
We were pleased with the video of me being topped by Darlah.  The success Dick had with the video made us realize we had been missing an untapped market. There had to be a lot of submissive men out there, who craved being put through the wringer by dominant women.  What if we were to start another website for dominant women and submissive men? After tossing the idea around for a few days, we decided to go for it, and gave the website a working name of Men in Manacles.

We set it up the same way we set up the female website. We purchased some stock pictures, videos and stories about dominant women putting men in submissive situations, usually involving bondage, spanking, cbt and related activities. We also advertised for local talent and identified some potential actors and actresses. 

We worked on the new website and final arrangements for it in between working on the regular business of making videos and pictures of submissive women in bondage. We would use our regular facility, props and toys and tools of torment. Because we had not yet finalized arrangements with anyone who would act in a video, I would be the first male subject. I checked with Lilly, a dominant woman I know, and she agreed to tape a scene with me. As an added bonus, she planned to bring along her female sub, annie. I had scened with both of these women and looked forward to doing it again.

The day for our first taping finally arrived. It was a beautiful, warm, sunny day. Mistress Lilly and annie came to our place an hour early, so we could discuss plans for the taped scene. As usual, Dick would shoot the video and some still pictures. Mistress had a good sense of the script and the order in which she wanted to do things, so we would for the most part, follow her lead. If anything did not work well, Dick would cut it out of the video later.

At last we were ready. The scene started with me escorting Mistress and annie into the barn for a tour of our facility. I showed them the bondage horse, our St. Andrews Cross, the wood beams, the overhead chains which were attached to an electric hoist, and all of our toys. While annie and I were dressed in regular clothes, Mistress was in a full-length, red leather coat, which hung down to polished red boots.

Mistress asked if I had ever had the equipment used on me, and I told her of the recent scene, which triggered our new project. She responded by saying she wanted to try everything out for herself, and told me to get undressed. I acted surprised, and Mistress told me to get on with it or things would be more difficult for me.

I began to disrobe. As I did, I felt the familiar tingle of excitement in my groin and belly. My cock began to swell. Mistress began swatting my ass with a leather strap she had selected from our box of toys. I danced around, clumsily trying to disrobe, while unsuccessfully attempting to avoid her blows. The strap struck me hard each time, and I grunted my reaction. Finally, I managed to stand naked before her and annie, who had stripped down to her red bra and thong.

Mistress had me stand with my hands behind my head and my legs spread, while annie attached my ankle and wrist restraints. When they were fastened securely, I was led over to the bondage horse and stretched face down across it. My cock and balls hung exposed over the end of the horse. My arms and ankles were fastened to each of its four legs, and a blindfold was placed across my eyes. I was helpless and exposed for whatever she wanted to do to me. A slight draft caressed my sex, reminding me how open I was.

Mistress whispered in my ear that she was going to enjoy tormenting and torturing me. Her voice sent a shiver through my body, and I remembered the last time she had me this way. She was very capable of reducing me to a begging, shaking state, begging for release, and promising her anything for it.

I heard the rattle of a small chain, and new immediately that she had found my clover clamps. These were especially nasty, and I hated wearing them because they are so painful. I did not have a choice. Fear clutched my belly. My left nipple was quickly flicked to a hard point and a clamp attached to it. It felt like a fire had attached itself to my nipple. I screamed out a response. My body struggled against the horse as I continued to wail. “Ahhhhh, that hurts. I didn’t know you were going to do that to me!” Mistress brought out one of my largest gags. It was a red latex ball that would fill my mouth and lock behind my head. I tried to bargain by assuring her that I would not yell out again, but Mistress was having none of my pleas. She held it against my lips and tugged on the attached clamp. When I gasped in pain, she inserted the ball and pushed to secure it between my teeth. My groan was lost in the rubber. In a few seconds she had the straps locked behind my head.  

My right nipple got the same treatment—the clamp was quickly fastened, and Mistress was rewarded with a muffled wail that came out through my nostrils. This was more than I bargained for. She and Dick had evidently arranged for this to be very real. “Bear them for as long as you can, slut. Do it for me.” My mind shifted to another level, its submissive gears meshing. I was hers. Of course, I would do it for her. “Let me help you take your mind off the pain.” The strap quickly fell across my ass, and did help me forget my throbbing nipples.

Mistress struck me several times across my ass with the strap. When she stopped, I was breathless, and my cock had lost some of its rigidity. A hand worked it back to fullness. Then a tongue flicked across my balls and up the shaft of my cock. A fingernail scratched the head of my erect cock, causing me to jerk helplessly in my bonds and my cock to swell again. I felt precum ooze from its tip.

There was a pause for a few moments as preparations were made to do something else to me. Later, I learned that Mistress had taken off her red coat and fastened on a strap on cock. The waiting and listening have always been scary and stimulating to me at the same time. My imagination runs along with anticipation and fear of what might be in store for me next. Every sound is magnified and makes me wonder what its source is. My nipples were throbbing, and I could feel the pulse echo in my cock.

I jumped a bit when fingers touched my anus, probing it and spreading lubricant inside and out. Mistress whispered in my ear that she was going to fuck me with her strapon. And she did. I felt her hands on my butt cheeks, spreading them apart and the latex cock probe my ass. I tried to relax for her, but there was some natural resistance. “Take it, slut,” she whispered. The head of the strapon pushed harder at my entrance. A tiny moan came through my nose. Gently, Mistress eased her cock into my asshole. I moaned as she slipped it in, bit by bit. Her hands gripped my hips, as I felt it bottom out in my bottom. Feelings of submission blossomed. I wished I could beg her to fuck me. Sensations began to spread from my rectum to my cock as she began to move in and out of me slowly. “I am fucking you, slutboy,” she hissed. My nipple clamps were removed, and I screamed and stiffened as the pain shot through me, causing me to push back against her probing rod. Fingers worked on my cock, pumping it. The sensations were amazingly erotic. I felt Mistress stiffen against my ass and heard her moan through a climax, as the other end of her cock stimulated her sex.

There was a short pause as Mistress regained her composure. She then withdrew her cock from me. I was made to wait a short time, then my hands were released from the horse and fastened behind me. My legs were unfastened and I was led away from the horse and positioned under the hoist’s chains. A spreaderbar connected my ankles and pushed my legs far enough apart that they were again useless. My wrist restraints were fastened to the hoists hook. After my blindfold was adjusted, the hoist was raised just enough to stretch me to my limits. There was a pause, and I heard the noise of Dick operating the digital camera.

The hoist started again and took me up to my toes, then off the ground entirely. I was totally helpless, hanging there like a carcass. It was useless to struggle. I was submeat. I exercise regularly, and everyone knew I could hang there for several minutes with no difficulty. In fact, every morning I practice hanging from an overhead bar. One never knows when one will be strung up. My body swayed gently with each breath I took. Hands caressed and tickled my back, chest and underarms, causing more swaying. Fingers stroked my cock, then a tongue and mouth teased and nibbled me back into a turgid state.

The flogger struck my ass with a force that took my breath away. An involuntary cry was my response, but it came out as a groan through my gag. The hot mouth on my cock kept me excited. Again and again, the flogger left a fiery path across my back. Then it stopped, as my oral treat continued. The flogger resumed on my chest, sending fire across it that finally centered on my nipples. The mouth still teased me. Suddenly, my chest felt like it was on fire as hot wax struck it in numerous places. I felt my cock being sucked deeper. I made an effort to push my chest out to welcome contact with the wax as it continued to splash across my chest. The intensity of what was happening caused me to moan almost continuously. I surrendered to all of it, accepting anything that would happen to me. I saw mental images of giant red candles dripping was all over my body till I was buried in it.

Heat radiated from my body. I could feel it pulse in waves away from me. I was a furnace of arousal. More wax landed on my chest and triggered my climax. My body stiffened with it as I made a guttural primal groan through my nose. I felt like a flower that was opening itself to all sorts of possibilities. More wax struck and stuck to my chest. Fingers squeezed my balls, causing my climax to ratchet itself to a higher level. It had no end. Each contraction sent me higher. And it went on and on.

When it was finally over, I hung there, whimpering. They gently lowered my feet to the ground, and I managed to stand on shaking legs when they were released when they were released from the spreaderbar. I chair was pushed against the back of my knees, and I was allowed to sit. I all but collapsed into it, and they had to press themselves against me to keep me from falling out of it. I drifted off for several minutes as my body readjusted itself to life without major erotic stimulation.

When I had recovered enough, we discussed the experience. I thanked them all and told them I had never gone so deeply into subspace. The experience was almost spiritual. There was some discussion among the group about whether or not such an intimate moment should be shared with our members, but when I saw the video, the decision was easy. This was a staged experience that turned out to be very intense and real. I felt our members had to see it.

And they did see it. It turned out to be one of our most popular scenes. We eventually decided to do more scenes with me as the subject on whom visiting Dommes could work their favorite techniques. And surprisingly enough, the fact that I switched and honestly enjoyed both sides of our lifestyle, brought more volunteers into all of our sites. I learned something from this experience. I wanted to give every sub an experience similar to the one I had. It became almost a preoccupation. Some of the resulting experiences will be shared with you in the future. 

