinner.  I was not allowed to clean up, so my body was still dirty.  John took the second seat from the end of the table.  He pulled out the outside chair for me and told me I can use the chair to put my plate on.  I was to sit on the floor, with my leg touching his, to eat.  That was how I ate every meal that weekend.


That evening, we walked over to the dungeon together, as John had duty.  He smiled as he watched me walk gingerly over the stones.  As we walked around, John saw a harness attached to a hoist.  He asked me, “You like being suspended, don’t you?”


“Yes, Sir, I do.”

John strapped me in it.  It took a few minutes as he had not used that suspension harness before.  After strapping me in, he attached suspension cuffs to my hands and tied them to the bar.  A blindfold was put over my eyes.  After getting me off the ground, John pulled two lengths of red rope from his bag.  He tied one around each ankle, then tied the ankles up, feet parallel to the floor, in perfect positon to be tickled. A smaller rope was tied around the cock and balls, so I could be pulled in the direction John wanted.  It didn’t take long for John to remember how ticklish I was.  He enjoyed seing me squirm around as he used brushes on my feet and body.  When he started spanking my ass and chest, though, the squirming made it more difficult for him to get a direct hit.  John solved that problem by tieing another rope around my cock and balls, and attaching it to a cage 10 feet in front of me.  I was not going to swing very far.


John has always loved slapping my chest and playing with my nipples.  With me hanging in the harness, there was nothing I could do to avoid the blows to my chest, or the twisting of my nipples.  It is not all pain though, as one half of me is always my “good side”, which gets my nipple gently sucked.  Later, he took a strap and paddled my ass, thighs and hamstrings with it.  I loved the feel of the leather hitting my legs.  John alternated the hitting, sucking and tickling while I hung for over an hour.  As he started to untie the ropes after releasing me from the harness, I remarked how good the ropes felt on my legs.


“It feels good being removed?”


“No, SIR. It felt real good being wrapped around my ankle.”  John stopped unwrapping the rope, then retied each rope around a separate ankle.  It almost looked like I had leggings.  The ropes around my cock and balls were untouched.


It had been a long trip to the run for John, and he needed to get some rest.  He gave me permission to play as long as I wanted that evening.  It would end up as my only bottom scene with another person the rest of the weekend.   Before John left, he gave me instructions. 


“Meet me on the front porch in the morning, dressed as you are now.”  I still had the suspension cuff on my left hand along with the ropes.


“May I take them off to shower, SIR?”


“Yes, boy, but tie them exactly as they are now”


Bob had spanked me every year at Boot Camp, and he had just finished a hot bondage scene with someone.  I went over to say hi, and remarked how much better he was getting in bondage.


“Do you want tied up like that?”


“Sure”


Bob took off all my ropes and restraint, then tied my hands together behind me,  spread my legs and tied them to the base of a St. Michael’s Cross.  I was a couple feet in front of the main beam, facing away from the cross.  Bob took another rope, tied it around my bound wrists, then pulled my arms up until I was bent over close to parallel to the floor.  Bob tied my balls and secured them to a eyebolt between my legs, pulling until I had to squat down.  Clamps were attached to my nipples.  Bob pulled up a chair and sat down in front of me.  He pulled on the chain attached to the clamps, making me bend more.  But his main target was my balls.  He used his hand and several of his slappers to really get me moaning, as I was trying to releave the ache in my legs at the same time.  Bob kept abusing me.  I kept squirming to try and relieve the ache in my shoulders, legs and balls.  I was fighting a losing battle, and finally I asked to be released.  I was tired by now, grabbed the ropes and walked back to the lodge.  I flopped on the bed and went to sleep quickly.


My body was still functioning on east coast time, so by 6am I was too awake to lie in bed.  I put sneaks and shorts on, and went for a 20 minute run down to the main road.  After returning, I showered, reshaved my head and upper body, then put the ropes back one me like they were the previous night.  After securing the ropes, I put the left hand suspension cuff back on, and went down to the porch to wait for John.


Several people asked me why I had only one cuff on.  I replied that it was “how I was left to go to sleep and is to remain on until SIR decides otherwise”.  


John smiled as he saw me while walking up to the porch.  He inspected  to see that I was dressed julst like he had left me.  John sat on a chair, and motioned for me to sit be beside him.  He quizzed me about what happened after he left for bed.  After telling my scene with Bob, John admonished me.  “So, he worked your nipples and balls over good?”


“Yes, SIR”


“I didn’t give you permission for that!”


I looked at him quizically.  “Sir, you told me I could play SIR.”


“Yes I did, but I didn’t tell you that somone could abuse your body.  It is for me to do that.”


He had me again.  Resignly, I said, “It might take me all weekend to learn to do things right.”


I ate breakfast sitting on the floor at the end of the table.  Afterwards, we went back to the porch and John sat back in the padded chair.  I was instructed to sit between his legs facing away.  John  asked me, “What is the longest period you have been a slaveboy.”


“SIR, I have never been what a person would consider just a slaveboy.  Several times, I have spent a weekend as a slave, but it has been more of a bondage slaveboy than a regular slave.  Now, that does not mean I do not do things that a slaveboy would have to do.  I am shaved like most slaveboys are required to be.  I am kept naked for chores and to greet people at the door like a slaveboy does.   Most of the time, I am collared like a slaveboy is.   However, as a bondageboy, I would be in cuffs, locked together so I could not get dressed, or in steel, or some other form of bondage.  Just like yesterday, when I said I was not a dogboy, it does not mean that I don’t do some of the things a dogboy does.  I will eat without hands like a dog would, but it is because my hands are locked behind me, and that is the only way I can eat.  I will sleep in a cage, but normally I am locked inside and probably in some form of bondage inside of it.”


“So, bondage is the overriding necessity.”


“Yes, SIR.  That does not mean though, that what you are doing is not bondage to me.  I don’t have to be in bondage ALL the time to keep that headspace.  You put me in suspension last night.  That keeps me focused as a bondageboy, so that all the other things out of bondage that we are doing is an extension of the scene.  I am enjoying trying to be your slaveboy for as long as you want me.   Being made to stay completely naked and barefoot on the stones has been a constant reminder of my status.”


John instructed me to go upstairs and get my sneaks.  “I want to tie you between two trees, and we need to find the right spot.”  We walked around the camp looking for the right spacing so I would be stretched out, and John would have enough room to use his whips.


We finally found sa spot near the volleyball court.  A telephone pole was in the middle of a grassy area, and a sturdy tree was about 12 feet away.  John ordered me to remove my sneaks and stand in the middle between the two.  The other suspension cuff was buckled on my right wrist.  John had me stretch up and tie ropes as hight as I could around the pole and the tree.


It was a cloudless morning and the sun was bright, coming from the pole side.  The only shade I would have would be the shadow from the telephone pole. I had  been staked out the previous weekends to tan, so the sun did not bother me too much.


John did not untie the red ropes from around my ankles.  He spread my legs and used other ropes for the attachments.  After attaching my wrists, my whole body was open and exposed.  A blindfold was put over my eyes.


I fully expected John to get his whips out and start marking up my body.  I was surprised when he started to lightly run his hand across my body.  I jerked back as it was ticklish.  John kept it up, then went into his bag and brought out several brushes.  He used different ones on me, watching to see how I would respond to each.  I was laughing and squirming around as much as I could.  John was laughing too.  “This was not what I had planned”, he remarked as we both were laughing.


John took one of the soft brushes and began tickling my nose.  I jerked away.  John kept brushing as I tried to turn my head away from him.  As I squirmed and jerked, the rope around the telephone pole slipped and I was able to move my left hand in.  I grabbed the brush away from him.  John squeezed my nuts until I let go of the brush.  “Bad, boy”. he said as he started to brush my nose again.


After about an hour, he released me and said it was time for a water  break.  We started to walk up to the lodge.  I went to pick up my sneaks.  “Leave them.” I still had on the cuffs and ropes around my ankles.  We left the whips and other toy bags there.  As we walked, I asked John if he tickled his other slaves.  He laughed and said no.  They were “serious” slaves.


Returning from the break, John tied me exactly the same as before.  This time he added a hood and blindfold.  Again, I prepared myself mentally to get beaten.  I felt something pinch the skin above the left nipple on my chest.  Clothespins!!  John put a row of three on each side of the chest, then put one on each shoulder.  Next John put one under each outstretched arm, before adding two on the inside of each leg.  John added another to each shoulder, then put two on the inside of each forearm.  My cock was starting to get hard by now.  John stopped for a while and played with each clothespin, making sure that I could still feel each one.


John took several blue plastic hemostats, and continued down my chest towards my nipples.   He put a couple pink plastic clothespins on my belly button, then started to work on my cock and balls.  First, two black pins were put on my balls, then moving up towards the cock, a light blue pin, an orange pin, and a lavender pin.  He did a second row on my balls in the same order.


John lifted my hard cock, and added two blue and an orange pin to it.  To finish off, he took two yellow pins, and clamped the head of my penis with it.  My cock was sticking straight out.  He took two metal hemostats, and pinched each nipple with it.  Click, click, click, click,  John squeezed the nipple as flat as he could.  I moaned in pain.  He played with them some, but by now I was moving a lot, so he let me enjoy the sensation, as the clamps kept biting in.  John removed them slowly, saving the cock and nipples for last.  I screamed as they were removed.  My nipples were very sensitive after he took the clamps off.  John took a basting brush, and lightly brushed my nipple.  I yelped as the soft bristles brushed it.  He teased me by saying that I was a wimp, that “a basting brush is more pain than you can handle.  Wait until I tell everyone.”


It was time for lunch.  John tied up my cock and balls with rope again.  This time I had both restraints on each hand, along with the red ropes around my ankles.   I was told to carry my sneaks, along with his bags to the porch.   After going through the line and getting my drink, John had me sit on the floor again.  Then he said, “You’ve been a good boy this morning, so I’m going to reward you.”  He took a blindfold out of his pocket and put over my eyes.  I ate lunch with my fingers.  It was easier finding things.


John wanted to see what gear I brought with me.  After lunch, I picked up my sneaks and we went upstairs.  I took the toys out of my bag.  He liked several things, but told me to put everything back and bring the bag over to the dungeon.  Of course, he had me walk on the stones the whole way, again commenting on how he loved to see me wince as I walked.


There was a long rope hanging from a tree near the gazeebo and down from the dungeon.  John tied my hands up high on the rope, so I was just about on my toes.  John got out a whip that he had just purchased.  He cracked it several times, but said that he needed to practice before using it on someone.  He put the whip away and walked over to me.


Last year at Delta, we had done a slapping game in the guardhouse.  John had reminded me of that earlier in a conversation, and he reminded me again.  John started on my left chest, slapping it harder and harder until I backed off.  Then he did the right chest.  John went up and down my body, slapping my legs, back and chest.  As he hit the chest again, it was sore enough that I started to back away.  A couple times, he made a direct hit on my tender nipples, and that really stung. He noticed and started to aim more blows there.   I turned my body to avoid the blows.  John stopped and went to his bag.  He took out a bandanna and tied it over my eyes.  Now I had to anticipate where John was so that he hits someplace other than my nips.


John concentrated on my ass for a while, every now and then, when I turned the right way, a blow would strike my chest.  As I kept moving, I eventually pulled the rope far enough back, that I lifted my feet up, and swung away from him.


“You trying to run away from me?” John laughed.


“No, SIR.”  But I had found a means of getting away from him, so I would run aound more then swing.  Unfortunately, the rope around my cock and balls had unravelled a little and an end was close to the ground.  Once, when I swung, John was able to step on the rope.  It stopped me from my swing sure enough, but it also made the rope longer, and it drug on the ground.  John would step on the rope so I could not go anywhere, and slap my body as I tried to move, duck and weave.  We were both laughing hard at my predicament.


When John untied me, I was told to get on my knees.  He pulled down his shorts, and fed me his cock to suck.  I sucked him for a few minutes, until John suggested we go to a more comfortable spot.  He removed the blindfold.


We went back to the area where we had played in the morning.  John laid on the grass, while I licked and sucked his cock.  John was soon ready to cum, and I rubbed his nips and played with his balls until he shot.  We relaxed together and rested.


We walked to the gazebo, staying on the stoney path most of the way.  “I am really enjoying seeing you walk naked on the stones.  Think of it as a form of bastinado.”


After we arrived, I was sent back to the lodge to get his cigars.  He had me sit on the stones as he instructed me on how to prepare a cigar.  As John smoked, he watched as I kept shifting around on the stones, trying to relieve pressure.  After a while, I was told to stand.  John partially unwrapped the rope around my left ankle, raised my foot up and tied it to my left hand.  I used my free hand to balance myself on his chair, but all my weight was on my right foot, with the small stones digging in.  I had to endure ten minutes of that, before he released my foot.  I still had to stand on the stones.  As I shifted weight to my left foot, John said we had to equalize things, untied the rope around my right ankle, then tied it to my right wrist.  By the time we left the gazebo, my feet were very sore.


John slept in a tent at night, but kept most of his personal belongings on a shelf in the bathroom near my bed.  As we placed his stuff the day before, he showed me a couple boards he had made.  I knew what they were for.  There was a small hole about a third of the way up the board.  He had brought 300 needles and wanted to do a piercing scene with someone sometime during the weekend.  The way he told it to me, he left it as my option.  I told him, “I had been talking with Arturo for a while, and I came to Boot Camp figuring that I would do a temporary piercing scene this year.”


After dinner, I was told to go over to the dungeon and get a table.  I took the route that kept me off the stones and into as much grass as I could get.  My feet were still very sore.  When he arrived, I was told to remove the ropes from my ankles and put on the ankle cuffs that I had brought.  The ropes around my cock and balls were untied, and he pulled so the ropes twirled everything around.


John had me put the head harness on without the gag.  He wanted to be able to talk with me.  He had me lie face up on the wooden table, legs spread wide and the arms by my side.  He used the red ropes to tie my ankles to the outside board, then come up just below the knees and tie them around a board, so I could not close my legs at all.  Rope then tied the suspension cuffs to the outside board, then brought above my elbow and passed between boards to keep my arm secure.  He put a blindfold over the head harness.   Finally, he took some white rope, tied it to the right side of the harness, passed under the table and auround to my left side, then back under and brought to the top of the table, where he tied secured the ring at the top of the harness down.  No ropes were put on my body, but I could not move too much. He got the butterfly board out and pulled my cock and balls through after a little struggle.


When we talked about the temporary piercing, we had only discussed having the cock and balls butterflied on the board.  I had told him earlier that I did not like needles, but since I was not supposed to say no, it seemed appropriate that he do the piercing.  John took some disinfectant and rubbed my cock and balls with it.  Then, he cleaned up my stomach, chest and arms.  I was wondering why he did it, when he started to squeeze the skin above my right nipple.


“Take some deep breaths.” I was told.  I started to breath in and out nervously.


“Now, take a deep breath and hold it.”


I felt the pin going through my skin.  It hurt like hell for a minute before becomming bearable.  John put two above my right nipple on my chest, then went around to the other side and put four in.  John paused after each one to allow recovery time.  One of the needles went in a little deeper, and ached for most of the time.


John came around to the right side of me.  “We have to even things out, don’t we.”

It wasn’t a question.  John put 2 more in, then decided to put 3 in between the 4 lined up, going the opposite direction.  I was moaning with every one.  He again informed me that we had to even the sides out.


After finishing my chest, he put four around my belly button, north, east, south and west.  Next he turned his attention to my cock.  The pins seemed a lot easier to take there, and John moved at a steady pace to ring my cock.  When John was done, he asked me how I felt.


“Fine Sir.  You can add more if you want.”


John smiled, then added a pin in between each one already pn my cock and balls.  After finishing, he added four more around my belly button.  “I think that is enough.”


Getting up from the table, I was smiling from the endorphin rush I felt.  There were several  piercing scenes happening in the dungeon.  John and I walked around and looked at them.  Every so often, I would bump the needles that were in my arm.  John saw this and said, “Maybe you should sleep with the pins in.”  I looked at him like he was nuts.


After an hour, John put me back on the table and took the needles out.  Except for the one in my chest, it did not hurt that much.  My endorphins were still flowing afterwards.  John asked me how I felt.  “I think I need some percussion, SIR.”


John took me over to the hoist and hooked my hands to the spreader bar.  He raised my hands until they were about a foot over my head.  John took out several floggers and pounded  my back and ass.  After 15-20 minutes, John stopped.  “I don’t want to go too far with this tonight.  I want you ready for tomorrow.”  I was released and told to go to bed.


Dave loves rubber, and I had brought my new pod suit to along. During the trip to camp, he asked if he could try it out.  “Of course”.  It ws the reason I had packed it.   After breakfast, John and I put him in it, then walked outside, leading him around.  We watched several scenes while Dave was sweating in the suit.  He told us he was getting warm and needed some water.  I went back to the lodge and got bottled water, but also picked up some ice at the cooler.  I fed him the water, while John tormented Dave with the ice.  “You said you were hot”, John said as Dave squirmed away.


Dave went up to the dungeon.  I was still dressed in my ankle cuffs and John’s wrist suspension cuffs, which had been on for most of the last 24 hours.  John had seen my ankle suspension cuffs, and wanted to try hanging me up in the air. He had be remove my ankle cuffs and put the others on.  There was an outdoor hoist behind the dungeon.  We went there.  It took a while to find a spreader bar that would serve the purpose that John wanted.


As we started to hook my ankles, Dave came out and asked to be let out of the suit.  Neither John nor I had thought he had been in it long enough, so I unhooked my ankles and helped John take him to the dungeon.  I found a thin mat and put it on a table.  John tied him down with rope, then we opened the zippers for the nipple access.  John got the brushes out of his bag, and we used them to varying intensity on Dave.  John was teasing him, telling Dave that we should pierce his nipples.  He got one of the needles and handed it to me.  I playfully kept poking Dave’s nips as John kept talking.  I found some lube and wet the rubber around Dave’s crotch.  We kept Dave nice and hard rubbing our hands across the slippery rubber.  We teased and tormented Dave for over an hour.  Dave loved the pod suit, but was ready to get out.


I didn’t eat much at lunch, since John still wanted to hang me upside down.  We decided to do a four-point suspension, where the wrists and ankles are attached to the bar, then hoisted up.  John wanted my ass facing him, but the natural movement of the hoist kept turning my body 90 degrees away.  He got his bag of rope and took out the red ones that we had used earlier in the week.  John tied one end to the scaffolding, then around my leg, tying the other end midway back.  He did the same to the other leg.  Now, I wouldn’t spin when he paddled me.

    
He thought I looked too comfortable.  John put a set of clamps on my nips.  He took another red rope, tied one end around my cock and balls, over the spreader bar holding my hands and feet, back down and around the tit clamps, then back up to the bar and tied off.  Only after making sure the balls and nips were pulled tight.


John liked his handiwork.  “Your ass is just sticking right out there just asking to get beat.”  He picked out a paddle, leather strop and cane.  He worked my ass over with each – getting it bright red and striping it with some strokes of the cane.  After 15-20 minutes, my hands were getting numb.  John lowered me to the ground.  I could tell he was a little disappointed I had to come down as he removed the wrist cuffs.  I suggested he raise me back up just with the ankle cuffs attached, so I would hang upside down.


John raised me as high as he could.  Unfortunately, the hoist was a little low and my head was scraping the ground.  He called it ground SM, as the stones scraped my shaved head.  John helped my problem by putting his paddle and strap under my head, so I wouldn’t cut it on the stones.  Of course, then he complained that he couldn’t hit me because the straps were being used elsewhere.  It didn’t stop him from using his hands again – hitting my legs, chest, ass and back – but he made sure that I didn’t swing from the blows and scrape my head.


After a while, it was time to come down.  John took the chain and started to pull the chain in a happy and carefree way.  It was funny watching him just twirl the chain as he pulled.  Only thing was, I was not moving.  “Uh, SIR, I am not going down.”


John tried the other chain.  Nothing.  The hook was jammed up into the hoist.  I lifted my head and John tried to free the hook.  It didn’t work.  I couldn’t take enough downward pressure off it to release the hook.  He asked if I was OK.  I told him yes.


John walked down to the front of the dungeon and yelled up to the lodge.  “I need four people to help me.”  Soon, all kinds of hands were helping me lift up so my ankles could be unclipped.  Once I was free, it was easy to unjam the hoist.


We went back inside.  John ordered me into my wrist and ankle cuffs.  Then he put a cock and ball harness on me.  We went outside and he tied me across the porch railing, bent over.  He wanted to beat my ass some more.  It was very sunny there, and I was sweating some.  John also noticed that he was starting to get red, so I was untied and we went back inside.


John led me to a cross and had me stand facing out.  He locked my hands behind the cross and clipped my ankles to the sides.  He took the red rope and tied my thighs to the cross, attaching them just below the crotch.  A second rope was wrapped above the elbows and tied, pulling the arms tighter together.  A white rope was tied to a chain at the top of the cross.  John then brought it down, through the D-ring on the cock and ball harness and back up, around the other side of my neck, and tied off to the chain after pulling my balls as far as they would go.  I was then blindfolded.


My nipples and cock got all the attention now.  John teased my cock and used his brushes on my nips.  They were still quite sore from previous scenes.  My cock got hard, but didn’t want me to cum.


After releasing me from the cross, it was time to move the bags of toys over to the other side of the dungeon where we store them.  My hands were cuffed behind and an empty toy bag was tied to the ball harness.  John started to add toys.  And more toys.  And more toys.  He had most everything in the bag when I had to bend my knees and lower the bag to the floor.  I had to carry the bag with my balls across the gym.  I was wincing the whole way.  John had fun “encouraging” me along.


John had two things he still wanted to do to me, but figured there was only time for one after the banquet.  I ate on the grass beside John, still wearing only the wrist and ankle cuffs.  We discussed the two options.  The first was that John would tie me in the sling and try and fist me, since I had told him I had never done it before.  The second was a whipping to blood on my back.  I had not gone that far in the past, and he wanted to be first.  Since his specialty is whipping, we decided to do that.


About an hour after dinner, I was tied to the cross, hands hooked together on the other side of the cross, feet spread and attached and a heavy hood over my head.  A rope around my waist kept me from moving around too much.   John started to flog me.  He did very little warmup before I was hit heavily with every blow.  The flogging seemed to go on a long time and John had me in tears.  He stopped one time when I was sobbing.  “Are you alright?  Do you want me to stop?”


I hung there sobbing.  It hurt like hell, but I didn’t want to stop the scene.  In a way I did, since it hurt as bad as any flogging I had taken.  But, I had been told I couldn’t say no, and I knew if I said something, it would be to stop the flogging.  So I hung there sobbing and didn’t answer.  John took that as permission to continue, and he pummellted

my back some more.  When he stopped and ran his hands lightly across my back, I shivered from the tickling sensation.  He asked if I was ready for the whip.  I nodded.


CRACK…….CRACK ……..CRACK ……  John was warming up, the sound making me jump.  Then I felt the sting of the whip.  After the flogging, the whip seemed easy.  He hit all over my back, though I knew none had broken the skin.  John stopped and came over to me.  “I will give you 10 hard ones, count them out for me.”


I braced on the cross, trying to give him a still target.  CRACK …… “mmmmm  1 SIR”.  I shivered.  It stung like hell.  After a few seconds, the sting lessened.  I braced again.

CRACK ……. A second spot was hit.  I jerked and try and catch my breath.  “2 SIR” I finally said.  John waited until I asumed the position again.


On it went, each stroke making me writh in pain, squirming in my bonds before counting the stroke and settling back in position.  John always waited until I was in position before making the next blow.  After the tenth blow, I relaxed a little. John came over.  “Nine of the ten drew blood.  If I do any more, it will turn your back into hamberger.”


John knew that my limit of blood had been reached.  I knew I was hurting, but I didn’t want it to end.  I could sense that John wanted to continue too.  I asked him, “What about my ass.”


I heard laughter in the background.  My ass was still sore from the caning earlier, but I wanted more marks.  John went back into position and atarted to stripe my ass.  I couldn’t believe how much it hurt.  When he hit a spot that had been caned, I really yelped.

I didn’t have to count these.  He just kept whipping.  By the time he finished, I had 18 stripes on my ass.  I was done.


As we left the dungeon, several people commented on the scene.  Several thought John and I were a couple and asked how long I have been with him.  They were surprised when I said we lived on opposite coasts.  I felt it was a great compliment to us that the way John and I interacted gave them that impression. I still had the cuffs on when I went to sleep.


Dave wanted to leave after breakfast to get back to the city.  I was putting luggage in the car when John came up to me and slapped me hard on my chest.


“Good morning.”


He was smiling.  I hit him back. “Good morning.”


John looked surprised, but his smile got bigger.  “Good morning”, he said hitting my chest again.  I was still naked.  He was fully dressed.  The stones in the parking lot made me shift my feet.  It was hard to keep my balance.  I responded with another hit.

“Good morning.”


We went back and forth for five minutes.  Each of us flexing our chest muscles to reduce the impact of the slaps.  Both of us were laughing.  Several people were watching and smiling at our actions.


It was time for breakfast.  As we stood in line, John said, “I thought about having you sit on a chair to eat, but that seems frivolous, doesn’t it.”


“Yes, Sir.  I am still wearing your collar, Sir.  It wouldn’t feel right.”  So I ate sitting on the floor one last time.


After breakfast we went outside.  John had me kneel before him like someone being knighted.  John put his hand on my head.  “You did real good this weekend.  I annoint you as a bondage slaveboy type person.”


He unlocked the collar.  I felt more naked than at any other time during the weekend.  I really didn’t want the weekend to end.  I knew it would be difficult to repeat this in the future, but I hope it can be.


Thanks, John.

