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Going Home With A Goddess

With any luck, I’ll never have to see any of them again.

That’s the thought that repeated itself in my head over and over at the end of the Christmas party, when Alex’s wild friends were finally done with me. The whole night had been surreal, and only got more so as Alex freed me from the handcuffs and removed the collar from around my neck and helped me put my clothes back on. Her coworkers sat or stood around, laughing and joking, almost ignoring me. Just now and then, one or another of them would look over at me, with a sly smile on her face and a glow in her eyes, and I would feel all over again the shame and humiliation of what they had put me through.

And I told myself I would never have to see any of them again, so what had happened didn’t matter. I knew I was never going to forget it, but at least I could put it behind me. Except deep down, I knew that was a lie, too. Just as Alex had promised, this night had been the wildest and most thrilling sexual experience of my life. I didn’t want to put it behind me. I already knew that it was going to be more or less impossible to look at any of these women in the eye after what had happened. Including Alex. But at the same time, even with that shame and humiliation burning brightly inside me, I knew that I still wanted more. After all, my desire had gone nowhere. Maybe the women were finally satisfied, brought to orgasm by my cock and tongue. But I wasn’t. Whatever drugs Anthea had given me were still flowing through my bloodstream, making orgasm impossible and desire unavoidable. I was still a prisoner to it, the way they wanted me to be. They might be done with me now, but I was far from satisfied. And that, I knew, was all part of the game too. All part of the power imbalance. Women got to be satisfied. I, as a submissive sex toy, was simply there to be used. My pleasure didn’t matter at all.

So I got dressed while the women mostly ignored me. Once we were ready to go, Alex said her goodbyes while I stood sheepishly to one side, saying nothing. After all, I wasn’t there to talk. And I hoped the red flush of embarrassment I could feel glowing in my cheeks didn’t show as Alex finally led me out of the hotel function room, back through the lobby, back out into the watchful night that waited outside. Once again, heads turned to watch Alex pass as we made our way through the lobby. She was still wearing the red latex dress that clung hungrily to every curve of her body, still the goddess she had been all night. And my cock was still rockhard, still throbbing in my girlfriend’s underwear, the padlock Alex made me wear still hanging from my balls to remind me that she owned me.

In the heat of the moment, I hadn’t even considered the noise we might be making. But now, I found myself hoping that the hotel’s function room had some serious soundproofing. Too many people already knew now about how Alex dominated me. The last thing I needed was more strangers finding out. But as the strangers gawked at my goddess as we passed, it wasn’t only shame I could feel. There was almost a strange inverted sensation of pride, too. None of these people, I thought to myself, had had an experience like the two of us had just had behind closed doors. Most likely, they never would. We had voyaged that night into some strange dark realms of sexual ecstasy, and as embarrassed and ashamed as I felt about the whole thing, I couldn’t help feeling some pleasure about it, to. Like an explorer coming back from uncharted lands with a wild story to tell. Whatever else the unforgettable night had done to me, I reflected, there was no denying the fact that it had made me feel alive. I didn’t know what was going to happen next. I didn’t know what this meant for my relationship with Alex. But I did know that it excited me. So the future for us might be bright, or it might not. But at least it wouldn’t be boring.

Alex didn’t say a word to me as we crossed the parking lot, her high-heeled boots beating on the concrete with every step. We climbed into the car, and I turned it on, immediately cranking the heat. She had to be cold, sitting there wearing nothing but a thin latex dress, but she didn’t complain. She didn’t say a word. For a moment, she seemed to be lost in her own thoughts. And I wondered what those might be. It was Alex who guided me in these games, Alex that brought me into this world. Still, I always had that secret fear that she might lose all respect for me, and thereby all attraction. After all, it was hard enough to believe that a goddess like this was attracted to me in the first place. I would’ve thought that seeing me groveling at the feet of her friends and her boss would cause a woman to lose any respect she might have had for me. But of course, Alex wasn’t like regular women. She wasn’t like anybody I had ever met. And after the events of that night, I was more in awe of her than ever before.

She still hadn’t said anything when I pulled out of the hotel parking lot. And I struggled to find words myself. I wanted to say something, anything, just to make sure that we were still OK. That the events of that night, no matter how insane, hadn’t changed things between us. But the streetlights flashed by, one after the other, and speech seemed almost impossible.

“Crazy night, huh?” I finally managed once we were some distance from the hotel. Hardly Shakespeare. But under the circumstances, it was about the best I could manage. And I kept my eyes on the road ahead, but I felt Alex turned to look at me in her seat. I hoped she was smiling.

“Yeah, pretty crazy,” she finally said.

“You have to admit, some of that was out there, even for you,” I said. A red light forced me to stop, and I took the opportunity to look across the car her. There she sat, her dark hair almost lost to the shadows that gathered around her, her beautiful face lit up by the car’s interior lights. She was smiling. My heart fluttered in my chest like a captive bird to see that smile.

“Yeah,” Alex said. “Anthea is awesome, isn’t she? She’s like my mentor. Not just in this. I mean at work as well. So successful and powerful and… Just amazing. I want to be like her someday.”

“I’d say you’re well on your way,” I said, as I pulled forward again, the light changed now to green. Alex chuckled.

“Maybe,” she said. “But I still have a lot to learn. The way she just took control of you completely and made you her bitch… It was so fucking hot.”

“Yeah, it was,” I mumbled. After all, it was. I still found it hard to admit just how much these kinky games turned me on. But I told myself there was no need to be embarrassed. After all, it was Alex who got me into this. It was all her idea. This stuff turned her on, too. It’s just that what turned her on was being in charge, being controlled. She wasn’t the one who got off on being treated like a piece of meat. That, embarrassingly, was me.

“And you didn’t embarrass me,” Alex said. As she spoke, she reached across the car, taking my hand in hers and squeezing it for a moment. That simple show of affection, after all the kinky power games we had just taken part in, seem to have even more power that it ordinarily would. After all, in one sense, I still didn’t really know where I stood with her. Our sexual chemistry was undeniable, the attraction between us completely off the charts, and the games we played, that she masterminded, with rolling me like nothing else ever had. There was no mystery there. No, it was the rest of it that confused me. I was attracted to this woman like I never had been to anyone before, and was having the best sex of my life with her. But was there more to my feelings than that? And seemingly more importantly, did she feel more for me than just the thrill of a new toy she could exploit? Little signs, her hand squeezing mine, were all I had to go on. That was what gave them their fearsome power.

“You were such a good boy,” Alex went on, sending another surge of desire racing through my body. “You did everything those beautiful bitches told you to do. Everything I told you to do. I think it really impressed them. And as you probably guessed, they can be a tough crowd to impress.”

“Yeah, I got that,” I said, making Alex giggle again. “So this is really something you do every year?”

“Yeah, for the last few years, anyway,” Alex said. “Just a bit of fun. A way for us to let off steam. I know it’s… unconventional.”

“That’s putting it mildly.”

“Yeah, well. I don’t see you complaining. Neither have any of the other guys we played with. I mean, who would? We’re pretty hard on them, but at the end of the day, they get to have sex with a bunch of beautiful women in the same night. They might be our sex slaves temporarily, but none of them ever regret it. You don’t, do you?”

“No,” I sighed honestly.

“See? It’s all in good fun. But I think we set a marker tonight. I think whoever’s turn it is to bring the male entertainment next year is going to have her work cut out for her. It’s not easy finding a cute submissive boy like you, you know.”

Again, she squeezed my hand, and again, I felt that almost embarrassing flutter in my heart. That this is all it took to win me over, to get my mind and my heart racing with all kinds of possibilities. I don’t mean sexual ones. Or not just those, anyway. It was all so easy for Alex. Although she had already proven herself and expert at manipulating me, I wasn’t at all sure that was what she was doing right now. Then again, I couldn’t rule it out, either. And that, I had come to learn, was all part of her charm. Not knowing quite where I stood with her was becoming its own strange form of attraction.

Alex didn’t tell me to go to her apartment. I just sort of did. The street was quiet as we pulled up outside, the night late now. She got out of the car, and I did the same, walking alongside her as we entered the building and climbed the stairs. Her latex covered-ass hovered in front of me, tormenting me with its infinitely desirable shape, the light bouncing off the provocative dress she wore. The whole drive home, my cock had not softened even a little. Maybe Anthea’s drugs were still doing their job, or maybe it was all natural. After all, I couldn’t remember being quite as turned on ever before in my life. I couldn’t member ever wanting anything as badly as I wanted the body Alex flaunted in front of me, every sway of her hips making me long for her more and more fiercely. She was still in charge. She always was. She was my goddess, after all, my first and true one. And deep down, even in the depths of all my shame and humiliation and embarrassment, I knew that I didn’t want it any other way.

Alex unlocked the door to her apartment and stepped inside. I followed, my heart burning with hope while my cock throbbed with desire. I knew I could put nothing past her, that she was a true sadist who got off on being cruel. That she might, at any moment, tell me that she was done for the night and leave me alone with my unrelieved horniness. But I remembered what she had said to her boss and her friends at the Christmas party, and it made me hopeful. I had had sex with half the women there and eaten the rest of them out, but Alex stayed somewhat aloof. I desperately hoped that was about to change. And as Alex took my hand again and smiled at me, it seemed I was right.

“Come on,” Alex smiled at me. “Let’s go to bed.”

I certainly didn’t need persuading. What she was suggesting was all I wanted in that moment. I followed her willingly, wordlessly, hungrily, following along behind that incredible body that had me so bewitched. Alex led me toward her bed, and my heart pounded in my chest, seeming to rise higher with every step we took.

Turning, she playfully pushed me down onto the mattress. I gazed up at her, feeling the vague sense of astonishment I always did, that anyone could look so good, that anyone could be quite this sexually attractive to me. Her tight dress grew even tighter around the almost demonic curves of her body as she climbed onto the mattress, her skirt rising higher on her legs when she straddled me. Her boobs threatened to burst out of the top of the clinging dress with every breath she took, and the glow in her stunning eyes as she looked down at me triumphantly was almost otherworldly. My beautiful goddess, who always like to be on top. Who was always on top of me, no matter what.

Alex began undressing me. Her practiced hands made short work of the task. In no time, she had stripped away my shirt, my pants, my shoes and socks. She chuckled to herself as she pulled her own panties off my body at last, happy and secure in the knowledge that she could humiliate me like that anytime she wanted just because I wanted her so desperately. My cock, of course, was rock hard underneath her, pressing against her thighs where she sat above me. Her dress barely covered her anymore, and I knew that she was naked underneath, her tight pussy just inches away from my questing manhood. And Alex paused there for a moment, as if she were enjoying the spectacle. Knowing her, I thought, she probably was. Probably she knew exactly what was going through my head, knew exactly how badly I was craving her, but knowing also that I wasn’t going to do anything about it. That after everything this beautiful woman had put me through, I wouldn’t even dare to touch her until given explicit permission.

Bending forward, her tight dress creaking with her movements, Alex swept her dark hair back from her face before placing her lips on mine. She kissed me deeply, warmly, and I kissed her back, letting her feel every ounce of the passion that raged inside me. Unable to resist any longer, I did touch her, reaching out to take her hips in my hands, feeling the firmness and warmth of her body underneath the latex that wrapped her so tightly. We made out like that for a while, the sexual tension crackling in the air growing stronger with every second, our bodies on fire with lust for one another.

Then, Alex sat up abruptly. She climbed off the bed, tugging her tight red dress down to her thighs again. I groaned in despair, but this kind of behavior was just like her. She loved to tease me, loved to say no, loved to keep me boiling over with unrelieved lust. And thanks to Anthea, that was what the night had been all about.

Suddenly all business, Alex moved quickly around her room. She opened drawers, gathering up some items. My heart kept racing inside my chest, knowing the kinky fun wasn’t over. Anytime Alex used equipment, I knew I was in for a wild ride. When she climbed back onto the bed with rattling chains in her hands, I was hardly surprised. I just gazed up ater, still feeling that same astonishment that this incredible woman wanted me for herself.

“Hands up,” she ordered. I did as I was told. Sitting on top of me again, Alex smiled a satisfied smile as she locked the steel cuff around one wrist and threaded the long chain through her headboard. Then she took the other wrist and locked that into a cuff at the other end of the chain, immobilizing me. Climbing off me again, she unlocked the padlock around my testicles. I sighed in relief, but it was only temporary. Giggling to herself, Alex wrapped a short length of chain around the top rail of her footboard, and fed the padlock through the last link on the other end, and locked up my balls again. Firmly anchored to her bed now, all I could do was gazed up at her with longing as she glowed above me, the vision of dominant beauty that haunted my every waking moment.

“There,” Alex said with obvious satisfaction. “Now you have to stay there until I’m completely satisfied.”

“Oh no,” I said sarcastically, making her laugh again. Shifting just a little on her knees, Alex reached out and took my cock in her hand. I groaned as she stroked it slowly, teasingly, running her fingers from base to tip and back again, completely in control as ever.

“I don’t know what Anthea gave you,” she said. “So I don’t know how long it’s going to last.”

“Yes,” I said, “but I’m not sure we can blame the drugs alone for that. You’re so fucking sexy tonight, Alex. You’re so beautiful. You really are a goddess, you know.”

“So I’ve been told,” she laughed. And her hand never stopped moving on my cock, drawing moans and groans of desire out of me as I lay helpless beneath her.

“I like to reward good behavior,” she said at last. “And you have been very good tonight. I don’t know if you can cum yet. I don’t know if the drugs are still working or not. But I guess there’s only one way to find out.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned as Alex tightened her hand around my shaft. But that was nothing compared to what came next. Alex’s tight red dress creaked again as she moved on the bed, her breasts once again threatening to spill out over the top of the dress as she bent at the waist. Smiling at me, she swept her hair back from her face again and lowered her mouth to my lap. Still holding my cock at the base, she wrapped her full red lips around the head, tightening them gently around the sensitive spot as her tongue toyed with my manhood. I cried out, the feelings of inexpressible pleasure drawing the noise out of me, and Alex kept her dazzling eyes on mine as she lowered her mouth further down my shaft.

I could see at once that my goddess knew exactly what she was doing. I had hardly dared allow myself to dream she would ever do something like this for me, and now she was, and it felt every bit as incredible as I hoped it would. My balls drew up closed my body, aching as they pressed against the padlock that constrained them. I felt a tremor of pleasure sweep through my body, a kind of dry orgasm, and explosion of pleasure without ejaculation but with sensations just as powerful as if I had.

Alex kept sucking, her cheeks hollowing as she moved her head up and down, her hair tickling my skin, her boobs bouncing on my thigh. She seemed determined. And I squirmed underneath her as much as the bondage she put me in would allow, my whole body vibrating with unbelievable pleasure for as long as she kept sucking my cock.

Finally, with a gasp, Alex lifted her mouth away. My cock was shining with her saliva, and I thought of all the women I had been inside that night, and I felt a stab of arousal as I wondered if she could taste them. If so, it didn’t seem to bother her in the slightest. Alex, I could see, was in the grip of pure passion now, in that mental space when nothing matters except pleasure. It was a mindset I knew all too well. The same mindset I was in, except I didn’t have the power to do anything about it.

“You have my permission to cum, bitch boy,” Alex said as she smiled imperiously down at me.

“Thank you, Goddess Alex,” I said as humbly as possible.” But I’m not sure if I can yet. I think if I could, I would have by now.”

“Interesting,” Alex said, arching one eyebrow as she spoke. “Well, you know what? Now I want you to cum. So I’m going to keep you tied up here and keep fucking you for as long as it takes. And you’re just going to lie there and take it, aren’t you?”

“Thank you, Goddess Alex,” I breathed, making her laugh again.

“Oh, you’re so welcome,” she smirked.

With that, she climbed on top of me. She peeled her dress up around her hips, revealing the pussy I had been craving all night, but only for a second. Taking hold of my cock, she impaled herself on it, gasping with pleasure as my lubricated shaft slid easily inside her. The feeling of her pussy tightening around my manhood at long last was incredible. And as she stared into my eyes, I couldn’t help but notice that somehow, it felt different to all the other women I had had sex with that night. As fun as it was with them, as unbelievably exciting as it was to feel so many different pussies clamping down on my manhood in orgasm while I was used like a living dildo, none of them felt quite like this. Because was something else at work now, and I had to acknowledge it. Some emotional component that just wasn’t there for anyone else. The sex me and Alex had was absolutely incredible, and it was more than enough to turn a man’s head. But the more time I spent with her, the more I was coming to believe that there was more going on than just our fearsome attraction to one another.

But those kind of thoughts could wait. For now, all that mattered was pleasure. Alex’s, and for once, my own, too.

Alex groaned as she rode up and down on top of me. And soon, those low groans and moans turned to swelling cries of pleasure. Once again, her bedroom echoed to the sound of her bliss, the most intoxicating music I could imagine. She was completely uninhibited, holding absolutely nothing back, surrendering completely to the lust that had been nagging at her presumably all night. After all, Alex hadn’t been through the same kind of teasing and frustration I had. But that didn’t mean she hadn’t had to exercise some self-control. And now she was reaping the rewards, letting it all go completely, riding my cock like she stole it and letting her unbridled ecstasy ring out in her bedroom. Her eyes closed, her head tilting back, I felt her pussy spasm around my shaft, and I knew what was coming.

Alex came breathlessly. Her whole body seemed to freeze for a moment, her muscles locking up tight as her orgasm spread through her. Then she released herself in a long shriek, and I groaned as I felt her already snug pussy grow even tighter around my cock. The wet walls spasmed wildly, pulsating up and down my shaft, and again, I knew that without the drugs in my system, I would’ve exploded there and then. But I didn’t cum, and Alex returned to earth, opening her eyes to look down at me, her breasts heaving in the top of her dress as she panted with the force of her pleasure.

“Did you cum?” she asked.

“No, Goddess.”

Alex laughed at my answer, a laugh that quickly turned into another moan of pleasure, her orgasm still glowing inside her. But I already knew that my goddess was a woman of her word. She meant what she said, no matter how outrageous it might be. It was part of what made her so dangerous.

And so, Alex began to ride my cock again. She started off slowly this time, her hands on my chest for balance, my heart knocking against my ribs as she dug her fingernails into the skin. Her dark hair twisted and shone around her face, over her shoulders, her bright eyes boring into mine as her boobs bounced hypnotically in the top of her dress. If the chains I was in had allowed it, I wouldn’t have been able to resist the temptation to grab her, to wrap my arms around her, to try to feel every inch of her body with every part of mine. But of course, that wasn’t an option. That wasn’t what Goddess Alex wanted. And still, after everything I had done, I had to play by her rules.

Alex started off slow, but soon, her rhythm changed. As pleasure swelled inside her again, she became more aggressive, greedy for the next bright burst of pleasure. Her pussy spasmed around my cock again, and her knees gripped my sides, and the bed shook and trembled underneath us as she drove herself down on top of me over and over and over again. She shuddered and gasped, she trembled and moaned, and her fingernails raked my chest as another orgasm gripped her. Her pussy tightened like a fist around me, and I cried out in desperate pleasure, all the wild events of that unforgettable night combining to push me over the edge. My cock surged, thickening and fattening inside her, and my balls clenched, and suddenly, I was having an orgasm.

It was unlike any I had ever had before. More pure and more powerful than ever, and it seemed to go on and on. As though all the merciless teasing I had endured at the hands of this woman and her friends had created this enormous deficit inside me that I was only now, as the drugs wore off, able to release. I heard Alex cry out as my cock exploded inside her, spurting powerful jets of my cum deep into her body. She didn’t have to ask. There was no way not to know what had happened. And my orgasm left me dizzy as it went on and on, one spurt after another emptying my balls into Alex’s spasming pussy as we came together.

When the eruption was finally over, Alex collapsed on top of me. For a long time, we both just lay there, panting together, breathless and amazed at what had happened. And when she finally rolled off me, my cock finally soft after hours of chemically-induced rigidity, I felt absolutely exhausted. Finally, the crazy energy had gone out of the night, and my desperate desire was finally satisfied. At least for now.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” Alex said as she rolled over onto her side to face me.

“Yeah, it was,” I said. And for a while, nothing more. There seemed nothing more to say. Words seemed completely inadequate to express the power of what we had just shared.

“You know, I really like you,” Alex said, placing her hand on my chest. And maybe those words should have sounded absurd, lying as I was chained to the bed beside her, still completely at her mercy. But for the relationship we had, it somehow made perfect sense.

“I really like you too,” I said. And I meant it. I had never met a woman like her before. And as much fun as it had been playing with her friends and her boss, I knew then, in that moment, that Alex was the only woman I would ever need.
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