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A Second Chance

My hands twitched at my sides as I watched Elena walk down the stairs of the cabin to where I waited on the main floor. As she did, I couldn’t help remembering the times she had done that before, the times she had come down the stairs wearing something sexy to entice me and bewitch me and make me fall even further under her spell.

But this wasn’t one of those times.

Elena was walking downstairs now wearing a pair of jeans and a sweater, her bag in her hand. And the awfulness of the moment was made even worse by the look on her beautiful face. She was conflicted. I could see that. Even from the depths of my own despair, that was obvious.

I didn’t want to make this moment all about me. I had been up half the night thinking about it, about how to handle it, and I knew how I wanted to behave. With some dignity, for once. With some class. The kinky games we played were all about me groveling, begging, submitting to her completely. But that was for the sexual thrill. This was real life.

So I told myself to stand firm. To be stoic and dignified, to act like a man. Not because I wanted to prove anything, either to her or to myself. But because I knew that the more restraint I could exercise over myself and my own emotions, the easier I would make things for her.

Elena set her bag down at the bottom of the stairs, then turned to me with a slight smile that was even more heartbreaking because I could see the effort it cost her to make it. I didn’t even try a smile of my own. I could try and stay in control, but pretending I was enjoying this was completely beyond me.

“Got everything?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

I tried not to think about what that everything meant. I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t help remembering all those corsets, boots, handcuffs, vibrators. All the kinky toys and tools she had brought on her Christmas vacation, intending to use them on her boyfriend and instead ending up playing with me. Neither of us had expected this. Neither of us had planned for it. It had just happened, with the same insane logic and spontaneity of a dream. But for once, maybe for the first time in my life, reality had been better than my dreams. Better than the craziest imaginings, better than anything had any right to be. Part of me was still riding that wild high. Part of me was already committing it to memory, convinced that I would never experience anything like it again. Nothing could ever again be that pure, that powerful, that relentlessly exciting.

Don’t be sad that it’s ending, they say. Be glad that it happened at all. And I was glad. I was glad for this insane experience, for the chance to encounter a side of my ex-girlfriend that I had never experienced and never imagined and probably never would have seen, if she hadn’t had a falling out with her boyfriend on the Christmas holiday and stumbled across me and my family cabin.

But philosophies of that kind are much easier said than lived.

The whole time this adventure had been happening, part of me had been almost painfully conscious of this. The possibility of it all ending, the likelihood of everything I had suddenly and unexpectedly gained being taken away from me again. Well, now it was happening. Now I was forced to confront what deep down, I had always known I would. I wasn’t exactly surprised to find that, no matter how prepared for it I thought I was, the reality was far harder to take than even my darkest ideas about what it might be like.

Still, it was probably even worse for her, I told myself. I could indulge fully in the pain, really wallow in it. Because none of this was up to me. She was the one who had to decide. She was the one who, no matter what, was going to have to break somebody’s heart. Mine, or his. She wasn’t going to get out of this cleanly. In a way, I realized, the one who gets their heart broken is luckier than the one who has to do it. I was going to feel all kinds of complex emotions in the next few weeks and months, I knew. But at least I would be relatively free of guilt.

We had stayed up late the night before. Not, for once, because we were having kinky sex. Just talking. About our lives, about our future. About the past. I had lost her once before, and I knew exactly why. After my parents died, I was in no state to maintain a relationship with anyone, even her. That was behind us now. Two years without her and a series of meaningless relationships had shown me what she was really worth, how rare and special she was. And that was even before she had shown this wild, kinky side to herself that I seemed to be addicted to. As lovable, beautiful, and desirable as she had always been, all of that was now magnified and enhanced, to the point that I felt like an absolute idiot for ever letting her go, no matter what was going on in my personal life.

But now, I had to let her go again.

“I have to talk to him.”

That was what she had said last night, and I knew that she was right. Even if part of me wanted to keep her with me forever and never speak Andre’s name again. I had had time to think, away from the rush of kinky sex that had occupied most of our waking hours since she showed up at the cabin. I knew that, as much as a small part of me might wish it, I wouldn’t want to be with someone who would treat a partner like that. Someone who would just disappear, run off with the next lover, and never contact their partner again. That’s not the way to treat people. And if anything was going to happen between us, I didn’t want to start off from a beginning like that, either.

But Elena wouldn’t commit to anything. When I pressed her, as much as I was able, to see if there was anything between us, any hope I could cling on to, she dissolved in floods of tears. She didn’t know, and she kept repeating that over and over, until I gave up asking her so as not to upset her even more. I could see how hard this decision was for her, and I didn’t want to make it any more difficult.

But standing there in the cold light of morning, with the glory of the surrounding mountains pouring in with the winter light from the floor-to-ceiling windows, I felt like I knew what that really meant. That this had been fun, a great way for her to feel desired by someone else and work out some of the anger that Andre had made her feel with his controlling ways. But that was all it was. A fling that neither of us saw coming, an adventure that would not be repeated. I was trying to be as cool about that as I possibly could. But it felt like I had never done anything harder in my life.

I knew there was no point talking anymore about it. We had talked ourselves to exhaustion the night before, gone over every possibility, articulated every feeling in every word we could find, over and over again. And in the end, it all brought us back to this. Elena didn’t fully know what she wanted. She only knew what she had to do, and that was talk to Andre again. Face to face. To see what was left of their relationship, if anything, and to see where they wanted to go from there.

She was right. Of course she was right. Doing the right thing, the thing I would’ve wanted her to do.

Didn’t mean it didn’t hurt.

“Guess I’ll get going, then.”

I nodded, stepping forward and picking up her bag. She thanked me quietly, almost shyly. After everything we had done together, after how open and unconcealed we had been with each other, we both felt strange about where we found ourselves now. An awkwardness that hadn’t been there almost from the moment she showed up unexpectedly at the cabin, but that was now everywhere, all around us. Awful, the way that you can know someone so intimately, as if they are another part of your own soul, and then just as easily feel like total strangers once the mood changes.

The cold air of winter swept around us as I opened the door of the cabin and walked down the stairs. She followed me, the sound of her footsteps muffled by the snow, and unlocked her car. As she started the engine, I put her bag in the trunk, closing it softly behind me. A long curl of smoke rose from the car’s exhaust as she stood facing me, her hands at her sides, her winter coat on, looking like she didn’t know what to do with herself.

But we both knew what had to happen.

Without saying a word, I stepped toward her. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close to me. I pressed my lips against hers, and the warmth of her mouth against mine was even more striking by contrast with the cold air outside. That, and the coldness I knew I was heading toward, the absence of her and everything I wanted that I had been more or less ignoring for the past couple of years, but couldn’t ignore anymore.

Even her kiss was tentative. After all the wild and passionate kisses we had enjoyed over the past few days, all the places our mouths had been on each other’s bodies, all the pleasure we had brought ourselves and each other. Already, that distance had come between us, and I didn’t try to fight it. I knew I couldn’t. I just held her and kissed her, trying my best to savor the memory of what had already happened, the past that no future, no matter how cold and lonely it might be, could take away from me. That was all I was going to have left once she drove away from me.

“Jeremy, whatever happens…”

“Don’t.”

I pressed a finger gently against her soft, pillowy lips, still shining from my kisses. Her breath boiled like steam from deep in her throat as she looked at me, that expression of surprise in her beautiful eyes.

“We already said it all. You know how I feel. Now you need to know how you feel. But this was amazing, Elena. Really. Just because it wasn’t meant to last doesn’t mean it wasn’t fantastic.”

Slowly, she nodded. As if my words were sinking in gradually, as if she was taking her time to fully absorb them. Then, as I stepped back into the crunching snow, she turned away from me. She opened the car door and swung her body behind the wheel, the dashboard chiming until she pulled the door shut behind her. I stepped further back, watching her check over her shoulder to make sure the road was empty, and slowly reversing her car out of the driveway of the cabin. A wheel spun for a moment on the ice, but found traction, and she reversed onto the road, straightening out and driving slowly away.

Ignoring the cold, I stood at the top of the driveway, watching the red lights of her car shining like glowing coals as she drove away from me, back to Andre. Back to whatever life she had been living for the last two years, that had seemingly allowed her to forget all about me.

Once she was out of sight, I turned and walked back through the snow, climbing the steps to the cabin and closing the door. With a sigh, I sat down on the sofa, staring out at the mountains through the window. Alone again. Funny. That was exactly what I had intended to be when I came to spend another Christmas here. It was exactly what I had been every Christmas since I lost her and lost my parents. I had told myself that was fine, that I preferred it that way. And then, Elena had shown up to demonstrate just how much I was lying to myself, just how much I was being dishonest about who I was and what I wanted and what it would take to make me happy.

Well, she was gone now. And I was all alone in the cabin again, and now, instead of echoing with the ghosts of my parents, it echoed more than ever with the ghost of her. I was never going to forget what had happened, or the outrageous things she had made me say and do. She had made me lick her boots, had tied me to a tree in the forest, made me call her Mistress and grovel for even the slightest scrap of her attention. And I had loved every minute of it. I had felt more alive, more present, while submitting to her than I had done in years. These kinky games, I realized, were like a different level of life, a more intense and more colourful one, and by comparison, they made everything else seem hollow and pale.

I don’t know how long I sat there, staring out of the window. I didn’t turn on the TV, didn’t reach for my phone. I just sat, in solitary silence, telling myself I was trying not to think about it but in reality, doing nothing else.

At times like that, I’ve learned, it’s almost a relief that the body has its needs. And they don’t stop, even after tragedy. Eventually, I got hungry, and going and preparing some food managed to distract me at least a little bit from what I had lost.

I ate in front of the TV, turning it on this time, actively trying to distract myself from the pain in my heart. It was only partially successful, but I knew that was what I would have to settle for. That would have to be good enough. And I passed the rest of the day like that, watching darkness spread over the mountains and knowing it couldn’t hide me from the way I was feeling. Only time could provide any kind of solace, and there was nothing I could do to hasten that along. Maybe it would be better to go home. Maybe even Christmas in my apartment would be better than spending it here, in this cabin so full of memories, its emptiness and quiet now seeming to mock me as I sat there all alone.

Tomorrow, I’ll leave, I told myself. Christmas was over, though there was still the New Year to come. I could just as easily be miserable and lonely at home as I could here.

Logs crackled in the furnace as I lit the fire and built it up, letting the warmth radiate through the cabin. I thought again about Elena, about how she had been coming here in secret, and I still couldn’t bring myself to feel angry about it. In fact, I smiled, albeit sadly, at the thought. She hadn’t done it because she missed me, I knew, but the idea that she had done it at all was so surprising. And after all, it had brought her to me in the end.

Then, with a curse, I remembered I hadn’t taken her key back off her when she left. Maybe I could change the locks. If I wanted to keep her out. Or maybe I didn’t want that at all.

Light splashed on the wall of the cabin. A car outside, driving up the quiet road, its tires whispering on the snow and ice. I watched it impassively. It didn’t mean anything to me. There was no way, I told myself, doing my best to stamp out the little flame of hope that dared to ignite in my heart. Life isn’t that kind.

But as the lights of the car swung abruptly toward me, that flame only grew. I stood up from the sofa, shielding my eyes as I stepped toward the tall window, looking down into the driveway as the car pulled in. I couldn’t see anything except the blinding lights, couldn’t even see what kind of car it was until the lights suddenly died. And before my eyes could adjust, I heard the car door open. I blinked away big purple spots of brightness as she flew up the stairs and burst through the front door.

Elena. Warm and real and in my arms again, showering me with kisses, her lips raining down on my mouth, my cheeks, my neck. Clumps of snow fell from her boots as she wrapped her legs around my waist, clinging to me like she never wanted to let go, holding on to me like I was her only refuge in a world that was otherwise nothing but storm. And I kissed her back, my heart expanding in my chest like it was ready to burst, my arms holding her tight as I carried her away from the front door, leaving it open, letting the cold air swirl inside as I carried her over to the sofa.

I set her down, kissing her again, and she kissed me back with the same passion, the same ferocity.

“What are you doing?”

“What does it look like, Jeremy? I made my decision. I don’t want him. I want you. And I don’t care if this is crazy, if we’re making a mistake. The last few days have been absolutely amazing. I don’t want to lose you again.”

“Me neither. My God, I’m so glad you’re back.”

I kissed her again, the passion swelling in both of us, feeling her lips smiling against mine, her arms warm against my body. But the cold there was still pouring in from outside, so reluctantly, I detached myself from her and circled around the sofa to close the door. When I came back, she had already taken off her winter coat and boots and was smiling at me from the sofa, the firelight flickering on her beautiful features and making her look almost too incredible to be real.

But she was. As I sat down on the sofa beside her again, taking her in my arms once more, I felt just how real she was. Just as warm and soft and giving as ever, and now, finally, she was mine.

We couldn’t stop kissing each other. We didn’t really try. And as her hands moved over my body, as mine moved over hers, all those positive feelings of happiness and joy and togetherness turned inevitably toward excitement. Just being around her, after all, was always enough to get me going. And as she lay back on the sofa, as I leaned over her, I knew she could feel the bulge of my erection pressing against her legs.

She chuckled under her breath. Reaching down between our bodies, her blind hand found that bulge, the proof of my passion, my excitement, my desperation for her. As my hands slid up under her sweater, reaching for her bra, she unfastened the front of my pants and reached inside. My cock throbbed in her hand, as eager for her as ever, and she was just as eager as always as she stroked and manipulated my manhood, guiding me back toward lust again.

No handcuffs this time. No boots, no corset, no kinky bondage. Just the two of us, together again, such an unlikely thing to have happened, something neither of us had seen coming. And the heat growing between us all the time, that same wild excitement that we could never get away from, the spark that felt so new and so familiar at the same time.

I pulled her clothes off, and she mirrored the exact same passion and eagerness as she undressed me. There on the couch, I entered her again, the crackling fire casting its warm light across our naked bodies as she moaned underneath me, as I groaned on top of her, as we once again rode the wild wave of pleasure we had been swept up for days now, that felt like it would never end.

*****

Snow fell from my boots and from the steps of the cabin as I climbed up toward the front door. My breath misted in front of me, an already freezing cloud I had to step through as I carried the bags upstairs. Placing them just inside the door, I turned and headed back down toward my truck.

But before grabbing the next set, I took a moment to look out over the frowning mountains. The grey sky was low, hiding the peaks, but underneath the clouds, I could see the forests that blanketed the hills, the snow that frosted everything white. And I thought of that storm, a year earlier, the storm that had brought Elena back into my life and, in a way, brought me back to life too.

“Jer? Are you coming?”

I smiled as I turned toward her. There she was, wrapped up in her winter clothes, standing in the doorway of the cabin with one hand on the frame.

“Yeah, of course.”

Grabbing one last bag from the truck, I shut the door and climbed up the steps again. As I stepped through the door, I wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close to me and nuzzling my face against her neck through her long hair. It was dark again now, the way it had been when we were together before, the highlights grown out as she reverted to her natural colour. But those eyes were the same, and always would be. That same striking green-brown color that glowed with excitement and with happiness, whenever she looked at me.

She shut the door behind us, and I dropped the bag in the hallway, pulling her against me. In front of the familiar mountains, she draped her arms over my shoulders, rising up on her tiptoes to kiss me.

“Can you believe it’s been a year already?”

“No, I can’t, honestly.”

The time had flown by. And we had wasted none of it. Friends told us we were rushing things, plunging back into our relationship as if it had never fallen apart. But we didn’t care what they said. Only a few weeks after that first Christmas when she had come back to me, Elena had moved into my apartment. She still felt bad about how things had ended with Andre, but as far as I knew, she never doubted that she had made the right decision.

As for me, there was never any question. She was the best thing that ever happened to me. She always had been, but now that was even truer than it was before. I was addicted to her, completely hooked on her, and the entire year had flown by in a kind of blur, the two of us closer than we had ever been.

The sex had been fantastic, too. It wasn’t just a flash in the pan, our kinky adventure inspired by a long absence and her anger at her previous boyfriend. She was a sweet and loving partner outside of the bedroom and an absolute tiger inside it, a cruel and demanding mistress that kept me on my toes, kept me addicted to the pleasure of submission, kept me kneeling at her feet and groveling at her boots and thanking her for the privilege. And meaning it. Because she is incredible. She is a goddess. And she deserves every scrap of adoration I can give her.

“Some Christmas, that was.”

“Let’s see if we can top it this year.”

Elena laughed at that, the musical sound of her happiness ringing out in the hallway of the cabin. She took my arm as I helped her around the sofa and helped her to sit down. I lit a fire with last year’s wood, and sat beside her, placing one hand on the swollen roundness of her belly.

“No corset this year, I’m afraid,” she said with a smile.

“That doesn’t matter. You’re more beautiful than ever, Mistress Elena.”

I leaned over her, and we kissed again, and as we did, I felt the new life quicken within her, under my hand. My own son, well on his way to being born to the most beautiful mother in the world. And now, every Christmas to come, my parents’ old cabin would fill with the laughter of children the way it always had, the way they always wanted.

“I wish Mom and Dad could see us now,” I said as Elena rested her head on my shoulder. “This was what they always wanted. Grandkids. For you to be part of the family.”

“I miss them too,” she said softly. “They were such great people. I only hope we can be half as good at being parents as they were.”

“You’re going to be an amazing mom.”

The fire crackled and popped as the woman I loved pressed her pregnant body closer against mine. Through the tall windows of the cabin, the mountains watched it all. The life I had thought lost and gone forever, the mistakes we both had made and had been lucky enough to survive, to overcome, to make right. How often do you get a second chance like that?
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