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Trapped At The Cabin

“When did you learn to cook?”

“Just sort of picked it up along the way,” I said.

Elena sat on the edge of the couch, her knees together, leaning over the coffee table and the plate I had put in front of her. The salmon was baked to perfection, the beautiful pink flesh sprinkled with paprika, thyme, and a little brown sugar. I served it with roasted potatoes and a side salad, and I had to admit, she wasn’t wrong. It had turned out just the way I had hoped.

“It’s better for you. For a while there, I was eating a lot of processed crap, and then I just thought, I have to stop. So I learned a few recipes, nothing crazy.”

“This is amazing, Jer,” she said, speaking around a steaming forkful.

“Thanks,” I said. “Lucky you’re here, in a way. There’s too much for just me anyway.”

“Glad I can help,” Elena said with a smile as she took another bite. The fish was moist, flaky, flavorful, and I was enjoying it just as much as she was. I tried to slow down, to savor it, taking a sip of another glass of wine. We were already into a second bottle, and a third was starting to seem likely.

“This is – this is really great. Thanks for this. I needed it. When I saw you here, all I wanted to do was get away. But I guess you never know how things are going to turn out.”

Her beautiful eyes sparkled at me over the wineglass as she lifted it to her lips.

“No, I guess you don’t. Cooking dinner for you definitely wasn’t how I expected my year to end.”

“Well. To new experiences, I guess.”

“And old ones.”

She paused for a moment, swirling the wine around her mouth before swallowing. There was a look in her eyes that I couldn’t put a name to, that I couldn’t really understand. Frankly, I barely even knew what I wanted. I hadn’t asked for this; it had landed in my lap. And now that it was here, I wasn’t sure what to make of it. But she looked beautiful, sitting there at the end of the sofa. That couldn’t be denied.

“I wish you had cooked like this when we had been together. You barely knew what a recipe was back then.”

“People change, Elena.”

“They definitely do. For good and for bad.”

She turned back to her food, and I did too. The fire crackled in the stove, and outside, the storm continued to rage. If anything, it sounded closer now, growing more powerful, the wind stripping the snow from the branches of the trees outside and tossing it into the air, the flakes swirling and catching the light as the lightning flashed. The huge floor-to-ceiling windows at the front of the cabin had no curtains or blinds. The isolation of the cabin preserved our privacy, and so we could watch the storm outside while we sat in this cozy little bubble, enjoying the warmth and the food and the wine and, the biggest surprise of all, each other’s company.

When I was finished, I sat back on the sofa. Elena shifted too, sitting back and crossing her legs as she took another sip of wine. She smiled at me, and I smiled back. Any anger I might have felt at the thought of her using my cabin without my permission had long since evaporated. It hardly mattered. I couldn’t deny that she had been respectful, had gone out of her way not to damage anything. If she hadn’t made the impulsive choice to come here after a fight with her current boyfriend, I might never have known she was coming here at all.

Maybe she could have kept it up forever, letting herself in with her key whenever she felt like she needed some time alone, to get away from it all. From what I remembered of her, that was definitely something she could use. Elena lived way too much in her own head, full of worries and anxieties about things she couldn’t control. And then, she also had that impulsive streak in her, as if all the worry became too much, and she had to fling it as far away from her as possible. She would do something wild, something crazy, just because she got tired of overthinking everything.

That kind of unpredictability can be intensely charming, especially at first. But over the course of a long-term relationship, it gets a lot harder to take. Then again, I guess most things do. That’s the challenge of staying together.

“Oh my God!”

Elena shrieked as lightning cracked outside, a brighter burst than before, the thunder rumbling right on top of it. And as she did, the lights in the cabin suddenly died. The room got dark, lit only by the red glow through the glass in the door of the woodstove. In that dim light, her hair cast long shadows over the soft angles of her face, and her new blonde highlights seemed to disappear, returning her to the natural dark hair colour she had had when we were together.

“Is the power out?”

“Looks like it,” I said.

Getting off the sofa, I use my phone as a flashlight as I made my way toward the kitchen. It wasn’t uncommon for this to happen, and when it did, it often took forever for the power to be restored. I kept the cabin stocked for just this purpose. In the cabinet under the sink, I found a box of candles, a lighter, and a kerosene lamp. Sticking the base of the candle into the mouth of an empty wine bottle, I lit it with a lighter and used the light it gave to fill the lamp with oil from a bottle in the same cabinet.

I lit it and adjusted the flame, feeling the heat it put out instantly against my hands as I carried a few more candles back to the living room. As I placed them here and there around the room, lighting them one after another, I could feel Elena’s eyes on me, watching me as she sat back on the sofa, her legs curled underneath her again. In that soft, flickering light, her eyes looked even more magical. They seemed to catch every photon of light available, the orange flame of the candles and the lamp bringing out the gold tones in her eyes and making them shine like precious metal.

I set the lamp down on the coffee table in front of us and sat back on the sofa. Elena ran her hand through her hair, sweeping it back from her face, behind her ear, and those dimples showed again as she smiled at me.

“What now?”

“Now, we wait for the power to come back on,” I said.

“And what do we do in the meantime?”

“Talk, I guess. You never told me what you wanted to say about your boyfriend.”

Elena chuckled, her teeth shining as she bit her lip again. Then, she shifted on the sofa. She turned to face me more fully, sitting back against the padded arm, stretching out her legs so that her feet in their white socks were in my lap. It was a weirdly intimate moment, but almost by habit, I placed my hand on her leg, feeling the smoothness of her skin as I ran it up and down. In the candlelight with the fire burning and the storm raging outside, I realized we had almost stumbled into some kind of romantic moment. The romance she had tried to create with her boyfriend, and had ended up here with me instead. Trapped by the storm, but clearly enjoying herself. The storm was lucky, I thought to myself. It gave us an excuse for whatever happened next.

“Oh yeah. I shouldn’t tell you.”

“That just means you want to.”

She laughed at that, a laugh of recognition. She knew I was right. We knew each other so well, and two years apart, with no contact between us, hadn’t changed that. It all came flooding back, all my memories of her, the way she was. The way she laughed, the way she smiled, the way she drew something out of me. The way that, with her around, it felt like I liked myself a little better.

“Well, I was saying… It’s weird that he’s so overbearing. Because in bed, he’s completely the opposite.”

“You’re right. Maybe you shouldn’t tell me,” I said, reaching for another glass of wine.

Elena laughed out loud, knowing better than to take my words seriously. Her feet shifted in my lap, and I kept my hand on her leg, slowly sliding just a little higher.

She let me do it. Maybe she didn’t notice, but I didn’t really believe that. With every moment that passed, I felt more and more sure that she was feeling what I was feeling, riding that same vibe. In the candlelight with the fire going, it was almost impossible to ignore. And the history between us couldn’t be ignored either, couldn’t be shaken off as if it never happened.

“He’s submissive,” she said. She tilted her head to one side as she spoke, as if watching my reaction with those glowing eyes that reflected the lamplight and the candle flames.

“What, like whips and chains and that kind of thing?”

“Kind of,” she said. “Definitely the chains, anyway.”

“You tied him up?”

I grinned as I spoke, and Elena laughed.

“Yeah. He loves it. It’s like… He so overbearing in normal life, and that’s his escape from it. His way of release. But even then, it’s… Ever heard of someone topping from the bottom?”

“No. What’s that?”

“It’s like… He wanted me to be in charge, right? But then it was never good enough. I was never doing it right. Not the way he imagined it. So he’d try to change a scene when we were in the middle of it, or get all sulky when things didn’t go exactly the way he wanted. Too much porn, I think. It’s ruined a lot of men.”

“I never imagined you as a dominatrix. You learn something new every day, I guess.”

“You know what? Me neither. I was never into that stuff. I did it for him. But actually? It’s pretty fucking awesome.”

“Oh yeah? Should I be calling you Mistress or something?”

“Maybe you should.”

Again, Elena tilted her head to the side, looking at me with those glowing eyes, and I felt suddenly unsure of myself. I had just been joking. After all, this whole conversation seemed a little silly, and yes, she probably shouldn’t have been sharing the intimate details of her sex life with her boyfriend with me, but it felt like two old friends chatting. Now, suddenly, it didn’t feel that way. Now, there was a new edge to her, those wicked eyebrows and that gorgeous smile in the firelight making her look… Well, seductive, certainly. And maybe more than that, too.

“Did he?”

“When I made him.”

“When you made him? How did you do that? You’re tiny.”

Elena’s smile only deepened, the dimples in her cheeks growing as lightning flashed again outside.

“It’s actually a lot easier than I thought it would be. When a guy wants you, it’s pretty easy to get him to do whatever you want. You just have to make him want you enough.”

She spoke slowly, carefully, her voice low. And those eyes didn’t turn away, not even for a second. I felt like I was falling into their spell, disappearing and dissolving into the whirlpool of brown and green and gold that shone under those suggestive eyebrows, and looking at her in the flickering light, I didn’t doubt a word of what she was saying. She could make any man do anything, I was convinced of that.

And now, for the first time in all the time I knew her, I felt a kind of danger radiating off her. A danger that drew me closer, like a moth to a flame. My heart was beating fast in my chest, my hand sitting now above her knee, and she was looking at me like I was made of glass, like she could see right through me. See things, maybe, that I had never known were there.

“That’s some story,” I finally said, making myself say the words. “I never thought you’d be into that kind of thing.”

“Ever tried it? Letting a woman take control?”

“No,” I said, as her feet moved in my lap and the thunder rumbled outside. “Never felt the need to. Regular sex is good enough by itself. I never felt like I needed to make a whole production out of it.”

“Well, you’re missing out,” Elena said. “It’s kind of like acting, in a way. But you can get really into it. You can lose yourself in it. When I dominate him, when I make him worship the ground I walk on, it feels… amazing. It makes me feel like a goddess. Like, I can put all the things I worry about aside and just be in the moment. Just be this powerful, sexy woman that can bring any man to his knees, can make them grovel at my feet and beg for a scrap of my attention.”

“Wow.”

For the moment, it was almost all I could say. Her voice had this husky tone to it now, and she was still smiling, as if at any moment, she was going to burst out laughing and admit that this was all a joke. But she didn’t. She just smiled at me, watching me, and her foot moved again in my lap, and as her eyelids flickered in the moving light, I realized that my cock was swelling toward erection. And that she had felt it, through my pants, through the white cotton sock she wore. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, and I wondered if she could see it in the firelight.

“He grovels at your feet?”

“He loves my feet. He has a foot fetish, and he says I have very sexy feet. Do I?”

As she spoke, she lifted a foot from my lap, holding her leg straight out, pointing her toes at me. And as she did that, her knit dress slid a little higher, and I found myself staring at the darkness underneath it, the darkness between her legs that fuelled my desire. Carefully, I cupped her hand under her ankle, holding her foot in front of me.

“I don’t know, honestly,” I said. “Feet have never really done it for me.”

“Take my sock off.”

I looked up at her for a moment. I hadn’t missed the change in her voice, the way she was talking to me now. She was still smiling, like this was all a joke. But the look in her eyes made me think she wanted to take this further. She wanted to see how far this could go, how far I would play along with her little game. Frankly, I was curious about the answer to that myself.

Her sock slid easily off her left foot as I plucked at the toe, sliding it off and tossing it carelessly to the floor. Elena giggled as she spread her toes, and I held her foot in both hands, my thumbs running up the sole as I squeezed it. Her eyelids fluttered again, her teeth showing as she bit her lip.

“What do you think?”

“Not bad. I wouldn’t say it’s my favourite part of you, though.”

Elena burst out laughing.

“Yeah, I think I can guess what that might be,” she said. “But my foot is all you’re going to get. For now.”

Those wicked eyebrows rose as she spoke those words, and my heart leaped over itself. With every second that passed, I felt more and more sure that something incredible was happening here. Something strange and dark and sexy, something I felt like I couldn’t pass up. It’d been a while since my last partner, another short relationship that ended quickly, but even if it hadn’t been, I couldn’t get past the way Elena looked and the way she was acting. It was the same old Elena, still as beautiful as ever. But this side to her was completely new, and it made me feel like I was dealing with a whole different person. Sexy and seductive, with secrets hiding behind that dazzling smile, behind those gorgeous eyes.

Leaning forward on the sofa, I pressed my lips against her foot. She chuckled as I kissed it, folding her arms under her breasts that pressed against the wool fabric of her knit dress.

“See? I told you you guys are easy to control.”

I smiled.

“Submissive foot freaks, maybe,” I said as I lowered her foot back into my lap. “I’m just messing around.”

“Okay, why don’t you go get me another glass of wine, and we’ll see just how much you’re messing around.”

Shaking my head and smiling, I carefully slid her legs out of my lap and stood. Her eyes flickered over my body as she looked at me, and I wondered if she could see the bulge of my erection pressing against the front of my pants. I wondered if the long shadows cast by the lamp and the candles did it any favors. And before I even realized what I was doing, I was heading toward the kitchen, following her orders as if it never occurred to me to do anything else.

I poured her another glass of wine. We were starting to run low, and besides, the night was starting to feel like it needed something stronger. So I pulled the cork from my expensive bottle of whiskey and filled a glass from the kitchen cabinet, carrying the drinks back to the living room.

Elena had shifted her position. Now she sat on the end of the sofa with her legs crossed, one foot on the floor, the other dangling in the air. She had taken off her other sock too, dropping it on the floor next to the first one, so that her feet were bare. Her toes shone with a coat of red polish, carefully pedicured. I wondered with a slight smirk if this was part of her Christmas present for her kinky boyfriend.

As I handed her the glass, she looked at mine.

“On the strong stuff now?”

“It seemed like a good time for it.”

“Probably. Can I?”

She held out her free hand, and I set my glass in it. She lifted it to her lips, inhaling slightly, then taking a careful sip.

“That’s good.”

“I never knew you as a whiskey drinker.”

“You never knew me as a lot of things.”

Leaning forward over her knees, she set my glass down on the floor. Then, she shifted in her seat. I watched with growing disbelief as she stretched out her foot and stuck her big toe into the whiskey.

“Hey! What are you doing? You know what that costs?”

“Better not waste a drop then.”

Smiling, she lifted her foot, pointing her toe toward me. I shook my head as I stared at her in disbelief, watching the expensive liquid coalesce in an amber drop on the bottom of her toe.

“Go on. It’ll be fun.”

I didn’t want to prove her right, didn’t want to admit that she could get me to do anything. But she could. There was something so sexy about her when she was being playful like this, and I couldn’t ignore the wild erotic charge in the room. I stepped closer to her, taking her foot in my hands again, and, barely believing what I was doing, I lowered my head over her foot. I stuck out my tongue and tasted the whiskey on her skin, and she purred like a kitten as I licked her toe, then wrapped my lips around it and sucked it gently.

“You’re good at this,” she said, once again speaking in that low, husky voice that was pressing every button I had, that seemed to merge with the thunder still rolling outside like one continuous expression of a natural power I could do nothing about. “A natural.”

“I don’t know about that,” I murmured. And Elena raised her other foot from the floor. I tried not to groan as she pressed it against my crotch, her bare toes tracing the shape of my cock through the front of my pants.

“Don’t fight it,” she said. “It’s fun to give in, to let someone else take charge. It looks like you need it. Looks like you could use a release.”

“Elena…”

I didn’t know what else to say. The last thing I wanted to do was talk her or myself out of what I felt was about to happen. She looked absolutely stunning, and this new dominant side of her was turning me on more than I would ever have thought it would, and it felt like nothing was as important as getting what I wanted. Which, it was clear to me now, meant giving her what she wanted, too. She was dead right about that. And suddenly, I could see exactly how this man she was dating or not dating had fallen under her spell. Maybe this had all been his idea, something she did just to please him, at first. But clearly, she had gotten a taste for it.

“You know I can give you what you want.”

Elena lowered her feet to the floor, uncrossing her legs. And then, she shifted on the sofa, reaching for the bottom of her dress. She pulled it off over her head in one smooth movement, her highlighted hair springing free as she tossed it aside, and I gasped at the sight of her skin in the firelight that made it glow.

She was wearing a matching red lace bra and panty set, the bra holding her breasts high up on her chest, making them jiggle and shudder with every breath she took. The panties were cut high on her hips, the lacy fabric barely covering anything, every incredible curve of her body flaunted right in front of me. She looked as good as ever. Better than ever, maybe, sitting there in the firelight of the cabin all dressed up like a Christmas present I had never known I wanted, but now couldn’t resist. She smiled at me, knowing all too well the effect her looks had on me, manipulating me so easily with what she knew I desired, what any man would in my position.

“Holy shit, Elena, you look amazing.”

“Thank you. You look great yourself. We had some good times, didn’t we?”

“We’re having one now.”

She giggled at that.

“True. But you know what would make it even better?”

“What?”

She slid forward on the sofa. Her glowing eyes looked up at me, her lips lifted in that seductive smile, and I almost gasped as she reached for the front of my pants. She unfastened my belt, pulling the zipper down, and pushed my pants and my underwear down to my knees in one smooth motion. My cock sprang out, rock-hard now, right in front of her face, and she grinned at it like an old friend. Reaching out, she wrapped her fingers around the base, slowly stroking, and this time I did groan. She chuckled again, and I could feel her warm breath against my skin as her hand slid up and down, driving me to a fever pitch of wild desire.

“If you called me Mistress.”

She kept smiling up at me, her hand moving up and down my cock. And I laughed, but my laugh soon turned to a moan of pleasure. She knew what she was doing to me. And part of me didn’t want to give in, didn’t want to do something so ridiculous. But a far greater part of me was screaming at me that I had no choice. That what she was offering me was worth any silly little word, that if she wanted to play her little games of dominance and submission, why not let her? She looked incredibly sexy, and she was right. There was something magnetic about her taking charge like this, being commanding in a way I had never seen her be before. Why not see where this went? Why not see what all the fuss was about?

“Are you serious?”

“Very.”

The thunder that rolled outside seemed further off now, but inside the cabin, the storm between us was just reaching its own crescendo.

“Okay… Mistress.”

“Good boy,” Elena purred, and I trembled at the sound of it. Pleasure raced up and down my spine as she continued to stroke me, continued to manipulate me, toying with my cock and toying with my emotions as she sat there on the sofa in front of me, looking absolutely radiant in the candlelight that she borrowed and seemed to amplify until she was practically glowing.

With her free hand, she swept her hair back from her face. Then, she leaned even further forward, even closer to me. She opened her mouth, and I opened mine to stop her, and asked myself why on earth would I want to do that?

So I didn’t. And Elena looked up at me as she wrapped her lips around my cock, her cheeks hollowing as she began to suck.

The pleasure was incredible. I groaned through lips that began to tremble, my hands resting on her smooth shoulders as she slowly bobbed her head back and forth. She kept her eyes on me the whole time, studying my face, watching my reactions. Playing my body like an instrument that she knew so well, all those old habits and inclinations and impulses coming back as if the two years since we had split up and never happened.

Except they had, and they had changed us both. They had changed her into this unbelievably sexy, dominant, kinky woman, adding this erotic imagination to her already beautiful looks to make her totally irresistible.

And I didn’t even try to resist as her lips moved up and down my shaft, gripping me tightly, making me breathless with pleasure as I stood there in the candlelight of the cabin with the storm still rolling outside.

Whatever I had imagined for my Christmas, I hadn’t imagined anything like this. But so far, I had to admit that Elena being there with the best gift I could have ever asked for.


Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter!

[image: The Lioness]

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5U.jpg





