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Meeting His Goddess

It’s really not my thing.

It’s not that I’m anti-Christmas. I loved it when I was a kid, like everyone does. I’m not some heartless Scrooge. Like everyone else, I get a little nostalgic  at this time of year, thinking about how simple life used to be. How uncomplicated everything was.

But on a personal level, the holiday season just doesn’t do that much for me. After all, I live alone now, miles away from the family that used to make this time of year mean something. My first Christmas away, I went home. But lately, I’ve got off that idea. Traveling at this time of year is so expensive and such a nightmare that I’ve sworn never to do it again. The downside of that, of course, is that it means spending every Christmas alone.

I’m used to being alone. I don’t mind it. If fact, there’s a lot to recommend it. I’m lucky that I have a job that pays enough that I don’t need to have a roommate. And there’s a certain kind of freedom that comes from living solely for yourself, from carving out your life on the other side of the country from everyone you know. I wouldn’t trade that for anything.

But as everyone knows, Christmas isn’t an easy time to be alone. And as I wandered from one brightly lit shop to the next, irritatedly navigating the surging crowds of other shoppers, I’ll admit I was feeling a little bit down. The Christmas blues are unpredictable that way. You know they’re coming, but you never know exactly when or how. And just when you think you’ve become immune to them, that maybe they won’t affect you this year, they come rising up out of nowhere to remind you of everything you’ve lost. Don’t get me wrong, I wouldn’t trade my current life for my old one. You can’t go back. Especially not to childhood. And if you could, I wouldn’t really want to. But adult life gets complicated, and sooner or later, we all find ourselves wishing for more simplicity. Maybe that’s all it is.

Then again, there’s something to be said for complications too.

One store gave way to another. I’ve never been all that great at buying gifts. And for some of my family, especially the younger members like my nephews and nieces, I’m not really part of their lives, so I don’t really know what they’re into. Kids like toys, but as a grown man, I have no idea what the hot toys are that the kids want these days. I only have the loosest of grasps on what toys are even appropriate for kids of different ages. And the adults I have to shop for are no easier. Still, you try your best. And that’s what I was doing as I meandered through the busy and overheated stores, picking over their offerings and hoping something would jump out at me as the perfect gift for someone in my life.

I was browsing some big department store when it happened. Department stores are usually a good bet. Generalists, not specialists. You can get a little bit of everything. If you’re lucky, you can get everything you need to cross people off your Christmas list. But the moment I saw her, I forgot all about that. I forgot why I was even there. In fact, it was all I could do to remember my name.

You know that feeling? That sensation of having your reason totally derailed by the sight of someone so beautiful you can hardly believe they’re real? It doesn’t happen often. But when it does, it’s one of life’s great mysteries. After all, the world is full of beautiful women. I see them every day. But sometimes, for whatever reason, you encounter someone whose beauty hits you like a thunderbolt. I never really had a chance. That was the reality. From the very first moment I saw her, I was hers completely.

She was a promo girl. Standing near the makeup counter handing out tiny sticks impregnated with some perfume. She was dressed in a short red dress trimmed at the him with white fur, matching the Santa hat she wore on her head to keep her dark and silky hair back from her face. I watched her smile at another customer as she handed her a sample, a smile I knew had to be a practiced illusion but nevertheless looked entirely genuine. That smile lit up her whole face, her white teeth showing between bright red lips. But it was her eyes that captured me so completely. They were big and round and the most incredible shade of blue, a kind of oceanic depth and clarity to them that I had never seen in anyone’s eyes before. She was gorgeous. And her Christmas-themed dress left me no doubts about the body it barely concealed. Beneath the dress, she was wearing black fishnet stockings that disappeared into the top of high-heeled leather boots, and I could feel desire churning inside me just from looking at her.

The crowd swirled around her as other shoppers jostled to get their free samples. I tried to walk past indifferently, but she fixed me to the spot with those remarkable eyes. Under her stare, I felt suddenly uneasy, as though I had never seen a pretty girl before. Suddenly, I felt clumsy and awkward and tongue-tied in a way I never normally do, and her beautiful smile only made things worse as she held out a perfume stick toward me.

“Can I interest you in a free sample?” she asked.

“It’s probably not my fragrance,” I said, and she laughed. There was a musical quality to her laugh. It seemed to bubble out of her in an eruption of genuine joy. And cynically, I told myself that she was a saleswoman, that this was all part of the game. Probably she had laughed just like that at the lame jokes of a thousand men before me that day alone. But I couldn’t help feeling something at that laugh. Or at least hoping I did, anyway.

“For your girlfriend, then.”

“I don’t have a girlfriend,” I said, then found myself wondering if there was more to her comments than it initially seemed.

“Can’t settle on just one, huh? Too busy playing the field?”

That bright smile told me she was teasing me, and the gleam in her beautiful eyes told me she knew exactly what she was doing. But I was more than willing to play along. The truth was, I was enraptured. Totally smitten with her already. Her looks alone were enough to do that, but the way she was joking around with me only made the effect more powerful. She was a professional, I reminded myself. It was her job to get people to like her. But that didn’t stop me falling hard, right there in the busy crowd of the department store.

“Can’t find one,” I said, making her giggle again.

“That can’t be true,” she said. Objectively, I knew that the store around us was still busy, vibrating with the surging crowd of people in it. But absurdly, I felt like we were the only ones there. Like the whole world had simply vanished, leaving just the two of us alone in our flirtatious little bubble. Because I had no doubt that that was what was happening. I couldn’t understand why or how a girl who looked like this was flirting with me. But it seemed obvious that she was.

“Oh, it’s painfully true,” I said with a rueful smile. Those gorgeous eyes moved again, flickering over my face for just a second. I could practically see the thoughts moving through her head, too quick for me to follow. When she finally spoke, it was as though she had made some secret decision about me. I could only hope it was a positive one.

“I’m on my break in an hour,” she said, lowering her voice just a bit to not be heard the passing crowds. Just a few feet away, her pretty coworker, dressed the same way, continue handing out perfume samples. “Wanna hang out?”

“Absolutely,” I said without hesitation, and she laughed at my obvious eagerness. But this was no time to be coy, I knew. The most beautiful woman I had ever seen was hitting on me, and even if I didn’t understand why, I wasn’t going to question this unbelievable turn of events. This kind of thing never happened to me. I wasn’t about to ruin the one time it did by second-guessing everything.

“Okay,” she smiled. “I’ve been meaning to check out the Christmas market in the plaza out there. Meet me by the entrance in an hour?”

“Yeah, I’ll be there,” I said.

“I’m sure you will. My name’s Alex, by the way.”

“I’m Lee. Nice to meet you,” I said, giving her what I hoped was a winning smile and all the while hardly daring to believe this unbelievable stroke of luck.

“See you in an hour, Lee.”

The hour dragged unbelievably. Already as I walked away from Alex, leaving her to go back to her job handing out free samples, I felt like I had waited long enough. I glanced back at her over my shoulder, but she was oblivious, talking instead to one of the customers she had neglected while we chatted. I stumbled out of the department store in a kind of daze, almost shellshocked by what had happened. I don’t consider myself an ugly guy or an especially unattractive one. I’ve had my share of female interest over the years. But never from a girl like that. And no woman had ever been so forward, so bold and obvious in hitting on me. It almost felt too good to be true, like some cruel prank that would soon reveal a hidden camera to make a fool of me. But I pushed those negative thoughts away. There was no point questioning everything, I told myself. Already, even though I knew next to nothing about her, I could see that Alex was unlike any woman I had ever met. And the hour I had to wait dragged on and on as I waited to learn more about her.

My Christmas shopping completely abandoned now, I strolled aimlessly through the cold and crowded streets. As the hour mark got closer, I told myself all kinds of silly things. Probably she wouldn’t show up. A girl like that couldn’t possibly want anything to do with a guy like me. Maybe it had all been a joke from the start. Or maybe she had meant it for whatever reason, but would surely change her mind. Either way, there was no way I was going to see her at the entrance to the brightly lit Christmas market. No way I would find her standing there, smiling at me, fixing me once again with those incredible eyes. No chance. Better, really, to not even humiliate myself by showing up at the appointed time.

But of course I did. Ten minutes early, I stood outside the gates of the Christmas market, my heart pounding in my chest as though I had never been on a date before.

The time seemed to grind to a halt. I stood there in what felt now like an arctic wasteland, sure that I was wasting my time. Absolutely convinced that there was no way she would show up.

In the space of five minutes, I must’ve checked my phone twenty times. But I kept waiting, even as the time came and went. Finally, five minutes late, I saw her through the crowd, walking toward me with her bright eyes fixed on me. Like something out of a movie, like something that couldn’t possibly be real. As though the crowd parted right in front of her to let her pass and let me see her walking toward me like a vision in a dream that I could barely believe was happening.

She had a black wool coat on over her dress, but underneath that, I could still see her shapely stocking-clad legs in the high-heeled boots she wore that made her walk with a sexy sway that seemed to hypnotize me. She had a black leather purse over one shoulder, and she had gotten rid of her Santa hat so that her dark hair shone under the Christmas lights. She was wearing a scarf tucked into her coat, a bright pop of color relieving the black of her outfit. I could see her turning heads as she walked toward me, but she seemed oblivious to it all. Probably used to it, I told myself. Beautiful women know that they’re beautiful, of course. But sometimes I wonder if they realize just how beautiful. They can only see the effect without ever experiencing it for themselves from the outside. Still, we all have our blind spots, don’t we?

Alex stopped in front of me. Her breath made a faint puff of steam in front of her smiling red lips as she sighed. I was struck once again by her beauty, struck by the same sense of disbelief that a woman who looked like this wanted to so much as talk to me. But there she was, in the flesh, real and living not some fantasy I had concocted in my loneliness.

“Hi.”

“Hi.”

Just like that, we stood for a moment, smiling at one another. Following whatever strange impulse brought us there without a clear understanding of why. Well, I knew why. When a woman as beautiful as Alex offers to spend any time at all with you, you take the opportunity. As she stood looking at me under the bright and twinkling lights of Christmas, I hoped she wasn’t having second thoughts about this unexpected date.

“Shall we go inside?”

“Of course,” I said. Stepping aside, I let her lead the way through the gate of the Christmas market, navigating through the red painted huts that stood on either side.

“You from around here?” Alex asked as she led me from one stall to the next. She had her hands in her pockets, her coat belted tight around her narrow waist. She didn’t look at me she spoke, focusing instead on the items laid out for sale by the Christmas markets vendors. But I could barely even look at anything but her. Walking behind her let me take it all in, this beautiful goddess who for some reason seemed interested in me and had already been more aggressive in pursuing me in any woman I had met before.

“No, I’m from California,” I said. “You?”

“Michigan,” she said, tossing me a careless smile over her shoulder before turning back to the stalls. I was getting a glimpse of her world already, from the outside. The market sellers smiled warmly at her, trying to catch her eye. No one smiled at me. Beutiful women really do live in a different world from the rest of us. This, I knew, was about the closest glimpse I was ever likely to get.

“Are you going home for Christmas?” Alex asked.

“No. I usually don’t. Too much hassle. I usually just spend it here, by myself.”

“Sounds lonely.”

“It can be. But you get used to it.”

“Oh, look at these!”

Distracted by something laid out at a stall in front of her, Alex stepped forward. The crowd just seemed to part for her without anyone making a conscious decision. Like the world just wanted to please her. I shook my head slightly as I stepped forward to see what caught her eye, apologizing to a stranger I bumped into on the way. It’s not the world I live in, that’s for sure. But it was a nice place to visit in her company for a little while.

She had stopped at a toy stall. Smiling at the market seller, she picked up a brightly-colored tube from the table in front of her. She held it up in front of me.

“Remember these?” she said.

“What is it?”

Alex smiled as she held the colorful tube horizontally in front of me.

“Put your fingers in the ends,” she said. Cautiously, I raised my hands and pushed an index finger into each side of the small tube. There was some resistance, but as it gave way, I felt it fit tight around my fingers. And when I tried to pull them out again, I found I was stuck. Letting go of her hold on the item, Alex laughed out loud.

“You never had these as a kid?” she asked.

“Yeah, there’s there some trick to them, isn’t there?” I said. The tube stretched a little as I tried to pull my fingers out, but it wouldn’t release them. Alex just watched, giggling behind a hand held over her mouth, enjoying my confusion. I grinned in triumph as an idea suddenly occurred to me. I pushed my fingers together instead of trying to pull them apart, and the grip of the toy on my digits slackened enough for me to free myself.

“There you go, you figured it out,” Alex said, taking the tube off me and setting it back down on the table where she got it from. “Oh look, they have other ones, too.”

The item she picked up next looked a lot more like steel handcuffs, only scaled-down to a miniature size. A tiny key stuck out from the cuffs, and she turned it to unlock them, then removed it. Reaching forward with her other hand, she took my hand in hers. I felt the warm softness of her skin, and a kind of electric charge seem to surge through me at that moment. The way she took my hand was so familiar, as though we had known each other forever instead of having just met. And if anything, her touch seemed to make the spell she cast over me even more potent. As though I had been waiting for exactly that. Waiting forever, maybe.

The tiny cuff clicked as Alex locked it around my left index finger, above the joint. She tightened it down, her eyes shining gleefully the whole time. Then, she looked at me, holding the other end of the miniature cuffs on the tip of her own finger.

“Turn around,” she said. There was something devious in her smile now, something thrilling in the gorgeous eyes that stared deep into my own.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because it will be fun. Go on. Just for a minute.”

I didn’t know what she was up to. But I couldn’t see past that smile. I turned my back on her, just for a moment. And that was all she needed.

Still holding my cuffed finger in one hand, she reached out and grabbed my other hand with hers. I heard the click of the miniature handcuffs again, and felt the tight constriction around my right index finger. I stepped away from her and turned to face her in surprise. She was grinning broadly now, her teeth showing between her red lips again, unable to suppress the laughter that bubbled in her chest. And as I tried to move my hands from behind my back, I realized I couldn’t. The tiny handcuffs held one finger locked to the other. My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I realized how easily this gorgeous woman had tricked me.

“Can you get out of them? Don’t break them,” Alex said.

I shifted my shoulders, pulling against the chain that connected one finger to the other. The metal bit into my skin. The chain was small, just a couple of links of cheap metal, and probably I could break it if I needed to. But it would hurt trying.

“No,” I said reluctantly, and Alex spluttered with glee, clapping her hands together.

“Sold,” she grinned, turning to the owner of the stall. He smilingly took her money, and Alex stepped back toward me, her transaction complete while I stood there feeling very foolish and strangely excited. The gleam in her eye as she looked at me was something I felt like I would never forget. Something wild and strange but thrilling bloomed inside me, and as stupid as I felt standing there in the market tricked into handcuffs by a pretty girl, I wasn’t angry. I was feeling all kinds of conflicting emotions, but anger wasn’t one of them.

Alex stepped closer toward me. Standing next to me, she threaded her arm underneath one of mine, clinging onto me like we were an established couple instead of two near strangers.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s see what else they’ve got.”

“You expect me to walk around the market like this?” I asked. But we were already walking. Alex used her grip on my arm to gently but firmly guide me forward, walking along beside me, almost my height in her tall high heels. As she turned her head to smile at me again, her hair shone like spun silk, and I felt weak at the knees as those deep blue eyes gazed into mine.

“I hope so,” she said in a soft voice. “It’s fun, isn’t it?”

“For you, maybe.”

“Yeah. For me. In fact…”

I was hanging on her every word now as she led me through the crowd. Alex looked around for a moment, her hair shining on the shoulders of her black coat. The few people who looked in our direction, I knew, would only be looking at her. Maybe the tiny finger cuffs I was wearing would escape notice. I hoped so. Embarrassment swelled inside me, combining with that strange excitement. Not only was this woman beautiful, but she was unpredictable. And that made her even more entrancing than she might otherwise have been had.

At the side of another stall, Alex stopped. I stopped too, turning to face her as her hand slipped free from my arm. There was a lull in the crowd, a little bubble of space forming around us, and the Christmas lights shone in her beautiful eyes as she looked at me. She leaned forward, and for one heart-stopping moment, I thought she was about to kiss me. But instead, she whispered in my ear, her lips almost brushing my skin and making the hair on the back of my neck stand up as she spoke.

“This turns me on,” she said.

“Seriously?”

Alex nodded, her teeth shining as she bit her red lower lip.

“Yeah,” she said. “It’s sexy. You’re like my little prisoner. I can do whatever I want with you. Guess what I want to do right now?”

“I honestly don’t know,” I said, shaking my head but Alex’s smile was her only response. Stepping closer to me, she draped her arms over my shoulders, pulling her face up toward mine. This time, she did kiss me. And after a moment of pure surprise, I kissed her back. Her warm tongue invaded my mouth, her soft lips moving over mine. And as I kissed this beautiful stranger, she detached one of her hands from around my neck and reached down between our bodies. Keeping herself pressed against me, she reached down and down until she found the front of my pants. I moaned into her mouth as she touched my cock through the clothes I was wearing, feeling the erection that was already sprouting between my legs.

“Seems like you’re pretty excited too,” she said as she lifted her lips from mine, staring deep into my eyes as she spoke.

“I can’t help it. You’re really beautiful,” I said.

“Well, what should we do about that, my little prisoner?” she said. “I have an idea. Come on. This way.”

Taking hold of my arm, Alex guided me through the crowded Christmas market again. I had no idea where we were going, but I hardly gave it any thought. Desire was raging inside me now, my cock rock hard between my legs, and I leaned forward in an attempt to hide the bulge my erection was making my pants as this gorgeous woman led me through the crowd.

At another entrance to the market, there was a line of fake wooden huts. Bathrooms, I realized. Alex led me to one end of the row, looking around conspiratorially for moment. Seizing her moment, she pulled open the door, pushed me inside, and stepped in after me. Pulling the door shut behind her, she locked it and turned to me with a smile. In the tiny space of the bathroom, I watched her reach for the belt of her coat and unfasten it slowly. Totally in control now. Totally in charge. I felt a wave of fear that was tied inextricably to my desire. I knew nothing about this woman. And now I was in her power. And it felt fantastic.

“All mine,” she said as her coat fell open. She slipped her purse off her shoulder and hung it on a hook on the back of the door, then removed her coat and scarf. Dressed in her Christmas outfit, she stepped toward me, placing her hand on my chest to push me back toward the toilet. Reaching for the front of my pants, she unfastened my belt and unzipped my jeans and pushed them down the floor. She chuckled to herself and took hold of my cock through the fabric of my underwear, teasing the swollen flesh and making me groan in pleasure and anticipation. Then she pushed those down, too. My cock sprang out, rock-hard and desperate, and she ran her fingernails along my throbbing shaft.

“See? When you do as you’re told, you get rewarded,” she said. At the same time, she placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed me back. I sat down on the toilet, the only place to go in the tiny cubicle. And I watched in desire and disbelief as Alex reached up under her short dress, pulling down her panties and stepping out of them.

“Wow, you’re really kinky,” I said, making her laugh.

“You have no idea,” she said. Holding her panties in her hand, she stepped forward. There wasn’t far to go. Lifting up her dress, she straddled me, sitting down in my lap, shifting her weight to position herself properly. My cock surged, throbbing against her body, so close to the pussy I still couldn’t see, hidden underneath her Christmas dress. At the same time, Alex took her panties in her hands and stretched them. She pushed them down over my head until they hung around my neck. The she twisted them in her hand, holding on them tightly. And with her other hand, she reached down underneath her dress and found my aching cock.

“Now I’m going to ride this cock until I’m fully satisfied,” she said, staring deep into my eyes as she spoke. “And you’re not getting released until I’m completely happy. So you better make sure I have an orgasm right now. Otherwise, I might just leave you here for the cleaning staff to find.”

“No,” I gasped in shock, but Alex only laughed. And my sound of protest soon turned into a groan of pleasure as she guided my erection inside her. I felt the faint resistance of her body give, and her ready wetness let my manhood slide deep inside her as she settled down on it, sighing in bliss.

Her thighs gripped my sides, one hand tugging on the panties around my neck for leverage as she began to bounce up and down. And with every move she made, sexual pleasure bloomed inside us both. I couldn’t believe what was happening. It already seemed insane that a woman this beautiful word want to go on a date with me, but that she would do something like this was wilder than anything I could even imagine. But in that moment, I didn’t question it. The physical pleasure she was giving me was just too pure and too intense to allow me to think of anything else. I just sat there, tied up, completely at her mercy while she fucked me.

And soon, her cries of pleasure filled the tiny space of the toilet cubicle. Alex closed her gorgeous eyes, a faint frown appearing on her pretty face as her pleasure peaked. I groaned as I felt her pussy spasm around my cock, and she let out a long shriek of passion as her pussy spasmed, her juices pouring out of her and anointing us both. She slumped forward, her red lips kissing my mouth, my cheek, my neck, abandoning herself completely to the bliss that filled us both. And in that moment, my own orgasm came. My cock exploded inside her, and she gasped at the feel of it, pumping my sticky cum deep inside this total stranger.

Finally, Alex sighed and relaxed. She lifted her face from my shoulder, draping her arms around my neck once again. Once again, those deep blue eyes looked into mine, bewitching me where I sat with my softening cock still inside her warm wet pussy.

“I think this is going to be a fun Christmas,” she said.
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