The  Iceman  Cumeth
At least He let me use gloves and fur-lined boots.  The radio said it was in the 20s, but i suspect here in the wooded foothills it was probably lower.  It had begun to snow lightly.  They were predicting another ten to twelve inches, so Master thought i should split and stack another cord of wood.  We already had enough wood stored for the next two winters, but this was a favorite disciple.  i accepted my disciplines with humility.  Better discipline than punishment.

The activity of the work soon had me sweating.  But far from warming me, the moisture on my otherwise nude body froze into a fine film that cracked and chipped with each move i made.  My Master often sent me out nude in winter weather, so this was nothing new.  i could see him still standing at the window watching my progress while He drank his hot coffee.  Typically, my nuts had withdrawn from sight, trying to maintain warmth.  And my cock was shriveled to its most compact form.  But Master was well aware of conditions and had never yet let it go so long as to have me suffer hypothermia or frostbite.  But i was definitely uncomfortable, which was his intention.

i=d been at it about forty minutes and was just stacking the last when He joined me.  Fully clothed with coat, hat, scarf, etc., of course.

AWow, it=s beautiful out here, isn=t it?  Just look at all those huge icicles on the eaves.  Lovely.  You must really be enjoying this.@
AYes, Sir.@  i watched as He walked over to the spectacularly long ice formations.  Some of them had grown long enough from the second story roof to be within easy reach from the ground.  He was right.  It was beautiful.  But I=d still rather have been inside and warm again.

Master broke off an eight-inch end of ice.  He held it up in the air, and the way He appraised it had me beginning to be wary.

ABend over that wood pile, boy.  This is nature=s buttplug, and its got your name all over it.@
AYes, Sir.@  i complied and was rewarded with a chilling jab.  He pushed until all eight inches of clear, frozen water slipped inside.

AJust keep that there.  You=ll warm it up.@  Then He pointed to a nearby snowdrift.  AOn your back.@
The cold snow actually seemed warmer than the breeze had been on my back and downright hot compared to the frigid dildo up my add.  But that still didn=t keep me from beginning to shiver.  i looked up to see Master approaching with a thin, ten-inch ice stick.  It was nearly a half inch in diameter.  He loved using urethral sounds on me, so i had little doubt what was about to happen.

He grasped my reluctant cock and tried to coax it out of hibernation.  He held it upright and allowed the tip of the icicle to play at the piss hole.  Suddenly, he loosened his grasp on the ice, and it slid slowly, relentlessly into me.  All ten inches disappeared.

AThat should melt and have you pissing clear soon.  In the meantime, masturbate.  As soon as you come, we=ll go inside.  The sooner you shoot, the sooner you=ll be allowed to get warm again.  So go to it, boy@
i was turned on mentally, but my genitals weren=t immediately in the mood to cooperate.  i really had to concentrate to force some rigidity into my freezing appendage.  Soon it really began to feel good and became hard, if still blue.  So good that i nearly forgot the cold.

AThis cold makes me need to piss.@  Master whipped out his beautiful prick and aimed it at my face.  i opened my mouth and drank as my hand sped up.

He moved his aim lower.  His urine splattered over me, splashing out to cause yellow blotches in the snow around me.  The hot fluid contrasted wonderfully with the hard cold shafts inside me.  It pushed me over the edge, and i shot my wad.  The remainder of the melting icicle projected into the air, coated with my white jism.  Finally, i lay still with white and yellow re-freezing onto my body.

AEat all that yellow snow, boy.  It mars the landscape.@
i rolled over to me knees and lapped up mouthfuls of the urine-flavored snow cones around me.  The ice probe up my butt was liquefying with enema-like results.  Soon I=d need the outhouse.

ACome on, boy,@ He offered me a hand to stand, Alets to warm up.  If you=re good, after lunch we=ll strip you down again to go sledding or build a snowman.  But right now, I need you inside so I can plow that sloshy rear.  Move it, boy.@
