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Punished For Talking Back

Elena walked toward me. She was smiling, and those gorgeous eyes were glowing in the light reflected from the snow all around us on the trail, but there was something predatory in the way she was approaching me. Like she was stalking her prey. And I wanted to be caught. She looked so sexy, her hips swaying from side to side, that wicked smile on her face. Even in her winter gear, bundled up against the cold, she couldn’t conceal that amazing body that I wanted so badly.

She didn’t try.

As she walked toward me, she reached for the zipper of her jacket and pulled it down. As it parted, I gasped in surprise and delight, my eyes traveling up and down that incredible body, taking it all in.

Underneath her down jacket, she was still wearing the black corset she had worn in the cabin. Decorated with patterns of swirling lace, it held her breasts high on her chest, making them bounce with every step she took while pulling in her waist to an extraordinary narrowness, emphasizing the hourglass figure she had that any woman would kill for, that any man would desire.

Now I understood her unexpected breathlessness as she climbed the trails, and I thought about how she had come out dressed like this, how she had planned this big reveal all along. How this romantic walk through the forest had taken a turn toward the sexual, just like she had clearly been planning. She was amazing. There was no keeping up with the woman, no way to predict what she would do next. But every idea she had, every crazy scheme she came up with, managed to make me want her more.

And as sexy as she had looked in that corset back in the cabin, it was different seeing her out in it, in the natural light of the great outdoors. It probably should have been ridiculous, that glimpse of provocative lingerie underneath the practical winter clothing the cold forced her to wear. But somehow, it wasn’t. Somehow, it made her seem even sexier, even wilder, made me want her even more.

She stepped toward me, placing one hand on my chest and pushing me back. At the same time, she reached into the pocket of her jacket and pulled out a pair of steel handcuffs.

“Oh my God, Elena,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. “What are you doing?”

“Whatever the fuck I want,” she laughed. “And you’re going to do whatever I say. Aren’t you, slave boy?”

I nodded, and she laughed out loud. But there was no point denying it. It scared me sometimes, how easily I gave in to her, but it never felt like there was anything I could do about it. I wanted her too badly to say no.

And part of that desire was this newfound kinkiness. Doing what she said wasn’t just something I did to get what I wanted from her, although that was part of it. Part of me wanted this too. Even if it scared me, or because it scared me. Because I never felt more alive than at times like this, when it felt like everything was sliding out of my control. When it felt like there was nothing I could do except say yes, abandon my pride and my ego, and give this unbelievable woman exactly what she wanted.

“Give me your hand.”

I did. My body seemed to react without me even needing to think about it, as if it was as much under her control as it was under mine. I felt the coldness of the steel handcuff as she closed it around my wrist, holding on to the other cuff herself.

She stepped past me, pulling me after her. Pulling my arm behind me as she dragged me toward a pine tree. By the time I realized what she was up to, it was already too late. She pulled me against the tree so I was standing with my back against the rough trunk, and she pulled my cuffed arm behind me, already reaching for the other one. In only seconds, she had me tied to the tree, my arms pinned behind me, my back against the trunk.

Slowly, tripping just a little on the snow, she circled around to stand in front of me again. Her breasts rose and fell in the tight corset as she took a deep breath and let it out in a cloud of steam. Her amazing eyes traveled up and down my body, taking it all in as if she didn’t know every inch of me intimately, just like I did with her. And yet, at least for me, it was never enough. I never got tired of looking at her, touching her, feeling her. This unexpected Christmas adventure had only convinced me even more of that.

“This is fun,” she grinned.

And now that she knew I couldn’t touch her if I tried, she stepped in close to me. I could feel the warmth rising off her, those incredible breasts rising and falling in her tight corset, exposed to the cold air as she reached out and touched the front of my pants. She chuckled to herself as she felt the way my cock responded to her, pressing against the fabric, pressing against her hand and her teasing fingers as they traced its shape. Every touch was driving me crazy, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it, and that was just how Elena wanted it. By now, I knew that all too well.

“Seems like you’re having fun too.”

“Yeah, but… What if someone comes by?”

“Well, that would be very embarrassing, wouldn’t it? Especially for you.”

“Yeah, it would.”

But she just laughed in response. That was part of the point, I knew. Part of what she was doing to me, what she was putting me through. Flexing her power and her ability to make me suffer any indignity, any embarrassment, any disgrace she wanted to. That was the point, and it didn’t escape me, even for a second.

“Well, that’s just too bad. You’ll just have to hope it doesn’t happen. And if it does? I’ll just explain to them that I’m teaching my sex slave a little lesson, and that’ll be that.”

“Oh God,” I said, my breath trembling as I spoke. I had no idea if that was actually how it would play out, but if the last couple of days had taught me anything, it was not to underestimate this woman. And not to assume, as well as I knew her, that I knew anything about this side of her or how far she would go.

Her boyfriend might’ve introduced her to these games, but clearly, all he had really done was awaken something that must’ve lain dormant inside her. Because this was more than just a naughty game for her. I could see the way she smiled, see the way her eyes seemed to glow in all that monochrome winter scenery, bringing light and heat to the heart of winter as she stared at me. This made her feel alive, too. More alive, maybe, than I had ever made her feel, no matter how much I had loved her once. No matter how much I maybe still did.

“I think I’ll take that pussy licking now, loser,” she said, her eyes sparkling with malice as she mocked me. “Get on your knees.”

What choice did I have? Desperately, I looked up and down the trail behind me, but saw no one. The snow seemed to dampen all sound, even the rush of the waterfall seeming subdued, and I listened hard for approaching footsteps. Nothing. We were all alone, or so I desperately hoped, and with any luck, we would stay that way. And all the same, I knew that it hardly mattered. I was going to do what Elena wanted. That seemed set in stone.

My back slid down the trunk of the tree as I dropped to my knees in the snow. I could feel the cold through the pants I wore, but my beautiful mistress didn’t care about that. She stood over me now, grinning, her breath visible in the cold air as her breasts rose and fell on her chest. She slid her thumbs under the waistband of her tight leggings, pulling them slowly down and stepping forward at the same time.

She pulled her panties down with them. And there in the forest that I had known since childhood, in the cold air of winter with the glittering white peaks of the mountains watching, Elena exposed her pussy in front of my face.

I leaned forward. In fact, I almost lunged for it. I wanted to get this potentially embarrassing display over as quickly as possible, yes. But at the same time, I wanted her, too. I wanted to please her, wanted to taste her, wanted to experience the warm fluid of her pleasure in this frozen forest. There was something powerful and primal about her need for pleasure in the outdoors, as if she wanted it too bad to wait until we got back to the cabin. There was something so sexy about that, and about her lack of inhibition, her wildness, her naughtiness. It all worked to make me want her even more, to make me even more obedient to her frankly insane wishes as I pressed my lips against her sex and kissed.

Above me, Elena sighed. She placed her hand on the top of my head, running her fingers affectionately through my hair. Practically petting me. And that was how it felt, in a way. Like I was her pet, her property. Her slave, as she liked to say. Hers to use however she wanted, to tease and embarrass and dominate. My cock was absolutely aching inside my pants as I ran my tongue over the warmth of her pussy, tasting her juices, so familiar and yet in this setting, so wild and strange at the same time.

“Good boy,” she cooed, “that’s a good boy. Make Mistress happy. Make Mistress cum.”

I had every intention of doing exactly as she said.

Elena groaned as I pressed against her. Her pubic hair tickled my nose, and I could feel her excitement growing. She slowly bloomed despite the cold, my breath and the actions of my tongue and my lips keeping her warm, and her body doing the same for my face. Slowly, as her lips swelled, I slid my tongue inside her, almost groaning at the feel of that tight wet tunnel ready to receive me. And she did moan, cupping her hand at the back of my head to pull me closer against her, wordlessly demanding more as her clitoris swelled under my nose. I rubbed my face against her, moving my head to make her moan again, and at the same time, I glanced up at her, watching those incredible breasts rising and falling in the sexy corset she wore out there for the world to see, had there been anyone around.

She was amazing. She was like sex personified, some wild and primal goddess it was my privilege to worship, my honour to obey. In all those dark nights when I had missed Elena, I hadn’t missed this. I hadn’t even been aware of this side of her, and as far as I knew, neither had she. But now, this was the truth of our existence, the bedrock of whatever this new relationship was about. And as her warm juices flowed so easily down my throat, I felt my own excitement growing in tandem with hers, driving me wild with pleasure that had no outlet except to give her even more of what she wanted.

My tongue probed deep inside her, my face pressing hard against her body, and her sighs of pleasure soon turned to moans, and then cries. Above the noise of the waterfall, I could hear her heavy breathing, her panting, the long moans of pleasure that seemed torn out of her body, erupting into the cold air in clouds of vapour. Watching her climb that mountain felt incredible, and I ignored the ache in my jaw and the spreading chill on my legs as I continued to eat her pussy there in the forest. She looked so incredible with the river running behind her, the white mountains rising in the distance, her eyes closed now, her head thrown back, her face contorted in an expression of pleasure that was still undeniably beautiful, still hauntingly desirable.

Elena’s cries of pleasure bounced back from the trees on all sides, from the rushing river, from the mountains all around us. And I felt the hot flood of her juices a moment before her pussy contracted around my tongue in the unmistakable rhythm of orgasm. Her legs trembled, and she held me tight, gripping my head with both hands as she exploded in a wild cry of bliss. In the winter silence, it felt like people would hear for miles around, but she didn’t care. All that mattered in that moment was the pure ecstasy of how she felt, as if the whole world around her had vanished. And it felt good to make her feel that way. As the juices of her orgasm flowed down my throat, as I eagerly swallowed her mess, my cock throbbed and pulsed in pure desperation, and my heart pounded rapidly in my chest, and I wanted my ex-girlfriend as much as I ever had, wanted my new Mistress more than I had ever wanted anyone else.

Elena was still panting as she stepped back from me, packed snow crumbling under the treads of her boots. For a moment, as she looked at me, she seemed almost astonished. As if even she couldn’t quite believe what she had done, how far she had gone.

But the moment of doubt, if that was what it was, didn’t last long. Soon, that increasingly familiar smirk returned to her face, that satisfied look of easy dominance that she wore at times like this, when she knew she had complete control. After all, there was no way to deny it. Feeling the cold air more keenly now on my wet cheeks that shone with the residue of her orgasm. It was hard to imagine looking any more humble before her than I already did.

“That’s a good little slave,” she said condescendingly, reaching down to pull up her panties and her leggings and cover herself against the cold air again. I watched with a small sense of loss, wanting more but knowing asking for it wasn’t going to help me. Only she could help me, and she knew it, and she basked in that knowledge and the desperate attention I gave her as I watched every move, kneeling there in the snow, shivering more with arousal than with cold despite the low temperatures.

“Quick, untie me before anyone comes by.”

Elena tilted her head to one side, her hair falling across her shoulders from underneath the wool hat she still wore. As if she was considering what I had said, making up her mind. But mostly, it felt like she already had. It felt like she already knew exactly what she wanted, and all I could do was wait to find out what it was. I could ask if I wanted, I could grovel and beg if I had to. But often, with her, it felt like it didn’t make any difference. Sometimes, it seemed like she got off on not giving me what I wanted. Sometimes, it seemed I did too.

“Why would I do that, slave boy? You look cute there on your knees.”

“Elena, I’m not kidding.”

Her eyes flashed. The smile dropped from her face, and I’ll be honest: it scared me. In my desperation to avoid embarrassment, I had clearly stepped over the line, not showing her the respect that she demanded. And my heart clenched with fear and the knowledge that she was probably going to make me pay for that.

“Who the fuck do you think you’re talking to?”

“I’m sorry. Mistress Elena, I meant. It’s just –“

“Shut the fuck up.”

Her tone was as harsh as her words as she stepped forward, clamping a hand over my mouth. I stared up at her, trying to plead with my eyes. The last thing I wanted to do was make her angry while I was in this vulnerable position. And yet, at the same time, there was something sexy about this, too. Something exciting about seeing her get angry and knowing she was in a position to do something about it.

Again, she stood above me for a moment, as if coming up with a new idea. And when the smile slowly returned to the corners of her mouth, it didn’t make me feel any less uneasy.

Removing her hand from my mouth, Elena took a step back. Just as I had earlier, she glanced up and down the trail, but no one was coming. Bending forward, she began to unlace her snow boots.

Once they were unlaced, she pulled them off, stepping back closer to the river so that she wouldn’t get her socks wet with snow. Then, she pulled down her leggings and her panties again, this time peeling them all the way off her body. I watched in disbelief as she exposed herself, standing by the river still wearing her woolly hat, her down jacket, her corset, and her socks, but nothing else.

Picking up her leggings, she reached inside and extracted her panties. I watched as she put them in the pocket of her coat, then pulled her leggings back on. The black fabric clung tight to her body, resisting just a little as she struggled into her clothes, the fabric stretching around her at last as she covered herself up again.

She stepped back into her snow boots, bending again to lace them up. All the while, I watched in silence, my pants slowly growing wet from the snow I kneeled in. Straightening up, Elena walked toward me. Then, standing in front of me, she reached for the front of my pants.

I groaned in excitement and desire as she took hold of my belt. But she wasn’t trying to pleasure me. Unfastening my belt, she pulled it away from me, pulling it out of the loops of my pants. And as she stood above me, holding it in her hand, I felt again a burst of fear. This was all a game, and yet, I actually was quite helpless now. Tied to a tree in the middle of the forest with her standing over me, able to do whatever she wanted. It was also thrilling, so sexy, that I didn’t often think about the potential danger. Besides, I knew this woman. Or thought I did. But this new side of her? Who knew what my Mistress was really capable of?

“I’ve heard enough out of you. Open your mouth.”

“Why, Mistress Elena?”

I was careful to use her title, but still, her eyes blazed with wrath. So I did what she wanted. My breath misted in the cold air as I parted my lips, and she stepped forward, stuffing her still-warm panties into my mouth.

I gasped in surprise. In the fabric of the underwear, I could taste the faint trace of her, the same taste that hung on my tongue from pleasuring her a moment ago. My cock surged at the reminder, at the tease, but Elena wasn’t done yet.

She threw my belt around the trunk of the tree I had my back to. Then she fed the end through the buckle, positioning it over my mouth and pulling it tight. I groaned against her panties as the belt pressed against my face, pulling my head back against the trunk of the tree and pressing my mouth shut at the same time. Elena buckled the belt at the side of my head, that smile reappearing on her face as she looked at her handiwork.

“Apologize to me, loser.”

I tried. ‘Sorry, Mistress Elena’, I tried to say. But the panties in my mouth muffled the sound, and the belt made sure I couldn’t spit them out. Elena burst out laughing as I mumbled unintelligible sounds into her underwear, pressing one hand against her mouth as her breasts heaved in the black corset she wore.

“That’s better. That’s much better. Now, you can think about what you’ve done. And how you’ll make it up to me. I’m going for a walk. Alone.”

Again, fear gripped my heart. Even though I knew it was useless, I tried to speak, begging her not to leave me there like I was. Begging her to let me go. But she just smiled, shaking her head slowly as she zipped up her jacket, hiding the corset from me again.

“You should’ve behaved while you had the chance. You need to learn that your actions have consequences. And if you don’t want someone to find you like this, I suggest you stay quiet until I come back.”

Again, I mumbled into her underwear, but it did no good. Elena turned away from me, stomping through the snow as she headed back through the trees, back toward the trail that had led us above the waterfall. With the belt holding my head in place, I couldn’t even turn to watch her go. I couldn’t stand up. All I could do was kneel where where she had left me, my back against the tree, staring out at the stream, the mountains, and the snowy forest as I listened to her footsteps recede.

The blood pounded in my head, as well as in my cock. As the sound of her footsteps vanished under the constant noise of the waterfall, I felt more afraid than ever. She really had left me alone out there, and while I was still dressed warm against the cold, I was starting to feel it more and more. And more than that, I felt the terror of not knowing what would happen next, the terror of discovery if someone came along. And all this because I hadn’t done what she wanted. These depths of cruelty she had were entirely new to me, even if they only made her sexier.

Elena had only been gone a few minutes when I heard footsteps coming down the trail. I closed my eyes, shaking with the fear of embarrassment, holding as still as I could to not draw attention to myself. As if anyone could miss me, a grown man kneeling there against a tree surrounded by white snow in the mountain wilderness.

Just one set of footsteps, fairly light. And as they left the trail behind me, crunching through snow toward me, I waited with growing nervousness to see who was coming toward me.

I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw it was Elena.

“Miss me, slave?” she smiled at me.

I mumbled into her panties and nodded, and her grin grew wider. I would say anything she wanted, and the look on her face suggested she knew that. Even this short punishment was enough to show me what she could do, to teach me the foolishness of trying to fight against her even a little. She had all the leverage she could ever need.

But she wasn’t done yet. She crouched down in front of me, chuckling a little under her breath as she reached for the front of my pants. Despite the cold, despite the lack of contact, my cock was still hard, and it hardened even more at her touch.

“You dirty little pervert,” she said. “You love this, don’t you?”

It was a complicated question, and for once, I was almost glad I couldn’t answer. Besides, any thought of answering coherently was quickly pushed out of my head when Elena unzipped my pants and reached inside.

Despite the cold, her hand was warm against my cock as she stroked it. She pulled it out into the cold air, her hands sliding up and down, making me groan against her underwear, making me struggle against the handcuffs and the belt that held me tied to the tree, even though it was clear there was no escape. Smiling, she went on stroking, kneeling in the snow along with me as she toyed with my cock, sending ripples of unstoppable pleasure racing up and down my spine while I squirmed and groaned, unable to do a single thing about it.

Leaning over me, she pressed her cold cheek against mine. Her teeth nipped at my ear before I heard her voice, a whisper that still filled my skull as she spoke.

“Me too.”

Then, she released her grip on my manhood. She stood up, brushing the snow off her knees. I watched her walk away from me, watched her tight leggings straining over her incredible ass, the curves of her body showing under her bulky winter coat as she walked toward the river.

She stopped right where the snow ran out, scooping up a handful. I watched her pack it between her hands, forming a snowball. Then, slowly, she puckered her lips, spitting out a string of saliva onto the snow before sliding her hand over it, pushing it into the snowball.

She shifted her feet. She raised her arm. And she launched the snowball at me, laughing as it exploded into powder against my chest, fragments of snow and ice falling down my body, some of them cooling my cock as it throbbed in the winter air.

Bending again, Elena made another snowball. Helpless, I just watched, waiting for her to throw it. This time, she kissed it first, leaving a faint red trace of lipstick before she hurled it at me. Her aim was as good as it had been the first time, the snowball exploding against me again.

She walked toward me, stepping in close, running a hand through my hair. At the same time, the toe of her boot nudged my throbbing cock. I groaned into her panties, making her laugh again.

“Poor little loser,” she said. “Are you going to be a good boy from now on? Or do I need to leave you out here a little longer, until you remember how to address your Mistress with the proper respect?”

Mumbling into her panties, I shook my head desperately, as much as the belt would allow. And Elena laughed, the bright sound of it ringing out in the frozen forest, seeming to bounce back from the watching mountains in the silence of winter. She had broken and tamed me, and it hadn’t even been hard for her. Kneeling there in the snow at her feet, I had never felt more completely hers.
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