
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright Katt Ford 2026

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

Read Part 2 here

Read Part 3 here

Read Part 4 here

Read Part 5 here

Read Part 6 here


A Winter Walk With A Goddess

I got dressed to go out. Through the windows of the cabin, I could see the snow that was making everything outside bright and soft. Elena had a point. Through the tall windows of the cabin, I could see that it was a beautiful day. The sun was shining bright, the crisp cold mountain air as clear as glass. The kind of day that normally, it would seem a shame to spend inside.

Only I didn’t feel that way at the moment. Not when what was inside was so wild, so thrilling, so sexy. Being inside meant being with her, and now, that was all I really wanted.

Still, you can’t have sex forever. Not even with a woman like her. No matter how much you might want to.

While I got dressed in the upstairs bedroom, Elena waited downstairs. Then, as I came down, she went up, carrying her bag with her. She smiled as she went, probably because she saw the look on my face and knew what it meant. There was no reason for me to hide how badly I wanted her, and no way for me to do it even if I had one. Recent orgasm or not, I was still looking at her like I had never seen anything more desirable in my life, because that was true.

She was still wearing a corset and boots, her pussy on display, and now, seeing her like that felt even more surreal than ever. This vision of pure sex appeal, walking confidently through the cabin where I had spent so many happy Christmases with my parents. And it might sound strange to say under the circumstances, but they were still on my mind. Nothing could have done a better job of distracting me than Elena and the kinky sex she was introducing me to, but there was no way to be in this cabin without, at least occasionally, feeling the hot stab of loss when I thought of them.

Of course, that was part of our story too.

Elena disappeared upstairs, into the bedroom, and I waited for her, listening to her getting dressed. Alone with my thoughts, I felt some of that uncertainty creeping back. What was really happening here? Amazing sex, of course. And most of the time, that was more than enough to keep my mind occupied. But still, at times, I found myself wondering if there was anything more to this.

This Christmas break had been like a dream, something wilder than any fantasy I had ever had before. What happened when it was over? Was this the start of a new chapter of our lives? Or was it just a temporary fling, a way for her to escape her present reality and maybe get back at her boyfriend who had angered her?

I didn’t know. And I didn’t really want to ask. Truthfully, it felt as though I only wanted to know the answer if it was the answer I wanted. Maybe that’s how we all feel about the questions that really matter.

And what was the answer I wanted? Another question that was hard to ask myself. I had missed Elena while she was gone, missed her for two years, but like all losses, even the loss of my parents, time had blunted the edge of the pain. I read somewhere, in the darkest chapters of my mourning, that we don’t really get over loss. We just grow around it. And that was exactly how it felt when I thought about my parents, but it was how I thought about her, too. Partly because, after all, she was part of the same story. In a way, she was part of the same loss. The crucial and unavoidable difference was that maybe, just maybe, losing Elena could be fixed.

She came down the stairs smiling, dressed all in black. She had black snow boots trimmed with fur, with her tight black leggings clinging to every curve of her hips and legs as she climbed down the stairs. Above that, she wore a black down jacket, with her hair loose around her shoulders, kept away from her face by a black wool hat. It was hardly the boots and corset I had seen her in earlier, the gorgeous dominatrix outfit that made my heart pound with excitement and irrepressible desire. But she looked good. She looked, quite honestly, cute. And seeing her like this, looking more normal, more like the woman I remembered, had its own strange effect on me.

It was like it made her more real. Less of a wild fantasy, and more like the woman I remembered, the woman I had dated and loved and, now and again, had even thought of marrying. Despite the games we were playing, this was still a real person standing in front of me, and as unignorable as her sex appeal was – especially now that she had revealed this kinky side of herself – there was more to her than that. A real woman with hopes and dreams and desires of her own beyond the crazy stuff we have been doing in the bedroom. More than just a pretty face and incredible body, I knew that she had a beautiful heart as well. And my own heart vibrated in my chest as she came down the stairs, dressed to go out in the beautiful winter wonderland outside the door of the cabin.

Because after all the kinky sex we had been having, this felt more like an actual date. Something that a couple in a real relationship would do, and that had me wondering and thinking, and my heart pounding in my mind racing as I asked myself what it all meant.

If Elena asked herself any similar questions, she gave no sign of it. Her heavy coat rustled as she stepped toward me.

“Shall we go?”

“Sure.”

I led her toward the door of the cabin. Pulling it open, we stepped out into glory.

Snow squeaked under our shoes as we made our way down the driveway. The tracks her car had left were still visible, but softened by more snow that had fallen since she had arrived. Somehow, it felt like a lifetime ago. As if her arrival was a border between two different worlds, two different lives, the life I had been living without her for the past two years, and whatever was going on between us now. Because even if this was it, I told myself, even if she went back to her undeserving boyfriend and never saw me again, this would always have happened. I would always remember it, like some beacon of radiance in the depths of my usual lonely winter, a glimpse of what life might have been.

Maybe it would drive me crazy, thinking about what I had lost, what might have been. But walking through the snow beside her, I didn’t think so. What is it they say about loving and losing being better than never loving at all? If we don’t know the truth of that already, we all learn it when we grieve. For all the pain my parents’ deaths had caused me and continued to cause me, I wouldn’t change my time with them for the world. And again, the same was true of Elena. Both our former relationship, and this strange game we were playing now.

It was like she was somehow harnessing these powerful energies, using what should have been negative feelings of loss and regret and frustrated desire to create something beautiful. I was deeply wary of making more of this than it was, of being swept up in the sex just because it was the best I had ever had, because I had had to go without for a while. But it really did feel like more than that. These kinky games were fun, yes, but the release they gave me was much more than just that. In some sense, they felt almost like therapy, therapy I had had no idea I needed, but now couldn’t deny.

“What?”

Elena giggled as she looked at me, her breath forming a tiny puff of steam as she laughed. I grinned back at her, caught in the act. Staring at her like some lovestruck teenager, staring at her in disbelief not only that she was there, by my side, after all these empty years, but also at this side of herself she was in the process of revealing. I’ll admit it. I was at least partly in awe of her.

“Nothing,” I said, and she kept smiling as she turned her eyes to the snow in front of her.

We crossed the street outside the cabin, walking over the snow that the occasional passing car had pressed into packed ice. Just a little way down the road, I knew, there was the start of a trail that led into the forest, one I had walked since I was a kid. My legs seem to lead to me toward it almost automatically, the memory of my parents like kindly ghosts smiling down from the trees blanketed with snow.

The snow on the trail was deep, with no sign of human footprints since the last fall. The slight tracks of birds and the hoofprints of a deer were the only things that broke the crystalline surface of the snow, just like the soft whump of clumps of snow dropping from the branches of the trees was the only sound that broke the silence. That, and our footsteps, squeaking and creaking in chorus as we walked together through the forest. The clouds our breath made drifted around us, both of us breathing a little harder as we ascended the trail that led up the side of a mountain.

“I can’t believe I’m back here. It’s so pretty.”

“It is.”

It was. It always was, but despite the cold, the mountains never looked more beautiful than they did under the covering of snow. The peaks glowed high above us, remote and inaccessible, shining bright white with rivers of ice carving steep valleys in their stony sides. But it was her I struggled to keep my eyes off.

Her beautiful eyes were bright with laughter that seemed ready to burst out at any moment, and whatever doubts and misgivings she might have about the status of her relationship with Andre, she didn’t seem to let it cloud the pleasure she felt at being out in the woods. With me.

“It’s weird. Everything feels different now, but in a way, it feels like nothing ever changed. Do you know what I mean?”

“Yeah. I do. I mean… I don’t know what we’re doing here.”

“Me neither,” Elena said, still smiling as she spoke.

“But it’s like… I don’t know. It’s good, right now. It feels good, having you here. I’m trying to just focus on that for the moment.”

The fabric of her jacket hissed under my hand as I slid an arm around her shoulders, and she smiled a little more as I pulled her against me. Even through the clothing she wore, I could feel the warmth of her body against the cold that seemed to be trying to snatch it away from us both, joined together like we were one single creature all alone in the frozen woods.

Then she stepped a little away from me, making her own way through the snow that reached over her ankles, almost to the tops of her boots, with every step she took along the trail.

As the trail climbed the top of a hill and started to descend again, I heard the sound of rushing water. I knew what was ahead, and through the trees, over her shoulder, I could peer down into the valley and see the white water that raced between the rocks. The river moved too fast to freeze, at least in these temperatures, and as Elena and I followed the trail around a shoulder of the mountain, we followed the course of the river until we reached the waterfall.

“Oh my God,” she said, her breath a cloud of steam that erupted from her throat as she gazed open-mouthed at the cascading water. It plunged down a good twenty feet from the abrupt cliffs above, the thunder of it filling our ears. Icicles shone at either side of the plunging stream, growing slowly larger with every drop of water that hit them and froze. But the middle of the waterfall was still liquid, still bright and alive, thundering into a small pool at the bottom of the cliff before charging out to join the stream that carved out the valley below.

“Oh my God, this is so beautiful,” Elena said again. She seemed a little more breathless from the hike than I would have expected; she had always taken care of her health and fitness when we were together. But the cold will do that to you, I thought to myself as I stood slightly behind her, looking at the same waterfall. It was magnificent. Even if I had seen it dozens of times.

“Nice, isn’t it? My parents used to take me here when I was a kid. Then when I got older, I’d come here by myself sometimes. You sometimes run into people in the summer, but there’s usually no one around this time of year. We have it all to ourselves.”

Turning her head toward me, she smiled at me over her shoulder, her long highlighted hair catching in the fake fur trim around the hood of her jacket. Then, she stepped forward, closer to the water. Under the snow, her boots crunched on the pebble beach at the edge of the pool.

Near the edge of the water, where it turned to ice at the shore, the snow thinned out, exposing the pebbles underneath. Elena reached down, picking up a few, and I watched her ass strain against the tight leggings she wore as her jacket rode up, her feminine curves inspiring that same familiar hunger in me, despite the orgasm she had given me so recently.

Beauty and sex appeal are two different things. The waterfall was beautiful, but I didn’t want to fuck it. But Elena had both. She was beautiful in a way that seemed almost like a force of nature, like a waterfall, like a star. But she was madly sexy, too. So sexy that I couldn’t ignore it, even while my head was full of thoughts without names. I was thinking about my parents. I was thinking about my childhood. I was thinking about the way that she had come back into my life and the way that she had left it, the mistakes we had made and the joy we had shared. I was thinking about the future too, even as I tried not to.

But also, and more than ever as she bent over to pick up her pebbles, I was thinking about her.

She laughed as I stepped up close behind her, grabbing her by the hips. I pressed my body against her, letting her feel the growing bulge of my erection against her ass. She laughed out loud, the sound of it bouncing back from the frozen rocks of the cliff face and merging with the thundering noise of the waterfall.

“You just don’t stop, do you? Even if it’s freezing outside.”

“Feels pretty hot to me,” I said.

She straightened up, one hand holding the flat smooth pebbles she had gathered. She didn’t step away. Instead, she pressed her body back against mine, my erection pushing even harder against her ass, my hands sliding up inside her jacket, seeking the warmth of her body before she pushed them away. But she did it playfully, almost teasingly, turning as she did and draping her arms over my shoulders. Rising up on her tiptoes, she kissed me, and I felt the warmth of her mouth as her tongue slid over mine, my body responding in the same way as I wrapped my arms around her tiny waist, pulling her against me.

When she pulled away, I was even more aroused than I had already been.

She faced the pool at the base of the waterfall, hurling a stone at the water as she tried to skip it. The first sank immediately, but on her second try, she got the stone to bounce just once.

“I haven’t done this in ages.”

Another stone plopped into the water, but she shrieked with joy as the fourth one took two bounces before disappearing under the falling water.

Close to the cliff, there was a large boulder that had probably fallen from above thousands of years ago. Stepping toward it, Elena brushed most of the snow off it with her hand and sat down. Bending, I skipped a handful of icy pebbles, and sat down on the boulder next to her, tossing stones into the water myself.

“You suck at this,” she teased as another of my stones vanished without a single bounce.

“I never did get the hang of it,” I said. “On a flat lake, maybe, but this water is too turbulent.”

“I managed it.”

“Yeah, well, I guess we can’t all be amazing stone skippers and dominant goddesses.”

Elena laughed.

“Maybe you just need the right encouragement.”

Her eyes sparkled as she turned toward me.

“Tell you what. Let’s make it interesting. Get one stone to skip twice, and I’ll give you head.”

“What?”

She smiled at me as she ran her glistening tongue over her lips.

“You heard me. Wherever you want. Right here, if you want. But the same goes for me. If I beat you to it, you have to go down on me.”

I smiled. Her playfulness was such a turn-on. And I didn’t think I had much chance of winning; clearly, I was nowhere near as good at this game as she was. But maybe that was the point. And maybe I didn’t care. It felt like either way, I would win.

“You’re crazy,” I said, shaking my head. But even as she left, I reached down to the snow to pick up some more pebbles. I threw more carefully this time, trying my best to spin the flat stone across the water, but again, it vanished without a trace.

“You’re so bad at this,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s a good thing you have other skills. Go on, try again. I’m so confident you’re not going to make it that I’ll give you a few free tries before I even start.”

I glanced at her for a moment, but said nothing. Her cockiness was a little annoying, I’ll admit, even if it did go with her dominant persona. I wanted what she offered me. Wanted it so badly it almost made me breathless just to think about it. I tried to focus, swinging my arm at my side, and the pebble I tossed into the water took just the quickest of bounces before sinking along with all the rest.

“Hopeless,” Elena giggled. And then, I heard the rustle of her jacket as she leaned closer toward me, pressing her body against me, her breath warm against my ear as she whispered. “Looks like you’ll be licking my pussy like a good little loser.”

A shiver of excitement passed through me at her words.

“Oh no,” I said sarcastically, making her laugh.

“Go on, try again.”

I threw another stone, and this time, I actually got a solid, convincing bounce. But not a second.

“Ooo, getting better,” Elena said. “Go on. I’ll give you another shot.”

I held a pebble in my hand. Like most of the shingle on the beach, it was round and almost flat, a near-perfect disc for skipping. I tucked it into the crook of my finger, swinging my arm back and forth a few times to get the feel of it. Then I threw it, straightening my finger to give it the spin I knew it would need.

It flew toward the water. Elena gasped beside me as it bounced from the shining surface, spinning high into the air, a dark speck visible against the white plunge of the waterfall behind it. It dropped toward the water again, and I almost held my breath, practically willing it to bounce one more time.

Plop.

“Oh no! That’s too bad. That was a good one, too. Now, watch how it’s done.”

Elena pulled a stone from her pocket. Her eyes caught the light reflecting from the snow all around as she stared at the surface of the water, gauging time and distance for a minute. Then she let her stone fly.

It bounced. It bounced again. And, as if showing off, it bounced a third time before disappearing under the surface.

“Yes!”

She raised her arms in triumph, laughing as she did. She jumped up from the boulder we were sitting on, turning her beaming smile on me as she celebrated. I smiled back at her. It was a contest I was happy to lose. Still, if I’m being honest, I felt a little disappointment at my failure, even as she seemed to revel in it.

“I win!”

“Guess so.”

I stood up from the boulder myself. Elena’s eyes followed the trail we had stepped off when we got onto the beach.

“Does it go to the top of the waterfall?

“Yeah, it does.”

“Okay, let’s go.”

Without waiting for a response from me, she stepped past me, heading back toward the trail, her boots crunching in fresh snow again. I followed, and as she reached behind her to brush the snow off the back of her pants, I couldn’t resist the temptation. I reached out, brushing my hand over her ass, feeling the firm muscle under her tight leggings. I brushed the snow away, but really, I was copping a feel. And Elena knew it.

She stopped dead in the middle of the trail that was starting to climb up the side of the waterfall.

“Making yourself useful? That’s good. Make sure you get it all.”

I smiled to myself, at her commanding tone as much as at anything else. But of course, I did what she wanted. Caressing the curves of her body, and she let me. If anything, she pushed back against my hand, encouraging me to touch her more.

“Kiss it.”

Elena was no longer smiling. Instead, she stared back at me over her shoulder, the grade of the trail putting her slightly above me. Her eyelids were lowered, those incredible eyes barely visible through her dark eyelashes, a slight coil of steam escaping from between her parted lips.

“What?

“You heard me. You want my ass badly, so show me. Kiss it. Right here. There’s no one around.”

She wasn’t wrong. And it wasn’t like I didn’t want to. Cold or not, my cock was throbbing in my pants as I stood with my hand pressed against her backside, feeling those magnificent curves. Still, the thought of doing something so outrageous in public, even if there was no one there to see, added a wild note of excitement to what she was proposing. For all the crazy things we had already done, it was like she was once again finding a way to make things even hotter.

And, really, from my point of view, why not? It was hot being bossed around by her. It was hot submitting to her. What she wanted from me was embarrassing and degrading, but it would hardly be the first time she had played with those particular emotions.

There on the trail, I bent down, pressing my lips against her ass. She sighed happily as she felt me kiss her ass through the tight pants she wore, the last traces of snow melting underneath my lips.

“Again,” she curtly ordered. “I didn’t tell you to stop, did I?”

“No… Mistress Elena.”

She laughed, just slightly, to hear me address her that way. The words just felt natural in the situation we were in, with me submitting to her all over again. But at the same time, there was some calculation in what I was saying. After all, I knew it turned her on to hear me talk like that. And right now, that was exactly what I wanted to do.

So I kept kissing her ass, as she shifted her footing on the trail, the snow squeaking underneath her. I held her by the hips, bending at the waist as I pressed my mouth against that perfect ass, and she stood there watching me over her shoulder, a wintry goddess accepting my worship.

“Good boy,” she said at last, teasing me further by making it sound like she was talking to a dog she was training. Then she stepped forward, climbing up the trail without saying a word, and I walked behind her, watching the curves of her ass and her legs as she climbed, already breathless, up the steep path that ran up the side of the waterfall.

We kicked our way through the snow, emerging at last from under the trees where a broad and placid stream ran toward the cliff edge and then disappeared over it. Elena’s breathing was shallow as she stood for a moment with her hands on her hips, turning her head to take in the sweeping view of mountains and forest and river in front of us. It was beautiful. Of course it was. But I could hardly concentrate on that with her in front of me. All I could think about was her, her incredible body, her beautiful face, and above and beyond it all, her wicked mind that invented these crazy games, that kept me guessing, that kept me chasing after her all the time, just trying to keep up.

This wasn’t the Elena I had fallen in love with. This was the new version, the one that kept all the beauty and passion and fun of the woman I knew, but added this dark thrill, this spicy note that made her even more intoxicating and irresistible than she had ever been before. Out there somewhere was a man who had fucked up so badly by letting a woman like her slip away from him. Then again, I had been that man once. And I had paid for it with my share of lonely nights, filled with doubt and regret and self-accusations.

But now, hear she was, right in front of me, as if all those years were a bad dream that I was now waking up from into an unbelievably bright and beautiful world.

“There’s absolutely no one around.”

“Yeah.”

“Good.”

Elena turned to me with a wicked smile, and my heart quickened in my chest as she stepped toward me, her boots crunching through the snow. I had absolutely no idea what she might have in mind. But I couldn’t wait to find out.
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