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A Good Boy’s Reward

Elena reached into her pocket. The confidence radiating off her, a sense of something close to smugness, would have been irritating if it wasn’t so sexy. She was completely in control, and she knew it, and my lowly position, as I kneeled at her feet, couldn’t have been more obvious.

Her hand found the key to the handcuffs in the pocket of her jacket. Holding it in her fist, she stepped toward me and started by loosening the belt around my head.

“Stand up,” she said once she had pulled the belt free. I struggled to my feet, breaking flakes of bark off the trunk of the tree as I slid up it, partially using it for balance.

When I was standing on my feet again, Elena stepped toward me with the belt in her hands. Rising up on her toes, she wrapped it around my head again, but not the tree trunk this time. She wrapped the belt twice around my head and tightened it back over my mouth, gagging me again.

I hadn’t spat her panties out. It was like it hadn’t even occurred to me to do it. I was just so caught off guard by what was happening and so blinded by my desire for her that even the most obvious things seemed beyond me.

Then she circled around behind me and slid the tiny key into the lock of the handcuffs. She turned it, and one of the bracelets fell open. The cuffs dangled from my other wrist as I pulled my hands around in front of me at last, working the stiffness out of my shoulders by shrugging.

Elena stepped out from behind the tree. But she didn’t come around to stand in front of me again. She still stood a little behind me and off to the side, and even though I didn’t turn around to look at her, I could feel her watching. I could feel that attention on me, that scrutiny, like she was sizing me up. Like she was watching to see how I would respond to what had happened, what she had just done to me.

Honestly, I barely knew myself.

How do you respond to something like that? No one in my life had ever treated me like that before, and what she had done was beyond my ability to even imagine. Even if I had been able to imagine it, I would probably have never suspected just how arousing I would find it. And the more cruel and dominant she was, the more I wanted her, and the more her power grew.

This woman had loved me once. I was sure of that. Just as sure as I was that I had loved her. How did we feel about each other now? That was tricky to say. Love leaves a mark, like an indelible pattern on the heart, and even once the feelings are gone, their ghosts live on. And of course, sex can make things even cloudier. Especially really good sex like the kind we were having. Better, in fact, than it ever had been in all the time we were together. Elena was pushing buttons I never even knew I had, and the powerful feelings that come from that can make you feel affections and passions that may not be as genuine as they seem.

To put it simply, to put it mildly, I was deeply confused. I could try all I wanted not to overanalyze this, to just go with the flow and enjoy it while it was happening, but at the same time, I couldn’t help trying to wrap my head around it. I couldn’t help wondering where all this might be going, and what further delicious torments might await, driven by Elena’s kinky imagination and her desire to always be in charge.

For that, at least, I didn’t have to wait.

Elena stepped closer toward me. Reaching out, she took hold of the handcuffs that dangled from one wrist. Now, her movements were slow, almost tentative, as if she was unsure of my reaction.

For that matter, so was I.

My first instinct was to pull my arm away. I was finally free, or as free as I was ever going to be around her, it seemed, and if I wanted to stand up for myself, this was the time. I could refuse to go any further down this dark road, to take back my power, could say no to her at last. Nothing would undo what had already happened between us, of course. Nothing could change the reality of what she had done to me, what she had reduced me to. Neither of us would ever forget. But I didn’t need to let it go any further. I didn’t have to play this gorgeous woman’s crazy games.

But even as the thought occurred to me, I knew just how badly I was lying to myself. After all, I never truly had to be here. I never really had to play along. I did it because I wanted to. Because I wanted her, and because for whatever mysterious reason, these games thrilled me like nothing else. I could have put a stop to it at any point. I didn’t. So why would I start now?

Elena said nothing, but it was almost like she could sense the struggle going on inside me. As if she was waiting to see how I would react, giving me a chance to argue with myself. She moved slowly, carefully, as if she were dealing with some wild animal that she intended to tame. We both knew, of course, what a good job she had done of that.

With one hand, she pulled the dangling handcuffs back behind me. With the other, she took hold of the wrist she had unlocked and pulled that back behind me too. It could hardly be more obvious what she was doing. It was almost like she was daring me to stop her.

I didn’t. I did nothing, simply standing there in the frozen forest and letting her do whatever she wanted with me.

“Good boy,” she purred as the handcuffs clicked closed around my wrist again, putting me inescapably back in her power. And I felt again that strange thrill of inferiority, that rush of submissive desire, as she spoke to me like I was some kind of animal, some species of a lower order than the beautiful goddess currently messing with my mind.

Once the cuffs were locked, Elena walked around in front of me again. She looked me up and down, as if admiring what she had done, enjoying the sight of my total submission. And why shouldn’t she? She had unquestionably won. She had me so addicted to her, so entranced by her, that it seemed impossible for me to argue with her, to deny her anything she wanted, no matter how outrageous or disgraceful or humiliating it might be. Her control was complete, unquestionable, and the knowledge of that was enough to make her beautiful eyes glow with that wild excitement and threat I was coming to know so well.

“Keep this up, and you’re going to earn yourself a reward,” Elena smiled at me, and part of me hated how my heart surged at her words, pathetically pleased like a submissive pet at the thought of some attention from its Mistress. But I couldn’t help how I felt. And the strings Elena was pulling plucked at some deeper, older, primal part of myself that didn’t care about ideas like ego or respect or dignity. It was the part that only cared about pleasure, the part that was more animalistic, I suppose, and it responded to her voice and her touch and her words of encouragement just the way she must’ve hoped.

“Okay. Let’s go home.”

She smiled brightly at me as she spoke, and fear swelled in my heart again. With the wet wad of her panties in my mouth, the belt tied tight over them, I couldn’t say a word. But my eyes widened as I looked at her in desperation, shaking my head and mumbling unintelligible words into the gag. Her smile never faltered. But slowly, she raised her eyebrows as she looked at me, as if she could possibly be surprised that I had my doubts about her latest wild idea.

“What’s the matter? Scared someone will see?”

I nodded, making her laugh a little.

“There’s no one around,” she said. “Besides, it’s not like you know anyone around here. If we do run into anyone, you’ll never see them again.”

That was barely any consolation at all, as far as I could see. But of course, ultimately, we both knew that what I thought and felt was almost completely irrelevant. If Elena wanted to humiliate me like this, wanted to put me through this total embarrassment, that was what she would do. And I had already passed up my chance to resist it, too in love with the idea of being dominated by her again. And maybe, just maybe, earning this reward she seemed so keen on dangling in front of me.

“Come on. Let’s go.”

Knowing I couldn’t respond in any meaningful way, Elena didn’t wait. She stepped past me, the snow crunching under her boots again as she made her way back to the trail that ran through the forest behind us. There was nothing else I could do. I hurried after her, trying to adjust to walking with my hands bound behind my back, trying to balance myself as best as I could on the snow-covered trail as we followed the footprints we had put down, all the way back to the cabin.

The trail was tricky in places. As we walked downhill toward the bottom of the waterfall, Elena took hold of one of my arms, helping me find my footing. Then, when we were on more level ground, she walked ahead of me again. The tight leggings she wore hugged her ass so beautifully, showing off the curves of her strong legs, the gorgeous shape of her body clearly visible even in her bulky winter clothing. From time to time, she would turn back to look at me, her smiling face lit up by pure joy, and as ridiculous as it was, in those moments, it felt like it was worth it. Making her happy was worth the humiliation she was putting me through, the disgrace of being so easily dominated by this gorgeous woman.

Still, I was relieved when the roof of my parents’ cabin appeared through the trees in front of us.

Elena reached the trailhead and looked up and down the road in front of the cabin. She held her hand back behind her, her palm raised toward me, and I froze, fear clutching at my stomach as I waited.

A truck cruised past on the road, moving slowly over the packed ice. I took a few quick steps to hide myself back under the trees, but it didn’t seem like anyone saw me. Once the truck had passed on down the road, Elena turned to me with a grin and beckoned me forward.

I scuttled across the road as fast as I could, aware of the risk of falling but even more painfully aware of the risk of that truck coming back, or somebody else coming down the usually quiet road outside the cabin. Elena chuckled as I rushed past her, practically running to the front door, only to find that with my hands bound behind my back, I couldn’t open it. I had to wait for her to climb the snow-covered steps behind me with what seemed like agonizing slowness, her hips swaying with every step she took, that happy little smile on her beautiful face that was always there to remind me just how much she loved being in charge.

Finally, she pushed open the door of the cabin, and I rushed inside. She closed the door behind me, placing a hand on one of my arms to guide me toward the living room. With those snow-crowned mountains watching through the huge windows that ran from floor to ceiling, she pushed me down onto the sofa.

Then she climbed on top of me, straddling my lap. I could feel the warmth of her body as my hard cock pressed against her, just a few layers of fabric separating me from what I wanted. And she smiled as she unzipped that winter coat, shrugging it off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms to fall on the floor at my feet. There were her spectacular breasts, rising in the tight corset that contained them, pushed high on her chest in a display of cleavage I couldn’t possibly ignore. I groaned at the sight, her incredible body driving me wild with desire, and she laughed again, knowing exactly what she was doing to me. Loving every single moment of it.

“Poor baby,” she said, running her hand over my head, over my cheek, down over my neck to my shoulder. But as her multicoloured eyes looked into mine, I didn’t see much trace of the pity she was pretending to feel. Instead, I saw that look of amusement on her face, that happiness at what she had done and was continuing to do, and all the possibilities for domination and control that lay ahead of her. She moved on top of me, grinding her hips against me, and every movement sent another shockwave of desire through me, feeling that desperate lust that gave her the power she so obviously enjoyed.

“You must be so horny right now.”

I moaned my agreement into her panties, nodding my head. After all, there wasn’t much point denying it. She knew I had to be, and besides, she could feel the evidence pressing between her legs, my erection pressing insistently against her crotch as she sat in my lap.

“You’ve been such a good boy, doing everything I say. Letting me tie you up. Eating my pussy.”

My head was spinning as her words exploded in my brain, her teasing touch sliding over my body as she unzipped my winter coat and pushed it open. Her hands slid over my chest, over my stomach, lighting me up everywhere she touched, and it took an effort not to squirm underneath her with pure desire. If I had been able to speak, I might’ve been begging her for more, begging her for the sex that I could feel coming, without ever knowing for sure that I would get what I wanted. Part of the game, I knew. Part of the spell she wove around me, to keep me in her power, to keep me weak and desperate and ready to do whatever she wanted from me.

“You’re going to have to show me you really want it, okay?” she said, her heart-stopping eyes looking up at me from underneath her thick black eyelashes. “You’re going to have to show me you’ll do anything.”

I nodded. Surely I had already shown that, over and over again? But there was no point arguing with her, even if I hadn’t been gagged. She was like a force of nature, a law unto herself. She was going to do whatever she wanted, and I had already proved that I would go along with it, no matter what it was.

“Good boy,” she said again with a smile, and my heart contracted at the words. It really did feel like she was training me, programming me to feel genuine joy when she spoke to me like that. And that only added to the humiliation, but of course, it was supposed to.

Then, she climbed off me. I watched her every movement as she slid off the sofa, standing above me, picking up a winter coat. She pulled off her woolly hat, tucking it under her arm as she ran her hands through her hair, shaking it out and trying to restore some kind of order to it. Then, with a smirk, she stepped away from me.

With nothing else to do, I sat where I was, watching as she climbed the stairs up to the attic bedroom. I listened to her moving around out there, listen to the rustle of clothing, the noise of a zipper, and another. I waited breathlessly, her panties still wet on my tongue, the faint trace of the taste of her pussy still haunting my mouth, keeping me aroused, keeping me desperately hungry for her, just the way she wanted. The woman was unstoppable. She always had an answer, always had a new idea, and I was struggling to even keep up. But in the end, I knew that for her, all that really mattered was that I do as I was told. And lately, she hadn’t given me much choice in that.

I could tell she was wearing high heels from the sound they made on the wooden floor of the cabin as she came downstairs. I turned to look, watching her approach with that same happy smile on her beautiful face. There was no denying the joy she took in these games, the pure pleasure she got from the experience of being in control. If her boyfriend, or ex-boyfriend, or whatever he was to her now, had introduced her to this, it was clear he had done her a huge favor. And maybe, naturally submissive as he apparently was, even he had bitten off more than he could chew with her. Who would ever have imagined that sweet, beautiful Elena could be a dominatrix like this?

But she was, and I couldn’t believe how much it turned me on. Still, a guy wouldn’t have to be submissive to be excited by her as she came slowly down the stairs, stalked across the living room, moved toward me where I sat on the sofa, looking every inch the goddess she wanted to be.

She was still wearing the black corset, her boobs bouncing seductively with every step she took, the narrowness of her waist between the swell of breast and hip enough to drive me crazy with unrelieved desire. She had fixed her hair, brushing it out so that it sat sleek and glossy on her head once again. Below the corset, she wore a pair of plain black panties. That, and the black leather boots she had worn before, the ones she had brought on this trip just because she knew how they made her look like a dominant mistress, how they gave her extra height and lengthened her legs and made her walk with that gorgeous sexy swagger that only reinforced how badly I wanted her.

She kept her movements slow, languid, leisurely. Letting me admire every inch of her, letting my longing eyes take in every majestic curve, every desirable inch of her. The star of the show, the centre of my desperate attention that burned so bright inside me, it was almost more than I could stand. She loved it. She reveled in it, and with every step, with every click of her high heels on the floor of the cabin, I felt like the spell she wove over me so easily only got stronger.

She stood in front of me where I sat on the sofa, standing with her feet apart, her hands on her hips to emphasize her perfect hourglass figure. I looked up at her, mute as a statue, totally helpless, everything I wanted standing right there in front of me dressed in sexy lingerie, but a million miles away as far as I was concerned. I couldn’t reach her, couldn’t touch her until she decided to let me, and that knowledge burned like fire inside me, tormenting me and turning me on at the same time. Just like everything about her.

“Stand up, bitch boy.”

She smirked just a little as she said the words. But of course, I did what she said. She stepped toward me, her hands already reaching for the front of my pants. She unfastened them and reached inside, giggling again as she found me hard and desperate for her. She stroked me slowly, her movements as careful and deliberate as ever. As tightly wound as I was, it took no time at all before I was moaning and groaning to her touch, whimpering my desire into the wetness of her panties still packed into my mouth.

Then, Elena pulled my pants and underwear down. Stepping past me, she sat down on the sofa, and I turned to face her. The view of her breasts in the top of her corset was jaw-dropping as she leaned forward, undid the laces of my shoes, and helped me step out of them one by one. Then, she pulled off my pants and my underwear, leaving me standing naked from the waist down in front of her. The handcuffs meant she couldn’t take off my jacket or my shirt, so she didn’t even try. Instead, she straightened up, sitting on the edge of the couch, reaching out to take my cock in her hand again.

She started stroking again, and again, I started moaning, desperate for the release only she could get me. But Elena knew exactly what she was doing. As pleasure roared inside me, she took her hand away, sitting back on the sofa. She crossed her long legs, one boot hanging above the floor, gleaming in the light as she idly moved her foot back and forth.

“Ready to show me you’ve learned your place? Ready to beg for this pussy?”

As she spoke, she ran her hand over the front of her panties. Teasing herself and teasing me at the same time as two fingers glided over the visible shape of her swollen lips through the fabric. I groaned again, nodding my head desperately, my eyes following her every move, unable to look away. Unable to so much as think of anything that wasn’t her.

“On your knees.”

She pointed authoritatively toward the floor, and I barely hesitated. My cock bounced as I dropped to kneel on the floor in front of her, right there in my parents’ cabin. And I felt all the shame and disgrace I knew I was supposed to feel, all the embarrassment of once again submitting so easily to her, of giving in without a struggle. But I never had any chance. She knew that as well as I did.

Uncrossing her legs, she leaned forward again. She unfastened the belt wrapped around my head and took it off. Then she reached her hand into my mouth and carefully extracted her wet panties, dropping them in a ball onto the floor in front of me.

“That’s better. Now you can beg me properly. Go ahead.”

She sat back on the sofa again, making herself comfortable. Settling in to enjoy the show. And I hesitated, but not for long. There was no way out of the situation I found myself in, even if that was what I wanted. And I wasn’t at all sure that I did. All I knew, with blinding clarity, was that I needed her. I needed sex, needed to feel that incredible body under me, on top of me, around me, desperate for whatever I thought she might give me. I was always going to do it. There was no other choice.

“Please, Mistress Elena,” I said, as the smile spread across her beautiful face. “Please, you’re so beautiful. So sexy. I need you so badly, please. I’ll do whatever you say, just let me have sex with you!”

“Oh my God, this is so funny,” she said, shaking her head, her amusement and obvious pleasure only making my humiliation worse. “You really are desperate, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Elena.”

“Then prove it. Lick my boot.”

I gasped as she spoke. But even though she was still smiling, I didn’t think for a moment that she was anything less than serious. She raised her eyebrows as she looked down at me, looking so regal, so beautiful, so dominant as she sat on the sofa. What she wanted from me was so humiliating, so disgraceful. But so sexy at the same time.

I cringed as I leaned forward, my hands still tied behind my back. There would be no going back from this, I knew. But there was no going back from everything we had done. This was just one more example of her power over me, one more expression of my desperate desire for her. I wasn’t joking when I said I would do whatever she said.

I stuck out my tongue and ran it over the leather of her boot. As I did, she laughed out loud, covering her mouth with both hands, her eyes shining with delight.

“God, this is amazing. If I had known you were such a little bitch, I could have had you groveling at my feet a long time ago.”

I didn’t reply. The leather of her boots gleamed from my saliva as I ran my tongue over them again, and for a while, she simply watched. Taking it all in, savoring my submission to her the way she probably did with her boyfriend, too.

“Get up here.”

When she finally moved, she did it swiftly, decisively. She stood up, and I climbed onto the couch where she had indicated. She told me to lie down on my back, and as I did, she reached for her panties and pulled them off, letting them drop to the floor and stepping out of them.

Her pussy on display, she climbed back onto the sofa, on top of me, straddling me again. But this time, there were no clothes in the way. Taking my cock, she guided it toward the swollen lips of her pussy, and we both moaned as she slid it inside. She spread her legs, bouncing herself on the sofa, one hand on my chest possessively as she leaned forward. Her eyes sparkled with pleasure, with cruelty, with desire.

“I told you good boys get rewarded, didn’t I?”

“Yes, Mistress Elena.”

I was already breathless with desire, already burning up with passion. My orgasm growled inside me already, but I tried to steady my breathing, tried to hold out long enough for Elena to get some pleasure of her own. And as her pussy tightened around my cock, gripping me tightly, I knew that she was on her way. This whole scene excited her just as much as it did me, and now that the two of us were finally doing what we had been thinking of all day, the pleasure was off the charts. It felt like everything I had ever wanted was coalescing in that moment, past and future sliding away as the bliss of the present eclipsed everything else.

Elena moaned on top of me, her eyes closed now, her boobs bouncing in her tight corset as she rode me toward ecstasy. And as I moaned and groaned underneath her, totally humiliated, totally dominated, and drunk with pleasure, I knew that I had never had it so good.
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