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His Christmas Gift

“Merry Christmas.”

Waking up next to Elena still felt surreal. It still felt like a dream that I might soon wake up from. It was hard to believe that she had come back to me after two years, that she was back in my bed as if nothing had ever happened. Even harder to believe, maybe, that we were having the best sex we had ever had, the best sex of my life. But there was no denying it. And as I opened my eyes to see that beautiful face smiling at me, I felt my heart expanding all over again. It was as if I went to sleep each night afraid, in some unspoken part of myself, that this might all turn out to be a dream. And every time I woke up and found that she was still there, it came with a surge of relief, a burst of happiness, a joy that I had not expected to feel this Christmas or maybe any other.

“Merry Christmas,” I said, leaning toward her and kissing her.

It was Christmas Day. The light streamed through the tall windows of the cabin, lighting up the attic bedroom where we lay together. The room that had once been my parents’, but that now, thanks to her, had been the scene of some of the most exciting and erotic sex of my entire life. Elena had transformed everything. Everything was different now, seen in the light of her beauty, her sex appeal, her presence. I could never look at her without wondering what the future held, wondering what this all meant, and where it might go from here. But at the same time, I couldn’t look at her without feeling the thrill of desire, a surge of excitement, and a sense that, whatever happened from this point forward, I was never going to forget these few days we had spent together.

“You want your present now?”

Elena’s brow furrowed in confusion, though the smile never left her face.

“Present? You got me a present? How?”

“It’s not much,” I said. “I mean, seeing you again this Christmas was about the last thing I expected, so it’s not like I’ve had a chance to get to the store. It’s just… I don’t know. Stupid, probably.”

As I spoke, I was already reaching toward the bedside table on my side of the bed.

*****

The atmosphere in the cabin had the dreamy, blissed-out quality that follows great sex. After riding me on the sofa, both of us thundering to an orgasm that left us breathless, Elena finally took the handcuffs off. After our walk in the cold outside and our kinky sex immediately after, we had both worked up an appetite, so we made lunch together. And again, I felt the strangeness of the juxtaposition between such a mundane, domestic activity, and the reality of the kind of sex we were having. The Mistress-slave relationship was only growing between us, her domination fueling my submission and vice versa so that I felt like I was slipping into surrender to her more and more. After all, the woman made me lick her boots. She made me call her Mistress. Now, changed out of her dominatrix gear, she was laughing with me over some shared joke as we made food together in the kitchen of the cabin, and ate together with a view of the mountains outside.

It was strange, to say the least. But in its own way, it only made what was happening even more thrilling.

It confused me, too. Because the more stuff we did together like this, the more it felt like we were slipping back into our old roles. We still hadn’t talked about what we were to each other now, and whether this was just a Christmas fling or the start of something more meaningful. I was desperate to avoid ruining anything by pushing too hard to put a label on it. But as we made food together, ate together, cleaned up together, relaxed together on the sofa, it felt that way. All those old impulses coming back, all those old shared jokes resurfacing, not forgotten even after years of absence.

I had felt out of control from the moment Elena arrived, and the more she dominated me, the more that feeling grew. But at the same time, when it came to our emotions, I knew that my Mistress had no more control than I did. Both of us were riding a wave we couldn’t control, neither of us knowing where it was going, and as exciting as that was, it made me nervous. Could I stand to lose her twice? Especially after she had shown this new side to herself, a side that seemed to speak to aspects of my own personality I never even knew existed? Now that we had started this journey of discovery, could we ever go back to how things were? Could we live without it? I had no idea. But my feelings were at least clear. Ultimately, I knew what happened next was up to her.

After lunch, we watched a movie. We had sex again, not kinky this time, but more like the kind of sex we used to have, when we were together. The passion was undeniably there, the thrill of being together again enhancing the strong feelings we so clearly still had for each other. And we made dinner together, talked, laughed, and felt all the time that our bond was only growing stronger.

Under the steps that led up to the front door, the cabin had a storage shed. My dad’s tools were still there, the things he needed to keep the cabin maintained. The rarely acknowledged work he did each year to keep this a place for our family to spend time together. I felt another wave of gratitude for my old man as, once Elena went to bed that night, I put on my jacket and slipped out of the front door to go downstairs to the shed.

In the pocket of my jacket, I still had a few of the flat disc-shaped pebbles I had scooped up at the waterfall, part of the stone-skipping game that I had lost and, from another point of view, won. I filled an old coffee tin with cold water, then selected the best-looking pebble and held it under the surface. My dad’s reliable old drill bored through the stone as I worked carefully, giving the bit lots of time to cool down.

Then, at the workbench, I picked up a rotary tool my dad sometimes used for engraving. I’m not much of an artist, so kept the design simple. A few waves to symbolize the rough water, with the waterfall plunging down on one side. On the other side, a stylized snowflake hanging above the water, as if just on the edge of disappearing. And above that, I wrote, “for ME.” Mistress Elena. The title she forced me to use, the way part of me now would always think of her, whenever I thought of her, whatever happened after this. And I knew that in the years to come, I would be thinking about her a lot. She had never really left my mind for long, but now, the things we had done together made her even more unforgettable.

I regretted I didn’t have a better chain to put it on than the one I removed from my own neck. I had had it for years, no longer even remembering where I got it from. Carefully, I threaded it through the hole in the top of the stone to make a pendant. On her slender neck, the chain might look too thick, too masculine, but I could always get another once we went back to the city. If she would let me. If she ever wanted to see me again. Until then, this would do.

*****

“Oh my God, Jeremy.”

Elena’s eyes went wide as she carefully took the pendant from me. The stone dangled from the chain as she held it by each end, her beautiful eyes moving over the clumsy inscription I had made. I felt a little foolish as I lay there next to her, seeing all the inadequacies of my gift and worrying if maybe, I had misread the situation or taken things to a level she wasn’t ready for and didn’t expect.

But as her eyes suddenly visibly dampened, I felt my heart clench with relief and happiness.

“You made this?”

“Yeah. With one of the stones from the river.”

“Oh my God, that’s so thoughtful.”

Her eyes were still on the handmade piece of jewelry. She set the stone carefully in her hand. She turned it over, running her thumb over the engraving. The snowflake, the river, and above it, my simple inscription. The corners of her lips lifted in a smile as she read it.

“For ME,” she said. “Is that what I think it is?”

“Mistress Elena,” I said with a grin. “The whole thing wouldn’t fit on there. Besides, I wasn’t sure you’d want to wear something that calls you Mistress for all the world to see. But we know what it means.”

“Yeah. We do.”

Still holding the pendant in her hand, she turned her grin on me. Her eyes flickered up and down my face, and it felt like she was seeing a different side to me. Or, given how close we had once been, was being reminded of a side of me that she had maybe forgotten.

The kinky sex we were having had been enough to eclipse everything else, almost from the moment she had shown up, and there was no denying that our sexual chemistry was even more potent than it had ever been before, even back when, at times, I had thought this might be the woman that I married. So far, the amazing sex we were having had been enough to keep us from talking about any deeper feelings, even if I was sure we both had them. Maybe I had been reckless, taking things to this emotional place. But as she leaned over toward me in the bed, kissing me passionately, pressing her lips almost desperately against mine as she threw her arms around my shoulders, I couldn’t dream of regretting what I had done.

“I didn’t get you anything,” she said, her voice soft as she lay on the pillow beside me, her mouth close to my ear. Close up, the exquisite features of her beautiful face melted into an indistinct blur, but I felt like I would know her no matter what she looked like. This closeness between us was almost instant, sweeping away the absence of the past couple of years, and in some ways, it felt like my heart was picking up exactly where it had left off, forgetting the destructive absence of the last two years and bringing me right back where I was before I lost everything.

“You’re here. That’s all I need.”

She kissed me again, less desperately this time, but no less passionately. Lying there under the blankets, I could feel the warmth in that room that had little to do with body heat, and everything to do with how we felt about each other.

You can’t go back. I know that. You can’t fix the past or make it so that your mistakes never happened. And even if you could, you wouldn’t want to. The losses, the mistakes, the screw-ups all make us who we are, and without pain, there is no kind of growth. Lying there with Elena in bed with me, her eyes shining with affection as they peered deep into mine, I felt like I could quite happily write off the last two years and pretend they had never happened. Maybe we could pick up right where we had been before, and put the last two wasted years behind us forever, focusing instead on a future that looked suddenly bright to me.

But in its way, that was just as much of a fantasy as anything else we were doing.

Elena’s phone rang. The shrill sound jolted us out of our beautiful little dream, and she snarled a curse word as she turned toward the bedside table where it rested. She snatched up the phone, sitting up in the bed, tilting the screen so it faced away from me. I felt like an icy hand was gripping my heart as I thought about who might be.

“Don’t answer it.”

Elena raked her fingers through her hair, sweeping it back from her face, saying nothing. For a moment, it seemed like she was considering my idea, thinking about doing exactly what I said and letting it ring out. But then, slowly, she shook her head.

“No. I have to deal with this sooner or later. I’ll be back in a while.”

She climbed out of the bed, the phone still ringing in her hand. She pulled a T-shirt over her head, then answered the phone, reaching for a pair of pants. I watched her dress, my eyes on her incredible body as much out of habit as anything else. I couldn’t ever look at her without feeling desire of some kind flowing through me. But at that particular moment, what I felt most powerfully was fear.

Trapping her phone between shoulder and cheek, Elena hurriedly pulled on her pants.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” she said. And, in confirmation of all my darkest worries, I heard a man’s voice on the other end of the line.

“No. Don’t,” she said. By now, she was dressed, and she strode out of the bedroom, hurrying down the stairs to the rest of the cabin. I heard her voice as she pulled on a coat, stepped into her snow boots, and opened the front door. She stepped outside, closing the door behind her, and at last, I heard nothing.

There’s no point panicking. I’ve learned that from experience. I’ve also learned that often, the fear we have of what might go wrong is worse than things actually going wrong. Our emotions about things are part of the story we tell ourselves about the world and our place in it, and we have more power than we often realize to shape that story. To change its ending, or else accept it.

But I couldn’t stop the fear that raged inside me like some wild animal as I got out of bed. Elena could only be talking to Andre, her boyfriend. And caught up in my own joy, it hadn’t even occurred to me until that point that it was strange she hadn’t spoken to him already. Probably she had had her phone turned off, avoiding his calls and messages. I knew it wasn’t right, but as far as I was concerned, I found myself wishing she was still ignoring him.

With a heavy heart, I got out of bed and went to the bathroom. As I brush my teeth, I tried to control the rising sense of panic inside me. This was too good to be true. It was too beautiful to last. From the moment Elena had pulled up at the cabin, rising like a ghost from a past that I had thought buried but which had turned out to be very much alive, I had been living in a kind of dream. A fantasy world. A Christmas movie, like those ones they show on TV at this time of year. Except far dirtier, far sexier, and far more thrilling than any regular romance.

But it was over. The real world had its demands. From the sound of it, Elena had been with this guy since not too long after we broke up. Women like her, I know, don’t stay single for long. She had to feel something for him. From what little she had told me of their relationship, it was clear they had their problems, but who doesn’t? I have plenty of my own, and if this dream of passionate and kinky sex we had been living in had allowed Elena to forget that, I knew it was only a matter of time before that grace period came to an end. We’re all human, even a goddess like her. Even she’s not perfect.

But as I stared sadly at myself in the bathroom mirror, I couldn’t deny the haunting knowledge that she was as close to it as I would ever see.

Teeth brushed, face washed, I headed downstairs. She was still outside, and through the tall windows of the cabin, I could see her pacing up and down the snowy driveway. She was extremely animated, one hand waving in the air as she made some point to the guy on the other end of the line. Give him hell, Mistress Elena, I thought to myself with a sad little smile. I didn’t want to be a guy cheering for the breakup of someone else’s relationship, even if I knew she deserved better. Even if I had a very real interest in this particular relationship falling apart.

I washed the dishes from the night before as I waited for her to come back inside. I tried to steel myself to face the reality, whatever that might be. Perhaps they would reconcile. Perhaps she would go out to her car right that moment and drive back to him, leaving behind this wild fantasy of what life could have been. If she did, I couldn’t blame her. I couldn’t even be surprised. Sex, even sex as good as we had been having, can’t hold a relationship together. You can’t build a life on it.

It felt like we had more than that, especially after I had given her that pendant. I saw the way her eyes had glistened, saw the emotion inside her as she thought about what it meant. But that didn’t mean it was enough.

I had almost finished the dishes when I heard the door of the cabin open. I felt the gust of cold air that accompanied Elena back inside, as if the world itself was fixed on freezing my heart.

I almost didn’t want to look at her. I almost couldn’t stand it. And it seemed like she felt the same way. She was no longer on the phone, but she didn’t say a word to me as she hurried through the cabin. She climbed the stairs quickly, heading back to the bedroom. Where her bag was. I nodded my head slowly, as if in agreement with some dark truth about the world. That happiness, where it exists at all, is temporary, an illusion that keeps us chasing what we can never really have. That love and sex are just different species of war, of conflict, of tribulation and toil from which we can never fully escape.

I could hear her moving around upstairs. I finished the last of the dishes, then stood in the kitchen, feeling utterly bereft. Trying not to feel sorry for myself, even while the beautiful little world I had imagined for myself came crashing down around me.

Elena came downstairs. She was moving a lot more slowly this time, a lot more deliberately. Maybe her heart was heavy at the thought of this experience coming to an end, and as cruel as it might be, part of me hoped it was. Nothing would be worse, I felt, than feeling that she didn’t care that this was over.

But as she came around the corner at the bottom of the stairs, my heart expended like a star being born. Elena, I could see at once, wasn’t going anywhere.

She was dressed again, dressed for sex. Back in her tight leather corset and her high-heeled leather boots, but nothing else. Her pussy completely exposed, completely on display, drawing my eyes inevitably down toward that tight wet slit as I stared at her in astonishment. I had fully expected her to come before me fully dressed, her bag in her hand, ready to tell me what I already thought I knew: that she was leaving, going back to her boyfriend and her real life, the dream of us had shared for a few days unable to withstand contact with reality. But looking at her now, dressed like the dominatrix she unquestionably was, I saw that I had misjudged the situation completely.

I didn’t fully understand what this meant, or what was really happening. But I felt that, with her dressed the way she was, I could at least guess what was about to happen, and that filled me with such a wild and irrepressible joy, I almost felt like shouting out loud with pure excitement.

“What – what’s going on?”

Elena’s eyes, those beautiful green-brown eyes that promised a glorious spring in the heart of winter, flashed as she looked at me. She wasn’t smiling. She looked dangerous. Dangerous, and beautiful, and almost unbelievably sexy as she stood in front of me in an outfit made to entice, an outfit she had intended to surprise her boyfriend with but instead had spent Christmas wearing for me. Now she was wearing it again, and it had the same effect it always did, making me want her, making me eager to submit to her. The power she had almost scared me, even as it turned me on.

“Shut up, slave. Get those clothes off. Now.”

There was no trace of a smile on her face, for once. Usually, when Elena bossed me around like this, even when she was fully committed to her dominatrix persona, there was always at least a hint of a smile. Always that look in her eyes that suggested she knew that this was an act, a game that she loved playing, but no more than that. This time, there was no trace of that on her face. Instead, there was a sternness that I hadn’t seen there before, that made my stomach vibrate with nervousness and confusion as I looked at her.

But look at her. Looking the way she did, there was no resisting my beautiful Mistress. Her body, sculpted by the tight corset, showing off by the sexy boots, seemed almost unreal, too desirable to be fully human.

I did what she said.

Right there in the kitchen, I took my clothes off. Elena watched me undress, still unsmiling, still stern as ever. She stood with her hands on her hips, showing off that incredible hourglass figure, her breasts rising and falling temptingly with every breath she took. An absolute goddess.

Of course, my cock was rock hard as I pulled down my pants and my underwear. Elena noticed it, but said nothing, and her expression didn’t change. Once I stood in front of her naked, she glanced toward one of the chairs in the kitchen, a tall chair that normally sat against the counter to form a kind of breakfast bar.

“Take that to the bedroom,” she ordered, nodding her head at the furniture.

“Yes, Mistress Elena.”

I knew there was nothing else I could say. Nothing else this gorgeous goddess wanted to hear from me in that moment, nothing else that would do to get what I craved from her. But she didn’t respond with any kind of mercy, any hint of softness. She just turned and strode back through the Christmas cabin, her beautiful ass moving in front of me, making my mouth water as I climbed the stairs behind her, carrying the chair.

Up in the bedroom, she had me set the chair down next to the bed. Then, she told me to sit in it. I did, my cock projecting up from between my legs, throbbing in the empty air, my need for her so obvious, so undeniable, so powerful. Heading toward her bag, she pulled out a scarf, and as she pulled it tight between two hands, stepping toward me with that sexy sway in her walk, I knew what she had in mind.

“Give me your hands.”

As she stood behind the chair, I put my hands behind my back. I felt the scarf tighten around my wrists as she tied them together, and tied them around one of the bars at the back of the chair. Immobilizing me, just the way she liked to. Except as she pulled the scarf tight, tight enough to make me wince, I could tell there was a new ferocity in her movements. A kind of controlled anger, a sense of rage. It was sexy.

Once I was tied to the chair, Elena circled around to stand in front of me. Once more, she stood with her hands on her hips, her feet apart, looking so powerful and so sexy with the corset and the boots framing the pussy that I so desperately craved. Her expression might be stern, even fierce. But I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. Whatever else I might’ve expected, I hadn’t expected this. And maybe this would be the last time we did this, one last hurrah before she went back to Andre. I didn’t care anymore. All that mattered was that she was here with me, now, and she was about to make me her plaything all over again.

“I’m going to use you, slave,” she sneered as she stared down at me, stepping even closer. “I’m going to fuck you. I’m going to tease you. I’m going to do whatever I like with you, and you get no say. The only words that should be coming out of your mouth from now on are, Yes Mistress Elena. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Elena.”

I spoke without hesitation. I was hers, completely, with no way to deny it. No reason to, either.

She still didn’t smile. Instead, she stood above me, swinging one leg over my lap as she lowered herself down onto my cock, the thick head pressing the wet lips of her pussy apart as we both groaned in mutual pleasure. I felt the tightness of her sex as it clenched around me, the wet walls welcoming me inside, her obvious arousal lubricating her as she straddled me, taking possession of the body she unequivocally owned.

“That’s right,” she gasped, draping her arms over my shoulders. Pressing a hand to the back of my head, she pulled my face toward her, steering my head between those incredible boobs. And I gratefully kissed and licked those breasts I had been longing to worship since the moment she showed up, just part of the body I was addicted to, the woman I was happy to call my Mistress.

“That’s right, you little bitch. I fucking own you now.”

“Yes, Mistress Elena.”

She did.
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