
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright Katt Ford 2025

Kindle Edition

All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen

Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button:

Author Page

Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter here!

Read Part 1 here


In Elena’s Power

Pleasure swept me away. What was happening felt like a dream, too good to be real, but I vibrated with bliss in the knowledge that it was. Elena looked absolutely amazing, sitting on the sofa in front of me in her sexy red lingerie set, the candlelight and the firelight bringing out the warm tone of her skin. And she had my cock in her mouth, those stunning eyes smiling up at me the entire time while she pleasured me, one hand wrapped around the base of my shaft while her lips tightly gripped me, her cheeks hollow from suction, her throat full but still emitting soft moans of hunger that I could feel as additional pleasure coursing through me.

It had been a while since I was with anyone. And it had been a long time since anyone sucked my cock this enthusiastically. Including Elena, back when we were together years before. This was something from the early days of our relationship, when a woman is still excited by the man she’s with, caught up in the novelty of it all. And maybe it was more than that, too.

Elena had a boyfriend, by the sound of it. She was cheating on him, with me. And maybe, for her, that made the whole experience extra delicious, extra naughty. Maybe that was part of what inspired her to behave the way she was. Because there was a hunger in her I couldn’t remember ever seeing before. And maybe, over the years that had passed since we were together, I had simply forgotten what she was like. But I didn’t think so. This felt new, some new part of her persona, something that had developed in my absence. Something she had learned, maybe, with this new man of hers.

It was a different Elena I was dealing with now. And I don’t just mean the kinky stuff she had talked about, as exciting as that was. It was the confidence. The attitude. This was a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and had every intention of getting it. Who didn’t even hesitate to give pleasure, who did what she wanted, knowing full well it was what I wanted too. Elena had never been bad in bed, back when we were together. But she hadn’t been like this. She hadn’t been this uninhibited, this enthusiastic, this wild.

It wouldn’t have changed anything between us if she had, I don’t think. The reasons we broke up were varied, but the sex wasn’t one of them. Still, this new version of her was blowing my mind. Standing over her there in the living room of the cabin, I was breathless with growing pleasure, my orgasm swelling inside me by the second, her talented mouth making me moan and groan with pure excitement while she moved her head up and down, only making those feelings more intense.

Then, she stopped. It was all I could do not to let out a groan of disappointment as she lifted her head, taking that warm, wet mouth away from me. In that moment, it felt almost like it was all I could ever want. It felt like I must’ve been mad to break up with her, no matter what my reasons were at the time. It felt like I was being given a second chance that I maybe didn’t deserve, but that wasn’t going to stop me taking it.

It felt like all my Christmases had come at once.

But Elena sat back. Her breasts rose and fell, supported and enhanced by the lacy bright red bra she wore, that held them just perfectly up against her chest. She must have worn that underwear on her drive up here, I thought to myself, and it hadn’t been for my benefit. It had been for this guy she was dating, an early Christmas present for her submissive and yet also overbearing boyfriend. A present that now, I was gladly receiving.

“Let’s go to bed.”

The smile on her face was absolutely wicked, and the glow in those stunning, jewel-like eyes was unforgettable.

She rose to her feet, and every delightful curve of her body shone in the flickering light, and no one had ever suggested anything to me in my life that sounded like a better idea than that. Without waiting for a response from me, she turned. I watched her body move like I was trying to memorize it as she stepped past the sofa, toward the bag she had brought in with her. As she did, I noted how the exotic red panties disappeared between the perfect globes of her ass, the thong back revealing everything, making my already desperate hunger grow by the second.

She was magnificent, too beautiful to ignore, too sexy to resist. And what she had told me about her kinky new sex life with her boyfriend was still shocking, but it was making more sense to me by the minute. What man wouldn’t do whatever a woman like this said? What man wouldn’t give in to her, do exactly what she wanted, all for the hope of getting the joy that that amazing body offered?

I could feel myself slipping, and I didn’t even care. I was ready to fall. I barely knew how this had happened, and had absolutely no idea where it might lead after tonight, but for me, it felt like nothing after tonight even mattered. I had to have her, and I knew that I was going to, and that lit a fire inside me like nothing else, a fire that was sweeping me away completely as I watched her bend over her bag, that amazing ass even more exposed, its firm toned cheeks simply begging for a bite, a smack, anything at all.

“Wait,” she said as she straightened up again, having found what she was looking for in her bag. I just looked at her in astonishment. I hadn’t been going anywhere. I was standing right where she had left me, my cock still sticking out of the front of my pants, still rockhard, still shining with her saliva from the blow job she had given me.

The smile on her face was even more wicked as she turned to me now, holding a set of handcuffs in her hand. Not the steel ones cops use, but padded leather bracelets, joined by a short chain, with silver rings glistening against the leather. They were pink, for some reason, and looking at them, part of me wanted to burst out laughing. Another part of me felt a thrill of fear and excitement racing through my body. All this Mistress stuff was a turn-on; I’ll admit it. But already, my ex-girlfriend was pushing me further than I had ever gone down a road I wasn’t even sure I wanted to travel. Or at least, had never wanted to travel before.

But somehow, with her, it was different. I wanted her. That was the truth of it. I wanted her more than I had ever wanted her before, even back when we were together. Maybe I wanted her more than I had ever wanted anyone. Certainly, in that moment, there in my parents’ cabin at Christmas, that was how it felt. As if the last two years have been a ridiculous mistake, and now, buy some holiday miracle, I once again got to have this gorgeous woman in my arms and in my bed, to make her moan and tremble with pleasure once again.

“Take your clothes off.”

Still smiling. Still speaking softly. Weaving that seductive spell over me, making me want to do whatever she said, even if it scared me. Maybe partly because it scared me. Elena knew the power she had. She hadn’t always had this sexy confidence, but she had always been this beautiful, and part of her had always known the effect her looks had on men. It was just that now, she was finally using it. And knowing I was being played did absolutely nothing to make me immune to it. How could it, when I wanted to be played? It was sexy when she took charge, sexier than I would ever have thought, and even if this game scared me, I couldn’t find it anywhere in me to refuse.

“What if I put those on you?” I tried.

Elena’s smile never faltered, never shifting for a moment as she slowly shook her head.

“Maybe some other time,” she said. “But tonight, I’m in charge.”

Just those words, and the way that she said them, sent another flush of desire through me. In that moment, she seemed unstoppable. Like I couldn’t even argue with her. I couldn’t even think straight to form a coherent sentence; how was I supposed to say no to her? And why would I want to?

Taking a deep breath, like a diver getting ready to take the plunge, I pulled my shirt off over my head. Elena just stood there watching, those glowing eyes recording my every move, taking it all in, her moment of triumph, if that’s what it was. It’s what it felt like, from my end. Like she had won some battle I never even knew I was fighting, and certainly never stood a chance in.

I dropped my shirt to the floor. My pants and underwear, already halfway down my legs, soon followed. And there I was, naked in front of my ex-girlfriend for the first time in two years that, looked at from some perspectives, felt like a lifetime. In another way, it felt like only yesterday the two of us were together. But forever or an hour, it amounted to the same thing. I wanted her, and she knew it, and she knew the power that gave her, and she wanted that. A perfect storm of desire that rivaled the storm outside, that made this cabin, so often a little lonely on these holiday seasons, vibrate with a wild new pulse.

My chest rose and fell as I stood before her naked, as if on display. And that’s exactly how it felt as she walked slowly toward me, those gorgeous eyes looking me up and down, taking it all in.

“You look good, Jeremy.”

As always, she spoke her words with that faint seductive whisper, that low tone that was setting my brain on fire.

“Look who’s talking,” I said, making her chuckle in a rich warm sound that rose out of her while her breasts bounced, just a little, inside that beautiful bra.

She stepped toward me, so close now I felt like I could feel the heat rising off that amazing body. Her hand was soft as she reached out and took hold of my arm, her grip gentle, but emphatic.

She stepped past me, gently pulling my arm with her, and it occurred to me that this might be my last chance to say no. It was fun to play these games of power and control, far more fun than I ever thought it would be. But if I let her tie me up, would it still be a game? I really would be in her power, and I had no idea what she might do with me. I had to be crazy, I thought to myself, letting my ex tie me up after years of absence. What had gotten into me?

But I only had to look at her to know the answer to that. I only had to turn my head and study that amazing body, dressed up in her provocative red lingerie, to know exactly why I was doing what I was. Any man would have done the same. I was convinced of that. She looked like an absolute goddess, far too sexy to resist, and I was far too intoxicated by her looks, her words, and her actions to even think about putting up a fight.

Elena circled around until she was standing behind me, one wrist in her gentle but firm grip. I felt the cool leather against my skin as she wrapped the bracelet around my wrist, pulling it tight. The leather was stiff, and she seemed to take a long time closing the buckle. Not used to this new toy, maybe. But eventually, she had it in place, wrapped around my wrist. And then, she reached for my other arm.

Again, I took a deep breath. I could feel her body against my back, could feel the alternating texture of her sexy lingerie and her smooth warm skin as she pressed herself against me. Maybe deliberately, maybe part of the tease. Or maybe it just happened by itself. From my perspective, it barely mattered. I wanted her so badly, everything she did was almost indescribably sexy, all part of the dance I was so utterly intoxicated by.

Elena wrapped the other bracelet around my wrist, going no faster than she had with the first. It was like she wanted to prove that she didn’t have to hurry, that I was on her time schedule, and that she could afford to make me wait. Maybe she wanted to give me time to think about what was happening. Time to back out, if I was going to. Or just time to consider how this woman who I hadn’t seen in years had just shown up and taken control of me so easily, so completely.

If that was her aim, she succeeded admirably, because that was exactly what I thought about. I could barely believe it was happening even as it happened, but I did absolutely nothing whatsoever to press the brakes, either.

And then there I was, my hands tied behind my back, my cock throbbing with wild and desperate lust for a woman who was absolutely blowing my mind. And she circled around to stand in front of me, her breasts rising and falling once again as she breathed, her smile lighting up her face as she looked me up and down. Like I was her new possession, her latest toy, and she was deciding what to do with me. Deciding what use she could put me to.

“Okay, now we’re ready for some real fun. Come with me.”

But she didn’t exactly give me a choice. Instead, she reached out and took hold of my cock, and I groaned with the swell of pleasure as she wrapped her hand around me. But this time, she wasn’t trying to give me pleasure. This time, her touch was all about control.

Tightening her grip, she turned. And she all but dragged me across the cabin by my cock, holding onto it like a kind of leash as she pulled me across the room. I followed along behind her, so close to that amazing body I craved so badly, my manhood throbbing in her grip as it recognized its true owner. No one had ever done anything like this to me before, and I couldn’t believe the surge of pleasure it gave me. I couldn’t believe the thrill of giving in to her like this, being overtaken like this, knowing now that I had no choice except to do what she said, to give her what she wanted.

She led me toward the stairs. She knew her way around, and again, I thought of how she had been coming here without me, without me even knowing about it. It was an outrageous thing to find out, but no more outrageous, actually, than what was happening now. If I wanted to talk about violations, I felt certain that whatever was about to happen to me now was going to eclipse anything she might have done before.

We walked up the stairs side-by-side, her slowing the pace a little to make sure I could keep up. The smile on her face was hypnotic, the joy radiating out of her absolutely intoxicating. She loved being in control. Maybe her new boyfriend had introduced her to these games, but by now, it was clear to see that Elena was fully on board. After all, this wasn’t my idea.

The cabin had a loft bedroom upstairs, and that was where I slept when I was here, and that was where Elena led me now, with anything but sleep on her mind. She pulled me toward the bed, as if she owned the place, not me. That, I knew, was all part of the fun.

She pulled me toward the bed and positioned me so that I was standing with my back to it, facing away from the mattress. Then, she put both hands on my shoulders and shoved.

I flopped down on the mattress, my cock bouncing wildly between my legs. I squirmed on the bed, my bound hands trapped under me making movement awkward, but I did my best to position myself as she climbed onto the mattress with me.

She climbed on top of me as I squirmed my way into the middle of the bed. She kneeled beside me, one hand on my chest, those gorgeous eyes looking deep into mine. The smile on her face was more possessive, more confident, more powerful than ever, and why wouldn’t it be? She was totally in control, and she knew it. She seemed to be basking in it for a moment, savouring whatever feeling it was it gave her to take charge like this.

“Who’s your Mistress?”

Staring up at her, I rolled my eyes as she spoke, but the gesture didn’t go unnoticed. Reaching down, she squeezed one of my nipples between her thumb and the knuckle of her finger, twisting it until I grunted with pain.

“You are,” I said, feeling a little ashamed of how easily I gave in, but knowing I didn’t have a choice. And in the grand scheme of things, what did it matter? It was nothing I hadn’t said before.

“Then say it,” she said, looking more triumphant than ever as she kneeled beside me in the bed, towering over me. “Tell me who owns you.”

She had released her grip on my bruised flesh, but her hand still hovered near me, and the threat was clear. I was at her mercy, and it had seemed so thrilling to let that happen, but now, already, I was seeing the other side of it.

“You do,” I said, watching the smug smile return to her face as she bent me to her will. “You own me, Mistress Elena.”

“That’s right. That’s better.”

Her voice was soft again, and her teeth showed as she bit her lip, her eyes half-closed now as she looked down at me. I could see the arousal rising off her like steam, and it turned me on even more. This was the side of her I had never seen, that even she had not known about back when we were dating. As sexy as she had been back then, she was so much sexier now. This dominant mistress persona was doing things for me I had never imagined, and my cock felt like it was ready to explode from the excitement of what was happening here.

On her knees, Elena reached for the front of her panties. She slid her fingers underneath the waistband and pulled them slowly down. I watched her shift her weight from one knee to another so that she could slide them off over her feet, dangling them like a little red flag in front of me when she had them finally removed.

And there was her pussy, underneath its strip of dark pubic hair, something I had never thought I would see again. I could see how her swollen lips shone with moisture, could see the excitement that was boiling inside her just like it was boiling inside me, driving us both wild.

She dangled her panties over me, laughing as she trailed them up and down my chest and stomach, tickling me with the fabric. I looked up at her with exactly the desperate hunger she wanted to spark in me, the deep desire that made her feel every inch the goddess she was. Then, she tossed the panties aside and took my cock in her hand.

Her strokes were slow, careful, measured. She watched me as her hand moved up and down, studying my reactions. It had been years since she touched me like this, but it felt like she had forgotten nothing. It felt like she still knew my responses, still knew exactly how to make me moan. And moan I did as she manipulated me, toying with me, making me desire her ever more desperately, more frantically, until I was squirming on the bed beneath her, my body letting out a series of desperate moans of mixed pleasure and desire.

“Please, Mistress Elena,” I said, abandoning any attempt at maintaining some kind of self-respect.

She noticed. It made her laugh. It seemed like everything about this made her laugh, her joy in making me this desperate as obvious as it was intoxicating. She was completely in her element, unstoppable now, drunk with her own power and enjoying every moment of it.

“Please what?”

She batted her eyelashes as she spoke, her long eyelashes that beautifully framed those incredible eyes, making them even more striking, even more unforgettable.

“Please… fuck me!”

She burst out laughing at that, a sound that seemed to burst out of her, bubbling in the empty room while the fire crackled downstairs. Outside, the storm seemed to have moved on, but I barely noticed. The storm inside me was so much more pressing, so much more unignorable. A storm that Elena had sparked, and now only she could extinguish.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Maybe I will. If you’re good.”

“Please, Mistress Elena, I’ll do whatever you want!”

She laughed again. She loved every moment of this, the rush of power like a drug she couldn’t get enough of.

“Oh, will you now? Want to be my latest sex slave?”

As much as I could barely believe the words coming out of her mouth, I couldn’t deny them, either. Yes, that was exactly what I wanted. As crazy as it sounded, as humiliating as it was, in that moment, it seemed like the greatest thing I could ever wish for. My cock throbbed and swelled in her hand, matching the rapid beating of my heart as I stared up at her, wanting nothing more than to surrender myself to her, to be taken by her, to be used for her pleasure and see that amazing body tremble once again in passion and bliss.

“Yes, Mistress Elena,” I said, sighing as I spoke, knowing there would be no taking those words back. Whatever else happened between us, whatever the future now held, nothing could change the past. She had made me submit, made me beg to be her slave, and it had only taken a few glasses of wine, an unfinished blow job, and some sexy red lingerie.

“You’re cute when you’re desperate,” she said. “Okay. Maybe I’ll give you what you want. But you know what it means?”

“No, Mistress Elena.”

“I have a few days with nothing to do over Christmas. Clearly, so do you. So I’m going to spend them training you to serve me. Making you obey my every whim. Using you however I feel like. Basically making you my little bitch.”

She lingered on the word bitch, drawing it out slowly, emphasizing the hard tch sound at the end. And I almost winced as she said it, even though the thought excited me. Because I already knew how helpless she made me. She could already see how desperately I wanted her. There was now no doubt, to either of us. She could do it, if she wanted to. She could do whatever she wanted to, and I wouldn’t just allow it. I would absolutely love it.

“Oh my God, Mistress Elena.”

The words rose out of me without me being able to stop them, and Elena seemed pleased to hear them. That smile of satisfaction was back on her face as she ran her hand up and down my cock, playing my body like an instrument, keeping me throbbing and desperate for her.

Then, finally, she released it. She moved on the bed, swinging her leg over me as she straddled me, and my excitement grew with every move she made, feeling like I was finally getting what I had been begging for.

She straddled me, facing me, spreading her knees apart as she sat on top of me, her hand reaching down between her gorgeous thighs to take hold of my cock again. She guided it inside her, moaning at the feel of my swollen head against the wet entrance to her sex, and I moaned too as I watched her. Her eyes closed for a moment, her mouth opening silently as she guided it inside, as if she had been waiting for this for a very long time. As if it was all she ever wanted, the purpose of all these crazy games and boundaries we had crossed.

And as she lowered herself down, as my cock sank into her, it all seemed more than worth it. I throbbed and moaned with a pleasure long denied, a pleasure that felt almost unbelievably intense after all the teasing she had put me through, the way she made me earn it. And as she began to move up and down on my cock, slowly at first, that pleasure grew.

She put her hands on my chest, balancing herself on top of me as she moved her hips up and down. Bouncing on top of me, her breasts bouncing in her bra, her whole body swelling with the pressure of orgasm building inside her. And I was dangerously close myself, absolutely on fire with passion and pleasure and everything this incredible woman sparked in me.

But still, as close as I was, I held back. Because what I really wanted, almost more than I wanted my own explosion of bliss, was to see hers. I wanted to make her cum, wanted to see again that beautiful display of female pleasure I remembered from all those years ago.

So I fought hard for it. I gritted my teeth, squirming in the handcuffs she had me in, moaning and groaning as my pleasure grew, at war with myself and my own body.

And it worked.

I felt her pussy tighten around my shaft, and I heard her moan of ecstasy catch in her throat. I felt her stiffen, just for a moment, as if the peak of pleasure she reached was almost painful to her. And then she dissolved, with the wild cry of passion I had been so desperate to hear, holding nothing back as she practically dissolved in the throes of her orgasm.

It was beautiful. It was incredible. Every bit as magical as I remembered, or maybe even more so, given the wild situation we were now in. And now that I had done my job, managed to please her, I let go myself.

I let out a loud cry as I came inside her, and she gasped, as if she hadn’t expected exactly this. My orgasm came right on the heels of hers, the two of us practically coming together, and as she opened her eyes, shining now with pleasure instead of malice, she looked right into mine, and despite all the years and all the events that had come between us, I felt closer to Elena than I had ever been before.
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