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Paid to Obey

At 4:30 PM on Friday, I was in position, kneeling at his door, my knees against the hardwood floor. My uniform – if you could call it that – rode up behind me. The tiny French maid’s uniform hid nothing of my C-cup tits or my round, 18-year-old ass. The clock in the kitchen ticked. I waited, entirely still. I knew He had the cameras watching me – if He reviewed the footage later and saw me fidgeting, it would be a harder weekend than usual.

I’d worked for Master ever since I turned 18 and needed to fund my college education. I responded to the ad for a personal assistant. The salary was much higher than any weekend job could deserve, and I soon found out why.

The lock turned, then the doorknob. My heartrate sped up. I had no idea what kind of mood He would be in. What kind of weekend I was in for. I kept my eyes down on the floor as he entered; so all I could see was his black leather shoes. He closed the door, and I leaned down to the floor, raising my ass into the air for him to admire.

“I’m so glad you’re home, Master,” I lied, my stomach twisting in disgust as I began to lick His shoes. He stood patiently, watching me work, washing His shoes clean with my tongue. I noticed a spot of dirt on the left shoe and worked my tongue over it, careful not to cringe at the taste. I heard the familiar clink of a buckle, and the slick roll of a zipper going down.

But I wasn’t done with my first duty of the weekend; not until I’d bathed every inch of His Italian leather loafers. My blonde hair was tied up in a high ponytail, for him to grab whenever he decided he was ready for more. But it was the kick to my chin that really told me I was done cleaning his shoes. The pain racketed up my jaw, and a second later he had my ponytail in his hand and was wrenching my face up to his erect cock.

Long and thick, a bead of milky pre-cum dripped from the tip. I looked up at Him. His gray hair was parted to the side, the color matching his beard. His dark eyes stared down at me impassively. He liked for me to look at him. He liked to watch the tears run down my cheeks, smearing my make-up. I opened my mouth, tongue out, and began to lap at his cock. I kept my hands tightly behind my back, knowing what a sin it was to use them when I was sucking his cock. The taste was musky as I licked and suckled the head.

He snapped his fingers, and I dropped my mouth to his balls. They were large and hairy, but I sucked them into my mouth obediently, his cock rubbing against my face as I lathed his balls with my tongue and lips. I licked at the crease of his thigh, nuzzled my tongue against the skin beneath his sack, darted my tongue around the hairy base of his shaft. When he snapped his fingers again, I brought my mouth back to his cock.

Saliva began to dribble down my chin as I took him deeper and deeper into my mouth. He grabbed my ponytail once more, signaling that he was going to take charge. Despite myself, I felt my nipples hardening, my pussy dripping. He grunted as he thrust his hips against me and jammed his cock into my throat, triggering my gag reflex.

I felt like I was choking, and the tears began to spill from my eyes, but I kept looking up at him, knowing it would be over sooner if I just went with it. I let him thrust against my face, my nose buried in his pubes, my throat clenching desperately around the head of his cock as my body struggled to take in enough air.

I gurgled, spit running down my chin and onto the shelf of my breasts, as he dropped his other hand to the back of my head, now pinning me tightly against him as his cock ravaged my throat. His cock throbbed, then swelled, and he began to burst into my mouth. I knew better than to writhe against his grip; instead, I desperately swallowed, over and over, trying to get every drop.

Even so, he must have had a whole week’s worth of cum stored up, because his cum spilled into my cheeks and dribbled from my mouth, too much for me to take in all at once. I felt him spit on the top of my head as his cock jerked one last time, the last of his seed sliding down my raw and painful throat. Only then did he release me, pulling away violently. But he still had one hand on my ponytail, and he used it to rip me to my feet.

“Get me a drink,” he barked, releasing me with a push that had me stumbling in my stripper heels.

“Yes, Master,” I said, hurrying to the bar. “Thank you for letting me serve you, Master.”

I fixed the drink quickly, the taste of his cum still in my throat. Bringing it to him, I bowed my head and dropped to my knees again, careful not to spill a drop. Spilling would lead to spanking. He grabbed the tumbler from my hand and walked past me.

“Come, pet,” he said. “I want to put my feet up.”

There was no use getting to my feet; I crawled behind him until he lowered himself into the leather armchair in his study. Then I got into position, so that he could use me as a footstool. My back ached and dipped under the weight of his legs, but I was used to it by then. He knew my limits, too, and he wouldn’t force me to support him for too long. He sighed.

“Rough day,” he said.

“I’m so sorry, Master,” I said. “I hope I can make it better.”

He grunted.

“My stepson is coming to town,” he said. His son? I didn’t know he had a son…that was weird. I lived with him during the weekend. Would his son stay in the house, too? Apparently, he didn’t feel like answering that question, because he was silent for some time before speaking again.

“What have you made for dinner?”

“Shephard’s Pie, Master,” I said.

I could hear the sneer in his voice.

“You made that last month.”

“I’m sorry, Master, I thought you liked it…”

“I did. But you’re supposed to excite me, not bore me.”

He lifted one leg from my back, but it wasn’t relief that I felt. He used the foot to kick me gently in the stomach – hard enough to hurt, but not hard enough to make me collapse. Then he put the foot back and sighed.

“It’ll have to do,” he said. I heard ice clinking in his glass. My arms were beginning to shake, my knees already aching, thighs trembling. “Have you done what I told you? This week?”

I cringed, grateful he couldn’t see.

“Yes, Master,” I said.

The videos of me masturbating in my bedroom were on my phone. He wanted me to save them; one for every night that I was away. I was to e-mail them on Sunday, after I went home. The videos were embarrassing; he had me do things that put me at risk of being found out. I still lived with my parents, and how would I explain it if they found me in the shower, piss running down my legs while I fingered myself, my nipples red and chained together by clamps? Or straddling one of our pool cues from the game room, rubbing it against my clit in front of my webcam?

“Good,” he said. “Now, I’m hungry.”

Finally, he let me stand up, my body aching from supporting his weight. As always, I avoided eye contact as I rushed to the kitchen to get dinner. He only liked me to look him in the eye when he was fucking me.
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The table was already set, and I brought out his meal on one of his silver platters. He looked at it with mild contempt, then nodded. That was the sign that I should eat, too. I dropped to my hands and knees again and crawled to my bowl. The room was set up so that he could watch me eat from my bowl while he enjoyed his dinner on the fine china.

He might have been bored by my choice of Shephard’s Pie, but it was much better than the plain oatmeal that I was allowed. I ate like a dog, licking the bowl clean, desperate for sustenance – I only got one meal a day on the weekends, if you didn’t count all the cum I swallowed.

We ate in silence. I finished first, having so little to eat, and dropped to my waiting position, on my knees under the table. Sometimes, he dropped scraps of food under there, knowing that I would take advantage of any opportunity to eat.

That night, I got nothing. When I heard his chair scrape and saw him rise to his feet, I knew it was time to clean up. Wordlessly, without waiting for him to demand it, I cleared the table and loaded the dishwasher. He watched, as he always did, enjoying the sight of my teenage ass in the tiny skirt, bending over in the seven-inch-heels, my tits nearly falling out with each step I took.

“Good girl,” he said when I was finished. “Come.”

The routine was always the same, and this night was no different. He led me to the media room, settled himself on the couch, and snapped for me to kneel at his feet. He clicked on the TV, and immediately the room was full of the sound of moaning and grunting. He had a new video every week. This time, we were watching a gangbang. Five men surrounded a tiny Asian girl, forcing her to suck their cocks, slapping her in the face with their erect dicks, pummeling her body three at a time.

I didn’t want to be turned on, but I was.

It was hard not to be, with so much sex filling the screen, and the sounds reverberating in my ear. Again and again, the girl would take a load of cum on her face or tits or in her mouth, and a new man would appear to keep up the gangbang. There was an implication that she wasn’t enjoying herself, and may not have consented to it at all. That made it hotter. Because then she was like me: a sex slave.

Master stroked my hair throughout the video, and I knew he would be hard again, and ready to fuck as soon as it was over. My pussy dripped, my mind unwilling but my body needy. He did have a huge cock, after all, and he always managed to make me cum, even though I found his age and his abuse abhorrent. How could I enjoy being treated like a dog, a slut, a useless toy?

I don’t know – but I know that I did enjoy it, even if I didn’t want to. His petting of my hair got harder, and the video seemed to be coming to its climax. The girl was in the middle of a ring of cocks, and one by one they covered her in cum, coating her hair, covering her nose, her eyes.

Master’s petting turned harsh. His hand slowly closed over my ponytail. My stomach knotted, my wet pussy betraying me with a tingle. Slowly but sternly, he pulled me up onto the couch. A glance down showed me that he was hard as could be. He turned, grabbing me by the throat and forcing me onto my knees, bending me over the arm of the couch.

Getting himself into position, He grabbed my top and pulled it down, revealing my bouncy tits. Grabbing them, he kneaded my flesh, pinching my nipples, making me squirm. His cock pressed between my thighs, sliding between my wet lips.

“That’s my little pet,” he growled. “Nice and wet for Master. You love it, don’t you?”

My throat clenched as I spoke the words I hated so much.

“Yes, Master,” I said. “I love being touched by you. My pussy is so wet, Master, please fuck me?”

He slapped my ass once, hard.

“Is that all you got?”

His hands returned to my tits, clutching them harder, squeezing them between his fingers and yanking at my nipples.

“Please, Master,” I whimpered. “I need your cock inside my dirty cunt, I’m so wet, I need you, please...”

“What are you?” He demanded, his cock inching towards my hole, spreading my lips wide.

“I’m your slut, Master,” I panted, my hips tight and desperate to push back and feel him fill me up. The video was starting over from the beginning, the girl moaning and writhing and gasping. “I’m your perfect little pet, I’m here to serve you, please let me serve you, Master…”

With a groan, he entered me, and my whole body clenched. His cock was so huge, every time he thrust inside me it was like I was being split open for the first time. My juices spilled around his shaft and down my thighs, wanton evidence of my lust.

“Fuck yeah,” he growled. “That’s all you are. Just a dirty little slut. Worthless…”

His words had my teeth grinding together, but my body was loving every inch of his cock as he thrust it into me, stroke after stroke lighting my fire and stoking it higher and hotter.

“…stupid, mindless…”

I moaned, whimpering my pleasure as he tortured my tits and filled my pussy, pressing all the way to my womb. He forced me to get on the pill so he could fuck me bareback and cum inside me whenever he wanted, and now as he fucked me harder and faster, I knew he’d be filling me again soon. Just the thought of his cum splashing against my pussy walls made me sick, but when he pinched my nipples again I cried out in pleasure, back arching.

“…little slave. And you love it. Your filthy little cunt is dripping for me. You love giving your body to your Master, don’t you?”

“Yes, Sir! Yes!”

I didn’t even think about what I was saying, because he reached down and thumbed my clit, slamming into me at the same time. My whole body shuddered as I came in a flood, spilling over his cock and clenching down on his shaft. He grunted, fucking me like an animal, pistoning into my spasming pussy until he finally came, too.

He unloaded his balls into my teenage pussy while I came, my slit milking him dry. He grabbed my ponytail and forced me up, my back against his chest, giving my tits one last good squeeze before he released the last of his cum into my womb. Immediately, he pulled out, and brought one hand between my legs. He pushed into my slit and pulled out a fingerful of cum.

“Dessert,” he said, a sardonic tone in his voice, forcing his finger between my lips so I could suck the cum off it. “Hungry, aren’t you?”

He did it again, and again, feeding me the cum he just spilled into my pussy, mixed with my own shameful pleasure, until he grew bored and pushed me away. I collapsed on the couch, shame and satisfaction mixing into an awful sensation in my gut.

“You’re lucky to have a Master like me,” he sneered, looking down at me. “Some Masters might not let you cum at all.”

“Thank you,  Master,” I sighed, crawling to my knees again, positioning myself at his feet. “What can I do for you, Master? To show how grateful I am?”

“Go lick the toilet bowl clean,” he grinned. I shuddered, but I knew he wasn’t joking. I left him in the media room, crawling towards the bathroom to obey his orders.
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I woke up curled and sore at the foot of his bed, as always. I was allowed a small blanket at night, so I had to curl up like a cat in order to keep warm. What woke me up wasn’t the cold or my stiff limbs; it was his hands, moving my sleeping body into a familiar position.

I was awake instantly.

He had me on my knees, and grabbed my cheeks, spreading them apart.

“Good morning, Master,” I sighed, preparing myself for what came next.

“I’ll show you a good morning,” he grumbled. He spat down onto my rosebud, and nestled the head of his cock against my ass. He had me trained well, and I relaxed every muscle in my body, going limp and letting him use me as the fuck toy I was. Groaning, his cock split my ass wide, his shaft slowly inching into my tight rosebud.

“Do you like it, pet?” he grunted, beginning to thrust in and out, slowly, torturously slowly. The pain began to fade away as another sensation took its place. A sensation I dreaded even more than I dreaded the pleasure of his cock filling my pussy.

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, biting the sheets as pleasure bloomed in my sex. The slow pleasure of his cock filling my ass, pressing my clit against the bed, filled my tired body. “Yes, Master. Please fuck my ass harder.”

He chuckled, grabbing my ass cheeks in both hands. He thrust harder, going deeper and faster with each stroke.

“Go ahead and touch yourself, you stupid slut,” he barked, knowing how badly I wanted to. My hand flew between my legs and I found my clit, relief flooding me as I provided the friction that would take me over the edge. His thick cock pummeled my ass, and I fingered my clit, the pressure in my stomach building and building.

This time, he was impatient; he moaned, sliding his cock deep into my ass and pulsing. Thick, hot ropes of cum filled me with heat, and the sensation drove me over the edge. My asshole clenched, my muscles tightening, toes curling as I came. He thrust again and again, determined to spill every drop of cum in his balls into my tight teenage asshole.

When he finally pulled out, he grabbed my hair and forced me to lick him clean. My rosebud leaked, my body stung with shame, and my limbs ached from the way I slept. When he was finally satisfied, he tossed me aside, getting up with a grumble.

“My stepson will be here soon,” he said. “Make yourself presentable. You look like a dirty whore. No one would touch you. Go clean yourself up, and put on the spare uniform.”

“Master?” I asked, alarmed. So I was going to meet the stepson. But in what capacity? If I was wearing my uniform, I’d be basically naked…

“What?” He snapped. “Did you not understand? I own you, and you do what I say, right?”

“Yes, Master,” I whimpered.

“Then get cleaned up and put on the spare uniform. I want you looking your best when he arrives.”

With that, he left the room, off to perform his morning routine. I felt cold and scared. Master was the only one who’d touched me…so far.

Was I going to have to serve his stepson now, too? What would he be like? Even worse than Master?

But what choice did I have? The contract was clear. I was his property. I could always walk away, but I’d lose everything I’d worked for – money-wise, I mean. Sighing, I gathered myself together and headed for the bathroom. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad…
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All cleaned up and changed, I wandered out of the bathroom, seeking Master. To my surprise, all I found was a note from him, saying that he had to go out for an emergency at work, but that his stepson had a key and I should be waiting to receive him. I had to guess that he meant I should be in my normal position, waiting at the door, so that’s what I did.

An hour later, the lock finally turned. My body experienced a flush at relief, since it meant I no longer had to kneel in total stillness at the door. But I was also terrified. When the door swung open, I realized I had every reason to be terrified.

Master’s stepson didn’t look anything like him – obviously. For one thing, he was huge. Like, tall and also pretty chunky. Maybe it was muscle, but it looked like fat from my vantage point. He dropped his suitcase to the floor, closing the door behind him.

“Welcome,” I said carefully, testing the waters. He had short blonde hair and green eyes. He grinned.

“So you’re the pet my father told me about,” he said.

“Yes, Sir,” I said, shrinking under his eyes, which were devouring my body.

“Well, fuck,” he said, already unzipping himself. “Just looking at you has got me horny. Lay down.”

On the floor? Even Master usually waited to fuck me on something soft. But I wasn’t there to complain, so I positioned myself on the hardwood floor and waited for him to lay on top of me. But he didn’t. Instead, he dropped to his knees, straddling my stomach. He grabbed my top and pulled it down, revealing my bouncy, creamy young tits.

He looked ready to drool as he grabbed them and began to play with my flesh, pinching my nipples and kneading me hard. My heart picked up speed, arousal taking over despite my disgust. He was groaning and thrusting against my stomach; his cock felt smaller than Master’s, but I couldn’t really see.

“Need to get this shit wet before I fuck your tits,” he growled, and promptly moved up my body, now straddling my face at an angle that forced his cock directly into my mouth. He held my head in his hands, kind of half-kneeling over me as he started to thrust. My saliva started flowing, my spit lubing his shaft as he jammed himself into my throat, triggering my gag reflex.

I’ve always thought I was alright at sucking cock, but he apparently didn’t want that, because as soon as he was wet enough, he pulled away and shifted again. Now, he turned around, straddling my neck in such a way that his balls and ass hung over my mouth. I felt his hands on my tits again, now squeezing them together and pulling them upwards. He groaned as his lubricated shaft slid between my tits.

“I don’t feel you licking my balls,” he grunted. His balls were, indeed, swinging right above my mouth. It smelled pretty terrible down there, but I wanted it to be over, so I leaned up and started sucking and licking his balls while he fucked my tits.

“Aw, fuck yeah, that’s good,” he groaned. “Fuck, these tits are nice.”

He pinched my nipples while he fucked my tits, and as his thrusts sped up I was having trouble focusing on his balls. My tongue went everywhere, even between his ass cheeks, until I heard him panting and grunting.

“Shit, gonna cum,” he groaned, and abruptly rose up, jerking himself as he repositioned his body to fuck my tits from the other side. This brought his cock right under my chin.

“Lick the tip,” he barked, grabbing my hair until my mouth was level with the head of his cock as it moved between my tops. I stuck my tongue out, flicking it across his cock whenever I could. I heard a wheezing moan, he held my head in place and exploded over my face. His cum spread across my lips, went up my nose, coated my eyes. Hot and thick and sticky, it dripped from my face onto my neck and tits while he watched, satisfied with himself. Finally, he released me, and stood up, pulling his pants on again.

“That was alright,” he said. “Clean yourself up.”

I started to stand, but he laughed and put a foot on my chest to hold me down.

“You don’t need to stand up to eat cum, do you?”

Oh. That’s what he meant. Disgusted and frustrated by my body’s response to this treatment, I began to wipe my face clean and suck the cum from my fingers, until I had swallowed most of the thick, salty seed. Finally, he let me stand up.

“Show me my room, slut,” he said, pushing at my back to watch me teeter on my heels. I had to assume he was staying in the house’s guest room, so I silently led him in that direction, trying to salvage my top at the same time.

“Here you are, Sir,” I grit out, opening the door for him.

“Good,” he said, throwing his suitcase on the bed. “I’m tired as shit. And I definitely wanna fuck you again. I’m gonna take a nap.”

He slammed the door in my face. With nothing else to do, I went back to the door to wait for Master, still reeking of his stepson’s cum.
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Master didn’t stop to speak to me when he got home, but walked right passed me.

“Jeremy?” He called – that must be his stepson’s name.

There was a sound of commotion behind the guest room door as Jeremy got up from his nap – he’d been sleeping for two hours. Master liked me to follow him if he didn’t give me any other instructions, so I got onto all fours and crawled until I knelt as his feet once more. The guest room door opened.

“Hey, pop,” Jeremy said. The men shook hands, exchanging pleasantries. They didn’t talk about me at all. When Master suggested they retire to the living room for a drink, he snapped his fingers for me to follow. And once they were seated, I was responsible for getting the drinks. When they were both served, I knelt once more at Master’s feet.

“She’s nice,” Jeremy finally said. Master reached down to pet my head.

“She’s alright,” he said. “I’ve had better. Her tits are good, but her ass could be nicer. And she gets sloppy wet – not tight enough.”

“She was a good titfuck earlier,” Jeremy said. “Too bad about her cunt.”

“You wanna see what I mean?” Master asked. Jeremy shrugged, putting his glass down on the side table. “Come on then.”

Master snapped his fingers and rose. I followed him, and Jeremy, on all fours. We went to the dining room, where Master promptly dragged me to my feet by my hair, and then positioned me on the table. I knew what came next, and dreaded it. He produced the robes from the drawer in the armoire and tied both my wrists and ankles to the legs of the table, so that I was spread wide with my ass at one end and my head hanging off the other. Jeremy laughed, slapping my tits as he walked around, studying me. He stopped at my pussy.

“Looks dry to me, pop,” he said, and promptly thrust two fingers into my open slit to prove his point. I bit my tongue to keep from screaming at the rough entrance. He wiggled his fingers inside me, and to my horror I began to respond. “Alright, now we’re talking.”

“She loves sucking cock,” Master said, positioning himself at my head. “Just wait. She’ll be dripping wet in no time. Right, slave?”

“Yes, Master,” I whined. He unzipped himself and thrust his cock against my lips. I hoped Jeremy would stick to his fingers. I’d never been fucked by two men at once, and I didn’t want to start. But just as Master predicted, as I started to lick and suck the tip of his cock, my traitorous body grew aroused. My nipples hardened, my clit throbbed, and my pussy began to drip.

Jeremy’s fingers, still lodged in my slit, moved easier inside me. Meanwhile, Master was taking his time with my mouth, sliding his cock sideways between my lips so I could lick the whole shaft. He lifted his cock so I could suck the flesh of his balls. Jeremy fucked my pussy with his fingers, causing my arousal to triple. Soon, I was squirming and moaning in need as the two men had their way with me.

“You’re right,” Jeremy said, pulling his fingers out. ‘She does get wet. But too wet?”

“Go ahead and fuck her,” Master said, to my alarm. “You’ll see.”

“If you say so, Dad,” Jeremy replied, a grin in his voice. Master grabbed my hair, hanging down in its ponytail, until I spread my jaw wide.

“She’s gonna cum so hard,” Master chuckled. “Fucked by two men at once. And her Master’s son, no less.”

Just as Master shoved himself into my mouth, Jeremy slid his cock into my drenched pussy, and I moaned. The vibration rolled down Master’s shaft; he reached for my tits, holding onto them like handlebars as he raped my throat, fucking it raw while his son steadily pumped into my cunt.

“Yeah, I guess she could be tighter,” Jeremy wheezed. “But this ain’t too bad.”

“Like I said, I’ve had better,” Master grunted, pinching my nipples. “And I always make sure she knows it. You’re a B-grade whore, my pet. Don’t forget how lucky you are I put up with you.”

He was throat-fucking me hard, and his son was slamming into my womb even harder. My body, pinned between them, was building heat and tension. I was going to cum, and it was awful. I didn’t want to cum while Master and his son fucked me, bound as I was to the table. But when Jeremy groaned, burying his dick in my pussy and releasing his seed, I couldn’t hold back.

My eyes rolled back in my head, my hips bucked as much as they could given my position. My pussy clenched and squeezed his dick, making him cum even harder. And Master pulled out, jerking himself over my face while I sucked his balls, until he exploded over my tits. Father and son both used my body as their cum dumpster, pumping and pumping until they were empty. And when they were done, and Master untied me, I was expected to clean myself up – in the usual way.

My stomach grumbled with hunger, as I still hadn’t eaten since the night before, but two loads of cum made for a paltry snack. They watched, joking around, as I debased myself before them, sucking Master’s cum from the top of my tits while digging my fingers into my cunt to collect Jeremy’s seed. Finally, they pulled me down and Master led me to my cage. When I was especially bad, or Master was bored with me, he locked me in the cage, like a dog. Leaving me there in the dark, I didn’t see them again until dinner.

The whole rest of the weekend was just like that. Jeremy fucking my mouth while Master made me ride his cock with my ass. Jeremy cumming in my ass right after his father, until I felt like I would explode from the pressure of cum inside me. They came on my face, my tits, inside my pussy. I cleaned their cocks with my tongue, eating their cum from my own holes, sucking and licking their balls until they were bored with me.

When Sunday night finally came around, and Jeremy had said his final goodbye – which included a generous load of cum spread across my face – I was a starving, bloated, sex-crazed mess. That was the worst part. Through it all, I just kept cumming. Over and over again; the worse they treated me, the harder my body bucked and spasmed.

At 9pm, my shift was almost over. Soon, I would be allowed to crawl out the door and drive home. But not before Master delivered the final humiliation. One by one, he dropped my money on the ground while I kneeled before him, thanking him for each twenty dollar bill, catching them in my mouth and stuffing them into my cleavage. A thousand dollars, all told. I was still only halfway to my college fund goal. As soon as I had enough money, I was going to quit.

Except, by then, I wasn’t sure I’d want to quit.

Because even after such an exhausting, humiliating, and torturous weekend, I felt a little bit more sad to leave Master than I had the weekend before. When he reached down to pet my head, I leaned into his palm, nuzzling him. I would miss him, just a little bit.

After all, he was my Master. Doesn’t every pet miss their Master when they’re gone?


Bonus Story: My Secret Santa is a Dom!

1

No one could ever accuse me of being too enthusiastic about spending the two weeks with my husband’s family. But it was Christmas, and his parents had just retired and bought themselves an idyllic little mansion in the mountains. And since I worked from home, I couldn’t say that I had to be at the office.

For one year, I figured, I could put up with it.

It’s not that I don’t like Ben’s family. They’re fine. Nice folks. Very pleasant. It’s more that I don’t much care for Ben. I know that sounds awful, coming from his wife, but you have to understand that I really did love him – or believe I loved him – when I married him.

I consider all that time the “before” time.

But three years into our marriage, something changed.

Specifically, I changed.

It wasn’t Fifty Shades of Grey that did me in, though it was one of the stepping stones. No, the first thing that put me on the road of no return was something quite innocuous. An accident. I stumbled into BDSM like a little kid stumbling into a well. One little slip, and then a long fall.

I’m a graphic designer by trade. For a long time, I made most of my money working for companies who wanted logos, ads, promotional materials. The money was good, too. But I wasn’t feeling very fulfilled. So I started doing some more creative work on the side.

I started with self-help books, then thrillers, then got some gigs for mystery novels and sci-fi stories. By the time I came across a client who wanted me to design a cover for a romance novel, I was well versed in the do’s and don’ts of book covers. I eagerly accepted. The client sent over a summary of her book, and what she wanted.

What she wanted turned out to be something that I’d never devoted more than two seconds of thought to in my entire life.

It was simple enough. She wanted a cover that featured a woman with her hands bound behind her back. Something sexy but a little dark. I was eager to get started, thinking it’d be a lot like working on a thriller or a mystery cover.

It wasn’t really that similar.

The photos I started working with, stock photos from a website I subscribed to, were a lot racier than anything I looked at working in other genres. Some of them were racy enough to get my heart beating. This was back when I still thought that a little reverse cowgirl action now and then was enough to keep my sex life interesting. Not that I was satisfied, per se, but I never really even considered that sex could be anything but vanilla.

But the more I delved into those photos – which, by the way, were PG-13 at the very worst – the more I felt something strange stirring inside me. A picture of a woman with a gag in her mouth would make my own mouth water. Bound hands made my wrists itch. A whip or a riding crop made me tingle between my legs.

That was the beginning of the end.

Soon, I was reading all the BDSM books I could find, masturbating ferociously while Ben was at work. I tried, carefully and discreetly, to guide him towards more risqué stuff in the bedroom, but he laughed at my suggestions to handcuff me or blind me. He thought I was just caught up in that Fifty Shades wave, and that I didn’t really know what I wanted. He thanked me for “trying to keep him interested”, patted me on the head, and screwed me doggy-style to prove that he could be edgy, too.

The lower and deeper I sank, the more I began to lose interest in Ben – not just sexually, but in general. It got to the point where I actually made a profile on a racy dating website that matched up submissives – that was me! – with dominants. I got a few bites, but always chickened out. I didn’t mind the idea of cheating on Ben, since he was so unwilling to even try my ideas in the bedroom, but the idea of actually meeting up with a real dom was…intimidating, to say the least.

By the time we started packing for our two-week getaway in the mountains, I’d been leading my secret life for two years, and my feelings for Ben were all but dead. I still liked him as a person, but I didn’t love him. He wanted us to have children, and I went along with it because I did want kids. Why didn’t I just divorce him and find someone new? Inertia, I guess. I kind of thought that eventually, I’d find a dom to see on the side, and with my sexual appetite sated, I’d be more receptive to my husband’s cheerful disposition and loving attitude.

Or maybe I just didn’t want to deal with a divorce. I’d spent most of my adult life with Ben. It was hard to imagine life without him. Even if life without him would probably be better. And definitely more exciting.

So a Christmas vacation – two weeks with my in-laws – wasn’t an ideal escape for me. Ben would be around all the time, probably, so there’d be no way for me to sneak off and relieve my urges. I left my e-reader stocked with dirty books at home. I prepared for two boring weeks, and thanked the heavens that his family was the heavy drinking type. They always had a fully stocked bar.

The Garsons weren’t a huge family. There was Ellen, Ben’s mom, a very soft-spoken and sweet woman who always went out of her way to make me feel welcomed. She was quite young compared to Brad, his father. Probably twenty years younger. And beautiful. Sexy, even. I mean, that’s a weird thing to think about your mother-in-law, but she kind of dressed to accentuate her body. Even at family functions, she showed cleavage and wore skirts that seemed too short.

But who was I to judge? I spent half my time fingering myself to videos of women bound and lashed by men in leather masks. People who live in glass houses, you know?

Brad Garson, Ben’s dad, was a gregarious older man in his early sixties. He was very fit for his age though, and could easily pass for his 40’s. His gray hair was more distinguished than aged, and his eyes were still bright and sparkly blue. It wasn’t much of a surprise that he had such a young wife, because he was a real dynamo, always laughing, his voice able to silence a room, his smile charming enough to wet some panties. Not mine, of course, but someone’s, I’m sure.

Ben’s brother, Lars, was your average burnout. He always smelled like pot, but he was a tech whiz who pulled in a six-figure salary, so no one said jack shit about it. I didn’t care, anyway. Let them smoke weed, I say. And then eat cake. For the munchies. Anyway, he was nice, but kind of boring, as you might imagine a perpetually-stoned computer-nerd would be. He faded into the background at all the family events.

And the last person we’d be sharing the house with was Ben’s Uncle Marty. Uncle Marty was fifteen years younger than his older brother Brad, which put him more in Ellen’s age range. He was charming, too, but goofier. He was a perpetual bachelor. He shared his brother’s good looks, with those blue eyes and a full head of hair (though Marty’s hair was jet black). Word had it that he had no shortage of female admirers, but he would never settle down. I could see why women would want him – and I could see why he wouldn’t want to marry anyone, too. He was a wild card.

Me and Ben? We’re both in our mid-twenties. Ben has his mother’s brown eyes and his father’s regal nose. He’s very handsome. I wouldn’t have married him if he wasn’t. People tend to end up in relationships with people of equal attractiveness. Ben’s an eight, and so am I. I have long red hair and green eyes, a cute bow-tie of a mouth, and a figure some women would kill for. My breasts are a healthy C-cup, round and bouncy, my ass tight and toned. I turn heads, and I’m not ashamed to admit it.

So there’d be a grand total of six people, living in close quarters, for two weeks. Isolated up in the snowy mountains. Stuck with all the jingle bells and Christmas cheer one person could handle.

And there definitely wouldn’t be any room for a sex swing under the Christmas tree.

Or so I thought.
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“Sarah!”

Ellen came out in her robe and slippers, her arms open wide as I started up the stairs. I plastered on a smile and walked into her embrace, trading cheek kisses while Ben took care of our luggage. Brad was close behind his wife, and took my hand to kiss before wrapping me up in a hug. Lars waved from the doorway, a piece of toast in his hand. Uncle Marty, I was told, was sleeping off the night before.

Once we were settled in and unpacked, we joined the family in the large living room to catch up. There was coffee and snacks, and pleasant conversation. Plans were made for snowshoeing, skiing at a local resort, a day in the nearest town, a fondue night…so many plans, it made my head spin. It had been a long night of driving, and I was getting tired. Sensing my weariness, Ben was kind enough to excuse me, and I retired to our bedroom for a nap.

Waking up, I got my first clue that something about this vacation would be anything but boring. The room was pretty dark, but I couldn’t miss the envelope set up beside me on the nightstand. My name was sprawled across the front. I rubbed my eyes, groggy from sleep, and grabbed it.

When I opened it, my stomach nearly dropped out of my body. In it, I saw one of my pictures from the fetish dating website! Oh, no! Someone knew! But who?

I turned the picture over and saw, sprawled in neat cursive, the following message:

Don’t you know Santa’s always watching? Be prepared for things to get interesting, you naughty, naughty girl. – Secret Santa.

I felt a chill reaching deep into my gut.

I also felt a thrill in my pussy.

Whoever left the note knew my darkest desires…and didn’t seem like they wanted to tell on me. No, it seemed like they wanted to play with me. I was terrified…this sort of thing could be blackmail for life!

But what if it wasn’t blackmail my Secret Santa was after? What if it was a dream come true? Someone who could give my body the abuse it needed…

Whoever it was, they were related to my husband, which made it all the riskier. I tore up the photo and stashed it deep in my luggage before getting dressed and leaving the room to find out what the Garsons were up to. When I found them watching a movie in the den, I scanned their faces for any sort of hint as to who had left the note. I came up empty-handed, and sank down into a chair, trying to push it from my mind and focus on the movie.

But by the time we left for dinner in town, I had to change my panties…the idea of being stuck in that house with my Secret Santa had me excited and terrified. And those two emotions worked very well on my libido. Whoever it was, I was in big trouble.
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The next time I heard from my very Secret Santa was about halfway through the week. This time, it came as a text from an unknown, hidden number. Now, I’m not the most computer savvy person in the world, but I do work with computers for my career. So I was no stranger to Google and its bountiful research possibilities.

But no matter how many “How to Reveal Unknown Numbers” guides I read, I couldn’t crack the damn thing! Which made me think my Secret Santa had to be someone who knew their way around a computer…could it be Lars? Boring, stoner Lars? It seemed impossible, but the proof was in the pudding.

At any rate, my first command was simple, if not humiliating and shocking. The text message sent me to a website, where I was confronted with a gallery of women in various stages of undress and duress; some were bound, some were gagged, some were covered in cum, some were being spanked, some were taking massive cocks in every hole.

Some were just plain naked.

I was sitting on the couch with Ben when the text came in, so I thought it meant that he couldn’t be my tormenter. But then I realized there was probably a way to schedule a text to be sent at a specific time, so I couldn’t use his presence next to me as evidence. Ben never seemed like a computer whiz, but who knew? Maybe Lars was teaching him the ropes, giving him tips. The rest of the family was out shopping, offering me no further clues.

Getting the text while my loving husband sat right beside me was a shock to the system. Hiding my phone screen to take in all the debauchery on the website was another story entirely. I have to admit…the naughtiness of it…looking at these sexy, degrading pictures while Ben sat right beside me, totally clueless…it kind of turned me on.

The text message told me that I was going to become one of those naked women on the site. There was a link for submitting pictures of your own, and the text said, in no uncertain terms, that I was to submit four photos of myself. One would be a picture of me on my knees, my mouth open, like I was waiting to swallow a load of cum. Another was to be a picture of my tits, with my nipples hard. The third was my pussy, shaved. And the fourth needed to be a picture of my ass, cheeks spread wide.

If I didn’t submit the pictures by the end of the day, my secret would be revealed in the most shameful and public of ways.

I was trapped. I had no choice. I tried to research the website, see if I could find any sort of connection between the website and Lars’ company, but I came up empty-handed again. So with a deep breath and a handful of shame, I excused myself from the living room. I told Ben I really wanted a long soak in the bath, and he kissed me on the cheek, smiling as I left him there. If only he knew…

…of course, maybe he did.

Once in the bathroom – one of five in the palatial estate – I started running a bath. I usually keep my pussy trimmed but not shaved, so I knew I had to take care of that first. Grabbing my shave kit from my luggage, and a fresh towel for the closet, I locked the door. I didn’t want Ben walking in, though he wasn’t the kind of guy who’d surprise me by joining me for a sexy bath. I figured it couldn’t hurt to be too careful.

While I soaked for a while, letting my pussy hairs soften before shaving them, I found myself scrolling through the website. Picture after picture of submissives showing off how slutty and mindless they were, hungry for cock and desperate for cum. The more I looked, the more turned on I became. The bath was nearly full of water before I managed to tear my eyes from my phone screen and turn off the taps. Even then, I lingered in the bath, procrastinating from my task of shaving, scrolling far back into the websites archives.

Shit, it was hot as fuck.

Did I want to be one of those girls? A cum-hungry bimbo, bound and gagged for Master’s pleasure?

My pussy said yes.

Sighing, I put my phone on the edge of the sink and got to work, shaving until my pussy was completely bare, the lips puffy from the razor’s friction. The slight contact of the shaving cream and razor and my fingers on my pussy lips, combined with the pictures that still danced in my head, had me panting and dripping with arousal. By the time the tub was drained, I was actually excited about showing off my body for strangers on the internet. I grabbed my phone, turned on the camera, and got to work.

The first position had me crouching down, my knees spread wide, my hand raised to lift my phone over my body. I tilted my face up, opened my mouth wide, and thought of swallowing load after load of cum. When I looked at the pictures, I could almost see the lust in my eyes.

For the next picture, I squeezed my arms against my C-cup breasts, pushing them together. I didn’t even need to tease my nipples, they were already hard. Then I plunged the phone down between my legs, snapping pictures of my wet, dripping slit and puffy, shaved lips. Finally, it was time to show off my ass. I set up the phone on the sink, leaning it against my shaving cream and setting the timer. As it beeped down, I leaned over, grabbed my ass cheeks, and spread them wide.

By the time I had pressed submit on the upload page, I was desperate to come. The thought of strangers across the world jacking off to my hot, tight body was making me hot as fuck, and the fact that I’d done it all at the bidding of an unknown and mysterious Master was even hotter. I needed a dick inside me, and now.

Coming out of the bathroom in just my towel, I called to Ben, asking him to come into the bedroom for a minute. He had an amiable smile on his face when he opened the door. That smile quickly dropped into an expression of shock when he saw me, bent over, shaved and dripping wet, on the bed.

“Sarah!” he gasped. “What are you doing! What did you do to your…you shaved?!”

“We don’t have much alone time,” I cooed, looking at him over my shoulder and wiggling my ass. “I thought, since your family is gone…”

He almost looked nervous.

“Gee, this is my parent’s house, I feel a little weird…”

“You’re my husband,” I insisted. “I think your parents would understand. And they’ll never know.”

He still looked doubtful, but at least he was getting hard. With a sigh, he nodded and approached the bed.

“But will you lie down, please? I don’t like this position, you know that. It feels so…impersonal. Like porn or something.”

I groaned my displeasure, but rolled onto my back, spreading myself wide. He undid his pants, releasing his cock. At least Ben had a big cock. I was so turned on and wet that I came almost as soon as he slipped into me, grabbing my own breasts and twisting my nipples.

Knowing that my husband was fucking me while some other member of his family was blackmailing me into being their slave was the hottest thing that had ever happened to me. He didn’t know that his hot little wife was now on display for the whole world to masturbate to. Thousands of men would come imagining my mouth sucking their cock or my ass taking their dick. When Ben finally came inside me, I came again, thinking about what a hungry cum-slut I really was.
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I was desperate to find out who my Secret Santa was, but no one looked guilty or bemused or anything unusual the night after my photo shoot. Well, except for Ben, who still seemed bothered by having had sex in his parents’ house. Had he really expected us to spend the whole two weeks celibate? That was crazy! Then again, I couldn’t forget that it still could be Ben himself, and it was all an act…

The second command, coming a few days after the first, at the end of our first week, went one step further than a photo shoot.

This time, it involved toys.

That night, the whole family was going on a snowshoeing hike under the full moon. Apparently, there was a nice little trail that wasn’t too steep, and ended in a frozen waterfall. I’d been looking forward to it.

Now, I wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

The text told me to look in my stocking at some point during the day, and to wear what was inside on the hike. Ellen already had our stockings hung up, each embroidered with its owner’s name. When I had a moment to myself, the rest of the family playing a board game in the downstairs den, I reached into my stocking and pulled out my “gift.”

I knew what they were the second I felt them.

Ben-wa balls.

I’d never used them myself, but I’d read enough BDSM erotica by then to know exactly what they were for, and what to do with them. Standing there, holding the two metal balls in my hand, I was blushing red as a fire hydrant. I was supposed to wear these for the hike? Surrounded by my in-laws?

Well…I didn’t have to, did I? After all, how would my Secret Santa know whether or not I was wearing them? I could just hide them in my room and he would never know. Just as I was thinking this, my phone buzzed. I guess whoever my Secret Santa was, they figured out why I wasn’t in the den with the rest of the family. Fuck.

Don’t even think about trying to trick me. These have been custom modified with a GPS tracker. I’ll know whether or not you’re wearing them tonight. And if you don’t, your husband and everyone in this house will know exactly what a dirty, cheating slut you are.

Shit!

Well, I could still just slip them into my pocket, instead of my pussy, right?

Except, the longer I stood there, holding them, the more I kind of wanted to obey. My Secret Santa was slowly but surely fulfilling my wildest fantasies…whether he knew it or not, he was turning me on with every demanding text and dirty word.

I had time to decide on what to do, but not much. The sun was already starting to set, and it wouldn’t be long until the moon was high and we’d be off on our hike.

In the end, I strapped on my snowshoes, zipped up my jacket, and set out with the family – ben-wa balls snuggly positioned in my pussy.

From the first step, I knew I was in trouble.

The awkward motion of the snowshoe was struggle enough, taking some time to get used to. But the way I had to lift my legs and use my hips to walk on the snow made the ben-wa balls shift and push against my pussy with each step. We hadn’t even gone a hundred yards before I was dripping wet, my panties soaked through, my body coiling and tensing in pleasure. My Kegel muscles clenched around the balls, a cold sweat breaking against my forehead that had nothing to do with the exertion.

The family started singing carols as we went along, but I was afraid to join in….my voice would probably be shaking. I could feel the shockwaves running from my pussy up to my nipples, teasing my slit with each step. Halfway through the hike, I was panting and swallowing my moans of pleasure. The first time I came, the family was singing “Jingle Bells”. I nearly screamed into the night as the balls shifted inside me and finally triggered a release, my knees buckling and my body shaking. Ben was the first to notice that I’d stopped walking, and he turned to me with concern.

“You alright, baby? Did you sprain something?”

“N-no,” I gasped, trying to recover my composure as shockwaves echoes across my nerves. “I’m fine. Just t-tired.”

“We can slow down if you want,” Lars offered, a dopey smile on his face. I tried to return it, but it probably looked crazy.

“No, no, it’s really alright,” I said, making a huge effort to catch up, moving quickly to show them that I could handle it. Everyone was smiling at me encouragingly. God damn, if only I knew which of them was torturing me with pleasure!

By the time we got to the waterfall, I’d come once more, and my jeans were wet and freezing, my panties probably disintegrated from my juices. My nipples were perpetually hard, and my body was aching from the tension in my muscles. Stopping long enough for us to admire the frozen waterfall was its own kind of bliss; finally, the ben-wa balls stopped shifting inside me, and I could recover a little bit.

Until it was time to turn around and head back.

Three more times. That’s how many times I came on the way back. The minute the house came into view, I groaned in relief. I couldn’t wait to get inside, peel off my pussy-soaked jeans, and get these cursed things out of me!

“Geeze, Sarah, I thought you were the sporty one!” Uncle Marty teased.

“It’s the altitude,” I lied, wondering if he was covering up the awful, dirty thoughts in his head with that pleasant smile.

“Leave her alone, Marty,” Ellen said with a laugh. “I seem to recall you having a hard time your first go-around with a snowshoe!”

“Touché,” Uncle Marty said, winking at me before pressing on. “Touché.”

Hmm…that wink…was he telling me something? He must be. Of all the people in Ben’s family, he did seem the most likely to have a secret life as a sexual deviant. Unmarried, handsome, loud, charismatic…

I felt my body warming up, my cheeks flushing. It had to be him. But would he ever reveal it? Or would I have to coax it out of him?

Two could play this game, I figured, suddenly feeling very confident in myself even though my body was half-wrecked from the orgasmic hike. I’d drag the truth out of him, one way or another.
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After the hike, we all changed into our comfier clothes and retired to the house’s built-in bar for cocktails. Brad mixed up some hot toddies to warm us up after the cold hike, and Christmas carols played softly from the speakers. As the drinks were downed and then refilled, the mood became light, with everyone joking around.

I’d removed the ben-wa balls as soon as I got to our room, while Ben was in the bathroom. And I’d changed into a pair of short pajama shorts and a camisole; Uncle Marty wanted to tease me? I could tease right back. It was warm enough in the house, anyway, and Ben didn’t think twice about seeing me in something so skimpy. After all, we were with family. Surely no one would look at his wife with lustful eyes!

Ha. Ha. Ha.

Ellen was the first to hit the bed, followed quickly by Lars. Brad, Marty, and I switched to whiskey sours, while Ben started drinking water. Always so responsible, Ben. Finally, he begged off, too, kissing me on the temple and telling me to make sure I drank water and ate something before coming to bed. With a pitcher full of cocktails and Uncle Marty sitting beside me at the bar, I was going to eat something before bed…just not what Ben had in mind.

Brad lingered for a long time, and I wasn’t too drunk to notice the way his eyes roamed over my barely-covered body with appreciation. But why shouldn’t he? He was still a hot-blooded man, despite his age. And Uncle Marty was looking at me the same way.

I was sure it was Uncle Marty. After all, Brad was married, too. He would be in just as much trouble as I was if he dared leak my secret life. Finally, after what seemed like forever, Brad yawned and excused himself to bed, encouraging us to finish off the cocktails before they “went bad”. Whatever that meant.

We were alone. Me and my Secret Santa. I turned to him, uncrossing my legs and arching my back, teasing him with a perfect view of my breasts. Just thinking about how naughty it would be to fuck my husband’s uncle had me wet. I sighed as I leaned against the bar, giving him a lazy smile.

Uncle Marty raised an eyebrow, a smirk on his face.

“You’re not tired after the hike?” he asked.

“Not really,” I said. “It was…exhilarating. Being out in the cold, I mean.”

I smiled wider. He knew exactly why it was so exhilarating.

“I guess that’s true,” he said, eyes freely admiring my body now, lingering on my generous chest.

“You know, the weirdest thing has been happening to me this week,” I said.

“Oh? And what’s that?”

“Someone has elected themselves as my Secret Santa,” I said, finishing off my drink before refilling both our glasses.

“Huh,” Uncle Marty said, feigning confusion. “Any clues about who it is?”

“A few,” I said, shooting him a glance.

“Have they given you any gifts?” He went on. He was really going to drag this out, huh?

“Not really gifts, I guess,” I said, offering him a sexy pout. “More like…punishments.”

“Punishments? What could you possibly need to be punished for?”

The way he ogled my chest, I knew he knew.

“Well, I guess I haven’t always been the nicest little girl,” I sighed. “Sometimes, I’m downright naughty.”

Finally. A reaction. Uncle Marty sucked in a deep breath, his cheeks reddening a bit. Maybe he was less confident in person. It was easy to hide behind a computer screen or a phone. Stay anonymous. He didn’t expect me to call him out on it.

Or maybe he did.

Because a second later, I felt his hand landing on my knee, his thumb stroking my flesh once.

“How naughty?” He growled, lust in his eyes.

“Very naughty,” I cooed, feeling my body heat up as my Secret Santa squeezed my knee.

“Prove it,” he growled. So he could be dominant in person. I was jelly inside, my pussy leaving a damp spot in the center of my pajama shorts.

“Why should I?” I asked, pouting again.

“Fine,” he shrugged, removing his hand. “Then don’t. Tease.”

He was giving up that easy? Fuck…now I was horny…

“Well, what I mean is…” I struggled to think of a way to keep the flirtation going, to get his interest once more.

“Listen, I don’t play games,” Uncle Marty said, eying me over his drink. “You’re my nephew’s wife. If I’m going to touch you, I gotta know it’ll be worth it for me.”

Mmmm. That was more like it. Put me in my place, Uncle Marty.

“Worth it?” I pouted again.

“Yeah,” he said blandly. “Prove that you’re as naughty as you say you are.”

“Oh,” I said, sliding in a bit closer to him. My hand landed on his flannel pajama pants, and I slowly let my fingers crawl up his thigh. The loose pants didn’t do a thing to hide his boner. “Well, in that case…”

I knew how I could prove it to him. I met his eyes, licking my lips as I slipped my hand past the elastic band of his pants, finding his cock hard. He was long and thick, like Ben, but even bigger, and I groaned, imagining this monster driving into my pussy.

Eventually.

First, I was going to prove myself.

Slowly, I slid off the stool, positioning myself between his legs, pulling his pajama pants down until his cock sprang free. A drop of pre-cum glistened at the tip. He looked down at me, almost looking bored as I slid my hand up and down the veiny shaft, pressing it between my breasts, teasing him, preparing him for my mouth.

“Naughty enough?” I asked, letting my tongue dip quickly across the tip of his cock.

“Close,” he growled. “But you’re still just teasing me. Why don’t you take this cock all the way into that dirty mouth of yours?”

My pussy gushed at his words, and I moaned as I wrapped my lips around his head, tasting his pre-cum as it slid down my throat. I shoved my own hand down the front of my shorts, finding myself dripping wet, my clit throbbing. As I rolled my fingers around my clit, my eyes rolled back in my head, and I slid another inch of his shaft into my mouth.

Slowly, I lowered my lips, taking more and more of him into my mouth as I rubbed my clit desperately. He was looking down with that same boredom in his eyes, and I was mad to impress him.

Finally, I felt the head of his cock pressing against the back of my throat; there was still another inch at the base of his shaft. Squeezing my watering eyes closed, I breathed deep through my nose, and shoved that last bit of him into my mouth, until I was choked and gagging on his massive cock.

Finally, he seemed impressed. He groaned, his hands coming to the back of my head, holding me down and thrusting his hips up, fucking my mouth with abandon.

“Fuckin’ hot little slut,” he growled, his shaft throbbing against my tongue, my fingers diving into my pussy while my palm ground against my clit. The way he fucked my throat, like I was just a toy for him to use was driving me wild.

“Gonna…swallow…every…drop…” he grunted, shoving my head down harder than ever while his hips thrust upward. His shaft pulsed, and then my mouth filled with the taste of him, his cum bursting in my throat and sliding down, filling my cheeks and spilling from my lips. I screamed around his cock as I came, flooding my hand with juices as my pussy clenched around my fingers, the sensation of him coming in my throat unbearably sexy.

He kept his hand on my head, forcing me to suck him until he was going soft. When he finally let me up, I was gasping for a full breath, cum spilling down my chin.

“Every drop,” he said sternly, and I licked my lips, spooning the last of his cum from my chin into my mouth and swallowing.

“Was that good enough, Secret Santa?” I moaned, my hands on his knees, tits still pressed around his limp cock.

“It was good,” Uncle Marty said with a shrug. “But I’m not your Secret Santa.”

“What?” I nearly screamed. “What do you mean? But I…but you…”

“I never said I was,” he said. “You were the one who was so eager to suck my cock.”

“But…but…”

“Sorry,” he said. “But for what it’s worth, you’re a damn good cocksucker. My nephew is pretty lucky.”

He got up then, patting the top of my head while I collapsed back on my heels, baffled and ashamed.

“Have a good night, Sarah,” Uncle Marty said, bringing his drink back to his room to finish, leaving me with just a wave of his hand. My throat was raw and ragged from his violent fucking, the taste of him lingering on my tongue.

But he wasn’t my Secret Santa.

So who was?
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You’ve been naughtier than ever, the next text read. I’m very disappointed in you, slut. Do you think you can do anything without me knowing? No. I know your every move. And you shall be punished for what you’ve done.

I was literally shaking as I read the text. It was three days after I’d swallowed Uncle Marty’s load. He hadn’t acted any differently around me afterwards, and I could be thankful for that, at least.

But what would my punishment be now? Weren’t the pictures and the ben-wa balls punishment enough?

Apparently not.

The next thing to appear in my stocking was a very sleek, very expensive-looking device. It didn’t take long to figure out what it was for. There was an egg-shaped bulb at one end, and an arm attachment with a knob at the end that curved upwards from the bottom. The bulb went into your pussy, the knob fitting at your clit.

Wear this for your special dinner.

Special dinner. Ben’s idea. While the rest of the family hid out in the downstairs den, Ben was going to make me a fancy, romantic dinner. Just the two of us.

The two of us, and my Secret Santa, controlling the vibrator remotely.

I was fucked, and I knew it. The pun was very intended.

How could anyone have known what I did with Uncle Marty? Unless he told someone. Who would he tell? His brother? His other nephew? Ben?

Or were there cameras? That seemed likely. And since Brad owned the house…but Lars knew all that tech stuff…and it still could be Ben…

I was only one step closer to figuring out my Secret Santa’s identity. All I knew was that it wasn’t Uncle Marty.

At any rate, I bemoaned my situation as I put on my fanciest dress for Ben’s romantic dinner. The smell of herbs and chicken and rice filled the upper floor of the house while I slipped the vibrator up my slit and positioned the knob at my clit. I wondered what my Secret Santa planned to do with his power, since he couldn’t watch my reaction.

Only time would tell. When Ben finally called me into the glittering, light-strewn dining room, candles burning on the table and food perfectly plated in front of my seat, I felt guiltier than I’d ever felt in my life.

I sat down, thanking Ben and complimenting his presentation. He beamed like a kid who’d gotten an A on his essay. We started eating the kale-pomegranate salad he’d prepared, and I felt the first tingle of motion in my pussy.

I clenched my thighs shut, as though that could shut out the sensations. It only enhanced them, as the vibrator started buzzing harder, my clit snapping to attention. Ben was talking about how Lars was thinking of moving to Japan, since his corporation was opening a branch there. I nodded at all the right times, and even said a few words here and there, but my mind was entirely devoted to what was happening between my legs.

My nipples were hard as pebbles, the vibrator stopping and starting with maddening rhythm. Each time it buzzed, my spine stiffened and my lips pursed to keep my moans inside. And each time it stopped, my body yearned for more, aching.

“Anyway, I thought if he did go, we could take a vacation next year to visit him,” Ben was saying. We were on the main course now, but I was struggling with each bite. I had an appetite, but it wasn’t for food. Wherever my Secret Santa was, he was teasing me beyond torture. Each vibration was a little longer and a little harder than the last, but the spaces in between just felt emptier. My heart was pounding hard enough to break my ribs. I realized Ben was waiting for me to say something. At the exact moment I opened my mouth, the vibrator went off, harder than ever before.

“Ohh,” I cried, unable to stop it. Ben looked confused. “I mean, I love that idea. I…ohh, I really…would…love to…go to Japan!”

Somehow I managed to get it all out while the device between my legs reverberated straight to my core, my clit firing on all nerves, my pussy soaking through my panties.

“Oh,” Ben said, giving me a sideways look as he turned back to his meal. “Well, good. We could even take a long vacation, tour Southeast Asia. I know you love Thai food!”

He grinned, and I grinned back, but under the table I was going crazy. My hips were jerking, my hands gripping the sides of the chair.

“Don’t you like the rice? I thought it was your favorite,” Ben said, pointing with his fork to my barely-touched plate.

“I…ohh, I just…I don’t feel very hungry, love, I…god, I feel a little….bit…sick,” I said, aware of the sweat now gathering at my forehead as I tried to hold back the orgasm that threatened to undo me. Ben looked concerned, dropped his fork to the plate.

“Oh, baby,” he said. “You don’t look very well. Or sound very well. Do you think it’s a fever?”

Yeah, Ben. A fever. A fever controlled by someone in your family, localized to my pussy. The vibrator seemed to rev up one more gear, and I leaned forward in the chair, desperate for release now. I didn’t care if I looked crazy. Let Ben think I was sick. I needed to come. I needed it so bad, it was like dying.

“Please…” I murmured to no one in particular.

“Baby?’ Ben reached out, grabbed my shoulder. At the same time, the vibrator went full-throttle, and my body gave in. I groaned like a beast as my climax hit me, rolls of pleasure battering my body, my hips bucking and jerking in my seat as my panties filled with my juices.

“I have…to go…bathroom,” I gasped, nearly knocking the chair over as I rose, needing to be away from Ben, needing to get this thing out of me before it destroyed me entirely; already, my clit was beginning to sting from the overstimulation.

I ran to the bathroom, locking the door, plunging my fingers into my soaked pussy and pulling the toy out. Finally, relief. Full, all-body relief. The toy kept buzzing in my hand, and I set it on the sink. It buzzed so hard it fell off. I groaned, not sure how to hide it. I spotted the hamper, full of dirty towels, and shoved it to the very bottom. And then I slumped against the wall, letting my body return to something like normal.

A light knocking on the door brought me to my senses.

“Sarah?”

Ben again. Fuck.

“Sarah? Are you alright? Do you need to go to the doctor, er, the hospital?”

“No,” I groaned, getting to my feet and flushing the toilet for good measure. “I’m…I’m feeling much better. I just think it was…something weird…I needed to get out of my stomach.”

I opened the door, smiled my apology. Ben’s eyes danced.

“You know, morning sickness doesn’t always happen in the morning,” he said, looking at my stomach. Ugh.

“That’s true,” I said with another smile. “But now I’m starving. Let’s get back to that delicious dinner.”

Ben grinned and held out his elbow for me to take, leading me back to the dining room. I glanced behind me at the hamper, where that wicked toy was probably still going, my Secret Santa hell-bent on torturing me until I broke.

It was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to me.

I couldn’t wait for what came next.


7

I didn’t hear anything from my Secret Santa until the morning of Christmas Eve. The Garsons had planned a big party for their “neighbors” (you couldn’t see any of the neighbors from their property, every house on the mountain surrounded by acres of private land) and some local friends from town. I wasn’t looking forward to it. Especially when my Secret Santa told me what he expected to see.

Tonight, you’ll find out who I am. Tonight, you’ll be mine. Everything I say, everything I do, you will obey me. No matter what. Beginning with the party. Wear the dress that’s hanging up in your closet. Do not wear panties.

The dress in question couldn’t have been worth five cents when it came to fabric. It started right above my nipples and ended right below my ass. It was black and strapless; I didn’t have a strapless bra, so I’d have to go braless as well as panty-less. I was changing in the bathroom, so Ben wouldn’t see what I was wearing early enough for him to question it or ask me to change. I know it would make him uncomfortable, seeing his wife dressed like a slut. But I had no choice. I had to obey.

When I finally emerged, I found Ben waiting for me. He was wearing a long gray L.L. Bean cardigan and khakis. His jaw dropped straight to the earth’s core.

“What is that?” He crowed, unable to take his eyes from my ample cleavage.

“My dress,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. I knew that if I threw enough attitude his way, he would back down.

“Sarah…” he was shaking his head slowly, eyes wide as saucers.

“What?”

“Nothing,” he said with a sigh. For the second time that week, he held out his elbow and waited for me to take it. Side by side, we walked into the huge living room, cleared of its furniture to make room for the guests.

And boy, were those guests happy to see me.

Or, at least, the men were.

The wives…not so much.

Surprisingly, Ellen didn’t look twice at my outfit, but kissed me on both cheeks and wished me a merry Christmas. Uncle Marty was a different story, throwing me a series of knowing smirks and winks that made me want to be sick. Lars tried talking to me for all of three minutes before he gave up, his attention obviously overwhelmed by my chest and thighs on display.

Well, I figured I could rule Lars out. No man brave enough to make me take naughty pictures, wear ben-wa balls on a family hike, and come like a crazy person during a romantic dinner with my husband would be that obvious when it came to a skimpy dress.

That left Brad.

Who was nowhere in sight.

Ben and I made the rounds, meeting the neighbors and introducing ourselves to his parent’s friends. Like I said, every man in that room was drooling over me, and every woman wanted to burn me at the stake. By the time we made it to the bar, I was more than ready for a stiff drink – or ten.

And that’s when I found out where Brad had been hiding.

He was acting as bartender.

His eyes, when he saw me, were boldly passive. Barely looked at my chest. Just mixed me up a cranberry-vodka with one of those charming smiles of his, his blue eyes crinkling at the edges, gray hair perfectly coiffed and full.

“You look nice,” he said, slipping my drink across the bar just as Ben saw someone across the room that he just had to say hi to. “Or should I say…naughty?”

Well, there it was. If I hadn’t known before, I did now. My father-in-law. My husband’s father. He was the one who’d tortured me for the past two weeks. He was the one who would demand my full, unfaltering obedience that night.

I wished for a pair of panties, because my pussy was about to start dripping.

Brad’s hand brushed mine as he handed me the drink.

“After the party, you will be waiting for me at the back door,” he said matter-of-factly. “You will follow me, wherever I lead you. Or your husband, and everyone you know, will get a good look at your dirty pictures, and know every dirty kink that gets your pussy wet. It’s wet right now, isn’t it?”

He talked low, so no one could hear. I croaked something out that might have been a response.

“What about Ben?” I found myself asking, scanning the room to look for him.

“I’ll take care of Ben.” Brad grunted. “You just be prepared for your punishment.”

Someone came up and Brad turned to them, all smiles, shaking the stranger’s hand and asking what they’d like to drink. I stumbled back, drink sloshing over my hand, my head spinning and my nipples hard.

As far as I was concerned, this party couldn’t end early enough.

The third time I went to the bar, desperate for some liquid numbness, Brad cut me off with a cruel smile.

“No,” he said. “I want you to feel everything I do to you…”

He leaned in close, whispering in my ear.

“…you dirty slut.”

He gave me cranberry juice and sent me on my way, pussy a little bit wetter than before. I had to use the restroom ten times to wipe myself clean.

And I knew how Brad was “taking care” of Ben; he was getting his son drunk. Really, really drunk. Drunk enough that before the party was over, he was stumbling down the hallway to our room.

Finally, as the night grew long, the guests began to drift away, out into the snowy night. At last, the house was empty. There was cleaning to do, and I wanted to stay and help Ellen, because it was the polite thing to do, but she shooed me away like a pesky fly.

This was it.

It was time.

I slunk downstairs, towards the back door. When I heard Brad’s footsteps behind me, my whole body shuddered. I turned to him, wondering if he would tell me what my next punishment was.

He didn’t tell me a god damn thing, just opened the back door and pointed out into the dark, dark night.
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Brad led me through the vast, snowy landscape, pushing my freezing body past its comfort point as I stumbled, trying to keep up with him. Finally, a well-lit building came into view. The closer we got, I realized it was a barn, but it had a generator beside it and warmth radiated from the large doors.

“What is this place?” I asked as we entered, my shivering finally calmed. It was stark and empty-looking considering how large a room it was.

“Take off the dress now,” Brad said. I hesitated for a second, waiting for him to answer my question. When he spoke again, it was loud and angry, and I jumped in my skin. If that voice was how Brad disciplined Ben when he was a kid, there was no wonder Ben was such a wimp. “Now, slut!”

I reached behind me, unzipped the dress, letting it fall around my feet and stepping out of it. My body warmed in the heat, which seemed to be going full-blast in the barn. My father-in-law stood for a few minutes, silently, examining me like I was a cut of beef, his eyes lingering on each part of my body. Finally, he nodded, seeming satisfied.

“Think of it as…Santa’s workshop,” he said, his lips twitching wide into a smile. I almost cringed away, that smile promising too much pleasure, but when he told me to stand in the middle of the room I found myself unable to resist obeying him.

My father-in-law walked towards the far wall, where I noticed a long table displaying all sorts of devices: some familiar, like vibrators and whips. Others…not so much. My legs shook slightly as he seemed to be considering his options on the table, before choosing a pair of heavy-looking black handcuffs. On the way back to me, he stopped to put on a fan. The gentle breeze was angled directly across my chest, and my already-taut nipples grew almost painfully hard.

Brad walked behind me, brushing my hair across my shoulders, his silent contact making my whole body tense.

“You know what you’ll be calling me from now on, don’t you?” he whispered, his body against mine, his hands finding my wrists.

“Sir? Master?” I offered, hearing the shake in my voice.

“Master will do just fine,” he said, lips moving against my earlobe and making my pussy drip. This was a man who recently asked me to start calling him “Dad”, and now he was going to be “Master.” My husband’s father, old enough to be my own father, was going to use my body as his personal sex toy…

As though to prove it, he suddenly wrenched my arms back, bringing my hands behind my head and clasping them in the handcuffs.

“Don’t you dare lower your arms,” he whispered, and this time he punctuated it with a tight squeeze of my ass cheeks. “And don’t make a noise. Listen to me, and take your punishment.”

His hands on my ass squeezed tighter, almost painful. Releasing me, he walked around, studying my posture. My hands were cuffed and clasped behind my head, my tits jiggling as I shook, nipples hard as points.

“Are you wondering what you’re being punished for?” he asked at last, moving closer before beginning to pace back and forth in front of me. I thought about how he’d danced with me at my wedding…had he known, even back then, that he wanted to fuck me?

“For one thing, you have kept a secret from my son, my own flesh and blood. You’ve never told him what a dirty, submissive whore you really are. Look at you. You’re obeying my every command, and your nipples are hard from doing so. Do they ache, slave? Do they ache to be touched?”

He told me not to make a noise, but his abusive words were making me squirm. I nodded; my breasts were heavy and aching for his touch. He smirked, came close, his hands inches from my breasts, his eyes boring into mine.

“And what makes you think you deserve your Master’s touch?

Suddenly, without warning, he reached down, and thrust two fingers into my dripping slit. I cried out, and he slapped me, hard, with his other hand.

“I told you not to make a noise,” he growled. “Yet another reason to punish you.”

He pulled his fingers away.

“I was merely checking to see how tight you are. It’s acceptable to me.”

He put his fingers, wet from my juices, to my lips.

“Suck them clean, slave,” he ordered, and I opened my mouth, sucking his fingers, tasting my own desperate arousal. “Very good.”

He backed away, studying me once more.

“That’s only one of the ways in which you’ve been bad,” he finally said, and turned from me. I watched, rapt, as he moved to a crank at the back of the room, turning it. A metal creaking noise filled the barn. I looked up and saw a hook descending from the ceiling; when it was inches from the top of my head, he stopped the crank and returned to my body, moving behind it and wrenching my cuffed hands away from my head. He lifted my arms, hooking the cuffs to the chain, forcing me onto my tiptoes. Reaching around, he grabbed my torso, and pulled me violently against him.

“Feel that, slave? Feel my hard cock against your ass?”

He was whispering in my ear again, and I had to close my eyes and concentrate to keep from whimpering. My father-in-law ground against me.

“You better hope I decide to fuck you tonight,” he growled. “I might decide you’re not worth it yet, and leave you here, dripping wet and strung up, all night. I might tell some of our neighbors to come see the whore in my barn, to use her body like the sex doll she is…”

His threats felt like promises, his hot breath snaking through my ears and across my brain.

He backed up, leaving my body swaying slightly. I heard him walk back towards the table,  but I couldn’t turn enough to see what he picked up. I only saw it when he came back in front of me; it was a riding crop made of black leather. He ran it across his palm a few times, looking at me without speaking.

“Not only did you keep a secret from my son,” he said, looking down at the tip of the crop now, his voice flat. “But you sought other men to satisfy your slutty desires.”

I bit my tongue as hard as I could to keep from screaming as he suddenly smacked the riding crop against my breast, the tip landing right on my hard nipple, the sensation impossibly sharp and satisfying. He did the same to my other breasts, smacking the taut nipple, my flesh reddening already.

He ran the tip of the crop across his palm again, studying my abused tits.

“You planned to cheat on your husband, my son,” he said, turning to walk around my prone and bound body. I felt the crop land with a snap on my ass, my back arching as the pain swept through me; at the same time, pleasure ripped through me.

“And I know that you did,” he continued, slapping the crop against my other ass cheek, twice this time. “I know that you let my brother, your husband’s uncle, into that sweet, slutty mouth of yours.”

He spanked me again, and again, each time slapping the same part of each cheek, until my ass was burning and itching, the only possible satisfaction being another smack.

“Now, you may speak, but only to answer me,” Master said, moving quickly and coming up behind me again. The crop fell to the ground as he reached his hands around, finding my breasts and squeezing them, hard, pinching my already sore nipples while his hard-on pressed against my abused ass. “Who is your Master?”

“You,” I cried, desperate for his touch. “You are, Master.”

“Your father-in-law,” he growled, whispering against my flesh. “Your husband’s father owns your body, your pussy, your tits, your ass. You’re a cock-hungry little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I screamed as he pinched my nipples harder. My pussy was leaking down my thighs, making them sticky. He bit at the flesh of my shoulder, and my body jerked, suspended by the chain.

“You’re going to beg to be fucked by your father-in-law’s cock,” he growled. “Aren’t you, you worthless cum dumpster?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned. “I need your cock so bad…I want you to fill me up…”

“That’s enough,” he growled, pinching my nipples one last time. “If I’d known what a dirty whore my son was marrying, I would have stopped the wedding. I’d have brought you here, and chained you up, and kept you as my own personal fuck toy. It’s a shame that when I’m through with you, I’ll have to give you back to my son, all used up and full of his father’s cum…”

My body was basically breaking at this point, overwhelmed by his words, every dirty thing he said as he grabbed and kneaded my breasts like he owned them. One of his hands shot down to my pussy, dipped between my lips, and slid into my slit. I clenched my jaw tight to keep from crying out as he pulled his fingers out and brought them to my clit, using my juices as lubricant to circle and rub the swollen nub between my legs.

“Come for your master, slave,” he growled. “And let me hear it. Come like the dirty slut you are…”

Finally, I was allowed to scream out my pleasure, and I came violently under his fingers, my body shaking and bucking. My pussy flooded down my thighs, clenching desperately, still aching to be filled. The climax satisfied me, but I still wanted, needed, more…

“Very good, slut,” Master said, moving his hands away from my slit. “But I suspect you still want more, don’t you?”

I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to talk yet, so I just nodded. He grabbed a handful of my hair, wrenching my head back on my neck.

“Beg me,” he hissed. “Beg for your father-in-law’s cock.”

“Please,” I moaned, eyes closed, body overheated. “Please fuck me, Master. I need your cock inside me, I’ll do anything, let me be your fuck toy, please…”

The last thing I saw was his sick smile before he released my head and stepped away. My body ached all over from the strain of the chain that held me up, and from the pure desire flooding my veins. I heard a scraping sound behind me, then the sound of a zipper being undone. Master must have gotten some sort of footstool, because the next thing I felt was his cock positioned behind my slit, spreading me wide.

“How does it feel so far, slut? Do I feel bigger than my son?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, hips straining backwards for more. He held my waist tightly, though, constricting my movement. He started inching his cock inside me; it felt as thick as my fist, and each inch spread me more and more, until he was splitting me in half, his cock lodged against my womb. I groaned, shaking, feeling Master’s cock filling me. And when he began to fuck me, finally, hard and fast, I was lost. My head spun with pleasure as he drove himself against me, again and again, thrusting so hard against me it felt like a jackhammer in my slit.

“Your pussy is so wet, slave,” he growled. “You like serving your Master, don’t you? Like serving my every whim?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, my tits shaking wildly as he used my body. I could feel my climax swelling again, building in my womb with each thrust of his hips.

“Are you going to come for Master? I want your juices dripping down my balls, slut,” he growled. “I want you to come on my cock, and then thank me for fucking you, thank me for letting you take my cum inside your cunt…”

“Oh, fuck,” I cried, my orgasm exploding inside me with his words. My pussy clenched and squeezed around his cock, and I was seeing white flashes of heat as pleasure soaked into my bones. “Thank you! Thank you, Master! Thank you…thank you…”

“Good girl,” he growled, and I felt the first hot burst of his cum against my womb, splashing against my pussy walls as he filled me up. He seemed to have an endless supply of cum, his balls emptying inside me until his seed dripped down my thighs. And even when he was finished, unloading every ounce of cum into my pussy, he stayed inside me, thrusting, reminding me who was in charge; he was done with me when he wanted to be done with me, and not a moment sooner.

“You and my son are trying to get pregnant, aren’t you?” he finally said, sliding out of me. “My wife told me.”

Oh, shit. I’d completely forgotten that I wasn’t on any sort of birth control anymore, since I’d only just stopped taking it the month before. My heart sank and my cheeks blazed as I nodded.

“Good,” Master said, slapping my ass one last time. “I like breeding my slaves. Your mother-in-law was so good that I kept her. You? Well, I suppose I’ll have to have a talk with my son…having a perfect cum slut like you at home and not using her to her potential is just a shame…”

“No…you can’t…you’re going to tell him?” I was freaking out; not only was my father-in-law talking about getting me pregnant, he was going to tell my husband everything!

“Don’t worry, slave,” he said, coming around to grab my chin and pull my face towards his. “I’ll tell him I was only breaking you in for him. As for his uncle…well, you’ll have to come up with an explanation for that, I’m afraid. I expect he’ll want to punish you. Perhaps we can punish you together. Would you like that, slut? To fuck your husband and his father at the same time?”

Oh, god. Every word was like heroin in my body, raising my lust once more. I nodded, feeling like nothing more than a pleasure vessel. Master smiled and released my chin.

“Good,” he said, moving around me to lift my wrists and release me from the hook and chain. “It looks like we have some very merry Christmases ahead of us. Now, be a good girl, and kneel down before Master. The thought of shoving my dick down your throat while my son fucks your ass has me hard again. Time to clean yourself off my cock and fill your stomach with my seed.”

I dropped to my knees in an instant, my hands still cuffed behind me, and a second later he was grabbing my hair and jerking my head upwards, pressing his hard cock against my lips. I let him in, feeling him slam into my throat immediately, not even letting me get used to his size in my mouth. He fucked my throat, holding my head in place so I couldn’t move, until I was crying and gagging.

“Take a break,” he growled, ripping his cock away and stroking it. “Lick my balls for me, slut.”

I was eager to do anything else besides take more of his abuse on my throat, so I leaned forward and buried my face in his balls, licking and sucking them into my mouth, grateful for every breath. He pumped himself, watching his slave service his balls, until he was ready for my mouth again. Ripping me back by my hair, he was in my throat again, jamming himself as far as he could go and pumping his hips wildly.

“Good girl, good fuckin’ girl, you ready? You ready to swallow Master’s cum?”

I moaned my agreement, ready for anything he wanted to give me; he shoved my face into his groin, emptying into my raw throat, hot ropes of cum sliding down my throat and filling my cheeks. I swallowed as best I could with his cock buried in my throat, filling my stomach with his seed, just as I’d let him fill my pussy. When he finally finished, sliding out, I was coughing and gagging for breath.

“Very good, slave,” he said, patting my head. “I’m thirsty. I’m going to get some cider. You’ve been very good, so I’ll let you have some too. And then, you’re going to bend over and let me fuck that ass of yours. You’re not leaving here until you’ve taken my cum in every hole, twice. Do you understand, slut?”

I nodded, dazed and dumb with lust for this man who used my body so roughly,

“Good,” he said, petting my hair once more, and I beamed. I was so happy to please Master. I would do anything he said. It had taken two weeks for me to figure out who my Secret Santa was, but only a few hours to be his fuck slave.

As he left me in the barn, going to the house for our cider, I sighed happily and waited for him to return. I hoped he would fuck my ass, and make me lick him clean, and then fuck my pussy again…I hoped he would fuck me until the sun came up on Christmas morning. I would be his cum-covered Christmas present, taking him until he was done with me, and still begging for more.

As for my Christmas present?

I was finally living my dream. Used, abused, and dripping cum. It was everything I’d read about, and thought I’d never have. And if he could actually get Ben interested…

Well, then it might be Christmas all year round!
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