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A Christmas Tease

Elena smiled as she rode up and down on top of me. A slow, easy, confident smile. The smile of a woman who knew her power and control were beyond question.

And of course, every movement of her body sent shockwaves of pleasure racing through both of us. The slick feeling of her pussy sliding up and down my cock made me moan and groan with absolute bliss. The same was true for her. Her body shook, her limbs trembling as she clung on to me, her gasps and moans filling my ears as she continued to use my body for her pleasure.

She was so sexy when she was in control. And maybe that was part of what made it so sexy when she lost control, too. As if this thing we were doing, the sex we were having, was bigger than both of us, bigger than the world. It was hard to explain, but at the same time, it was impossible not to feel. Elena’s body moving up and down on top of me felt like all I had ever wanted, the thing she had been teasing me with since the moment she showed up at the cabin, and it was the thing, we both knew, that kept me so obedient to her, that kept me doing exactly what she wanted.

She started off slow. She took her time, knowing there was no rush. Knowing that her control was complete, and she could take as long as she wanted to toy with me.

But that didn’t last long. Because I knew there was something else going on with Elena too, some new ferocity in her, some powerful emotional turmoil that manifested itself in sexual aggression. I tried not to think too much about that. Because if I did, I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t know the source. It was Andre, her boyfriend. This man she had these problems with, but still quite clearly had an attachment to.

And while we were having great sex, the complicated truth of the matter was easier to ignore. But that didn’t make it go away. I wanted her to leave him. That was obvious to me now. I wanted her to be mine again, for the two of us to take another shot at being together. It had worked out last time, but that had as much to do with losing my parents as it did with anything between us. This time, I was sure, we could make it work. Or sure enough, at least, that it seemed worth a shot.

At the same time, relationships have their rules, for all of us. The selfish, greedy, impulsive part of me wanted things to be quick and easy, wanted her to simply decide she had had enough of Andre and never go back to him. But my more rational mind knew she couldn’t do that. And if she did, I shouldn’t want her as badly as I did. Let’s face it: a person who could just walk away from a serious relationship like that, without a second thought or a backward glance, is probably not a person you would want to be in a relationship with.

No one ever said love is simple.

For now, luckily, I had other things to think about. I had the most beautiful woman in the world bouncing up and down on top of me, growling with animalistic lust as she rode my cock like it owed her money, like she could use my body and the sex we were having to push away her own fears and doubts and misgivings about what the future held. As far as I was concerned, she was more than welcome to try. But for all the spectacle, the completeness, the sheer theatricality of the sex we had been having over the past few days, I knew just like she did that sooner or later, even these games had to end. Eventually, one way or another, you have to face reality. What we had been doing together, the games we had been playing, felt in some ways more real than real life. Like the ordinary stuff, work and bills and errands, was the game, and this was the truth. But I couldn’t spend the rest of my life tied to a chair with my beautiful mistress moaning and screaming on top of me. Even if, while it was happening, it felt like that was all I could ever want.

But at least for now, that was my reality. It was all I needed to think about, and in the wild pleasure and sensation of that moment, it was essentially all I could think about. I gasped and moaned and trembled in wild ecstasy as Elena rode up and down on top of me, and the more aggressive she was, the more frantically she rode my cock, the harder I fell for her. I loved this side of her, this part that hadn’t existed back when we were dating, but now was about the hottest thing I could imagine. When we were together, she was about the sweetest person imaginable. My parents always loved her for that, seeing her as a good girl who could take care of theirson. They weren’t wrong. It wasn’t an act. It was just that Elena was turning out to have a few different sides to her personality. And for my part, I couldn’t even decide which I liked more.

Of course, I didn’t have to. That was part of the magic, too. I was trying not to let myself think too hard about the future, trying with all my soul not to get carried away and build this up into more than it was, into something it could never be. But being with her now seemed to promise the best of both worlds. The sweet, loving woman I knew she could be, that she always had been when we were together. And the snarling, teasing, gorgeous dominatrix who was riding up and down on top of me now, demanding selfish pleasure like she didn’t even care how I felt about it.

Everything was rising inside me. Everything was crystallizing to a sharp, bright point. My orgasm was swelling, sweeping me up like a great wave, and Elena’s beautiful body bouncing up and down on top of me was only making me want more. I moaned and gasped, struggling against the ropes that held me tied to the chair, knowing all the while that there was no escape, and I didn’t really want there to be one. Elena was too good at what she did, too experienced in these kinky games, to make a mistake like that. And as much as I wanted her, as much as I longed to reach out to that incredible body and touch her, I knew that half the fun of the game came from the fact that I couldn’t.

But still, even though I could never forget Elena’s control over me, could never get away from it even for a moment, I still got caught by surprise when she suddenly stopped.

It was like she was psychic. Or, more likely, her body was so attuned to mine, so wise to my reactions and responses, that she could feel my orgasm coming just like she could feel her own. But unlike me, Elena had almost superhuman self-control. She knew what she wanted, and even though she wanted to cum, she wasn’t going to allow herself that just yet. Because for her, the evil, dominant, gorgeous goddess that she was, it was more fun to deny me than to let herself go completely.

She stopped, and I let out a moan of frustration that made her giggle where she sat on top of me. Her face was close to mine, her breath hot against my skin, and for a while, she just sat there, my cock throbbing urgently inside her, her arms draped around my neck.

“What’s the matter? Did my poor little slave boy want to cum?”

“Oh my God, yes, please, Mistress Elena!”

There was no pretense now, no theatricality in my begging. It was the real thing. I was absolutely desperate, feeling like I might explode if I didn’t get what I wanted, and the fact that she had made me feel this way so many times recently didn’t do anything to calm me down or make it seem any less real. Once again, it felt like everything depended on this. It felt like everything hinged on what beautiful Elena decided to do next, and that if I didn’t get what I wanted, I might go stark raving mad from the pressure.

And of course, I knew that was what this gorgeous, evil, dominant bitch wanted from me. She wanted me in this condition, ready to give her everything, ready to abandon any pretense of self-control or dignity as I begged, over and over again, for that body I had had so many times before and still could never get enough of. Her ego was in full flight, her confidence and cruelty fully on display, and in our different ways, it excited us both. We might come at it from different angles, but we were both in agreement there. For both of us, there was nothing more sexually exciting in all the world than when Elena really felt herself as the goddess she was.

“No,” she said. Simply, but firmly, denying me what I felt I might die without, and smirking at the howl of despair I made. She stood up then, climbing off me, both of us groaning as my hard cock slid free of her dripping pussy, that exquisite connection broken and leaving me feeling almost bereft.

Her legs trembled as she stood over me. I could see it, and it reinforced just how amazing we had both been feeling. I honestly didn’t know how she did it. Everything that happened was completely up to her, and if she was feeling even a tenth of the wild desire I was, it seemed impossible that she could hold out against it. She did, because she was who she was, who she had become in the course of her kinky sexual adventures with Andre. And now, for however long it lasted, I was the recipient of all of it.

“Please, Mistress!”

She chuckled as she stepped away from me. My behaviour, my desperation, didn’t seem to surprise her in the slightest, but I supposed that there was no reason why it should. This was, after all, how the game worked. This was what we had been doing almost nonstop over the last few days. No reason to alter things now.

“I said no, loser.”

But harsh words or not, her tone was more indulgent than anything else. After all, she knew I would beg. She knew I would have to. And she wanted me to. She wanted the dark thrill of knowing I was so desperate for her, so completely lost in her fearsome power. That was the whole idea behind what we were doing.

I watched her incredible body as she walked across the attic bedroom of the cabin, heading toward her bag that sat at the side of the bed. She reached inside and took something out, then turned to face me, sitting down on the bed and putting her chosen item beside her. I could see straight away what it was, the phallic silicon shape leaving no doubt. She had brought a dildo with her on her Christmas trip. The toys, the restraints, the outfits. It was clear that Elena had planned just about every aspect of her Christmas except one: me. After two years apart, after she had so clearly moved on with someone else, I didn’t imagine that I had featured anywhere at all in her thoughts when she packed her bag full of sexy surprises for her Christmas vacation.

But here I was.

Here I was, and I wasn’t going anywhere. Tied to a kitchen chair that she had made me bring to the bedroom myself, just another one of Elena’s toys to play with. And for now, it seemed she was done playing with me. Or at least, that was what she wanted me to think.

Elena lay back on the bed. Shifting on the mattress, she positioned herself carefully, her smiling eyes looking at me while she did. The sharp heels of her sexy boots caught on the sheets of the bed as she placed one foot on the mattress, the other finding the side of the bed frame. Her legs were spread far apart, her naked pussy gleaming between her thighs, and the telltale juices of her arousal seemed to glow as I stared at her, unable and utterly unwilling to look anywhere else. Slowly, teasingly, she ran her hand over the dramatic swell of her breasts tightly confined in the black corset, over her incredibly narrow waist. Sinking always lower, drifting inevitably down to what I wanted more than anything, what my Mistress had decided that, for now at least, I couldn’t have.

Elena sighed with pleasure as she touched herself. Her fingers slipped over her pussy, over those swollen lips and sensitive folds, and I growled with need as she shivered in pleasure, a great big evil smile on her beautiful face at the delicious thought of what she was doing to me.

“You want me so bad, don’t you?”

“Oh my God, Mistress, I can’t believe how badly I want you,” I said. Of course, I knew exactly what this dominatrix wanted to hear. At the same time, I wasn’t saying anything that wasn’t true. I didn’t even have the words to express how badly I wanted my ex-girlfriend in that moment, but I knew she wanted to hear me try, so that’s what I did.

“You’re so sexy, so beautiful, so amazing. I don’t want us to ever stop doing this. I want you to be my Mistress forever.”

“Mmmm, I bet you do,” Elena said in a throaty voice that rang with undeniable desire. “Maybe I should just keep you as a little slave boy. Even if I go back to him.”

“Oh fuck,” I gasped.

It was like I was past the point of coherent words, like I could no longer even think straight with everything she was doing to me. And she loved it. She laughed again, a low sultry sound that raised the hairs on the back of my neck. She was pushing buttons that had been buried deep inside me, unknown even to myself. It had taken her creativity, her kinkiness, and her unexpected appearance on this Christmas holiday to show me a side of myself I had never known was there. But now that it had been discovered, it felt like the most vital thing in the world that it not be lost. As if, having glimpsed this dark sexual heaven that she had introduced me to, I could never go back to the mundane entity of ordinary life.

The truth was, even without this, no woman I had been with since had measured up to Elena. But now that she was turning out to be a sex goddess as well as the woman I loved more than any other, I felt as though if I couldn’t have her, there was no point even trying with anyone else. Anything else I did from that point onwards could only be a pale imitation, a shadow of this desperate bliss I still didn’t really understand. But I knew what I needed to know. I knew that I wanted this, wanted her, and it felt as if there was no price too high to pay to get what I needed.

“Sounds fun, doesn’t it? I could have two little slave boys all to myself. You know, you guys are really nothing alike, except when it comes to this. The one thing you have in common. You both enjoy being my little bitch.”

Her breath caught on that final word, her pleasure rising inside her as she continued to play with herself right in front of me, tormenting me all over again with what I couldn’t have. But it wasn’t just that, either. She enjoyed talking this way, loved the wild kinkiness of what she was saying. Loved knowing just how much she could get away with, how little ability I had to stop her. How little I desired to stop her.

And if her boyfriend Andre really was anything like me, I knew that she was probably right. Probably, she could enslave us both, and we might both hate having any rival, but maybe we would tolerate it if that was the price we had to pay for being with her. It was a cringing, shameful, shockingly submissive thought. And knowing that that was exactly what Elena wanted it to be, that the disgrace of it all was exactly why she wanted to put the idea in my head, didn’t make it any less humbling. Or any less exciting.

“I – I don’t know, Mistress Elena.”

“No. No, you don’t. But after all, little slave boys don’t need to know, do they? Mistress knows, and that’s what matters. Mistress knows best. Say it. Say it, if you want this pussy ever again.”

“Mistress knows best. Mistress knows everything.”

She let out another laugh that predictably turned to another moan of pleasure. Her fingers slid inside herself, between those tight wet lips, seeking out that point of pleasure that I longed to be touching myself. I wanted to be the one making her make those noises, drawing those moans and gasps and breathlessness out of her like I had been a moment before. And that was the point of the game, the whole idea behind doing this, and from Elena’s point of view, it was working beautifully.

Another shiver passed through her body.

“Keep talking. Keep begging. Let me feel that desperation, how badly you want me.”

But Elena was no longer looking at me. She reached for the toy on the bed beside her, and as she pressed a button on its base, it began to buzz. She let out an even louder moan as she pressed it against her, holding it there for a moment, as the vibration spread through her body and fed her selfish pleasure.

I did what she wanted. Of course.

“I want you so bad, Mistress Elena,” I said. “Please, you’re so beautiful, so sexy. Please, I’ll do whatever it takes. I just have to have you.”

Elena moaned again, her eyes closed, and I carried on speaking, babbllng my admiration, my desire, my worship, meaning every desperate, lust-wracked word as I begged without really knowing what for. For her to come back to me? Or for her to use me like she said, to keep me on the side while she went back to her existing boyfriend, like a desperate pleasure slave who would do whatever she said? The idea was unbelievably humiliating, which made it unbelievably hot. I felt lightheaded and breathless as I sat tied to my chair, my cock rock hard with her juices, watching her get herself off.

Soon, my words were lost in her orgasmic cries. Her release swept over her, making her howl and scream, making her tremble with the force of orgasm. And from my helpless position in the chair, I watched every minute of it, every teasing and humiliating moment, wishing it could be me that made her feel that way, but also feeling lucky to be watching it, even when it tormented me.

Nothing about what we were doing was simple or straightforward. Truthfully, I knew I didn’t want it any other way.

Elena trembled as she pulled the dildo out of herself, switching it off. She lay there for a moment recovering, her body glowing with the pleasure she had given herself. But by now, I knew her well enough to know she wasn’t done. At least, I hoped that was true as she pushed herself upright again, struggling against the tightness of the corset wrapped around her body, her cheeks flushed and her eyes glazed with pleasure, but always wanting more. My insatiable goddess.

She stood up, and her legs wobbled even more than they had before as she stepped across the room, walking toward me. I stared up at her with breathless anticipation, helpless and unable to do anything but accept whatever she decided to give me. And she crouched down in front of me, kneeling on the bedroom floor between my spread legs as she took my slick cock in her hand.

“What a good boy,” she purred, her voice low and teasing, her movements slow, gentle, and unbelievably erotic. I groaned in the chair just like she wanted me to, skilfully playing with my body and easily reducing me to a trembling bundle of frayed nerves.

“I want you to always be a good boy for me, okay?”

Her beautiful multicoloured eyes looked up into mine as she spoke, holding my gaze. Even her magnificent cleavage couldn’t pull me away from that stare, and my heart fluttered in my chest, partly intuiting the new seriousness of the moment even while desire continued to drive me to distraction. I didn’t, at that point, really understand that she was talking about the future. But if I had, it would only have made the moment even more intense than it already was.

“Yes, Mistress Elena.”

I spoke the words like a prayer, like a spell, like the mantra they had become. She had said herself that it was all she wanted to hear from me, and now, it felt like it was all I could bring myself to say. To just agree with her, to give her what she wanted all the time, always hoping that in the end, it would lead to what I wanted so badly. It felt like my whole life was only about this.

That hand continued to slide up and down my cock. And then, with a smile on her full lips, Elena leaned forward and opened her mouth. I almost gasped in shock as she took my cock between those lips, tightening them around my shaft, sucking gently and using her tongue to tease my manhood until I was a moaning mass of wild pleasure and desperate desire.

“Oh my God!” I gasped, and even with my cock in her mouth, Elena smiled. She still held it by the base, still stroking as she sucked, and ferocious pleasure tore through me, making me tremble and shake so that I didn’t even notice how the ropes around my wrist tightened again as I struggled against the bondage she had me in.

But it wasn’t enough to free me. And even if it had been, I would’ve changed nothing. The pleasure she was giving me was all I wanted, and my reaction was involuntary, my body struggling with feelings almost too powerful to endure but too pleasurable to ever want to stop.

Again, I felt that orgasm building inside me. Again, I grew dizzy with pleasure, breathless with it, on fire with the lust she was inspiring in me, with the desperate pleasure of this incredible moment.

And then, just as I reached the peak, just as I thought the pleasure was too intense to contain any longer and felt it about to burst out of me, she stopped.

Smiling that cruel smile, Elena lifted her mouth away, and I cried out with shock, with disappointment, with rage. From her perspective, she had timed it perfectly, taking me right to limit without quite pushing me past that point of no return. My cock throbbed and ached and surged in the air, but there was no release coming for me. Not yet. Despite what she had said, despite everything I had done, everything I had endured for her sake and for the promise of reward. Elena still didn’t feel like giving me an orgasm, and that was all there was to it.

Her breasts bounced in her corset as she rose to her feet again. She didn’t try to stifle the laughter that burst out of her, making her boobs jiggle even more as she stood with her hands on her hips, enjoying the spectacle of me squirming and moaning and aching in the prison of the kitchen chair. I looked up at her with sheer desperation, feeling completely hopeless and helpless, knowing that everything I had said and done had not been enough to get me what I wanted. Maybe that was the lesson she wanted to teach me. Or maybe it was just that she had so much fun being so cruel.

“Poor little slave boy,” she said condescendingly, running her fingers through my hair as she spoke. “Just can’t catch a break with me, can you?”

“Please, Mistress,” I said in a voice thick with desire. “I’ve done everything. I don’t know what else I can do. Just tell me, and I’ll do it.”

“Oh, but that’s the point, Jeremy,” Elena said. Still with one hand on my head, she leaned forward, giving me an even better view of that amazing cleavage strained against her black corset. “There’s nothing you can do. Your orgasms belong to me now. I decide when, and how, and if you can cum. Meanwhile, your whole life is about making me cum. It’s not fair. That’s why it’s fun.”

I simply gazed at her in astonishment. She was incredible. The things she said and the things she did echoed through my mind, and after days of kinky play, I still couldn’t get past it. I still couldn’t really believe that this was my ex-girlfriend, the woman I once loved and maybe still did. Now taking such sadistic pleasure in tormenting me, driving me wild with desire, making me admit my sexual inferiority. I couldn’t believe how good it felt.

“Luckily, I’m in a good mood.”

Elena released her grip on my hair and climbed on top of me. Reaching down between us, she took my cock in her hand and guided it into herself. I moaned even more loudly than she did as the fat head of my member pressed the wet walls apart, sinking back into that incredible body, feeling once again the pleasure I desired above everything else

“But don’t cum until I say you can, okay?” Elena said, draping her arms over my shoulders, looking deep into my eyes. “I want at least one more orgasm before we’re done here. Otherwise, if you don’t please me, you might not ever get the chance again.”

“Yes, Mistress Elena,” I gasped. I couldn’t think straight, could barely say anything that wasn’t that. And that was exactly the state she wanted me in. Horny and desperate and unable to do anything about it, nothing more than a toy for her pleasure.

It was impossible to exaggerate how good that felt.
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