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There's comfort in routine, repetition, tradition. When I was a kid, we spent every single Christmas coming to the same log cabin in the same valley of the same mountain in Tennessee. It was the best part of the year; everything from packing up to go to Christmas dinner in front of the fire was pure magic to me. There was almost always snow, and our tree was always real, filling the cabin with the scent of pine.


When my parents died, I kept going to the cabin. I was 18 then, and they'd left me a significant amount of money. I still had to work for my living, but I could afford the yearly trip. Those first few Christmases were unbearably lonely. I had no one to keep me company. But I kept going. I was determined to keep my parents' memory alive.



When I was 21, I finally had someone to bring with me. My then-boyfriend, Craig, helped fill the loneliness of the cabin. For two years, I brought him with me. Until, finally, we broke up; for a long time, I'd tried to make it work between us but...something was missing. He could never satisfy me in the way I wanted him to.

It wasn't just sex. I wanted – needed – a man who would take control. Not just in the bedroom. Craig was the kind of guy who liked to sit back and “see what happened.” I wanted a man who grabbed what he wanted without pausing, without asking; whether it was a job, a car, a promotion...or my body.

With Craig out of the picture, I was looking at another lonely cabin Christmas. That is, until I overheard a friend of a friend talking about a certain type of website. It wasn't like a normal dating website; I'd tried those, to no effect. This one was different. This one was for men who liked to take, and women who liked to give. It sounded like it was right up my alley. I knew I was a submissive, and I wanted someone to be my dom. I figured it couldn't hurt to try it out, and as soon as I got home that night, I made a profile.


For a week, I thought it was just another disappointment. All the men who messaged me were too aggressive at the outset, or just sent dick pics, or couldn't spell, or were severely lacking in the looks department. Wasn't there a man out there – reasonably good looking, mature, literate, and tactful? 


Yes, as it turns out, there was.


And his name was Nicholas.


Nicholas hailed from Texas, an oilman with old money. He approached me, in messages, like a gentleman. It helped that he was handsome, with salt-and-pepper hair and a short, well-kept beard. He had piercing blue eyes and a body toned and sculpted from working out. He was in his late 40's, almost double my age. I didn't care; I liked it. This sexy older man wanted me, chose me to do his bidding. I was lucky.

Not that I didn't have plenty to offer in return. I've always been a looker. My breasts are a healthy C-cup, my waist small but my hips and thighs thick. I have ears like an elf and delicate features, brown eyes as deep as a fawn and long blonde hair. 


Slowly but surely, he let his true colors fly; only when he felt I was ready. Every day, I waited anxiously to hear from him, to hear what new and devious treat he had come up with for me. I'd never been able to really explore my submissive side, except in my fantasies. But Robert...he held my hand while he led me down, step by step, into the darkest corners of my own mind.


He bought and sent me a vibrating dildo that he could control, remotely, from his computer; he had me wear it at work, when I was out with friends, or just cooking in the house. I could never tell when he would choose to activate it. Whenever he did, I was reduced to a shaking, mindless vessel, running to the nearest bathroom so I could come in private – and I did come, again and again and again.


He had me shave my pussy, and keep it shaved at all times. He bought me nipple clamps, and had me wear them when I was in my house, or sometimes under my bra in public. Whenever I was home alone, I was to turn on my webcam and strip, so he could watch me walk around naked. When he told me to masturbate, I stopped everything to follow his demands. I was his slave, he was my master, and for the first time in a long time, I was happy. More than happy. Ecstatic.


So when it came time to book the cabin for Christmas, I wondered if it would be appropriate to invite him. It had been months since we started talking. I was ready, willing, and eager to meet him in person, and prove to him that I was just as good in the flesh as I was through a computer screen. I wanted to feel his hands roaming across my body, spanking my ass, twisting my nipples, making me his in every way.


When he said yes to Christmas at the cabin, I was over the moon. Packing all the toys he'd sent me, the nipple clamps and dildos and vibrators and lotions, I couldn't stop thinking about Nicholas' cock; it looked big in all the pictures he sent. I wanted to taste it, wanted to taste his cum, let him fill my stomach like the good slut I was...


Finally at the cabin, I waited for him to arrive. I had a few hours to kill, so I set up the fire and drank some spiked cider. Then a little bit more, just to ease my nerves. He had sent an outfit for me to wear, and I changed into it, so that I'd be ready for him the second he walked through the door. Even with the fire blazing, the skimpy red lace panties and matching see-through bra left me a bit cold. And the spiked, red pumps made it hard to walk. I would endure it, just knowing Nicholas would be there soon was enough to warm me up.


Master, I thought. I'd have to remember to call him Master, not Nicholas. It was easy to remember when we were talking online, but I was afraid I might slip up when he was right there in front of me, when I couldn't edit myself.


There was one last thing to do before I'd be fully ready for him. He had sent me some peppermint lubricant, and a set of small metal balls that jingled when they shook. He had told me, in no uncertain terms, that I was supposed to insert the balls into my slit, using the lube to slide them as far up as possible.


I felt a little odd with the cold, ringing metal in my pussy, but I trusted Master. I did as I was told, then took a few steps. I almost giggled at the way my pussy jingled with my movements. It was very Christmas-y. The holiday spirit was certainly catching up with me. Or perhaps it was the cider...


My phone dinged and I nearly broke my ankle crossing the living room to get it. Those heels were a killer! It was a text from Master, and I felt warmth spreading through my body as I read it over.


I'm on my way, sweet slave. Tonight, you're going to meet some friends of mine. Think of them as Master's special helpers. Be ready for me when I arrive, or face the consequences. You have ten minutes.

My mind skipped like a record when I read the text a second time. Friends? What...


This was supposed to be a romantic, intimate, sexy week for the two of us...not for a bunch of strangers! Who did he think I was, anyway? I mean, there had to be limits, right? I almost typed out an angry response, but I paused right before sending it, letting myself calm down. 


Okay. Master wanted me to do this. And so far, he'd always been right, hadn't he? He'd always known just what to say and do to make me come like a madwoman, bringing me pleasure I'd never known before. So...should I trust him? Was I willing to be used by multiple strange men, in my special Christmas cabin? I glanced at the time; the ten minutes was almost up! I had to decide, and fast. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and typed out my new response.


Yes, Master.



***



I stood before the door, the cold air whipping around my mostly-exposed flesh. I would catch a cold if I stood outside for too long...luckily, Master wasn't interested in waiting outside, either.


Nicholas – Master – was even more handsome in person. His blue eyes sparkled, his body was hard and chiseled. And he looked every inch the commanding, demanding, Master that I knew he was. Seeing him, smelling him, in person at last was almost too much; I forgot about the text and his threats of other men and went straight to him, dropping to my knees before him. 


He smiled down at me, reached out and pet my hair; the merest contact made my pussy clench around the jingle bells. Even when I was standing in my heels, he towered over me. On my knees, he was a giant. My mouth watered as my head hovered before his crotch, the tantalizing promise of his cock just inches away.


“Very nice,” he growled, and his hand on my hair stiffened; he gripped a few strands, yanking my eyes away from his crotch to his eyes. “I could hear the ben wa jingle balls in your cunt. So far, you've made me proud, slut.”


I can't tell you how ecstatic I was to hear those words from Master! I nearly purred like a kitten.


“Now, my friends are waiting,” he said, and pulled at my hair, yanking to my feet. “Put on your coat, and thank me for allowing you to wear a coat at all.”


I was disappointed that I wouldn't get to taste or feel his cock yet; I'd so looked forward to it. But I was obedient, and I grabbed my winter jacket. I shot him a questioning look; was I supposed to just wear the bra and panties with my heels? Or should I have put something else on?


“You'll be just fine in what you're wearing,” he said with a nod. My jacket was a long pea coat, so it almost hid the fact that I was only wearing panties.


“Thank you for letting me wear my coat, Master,” I said, returning to his side. He smirked, held out his arm, and escorted me out the door, where his car sat idling in the first few snowflakes of the season. It was bitterly cold, especially with nothing to warm me up but my pea coat; blessedly, he'd left the heater running in the car, and I felt warmer the minute he shoved me into the passenger seat.


Having come to this very cabin so often, I was intimately familiar with the surrounding towns. I recognized the road he took to enter one of the smaller of these towns. The ride was short, and Master talked the whole time, filling me in on his flight and current business dealings. I loved hearing him speak, and was content to stay silent until he demanded otherwise.


When Master pulled up in front of a bar – The Turkey Shoot – I felt the first bite of true apprehension. I'd been to this bar before. I knew the bartender. He knew me. I'd been a teenager, once, in this bar, having hamburgers while my parents drank beer and played pool with the locals. I didn't want anyone in there recognizing me, seeing me in my bra and panties...


But disobeying Master was not an option, and when he opened my door, I followed him out into the frigid night, thankful once more for the blast of heated air that swept around me when we entered the bar.


Just as I'd feared, the bartender on duty was Mike, a friendly man I'd known for years. He smiled when he saw me, on Master's arm, approaching the bar. And I thought maybe his smile changed a little when his eyes travelled downwards and saw just how bare my legs were, how you could basically see my ass hanging out of the bottom of the coat.


“Sally,” Mike said, reaching his hand across the bar. “A pleasure, as always. And who is this handsome gent? Someone who treats you well, I hope.”


“You're Mike?” Master said, speaking before I could even think of what to say or do. “We talked earlier, actually. Funny, I didn't expect you to know my cum slut personally.”


Mike's eyes grew saucer-sized as he looked at me.


“You're the guy who called about the private show? Sally is the girl? Holy fuckin' hell...hey! Hey boys!”


I was blushing red as a fire hydrant. This was my worst nightmare! But it was also...kind of...hot as hell. When Mike hollered, the small group of men playing pool turned in his direction.


“Any of you remember the Bushtons? Little Sally Bushton?”


“Ayup,” one of the men said, seeming bored. I couldn't bear to turn and look.


“Well, you know that special show we were promised? Guess who's the star!”


“No shit,” another voice said. 


“Turn around, slut, and show the men who you are,” Master said, smiling. He was clearly enjoying my shame...and I was too. I turned around; there were three men, old locals that I knew from my childhood and all the years since that I'd been coming to the cabin. 


The men were staring with their jaws slack, eyes wide. They were all older, older than Master even. One had a long gray beard and a potbelly; the other, whose name I knew was Sam, had a shorter black beard and a trucker cap on his head. The third was the worst; David, a man who'd been friends with my father. He was tall and thin, and his lurid eyes travelled over my body, lingering at the base of my pea coat.


“Shall we lock the door?” Master suggested, turning to Mike. Mike was grinning like a fool, and he nodded as he went to the front door and locked it. “Wouldn't want anyone walking in on us. And how about some drinks? Vodka for the slut, whiskey for me.”


I was grateful for the chance to turn away from the leering men. Every time I moved, the jingle bells in my pussy resounded. Mike poured out two drinks and slid the vodka towards me. I reached for it, but Master slapped at my hand.


“Did I give you permission to drink?” He looked angry, and I shrank back in shame and guilt.


“I'm sorry, Master,” I said. 


“Sorry doesn't cut it, I'm afraid,” he growled. “Off with the jacket, and lean over for me.”


The coat was the only thing in between me and basically being nude. But I had no choice; I unbuttoned it, let it fall to the floor, revealing the see-through bra and panties. I heard some groans from behind me, and knew the men liked what they saw. I bent over the bar stool, as Master had commanded. 


When his palm smacked against my ass, the jingle bells went crazy; so did my body. It was so hot, having Master spank me in public, punishing me in front of these men! My tits swayed and jiggled with each spank, and my lips parted in pleasure as the pain turned to an itching need for more. When he was through, I whimpered, wanting more. But his hands were in my hair, yanking me back up.


“Now you may drink, slut,” he said. I eagerly took the double vodka in one gulp.


“Thank you, Master,” I said, feeling the warmth spread through my body, grateful for the way it helped my arousal overcome my shame. Now, those leering eyes felt good as they roamed over my body. I wanted them to watch me. To see me obey my Master.


“What's that sound she keeps making?” Sam at the pool table asked. I looked at him over my shoulder, moved my ass just enough to make the balls jingle. Master smiled.


“It's Christmas,” he said. “So I gave my little cum slut some jingle bells for her pussy. Do they feel good inside your wet cunt, slave?”


“Yes, Master,” I said. “Thank you, Master.”


“That's right,” Master said, eyes twinkling. He turned back to the men. “My cum slut is here to amuse you. She'll do anything you tell her to. I'm afraid I can't let you fuck her, but you can come all over her body. Wherever you'd like. Her pussy is just for me.”


“I can live with that,” David said, nearly drooling as he leaned on his pool cue.


Mike came out from around the bar to watch me with the rest of the men. I turned to them, then, waiting for instruction.


“Now then, friends, what shall we have her do?” Master smirked. The man I didn't know thrust his pool cue at me, and I managed to catch it despite my surprise.


“Make them bells jingle while you dance for us,” he said, voice gravelly and thick. “Use that cue like a stripper pole.”


I blushed. I never danced like that, except for when Master demanded it, and then it was only over webcam. I looked at Master, eyes pleading, but he only spanked me, making the bells jingle again.


“You heard him, slut,” he said. “What are you waiting for?”


I bit my lip and closed my eyes. I could do this. For Master, I could do anything.

I pressed the pool cue against my body, letting it rest between my exposed tits. Slowly, I lowered myself down, swaying my hips the whole way. The jingle bells rang and rang as I gyrated and humped the pool cue; to my amazement, the friction of the wooden stick between my pussy lips, against my clit, was turning me on in a big way. 


I started grinding harder, opening my eyes to see the men staring; their cocks were hard, I could see them bulging from their pants. I leaned forward, riding the pool cue, letting my clit rub against it again and again. I could feel a climax coming on, and the more the jingle bells rang, the more turned on I was. I loved debasing myself in front of these men, loved being a slut for them, on display. 


“Ohhh,” I moaned as my body reacted to the stimulation of the pool cue between my pussy lips; I was going to come. Right there, in the bar, in front of men who'd watched me grow up, I was going to make myself come with a pool cue. When Master reached out, grabbed my hair, and pulled my head back, I was gone. My body shook and rippled, the jingle bells going wild, my mouth open in a wordless cry as I came. 


“Holy fuck, that's hot,” David said, watching me come. I wasn't even finished coming when I felt Master dragging me across the bar and forcing me onto the pool table, laying me on my back. He ripped away the scant panties and bra; they were so flimsy, they came off in a single rip. The men came and stood around my prone, flushed body. Now, I could see, they'd taken their cocks out, and were each stroking themselves over my flesh.


“Go ahead and give her a feel, if you like,” Master said, standing at a bit of a distance. The men didn't wait a single second before assaulting my body, grabbing my tits and kneading them, twisting my nipples, digging their fingers into my slit and feeling my gushing pussy. My hips arched as the pleasure of being used like a sex doll, like a toy for their amusement, flushed through me. 


My mouth fell open, I was fairly panting as they grabbed and squeezed and fucked me with their fingers. Mike was smiling, one hand stroking himself, the other rubbing my clit while David fucked me with two fingers. Sam and the other man were taking care of my tits, grabbing them roughly, tweaking my nipples.


“Don't you want their hot cum painting your body, slut?” Master's voice drifted towards me, and I bucked in response.


“Yes, Master,” I panted.


“Then beg for it,” he demanded.


“Oh, oh fuck,” I heard myself moaning as another orgasm swelled in my womb. “Oh, fuck, yes, yes, come on me, please, please paint me in your cum, please cover my tits with your cum, please, please, please...”

“Shit!” Mike's voice roared as I felt the first hot drips of his cum hitting my thigh; when I felt Sam's cum against my breast, I couldn't hold back. I came too, my pussy jingling and clenching around David's thrusting fingers. The men covered me in their seed, hot and warm and gushing as I bucked and shook before them, welcoming their pleasure on my body.


“Fuckin' A,” David said, stumbling back as his cock went limp. “You were hot as a teenager, but I never thought...fuck!”


Slowly, the men started to fall back, leaving me with my body covered in jizz. 


“Such a greedy cum slut.”


Master's voice was closer now. I opened my eyes, eager to see him, eager to see if I'd pleased him. He stood between my spread legs, examined my cum-drenched body.


“So sloppy,” he said, shaking his head. “I can't fuck you like this. Get up.”


I couldn't obey fast enough. Was I finally going to feel Master's cock? I could see him unzipping himself as I rose and got off the pool table, my legs shaking from the orgasms. No sooner did I gain my footing than Master was pushing me down, roughly, onto my knees. My head rested against the wood of the pool table as his massive cock pushed against my lips; in ecstasy, I opened my mouth, tasting him for the first time. 


He tasted divine, and with his hand buried in my hair, controlling my every move, I was desperate for more. Soon, he was thrusting into my throat, violently, each stabbing thrust driving my head against the wood. I could barely move, held tight by his hand; he grunted as he forced his cock deeper and deeper into my throat, every inch slipping further and further until I was gagging and struggling to breathe. His pre-cum dripped down my throat and I groaned around his shaft, loving the way he took me like he owned me – because he did.


“Do you want this cock in your pussy, slut?” Master growled. I couldn't answer with words, but my eyes rolled up to him and I hoped they answered for me. He grinned. “Do you think you deserve it?”


God, I hope I did. I'd done everything he asked, my pussy still jingling with each thrust of his cock into my throat, the force of it making my whole body ripple. He ripped himself from my throat, pulled me up by my hair, and looked me straight in the eye.


“I guess you've earned it, slave,” he said through his grin. A second later, and I was bent over the pool table, my legs spread wide, my tits pressed against the scratchy felt. Master's cock pressed against my slit, my juices dripping down my thighs as he spread me wide. He grabbed my hips, pulled them towards him, and slammed himself into my needy cunt.


“Oh! Fuck! Yes, Master! Thank you, fuck!” I couldn't stop myself from screaming as he buried himself inside me, stretching my slit to its limits. My cheek pressed into the felt of the pool table, my fingers clawing at nothing, my body one huge sparking nerve. Each violent thrust drove Master deeper and deeper into my pussy, until I was dripping down his balls, my arousal reaching its peak. 


“That's a good girl,” he said. “Good slut, take my cum...”


Oh, god, I would take anything from him. The minute he burst inside me, his cum splashing against my womb, I was a shaking, shuddering, bucking mess. My will was gone, I was nothing, I was just his pleasure vessel. I came, my spasms seemingly timed to his, milking every drop of cum from his dick. When he finally pulled away, I was still coming, eyes rolled back and mouth open. 


“Holy shit.” 


I had forgotten all about the men, who were still watching. And, apparently, the last bit of my performance had aroused them again, as each held his stiff cock in his hand. I rose as best I could, legs shaking, jingle bells ringing. I looked at Master over my shoulder, waiting for him to tell me what to do. He was grinning. I knew that grin well. I returned it, turning around and dropping to my knees in the middle of the ring of men. I opened my mouth wide.


This night had just begun....and there was still a whole week in front of us. I couldn't wait to see what else Master had in store. But just then, I still had cocks to service, and cum to take. I was a good little cum slut, and I was going to prove it. 
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