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Elena’s Bitch

I groaned as Elena worked her mouth up and down my shaft. The pleasure was intense, almost more than I could bear, but it was hard to imagine a more delicious form of torture. I stood there with my hands cuffed behind my back, my underwear still around my ankles, moaning and groaning above her while she continued to work on my cock.

She knew exactly what she was doing. She always did. She had always been good at giving pleasure, and over the years of our separation, she clearly had not allowed her skills to get rusty. Plus, there was the way she looked. And the situation I found myself in, her easy dominance taking me over and showing me sides of my own sexuality I never knew existed. The situation we were in was so unbelievably erotic that almost right away, I felt pleasure glowing inside me again, felt my body tightening in seemingly every cell as orgasm approached.

Like I said, Elena knew exactly what she was doing.

As my pleasure rose toward its peak, her glowing eyes watched me carefully. And when I was hovering on the brink, my cock pulsing desperately inside her warm wet mouth, she suddenly pulled away. She left me gasping, twitching and groaning, my hands uselessly clenching behind my back as I stared down at her in shock, surprise, disappointment. And she grinned up at me with that wicked grin I was coming to know so well, that grin that told me there was plenty more of this kind of treatment coming my way.

She sat upright on the sofa, positioning herself with her legs together, depriving me of a glimpse of that pussy I wanted so desperately. But her boobs swelled so invitingly against the corset, and she breathed deeply, pressing her arms tight against her sides to accentuate that incredible cleavage that she knew I couldn’t take my eyes away from.

“You look pretty worked up there, slave boy,” she chuckled. “Is there something you want from me?”

Of course, she knew the answer to that. There was only one possible answer. But even though this world was so new to me, I already knew this much. She got off on the power trip. She got off on being desired so desperately, so badly, that a man would do anything for her. Including submit to her wild dominant kinks. And I was that man, standing in that spot, every nerve of my body urging me to say or do whatever it took to get a release I so desperately craved. I knew what she was doing. I knew she was manipulating me. But I didn’t care when it felt this good.

“Please, Mistress Elena,” I said, remembering my manners just like she had taught me. Knowing that my behaviour here and now might determine how she decided to treat me from that point forward, and knowing that everything depended on that. “Please have sex with me.”

She burst out laughing. Even though she had to have known what was coming, knew exactly what she was putting me through and exactly what I wanted. It still pleased her to hear it. And her breasts bounced maddeningly in her tight corset as she laughed at me, savoring all over again these unstoppable feelings of power, this unbelievable control she had over me and my body in that moment.

“Oh my God, that’s so pathetic,” she said, shaking her head to make her highlighted hair sway over her bare shoulders. “I bet this isn’t how you imagined your holidays turning out, is it?”

“No, Mistress Elena,” I mumbled. That was the understatement of the year, but even if it wasn’t, I felt like I very much needed to agree with whatever she said to get what I wanted.

Her smile shrank, but never fully disappeared from her lips. At the same time, her beautiful eyes took on a more calculating look, flickering up and down my body as she sized me up again.

“You really want me to fuck you? Beg for it.”

For a moment, I stared at her blankly. I heard what she said perfectly well, but even in this kinky situation that was built on desire, submission, and humiliation, part of me struggled to believe what I had heard. Even though, given our respective roles at the moment, it made its own kind of twisted sense.

Elena wasn’t joking. No matter how much she smiled, I knew she was serious. I could see it from the way her eyes glowed, the way she stared at me like an eagle studying its prey.

I didn’t have a choice. We both knew it. My desire was too pure and too powerful. All I could think about was her, about getting to have that amazing body, and no price seemed too high to pay for that.

“Please, Mistress Elena,” I tried again, but straight away, my ex-girlfriend started shaking her head.

“That’s not begging,” she said. “You have to convince me you really want it. Show me you want it more than anything, that you’ll do anything for it. Get down on your knees and get started.”

I stared at her blankly again. Still trying to process what I was hearing, I suppose, even though I knew she meant what she said. I knew there was no way around it. I was going to have to do it. Whether I wanted to or not. And if I didn’t? Well, that was part of the excitement for her.

Slowly, I sank to my knees. Not for the first time, it felt like I was crossing a boundary that would be impossible to step back from. Elena’s gorgeous eyes followed me all the way to the floor as I kneeled in front of her, my cock raging just as much as ever. As I kneeled on the floor at her feet, I kicked my boxes off my ankles at last, staring at her all the while. If anything, she looked even sexier from down here, even more dominant, even more in control.

She seemed to feel it, too. Her leather boots gleamed as she swung one leg over the other, sitting back against the cushions with her breasts rising and falling like always in the tight corset as she breathed. Her smile was more noticeable now, another little victory for a woman who had had no shortage of them in the past twenty-four hours, and yet never seemed to get enough of them.

“Well? What are you waiting for?”

“Please, Mistress Elena,” I said again, almost wilting under those beautiful eyes but determined to push through. “Please… fuck me.”

She laughed at that, but only a little. Her eyes looked me up and down again, glowing with amusement and malice and desire, all the powerful emotions she had to be feeling in that moment of triumph that even a couple days ago neither of us would ever have thought would happen.

“Did you miss me? Did you miss my pussy?”

“God, yes, Mistress Elena.”

“You really fucked up, letting a woman like me go, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Probably she was right about that. Still I cringed as I said it, reluctant to turn back the clock and think too much about that painful period when our relationship had ended. Better to stay in the now. Better to focus on the present. And that was one of the gifts these games gave us, I was coming to realize. That when I was submitting to her, being controlled and dominated by her like this, it was hard to even think of anything else.

“Have you ever had a woman sexier than me?”

“No, Mistress Elena,” I said, without hesitation. “There are no women sexier than you.”

She laughed again at that.

“Flattery will get you everywhere,” she said. “But so will a little humility. I want to be sure that you really know your place. That you’re inferior to me in every way. Aren’t you?”

I was looking straight at her as she spoke, but still, she extended her foot. The leather of her boot creaked as she placed the toe under my chin, tilting my head up even more. I bristled at what she wanted, but knew that as always, I had no choice in the matter. Not if I wanted to have her. And there was absolutely no doubt about that, for either of us.

“Yes, Mistress Elena,” I said. She raised her eyebrows a little, seeming to want more, so I persisted. “You’re so beautiful. So sexy. You’re smarter than me, too. You were too good for me.”

“True,” she said. “Aren’t you a lucky boy, to be getting a second chance?”

“Yes, Mistress Elena.”

“Then grovel at my feet. Lick my boots, and maybe I’ll think about forgiving you.”

My jaw would have dropped without the toe of her boot underneath it. Even if everything had been going this way, I hadn’t seen this coming. That she had depths of cruelty buried inside her was an open secret now, but I didn’t think she would go this far.

As I looked at her, it seemed almost as if she was in the grip of something else now. Something bigger and more powerful even than her, and therefore certainly much more powerful than me. It seemed to take her over, leaving no room for doubt or hesitation, for second thoughts. All that mattered was what she wanted, and it made her the sexiest mistress imaginable to see such selfishness, such cruelty, such open malice in those stunning eyes.

Again, I didn’t want to do it. It was such a degrading act, so totally humiliating. I had kissed her foot the night before. I had acknowledged her superiority, called her Mistress. But this seemed beyond that, a new level of degradation and submission. And the fact I knew I had no choice made it even hotter and harder to take at the same time.

I hesitated. She waited. Slowly, she withdrew her boot from under my chin, crossing her legs again as she sat on the sofa of the cabin like it was her throne, waiting for this latest act of obedience from me. It seemed like she could wait forever, secure in her power, knowing she didn’t have to push. Knowing that time was on her side as well as desire, and that all she had to do was wait for my will to break once again.

She was right. Maybe that was the worst thing about it all, the fact that she saw this part of me more clearly than I did. Or maybe she was just so confident in her ability to bend a man to her will that she never stopped to question it. As if her time with Andre had convinced her that no man could resist her, that she could get whatever she wanted from us when she looked the way she did.

She was absolutely right about that.

I cringed, almost trembling with shame as I did it, but I carried out her humiliating command. Shifting on my knees, I leaned down toward her boot, letting my tongue slide over the leather. She laughed as she watched me, a deep laugh that bubbled up from inside her, making her incredible breasts bounce and shake in the corset as she enjoyed this act of pure servitude. I looked up at her hopefully, silently praying that my submission had been enough to get me what I wanted. But Elena had other ideas.

“Did I say stop, bitch?”

My cheeks burning with shame, I licked her boot again. She tapped her foot against the side of my face.

“Answer me.”

Her eyes flashed as she looked down at me, secure as always in her total power, her inarguable control.

“No, Mistress,” I stammered. “You didn’t say stop.”

“Then get back to work, loser. You can stop when I see you can, and not a second before.”

“Yes, Mistress Elena.”

She let out a happy little sigh as I returned to my degrading task. And honestly, embarrassingly, I felt as if my cock never been harder. I ran my tongue over the leather, feeling her foot move underneath, feeling every moment of the humiliation she was intent on putting me through. Feeling like an absolute loser as I literally grovelled at the feet of the woman I used to date, the woman I once loved who once loved me, but now seemed intent on putting me through this strangely erotic torture.

She was magnificent.

With every movement of my tongue over her boot, it felt like my submission was growing. As if my will to resist her, clearly not very strong in the first place, was evaporating by the minute. She looked such a goddess, sitting there above me, demanding that I worship her. And I won’t say that it felt right to do that. It felt wickedly, deliciously wrong to be caving in like this, to be humiliating myself right there in my cabin just for the promise of sex with my ex-girlfriend. But it felt good in a way I couldn’t even understand, a way I would never have imagined and probably never experienced if she hadn’t had a fight with her boyfriend and shown up that Christmas to change my life.

“Now the other one.”

Elena was speaking softly again, as if convinced that her control over me was complete. I guess it was, because at her command, I meekly shifted on my knees and lowered my head to start licking the boot that was on the floor. I balanced myself on my knees, bent at the waist, my cock throbbing and aching with pure desperation between my legs as I grovelled for her amusement.

It went on a long time. She seemed content to let it, getting some kinky pleasure from this feeling of power I was giving her. When I glanced up at her, I could see her watching me, no longer smiling. Instead, there was a serious look on her face, her eyes half-closed, her mouth slightly open. There was no doubt about it. This was turning her on, just like it was turning me on, though presumably for different reasons. I was getting off on being treated like this, entranced by her confidence and dominance. And she was getting off on being able to do this to me, on being wanted so badly that she could make me into her literal sex slave.

“Lie down.”

In the silence of the living room of the cabin, punctuated only by the wet sound of my tongue gliding over her leather boots, her words almost made me start. It was like I had slipped into a kind of dream, losing track of time as I debased myself for her amusement. My desire never went away, and neither did my shame, but when she spoke, the jolt it gave me made it clear that I had slipped a little bit into the game.

But now, my sexy Mistress had another use in mind for me. Uncrossing her legs, she pressed the high heel of one boot against my shoulder, pushing me upright. Sliding forward on the couch, she pushed even more, and I half-fell onto the floor on my back, my chained hands underneath me.

Elena stood up. Her boot heels clicked on the wooden floor as she stood over me, spreading her feet wide apart to straddle me. She stood with her hands on her hips again, and I gazed up at her, her pussy framed by those incredible long legs, her beautiful face looking down at me from over the dramatic swell of her boobs.

My cock ached with desperate desire for a woman who had never looked better, who really did look like what I had called her: the sexiest woman in the world. Everything she had made me say came crashing back over me in a wave, making me feel like I really had been a fool to let her go, while at the same time, feeling as if I had never deserved her. Feeling as if no one deserved her. Who could ever deserve a goddess like this?

Her serious face broke into another slight smile as she shifted her weight, placing one of her feet on my chest. Pinning me to the floor, as if I had been trying to go anywhere except where I was. As if there was anywhere else I would ever want to be. Her high heel dug into the skin, just a little, as she pressed down, just a bit, the muscle of her thigh showing under the soft, smooth skin that shone like silk between the top of her gleaming boot and the bottom of her sexy black corset.

“You look cute down there like that,” she said. “You look cute when you’re licking my boots, too.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it, Mistress Elena,” I said, and she chuckled. It was about the most submissive thing I could say in that situation, and therefore, I guessed, exactly what she wanted to hear.

“I did. And now, I want to do something I think you’re going to enjoy a lot.”

Taking her foot off my chest, she planted it on the floor beside me. Then she bent her knees, crouching down on top of me. She straddled my hips, taking my cock in her hand, leaning forward as she guided it inside herself.

She pushed past the faint resistance of her wet lips, and both of us moaned as I slid inside her. Just like the night before, just like how she had taken me in the bed while I was tied up and vulnerable and helpless, like I was now. Clearly, this was how Elena liked it these days. This was how she got off, controlling the pace, the tempo, controlling everything about the situation. Using me almost like a toy to work out her own desires, her own pleasure, as if mine didn’t matter.

But in reality, we both knew how much pleasure I was taking from this. The feeling of being used like this, of being little more than an object for the orgasmic pleasure of a beautiful woman, was the most amazing thrill I had ever had in my life.

“Don’t cum,” she ordered, already breathless as she rocked up and down on top of me. “Don’t cum until I say you can.”

“Yes, Mistress Elena.”

As always, I was ready to say or do whatever it took, ready to agree to anything. Besides, I wanted to please her. I wanted it just as desperately as I had the night before, feeling as if everything hinged on my performance, on my ability to make her happy.

Even though the command was as hard to obey as it could possibly be. She looked incredible riding my cock, her boobs bouncing inside that tight corset, her thighs gripping my sides. She looked totally lost in pleasure, her eyes almost closed now, her soft hair bouncing around her shoulders as her whole body quivered and trembled.

And soon, her gasps and sighs turned into moans and groans. And then, as pleasure took hold of her more firmly, she began to scream.

In all the time we had been dating, I had never heard her make noises like that. I had never been able to pleasure her this much. And I knew it wasn’t really about anything I was doing. It was all her. She was the engine driving all of this, the one coming up with the ideas, the one pushing these boundaries and pulling us both into a world of unbelievable kinky pleasure. I was just along for the ride. But what a ride it was.

I groaned as I felt her pussy tighten around my cock. I squeezed my eyes tight shut, wanting to look at her in the full beauty of her orgasm, but also knowing it would only make my task that much harder. She looked so amazing, and even with my eyes closed, the sound of her and the feel of her sex clenching around my manhood was driving me right to the edge of release.

But somehow, I held back. I held back, no matter how good it felt to feel her pussy grew unbelievably tight around my cock, to feel those guys pressing against my sides. To hear her wild cries of pure abandon bounced back from the walls and ceiling of the cabin, to fill the air with the noise of her climax. I felt her cum, felt the hot rush of her fluids on my body, and my groan of desperate desire was lost in her cries of passion as she sat on top of me, her whole body vibrating with that exquisite bliss.

She let out a long sigh, and I opened my eyes to see her looking down at me. There was a grin on her face, her cheeks flushed with the pleasure I knew I had given her, and I looked up at her, trembling with desire, knowing I had never seen anything more beautiful, more arousing, more exciting than that vision of her in her sexy lingerie, sitting on top of me with my cock buried inside her, fully satisfied with what she had done and what she had turned me into.

“Good boy,” she said condescendingly. “Maybe I’ll be able to make a worthy slave of you yet.”

“Oh my God, Mistress Elena,” I gasped, barely able to form the words as I spoke them. I was hovering on the edge of something that felt absolutely monumental, a wild pleasure that seemed to be impossible to contain any longer, but as badly as I wanted it, I also feared my ex-girlfriend. I wanted more of this, a lifetime of this wild and crazy game, and she was the only person on earth, it felt like, who could give it to me, and all I wanted to do was please her so that we could carry on doing exactly this.

“Pretty awesome, right?”

There was a flash of something in her as she spoke. A flash of the old Elena, the woman I used to date and used to love, hidden inside the gorgeous sexy mistress she had become. And in some way, that made her even more enticing. That reminder that this was a real person, one who knew me, possibly, better than anyone else. One who had been there for one of the best times of my life, before everything went wrong, before I lost everything that ever mattered. Now, in some weird way, it was as if I was getting all of that back. But transformed, made darker and more inviting by this kink of hers and the pleasure I was taking in it, my inability to resist her making her sexier than she had ever been before, making me completely unable to resist her dominant power.

“Oh my God,” I gasped again. And her teeth showed in her smile as she grinned down at me.

“How badly do you want to cum right now, slave?”

“Please,” I gasped, almost sobbing with desperate need. I could hear how pathetic I sounded, and I could see how much it pleased Elena to hear it. To know that she had reduced me to this, a blubbering wreck, a mess of unrelieved desire ready to submit to her completely in any way she chose. I felt the sting of humiliation even as I gazed up at her in furious desire, but I also knew that in the end, it hardly mattered. Elena had won long ago, and now, my shameful groveling submission to her was simply her victory parade, her coronation as my unbelievably sexy and dominant mistress.

“Please, Mistress Elena, please let me cum!”

Her laughter as she listened to my words stung my pride, but that didn’t matter, either. I trembled underneath her, my whole body like an instrument that she was playing so skilfully, and I knew that no one in my life, not even her back when we used to date, had ever made me want them so much. It was like a drug, and it was almost too powerful for me to stand, but at the same time, I knew I had absolutely no choice. I had to do what Elena wanted, had to beg for my own release, as if my body belonged to her, not to me.

“What a good boy.”

She was gloating as she climbed off me, and I groaned in despair as my cock slid easily out of her pussy. It seemed she was going to deny me again, and it felt like I wouldn’t be able to take the disappointment. But kneeling beside me, Elena turned. Positioning herself so that she was facing my feet, she climbed on top of me again, straddling my head this time.

Her dripping pussy was right above me, and the smell of our sex washed over me, making me groan with desperate desire all over again. She spread her knees, sinking down on top of me, pressing that pussy against my face. Almost before I could even think about it, I started to lick, so desperate to please her that it seemed to trump even my own desires. And she laughed softly to herself at that acknowledgement of my submission, knowing she had me right where she wanted me.

Leaning forward, she took hold of my cock. She squeezed softly, and I groaned into her pussy, right on the edge of a desperate explosion.

“Okay, slave,” Elena said, raising her voice to make sure I could hear with my face buried underneath her pussy and ass. “I told you, good boys get rewarded. Now that you know you’re my slave, that you’ve learned how to worship the ground I walk on, I guess you can have a sad little orgasm. But don’t think this lets you off the hook. After you’ve cum, I expect the same level of devotion and obedience you’ve been showing me. Don’t let me down.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I mumbled into her fragrant pussy, sighing with relief as she began to stroke. Nothing mattered except that. Nothing mattered except the pleasure she could give me, my desperate need for her touch, and after only a few strokes, I exploded in orgasm. The surge of pleasure she coaxed out of me left me gasping and weak, and I lay smelling her pleasure as a complement to my own while she sat above me like the queen she was, completely in control of my every desire.

She climbed off my face, grinning down at me as she sat on the floor beside me. I stared up at her, not trying to hide the astonishment on my face, the disbelief I felt at the woman my ex-girlfriend had turned out to be, and the pleasure I found myself taking in submitting to her. It was all completely new, completely incredible, and I lay there in silence for a while, simply recovering from one of the most powerful orgasms I had ever had in my life.

Meanwhile, Elena grinned down at me as if she had seen all this coming, as if it was no more than exactly what she expected.

“Want to go for a walk?”
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