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David hummed along to the Christmas song playing on the radio, as he reached for the roll of scotch tape. It was buried under the pile of wrapping paper, and the various ribbons he had been using. He tore off a piece, and carefully taped the glossy red and green wrapping paper around the pair of fuzzy socks. It was Christmas eve, and he was nearly done wrapping all the presents. 

The house smelled heavenly – he had spent most of the day baking sugar cookies, pumpkin pie, and rum cake. He had even made a large amount of hot apple cider. He had made two types of stuffing, and braised carrots. He’d cooked beets, and mashed potatoes with plenty of cheese. Tomorrow, he would be up bright and early to put in the large turkey currently defrosting in the fridge, and set to work preparing all the rest of the fixings. 

His girlfriend, Xandra (who he also referred to as Mistress X), was flying in from up north that night. He wanted everything to be absolutely perfect, so as to impress her. They had never met in person. He and Xandra had met nearly a year ago on a BDSM forum, and had instantly clicked. David had been curious about all things BDSM, as he had never done anything like that before, and Xandra had been keen on taking him under his wing and teaching him everything she knew. It had been a learning curve, that was for sure. But it had been worth every second. 

David’s heart fluttered, as he thought about their long-distance relationship over the past year. What had first started out as simply emailing back and forth a few times a week, had grown exponentially when she had asked him for his phone number. It had taken him all of a second to decide to give her his number, and then an agonizing wait of nearly twelve hours before she actually texted him for the first time. Those twelve hours had wreaked havoc on his psyche. He internally beat himself up over his decision. 

Emailing a BDSM goddess from a throwaway account was one thing, but to give her his actual phone number? Up until that point, they had refused to share personal information – they still referred to themselves as their usernames. He didn’t hardly know anything about her personal life, except that she worked long hours. But to give her his phone number was a huge step in their relationship. What was he thinking? He was stupid, so stupid. It wasn’t like she was going to call him. With each passing moment, David had felt a deeper pang of anxiety in his chest. But she had called him. Repeatedly. And Mistress X had sent him naughty photos of herself, and requested photos of himself. And David had been all too eager to reciprocate. 

He grabbed the spool of ribbon off the coffee table, and began cutting long, equal-sized strands. Everything had to be absolutely perfect. The gifts were meticulously wrapped in gorgeous foil paper he’d bought at the farmer’s market and tied with bright green ribbons curled with the ends of his scissors. He had purchased so many presents for Xandra, that he had to move the presents every time he watered the tree. There were even a few that were stacked on the armchair beside the tree. David knew that he had gone above and beyond, but he didn’t care. As soon as his mistress had called and said that she would be flying in for Christmas, he had gone all out. First impressions meant everything.

He had bought her bottles of her favourite expensive perfume, knitted hand-crafted socks, and brand-new set of pyjamas. David had gone to the sex shop downtown, and had purchased two lifelike dildos, half a dozen new buttplugs, and lingerie in every colour that the store had in stock. And he had bought handcuffs, a new spider mouth gag, and all sorts of black leather outfits that would please his mistress. He couldn’t wait to see her face when she opened the extravagant gifts; it would be so much fun to try out all their new toys together. His credit card was maxed out, but he didn’t care. It’d be worth it. 

And this year, David had decided to splurge. Instead of hauling out the cheap, plastic Christmas tree from the back of his storage room, he had driven down to the Christmas tree farm outside of the city, and picked out a real live tree. It was a tall, gorgeous pine tree that stood in the centre of the tiny living room. He had spent hours decorating it with strings of brightly-coloured lights, and all sorts of decorations, and shiny silver tinsel. It was a sight to behold. Real live Christmas trees smelled absolutely amazing. 

David set the last present under the tree, and began cleaning up the room. As he cleaned, he wondered what Xandra would look like. After nearly a year of dating, he still had no idea what his mistress looked like. It was frustrating, not be able to lay eyes on her face. He wanted to see her, to know every minute detail of her appearance burned into his memory until her face was always on his mind. 

Mistress X always wore a mask that covered the top half of her face. She said that she liked it better that way. She had pouty cherry red lips, with pale, creamy skin. Judging from the videos and pictures that she’d sent him over the year, Mistress X was a gorgeous woman, with a commanding presence. In many of her selfies, and videos, her breasts spilled out over the top of her tightly-laced corset top. She was absolutely stunning.

David pulled out his cellphone, and smiled down at her latest picture. She was wearing a tight black leather catsuit, her half-mask tied tightly around the upper half of her face. Mistress X’s bright green eyes sparkled, as she held the riding crop against the palm of her hand. She smiled broadly at the camera. Her thick, lustrous red hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail. 

David sat down on the couch, and grabbed the remote control. He flipped through the channels, until he came across Rudolph the red nosed Reindeer. It was one of his favourite Christmas classics! David curled up with a mug of eggnog, and watched TV. The channel had a whole line-up of Christmas films, lasting all evening, and well into tomorrow morning. David smiled. There would be plenty of stuff to watch, while he waited for Mistress X. He set his phone down on the arm of the chair, and sipped his eggnog. 

A long while later, David woke up. It was late. The only lights illuminating the room, was the brightly coloured Christmas lights on the tree, and ‘A Christmas Story’ playing on the TV. David sat up, and reached for his phone. No text messages or voicemails from Mistress X. It was midnight, on the dot. 

He thought that he had heard a sound, a light knocking on the front door. David frowned. Who could it be at that hour? The only person he was expecting was Xandra. His family lived halfway across the country, and his roommate, Sarah, had flown across the pond to visit her sister in Derbyshire this year. It was just him. 

David grinned, hoping that it was Xandra. He stood up, and walked over to the door. He pulled it open, expecting to see Mistress X standing on his front steps, surrounded by her luggage. The last time that she’d texted him, was at ten thirty, She was stuck at her airport, waiting to catch her connecting flight. She probably wouldn’t arrive for another few hours. 

But when he opened the door, David was greatly disappointed to find that Mistress X wasn’t there. Instead, he was met with the brisk, arctic air, and thick snowflakes that swirled and danced around him. It had been snowing heavily all evening, and the snow had drifted up against the houses. It was so beautiful, so serene. The sky had a pinkish-grey tinge. David smiled, knowing that it would be snowing for a few more hours. It was certainly a white Christmas. 

He glanced down, spotting the small parcel sitting on his front stoop. The parcel was wrapped in bright green and silver wrapping paper, and tied with brown twine. It had a nametag fastened to the front, with his name written in beautiful, curly cursive letters. Someone had clearly put in effort to make the gift look nice. 

Curious, David picked up the parcel, and inspected it further. There was no postage, or return address on the parcel. He had no idea where it came from. It looked like it was probably hand-delivered. But by who? David glanced around, wondering who had left the Christmas parcel. There was nobody in sight. All of the neighbour’s houses had darkened windows, save for their exterior strings of Christmas lights on their front porches. Strangely enough, there weren’t even footprints coming up the front walk to his door. The fresh snow was wholly undisturbed. 

He brought it inside, and sat down on the couch. David thought about setting it under the tree, and waiting until tomorrow morning to open it. But it was already after midnight . . . it was already technically Christmas morning! 

He excitedly began unwrapping the gift, tearing open the packaging. Inside the box, there was a toy elf nestled in the nest of crumpled red tissue paper. David reached down and picked up the plush toy elf. It was about six or seven inches tall. He flipped it over, searching for a tag. There was nothing. Huh. Weird. 

The toy elf was wearing a large red plush hat with a soft white trim, with a matching red dress. It had a long red, yarn braid going halfway down its back. The doll didn’t have much of a face. Just two round buttons sewn on for eyes, and a stitched-on mouth with bright red thread. The toy elf was wearing white and red striped leggings, and had tiny green shoes, the ends pointed upwards. The toy had tiny little jingle bells sewn onto the tips. David gave the toy a small shake, listening to the bells jangle. 

What a strange gift
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