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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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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HOLIDAY HOPES


The house smelled like cinnamon and pine, the warm fragrance of holiday candles mixing with the sharp freshness of the tree we had dragged inside a week ago. Julia had insisted on a real one, not the artificial tree we’d used last year. “I want the house to smell like Christmas,” she said, and what Julia wanted, Julia got.

I was on my knees in front of that tree now, smoothing out a sheet of shiny gold wrapping paper with slow, careful motions. My knees pressed into the rug, the tiny fibers prickling my skin where the hem of my red satin shorts rode up. The shorts had been Julia’s idea, of course—one of her many little seasonal humiliations. Shiny, silky, and far too short, they clung to my thighs like something a girl might wear to bed. Underneath them, I wore lace panties and the small, steel cage she had locked me into nearly four weeks ago.

Every time I shifted to reach for tape or ribbon, the cage reminded me of its presence with a dull ache, a weight that seemed heavier in the holiday glow. The jingling sound of the tiny bell hanging from my collar betrayed my every movement, a constant reminder of what I had become for her: obedient, feminized, and—most painfully—denied.

I tried to focus on the task. The paper needed to be folded evenly, the corners tucked with precision. Julia demanded neatness when it came to wrapping gifts. She said presentation was part of the pleasure. I suspected she enjoyed watching me fumble even more—the way my hands shook slightly when she hovered over me, the way my body tensed when she corrected me in that calm, commanding tone.

“Careful,” Julia said from the couch, her voice smooth and unhurried. She was curled up with a glass of wine, her robe loosely tied, one leg stretched out to display a slip of bare skin. She looked every inch the picture of relaxed elegance while I toiled at her feet. “That corner isn’t square. Try again.”

“Yes, Julia,” I murmured. I tugged at the paper, smoothed the edge, tried to make it look crisp. My face burned as the bell chimed with each motion, announcing my obedience.

The truth was, I’d been holding on to a fragile hope all week. Julia had locked me up the day after Thanksgiving, telling me with a wicked grin that this holiday season would be a true “season of giving.” She meant that I would give her everything—my service, my patience, my frustration—without expecting anything in return.

Still, a part of me believed she might relent. Christmas was supposed to be about generosity, wasn’t it? Maybe, after all my good behavior, she would finally set me free.

That thought pulsed through my head with every wrap of ribbon, every strip of tape I pressed into place. If I was neat enough, patient enough, sweet enough, maybe tomorrow morning she would slip the key into my hand. Maybe she’d let me come under the tree, wrapped in her arms instead of steel.

“Better,” Julia said as I folded the last edge into place. She rose from the couch and crossed the room, her silk robe whispering against her legs. She crouched beside me, her perfume filling my lungs, her presence swallowing me whole. Her fingers brushed mine as she adjusted the bow, her nails grazing the back of my hand just long enough to send a tremor down my spine.

“You’ve been helpful this month,” she said, her tone playful but deliberate. “Patient. Maybe even sweet.”

My breath caught. I looked up at her, desperate, the words spilling out before I could stop them. “Does that mean… tomorrow, maybe⁠—?”

Her laugh was soft, cruel in its sweetness. She cupped my cheek, tilting my face so I had no choice but to meet her eyes. “You’ll see.”

She let the moment hang there, my body trembling with anticipation, my cock swelling painfully against its prison. Then she reached behind her and lifted a wrapped box from the coffee table. It was tied with silver ribbon, a neat little tag dangling from the top. She slid it under the tree, right in front of me, and tapped the tag with her nail.

“That one is for you,” she said. “But don’t get your hopes up.”

I swallowed hard, staring at the box as if it might open itself. It was large—much too large to just fit a key, I thought wildly. My mind spun with possibilities even as dread coiled in my stomach.

Julia’s smile was knowing, satisfied. She had me exactly where she wanted me: desperate, obedient, clinging to hope she controlled.

“Thank you, Julia,” I whispered, my voice hoarse.

She leaned closer, pressing a kiss to my forehead. Her lips were warm, lingering just long enough to feel tender—before her hand tugged the bell at my collar, making it chime. “Sleep well, my present,” she whispered.

She left me there, kneeling by the tree, staring at the glowing lights and the little box with my name on it. The ache between my legs throbbed with every breath, every flicker of hope I couldn’t quite extinguish.

I knew I would go to bed tonight locked and unsatisfied, my mind burning with images of what tomorrow might bring. Would she finally unwrap me? Or would she only bind me tighter?

I didn’t know. But as I crawled to clean up the scraps of paper, the bell chiming with each movement, I knew one thing with painful certainty: I belonged to her, no matter what waited under that tree.
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CHRISTMAS MORNING UNWRAPPING


The house was still dark when Julia shook my shoulder. I blinked awake, groggy, my body stiff from restless dreams. The faint glow of the tree lit the hallway beyond our bedroom, its lights twinkling like distant stars.

I had lain awake most of the night, hard and aching inside the cage, thinking about the present under the tree with my name on it. Every time I drifted into sleep, I dreamed of keys, of being free, of pressing into Julia at last. Every time I woke, the steel around me reminded me it was just a dream.

“Up,” Julia whispered, her voice both tender and commanding. She tugged on the bell at my collar, making it chime in the dark. “It’s Christmas, Tyler.”

I groaned softly but obeyed, swinging my legs out of bed. My satin shorts clung to me, the cage pressing awkwardly beneath them. Julia didn’t give me time to fully wake. She guided me with firm hands, placing a blindfold over my eyes before I could protest.

“Wait—”

“Shh. Presents first. You’ll see everything soon enough.”

Her fingers tightened around my arm, steering me through the hall. I moved carefully, guided by the sound of her feet and the soft jingle of the bell as I stumbled.

The scent of pine grew stronger, mixed with the faint sweetness of last night’s candles. She led me to the rug in front of the tree and pressed down on my shoulders.

“Kneel,” she demanded.

The word shivered through me. I obeyed, lowering myself onto the rug. The fibers scratched against my knees, grounding me even as the anticipation built.

I heard Julia move around the tree, the rustle of wrapping paper, the faint clink of ornaments. My cage throbbed with every sound.

“You’ll stay right there,” she said at last, “while I open my gifts.”

I couldn’t see her, but I imagined her in her robe, smiling slyly as she unwrapped box after box. I listened to the soft rip of paper, the tinkling laugh she let out when she uncovered something she liked.

I thought of everything that she had asked for this year. Jewelry, lingerie, perfume. I pictured her holding each item against her skin, admiring herself while I knelt blind and waiting.

“Mm,” she purred, “you did well this year.”

I flushed with pride. I had spent hours choosing her gifts—scouring online shops, sneaking purchases, wrapping each one with care. My whole December had been devoted to making her happy. It was the only way I could cope with the ache of denial: pouring myself into her pleasure.

Finally, the rustling stopped. Silence fell except for the faint hum of the tree’s lights. My heart raced. This was it.

“You’ve been patient,” Julia said softly. She crouched beside me, her fingers stroking my cheek. “Would you like to open yours now?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Please.”

She slipped the blindfold off, and the world returned in a wash of color. The tree glowed bright, ornaments gleaming. And there, at the center, was the box she had slid under the branches last night. Silver ribbon gleamed in the lights, the tag with my name dangling neatly from the bow.

“Go on,” she said.

My hands shook as I reached for it. I untied the ribbon, peeled back the paper, lifted the lid. Inside was fabric—silky, frilly fabric in a bright, festive red. I pulled it out slowly, and my stomach sank.

It was a maid’s dress. Short skirt, lace apron, puffed sleeves. Next came the stockings—striped red and white, like candy canes. And nestled at the bottom, gleaming cold and merciless, was a new cage. Smaller. Tighter. Crueler.

My chest tightened. “Julia…”

She plucked the last item from the box before I could react. A glass ornament, delicate and glittering, shaped like a clear sphere. Suspended inside was a tiny silver key, sealed away forever.

“This,” Julia said, holding it up to the tree lights, “is the most important part. Every year, it will hang here, high on the branch, where you can see it but never touch. A reminder of what you are. My permanent present.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. The sight of the key glinting inside the ornament made my cage throb with equal parts longing and despair.

“So no…” I whispered. “No release?”

Julia’s smile was tender, cruel. She set the ornament gently onto a high branch, where it caught the glow of the lights. “Not this Christmas. Not next. Not ever. You’re mine, Tyler. Wrapped, bound, given to me forever.”

Tears stung at the corners of my eyes, humiliation and arousal crashing together. “Yes, Julia.”

She crouched again, tilting my chin up. “Good boy.” Her hand slid down to my lap, pressing against the cage. I gasped, my whole body jerking at the sudden contact. She rubbed slowly, teasing, just enough to make me tremble.

“Do you feel that?” she whispered. “That ache is mine. Every twitch, every desperate thought, every dream you had last night—it belongs to me.”

Her touch grew firmer, stroking the cage until I was moaning softly, straining helplessly against steel. My hips bucked despite myself. I was on the edge in seconds, the cruelest, most unbearable edge, pleasure curling hot in my belly.

Then she pulled her hand away, leaving me shaking and hollow.

“Merry Christmas, Tyler,” Julia said, kissing my forehead again. “Your gift to me is staying just like this. Forever.”

I stared up at the tree, at the tiny glint of silver locked inside glass, and knew there was no escape. I was her present, her toy, her property—and nothing would ever change that.
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DRESSED LIKE A PRESENT


The maid’s dress lay across the arm of the couch, its crimson satin catching the glow of the tree lights. I stared at it in silence, my throat tight, my hands folded uselessly in my lap. The stockings and apron were neatly folded beside it, the candy-cane stripes bright and festive. My stomach twisted at the thought of putting them on.

Julia, on the other hand, looked delighted. She lounged on the couch with her wine glass in hand, one leg draped casually over the other, watching me squirm. The ornament with the tiny key glittered high on the tree behind her, catching the light like a star.

“Well?” she said at last, her smile lazy, amused. “Go on. Put it on.”

My face burned. “Julia…”

“Do you really want to disappoint me on Christmas morning?” Her tone shifted, soft but sharp, the kind of warning I’d learned to obey without question.

I shook my head quickly. “No, Julia.”

“Then stand up.”

My knees creaked as I rose from the rug, the bell at my collar jingling with the motion. Julia gestured at the dress, then leaned back to sip her wine, clearly enjoying every second.

My hands trembled as I lifted the garment, the fabric impossibly smooth against my fingers. The skirt was shorter than I’d realized, scandalously short, with layers of lace that would do nothing to hide the bulge of my cage.

“Strip first,” Julia said.

Heat rushed to my cheeks. Slowly, I slipped off the satin shorts she’d given me for bed, folding them neatly and placing them on the couch. The lace panties underneath were no better, a feminine whisper of fabric that did nothing to hide my locked cock. Julia’s gaze lingered there, smirking.

“Now the dress.”

I stepped into the garment, pulling it up over my body. The fabric clung to me, snug at the waist, the puffed sleeves brushing against my shoulders. I smoothed it down nervously, the skirt barely covering the tops of my thighs. Julia set her glass aside and rose, circling me like a predator admiring prey.

“Beautiful,” she murmured, tugging the lace apron strings around my waist, knotting them tight. “Spin.”

I turned slowly, the skirt flaring slightly with the motion. The bell jingled again. Julia’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction.

“Stockings next.”

I pulled the striped fabric up my legs, struggling to keep them straight, feeling ridiculous as the candy-cane pattern hugged my thighs. Julia helped smooth them into place, her nails grazing my skin just enough to make me shiver.

She fastened little garters at the tops, securing them in place. Then came the accessories: a velvet ribbon tied in a bow around my cage, a headband with a satin bow nestled in my hair, and finally, a spritz of her perfume across my neck.

“Perfect,” she said, stepping back. “My very own holiday present.”

Humiliation burned through me. I wanted to hide, to curl into myself, but Julia wasn’t done. She pulled her phone from the side table, lifting it toward me.

“Smile,” she commanded.

My mouth opened to protest, but the look in her eyes silenced me. I forced a weak smile, my cheeks hot as the shutter clicked. Julia snapped photo after photo—me standing in front of the tree, me kneeling with my hands folded, me bent slightly at the waist as if curtsying.

“On your knees,” she said suddenly.

I obeyed, the skirt riding up scandalously as I lowered myself to the rug. Julia moved behind the tree, adjusting the phone until the ornament with the key dangled above my head in the frame.

“Perfect,” she murmured, snapping another photo. “My permanent present under the tree.”

I swallowed hard, the humiliation searing through me, the cage pressing unbearably against the ribbon.

When she finally put the phone away, Julia guided me into the kitchen. “Time to serve breakfast,” she said lightly, as if this were the most natural tradition in the world.

She handed me a tray with orange juice and coffee, instructing me to carry it carefully while the bell at my collar jingled. I poured her juice, buttered her toast, all while dressed in lace and ribbons, the scent of her perfume clinging to me.

“Good girl,” she teased when I bent to clear her plate, the words sinking into me like hooks. My face burned, but my chest swelled with something darker, more confusing: pride.

Afterward, Julia led me back to the tree. She settled into the couch with her legs crossed, patting her lap. “Kneel here.”

I obeyed, resting my head on her thigh. Her fingers stroked through my hair, slow and deliberate. “You see, Tyler,” she whispered, “this is what you were meant for. Not release. Not freedom. Service. Beauty. Permanence.”

Her hand drifted down to my cage, pressing firmly enough to make me gasp. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Julia,” I whispered, trembling.

She smiled, satisfied. “Good. Because this—” she tugged the bell at my collar, making it chime—“is only the beginning.”

And as I knelt there, wrapped in lace and ribbons, I knew she was right.
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HOLIDAY RITUAL


The house grew quiet as night settled over it, a hush falling heavier than the snow outside. The day’s noise—the tearing of wrapping paper, the clinking of dishes, the shuffle of chores—faded into silence. Only the tree remained alive, glittering in the corner, its lights glowing against the darkness.

Julia moved through the room with deliberate grace, lighting tall white candles on the mantle. Their flames flickered high, casting golden shadows along the walls. She poured wine into two crystal glasses, the deep red shimmering like blood as it caught the glow. She was crafting a stage, a setting that felt less like a living room and more like a shrine.

I knelt where she had placed me earlier, the rug rough against my knees. The lace apron fluttered against my thighs whenever I shifted, the candy-cane stockings stretching tight over my skin. The ribbon tied around my cage scratched faintly, the bow already fraying from hours of movement. My bell chimed whenever I adjusted, betraying my impatience.

Julia turned toward me at last, glass in hand, robe loosely tied. Candlelight painted her face in gold, her eyes sharp and luminous.

“Come here, my present,” she said softly.

The words carried weight. I rose slowly, legs stiff, and crossed the rug. My body ached in more ways than one: from kneeling, from denial, from the long hours of humiliation. Yet when Julia looked at me like that—hungry, tender, certain—I wanted nothing more than to obey.

“Kneel.”

I dropped to my knees at her feet. The bell chimed.

She sipped her wine, watching me over the rim of her glass. Then she set it aside and leaned forward, brushing her thumb along my lower lip. The touch was electric, sending a tremor through me.

“It’s time to begin our new tradition,” she said. “Every Christmas, we’ll honor what you are to me. And every year, you’ll be reminded.”

Her words sank deep, chilling and thrilling in equal measure. My throat tightened. I nodded, unable to trust my voice.

She loosened the sash of her robe and let the silk fall open. My breath caught. Candlelight illuminated the curve of her breasts, the smooth line of her stomach, the shadow between her thighs. She was offering herself to me, unwrapping herself like a gift.

“You may unwrap me,” she whispered.

My hands trembled as I slipped the robe from her shoulders. It slid down her arms and pooled at her waist before falling silently to the floor. I swallowed hard, my cage throbbing painfully as I gazed at her body, radiant in the flickering light.

“Worship me,” Julia commanded.

I leaned forward, pressing my lips to her thigh. Her skin was warm, smooth, smelling faintly of her perfume. I kissed slowly upward, pausing at her hip, then moving across her stomach, over the swell of her breast. She sighed softly, sliding her fingers into my hair. Each sound she made spurred me on, my cage throbbing with each desperate kiss.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Good. My perfect present.”

I moaned softly, humiliated by the words and yet swelling with pride at her approval. I wanted to give her more. I wanted her to take everything.

But Julia had other plans. She tugged me back by my hair, forcing me to look up at her. Her smile was wicked, tender, merciless.

She reached past me, plucking something from the tree. My stomach lurched when I saw what dangled from her fingers.

The ornament. The glass sphere glittered in the candlelight, the tiny silver key suspended inside. My breath hitched.

“Kiss it,” she said.

I froze, shame washing through me.

“Kiss. It.”

I leaned forward, pressing my lips to the cool glass. The ornament swung gently, the key glinting inside, mocking me. My cage pulsed, tight and hot.

“Again.”

I kissed it once more. Then again. Each time the bell at my collar chimed, echoing in the quiet room. Tears pricked at my eyes, the humiliation unbearable.

“That’s right,” Julia whispered, her tone low and reverent. “That’s where your release belongs. Locked away forever. Out of reach. Mine.”

Her hand slid down my chest, over the apron, to the cage beneath. She cupped me firmly, making me gasp.

“Do you feel that?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whispered, broken.

“That ache is the proof,” she said. “Proof that you are mine. Proof that your devotion is real.”

She stroked slowly, her palm grinding against the steel, pushing me higher and higher. My body jolted, my hips straining helplessly. I was so close I could taste it, the edge sharp and unbearable.

Then she stopped.

I whimpered, trembling.

“Not yet,” she said. “Not ever.”

She made me kiss the ornament again, pressing my lips harder this time, as if sealing the vow. Then she stroked me once more, bringing me close again, before pulling away. Again and again she repeated it—kiss, stroke, denial—until I was shaking, my thighs quivering, my chest heaving with desperate moans.

“Say it,” Julia whispered at last, holding the ornament high above me.

“I am your present,” I gasped.

“Louder.”

“I am your present!”

Her smile was radiant, victorious. She kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding against mine, her hand pressing firmly against my cage one last time before retreating.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Now stay here and think about it while I finish my wine.”

And so I knelt at her feet, caged and aching, the taste of glass still on my lips, the candles flickering around us. I stared up at the glittering ornament high on the tree and knew, with painful clarity, that this was no one-time ritual. This was forever.
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THE PERMANENT PRESENT


The candles were nearly gone by the time Julia drained her last sip of wine. Only small tongues of flame remained, flickering low and lazy in their puddles of wax. Shadows pooled in the corners of the room, but the tree still glowed, steady and radiant, its ornaments gleaming like a constellation of stars.

I remained kneeling at her feet, exactly where she’d placed me after the ritual. My knees ached, my thighs trembled, but I didn’t dare shift without permission.

The maid’s dress clung wrinkled and askew to my body, the apron strings cutting lightly into my waist. My stockings sagged where the garters had loosened, and the ribbon tied over my cage was a wilted thing now, its edges frayed. I felt disheveled, ridiculous, utterly broken down—and yet I couldn’t remember ever being more aware of belonging to her.

Julia set her glass aside, stretched her legs out, and stroked her fingers lazily through my hair. The touch made me shiver, half comforted, half humiliated. Her nails scratched just enough to remind me she owned me from scalp to toes.

“You did well tonight,” she said at last, her tone both casual and deliberate. “You obeyed. You kissed. You begged. You learned what Christmas means for us.”

My chest tightened. “Yes, Julia.”

Her smile was soft but merciless. She reached for the ornament on the tree, lifting it carefully from its branch. Candlelight caught in the glass, throwing sparks of silver across the room. The tiny key inside turned lazily, gleaming like it knew it would never be mine.

She held it just above my face. “Look at it.”

I obeyed, my throat dry, my cage already throbbing.

“This is the only key that matters now,” she whispered. “And it’s not for you. It’s for me. Every year, it will hang here, and you will kneel beneath it. You will look up and remember: you are my present. Permanent, wrapped, and kept.”

Tears stung at the corners of my eyes. I hated how much I wanted her approval, even as she shattered me. “Yes, Julia.”

“Say it.”

“I am your present.”

“Again.”

“I am your present.”

Her lips curved, wicked and satisfied. She hung the ornament back high on the tree, so far out of reach it might as well have been another star. Then she leaned down, her hand sliding between my thighs, cupping the cage firmly.

“You’ll never open again,” she said, pressing until I gasped. “Not for Christmas, not for New Year’s, not for birthdays or anniversaries. Not ever. Do you understand?”

I whimpered, trembling against her palm. “Yes, Julia.”

She stroked me through the steel, slow and deliberate, pushing me to the edge just as she had all night. My body arched, desperate, every nerve screaming for release. And then—again—she stopped.

The denial tore a cry from my throat, humiliating and raw. Julia caught my chin in her other hand, forcing me to meet her eyes.

“Look at me,” she said.

I did. Candlelight blazed in her gaze, fierce and certain.

“This is love,” she whispered. “Not the kind you dreamed of, not the kind you thought you wanted. But the kind you were made for. To give, to ache, to serve. My love is keeping you. My love is denying you. And your love is surrendering to it.”

Something inside me broke open at her words. My tears spilled over, sliding hot down my cheeks. I nodded, helpless.

Her expression softened slightly, though her grip on my cage never loosened. She leaned down and kissed me, slow and deep, her tongue sliding against mine. The taste of wine lingered on her lips, rich and heavy. She kissed me like she owned me, because she did.

When she pulled back, she whispered, “Merry Christmas, Tyler.”

I choked on my answer, my voice thick. “Merry Christmas, Julia.”

She stroked my hair once more, then gestured toward the tree. “Kneel there. Under the lights.”

I obeyed, crawling across the rug until I sat back on my heels before the glowing branches. The tree loomed above me, its ornaments sparkling, the glass key gleaming like a crown jewel. Julia followed, standing tall over me. She adjusted the bow on my cage, tied it tighter, and then pressed her hand to my chest.

“Look up,” she commanded.

I lifted my gaze to the ornament. My tears blurred it into a shimmer of silver and gold.

“This is our new tradition,” Julia said, her voice low and reverent. “Each year, you’ll kneel right here in your new outfit, waiting to serve me. Each year, I will let you unwrap me and you will worship me. Each year, I’ll remind you what you are. My gift. My property. My permanent present.”

The words carved themselves into me, deeper than any lock, deeper than steel.

“Yes, Julia,” I whispered.

She kissed the top of my head, stroked my hair, and left me kneeling there as the candles guttered out one by one. I stayed until the wax was cold, until the tree was the only light left in the room, until my knees went numb beneath me.

And in the glow of that ornament, that unreachable key, I knew with final, aching clarity that my future was sealed.

I was hers. Always.
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CHRISTMAS MORNING


Iwoke up to the soft glow of lights spilling down the hallway, a reminder that Theresa had left the tree plugged in overnight. The whole house smelled faintly of pine and cinnamon from the candles she’d been burning for days, filling the air with a heavy holiday sweetness. I lay there for a moment, blinking at the ceiling, trying to shake the restless dreams that had carried me through the night—dreams of freedom, of warmth, of finally being unlocked.

The cage between my legs was mercilessly real. My cock pressed hard against the steel as soon as I thought of the possibility, as if my body wanted to remind me exactly how trapped I was. It had been nearly a month since Theresa had locked me, smirking as she promised I’d “learn the meaning of giving this year.” Every day since, I’d clung to the idea that maybe, just maybe, she’d let Christmas morning be different. That she’d see how good I’d been and finally give me release.

I rolled over and glanced at the clock. Too early, but there was no chance I’d fall back asleep. My chest ached with nervous anticipation. I half expected Theresa to still be asleep, but before I could even gather myself, I heard her voice—low, commanding—from the doorway.

“Get up, Jake. It’s Christmas.”

Her robe was loosely tied, her hair falling in soft waves around her face. She looked like something out of a holiday card—except no one on a card had that glint of amusement, of control, in their eyes. She held a mug of coffee in one hand, and in the other, she dangled something small and metallic between two fingers: the tiny bell attached to my collar.

I sat up quickly, cheeks burning, the cage already throbbing. “Yes, Theresa.”

She stepped inside, leaned down, and fastened the collar around my neck with a click. The bell chimed faintly with the motion, and she gave it a playful tug. “That’s better. Now come see what Santa brought you.”

The walk down the hallway was humiliating enough. Every step made the bell jingle, every shift of my hips reminded me of the cage. When we reached the living room, the sight nearly stole my breath. The tree was surrounded by presents. Big ones, small ones, dozens stacked neatly in a glittering pile.

And every tag I saw bore the same name: Jake.

I froze. “All of these are⁠—”

“Yours,” Theresa finished, smiling slyly as she settled onto the couch. She tucked her legs beneath her robe, sipped her coffee, and gestured at the rug in front of the tree. “Kneel.”

I lowered myself onto the rug, the fibers rough against my knees, my face flushed. The tree lights flickered above me, catching on silver and gold ornaments. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the pile of gifts.

Theresa leaned back, satisfied. “This year, Christmas is all about you, Jake. You’re going to open each one, and by the time we’re finished…” Her lips curled into a wicked smile. “…you’ll be wrapped like the girl I know you are. And if you’re good, maybe I’ll unwrap you after.”

My stomach twisted. The cage throbbed. I whispered, “Theresa, please…”

“Shh,” she said, her tone light but sharp enough to silence me. “Good girls don’t beg before the first present.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks at the word—girls. She had been using it more often lately, slipping it into conversation like it was already true. I swallowed hard and lowered my eyes. “Yes, Theresa.”

She leaned forward, plucked a small box from the pile, and placed it in my lap. The wrapping paper shimmered silver, tied with a neat red ribbon. “Start with this one.”

My hands shook as I tore the paper. Inside was soft fabric, folded neatly. I pulled it out and stared.

Panties. Satin, red, trimmed with lace.

Theresa’s smile widened. “Perfect. Put them on.”

My face burned, but I obeyed. I slipped out of the flannel pajama bottoms she’d let me wear to bed and slid the panties up my legs. They clung to my hips, snug and whisper-light against my skin. The cage pressed awkwardly against the fabric, bulging obscenely.

Theresa set her coffee down, tilted her head, and admired the sight. “Beautiful. My little present wrapped in red.”

The bell at my collar jingled as I shifted, the humiliation overwhelming. But when her eyes lingered on me with such pride, such certainty, a shiver of arousal cut through the shame.

“Next,” she said, handing me another box.

This one was longer, wrapped in gold with a green bow. I tore it open slowly, my stomach tight. Inside lay striped stockings, red and white like candy canes.

“On your knees, stockings on,” she instructed.

I obeyed again, sliding them up my legs, fumbling with the fabric as it stretched tight over my calves and thighs. They looked ridiculous, festive, girlish—but when I glanced up, Theresa’s gaze was hungry.

She reached forward, adjusted the top of one stocking with delicate fingers, then patted my thigh. “There. Now you’re starting to look like something I could unwrap all morning.”

The words made my chest ache, my cock straining helplessly inside the cage. I clenched my fists to keep from whining.

Theresa leaned back, picked up her mug, and smirked. “Good girl.”

The phrase hit me like a shockwave. I lowered my eyes again, cheeks burning hotter, the bell chiming faintly with the motion.

I should have felt humiliated—and I did—but threaded through it was something deeper. A strange pride. An ache that wasn’t just in my cock but in my chest, in the way my body responded to her praise.

She let me sit in silence for a moment, letting the weight of the stockings and panties settle into me. Then she gestured toward the mountain of gifts. “So many more to go, Jake. By the end of today, you’ll see yourself the way I already do.”

My throat tightened, a mix of dread and longing. I stared at the glowing tree, at the glittering ornaments, at the wrapped boxes waiting to strip me down further.

And though a part of me wanted to run, to tear the panties off, to beg her to unlock me and let me be a man again, another part whispered the truth I couldn’t deny:

I wanted it.

I wanted to be wrapped.
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RIBBONS AND LACE


The bell at my collar chimed with every nervous breath as I knelt before the tree again, thighs pressed tightly together beneath the striped stockings. The panties clung uncomfortably to my hips, the satin riding high, my cage bulging beneath the lace in a way that left me feeling obscene.

Theresa lounged back on the couch, sipping her coffee, one hand idly tracing the sash of her robe as if she had all the time in the world. “You look adorable already,” she said, her smile sharp and lazy at once. “But I’m only just getting started. Open the next one.”

She plucked a larger box from the pile and set it in my lap. My hands shook as I tore the paper, revealing a flat black box tied with ribbon. Inside, nestled in tissue paper, was a matching bra and garter belt set, red lace so delicate it looked almost dangerous.

My face burned hot. “Theresa…”

“Put it on.”

“I don’t⁠—”

Her eyebrow arched. One word: “Now.”

The bell chimed as I swallowed hard and obeyed. I slipped out of my plain undershirt, my chest bare and cold in the winter air. The bra looked ridiculous in my hands, tiny and lacy, made for a woman’s curves. Theresa’s gaze never left me as I fumbled with the straps, trying to figure out how to fasten it.

“Here,” she said at last, setting her mug aside and rising from the couch. She moved behind me, brushing my hair aside as her fingers worked with practiced ease. The clasp clicked into place, snug around my chest. She adjusted the straps, tugged the cups into position, then stepped back to admire her work.

“Lovely,” she murmured. “It even gives you a little shape.”

I glanced down, horrified at how the red lace framed my chest. My cage pressed harder against the panties, my body betraying me.

“And the garter,” she reminded me.

I pulled the belt around my waist, fumbling again with the hooks. Theresa knelt, her hands brushing dangerously close to my thighs as she fastened the straps to my stockings. Each brush of her fingers sent a shiver through me.

When she stood again, she smirked. “There. A proper girl should always match.”

My cheeks flamed. The humiliation was unbearable—and yet, my cock ached inside the cage, straining against steel.

Theresa reached down, stroked her fingers lightly across the cage, and laughed at the way I jolted. “Pathetic. You’re locked in lace, and you’re still trying so hard.”

I whimpered softly, my eyes falling to the floor.

“Look at me.”

I lifted my head slowly. Her eyes were dark, gleaming with satisfaction. She leaned down, kissed me softly on the lips, then whispered, “Good girl.”

The words hit me like a bolt. My chest swelled, my shame twisted into something deeper, hotter.

She handed me another box. This one contained a silky camisole, sheer and delicate. She slipped it over my head herself, smoothing it down until it fell just above the waistband of the panties. The fabric clung to the bra and garter beneath, outlining them faintly.

“You see?” she said, tugging the hem straight. “Layer by layer, you’re becoming what you were meant to be.”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight. “Theresa, please… I⁠—”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to my lips. “Don’t ruin it with begging. Begging is for messy little boys. You’re not a boy anymore, are you?”

The bell chimed as I shook my head faintly. “No, Theresa.”

Her smile softened, almost tender. “That’s right. You’re my girl. And you’ll be beautiful when I’m finished unwrapping you.”

She pulled her phone from the side table, lifted it toward me. “Smile.”

My stomach dropped. “Theresa⁠—”

“Smile.”

I forced a weak smile, cheeks burning as the shutter clicked. She snapped another, then another—me kneeling in lace and satin beside the tree, the lights glowing behind me, the bell chiming faintly with every movement.

“You’ll thank me for these one day,” she teased, setting the phone aside. “Proof of your first real Christmas as my girl.”

My cock throbbed painfully inside the cage, the panties damp against me.

Theresa sat back down, sipped her coffee, and studied me like a finished ornament. “We’re not done, of course. But for now… I think you should practice serving. Go to the kitchen. Pour me another cup.”

I hesitated. “Like this?”

Her smirk widened. “Exactly like that.”

The bell jingled with every humiliating step as I rose and padded toward the kitchen in stockings, panties, garter, bra, and camisole. I caught my reflection in the hallway mirror and froze. My chest was padded, my waist cinched with lace, my thighs striped in candy cane red and white. I looked absurd. Ridiculous. Beautiful.

The cage throbbed with every beat of my heart. When I returned with the steaming mug, Theresa patted her lap. “Kneel.”

I sank down, presenting the cup with trembling hands. She took it, sipped, then set it aside. Her fingers brushed through my hair, her nails grazing my scalp.

“Good girl,” she whispered again.

I trembled at the words, my chest aching, my cage pressing painfully against the satin.

“Now let’s continue.”
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PAINTED AND PRETTY


The stockings itched faintly against my thighs as I shifted on the rug, camisole clinging damply to my chest, bra straps cutting into my shoulders. I was already humiliated enough—panties, lace, garter belt, bell jingling every time I breathed—and yet Theresa wasn’t slowing down. She plucked another box from the pile, smaller than the rest, wrapped in shimmering snowflake paper with a delicate white bow on top.

She dangled it above my lap. “This one’s important,” she said softly.

My fingers shook as I pulled the bow loose, tore the paper, and opened the lid. Inside was a neat row of cosmetics, gleaming like forbidden treasures: a tube of lipstick the color of ripe cherries, a compact of blush, mascara, a slim black eyeliner pencil. Nestled beneath them, cushioned in velvet, lay jewelry—a silver necklace with a heart-shaped charm, and a pair of clip-on earrings that sparkled under the tree lights.

My chest tightened, my throat dry. “Theresa, I⁠—”

She raised a brow, already amused. “You what?”

“I don’t know how.”

Her smile widened, slow and predatory. She cupped my chin, tilted my face up. “That’s why you have me. Good girls don’t worry about knowing—they let themselves be taught.”

The bell at my collar chimed as I nodded weakly. “Yes, Theresa.”

She stood and guided me by the hand to her vanity in the corner of the room. I rarely sat there—it was hers, always hers—but now she pressed me firmly into the cushioned stool. The mirror glared back at me, rimmed in soft bulbs that lit every flaw, every line of lace and satin hugging my body.

I stared at myself, horrified and transfixed. Stockings, panties, garter belt, camisole. A man’s face above a girl’s frame.

Theresa’s hands settled on my shoulders from behind. “Look at you,” she murmured, warm breath brushing my ear. “Not finished yet, and already halfway to the girl I want.”

My stomach flipped. I tried to look away, but she tapped my chin, sharp enough to sting. “Eyes forward.”

She picked up the lipstick, twisting until the creamy red tip emerged. “Open.”

I parted my lips. She painted carefully, slowly, dragging the color across my mouth with steady strokes. The smell was faintly sweet, synthetic and candylike. With every pass, my reflection shifted, less Jake, more something else. Someone softer. Someone painted and glossy.

“There,” she whispered, holding my chin steady. “Already kissable.”

I swallowed hard. The cage pulsed against the satin panties, straining futilely.

She picked up the mascara, brushing my lashes until they darkened and lengthened, then traced a faint line of eyeliner along my lids. My face looked stranger and stranger, more feminine, more unfamiliar. When she dusted blush across my cheeks, I looked like I was glowing from within—rosy, delicate, exposed.

“Don’t smile,” she warned, tilting my chin. “Practice your pout.”

My lips trembled, unsure, ridiculous.

“Better,” she said softly, satisfaction curling her tone.

She set the brush aside and reached for the necklace. The chain was cool against my skin, the heart charm resting just above the bell on my collar. She clasped it neatly, then lifted the earrings and clipped them to my lobes. The faint pressure made me wince, but when I looked up again, the sparkle in the mirror was undeniable.

“Now,” she said, brushing my hair back behind my ears, “smile.”

I did, reluctantly. Painted lips, long lashes, blushing cheeks, jewelry glittering against lace. My reflection barely looked like me.

“There’s my girl,” Theresa murmured, resting her chin on my shoulder.

A shudder ran through me. “I… I don’t look like myself.”

“That’s the point.” Her smile was wicked. “You’re not supposed to.”

She kissed my cheek, leaving a faint red mark. My chest tightened with shame and longing all at once.

“Say it,” she whispered in my ear.

“I’m your girl,” I breathed.

“Louder.”

“I’m your girl.” The words hung in the air, reflected back at me by the mirror.

Theresa tugged lightly on the necklace charm, watching me flinch. “You’ll wear this as proof. Every time you catch sight of yourself, you’ll remember what you are.”

She pulled my shoulders back, adjusting my posture. “Sit straighter. Good girls don’t slouch. Lift your chin. Softer eyes—yes, like that.”

She made me repeat it: posture corrected, chin high, lips parted prettily, bell chiming faintly with each breath.

“Now the voice,” she said. “Say, thank you for my gift, Mistress.”

Humiliation burned in my chest. “Thank you for my gift, Mistress,” I whispered.

“Too rough. Softer. Higher.”

I tried again, pitching my voice up, forcing a breathy sweetness into it.

“Better,” she said approvingly. “Again.”

I repeated the phrase until she was satisfied, until my own voice sounded alien in my ears—girlish, weak, submissive.

She brushed a hand over my cheek, smudging the blush lightly. “Lovely. Now stand.”

I rose unsteadily, stockings tugging at my thighs. She stepped back to admire me fully: painted lips, mascaraed lashes, charm necklace glittering, camisole clinging to lace.

“Beautiful,” she said simply.

The cage throbbed, pressing against satin. “Theresa, I⁠—”

She cut me off with a smirk. “Shh. Pretty girls don’t whine.”

Heat flooded my cheeks.

She picked up her phone from the vanity and aimed it at me. “Smile.”

My stomach lurched. “Please⁠—”

“Smile.”

I obeyed, cheeks blazing as the shutter clicked. She circled me, snapping more—head tilted coyly, lips parted, one hand brushing the necklace charm. She made me pose like a doll, turning me this way and that.

“Good girl,” she murmured with each click. “Adorable. Perfect. My Christmas girl.”

When she finally lowered the phone, she kissed me again, smearing a trace of lipstick across my cheek. “Now,” she said, gesturing to the tree, “go kneel there. Let’s see how the lights look against my painted little doll.”

The bell jingled as I sank back onto the rug, stockings gleaming, camisole sheer, jewelry glittering, lips glossy and red. I caught my reflection faintly in a silver ornament—a feminized figure kneeling obediently under a tree—and my chest ached with humiliation and a strange, twisted pride.

Theresa sat back on the couch, sipping her coffee, eyes gleaming. “Perfect,” she whispered. “You’re starting to shine.”
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THE WIG AND THE DRESS


The tree lights glittered around me as I knelt on the rug, painted lips parted, necklace charm glinting above the bell at my collar. My cheeks still burned from Theresa’s photos, my voice still caught faintly in my throat from repeating her training lines in that humiliating high pitch. Every inch of me felt exposed, re-made—half Jake, half something else.

And then she reached for the largest box under the tree.

Wrapped in gold foil paper and tied with a fat crimson bow, it looked far too grand to be another piece of lingerie. She carried it over and set it carefully in my lap, her smile full of anticipation. “This,” she said softly, “is your centerpiece.”

My hands trembled as I untied the bow, the paper crinkling loudly in the quiet room. Inside lay fabric—rich, heavy, decadent. I lifted it slowly, the weight of it spilling across my lap in a crimson cascade. A dress. Red velvet, trimmed in lace, the kind of thing a girl might wear to a holiday ball.

Beneath it, resting on a velvet stand, was a wig of long, glossy chestnut hair.

My heart thudded painfully in my chest. “Theresa…”

“Stand up,” she commanded, her eyes gleaming.

The bell at my collar chimed faintly as I rose, holding the dress awkwardly in my arms. Theresa circled me once, fingers brushing across the camisole, the garter straps, the lace bra peeking beneath sheer fabric. Then she reached for the wig first.

“Sit,” she said, pointing to the stool at her vanity again.

I obeyed, pulse hammering. She lifted the wig, shook it out until the strands gleamed under the lights, and then lowered it carefully onto my head. Her fingers combed through, smoothing, adjusting, tucking. She brushed it until it fell around my face, soft waves that framed the blush on my cheeks, the red on my lips.

When she tilted the mirror toward me, my breath caught. I didn’t look like myself anymore. Not even a feminized version of Jake. The painted lips, the jewelry, the lashes, the wig—it all came together into something disturbingly convincing.

Theresa smiled behind me, meeting my eyes in the glass. “There you are.”

My throat tightened. “I—I look…”

“Beautiful,” she finished firmly. She kissed the top of my head, smearing a faint trace of her lipstick into the synthetic hair. “Now the dress.”

She pulled me up, unzipped the back of the velvet gown, and held it open. “Step in.”

The fabric was heavy, smooth as it slid against my stockings. She pulled it up over my hips, adjusted the bodice around the padded bra, then tugged the zipper closed up my spine. The dress clung snugly, cinching my waist, flaring at the skirt.

When she turned me toward the mirror again, I nearly gasped. The girl in the reflection was radiant, festive, humiliating. Long hair, red lips, velvet dress flaring over candy-cane stockings, bell at her throat.

Theresa’s eyes darkened as she admired me. “Turn.”

I obeyed, twirling awkwardly. The skirt flared, stockings flashing, camisole straps digging beneath velvet. The bell jingled faintly with every step.

She clapped her hands once, delighted. “Perfect. You’re my Christmas doll.”

My cheeks burned hotter. “Theresa, I⁠—”

She pressed a finger to my lips, silencing me. “Shh. Dolls don’t complain. Dolls serve.”

She sat back on the couch, picked up her phone again, and gestured toward the coffee table. “Bring me my mug.”

The bell chimed as I crossed the room, velvet swishing, hair brushing my shoulders. I lifted the mug with trembling hands, carried it back, and knelt before her. She snapped another photo before taking it.

“Lovely posture,” she teased. “Now curtsy.”

I froze. “I don’t⁠—”

“Try.”

I bent awkwardly, tugging at the hem of the velvet, dipping one knee slightly. She laughed, delighted. “Adorable. Again.”

She made me repeat it until I managed something almost graceful. Every time I dipped, the dress swished, the stockings tugged, the bell chimed. Every time I rose, her eyes were gleaming, full of hunger and pride.

Finally she patted her lap. “Come here.”

I hesitated. “Sit⁠—?”

“On my lap. Now.”

I lowered myself carefully, perched sideways across her thighs, the velvet dress belling out across her robe. She wrapped an arm around my waist, pulled me close, and brushed a strand of wigged hair back behind my ear.

“You’re beautiful,” she whispered, her lips brushing my cheek. “Do you feel it yet?”

My cage ached, pressing mercilessly against satin. My cheeks burned. I whispered, “Yes, Theresa.”

Her smile curved wickedly. She kissed me, slow and deep, her tongue tasting faintly of coffee. When she pulled back, she whispered, “Good girl.”

The words made my chest ache, my cock strain helplessly in steel.

She stroked my hair, pressed her lips to my ear. “This is how I want to spend every Christmas. Wrapping you up like a pretty present, teaching you, training you. By the time the day ends, you won’t remember who you thought you were. You’ll only know who you are: my girl.”

My eyes blurred with shame and longing. I nodded faintly, unable to speak.

She kissed my cheek again, then leaned back, still cradling me in velvet and lace beneath the glow of the tree.

And I realized, trembling, that she was right. I wasn’t just wrapped like a girl. I was starting to believe it.
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GOOD GIRLS KNOW


The velvet of the dress clung hot and heavy against my body as I knelt before the tree again. The wig tickled my cheeks, the bell at my collar chimed faintly every time I shifted. My lips still glistened with the lipstick Theresa had painted on me, my lashes darkened, my cheeks glowing pink. I felt like a doll left waiting beneath the lights.

Theresa sipped her wine now instead of coffee, the glass catching the glow of the tree. She studied me with that infuriating calm, as if she already knew what would happen and was simply enjoying the inevitability of it.

“One left,” she murmured at last, leaning forward to pluck the final box from beneath the branches. Smaller than the gown, heavier than the makeup, wrapped in crimson foil with a thick white ribbon. She set it in my lap, her smile curling. “Open it.”

My hands shook as I pulled the ribbon free, peeled back the paper. The box opened with a whisper of tissue paper.

I froze.

Inside lay a black leather harness and a thick, flesh-toned dildo.

My throat closed. “Theresa⁠—”

“Pick it up.”

I obeyed, fumbling with the straps, the toy heavy and obscene in my hands.

She rose smoothly from the couch, untied the sash of her robe, and shrugged it back over her shoulders. Beneath, she still wore a simple slip, silk clinging to her curves. She took the harness from me, buckled it around her waist with practiced ease, the dildo jutting forward proudly.

She looked down at me, her eyes gleaming. “Good girls know how to suck cock.”

My cage throbbed so hard it hurt. My lips parted helplessly, painted red and trembling.

“Open wide, Jake.”

The bell at my throat jingled as I obeyed.

She pressed the toy against my lips, steady and unyielding. The scent of new leather and plastic filled my nose as the tip slid past my mouth. She guided it deeper, one hand in my wig, holding me firmly.

“Use your tongue,” she ordered softly.

Humiliation burned hotter than ever. I swirled my tongue awkwardly around the shaft, lips stretching, drool already slicking my chin. The wig hair brushed my face as she moved me rhythmically, teaching me like I was nothing but her toy.

“That’s it,” she crooned, her voice low and wicked. “Such a good girl. Look at you—lipstick smearing, eyes watering, on your knees sucking cock like it’s the only thing you were born to do.”

My cage strained furiously against the panties, each thrust of the toy filling me with a sick mix of shame and desperate arousal.

“Deeper,” she whispered, pressing forward until the head nudged the back of my throat. I gagged, whimpered, but she held me steady. “Good girl. Breathe through your nose. Relax that pretty painted mouth.”

Tears pricked my eyes as I obeyed, swallowing around the shaft, drool spilling down my chin.

She laughed softly, tugging my hair. “Pathetic. You love this, don’t you? Dressed like my doll, kneeling in velvet, choking yourself on fake cock while your little cage leaks.”

I moaned around the dildo, humiliated by how true it was.

She pulled back suddenly, letting the toy slide free with a wet pop. My chest heaved, face flushed, lipstick smeared.

“Beg me,” she said, stroking the shaft against my cheek.

“Please, Theresa,” I whispered, voice trembling.

“Please what?”

“Please let me… suck it again.”

Her grin widened. “Good girl.”

She thrust it back into my mouth, slower this time, letting me work my lips and tongue around it. I found a rhythm, bobbing obediently, her praise washing over me like fire.

“That’s it. My perfect little slut. My Christmas girl. You’d suck me all night if I let you, wouldn’t you?”

I moaned, nodding faintly, my cage aching so badly I thought I might burst.

She stroked my cheek, her voice soft and cruel. “You’re shaking. Are you going to cum just from this? From sucking cock like a good girl?”

The humiliation made my whole body tremble. The pressure built unbearably, my thighs trembling under the velvet dress. I whimpered around the toy, so close, so desperate.

And then—she pulled away.

The dildo slid from my mouth with a wet gasp, leaving me panting, drooling, ruined.

Theresa crouched before me, cupping my chin in her hand. “No.”

My breath caught. “Theresa, please⁠—”

She squeezed my cheeks, forcing my painted lips into a pout. “Not yet. Good girls stop when they’re told.”

Tears spilled down my cheeks, mixing with smeared lipstick. My cage throbbed mercilessly, my body aching for something it couldn’t have.

Theresa kissed me then, deep and slow, her tongue claiming my mouth. When she pulled back, she whispered against my lips, “Tomorrow, you’ll be even better. Tonight, you learned what good girls know.”

She unbuckled the harness from her waist, set it aside, and stroked my hair. “Now kneel pretty under the tree again. Let me admire my gift.”

And I did—painted, drooling, humiliated, desperate.

Her Christmas girl.
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WRAPPED FOREVER


The tree lights still glowed, steady and soft, as I knelt where she’d left me. My lips were swollen and sticky with smeared lipstick, my chin wet from drool. The velvet dress clung hot and heavy to my skin, stockings biting into my thighs, wig hair brushing my cheeks. I looked every bit the ruined doll she’d made me into.

Theresa rose gracefully from the couch, collected her wine glass, and set it aside. Her eyes glittered in the half-light, steady and wicked. “You’ve unwrapped everything I chose for you,” she said, circling me slowly. “Now it’s time for you to unwrap me.”

My chest tightened. “Theresa…”

“Stand.”

The bell at my throat chimed as I obeyed, legs trembling beneath the weight of velvet and lace. She stopped before me, tugged the ribbon of her robe loose, and let it slide from her shoulders. The silk slip beneath clung to her curves, pale and shining in the glow of the tree.

Her smile softened, almost indulgent. “Start here.”

She turned, presenting her back. My hands shook as I found the thin straps of the slip and eased them down her arms. The silk slid slowly, pooling at her feet. My breath caught at the sight of her bare back, the swell of her hips, the curve of her thighs.

“One layer at a time,” she whispered. “Like a gift.”

I knelt instinctively, unfastening her bra clasp, sliding the straps down until it fell away. Her breasts spilled free, full and perfect. I couldn’t help myself—I leaned forward, pressing my painted lips to her skin.

She tangled her fingers in my wig, tugged lightly. “Good girl. Keep going.”

I slipped her panties down next, kissing the tops of her thighs as I did. When I looked up, she was standing naked in the glow of the Christmas tree, radiant, untouchable.

“Now,” she said, reaching for the harness again, “we’ll give my girl a real gift.”

My stomach lurched as she buckled the straps around my waist this time, adjusting until the dildo jutted forward obscenely from my caged body. The leather pressed tight against the panties beneath the velvet dress, the toy absurdly large compared to my locked cock.

Theresa stepped close, stroked the length of it with her hand, and looked up at me with a smirk. “Tonight, we’re going to play like real girlfriends.”

Heat flooded my face. “I—I don’t⁠—”

“Shh.” She kissed me, soft and commanding. “You’ll learn.”

She guided me backward until I tumbled clumsily onto the couch. She climbed into my lap, straddling me, her body warm and bare against the velvet of my dress. She positioned herself over the strap-on, her breath hitching as the tip pressed between her folds.

“Hold still,” she whispered, sinking slowly down.

I gasped, watching her swallow the toy inch by inch, her head tipping back, her hair falling loose around her shoulders. My cage throbbed helplessly inside the panties, denied, useless. But the sight of her—the sound of her moan as she seated herself fully—nearly undid me.

“Fuck me,” she breathed.

I obeyed, thrusting awkwardly at first, the harness tugging at my waist. She rolled her hips, guiding me, teaching me the rhythm. Her moans filled the room, louder, more urgent with each movement.

“You feel that?” she gasped.

I shook my head helplessly. “No, Theresa, I⁠—”

She cupped my cheek, eyes blazing. “Good. You don’t need to feel. You just need to fuck me like a good girl until I cum.”

Her words cut through me, humiliating and holy. I moved faster, harder, the toy slamming into her as she cried out, her nails raking down my shoulders through the velvet.

The sound of her moaning, the sight of her riding me, the heat of her body—it was too much. My cage ached so fiercely I thought I’d break, my panties damp against me.

“Theresa—please—I can’t⁠—”

Her climax hit suddenly, a shudder that shook her whole body as she ground down against me. She clutched my hair, screamed my name, and collapsed against my chest, panting.

And the moment she came, so did I.

It tore through me with no warning, a shuddering, helpless orgasm that spilled hot into the satin panties, soaking them, humiliating me completely. I cried out, shame and ecstasy mingling, the cage biting cruelly into me even as I convulsed.

When it ended, I slumped against the couch, trembling, dress wrinkled, wig askew, panties wet. Theresa lifted her head slowly, a wicked smile curving her lips.

“Well, well,” she murmured, kissing me softly. “I guess I know a little girl who’s been extra naughty.”

My cheeks burned. “Theresa, I—I couldn’t⁠—”

She pressed a finger to my lips, silencing me. “Looks like you’ll have to wait until next year for your real gift. Maybe if you’re very good, Santa will bring you your next treat.”

My chest ached, my cage throbbed weakly, my panties damp and ruined.

And yet, as I knelt again beneath the tree afterward, trembling in velvet and lace, I knew she was right.

I wasn’t just wrapped like a girl.

I was hers. Forever.
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A Chastity Christmas

It’s Christmas morning and Kyle, who has been locked in his chastity cage for months, is hoping for a Christmas miracle; release from his cage.

First, he must impress his dominant girlfriend, Kira, with his gifts for her. But what do you get your girlfriend who already has all the power and control in your relationship?

Next, he must survive her test. If he does, he will have his wish granted, but if not… it may be a long year.
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My Ex-Wife’s Chastity Sissy

When Lawrence gets a mysterious invitation back to the house that he and his ex-wife Vanessa used to share, he’s surprised to hear from her for the first time in a year. Surprised, but also hopeful that she wants to take him back.

To his delight, she does. But she doesn’t want him back as the man he used to be. Instead, Vanessa has plans to turn Lawrence into the perfect partner with the use of a chastity cage. He accepts, not knowing the allure of the chastity cage or the control that he has just surrendered to his ex-wife. Two things that he will quickly learn.

Follow the story of Lawrence and his dominating ex-wife Vanessa as they form the perfect union between woman and sissy maid.
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