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Worshiping His Christmas Mistress

Elena’s body trembled to my touch. I could feel her orgasm coming, could taste it. I could feel the way her pussy spasmed against my lips, the way she convulsed as her pleasure peaked. And I loved it.

I loved every minute of it, every second of it, welcoming it like the blessing that it was. It’d been so long since we were together, but somehow, the years were almost totally erased now, and in some ways, it felt like we had never split up. Even though we had clearly both grown a lot since then. Kneeling there in front of the sofa with my head between her thighs, I didn’t think about her new boyfriend, the messiness of her existing relationship that might be over, and then again might not. It didn’t concern me. What mattered to me was that she was here, now, moaning in pleasure, her voice making the sweetest music of ecstasy imaginable and sending shockwaves of desire racing through my body.

She came. I heard it coming, felt it coming, and all but demanded it myself. I wanted it almost as badly as I wanted my own ecstasy, my own pleasure, my cock throbbing and raging between my legs as I held my hands on her thighs and felt her legs shake with this outpouring of wild passion. It felt so crazy, so unexpected, but so right at the same time. As if the two years we had been apart had been a total waste, and the only thing that mattered was getting back to this.

Warm juices poured out of her pussy as she convulsed with pleasure, and I lapped them up. Thinking back to our previous relationship, I couldn’t remember ever making her cum that way. Certainly, she used to enjoy receiving oral, but it was always a prelude to something else. Always, back then, either she or I couldn’t wait for the next stage, and we would rush heedlessly onto that, desperately and eagerly chasing that mutual release we both wanted.

Not this time. Maybe it was part of her new uninhibited persona, her newfound confidence in herself and her sexual power. She always had confidence, but now it was so much more obvious. She was so much more comfortable in her body, so much more willing to let go and simply enjoy the sensations I was giving her. It was sexy. Sexy in a way I had never really thought about before, never really considered. They say confidence is sexy, but for guys, looks always come first. Well, Elena had those to spare. But now I was seeing just how sexy her confidence could be too.

And as she panted in pleasure, I sat back on my knees, grinning at her with a face that was wet with her juices. Honestly, it felt like an achievement. It felt like I had really done something, had made this incredible woman happy. As if that was all that mattered. As if that was all I could ever want. Kneeling there like I was, staring up at her gorgeous body, that was honestly how it felt.

She looked down at me. Her striking eyes were glowing, that incredible green-gold color even more noticeable and even more enchanting than before. And there was no doubt in my mind now. Whatever this relationship was, it was exciting, and we both wanted each other, and we knew one another’s bodies well enough to give each other all kinds of sexual pleasure. She was glowing with orgasm, her cheeks flushed, her eyes glassy, and I didn’t doubt for a moment that she wanted more just as badly as I did.

So I stood up. The bulge in my boxer shorts was just as obvious as ever, my cock standing out proud from my body, ready and eager for her. And she smiled as her eyes drifted down toward it, her teeth showing as she bit her lip in arousal, the sexiest look imaginable.

But as I reached for the front of my underwear, as I pulled down the waistband to make my cock spring out, she held up her hand.

“Stop.”

“What?”

My brow furrowed in confusion. What could be more natural than the two of us having sex right now? What made more sense than that? Nothing. That was the whole point of what we were doing here, what everything was leading to. A negative response was so unexpected, I felt like I must have misheard her.

She was still smiling, still with that excited look on her face. To me, her words seemed completely at odds with the way she looked and the way the day seemed to be going, the way it seemed to want to go. But slowly, I came to realize that that was exactly the point.

“Well, I already came. I don’t need another orgasm right now.”

“I do.”

Her eyes only shone brighter at my words.

“Well that’s just too bad, isn’t it?” she smiled. “Because I’m in charge here.”

I glared at her. But it didn’t change the unflappable smile on her face. In fact, if anything, it made her worse, my doubt and confusion and disappointment seeming to encourage her. She was thoroughly enjoying this. And, honestly, so was I, in my own way. Her bossiness, her arrogance, her commanding attitude were all a big turn-on to me. But maybe not so much in that particular moment. Maybe in that particular moment, all I wanted was to get off. To feel and experience her incredible body again. And the obvious pleasure she was taking in denying me was getting in the way of that.

“Is that right?”

“You know it is.”

As she spoke, Elena theatrically swung one leg over the other, crossing them as if to deny me access, deprive me of even the sight of her sex that I could still taste in my mouth. She looked so radiant, sitting back on the sofa like that, legs crossed, thighs on display, her breasts with their erect nipples pressing against the fabric of the T-shirt she had stolen from me. And the look on her face seemed to suggest that she knew it. She was an absolute goddess, and she was well aware of that fact, and that knowledge, I knew, was part of her appeal. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t occasionally maddening.

“You haven’t forgotten what we said last night, have you?”

Her smile was almost menacing now, but just as beautiful as ever at the same time. I could feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment, and I wondered if she noticed. Somehow, it felt like those stunning, almost metallic eyes missed absolutely nothing.

Of course I hadn’t forgotten. How could I? The things we both had said, the way she treated me, vibrated in my head like a tune I couldn’t forget, a rhythm I couldn’t ignore pounding in my skull as if it managed to synchronize with the beating of my heart. The worst part was the knowledge that I had meant every word.

In the heat of the moment, nothing seemed more desirable than to give in to her, to let her take charge, to become her slave the way she wanted me to. It would be nice to say that in the cold light of day, things felt different. But they didn’t, really. Maybe a little more embarrassing; maybe a little more shameful. But the desire didn’t change. The desire to submit was bound up in my desire for her, and that wasn’t going anywhere. She was too sexy to resist, too beautiful to argue with, and my cock throbbing away in my boxer shorts felt almost like a symbol of her power over me and my inability to say no to her.

“No.”

In that moment, that felt like almost all I could say. Just simple, short words, while my mind raced with a million ideas, thoughts and fantasies and fears all combining into a potent mix that almost made me feel drunk with my need for her, and my confusion at everything that was happening between us. My own feelings were traitors, my body almost an enemy as I stood there in front of her, throbbing with need, desperate for whatever she was willing to give me. And she was in charge. That was the thing. She was absolutely correct in what she was saying, knowing that her beauty and my attraction to her, that had never waned over the years we had been apart, gave her all the power she could possibly need, to use however she saw fit.

“No, what?”

Still with her legs crossed, she sat up on the sofa now, pushing herself more upright. She was still smiling, but I detected something dangerous in the way she was looking at me, the way she was moving. I wouldn’t say I was scared of her. How could I be, when I was so much bigger than her? But I was so aware of the power she had, so painfully conscious of what she could do. And so was she.

She let her words hang in the air, still smiling as she waited for my response. In no hurry. All part of the dominant persona, I supposed. All part of the way she was, the way she had learned to be with this submissive boyfriend of hers. And even if I had never thought of myself as being the submissive type, the same tricks were working on me. There was no denying that. I knew it, and if she ever doubted it, all she had to do was look down at the unmistakable bulge in my underwear, and she would see just how eager I was for her, and for this.

I knew what she wanted. It came to me in a flash, accompanied with the sting of humiliation, and a fresh swell of strange desire. Those indelible memories of the night before swirled around me, visions of her in the full flood of her dominance replaying themselves in my head while the real woman sat in front of me, smiling seductively, waiting for the right response. I remembered exactly what she had said, exactly what she had demanded, just as I remembered exactly how she had looked when she said it. It was impossible to forget.

Was it possible to resist? That egoic part of me still wanted to. It told me that sometimes, we say and do things in the bedroom that we would never do in any other context. That dirty talk is just dirty talk, and it’s fine to say whatever it takes to get each other off. That doesn’t mean you really mean it.

But Elena did mean it. If I hadn’t known that already, I certainly did now. Now, it seemed basically impossible to ignore. She might be sitting in front of me wearing nothing but one of my old T-shirts, her body still glowing with the orgasm I had given her, but there was no getting past the fact that she was just as much in charge as if she had been sat there in full leather regalia, whip in hand. And that thought made my cock pulse even more, made my submission even more guaranteed as I stared at her with astonishment and desire and knew exactly what she wanted to hear.

I could resist, if I wanted to. I could tell her to stop, that we had had our fun last night, but that was it. That was all. But even as the thought flashed through my head, I rejected it. Why would I do that, after the wild thrill the previous night had been? Why would I do anything to jeopardize the kinky game she had dragged me into?

I didn’t understand it, and in some ways, the whole thing intimidated me. But that was part of the thrill. I couldn’t dispute that at least some of the excitement came from not knowing what would happen next, from not knowing how far she would take things. She might be just as beautiful as she had ever been, and she might know my body as only a lover could. But this was a different Elena I was dealing with now, and that made things exciting.

“No, Mistress.”

Her smile spread across her face, delight shining in her eyes as I spoke the words. She knew she had won. And saying those words, in that context, made me feel like I was stepping across a threshold I could never retreat from, that now, whatever lay ahead, life had entered a new chapter for me. The thrill of it was in direct proportion to the nervousness I felt as I looked at her, knowing all over again that there was nothing I could do to resist this beautiful woman.

“That’s better. Let’s not go forgetting our places just because it’s the morning after.”

I stared at her open-mouthed. Even after last night, I wasn’t used to hearing this kind of talk from her. This condescending tone, this smug superiority. It should have been annoying, and coming from anyone else, it probably would have been. But coming from her, in that moment and in that context, it felt somehow right. Like virtually everything else she did, it only seemed to add to her sexiness, her beauty, her inarguable appeal.

She shifted again on the sofa, uncrossing her legs now but keeping her knees together as she leaned forward. She put her elbows on her knees, one hand supporting her chin as she looked up at me. Like she was considering something. Like she was sizing me up, weighing me, determining what I was made of. Deciding what she would do next. It was a scary thought, and a thrilling one. Just like seemingly everything else about her.

“I had big plans for this Christmas. With Andre,” she said.

I watched her face carefully as she mentioned her boyfriend, ex-boyfriend, whatever he was to her now. But I didn’t see the slightest trace of regret or sadness in her expression. Good.

“I wanted to really push him, see how far we could go. And now, here I am with you instead and… Well, I have a few ideas.”

“I bet you do,” I said, making her laugh out loud. But I wasn’t joking. Looking at her, knowing what had happened last night, I never doubted for a second that she had intentions for how she wanted things to go. This was the new Elena, sexy and confident and completely in charge, and no matter how nervous it made me, I couldn’t deny that I was enjoying it. This new side to her was her sexiest one yet.

“I think you should go get the handcuffs.”

Now, her voice was a low seductive purr as she looked up at me. And even as her words sent a jolt of nervousness through me, I couldn’t deny the excitement that went with it. I had never been interested in games like that until the night before. But being in her power was so thrilling, so undeniably pleasurable, that my heart seemed to race at the mere thought of a repeat.

I still didn’t want to do it. More correctly, part of me didn’t. The part that still preached caution, the part that warned me I was going far too fast down this dark road with her, and that I ought to be careful. But truthfully, that part never stood a chance. It could never compete with the wild thrill in my blood, the desperate urge to do exactly what she wanted me to, knowing it was the path to unbelievable pleasure. I never had a chance where she was concerned, and maybe she knew that even before I did. After all, she had a lot more experience in these games than me.

So I didn’t say a word. I certainly didn’t argue. Instead, I just turned, walking away from her. And I didn’t turn around to look, but as I walked through the cabin, I could feel her eyes following me. Could feel her watching me with unconcealed delight, as if her happiness at the position of power she found herself in radiated through my parents’ cabin the way the heat of the fire had done the night before.

Still in my boxer shorts, I climbed the stairs to the bedroom. Seeing the wreckage up there, the mess we had left from the night before, sent those same wild images tumbling through my brain again. Among the clothes the two of us shed, her sexy lingerie scattered across the floor, I found the pink leather handcuffs she had made me wear. I picked them up.

I took a deep breath as I headed for the stairs, as if I was about to dive underwater. Again, I thought of resistance, and again, I dismissed it. What had happened last night had been one of the greatest sexual experiences of my life, and at the time, it had seemed almost like an unrepeatable miracle. Well, now it seemed like it was about to happen again. It was crazy to do this, but it would be even crazier to turn it down.

So I headed downstairs, the handcuffs dangling from one fist as I descended. Elena hadn’t moved. She was still sitting there on the couch, smiling up at me as I came downstairs. Still looking as radiant as ever in her oversized T-shirt, her incredible body denied to me only by that single layer of thin cloth, so that all I could think about was what lay beneath and the promise of pleasure it held out.

I walked toward her, and she watched me approach. With every step, it felt as if I was surrendering a little more of myself to her, giving up a little more control. As if I had ever had any to give up. We both knew the truth. Almost from the moment she had pulled into the driveway of the cabin, she had been completely in charge. And certainly, she was now, calling all the shots while I struggled to even keep up.

I stood in front of her. Finally, she stood up from the couch and moved toward me, and I caught the smell of her body like an echo of the night before and the promise of the day that lay ahead, and it went straight to my head in a sudden rush of blood.

Slowly, almost carefully, as if afraid she might spook me, Elena took the handcuffs from my hand. With the same careful movements, she stepped behind me, pulling my arms gently but firmly with her. And as usual, I let her do it. As usual, I did nothing to stop her as she held my wrists behind my back and buckled the cuffs around them, making me helpless all over again. As she did, I felt another rush of excitement, another flush of strange pleasure, this thrill of submission the most surprising thing I had learned about myself in a long time.

With my arms tied behind me, Elena circled around to stand in front of me again. Even closer this time, the smell of her and the warmth of her body even stronger, making my heart flutter in my chest where I stood. Slowly, she trailed a hand over my skin, moving it teasingly over my body, dropping lower all the time. I shivered as she touched the lower part of my stomach, and shivered even more as her fingers slipped under the waistband of my underwear.

Elena chuckled as she touched my cock. Straightaway, I knew she could feel my hardness, my desperate and uncontrollable desire for what only she could give me. All that power, all that desire, making itself felt in such an inescapable way.

Then, she pulled down my boxer shorts. She chuckled to herself as my cock sprang out, just like I knew it would. She took hold of it, running her hand up and down it, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body again while she toyed with me, flexing the power we both knew she had.

“See? You love this, you little bitch.”

She spoke the curse word so softly, and coming from those pillowy lips, it sounded almost affectionate. And yet so mocking and humiliating at the same time. She was so good at this, and her sexual dominance seemed so natural, I was almost surprised it had never emerged back when we were dating. Maybe if it had, things would have been different, although I doubted it. After all, it wasn’t a lack of good sex that caused us to split up in the first place.

“Now, stay there,” she said, still using that same soft but commanding voice on me. “I’m going to change into something more…dominant.”

Again, she chuckled as she spoke, and I simply nodded my head. At that point, it was starting to feel as if coherent sentences were beyond me. The part of my brain that might normally have helped me decide what to say seemed to have been completely wiped out by the part that controls desire. Nothing but sex mattered in that moment, and that was exactly what Elena was both offering and withholding from me, and the balance between those two positions was where I teetered, constantly on the verge of falling but never quite doing it.

Elena stepped away from me, and I tried not to groan as I felt her hand leave my cock. She stepped away from the sofa, grabbing the bag she had brought in the night before and carrying it upstairs with her. I watched her go, just like she knew I would. As she climbed the stairs, she turned toward me to flash me a dazzling smile, a smile that promised all sorts of carnal delights. A smile that made my heart surge and throb in time with my cock as I watched her disappear into the bedroom of my parents’ cabin.

And then, for a while, I was left alone.

I simply stood where she had left me. I didn’t even sit down. Somehow, it just didn’t occur to me to make myself comfortable. I stood there with my boxer shorts around my ankles, my hands tied behind my back, my cock throbbing and surging in the empty air with the memory of her touch, and I waited for my new mistress to reappear.

Before too long, she did. And she looked magnificent. After the lingerie I had seen her in the night before, my expectations were high, but somehow, she found a way to exceed them.

She was wearing a black corset, decorated with an intricate pattern of lace all down the front, and her breasts looked absolutely amazing as they bounced in the cups with every step she took. She wore the corset with a pair of black boots, gleaming leather with a spike high heel that made her body sway erotically with every step. Her hips swayed as she made her way slowly down the stairs, stepping carefully, as if she was in a fashion show, but I was the only audience.

And between corset and boots, she wore nothing at all. Her pussy was completely on display, exposed to my desperate eyes, and it was hard to look anywhere else as she moved down the stairs toward me. Even though every part of her was gorgeous, even though every curve of her magnificent body called to me, it was that, that wet slit between her legs, that was the source of all my desire.

Reaching the bottom of the stairs, she walked toward me. Still with those slow, purposeful movements, still moving like she had all the time in the world. Of course, she did. I wasn’t going anywhere, and I couldn’t even think of resisting her now. Once again, she was the gorgeous dominant mistress she so clearly wanted to be, and if I hadn’t been completely under her spell already, I would have fallen for it totally in that moment.

“What do you think?”

She stood in front of me with her hands on her hips now, a pose that accentuated her incredible hourglass figure. Close enough to touch, so close that her heaving breasts almost brushed my chest as she inhaled, so close that my cock almost touched her hip as I stood staring at her. Almost. But not quite. And that tiny gap between us felt like the gulf of void space between stars, impossible to cross no matter how glorious the goal might be.

“You look incredible, Elena,” I panted, and then quickly corrected, “Mistress Elena.”

“Glad you like it. And glad you’re remembering your manners, just about,” she grinned. “Still, I think you could benefit from a little more training. You’re learning your place, but there’s still a little bit of defiance in you.”

“I’ve done everything you said, Mistress Elena,” I mumbled, but my protest was weak. I knew she wasn’t listening. In the end, it didn’t matter what I said. What mattered was what Elena thought, what she wanted, what she decided to do with me. Anything else was irrelevant.

“Don’t talk back, bitch,” she said again, still speaking softly, with no real bite in her words. Again, she wrapped her hand around my cock, stroking me slowly and making me moan, making me cringe with pleasure all over again. “Otherwise, you won’t get your reward.”

Still holding my cock in her hand, she sat down on the sofa in front of me. Her breasts looked even more spectacular as I stood over her, looking down the front of that sexy corset. She tossed her highlighted hair back behind her head as she grinned up at me, her grip on my manhood pulling me gently closer.

Once she had me positioned just right, she leaned forward. Those big boobs swelled against the black corset that held them high on her chest, infinitely desireable but completely unreachable for me, for now. And she opened her mouth, taking my cock inside as she wrapped her lips tight around the shaft, her talented tongue flickering over the sensitive head to make me shiver and moan.

Just like the night before, Elena was giving me a slow, sensuous blowjob on the sofa of the cabin, making pleasure swirl and swell inside me all over again. Again, my moans and cries reached up toward the vaulted ceiling of the cabin, transforming the place into a theater of sexual pleasure all over again. And as I watched Elena, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked another moan out of me, I couldn’t believe how this Christmas had turned out.
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