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Chapter 1
The Lock Before Christmas


The snow outside hadn’t stopped all day. It drifted past the window in lazy, glowing flurries, catching the light of the street lamps until the whole neighborhood seemed wrapped in a glittering hush. Inside, the house smelled of cinnamon and pine. The tree stood dressed and perfect, candles flickered on the mantel, and soft carols played low from the speaker in the corner.

It should have been romantic, it should have been everything I’d imagined for a quiet December evening with Sarah, but I’d learned that whenever she called me into the living room with that particular lilt in her voice—the one that carried just a thread of mockery under its sweetness—I wasn’t stepping into romance. I was stepping into her game.

She sat curled in her armchair, legs draped elegantly over the armrest, a glass of red wine in her hand. Her black silk robe had slipped open just enough to flash the deep crimson of her lingerie underneath. My breath caught the way it always did when I saw her like that—radiant, cruel, untouchable.

“Come here, Michael.”

My name in her mouth was never just a name. It was an order. A reminder. A leash tug.

I padded forward nervously, still in my sweater and jeans from earlier, and tried to ignore the hard, guilty twitch in my pants.

She saw it, of course. Sarah always saw it. Her mouth curved in a slow smile.

“Already? We haven’t even started.” She set the wine down and reached beside the chair. When her hand came back, it was holding something small, metallic, and gleaming.

My stomach dropped at the sight—a chastity cage. Red anodized steel, polished to a glimmer, with a delicate little silver bell hanging from its base.

“Merry Christmas, darling,” she said.

I stared at it, half in disbelief, half in dread. “Sarah… we already—didn’t we agree⁠—”

She raised a brow, cutting me off without a word as the cage glinted between her fingers like a jewel. “Don’t tell me you thought I’d let you spend the holidays with that greedy little cock free.” She laughed, light as sleigh bells, though her eyes were sharp. “No. This year, you’re going to learn what giving really means.”

Heat crawled up my neck. “But… Christmas. Don’t you want⁠—”

“What I want,” she said smoothly, standing now, “is to see you kneel.”

The words landed with the weight of inevitability. My knees hit the rug before I could think.

She came close, the robe parting as she moved, and crouched in front of me. Her fingers brushed over my lips, a gentle caress, before sliding down my chest, my stomach, and stopping right at my belt. She tugged it open like unwrapping a present.

“Look at you,” she murmured, pulling my jeans down enough to reveal the straining outline beneath my briefs. “Already stiff, just from me holding this.” She dangled the cage, the little bell chiming as if mocking me. “You’re too easy, Michael. Too desperate. Too selfish.”

My mouth went dry. “Please, Sarah, I⁠—”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to my lips. Her other hand freed me from my underwear, and the cold air hit hard. I was fully, shamefully erect, throbbing against her hand. She chuckled, shaking her head.

“So greedy. Always ready to take, never ready to give. But that’s why we’re doing this.” She stroked me once, twice—enough to make me gasp—then pulled away. “And that’s not all. This Christmas three spirits will be visiting you.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Three spirits.” Her grin widened as she slid the cage over me, cold steel swallowing my arousal. I hissed in frustration, in humiliation, as she pressed the lock closed with a decisive click. The bell jingled as if laughing at me.

“You’ll be visited by the ghost of Christmas past, present, and future.” She kissed my cheek, soft and mocking. “And each will show you the truth about yourself, and our relationship.”

My heart pounded. “Sarah, I don’t⁠—”

“You don’t need to understand,” she cut in. “You need to obey.”

She stood tall again, tugging me up by my chin until I was forced to look at her. Her eyes were molten fire in the dim holiday glow, her lips curved in a smile that was both tender and merciless.

“Tonight, you give me the only gift I want: your surrender. Tomorrow, the spirits begin their work.” She leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. “And by Christmas morning, you’ll know exactly what you are.”

She released me, leaving me trembling in the middle of the living room. My cock pulsed futilely inside its new prison, the bell chiming with every movement like a mocking carol.

Sarah picked up her wine again, sat back in her chair, and crossed her legs with regal ease. “Now,” she said, sipping delicately. “Sing me a Christmas song, my little toy. Something cheerful. Let’s see if you can keep your voice steady with that cage jingling between your thighs.”

My throat clenched. The humiliation was suffocating. But the arousal was worse. And as I opened my mouth to sing, broken and shaking, I knew the Christmas spirit had never been crueler.

My voice cracked on the first verse. The carol was simple, one I’d known since childhood, but the words caught in my throat. Sarah tilted her head back against the chair, sipping her wine and watching me with amusement.

“Louder,” she said softly. “Smile, darling. Do you know what you look like right now? A boy caught with his hand in the cookie jar. Except I’ve locked the jar away.”

The bell at the base of the cage chimed as I shifted miserably from foot to foot. Each sound made my cheeks hotter. Each stumble in the melody made her grin sharper.

When I reached the chorus, she clapped her hands mockingly. “Adorable. A little flat, but perhaps that’s because all the blood is in your cock and not your brain.” She set her wine down again and leaned forward, elbows on knees. “Now on your knees. Sing the next verse properly.”

I sank down, the rug prickling against my skin, the cage pressing tight as I bent. She placed one pointed heel beneath my chin, tilting my face up so I had no choice but to look at her.

“That’s better,” she murmured. “Now again. And this time, I want to see joy in your eyes. Christmas cheer, my little toy.”

I sang. My voice wavered, my throat burned, but I forced the words out. She swayed her foot against my lips with each line, tapping lightly, as if keeping rhythm with my humiliation.

When I finished, she gave a theatrical sigh. “Almost sweet. Almost. You know, if you were truly in the spirit, you’d be jingling along.”

Her eyes flicked down to the cage, and the meaning was clear. My face burned as I rocked my hips just enough to make the bell chime again. The sound seemed to echo through the whole living room, louder than the music still playing faintly from the speaker.

She laughed and withdrew her foot. “Pathetic. But festive. That’s enough singing for now.”

I lowered my head, hoping the ordeal was over, but she wasn’t done. Sarah never stopped when I hoped she would.

She rose and walked to the fireplace, where a blanket and a fur-lined pillow were already laid out on the rug. “Serve me,” she commanded. “Here. By the fire. On your knees while I enjoy myself.”

I scrambled after her, the bell chiming with every step, and arranged the pillow just as she liked. She reclined against it, robe sliding open to reveal the crimson lace beneath. She poured herself another glass of wine and handed me the bottle, forcing me to kneel beside her as though I were her attendant.

“Remember this, Michael,” she said, swirling the glass lazily. “Christmas is about giving. And tonight, you’ll give me everything I want: your voice, your service, your obedience.” She reached out, stroking the cage with her toe, making the bell jingle. “And your denial.”

The next hour blurred into ritual. She ordered me to fetch her slippers, to massage her feet while she drank, to stand in the corner with my hands behind my back while she scrolled through her phone. Every movement reminded me of the lock, the weight, the humiliating jingle between my thighs.

At last, she dismissed me with a wave of her hand. “You’ll sleep on the couch tonight. I want the tree lights on, so when I come out in the morning, I’ll see you glowing in shame beneath them.” She rose gracefully and crossed to the hallway, pausing only once to look back at me.

“Three spirits, darling. Past, present, future. By Christmas morning, you’ll be begging for what I’ve already decided.” She blew me a kiss and vanished down the hall.

I curled onto the couch, the twinkle of the tree harsh against my aching body. For a moment, I thought exhaustion would swallow me whole.

Then I heard it, her voice. Low at first, then rising, drifting from the bedroom. Soft moans, the unmistakable rhythm of her pleasure. She hadn’t wasted a moment. She was touching herself, or perhaps using one of the toys she’d once made me clean afterward.

The sound carried, tormenting me more than any cage could. I pressed a pillow over my head, desperate to block it out, but I couldn’t escape it. Each sigh, each sharp cry, was a reminder that Christmas had only just begun—and I would spend it locked, listening, denied.

The bell at my cage jingled as I shifted helplessly beneath the blanket. Mocking. Merry. Unforgiving.

And somewhere, between her gasps and the glow of the tree, I realized I was trembling with something far more dangerous than frustration.

Need.


Chapter 2
The Ghost of Christmas Past


Iwoke to the smell of coffee and the sound of bells. Not church bells, not carol bells—the tiny humiliating chime from the cage between my legs. Sarah stood over the couch, holding a steaming mug in one hand and something worse in the other: a bundle of soft red satin.

“Good morning, darling,” she said sweetly. “Time to dress.”

The satin unrolled onto my chest—lingerie. Red, lacy, trimmed with little white bows that looked like they belonged on a holiday gift box. My throat tightened.

“Sarah, please⁠—”

Her eyes narrowed, and I swallowed the rest. She set the coffee down, snapped her fingers, and I obeyed. Within minutes she had me stripped, trembling, and stepping carefully into the stockings, the garter, the panties. The bra was snug, humiliatingly feminine, the cups padded to give the illusion of curves I didn’t have.

She stepped back to admire me, cage jangling between the red satin. “Lovely. A sissy ornament all wrapped for me.” She reached behind and tied my wrists together with a silky ribbon. “Now… let’s unwrap some memories.”

She guided me into the armchair where she’d sat the night before, pressing me down until I was bound and helpless, the lingerie clinging to every inch of shame. The TV flickered on with a remote click and my heart stopped.

It was her—on the screen. Sarah, years younger, laughing into the camera. And with her, a man I didn’t recognize. Tall, broad, shirtless, his hands on her waist as she straddled him. The video wasn’t shy. It was raw, loud, filled with Sarah’s unrestrained pleasure.

I tried to look away, but her hand clamped on my jaw. “No,” she whispered. “You watch. You see what came before you.”

My stomach twisted as the screen showed her gasping, riding him with abandon. She leaned down beside me, lips brushing my ear. “Do you hear how loud I was with him? How needy? How satisfied?”

I whimpered, the cage biting into my swollen flesh. She chuckled. “That was Christmas four years ago. A gift I still remember better than anything you’ve ever given me.”

Another video. Another man. Different body, different setting, same result—her ecstasy filling the room while I sat gagging on shame. She scrolled through pictures, too, laughing at old selfies, showing me angles of her in hotel rooms, on vacations, glowing with lust.

“Jealous?” she teased.

“Yes,” I croaked.

“Good. You should be. Because they gave me things you never could. Things you never will.”

She clicked the TV off at last and crossed to a drawer by the tree. From it, she pulled something wrapped in tissue paper. When she revealed it, my stomach dropped further.

A dildo. Enormous and veined. Brutal.

“This,” she said, stroking the silicone as if it were alive, “was molded after one of them. Do you see why I smile when I remember him?”

I shook my head frantically, but she was already slipping out of her robe, her lingerie glistening in the morning light. She spread a blanket on the rug, lay back, and without hesitation pressed the toy between her legs.

My breath caught as she moaned, sliding it inside herself with practiced ease. The sounds filled the room—wet, obscene, overwhelming. She arched her back, tossing her hair, staring at me through half-lidded eyes.

“This,” she gasped, “is what it feels like to be filled. Really filled. Not by a locked little boy. By a man.”

Tears stung my eyes. My cage pulsed uselessly, the bell chiming with every twitch.

She fucked herself harder, gasping, whimpering, her body glistening in the glow of the tree lights. And then, with a strangled cry, she came—loud, unashamed, the sound searing itself into me.

When she finally stilled, she pulled the toy free, glistening and slick. She crawled to me slowly, predatorily, holding it out.

“Open,” she said.

I froze. “Sarah⁠—”

Her palm struck my cheek, sharp enough to sting. “Open.”

Shaking, I parted my lips. The toy hovered in front of me, glistening with her climax, still radiating the heat of her body.

She smiled wickedly. “That’s it. Open wide for something real. Can you imagine having a cock this big? Of course you can’t. Not with your tiny little dick trapped in that jingling cage.”

My throat tightened, shame burning through me as she pressed the head against my tongue. The taste of her slick spread instantly, salty and musky, coating my mouth.

“Mmm, yes,” she purred as she pushed deeper. “Suck it. Suck it like the pathetic sissy you are. Like you’re grateful I even let you taste what a real man once gave me.”

Her hand fisted in my hair, dragging me forward until the head knocked at the back of my throat. I gagged, my eyes watering, but she only laughed.

“Pathetic,” she hissed. “And yet look at you—drooling all over yourself, moaning around it. You love it, don’t you? Love sucking on the ghost of a cock that actually satisfied me.”

I shook my head desperately, but the sound came out muffled, pitiful, swallowed by silicone and spit. She slapped my cheek with her free hand, the sting sharp against my skin.

“Don’t lie to me. You’re hard in your little cage, aren’t you? Dribbling already. You’ll never give me this kind of stretch, this kind of depth, but you’ll worship it for me, won’t you?”

She pulled it almost all the way out, just to smear the wet head across my lips, painting me with her juices. Then she shoved it back in, forcing me to choke again.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Gag on it. Imagine it’s him, buried in your throat while I rode him above you. Imagine what I used to scream while you sit there tied in bows.”

Tears ran down my cheeks. Saliva spilled from my mouth. The bell on my cage jingled each time I flinched, every chime a reminder of my humiliation.

She thrust it rhythmically now, fucking my mouth as though I were nothing but a hole. “Good little sissy,” she whispered through her smile. “The Ghost of Christmas Past came to remind you of what you’ll never be, and what I’ll never stop needing.”

When she finally pulled it free, strings of saliva and slick clung between my lips and the shaft, drooling down my chin. She tapped my cheek with the base as if rewarding a pet.

“Messy little thing,” she said, stroking my damp face with mock affection. “That’s enough worship for today.”

She rose, gliding across the room with the toy in hand, and slipped it back into its drawer. The air still smelled of her climax, of silicone and shame.

“Tomorrow,” she called over her shoulder, “you’ll meet the Ghost of Christmas Present. I think you’ll find him… enlightening.”

Then she was gone, leaving me bound in red lingerie, the cage jingling with every ragged breath, the taste of her orgasm and my own humiliation thick on my tongue.

And for the first time, I wished Christmas would never come.


Chapter 3
The Ghost of Christmas Present


The knock came just after dusk, when the house was aglow with tree lights and candles, when the snow outside had softened into heavy silence.

Sarah had dressed me in a new outfit: a lacy red babydoll trimmed with red ribbons, white stockings clipped with candy-cane garters, and a ridiculous velvet choker with a tiny golden bell that jingled whenever I moved. My wrists were cuffed with red satin, tied behind my back.

I thought, in my foolish desperation, that this would be another night of service. More teasing, more denial. But when the knock came, Sarah’s smile sharpened.

“Ah,” she said, standing gracefully. “Our Christmas guest.”

My heart lurched. “Guest?”

She ignored me, gliding to the door. The hinges creaked, cold air rushed in, and then I saw him.

Tall and broad, wrapped in a dark wool coat, snow dusting his shoulders. He carried himself with the casual ease of a man who had never once doubted his worth. And when his eyes fell on Sarah, his smile was confident, hungry.

“Marcus,” she greeted, her voice rich with warmth. “Right on time.”

He stepped inside, pulling her into a kiss that stole the breath from my chest. Her hand slid up his jaw, her body melting against him as though I didn’t exist at all. When they broke apart, she gestured lazily toward me.

“And this,” she said, her tone dipping into mockery, “is Michael. Or Michelle, depending on the outfit.”

Marcus’s eyes lingered on me with amusement and contempt. Then disinterest, as though I were furniture. He shrugged out of his coat and draped it over the chair, revealing a fitted shirt stretched across his chest, his jeans snug over thighs and the unmistakable bulge beneath.

I strained in my cage, the bell jingling traitorously.

Sarah’s eyes glittered. “Michael, darling,” she purred. “Meet the Ghost of Christmas Present.”

I swallowed hard, the words catching in my throat.

She took Marcus by the hand, leading him to the couch as though it were the most natural thing in the world. She poured him wine, laughing softly at some private joke, while I knelt by the fire like a forgotten ornament.

Then she turned to me, her smile razor sharp. “Do you know what he’s brought me, Michael? A Christmas gift you could never give.” She slid her hand over Marcus’s thigh, her nails teasing dangerously close to the bulge. “Real pleasure. From a real cock.”

The words struck harder than any slap. My cage throbbed, the bell jingling with my ragged breath.

She rose, pulling Marcus up with her, and led him to the rug in front of the tree. The lights cast them in golden glow, shimmering over the ornaments, reflecting in her eyes. She pushed him down until he sat back against the couch, then sank to her knees between his legs.

“Watch closely,” she said, glancing at me as she unbuttoned his jeans. “See what a real Christmas looks like.”

I couldn’t breathe.

She freed him, and my stomach turned to ice. His cock was thick and heavy in her hand. It was everything she had taunted me with and more. She stroked it slowly, savoring the weight, licking her lips as she looked up at him.

“Oh, Marcus,” she whispered, “just what I needed this holiday.”

And then she took him into her mouth.

My vision swam. My own cock, trapped and tiny in its cage, pulsed with useless desperation. The bell jingled with every twitch, every shift, every hopeless attempt to move.

She moaned around him, deep and eager, her throat working as she took him further. Her hands stroked what she couldn’t swallow, her eyes closing in bliss. When she pulled back, saliva glistened down the shaft, and she laughed low in her throat.

“Do you see, Michael?” she called, stroking him leisurely while he groaned above her. “This is what a woman deserves. Not a little toy jingling in satin. A cock. Thick. Hard. Filling.”

I whimpered, my head hanging, but she snapped her fingers. “No. Eyes on us.”

Tears burned my eyes as I watched her climb onto his lap, straddling him with hungry grace. She positioned herself, rubbing his length against her slick folds, gasping in anticipation. Then she sank down.

The sound she made cut through me like glass. Raw. Shuddering. Unrestrained. She clutched his shoulders as he filled her, her back arching as she rode him slow at first, then faster, harder.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Oh god, yes. So full. So deep.”

Marcus grunted, gripping her hips, thrusting up into her with power I could never match.

And I watched. Helpless. Bound. The bell at my cage chiming with each desperate jerk of my hips.

Sarah glanced back at me, hair sticking to her damp face, her lips parted in bliss. “Merry Christmas, darling,” she panted. “Do you hear me? Do you hear how much better this is?”

I did. Every cry, every moan, every wet slap of skin against skin carved itself into me. My body shook, desperate, aching.

She rode him to climax beneath the glow of the tree, crying out his name, clawing at his chest. When she finally collapsed against him, trembling with aftershocks, she turned her gaze back to me.

Marcus stroked her hair, satisfied, while she smiled coldly at me. “That,” she said breathlessly, “was your present. To watch. To learn. To understand what you’ll never give me.”

And as Marcus kissed her neck, still hard inside her, I realized the cruel truth. The Ghost of Christmas Present had come to show me my place. Bound, denied, and utterly humiliated.

Sarah didn’t climb off him right away. She stayed seated on Marcus’s lap, grinding slowly, luxuriating in the fullness still buried inside her. Her hands roamed his chest, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered something I couldn’t hear. Whatever it was, it made him laugh—a low, satisfied sound that twisted the knife deeper.

Then her eyes snapped back to me. “Well?” she said, her voice sharp. “Don’t just sit there, pouting. Come serve us.”

I stumbled forward on trembling legs, the bell at my throat jingling, the bell at my cage chiming in mocking harmony. My wrists were still bound, and she smirked at the sight.

“On your knees. Take off his shoes. He’s comfortable here with me, but I don’t want snow melting on the rug.”

I obeyed, fumbling awkwardly until I’d slipped his boots from his feet. He stretched his toes with a grunt, barely glancing at me, and the casual dismissal was worse than outright cruelty.

“Good little maid,” Sarah cooed, stroking Marcus’s hair as she shifted in his lap. “Now crawl back. Stay close. I want you to smell what a real man does to me.”

I inched closer until I was kneeling just beside them, my face level with the place where their bodies joined. The scent hit me instantly—her arousal, his sweat, the raw tang of sex—and my cage strained so hard it hurt.

“Look,” she ordered, rocking her hips again. “Look at how deep he is. How much he stretches me. Can you even imagine?”

My throat worked, but no words came. She laughed at my silence, leaning down to kiss Marcus hungrily as though to punctuate her point.

He gripped her hips and began thrusting again, harder this time, making her cry out. She clung to him, moaning into his mouth, while I knelt inches away, trembling, humiliated, desperate.

“God, yes,” she gasped between kisses. “So much better than—than that tiny caged thing.”

Her words landed like blows. My eyes watered, my breath came ragged, but I couldn’t look away. Each thrust jangled the bell at my throat, each whimper of hers tore another piece from me.

Minutes stretched into eternity. At last Marcus groaned, his movements quickening, his grip tightening. Sarah threw her head back, crying out, and I realized what was happening.

He was finishing inside her.

I made a choked sound, half sob, half moan, but Sarah silenced me with a glare. “Quiet,” she snapped. “Listen. Learn.”

Her nails dug into his shoulders as he emptied himself into her, her voice breaking into a scream of release that shook me to the core. She collapsed against him, shuddering, while he held her with a possessive arm.

The room was filled with the sound of their panting. And then, slowly, she turned her head toward me.

“Time for your part, darling.”

My stomach dropped. “Sarah⁠—”

“Clean me,” she said simply.

I froze, horror and arousal warring inside me.

She smirked. “What? Did you think you’d just watch? No. You get the honor of tidying up after the Ghost of Christmas Present. Come closer.”

Her voice was iron. My body moved before my mind could stop it. I crawled forward, the bells jingling, until my face hovered inches from her swollen, glistening folds. The scent was overwhelming.

“Lick,” she commanded.

Shame and heat engulfed me as my tongue touched her. The taste of her climax was there, sharp and familiar—but beneath it, thicker, saltier, unmistakably him. My stomach lurched, but she held me firm with a hand in my hair.

“That’s it,” she whispered, eyes fluttering as I obeyed. “Drink it down, little cuck. Taste what a real man gives me. This is your Christmas dinner.”

Marcus chuckled above me, the sound deep and cruel.

I licked, I swallowed, tears burning my eyes as humiliation consumed me. The bells chimed with every shudder, every broken whimper. She sighed in pleasure, stroking my hair like I was a pet.

When she finally pushed me back, my face was wet, my lips glistening. She patted my cheek. “Good sissy. That’s all you’re good for.”

She stood, adjusting her lingerie, while Marcus rose and refastened his jeans. She kissed him deeply at the door, promising she’d call him soon. He left without a glance at me.

When the door shut, the house seemed too quiet, the tree lights too bright. Sarah turned, her smile sharp as glass.

“Do you understand now, Michael? The Ghost of Christmas Present has shown you the truth. This is my pleasure. My gift. And you… you’re just here to watch—and clean.”

She tugged my chin up, forcing me to meet her eyes. “Tomorrow, the Ghost of Christmas Future will visit. And he’ll show you exactly what you’re meant to become.”

She left me kneeling by the fire, bells jingling, the taste of their pleasure still on my tongue.

And as the snow fell outside, I realized Christmas had never felt frustrating.


Chapter 4
The Ghost of Christmas Future


Christmas morning dawned gray and silent, the snow piled thick against the windows, the world hushed in stillness. But the silence inside me was worse. I woke curled on the couch, the tree lights still twinkling, my throat raw from crying, my cage aching from another night of fruitless straining.

The sound of Sarah’s footsteps broke the quiet. She swept into the living room in a flowing white robe, her hair tumbling in loose waves, her lips painted a shade of red that made her look like a goddess descending into a world she owned. In her hands, a neatly wrapped gift box tied with gold ribbon.

“Merry Christmas, darling,” she said, her smile soft—too soft, like velvet hiding a blade. “Time to open your present.”

My heart thudded as she placed the box in my lap. My fingers shook as I tugged the ribbon free and lifted the lid.

Inside, folded neatly, was a uniform. Black satin trimmed with white lace. A frilly apron. Sheer stockings. A delicate headband. A French maid outfit—complete, ridiculous, unmistakable.

My breath caught. “Sarah… no.”

“Oh yes.” She sat gracefully in the armchair, sipping her coffee like a queen overseeing a coronation. “That, my sweet, is your future. Whenever my friends, my lovers, my guests arrive, you’ll wear it. You’ll serve them drinks, clean the floors, fetch what we need—on your knees if necessary. You’ll be the perfect little maid. My maid.”

I stared down at the satin, shame and dread burning through me. My cage throbbed miserably, the bell jingling with every tremor.

She leaned forward, eyes glinting. “Put it on.”

I obeyed, trembling, slipping into the satin, the lace, the stockings that clung too tightly to my legs. When I was finished, I stood in front of her, humiliated beyond words, jingling softly from both bells.

Her smile widened. “Perfect. You look like you were born for it. A sissy little ornament to decorate my future.”

I shivered as she rose and circled me slowly, her fingertips trailing down my chest, over the apron, tapping lightly at the cage.

“Do you know what the greatest gift I could give you is?” she whispered in my ear. “Not release. No. Release is cheap. It’s selfish. The greatest gift I can give you is denial. Keeping you locked is how I’ll make you better. More obedient. More devoted. More mine.”

I whimpered, my knees threatening to buckle, but she caught me by the chin and forced my eyes up to hers.

“Imagine it, Michael,” she said, her voice low, hypnotic. “Imagine weeks. Months. Years in chastity. Imagine hearing this little bell every day as you scrub floors, polish shoes, serve drinks. Imagine me in the bedroom, moaning for a real man while you dust the shelves outside, straining in your cage, knowing you’ll never be enough.”

Her words painted pictures in my mind, sharp and merciless. I saw myself bent over with a feather duster, stockings hugging my thighs. I saw myself kneeling to pour wine for men who barely looked at me while they slid their hands up her dress. I saw Sarah’s eyes glittering as she whispered encouragements to them, reminding me with every word that I was just the maid, the servant, the locked toy.

“You’ll thank me for it one day,” she continued, stroking my cheek. “You’ll look back and realize that my refusal to let you cum was the only thing that made you useful. That being denied wasn’t cruelty—it was a gift. My gift to you. To shape you. To keep you.”

Tears stung my eyes, but heat burned lower too, shameful and undeniable. My body betrayed me, pressing uselessly against the cage, the bell chiming louder as if to laugh at me.

She laughed softly, kissing my forehead with mock tenderness. “There it is. You’re trembling, locked, humiliated—and yet you’re aroused. That’s your future, my darling. Serving in lace, denied in steel, aching for release that will never come. Forever mine. Forever less.”

She stepped back, her robe parting to reveal the crimson lingerie beneath. “Now curtsey for me. Show me how grateful you are for your Christmas gift.”

My body moved before I could think. I bowed, the lace rustling, the bells jingling, humiliation swallowing me whole.

And as Sarah applauded softly, her smile cruel and radiant, I knew that the Ghost of Christmas Future had shown me the most terrifying truth of all.

It was a future I couldn’t stop imagining.


Chapter 5
The Gift of Denial


The fire had burned low, leaving only glowing embers. The tree lights still shimmered, their golden reflections dancing across the ornaments, but to me they felt like a spotlight, illuminating every humiliating detail of my costume.

I knelt on the rug in my satin maid uniform, the lace brushing against my thighs, the apron strings tight across my waist. My cage weighed heavy, the little bell jingling with every shaky breath.

Sarah stood over me in her robe, radiant in the holiday glow, sipping from a fresh glass of wine. She looked down as though surveying a finished work of art.

“Do you understand now, Michael?” Her voice was calm, steady, rich with certainty. “The past showed you what you’ll never be. The present showed you what I truly crave. And the future…” Her eyes traveled over me slowly, lingering at the bells, the stockings, the bow-tied cuffs. “…the future shows you what you were meant for. Service. Submission. Denial.”

I swallowed hard. My chest heaved. “Yes, Sarah.”

Her smile sharpened. “Say it properly.”

My voice cracked. “Yes, Mistress.”

Her eyes gleamed. She set the wine down, crouching before me, her hand cupping my chin. “Good boy. Good maid. Good toy.” She leaned in, brushing her lips over mine—not a kiss, but a taunt of one. “Surrender looks lovely on you.”

The words unlocked something inside me. The fight, the pleading, the desperate hope for release—it all drained away, leaving only the ache of my cage and the heat of my humiliation.

“I accept it,” I whispered, tears sliding down my cheeks. “I accept your vision. My future. As your… your maid. Your cuck. Your locked toy.”

Her laugh was soft, indulgent, almost maternal. “Mmm. Finally, you see clearly. Finally, you understand what my gift truly is.”

She slid her hand down, pressing against the cage, making the bell chime. My body jerked helplessly, the frustration mounting so sharp it made my head spin.

“Poor thing,” she cooed. “Straining so hard. You want out, don’t you? You want me to set you free. To let you spill all over yourself like the greedy little boy you are.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped. “Please. Please, just once⁠—”

She tilted her head, pretending to consider. “Perhaps. It is Christmas, after all. Perhaps I should be generous.”

Hope flared, wild and blinding. My whole body leaned toward her, trembling, desperate.

She reached into her robe pocket and pulled out the tiny silver key. It gleamed in the firelight like salvation itself. She dangled it in front of my face, swinging it slowly so the metal glinted with each pass.

“Do you see it?” she whispered. “Your freedom. Hanging by a thread. One word from me, and you’d be hard and leaking in my hand. One twist of this little key, and you’d cum harder than you’ve ever cum in your life.”

My breath came fast, ragged. “Yes. Yes, please, Mistress. Please unlock me.”

She smiled sweetly, cruelly. “But tell me—why should I? What have you given me that’s worth more than my denial? What gift could you possibly offer me that’s better than watching you ache?”

My mouth opened and closed, but no answer came. Nothing I could say would be enough.

She leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear. “That’s right. You have nothing. Which means my denial is the only true gift. And keeping you locked… is how I’ll love you best.”

The words shattered me. My whole body sagged, collapsing into the ropes of her control. Tears spilled freely, my cage throbbing uselessly as the bell jingled mournfully.

She laughed softly, tucking the key back into her pocket. “There now. That’s better. You’re calmer already. Do you feel it? The surrender settling in? The peace of knowing you’ll never have to worry about this pathetic cock again?”

I whimpered, shame and arousal twisting tight inside me. “Yes, Mistress.”

Her hand stroked through my hair. “Good boy. That’s the spirit of Christmas. Obedience, service, and acceptance.”

She rose, stepping back, and untied her robe. Beneath it she wore the crimson lingerie from the night before, the lace damp and clinging, her body glowing in the light of the tree. She slid her hand between her thighs, moaning softly as her fingers found her slickness.

“Watch me, darling,” she breathed, sinking into the armchair. “This is what Christmas feels like. This is the joy you’ll never know again.”

My cage throbbed so hard I thought it might split. The bell jingled madly as I shifted, helpless, staring while she pleasured herself. Her moans filled the room, each one more intoxicating than the last.

When she finally shuddered and cried out, climaxing in front of me, she licked her fingers clean and smiled lazily. “Mmm. That was perfect. And you, my little sissy maid, gave me exactly what I wanted—your denial. Your surrender. Your future.”

She stood, kissed my forehead, and whispered: “Merry Christmas, my love. Consider yourself locked… for life.”

The bell chimed one last time, sealing my fate.
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