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A Detailed Warning:

 


Many of the activities depicted in this story are
potentially dangerous, and some of them are depicted in ways that
are especially unsafe. Communication is key in any intimate
setting, and in BDSM especially. Any situation that can interfere
with clear communication of safe words should be avoided, and the
scenes depicted in this story are an over-the-top fantasy, not
intended to depict realistic sexual situations. Please approach the
subject matter with caution, heed the content tags, and do not use
anything depicted in this story as a model for appropriate real
life behavior.
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Only after all twelve guests have arrived
does Shawn guide Julian downstairs to join the festivities. His
beautiful sub has been waiting in an ecstasy of barely contained
impatience for nearly an hour, and Shawn can tell it's taking every
scrap of self-restraint he possesses—maybe more—to remain docile
and silent as they navigate the short hallway to reach the
party.

All pretense at idle conversation evaporates
when Shawn pushes Julian into the room. No one was talking about
anything important anyway. They all knew why Shawn vanished in the
first place, and everyone has been waiting in a haze of
anticipation.

Now, with Julian standing gorgeous and naked
before a dozen pairs of roving eyes, Shawn feels a familiar
possessive thrill roll up his spine. He moves to stand beside and a
little behind Julian, sparing a glance for his sub's lovely
downturned face, as Julian stares obediently at the floor. Julian's
hands are clasped loosely behind him. His whole posture would look
convincingly relaxed if not for the way his chest rises and falls
with shallow breaths.

Julian has also, miraculously, managed to
keep arousal from stiffening his cock despite the eager span of
waiting. Years of learning control are paying off before Shawn's
proud eyes. The challenge of remaining soft must be even more
daunting now, considering how much Julian loves being looked at,
but aside from a visible flush of heat painting his chest and face,
there's no physical proof that Julian is fighting his libido.

In the unlikely event tonight's activities
aren't prize enough, Shawn will make sure to reward these efforts
later.

For now, he simply stands in calculated
silence, allowing his guests to look their fill.

The men in this room aren't strangers. None
of them has ever met Julian before, but to Shawn they are trusted
friends and companions. Like-minded compatriots who share his
penchant for domination. They are exactly the sorts of
acquaintances perfect for a revel like tonight's.

Every one of them had blood work done in
advance of accepting Shawn's invitation, a prerequisite to being
included in tonight's debauchery. They fill Shawn's open floor
plan, lounging comfortably on chairs and couches and wingback
recliners. Some are far more attractive than others, but they are
all—by design—exactly Julian's type.

Tall. Broad. Muscular. Intimidating. Much
like Shawn himself.

They are the sorts of men Julian would have
fucked casually, back in the days before he and Shawn became an
exclusive item. Now Julian only submits to Shawn himself—or, by
extension, men Shawn chooses for him—and that suits them both just
fine.

The silence extends, appreciative and taut,
and Shawn does nothing to interrupt. Heavy curtains have been drawn
over the windows to protect the room's occupants from prying eyes,
but a rainbow of decorative light still glows through around the
edges. A tall tree stands in the corner, covered with string lights
that shine in the same chaos of colors, and the overheads have been
lowered to half power, creating an incongruously soft ambiance for
the ravaging that is about to ensue.

Beneath the tree sit twelve wrapped gifts,
numbered so that they will be opened in order. Shawn knows the
exact sequence of gifts, but Julian has only the faintest notion
what's in those boxes. Tonight is primarily a treat for Julian,
after all. He begged Shawn for this, pleading his case at greater
length than necessary. Shawn let him spin out thread upon thread of
convincing arguments, despite being onboard at the first cautious
suggestion. He needed to be certain Julian truly wanted to do
something so much more intense than they've ever attempted
before.

Yes, he has shared Julian with friends in the
past. But there is a vast difference between inviting an
acquaintance for a threesome, and tonight's more complicated
ordeal. Julian is enough of a self-proclaimed slut to admit he
wants to be degraded and hurt, but Shawn needed to be sure his
eager sub had truly thought this through.

Now he knows just how thoroughly Julian
considered the request before making it, and he can't wait to see
Julian debased at the hands of a dozen strangers.

Merry Christmas indeed.

Finally, content with the hungry expressions
he sees on the faces of his friends and colleagues, Shawn takes a
step forward to stand directly beside Julian. "Now that we're all
here, I'd like to wish you all a merry and lecherous Christmas." He
sets his hand to the small of Julian's back and gives a soft
push that propels him forward into the middle of the
room—putting him at the center of the uneven circle of guests.
"This is tonight's party favor. You don't need to know his name.
You can call him 'slut' or anything else you please. And he doesn't
need to know your names either. He isn't allowed to speak."

A murmuring ripple of satisfaction moves
through the gathering at this pronouncement, and Shawn smiles at
the visible shiver that moves along Julian's body. Yes, his friends
are going to test Julian's limits. He can't wait to see.

"There are rules, of course," Shawn says. "I
know you're all impatient to touch him, but please bear with me
while I spell out hard limits and explain the nature of tonight's
game."
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Julian listens with tightly concealed
excitement as Shawn calmly sketches the contours of tonight's
adventure. Shawn's guests rake hungry gazes across his naked body,
and he can imagine the filthy things they're already thinking about
him. Wanting from him. Planning for him.

He can imagine what they see: a man on the
skinny side, slight and short, with a dancer's build. Julian is no
dancer, though. He's nowhere near that graceful. But he makes a
habit of leaning into it when people call him pretty, and tonight
his hair swoops in a messy cascade just past his jawline. He's left
it loose, the better for grabbing and pulling, and has given
himself a close shave to exaggerate his delicate features.

Anything to make him feel even smaller and
more helpless when all these mountainous men finally touch him.

The twelve carefully wrapped "gifts" have
been waiting under the tree for two weeks, and Julian's desperation
and curiosity have been nearly impossible to contain. Shawn has
always been a meticulous dom, and Julian can't wait to discover
what the man has in store for him.

By the time Shawn finishes spelling out the
rules for tonight's revel, Julian can barely hold himself still. He
isn't listening anymore—didn't even hear the last few minutes of
mundane details and instructions—too busy fighting a restless and
eager energy. The fact that no one is touching him means he is
standing unmoored and helpless, impatient to begin. These men are
going to hurt him, and use him, and the anticipation is killing
Julian where he stands.

At last Shawn falls silent, and Julian draws
a shaky breath as an answering hush holds the crowd of men.

Everyone is waiting now, impatient to
learn who will go first.

"Frank," Shawn says, stern tone allowing no
greater authority. "Open the first gift." Then he disappears behind
Julian, vanishing from sight. Rationally, Julian knows Shawn won't
have gone far. His dom won't leave the room while Julian is in the
hands of strangers. Probably he has claimed his favorite chair in
the corner, a sturdy old recliner that takes up an absurd amount of
space.

But emotionally, it's as though Shawn has
walked away, abandoning Julian to the not-so-tender mercies of a
room full of burly sadists.

It's the best Christmas present anyone has
ever given him, and Julian trembles with the effort of fighting
down stubborn arousal.

A man rises from one end of the enormous
couch and approaches the brightly decorated tree. Frank makes a
show of searching for the appropriately numbered package, and
Julian can't tell if it's genuine difficulty or a deliberate effort
to prolong Julian's waiting torment. After several endless moments,
the man—almost as tall as Shawn and even wider in the
shoulders—rises with a small box in hand. Whatever's inside clinks
softly as he carries it to the center of the room.
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