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By the time December rolled around, it had been a couple of months since Zane had completed his journey into submission and become an obedient chastity slave for his dominant girlfriend, Tara. The metal cage that kept him perfectly subservient and that provided an easy tool with which Tara could control him had simply become part of his everyday attire and it was almost a permanent part of his life and a natural extension of his body.

The cage was unlocked just once a week. That was only for cleaning and, if he was very lucky, some teasing. But Tara had for a while now decided that, for him, the fewer chances of satisfying release the better. So week after week Zane would be forced back in the cage - and it did often require some force to squeeze his aroused appendage back into its small metal confines - and then the rest of the time he would be quite contentedly locked away. Because he was quite content being Tara's chastity slave. It made her happy, which meant it made Zane happy. The semi-permanent state of frustrated arousal that he experienced as a result of his constant denial allowed him to more eagerly serve his girlfriend in any way she pleased.

And so it caused great excitement when, with only two weeks left until Christmas, Tara said at the end of one of their cleaning sessions where she had gone easy on the teasing: "I know you're dying to finally have that orgasm that you've been waiting weeks for...and I've got some good news. I couldn't think of anything to buy you this year, so as I present I'll actually give you the release you've been dreaming of. A proper one too. Sorry your present isn't a surprise!"

Zane, tied to a chair and watching Tara turn her key to lock the chastity device back in place, couldn't help but smile. "Don't be sorry, that'll be amazing. Thank you." He felt a twinge of disappointment that he wouldn't be receiving a physical present, but ever since giving over complete control to Tara every orgasm that she allowed him had been a greater and more intense release of pleasure than he had ever felt before and so, knowing how close Christmas was, he sensed the stir of arousal as he imagined what his present was going to feel like.

"Looks like I got you back inside just in time," Tara commented as she noticed the swell of his cock inside his cage. As his erection started, Zane couldn't stop it from trying to grow more. Soon, it was bulging against the solid metal bars. "Your time will come, don't worry."

Tara didn't help the situation. Always fascinated by the look of the stuffed cage, her fingers traced around the short metal shaft and over the protruding bits of foreskin. Then she fondled his balls, squeezed tightly, and laughed.

"I thought you were learning to control yourself," she said, keeping her grip secure. "Is this what a promise of an orgasm does to you?"

Zane visibly winced until she let go. "It's what you do to me."

"That's sweet." Tara moved around to untie him, then allowed him to get changed. "Time for you to make dinner. And try not to get too distracted thinking about your present."

*****

Nearly two weeks later, on the day before Christmas Eve, Zane returned home from finishing his final shift at work. He and Tara were planning on going to Tara's parents' the following day and staying a couple of nights. In no part of their planning did Tara mention his present or when he would receive it. For Zane it had plagued his mind every day, but he had long since learned not to beg or even ask questions about his orgasms. Tara was in control of them completely and nothing he said could change that.

As he walked through the door, Zane smiled at the sight of their apartment. Their decorations had been put up and the lights on their tree were shining gold. Even the Christmas songs from one of Tara's old tapes could be heard gently filling the room with holiday nostalgia. But when Zane called her name, he got no reply.

"Mistress?" he called, only hearing the response of sleigh bells from an overplayed tune. "Mistress? You home?"

He treaded lightly, trying to listen out for his girlfriend's reply, and dumped his bag and coat on the kitchen counter.

"Mistress?"

He approached the bedroom, wondering if she was taking a nap. The door creaked open and there she lay on the bed, but not as expected.

From head to toe, Tara was covered by an intricate weaving of red ribbon. She was on her back on top of the duvet, her legs tied straight together and her hands bound as in prayer and covering her chest with her elbows bent. It even wrapped around her mouth, gagging her with a bundle of material stuffed inside, and over her eyes as a blindfold.

She was almost mummified by the soft red material, but bare skin between the strands showed that she was completely naked underneath, and as Zane entered Tara shifted and moaned.

*****

Two hours earlier, Tara had been pacing around the apartment unsure of what to do. She needed to pack for their trip to her parents but she was too preoccupied by other matters. How could she make Zane's present special? He deserved it, after all, for going along so obediently and obligingly to her ideas. For weeks, months now, he had submitted to her, giving over everything including control of his cock. Now he deserved a proper reward, especially now it was nearly Christmas. But the idea she had in mind was certainly not something she wanted to happen at her parents'.

So Tara called Alice, her long-time friend, knowing that help would be needed, and the college student arrived as soon as she could with the materials needed.

"Thank you so much for this, Alice."

"Anything for you!" The petite brunette turned up in a glamorous faux fur jacket. "You've taught me so much...I have to tell you about the last guy I was with, how I used that technique you showed me. You know? Anyway, I'll have to save that for another time. I've got the ribbon. What do you need it for?"

"Well...I've written these notes for when Zane gets back." Tara passed over two slips of paper and watched Alice's facial expression.

"You're seriously going to do this?"

Tara nodded and pulled out the key that was hanging from a chain around her neck, previously hidden under the thick sweater she wore.

"I'm serious," she said, taking the key and one of the notes and putting them in an envelope.

"Okay, so when you say 'unwrap you'...what do you mean exactly?"

"That's where the ribbons come in."

Tara explained her plan in more detail, letting Alice listen in shock, fascination, and intrigue.

"That sounds so exciting," she said, blushing as she imagined the scene when Zane would get home. "I'm sort of jealous..."

"Aww don't be honey. How about if you agree to help me, I'll really make it worth your while."

Tara winked and Alice bit her lip before taking her jacket off to reveal the sheer blouse beneath.

"Just tell me what to do," she said.

"Well...I think it would help my plan if I were to naked."

Tara pulled her sweater off and laughed at Alice's look of surprise.

"What? I was just chilling at home today, it's not like I needed a bra."

Alice gazed at her bare, perky tits which she had seen on numerous occasions by now and yet could not help but admire their perfect composition of size, firmness, and symmetry.

"Join me," Tara suggested as she took her jeans off. "If you like."

Alice did like the idea. It wasn't what she was expecting when she got the call to come over, but she wasn't going to turn down the offer of some fun. And she knew how Tara liked to have fun.

"Bring the ribbon," Tara said, fully naked now as she walked over to the bedroom.

Alice watched her amazing ass as she walked away. The student then stripped her clothes off as quickly as possible and grabbed the roll of red ribbon before following her friend.

Tara was waiting, sat at the end of the bed with her legs slightly apart and a teasing grin on her face.

"I hope you've been practicing the knots I've taught you," she said, beckoning Alice over. "But first, your reward. Come here."

Alice tentatively stepped closer. She placed the ribbon down on the chest of drawers. Once she was close enough, Tara grabbed her by the hips and pulled her over. Alice straddled her thighs. Her large breasts swayed right in front of Tara's face.

"So tell me, Alice, how many cocks have you had under your control since I taught you everything I know." Tara grabbed her ass with both hands and squeezed.

"Ah, I don't know...I've lost count to tell you the truth."

"Oh? Sounds like you've been having a lot of fun. It's a shame I only have the one cock under my control."

"At least you have it at your disposal every day." Alice's voice was tinged with a hint of jealousy at what she was missing out on, but that was displaced as Tara reached down to play with her pussy.

"It's locked up and useless most days, as it should be. But sometimes I think having you around more could add a whole lot more fun to my life."

"Mmm," Alice moaned. Her hands held on to Tara's shoulders. "New Year's Resolution?"

"Yeah?" Tara continued to finger Alice. "More time spent with my sexy apprentice? I like the sound of that."

"Mmm, fuck, so do I."

"I suppose you do deserve something for helping me today...but I had better give it to you now, before I'm all tied up and helpless."

"Fuck," Alice whispered, her back arching as Tara fingered her clit. "Yes please."

"You like that?"

"Fuck yes, so much."

Tara fingered with one hand while the other groped Alice's tits. She squeezed gently and leaned forward to put her mouth over a nipple. She sucked and tugged, making Alice squirm in pleasure. Then Tara moved to the other tit, all the while circling Alice clit with two fingers and bringing her closer to orgasm. She continued playing with her friend, holding her in the embrace of pleasure. Alice hardly moved. Minutes passed as she felt the burning desire rise within her.

"Fuck, you're gonna make me..." Alice was cut short as the rush of climax overcame her. Her hands gripped Tara's shoulders tighter for balance. Her head rolled back and mouth hung open. Her hips grinded against Tara's fingers. She moaned in ecstasy, completely enveloped by the pleasure granted to her by her mentor.

Tara seemed to know exactly how long to keep going to lengthen the orgasm, and exactly when to stop to prevent overstimulation. She licked her wet fingers clean then kissed Alice on the neck and down across her chest. Alice breathed heavily, feeling her the heat of her cheeks bright red.

"Fuck," she said again. "Wow."

"Merry Christmas to you."

"Merry Christmas."

Alice regained her composure as Tara continued kissing her, now around her large tits and onto her nipples.

"Now time for the favour," she said as Alice finally summoned the energy to move again. "Get the ribbon. Time to truss me up good."

Alice picked up the ribbon and began to unravel it. She also noticed the scissors that Tara had laid out in preparation.

"How do you want it?" she asked.

Tara went through and a detailed explanation of how she wanted to be tied, and for each stage Alice did as suggested. First her legs were bound, followed by her hands in a prayer position across her chest. Next she asked to be covered all over, so Alice wrapped more around her until she was almost mummified. And before anything else happened, Tara said what to do with the two notes she had written.

Finally, her plan was almost set-up for completion.

"Last thing, I want you to blindfold and gag me," Tara said as she tested her bonds and found them satisfactorily secure.

"Are you sure? I don't want to leave you completely helpless."

"I'll be fine, honey. And once you've done that, I guess I'm all sorted! Have a good Christmas!"

With the okay to go ahead, Alice proceeded to gag and blindfold Tara with the ribbon until she was completely bound and helpless, lying on the bed.

She looked quite content and happy, despite not used to being the one tied up. Alice noticed this and her vulnerability. Knowing that she might not get the opportunity again, she couldn't resist but make the most of it.

Alice reached down and stroked Tara's ribbon-covered thigh. She squirmed and giggled, amused by Alice's boldness. But, for once, there was no escape for her, no escape from the hands that felt their way up her thighs.

The ribbon that lay across Tara's crotch had been left intentionally loose. Alice moved a hand under it, finding Tara's warm pussy. The bound woman wriggled, not expecting such a move. She suddenly felt Alice's fingers playing with her, with light touches that sent tingles through her body. Her hands clasped together tightly. Her hips tried to thrust into her.

Alice didn't let up. She could feel her fingers getting wetter. She mimicked Tara's previous moves and circled two fingers around her clit, causing her to moan and writhe in her bonds. But nothing could be done to stop it. Not that she wanted the pleasure to stop. Alice had learned well. Her fingers were successfully building Tara towards orgasm. But Alice had learned much more from the domme. In a moment of cruelty that she thought she might come to regret but simply couldn't resist, she took her hand away.

"Mmppphhhhh!!!" Tara groaned and struggled at the frustration.

"I'm sorry!" Alice said with sincerity in her voice. "I just, well, I wanted to leave you wanting more. Now you'll be ready for Zane."

Tara was more than ready. Her pussy was wet. She was desperate to be fucked. And whatever temporary frustration she felt towards Alice soon disappeared as she realised there was nothing to do, and it just made her all the more ready for Zane's arrival.

"Sorry again, please don't be mad!"

"Mmm."

"I guess I'll see you after Christmas," Alice said as she got dressed. "I'm looking forward to doing more with you in the New Year!"

"Mmhmm."

"Well, I hope Zane enjoys his present, and you enjoy it too. Bye!"

Alice left the bedroom and let herself out of the apartment. Tara remained on the bed, bound tightly and unable to go anywhere. Impatient and horny, all she could do was wait for Zane's arrival.

*****

"What the hell, Tara?" Zane asked, staring at his girlfriend bound and gagged.

"Mmmmmhamhamha." Despite the muffled voice, she was clearly laughing.

Zane rushed over and pulled back the ribbon that covered her. She looked back at him teasingly. There was no sign of fear in the sapphire depths of her eyes, but Zane was about to ungag her anyway before he noticed the piece of paper that she clutched in her hands. She seemed the gesture at it with her head, so Zane took it and read out aloud:

"Merry Christmas, slave. Here's a little surprise for you - me! Before you untie me, eat me out and prove you've got an appetite for me."

Zane looked up at her in disbelief.

"Are you serious?"

"Mmmhmm," Tara nodded in response.

Zane re-read the note then put it to the side. Tara was grinning as much as she could behind her gag as she saw her chastity slave turn his attention to her crotch where only a loose strip of ribbon covered her most intimate area. He pushed to the side, straddled her legs, and leaned forward.

Tara moaned instantaneously as Zane began to pleasure her with his tongue. She had been waiting half an hour for him to come home. Every moment of anticipation had built her arousal up for this moment. She had felt her pussy become wetter and wetter, and now she welcomed Zane's eager and pleasing tongue.

He knew exactly what to do, exactly where to target and what speed to do so to work her up towards orgasm within minutes.

Tara began to regret the position she was tied in. Her legs, bound together, could not be spread apart to provide easier access. She wanted to stretch out and embrace her climax but she was stuck and forced to accept the pleasure that was nevertheless consuming her and driving her wild. Her hands clenched and her knees buckled beneath Zane as he continued and pleasured her through to completion.

He finally withdrew, wiping his mouth dry. Tara breathed heavily, her chest and hands rising rapidly up and down. She recovered as Zane leaned over to ungag her. It was at that moment that he noticed something was missing. There was no key around her neck.

"Well done, slave," Tara said. "You deserve your real present now. Go to the kitchen. Top drawer next to the fridge. You won't want to waste a moment. Hurry."

Zane did hurry, almost running as fast as the uncomfortable strain of his erect cock in its cage allowed. He rushed to the kitchen and found an envelope in the drawer Tara had mentioned. He ripped it open and pulled out another note inside, again with his girlfriend's delicate handwriting sprawled across it.

"I didn't forget about your present," it read. "Look inside - you can have your release. And as a special reward for being so good, you get another gift: a fucktoy (AKA me!) Unwrap me as much or as little as you want. Christmas came early. Make sure you don't too xxx"

Zane looked inside the envelope and saw the glint of silver. He picked it up and examined his key, shocked that this was the first time he had ever held it and slightly frightened that it was a ploy by Tara to torment him further. Surely she couldn't give up her control over his orgasm this easily, he wondered.

So he returned to her, heart racing, and held the key out in his palm.

"Is this for real?" he asked.

Tara nodded from her position bound on the bed.

"I can unlock myself?"

Tara smiled and nodded again. She watched as Zane tentatively began to undress. His caged cock throbbed. He couldn't believe that he was finally going to fuck her after so long without feeling the tightness and warmth of her pussy around him.

Once naked, he slowly went to unlock himself. He kept looking over at Tara, expecting her to shout an order at any moment. But she didn't interrupt. She let him remove the lock and take off the cage.

"Fuck me," was all she said as his cock was released, immediately fully hard.

Zane didn't need to be told twice. He pulled her around so that her legs were hanging off the bed. Despite his desperation to begin with no delay, he realised that her bonds would make access an issue. So he fiddled with the ribbon, untying the knots at her knees and ankles so that her legs were freed and he could open them up and lean over and push into her in a moment that caused them both to moan from the immediate pleasure.

Tara's wet pussy allowed him to slide in deep and fast. Zane's hard cock filled her perfectly as he slid in and out, feeling an unbearable pleasure that he had missed after weeks of its absence.

Tara had missed it too. No dildo could replace the feeling of a real, warm, hard cock inside her. So she parted her legs further and welcomed him deeper inside, loving how his desperation was bringing her pleasure to an extreme.

Her hands clasped together, still bound securely across her chest. Zane noticed how she struggled as the intensity grew and grew. He slowed down and found which knot to untie so that her hands, still tied together at the wrists, were released from her body and she could stretch them out above her head.

Seeing potential for a change of pace, Zane reluctantly pulled out then turned Tara onto her front. He knew she loved being fucked from behind, so that's exactly what he did.

He squeezed her ass then grabbed her waist and fucked her, not holding back. Tara moaned, loving his passion and deep desire she had caused by allowing him to be unlocked. She grasped at the bedsheets as she shuddered with pleasure. She was cumming again, almost to her surprise. The feeling of Zane's cock was taking her over the edge with every thrust and she could only accept the pleasure of climax. Being fucked caused such a different feeling as she orgasmed, and it was so intense that she felt her legs shaking and pussy clenching around her boyfriend's cock.

"Fuck, Zane, hold on a moment," Tara moaned, almost out of breath.

Zane continued fucking. Either he didn't hear or he was too consumed by pleasure.

"Slave, stop!" Tara shouted this time, causing him to pull out and stand back, panting. His cock throbbed, leaking precum. "You are still my slave, don't forget that."

"No, mistress. I didn't, mistress. Sorry."

"That's okay...I still want to give you your full present, but I have an extra little idea."

Tara turned onto her back again and shifted around so that her head was almost hanging off the side of the bed, facing Zane. The ribbons by this point had loosened. Although her hands were still tied, the red strips hung loosely off her body and exposed her bare tits.

"Fuck my face," she said, commandingly. "And you may cum."

Tara opened her mouth. Zane stepped forward. Slowly, he brought his cock to her waiting lips. She kissed it then welcomed it inside as he pushed forward.

Zane groaned as Tara swirled her tongue around the head of his cock. It filled her mouth as he slowly fucked her. With the added sensation of her suctioning mouth, it was enough to make his knees tremble. After all their sex leading up to this point, Zane soon felt the surge of orgasm approaching.

He saw Tara's tits lying bare and exposed and wobbling as he thrust faster and harder. He took them in his hands, squeezing and pulling, prompting a groan from Tara in response to the new sensation.

Drooled dribbled from her mouth as Zane found himself on the edge. Tara could sense it in the way he slowed down, drawing every bit of pleasure from every inch of his shaft as it entered and withdrew from her mouth. She sucked tighter, keeping him there. Zane almost stopped completely. He was too focused on the pleasure that erupted out of him to fuck her any more. His cock pulsed. Tara's tight mouth and teasing tongue was enough to bring it over the edge. It released its warm load inside her with bursts of undulating satisfaction, the result of weeks of denial. It almost overflowed and spilled from between Tara's lips, but she kept them pursed tight around Zane's cock and continued to suck until every drop had been drained from his previously full and heavy balls.

As his cock finally stopped twitching and the final drop of pleasure had been drawn out of him, Zane pulled out reluctantly, already missing the tight warmth of her mouth. He lay down on the bed beside his girlfriend, exhausted and feeling utterly depleted. His Christmas present had been more amazing than expected, and now he was happy to relax in the glow of his orgasm.

But Tara had other plans. She rolled over and got up to straddle him. Zane welcomed the feel of her body on his. Only a few curls of ribbon encircled her body and she was now mostly naked. Even the knot around her wrists had been worked loose and freed her hands. She grinned, her lips still shut tight. But a bead of drool escaped to drip from her mouth and onto her tits. It was pearly white with cum.

Tara leaned over to kiss Zane. He received her warm lips eagerly, not realising that his load still remained inside her mouth. She pressed her lips into his. She put her hands on either side of his head, holding him in place. When Zane realised what she was doing, it was too late. Tara fed him back his cum, letting it pool from her mouth to his. She made sure none was lost in the exchange. Zane simply accepted it. He tasted the warm salty liquid. More and more seemed to come, until he felt it filling his mouth almost to the point of spilling out. And when Tara finally released her lips from his, she held his jaw clamped shut.

"Swallow it, slave," she commanded. "Another present for you. Swallow and savour the results of your pleasure. Do it."

Zane swallowed. It took three big gulps to clear it all. And despite the unpleasantness of it, Tara's smile as she watched him made it all worth it. Anything she asked he would do obediently and eagerly. It was all for her.

"Merry Christmas, slave," she beamed. "I hope you enjoyed your presents...all of your presents."

"Yes, thank you, mistress."

"Go put your cage on."

Tara pushed herself off him and let him fetch the cage and put it on. Then she found the key and locked him, putting his cock once again under her control.

"You've enough control of your pleasure," she said. "Time for you to be denied again. I wonder how long this time..."

"However long you say, mistress."

"Quite right, slave. Now, I think we should shower. Then you can make sure we're all packed for our trip to my parents. And make sure you're thorough about it. Let's say that for every item that you forget to pack, that's one week in chastity on top of however long I'm already planning. Sound good?"

"Yes, mistress."

Tara and Zane went off for a shower, relieved from both of their special releases and excited for the upcoming festivities. Neither of them knew what exactly would be in store for their kinky relationship in the new year, not even Tara. She was sure it would be filled with pleasure and satisfaction for herself, but perhaps not so much for Zane. In fact, she was already trying to think of how long would be reasonable to keep him locked up. Another month? Three? Or even the whole year!

The End
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