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Chapter 1

The Gift


"Did you have a nice dream, John?" my girlfriend Emily asked, breaking the silence as I entered the living room.

I shook my head, trying to clear the fogginess from my mind, still just waking up. Looking down, I caught a glimpse of what she was referring to, the bulge in my boxers. I groaned as I reached inside, adjusting my dick in its chastity cage as it strained with its typical morning excitement.

“Heh, no,” I chuckled. “It’s always like this in the morning.”

It was then that I looked up, my eyes finally focusing on the image before me. I expected to see the bright lights of our Christmas tree, the flicker of flames in the fireplace. Instead, all I could focus on was Emily, dressed head to toe in seductive red lingerie.

Her long curly brown hair traced down her neck, surrounding the bra that hefted up her breasts, making them look more delicious than ever. Her hands were on her waist, her fingers tickling the top of her garter belt. I followed the straps of the belt down, over her satin red panties and down her seductive red thigh highs.

My dick began to strain harder against its chastity cage as I took in her sight. Standing in front of the Christmas tree with gifts all around her, she outshined them all. She was my true gift.

“Wow,” I let out.

Emily shifted her posture, striking another provocative pose. “Merry Christmas, baby,” she said softly. “Have you been good this year?”

I thought about the last year, how I had spent almost the entire time wearing this chastity cage for her, how I had done everything that she had asked me to, including shaving my body and occasionally wearing her clothes when the mood struck her. I thought about how badly I wanted her to remove the cage and let me feel her once again.

Starting to walk towards her, I felt a hunger building in me. I wanted to grab her, to take her, to rip off her sexy lingerie and taste her. But I knew I shouldn’t. I knew that if I wanted any piece of her that it would have to be on her terms. She was my key holder; I would need to play her game.

“Yes, baby,” I whispered back. “I’ve been very good.”

Her eyes twinkled with mischief as she stood before me, unfazed by the primal look on my face. She stood before the crackling fire, her toned body glistening with beads of sweat. Seeing her like this, I had a feeling that this would be the best Christmas ever.

“Well in that case, I’ve got something for you," she said in a sultry voice. She grinned wickedly and picked up a large, wrapped box, white with shiny red ribbons.

My groin ached more as I approached her and accepted the gift. I didn’t know what was inside, but I already knew that it wasn’t the gift that I wanted to be unwrapping in this moment—I only wanted her.

I knew this was exactly what she wanted though. Emily loved having this control over me, she loved teasing me and driving me crazy. Just because she was standing before me in such provocative clothes did not guarantee me anything other than more pain and frustration within my chastity cage.

Holding the gift in one arm, I tore off the wrapping paper with the other then opened the box beneath. Seeing the contents within filled me with confusion and surprise. The box was filled with a soft looking emerald green velvet, but I wasn’t sure what it might actually be. My trembling hands pulled it out, letting it unfurl before me. Seeing it held out, it was clear what it was: a dress.

The emerald velvet clung to the curves of the dress form, and the collar and cuffs were trimmed with a fluffy white faux fur. It had a little black belt around the middle with a shiny gold buckle and between the bodice there was a tiny green satin bow. As strange as it was to see in my hands, it was obvious that this wasn’t just any dress, it was a woman’s Christmas elf costume.

I rubbed my fingers against the velvet, letting the soft fabric tickle my senses. I imagined how it would feel brushing against my hairless body, making me feel sexy and exposed with its short length. But did she actually expect me to wear this? Was this for me?

“W-what’s this for?” I asked anxiously, feeling the desires to wear it beginning to surge through me.

“I thought it was time for you to embrace your true Christmas spirit by channeling your inner elf," Emily answered. "After all, between the two of us, you certainly are the elf. You do all the work around the house, always hustling and bustling around while I reap the rewards.”

She grinned at this idea, clearly pleased with both her analogy and her lifestyle. Taking a step closer, she reached out and grabbed my waist, pulling me against her, letting me feel her smooth body against mine. Her mouth nuzzled up to my neck, softly kissing me and sending shivers coursing through my body. Her warm breath teased my every sense as she worked her way up towards my ear. “I also thought that you would look so sexy wearing this for me. Don’t you want to look sexy for me?”

“You want me to wear it?” I croaked, feeling all the blood rushing to my throbbing dick.

“That’s right, baby. Once you’re all dressed up, then I’ll give you your real Christmas gift.”

I gulped at the thoughts of what my real gift could be. With Emily I would never know until she gave it to me, but that never stopped me from fantasizing.

“Y-yes, okay. I’ll wear it,” I stammered, my body shaking from her sensual presence.

Emily slowly leaned back, placing her fingers against my skin. My knees felt weak from her touch, feeling the heat radiating through her body. She smirked at me, pleased with my acceptance, and then took a couple steps back.

She stared at me for a long moment as I continued to daydream about what was about to happen, then her smile faded into a frown. “What are you waiting for?” she snapped. “Get dress. Now!”

My fantasies quickly burst, I looked at her then back at the dress in my hands, suddenly realizing what I needed to do. I flashed her a nervous smile and then took the box and dress and hurried into our bedroom.

It was time to become an elf.


Chapter 2

Costumes


Imade my way into the bedroom, my heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nervousness. I could still feel Emily’s gaze on me, making me anxious as she watched me leave to do her bidding. Inside I quickly closed the door, leaning my back against it to calm myself, to further wonder what was about to happen.

She’s never taken my cage off when she’s dressed me in women’s clothing before, but maybe this time will be different? Please let it be different…

The nagging in my chastity cage doubled down on my desperation, but it also proved my growing curiosity to try on the outfit. I moved to set everything down on the bed then removed my boxers so that I was naked other than my tiny pink chastity cage.

It had been so long since I had looked down and seen my full, erect penis. I hardly remembered what it looked like or even how it felt to touch. These days all I could remember was how it looked encompassed by this little cage.

Maybe today, maybe as a reward for being good for her all year, maybe I will get to see it again. To feel it again.

I shook away the thought, knowing that my hopes and desires didn’t matter. When it came to my penis and my pleasure, only Emily’s thoughts mattered.

Naked, I picked up the green velvet dress once again. It was sleek and sexy, short and revealing. The idea of dressing up as an elf was silly, but the outfit was alluring nonetheless. Admiring the dress in my outstretched arms, I knew that it would look amazing on Emily, but I worried about how it would look on me.

My body had always been more on the feminine side when I first met her, but throughout the course of our relationship she had made sure to enhance that, making me shave and discouraging weight training. She said she loved the touch of my smooth skin against hers and she loved my slender figure.

Who was I to argue with that? When you luck out and have a relationship with someone as beautiful as her, you do as she says.

Taking a deep breath, I tried to calm down. This skimpy dress wouldn’t do anything to hide his straining chastity cage so I needed to try to relax, to ease my aching penis.

After a few calming breaths, I knew that I couldn’t delay any longer. I finally put on the dress. As I pulled it up I could feel the velvety fabric cling to my every curve, the faux hair trim teasing my bare skin. The dress settled well over my body although it barely seemed to cover it. The deep v-neck left my chest open while the short length barely covered my butt. Despite being clothed, I could still feel the cold air sweeping across my most intimate areas.

Is this it? It’s so tiny, so revealing. I’ve never worn something so skimpy for her before.

Looking back in the gift box, I discovered that there were a few more pieces to the costume. I picked out the first one, a matching green g-string thong. Without thinking, I slipped on the tiny garment, feeling it slide gently between my cheeks. The front hardly covered my cage, making me worried that the feeling of the naughty panties would only make it harder to contain.

The next items were a set, a pair of sheer white thigh high, the sight of which excited me. I had always loved how the silky material of stockings felt against my shaved legs. Eagerly, I sat down on our bed and slowly slipped each one on, enjoying how they caressed my hairless flesh.

As I stood back up, now fully dressed, I felt better. Though the added garments did nothing to make my outfit less revealing, they had made me feel sexier, a sensation that I quite enjoyed.

I moved to examine myself in the mirror, gazing upon my slutty elf costume for the first time. I took a moment to adjust where the bra cups laid against my chest, to feel the soft velvet against my hands as I traced my body downwards, to sweep my fingers against my silky thigh highs once more. But seeing my reflection reminded me that there was one last piece that I needed to complete my outfit. Hurrying to my closet, I opened the door and found my long blonde wig. I gently pulled it off the mannequin and placed it over my head.

Returning to the mirror, I could now see my fully feminine self. I couldn’t deny the arousal I felt from own reflection in this skimpy outfit. The sensations fueled a desire inside of me, heightening the anticipation I had for what would soon come once I opened the door and returned to Emily.

Okay, I think I’m ready. I hope she likes how I look.

As I walked towards the exit, I could feel the fur trim bouncing delicately on my skin, my stockings swishing against each other, my penis gently pulsing in its cage behind the tiny g-string. I had always appreciated the outfits that Emily had picked out for me in the past, but there was something about this one or perhaps something about the day, that made this particular outfit feel magical. My heart fluttered as I opened the door, wondering what Emily would think when she saw me.

“Baby, you look beautiful,” she cooed at I returned to the living room. Her face was lit up with delight, her voice laced with hunger.

I instantly noticed something different about her. She was no longer just wearing her bright red lingerie. She now donned a long floppy red Santa hat over her head and had an oversized Santa coat covering her body.

She was dressed as a sexy Santa Claus and I was her elf.


Chapter 3

Sexy Santa


My jaw dropped from the sight in front of me. I couldn’t help but wonder what my girlfriend was up to and why she was dressed as Santa Claus.

A naughty grin spread across her face as she saw the shock on my face and stepped forward, initiating her plan. "You've been a good boy, haven't you, John?” she breathed out as she moved towards our white armchair. Her voice was deep and husky, almost as if she was pretending to be Santa Claus himself. “All year you have diligently done everything that your girlfriend has commanded of you. Isn’t that right?”

She took a seat, crossing her slender legs as her arms wrapped around the thick cushioned arms of the chair. There, she stared at me, waiting for an answer to her question.

“Y-yes,” I stammered. “I think I’ve been good.”

“I’ll have to double check my list, but I believe you’re right,” she replied. “Why don’t you come take a seat on Santa’s lap and tell me what you want for Christmas.”

I nodded, feeling a heat building between my legs, the aching quickly returning to my penis. Slowly, I made my way towards Emily, feeling overwhelmingly vulnerable and weak from her powerful presence. As I approached she uncrossed her legs and patted her lap to welcome me on.

My body quivered as I sat down, amplified by the feeling of our thigh highs brushing against each other. At the same time, I noticed that there was a strange lump beneath me, pressing against my butt, as if she was hiding something underneath her Santa costume. But I was too frozen from every other titillating sensation to explore what it might be.

“So, little boy? What is it you wish to have for Christmas?” she asked me.

I could feel my dick pressing vigorously against its cage as if raising its hand and volunteering its own answer. My mouth opened, but I couldn’t find the strength to speak.

Emily’s hand landed on my thigh, her soft, cool fingers making me shiver with sensation. She began running them up and down my leg, each time moving a little closer to my dick, teasing me and building up a deep lust within me. When at last she brushed against my cage I gasped as my body shuddered.

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “You don’t have to answer. Santa knows exactly what you want.”

Her hand moved further up my dress, tracing every curve of my small cage. My mouth remained open as soft moans escaped. Despite not feeling any of her actual touches, knowing that she was touching my cage nearly felt as good. At the same time it was also maddening and frustrating that pleasure was so close yet so far away.

"Beg for my touch," she said, her lips brushing against my ear. "Beg Santa, and maybe I'll let you out of this cage."

I groaned, feeling a desire that pooled deep within me at her words.

"Please, Santa, please. Let me out of my cage,” I begged, my voice thick with desperation.

Her fingers moved to my balls, delicately beginning to cup and fondle them, occasionally giving them a firm squeeze. “You’re so tense, so full of cum. I bet you’re ready to explode at even the slightest touch from me, aren’t you? I can see the desperation in your eyes. You need to cum, don't you?"

I nodded, still struggling to speak. The cage around my dick was driving me mad with desire, throbbing to be released from it. Emily knew exactly how to push my buttons, and she was enjoying every second of this.

“Yes,” I finally managed to squeak out. “Please let me cum.”

Emily’s head arched back dramatically as she filled the room with her laughter. The sound was unnerving, making me worried that I wouldn’t get my Christmas wish.

“Do you think you could even manage to get hard anymore? Do you think that you could actually manage to pleasure me with that shriveled up little thing?”

I whimpered pathetically, growing more concerned that she wasn’t going to unlock my cage.

“No,” she continued. “You would probably spill your seed in seconds and waste my time.”

My body was shaking now, my concern growing tenfold as the conversation progressed.

“You’re probably right,” I admitted, hoping to stay on her good side.

Her hands moved to my hips and pushed me up, telling me to stand. I obeyed her, moving up and out of her way as she too stood up.

“I’m sorry to tell you that I don’t think you will be getting your Christmas wish, baby. At least not this year,” she said firmly as she walked back towards the Christmas tree.

My heart dropped into my stomach at her words, my shoulders slumping with sadness.

“Oh…” I croaked out, trying not to show my devastation too much.

In front of the tree, Emily turned back to face me. I watched as she began unbuttoning her Santa coat, slowly revealing her lacy bra and breasts.

Emily laughed again, clearly still having fun torturing me, her plan going just as she had wanted. She released the final button and then looked at me, naughtiness burning in her piercing hazel eyes. Her fingers wrapped tightly around the two ends of the coat and with one swift motion she tore it open, flashing to me her intimates—and something else.

My eyes wanted to take in her sexy outfit again, to enjoy the perfect fit of her lingerie and the sultry curves of her body, but they were distracted by something large, something long.

Is that what I think it is?

Around her hips were thick black straps, all meeting together over her crotch. There, dangling freely, was a big, thick dick shaped dildo.


Chapter 4

Needs


“This year for Christmas you aren’t getting the gift that you think you want,” Emily growled. “This year you’re getting the gift that you need.”

I gulped as I continued to stare at the long phallic object between my girlfriend’s legs. “W-what’s that?”

Her hand wrapped around her cock and she pointed it towards me. “Isn’t it obvious? Santa is tired from stuffing stockings all night. He needs his sexy little elf to help him relax after a long night’s work.”

My eyebrows furrowed at her as I considered her words. I had a feeling that I knew what she meant, but part of me didn’t want to accept it. “What do you mean?” I asked nervously.

Her eyes locked onto mine, a wicked gleam in them. “Isn’t it obvious, baby? Santa is going to fuck you.”

My body trembled at the thought. It was what I was expecting, but at the same time I never thought I would hear her say it.

Can I actually let her do this to me?

“Doesn’t that sound nice, John? There’s nothing like having a new experience while you’re dressed like a sexy little slut,” she added. “I have a feeling that you’re going to love it.”

My penis perked up at this, enjoying being called a slut, but still I was apprehensive about the rest.

“I-I don’t know, hun. That seems a bit extreme,” I whimpered.

“You’re not saying no to Santa are you? I might need to reconsider your placement on my naughty or nice list.”

She stepped closer to me, batting her long eyelashes as she squeezed her chest together and pouted her lips. She moved with purpose, doing everything that she knew would turn me on. Stopping just before me, her hand once again found my caged dick beneath my dress.

She began palming my cage, making my penis strain harder. Her touch was electric, sending surges of pleasure throughout my body, making me yearn for more. Again she stepped closer, this time pressing her body against mine, holding us tightly with one hand while the other continued to pleasure me. Her breath was sticky and sweet as she nuzzled her lips next to my ear.

"It's time for your Christmas present, John,” she whispered, the words sending a thrill through me. “Come join me in the bedroom.”

I felt my body respond, my dick pressing forcefully against the chastity cage, my knees growing weak. She gave my cage a loving pat then removed her hand as she walked past me, heading towards our bedroom.

I groaned as I watched her leave, my balls aching more than ever, my body craving relief.

This may be my only chance at pleasure for who knows how long. She’ll probably hold it against me forever if I don’t agree.

As my penis continued to throb, a had a feeling that I wasn’t going to be able to resist her. I knew that I needed something, some kind of pleasure, some kind of sexual interaction. If she thought that I would like this then maybe I would. She hadn’t been wrong so far when introducing me to new things.

I bounced on my heels anxiously as I decided what to do. Then finally, I went for it. Chasing after her, I caught up just as she entered the bedroom. “I’m sorry, Santa. I won’t disobey you again,” I grinned, playing along with her game.

Emily gave me an approving smile and then gestured towards our bed. “Then go bend over, elf,” she commanded.

With shaking hands, I did as I was told, lowering myself over the bed, feeling the plush sheets on my fingers. Emily was humming happily as she approached me, clearly pleased with the level of control she had over me, just as she always was.

She came to stand over me, her long Santa coat hanging down, surrounding my bent over body. Between it she began to stroke the long dildo, preparing it for what was to come.

“Because I’m nice, I’ll go easy on you this time, but only because you tried to be a good boy for me this year,” she whispered.

Her hand reached into her coat pocked and pulled out a small vial. She squeezed it out on her dildo then dribbled a little on my hole as she pulled my tiny g-string down.

My heart skipped a beat at the cold sensation. The feeling of lube splashing against my body made everything seem so real—this really was about to happen. I could feel myself trembling, my fingers tightly gripping the bedding as I anxiously awaited her to begin.

I flinched as the tip of her cock brushed against my bare ass. It was slick with lube and ready to be used. Emily grabbed my hips and pulled me back, her grip firm and unyielding; she wasn’t going to let me get away.

“Relax, John,” she said calmly. “Think of sugarplum fairies and mistletoe.”

I tried to do as she said, but once I felt the pressure against my virgin hole I began to shake. I closed my eyes tightly and let out another deep breath.

Then it happened.

Emily’s cock surged inside of me, penetrating me for the first time. I gasped, feeling a burning sensation as she slowly inched her way deeper, stretching me open.

“You’re going to start begging for this gift every year, baby,” Emily said sensually. “You’re going to love it.”

As I felt her pull the dildo back, I wasn’t sold on her idea, but as she started shoving it back in I felt my first tinge of pleasure. She repeated the motions, pulling back and surging forward again. The deeper she went, the more I began to enjoy the sensations.

I could feel my dick begin reacting, enjoying the naughtiness that was taking place in our bedroom. When the first moan escaped my mouth I knew the tide was turning.

"That's it, baby," Emily growled, thrusting harder into him. “Take Santa’s big cock.”

I groaned at the hard thrust, feeling my hole get even more stuffed with pleasure. Emily was beginning to work harder, faster, moving in and out of me in rapid succession as she laughed above me.

She grasped my hips, holding me firmly as she drove the dildo further inside, making me cry out in pleasure. Feeling her fuck me made me feel so submissive, yet so incredibly alive. From the way Emily was pounding me I knew that she loved it too, only she cherished her chance to be utterly dominant over me.

As she continued, I could feel myself growing closer to orgasming, my penis building up with all of my pent up sexual energy.

But I wasn’t ready yet. I wanted more.

Emily pressed her hand on my back, pushing me down as she drove the dildo harder and deeper into my ass.

"That's it, baby. Cum for me. I know you’re close,” she growled.

The pressure kept building. I wasn’t sure I could hold it back any longer.

“No,” I whined, my breath coming in ragged gasps between thrusts. “More. Harder.”

Emily laughed manically at my pleas, loving every bit of her control. She leaned in and whispered, "You're my naughty little elf, aren't you? Don’t lie to Santa. I know that you’ve really been such a naughty elf all year."

“Yes!” I moaned, feeling her dildo push deeper into me with every thrust, hitting me right where I needed it most. "You're right. I've been such a naughty elf!”

Emily was panting now, gripping my hips tightly as she plunged the dildo in and out of me with abandon. My own cock throbbed with each thrust, pre cum glistening on the tip of my head, ready to explode.

"Beg me for it, baby,” Emily demanded, her voice hoarse with desire. "Beg Santa for his cock. Beg for your Christmas orgasm!”

My body was growing overwhelmed with sensations. I felt out of breath, my arms were aching from holding myself up, and my dick was pulsing wildly. I hardly had any energy left, but what I did have I used to beg. “Please Santa. Give me your cock. Don’t stop until I’m done,” I whimpered.

With a wicked grin on her face, Emily continued to thrust her strap-on deep inside me, filling me completely. “Don’t worry, baby. Santa is going to make you cum. You may have been a naughty boy all year, but Santa is going to turn you into my good cock-loving girl.”

My head was spinning with pleasure, my body shuddering every time Emily hit my prostate. I was so close to coming. I didn’t think I could hold it back any longer.

Emily's thrusts became wilder, more frenzied. With one final, powerful thrust, Emily sent me over the edge. I cried out as my orgasm exploded through me, my dick bursting out with pleasure, over and over again.

My entire body heaved with every deep breath. I was exhausted beyond all measure, but I also felt weightless, like I was floating on clouds of euphoria.

Emily slowed down her thrusting then came to a stop, slowly pulling herself out of me. “That was so fucking hot,” she breathed out as she gave my ass a fierce slap.

I rolled over, collapsing into the bed as I caught my breath. “That was amazing,” I exhaled.

Emily grinned as she crawled up the bed, lying just next to me and staring lovingly into my eyes. “I told you that you would love it,” she purred.

“You did,” I smiled. “Thank you.”

She giggled as her eyes glanced down my body. I felt her hand on my chastity cage once again, flicking it playfully. “See? We never need to unlock this to have fun. There are plenty of ways to make you cum if you open your mind to them.”

Goosebumps consumed my body as she fondled my cage. It had been so long since I had touched my dick or let it feel even a taste of real physical pleasure. The thought of it being denied again was frustrating, but it was also entrancing. After experiencing such a powerful orgasm, I knew that I wanted more like just that.

I knew that she was right, I no longer needed my caged unlocked.

“Teach me,” I moaned longingly.

“That’s my good little elf,” she smirked.
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