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Falling For His Mistress

When I woke up the next morning, it was with a kind of astonishment.

For a while, I wondered if I had dreamed it all up. The storm, Elena, everything. It all seemed too good and too crazy to be true. No way my ex had arrived, after years of no contact, only to tie me up and have her way with me, giving me the best sex of my life. It seemed like something out of some erotic story or a dirty movie, not something that would happen to a guy like me in real life.

Except it did. It had. Because as I opened my eyes, looking at the vaulted ceiling of my parents’ mountain cabin, I felt already the warmth and weight of her body lying in the bed next to mine.

I rolled over in the bed to look at her. She was still asleep, her breathing slow and even, her breasts raising the blanket draped over her as she breathed. Even with those incredible eyes of hers closed, she was still a natural beauty. What remained of yesterday’s makeup was still there, darkening her lashes, enhancing her sculpted cheekbones, but she barely needed it. Her hair, much lighter now than the way I remembered it, seemed splashed around her head like a puddle of melted gold, and as I looked at her, I couldn’t keep myself from smiling.

Looking at her, my thoughts naturally strayed back to everything that had happened the previous night. From the moment she had shown up at the cabin, there was an unmistakable erotic undercurrent to our exchange. At least from my end. She looked so good in her Christmas dress, and even better when it came off. Her body was just as incredible as I remembered, or maybe even more so. And now, it was paired with a new sexy attitude, this dominant persona she had adopted that made her even more unspeakably desirable.

Turning away from her, I looked out across the floor of the bedroom we were in. There was her underwear, the lacy red set she had worn for her current boyfriend, that he never got to see, and I got to enjoy instead. And there were the pink leather handcuffs that she had locked me in.

I felt another shiver of arousal at the sight of them, remembering what she had done. Remembering how good it had felt to be so powerless, to give up control to her. There was no question of blame, really; as far as I was concerned, we had done nothing wrong. Or I hadn’t, at least. I wasn’t the one who already had a partner, after all.

But if there had been any blame to go around, I could place it all on her. I had never really had a choice. Overcome by her beauty and the wild sex appeal of her new dominant persona, I never stood a chance. And the thought made me smile. Going back to an ex can sometimes feel like a defeat, as if you couldn’t make it by yourself. But this wasn’t like that. This was exciting, as if, even though we had been down this road before, what we were doing now was something new. After all, the sex certainly was. No one had ever done the things to me that she had done, and no one had ever turned me on quite as much as she had.

Along with the things we had done, some of the things she had said came drifting back to me. All that Mistress Elena stuff. All that talk of me being her slave, her bitch. It was exciting in a way I struggled to explain, but couldn’t even try to ignore. I had planned another Christmas alone, enjoying some downtime in my normally busy schedule and soaking up the beauty of the mountains in winter. Instead, here I was, in bed with an irresistible temptress, and I couldn’t believe my luck, but I wasn’t going to question it.

I got up carefully, trying not to wake her. After last night, she had earned her rest. She rode my cock like a champion, as if she had been deprived of sex for months, instead of coming straight from her last boyfriend. She rode it like she missed it, like she missed me, and that was a feeling I wasn’t entirely sure what to do with, but I couldn’t deny it was there. Truthfully, I really had no idea how I felt about Elena anymore.

I had missed her terribly when she was gone. That was a fact. And many times, I had lain awake, alone at night, questioning my decisions, wondering if I hadn’t made a mistake. But my feelings for her were inextricably bound up with how I felt about the loss of my parents, too. In missing Elena, I knew that I was at least partly missing them. Missing the life I used to have and mourning what was gone forever, and that was part of why we couldn’t stay together. Or at least, it was part of why we never tried to make it work again.

And now, she had shown up like this, unexpected, unannounced, and the craziest accident of my life had turned into one of the most unforgettable experiences I had ever had.

I crept out of the bedroom. I moved silently down the stairs, heading toward the kitchen, putting on a pot of coffee and looking around to see what we had for breakfast. I had stocked the cabin well for my solo retreat, with bacon and eggs in the fridge and hashbrowns in the freezer, so I fired up the propane-powered cooktop and pulled the pan out of the cabinet.

As I cooked, I couldn’t stop smiling. It’d been a while since I had any woman in my bed, and it had been two years since I had a woman like this. The truth was, there was no one else like her. She was a law unto herself, a force of nature, and that seemed to be even more true now than it was back when we were together. I didn’t know where any of this was going, and I didn’t want to overthink it. I didn’t want to tell myself that this meant more than it did. There was no point imagining some glorious future, the two of us getting back together, anything like that. It was way too early for that. For all I knew, this was just ships that pass in the night, a brief holiday backslide to what we used to have, prompted by her frustration with her existing boyfriend.

Maybe. But set against that, I had the look in her eyes, the sound of her laughter, the catch in her throat as she rode me toward orgasm. I had the things she had said and the things she had done, the way she had shivered and moaned as her pleasure got the better of her, shortly before mine got the better of me. Nothing concrete, nothing scientific. Just a feeling. But that was what this was all about, after all, the way it all felt. And standing there in the kitchen, cooking breakfast for a woman I had unquestionably once loved, things felt very good indeed.

Breakfast was almost done when I heard her bare feet on the stairs. As she climbed to the bottom and turned toward the kitchen, I saw her, and smiled. She walked toward me, blinking in the light, her hair radiant mess ar aound her shoulders, her eyes blurry with sleep but still catching the morning light, shining with that unique green-gold-brown shade that they had, a big part of what made her so exquisitely beautiful.

She had found one of my T-shirts. I kept a few clothes in the closet upstairs, making it easier to pack on my solo trips. It was an old T-shirt almost ready for retirement, but on her, it looked magical. It sat on her like a short dress, and knowing she wore nothing underneath sent a growl of desire through me. Had there been anyone else at the cabin with her, there would have been no doubt about what they were seeing. A woman who had let herself go, given into her sexual urges, and, if I was lucky, didn’t regret it.

I kept smiling as she walked across the cabin toward me, my eyes fixed on her. Watching the way her breasts rose and felt under the fabric of the T-shirt. Watching the way its hem skimmed her luscious thighs. Her boyfriend sounded like a jerk, but looking at her now, I even managed to feel a faint stab of pity for him. I knew, better than anyone else on earth, what it was like to lose a woman like her. And I at least had mitigating circumstances to justify it. He, by the sound of it, had just been too stupid to appreciate what it was that he had.

But I pushed aside thoughts of him. It didn’t matter now. Looking at her turned me on, but it also made me nervous as I pondered what she might be thinking and feeling. The heat of the night before had been enough to change everything, to rewrite our perceptions of what was good, what was okay. Lots of things look different in the morning. She was no less beautiful than she had been last night, though in a completely different way. But she had something to lose. I really didn’t.

“Morning,” she said. And as she stepped toward me, placing a hand on my shoulder and rising up on her tiptoes to kiss me, I felt a thrill of excitement.

If she truly regretted what we had done, I felt, she wouldn’t be so affectionate. So I kissed her back, eagerly and enthusiastically, my lips moving over hers, my tongue sliding into her warm mouth, and the feel of her rekindled those memories of the night before that was never far away. I could taste the toothpaste on her breath, could feel the warmth of the bed we had shared last night still rising off her, and my thoughts never strayed far from the bedroom and what had happened in there. And the living room, and everywhere else.

“Smells good,” she said.

“It’s nearly ready,” I said. “Grab a plate. They’re in that cabinet over there.”

As I spoke, I nodded toward the cabinet behind me. Elena’s bare feet barely made a sound on the kitchen floor as she moved toward it, stretching again so that the T-shirt rose higher on her body as she reached for a couple of plates.

I kept my eyes on the pan in front of me, but it was like I could see her even with my eyes closed. Like some mysterious sense in me was locked onto her, filling in with imagination when sight failed me so that I always knew where she was and what she was doing. Stepping beside me, she set the plates down, and I shoveled breakfast foods onto them. Then, her leading the way, we carried our meal back toward the living room, setting it down on the coffee table in front of the sofa.

The evidence of our wild night was everywhere. My clothes were still sitting on the living room them floor, and she stepped over them gracefully as she moved toward the sofa, while I kicked out of the way. I was wearing nothing now but a pair of boxer shorts, and the air in the cabin was cool, the fire having gone out last night. But after the warmth of the bed, it felt good to have the cool air on my skin. And the heat of cooking had been enough to keep me warm while I was in the kitchen.

Neither of us said much as we ate. She swept her highlighted hair back from her face, pinning it behind her ears, and I didn’t try too hard to stop myself from stealing glances at her over my own busy fork.

It still felt strange that she was here. It still felt vaguely surreal, a dream I might at any moment wake up from and find myself alone again in my parents’ cabin, spending another Christmas in solitude. But she was real. She was right there with me, as real as the bacon and eggs I was eating, and it warmed my heart to recognize that. It warmed my heart to see her eating with real pleasure, to see her enjoying the food I had made for her. Again, the thought struck me that I was perhaps being a little too unguarded with my heart, that I was building this up into something it wasn’t, necessarily. Setting myself up for crushing disappointment, maybe.

You can tell yourself things like that all you want. You can pretend that you’re putting a leash on your heart, injecting some rationality into the way you feel. But it never really works. And no amount of rationalization changes that. I wanted her. Sexually, obviously, but maybe more than just that, too. Because I knew this woman. Yes, she had revealed a new side to herself last night, but that only made her even more enchanting.

Elena pushed her plate aside, and I set down my fork. I had eaten everything there was to eat. Her appetite was only slightly more moderate, just a few scraps left on her plate. Certainly, we had given each other a workout the night before. I looked at her, and she smiled at me, but there was something wistful in that smile that made me wonder. Now the breakfast was out of the way, it felt like maybe we could no longer put off the inevitable.

I didn’t really want to talk about what had happened. In some ways, it felt a little beyond words. And I wasn’t the least bit conflicted about what had happened. Asked a hundred times, I would have chosen to repeat it each and every one.

She was the one who had some soul-searching to do.

“So. That was something.”

She sat back on the sofa, crossing her legs. As she did, my T-shirt slid even higher up her thigh, and I didn’t try to disguise my hunger for her as I looked her up and down. She arched her foot, spreading her toes, looking back at me coolly. She wasn’t smiling. In fact, her face gave next to nothing away.

Maybe she herself didn’t even know where we were going to land. Maybe she hadn’t decided. Last night, I had begged her for sex, calling her Mistress Elena, making an absolute fool of myself to get what I wanted. Now, I felt a little more in control. But only a little. I felt the pressure of her presence like a weight on my heart, the way she looked and the way she was reminding me that if she wanted, anytime she wanted, she could get me right back in that same position again. Desperate for her, begging for her, saying and doing whatever it took to have her. Just like she had threatened me with the night before.

“That was amazing,” I said. “You were…”

She giggled a little at the unspoken compliment. She knew what she was. She had to know how sexy she had been, how irresistible. After all, I thought with a faint throb of envy, I wasn’t the first guy she had treated like this. I wasn’t the first guy who’d fallen into her web, inspired by desire for her to debase himself, to beg for her, to do whatever she wanted. I was just the latest. I might not want to think about that, but it seemed unavoidable.

“It’s fun, right?”

“It’s a lot more than that,” I said. “I was never into that kind of thing. Never really got it. But you are so fucking sexy when you’re in charge, Elena, it’s unbelievable.”

She chuckled again, shifting slightly on the sofa, tugging at the hem of the T-shirt she wore. And I felt a vibe between us, an echo of that wild wave that had swept us both away the night before. Deciding to take my chances, I moved on the sofa, turning toward her, beginning to lean over her. I wanted to kiss her again, to take her body in my arms, to take her upstairs and have her again.

But Elena twisted in her seat. She placed a bare foot against my chest, pushing me gently but firmly back. As she did, my T-shirt felt even higher on her body, and I saw that I was right. She wore no underwear beneath it.

The glimpse of her pussy between those silky thighs ran through my body like electricity, charging me with an irresistible lust. But I had to go at her pace. I had to do what she wanted. That was the game, and it excited me so much.

As I sat back on the sofa again, her foot still resting on my chest, those stunning eyes of hers glanced down to see the obvious bulge of my erection in my boxer shorts, and her smile deepened. She knew just how badly I wanted her. Or as badly as she ever could, anyway. Maybe she would have to be me, have to be a man at least, to understand the effect her looks had. She knew I wanted her, but maybe she would never fully understand just how badly. Just how ready I was to abandon everything for the sake of having her.

“Glad you enjoyed it. Should we have done that, though?”

“What do you mean? I had a good time, and I know you did too. We’re two consenting adults. Where’s the harm?”

“Andre.”

She spoke his name softly, as if he was just in the next room and might hear if she said it more loudly. Or as if he might appear, summoned like a demon by the sound of his name. What a terrible thought.

I did my best to push it aside, focusing on her, the feel of her skin against mine. I took her leg in my hand, slowly massaging her foot like I had the night before, remembering how that had felt and what that had led to. I tried not to look too obviously between her legs as I did it, but Elena knew what she was doing to me. She always did.

“Yeah. What are you going to do about that?”

I did my best to keep my tone neutral. To not show any preference one way or the other. But of course, it hardly mattered. Elena knew what I wanted, and I didn’t really care that she did. Maybe it was better this way. Maybe she needed to know how desperately I wanted her, how much I longed for her to stay with me in the cabin over the whole Christmas, like she had promised to in the heat of the moment the night before.

Maybe that was just dirty talk. The kind of things you say and then forget the next morning. But I hadn’t forgotten the words she had said, any more than I had forgotten the look in her eyes or the crack in her voice as she reached her peak of pleasure.

“I don’t know. He called me last night. I didn’t answer.”

I nodded. I knew her, after all. Elena always had a soft heart, and it was part of what made the idea of her as a dominatrix so wildly sexy. It seemed completely at odds with who she really was. But the act had been so convincing, the spell so absorbing, that last night, it almost seemed like the selfish Mistress was her true personality, and her sweet everyday character the real act. Right then, I wanted the Mistress more than I wanted the sweet and caring girlfriend. But I would happily take either, or ideally both, if they were offered to me.

“I just feel bad about the way we left it,” she said.

“Is it over?”

“I don’t know. Is it ever over? I mean, look at us. I thought anything between us was completely over, and now, here we are.”

I smiled a little ruefully at that. She was right, of course, but that didn’t exactly set my heart at ease. If anything, it only worried me more.

We can’t turn our feelings off, and I knew that as well as anyone. But somehow, I hoped that this time, for her, when it came to him, it wouldn’t be true. Perhaps it was the same force that had drawn her to me last night that drew her back to him at the same time, and if so, I knew I shouldn’t complain, but at the same time, it felt wrong. It felt unjust. It felt like what we had shared the night before, beyond just being kinky sex, was something too pure and powerful to give up on now. Like we had discovered some higher level of togetherness, some higher form of sex that meant we could never go back, could never turn our backs on this.

But I didn’t say any of that. Instead, I just rubbed my thumbs against the sole of her foot, watching her arch it in my hands, watching her spread her toes, watching the line of muscle in her thigh show as she leaned back against the sofa. Her eyes flickered up and down me again, and a sigh escaped her lips.

If she was contemplating a choice, I knew I was making it hard for her. I wanted to. If this was just going to end up being a momentary thing, some cruel part of me wanted to make sure that at least she would not forget it.

“You don’t have to decide now.”

“I guess not. But the more time I spend here with you, the harder it gets. The more it feels like… I don’t know. Not choosing is a kind of choice, isn’t it?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, I lowered my head down to her foot. Still rubbing her sole, I pressed my lips against her instep, kissing her. She let out another sigh.

The snow-covered mountains rose in winter majesty through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the cabin. The storm was long gone, rolling away down the valley and leaving behind a flawless blue sky. The fresh coating of snow gleamed, making the outside world almost too bright to look at. But that was exactly how I felt about her. She was too beautiful, too desirable, and it made my heart ache just to look at her. It made my cock throb to think about what we had done, who she was, who she had proven she could be. My head was spinning, and all I could think to do was enjoy as much of her as I could, for as long as I had her.

I kissed my way slowly up her leg. She watched, those gleaming eyes half-closed now, yesterday’s mascara still showing on her lashes. I reached her knee and kept on going, my lips moving over the soft skin of her inner thigh. And as I leaned over her body, I felt her reach out and run her fingers through my hair. She pressed her palm against my forehead, holding me in place for a moment.

“Jeremy…” she said.

But she said nothing more. I looked up at her, waiting, and she looked down at me, her lips slightly parted, a visible flush showing in her cheeks. But she didn’t say another word.

And so I kissed her again.

Her resistance seemed to melt away. She kept her hand on my head, but this time, she was no longer keeping me at bay. Not pulling me toward her, either. Her hand just rested there, affectionately or authoritatively, I couldn’t tell. Nor did I particularly care. For us, for now, they amounted to the same thing.

I kissed my way higher. I trailed kisses along her thigh, moving toward the hem of that T-shirt that had fallen back to her hips. Moving toward the pussy I could clearly see now between her legs, calling to me. I kissed up one thigh, hovered above her sex, letting her feel the slow pattern of my breath against her skin. Then, I moved to the other thigh and started kissing that.

She squirmed on the sofa. She was still sitting above me, still had her fingers in my hair, but she wasn’t controlling me. If anything, for now, it felt like I was the one in charge. Now, I was playing her body like an instrument, and all those memories of what she liked and how she responded came back to me.

She whispered my name again, and I glanced up at her, but I returned my eyes to what I was doing. And finally, slowly, I lowered my head between my legs, pressing my lips against hers, my cock throbbing urgently as I heard her moan with pleasure.

I kissed her pussy. Slowly, lingeringly, letting her feel every ounce of my passion and my lust. As I slid my tongue out between my trembling lips, I tasted her excitement. I ran my tongue over her swollen puffiness, and she slid down the couch toward me, bending her knees and raising her legs, draping them over my back as she pulled me against her.

Getting greedy now. I smiled against her sex as I continue to lick and kiss, feeling it slowly open to me. Feeling the warmth of her body, the smell of pleasure rising off her, all those powerful hormones that had swept us away the night before, just as powerful now in the cold light of day with the snowcapped mountain peaks outside looking down at us.

Her taste was magnificent. I had forgotten just how delicious it was, just how good it felt to be between her legs, giving her pleasure like this. And the sound of her rapid breathing, the gentle sighs and moans she made, made my cock throb almost dangerously, my pleasure a force I could barely contain. But again, just like last night, I was determined to make her cum first.

“Jeremy…” she said again, and again said nothing more. Her eyes were closed now, her hair a mess as she leaned back against the sofa, both her hands on my head as I slid my tongue inside her. I felt her warmth, her silkiness, her wetness, and I ground my face against her pussy, making her moan again.

Boyfriend or not, she was right where I wanted to be in that moment. Right where it felt we needed to be. And I had no idea if I could make her forget Andre or not, but in that moment, I knew one thing for sure. I was going to do everything in my power to try and win her back to me.
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