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Dating A Goddess

After Alex spoke, I sat there for a moment in astonishment. The whole situation had been unbelievable right from the start. But now, things had gone to another level. I hardly dared to believe my own senses after everything that had happened. It just seemed so unlikely. Strange enough that a beautiful woman would ask me out without knowing anything about me. But that she would take me into the bathroom of the Christmas market and have sex with me right there and then was too good to be true.

And yet, there we were. I could feel her juices cooling on my skin, could feel her warm breath against my cheek as she grinned at me. I could feel the afterglow of my orgasm inside my body, proving that all this was real. As my blood slowly cooled, the pounding in my ears that I hadn’t noticed up that point slowly receding, I looked in astonishment at the woman who straddled my lap. I had only just met her. And yet I knew already that I had never met anyone quite like her.

“That was fun,” Alex said, sweeping her dark hair back from her face. The high heels of her boots scraped on the floor of the toilet as she put her feet on the floor. She stood up, my spent cock sliding easily out of her dripping pussy as she pulled her Christmas dress down around her. The glow in her cheeks made her even more beautiful than she was already, and the mischievous glint in her eye pierced my heart as I gazed up her in pure astonishment.

She smiled down at me, looking me up and down as I sat there half undressed on the toilet in front of her. Turning toward the door, she lifted her scarf off the hook and wound it around her neck, pulling her hair free of it to sit on her shoulders. Then she slipped on her wool coat and belted it tightly around her waist. Finally, she picked up her purse, draping the strap over her shoulder.

“As fun as it would be keep you here, I guess I have to let you go,” she said as she reached inside a pocket of the purse. “I have to get back to work. But I hope we can do this again sometime.”

“Are you kidding me? Yes. Absolutely, yes. I want to see you again,” I said, making Alex laugh with my obvious enthusiasm. But I did. I couldn’t believe what this woman had done. Maybe she was crazy. But it was the kind of crazy I could get behind. She was absolutely gorgeous, and she was sexually aggressive like no woman I had ever met before, and it turned me on. Everything about her turned me on, from her body to her smile to her outrageous sexual dominance. I had never been interested in kink, never really seen the appeal of bondage or anything like that. But sitting there in handcuffs, still glowing from being used by her, was a thrill unlike any I had ever felt. Maybe I just needed the right person to bring it out of me. If so, Alex was definitely that person.

“Good,” Alex smiled. I had expected her to produce the key to unlock the tiny miniature handcuffs that held my fingers together behind my back, but instead, I saw that she had a pen. Stepping forward, she crouched down in front of the toilet I was sitting on. I groaned as she took my cock in her hand once again. She stroked it slowly, almost affectionately, like a pet she was particularly pleased with. And the mixture of her juices and mine lubricated her hand on my manhood, causing pleasure to race up and down my spine once again. Soon, my cock was thickening and hardening to her touch. And, smiling, Alex kept on stroking, not stopping until she brought me back to full hardness. I sat trembling in front of her, desperate for her while she stood above me fully clothed, manipulating me so easily as though she had more control over my body than I did.

Smoothing her hair back from her face again, she leaned forward. She uncapped the pen, and I grunted as I felt its soft tip against the shaft of my cock. She wrote her number on my skin, filling the area from tip to base with her digits. Then, shifting slightly on her feet, she applied the pen to the other side of my shaft. She swirled the pen with a flourish, and I realized she was signing her name.

“There,” she grinned, snapping the cap back onto the pen before rising to her feet and slipping it back into her purse. “Give me a call sometime and we can play properly. Now, stand up. I guess I have to let you go. For now.”

In the state I was in, even those few words excited me. The thought that she wanted to do this again, the thought that we might engage in these and who knew what other kinky games, was a wild thrill for me. I stood up, and Alex placed a hand on my arm, guiding me toward her. In the tight space of the toilet cubicle, there was barely enough room for the two of us, but I managed to turn around enough that she could get to the cuffs locked onto my fingers. Producing the key from her purse, she unlocked them, and I brought my hands around in front of me again, studying the red rings the cuffs had made above the first joint of my index fingers. Alex watched, simply smiling at me as I pulled up my pants, shoving my cock with her name and number written on it back into my clothes.

“I’ll go out first,” she said. “Lock the door behind me, then wait a few minutes, then leave. We don’t want anyone knowing what we were up to in here.”

“Ok,” I said. Completely overwhelmed by her and by what had happened, I wasn’t about to argue. Somehow, in this insane situation we were in, she seemed to know exactly how to handle herself. I found myself wondering if she had done anything like this before, and I felt a bizarre stab of jealousy to think that she must have. After all, that kind of confidence doesn’t come from nowhere.

Alex paused for a moment. Still smiling at me, she stepped forward.

“Don’t forget about these,” she said, reaching for the panties that still hung around my neck. I smiled in embarrassment as she pulled her underwear over my head again. Folding it up in her hands, she reached forward and stuffed her underwear into the pocket of my jeans. She made sure to stuff them deep inside, make sure to touch my throbbing cock again through the thin fabric of the inside of my pocket.

“Something to remember me by,” she said with a grin. And then, without another word, she turned away from me. Opening the lock on the cubicle door, she stepped quickly outside and pulled the door shut behind her. And I hurried forward, sliding the lock into place again, embarrassed of being seen in the state I was in. Shaking my head in disbelief at what had happened, I waited, letting her walk away from me and go back to her job as though nothing had happened.

But I knew the truth. This kinky woman, this beautiful goddess, this crazy lunatic had given me the best sex of my life.

*​*​*​*

How do you follow an experience like that? Damned if I know. After Alex left me, I waited a few minutes as instructed and then stepped out of the toilet. As I made my way through the busy Christmas market, I found myself looking for her, even though I knew she was already gone. I contemplated going back to the department store she worked at without knowing why. All I knew was that I wanted to see her again, wanted to see more of her. I never wanted to stop seeing her, as though all I needed in my life was to gaze on her undeniable beauty, and everything else would fall into place. It didn’t make sense, I knew. But nothing about what had happened made any sense. Even right after it happened, it all seemed like some strange dream, some wild sexual fantasy that had uncovered desires and inclinations I never knew I had. Alex had lit a fire inside me that maybe no one else could have. Certainly, no one else ever had. I had never fallen for anyone so quickly and so completely. But no one had ever done anything like what she had done to me.

Still, I knew I had to at least try and behave normally. I went home, returning to my silent apartment, and in that silence, I pulled down my pants and saw her handwriting on my cock. I entered her number into my phone. And then, unable to resist, I wrapped my hand around my shaft and began to stroke. Visions of Alex filled my head. There was no need to fantasize. There was no need to think of anyone but her. The memory of what had just happened was still fresh in my mind, and it was all I needed to bring me to another orgasm. It didn’t compared to the one she had given me there in the bathroom at the Christmas market. But it served its purpose to take the wild edge off my desire, if nothing more. Because even in the glow of another orgasm, I still wanted her. I could hardly think of anything else. She had given me her number, and that thought fueled the fire that raged inside me and fueled a growing obsession with this woman that I knew next to nothing about. I knew what I needed to know, I told myself. I knew that I wanted her, and that for whatever inexplicable reason, she wanted me. That was all I needed.

Life doesn’t stop just because we find new sources of pleasure. In Alex’s absence, my obsession only grew. I didn’t want to text her too early, didn’t want to come on too strong. But then I reminded myself how we had met, and how strongly she had come on. So strongly that she had handcuffed me and fucked me almost as soon as we knew each other’s names. With a woman like her, I guessed, the normal rules of dating didn’t apply.

So I texted her the next day. Just a quick message about how much I enjoyed the time we spent together, and asked whether she was available to go on a date. We arranged to meet a few days later, on the weekend, when we were both off work. I could hardly wait.

This time, we decided, we would have a proper date. Out in public and everything. I bought a new shirt for the occasion. I got my haircut specially. The woman had me buzzing with excitement, barely able to even think of anything but her. And the days passed with unbelievable slowness, my work boring me even more than usual as my mind filled with thoughts of her.

Finally, the weekend came. I showered, shaved, put on my new shirt, check myself over a thousand times in the mirror before I left the house. I’m not a man who lacks confidence. But honestly, I didn’t know what Alex saw in me. She was beautiful enough to get any man she wanted, and sexually aggressive enough to pursue it, too. She was an absolute goddess. And me? Well, at the end of the day, I was just a man. A mere mortal trying to consort with someone so far above me, it was almost a joke.

But I put those thoughts out of my head. After all, confidence is everything. And I already knew that Alex wanted me. For whatever reason. There was no denying that the sex we had had on that first meeting was off the charts, and even if that was entirely down to her and her kinky ideas, I hoped that it would be enough to convince her I was worth another shot. Maybe she had a fetish for average guys. Maybe she saw something in me I didn’t see myself. The whys and wherefores didn’t matter, I told myself. What mattered was that somehow, for reasons I couldn’t begin to explain, I had another shot with this woman who was unlike any I had ever met before.

I made my way to the restaurant where we had arranged to meet. Such a cliché, after a first date, if you could call it that, that was completely unlike any I had ever had before. But the strangeness of that first encounter somehow made it seem even more necessary to observe the old traditions. To try and make this something more than a strange and chance encounter. I still didn’t really know how I felt about Alex. I wanted her, of course. I wanted her more than I had ever wanted anything, wanted her more than I would once have believed possible. But I didn’t know her. All I knew about her was that she was gorgeous, that she came from out of state, and that she was kinkier than any girl I had ever been with before. That’s enough to fuel desire. But it’s not enough to build a relationship on.

And as I made my way to the restaurant, I wondered if that was what I wanted. A relationship with this woman. For now, our relationship was purely sexual, and that was more than fine by me. But would there come a day when there was more to it than that?

The hostess greeted me as I stepped through the doors of the restaurant. I gave her my name, and she found the reservation I had made. I followed her through the tables, my heart seeming to beat a little faster with every step I took, every moment that drew me closer to seeing Alex again. The hostess was pretty, and in other circumstances, I might’ve tried to steal a glance or two at her body as she led me through the restaurant. But for now, I was too nervous. To focused on what lay ahead. It felt almost like I was going for a job interview, as though nothing was more important than that I make this date a success. That I make Alex like me. Clearly, she was already attracted to me, for whatever reasons of her own. But I was terrified of ruining this fantastic thing that had fallen into my lap, almost without any action at all on my part.

The hostess left me alone at my table, and a waitress appeared to take my drink order. Panicking slightly, I ordered a beer, even though it hardly seemed like that kind of place. And my beer had barely arrived before Alex did.

It was almost like I felt her coming. Like the air in the restaurant changed the moment she entered the room. Nobody else seemed to notice. Everybody else went on having their own conversations at their own tables. That’s not to say heads didn’t turn as the hostess led her across the room, of course. Alex could turn heads in a graveyard. But my fellow diners seemed inexplicably unaware that a goddess walked among them. Only I seemed to know the true nature of the woman now walking toward my table.

She wore a black dress. Black silk, I think, that shone in the light to match her dark hair with every movement she made. It was cut low in the front, exposing what seemed like acres of her chest between the straps that ran over her shoulders. The silk was gathered up in the center of the dress, pulled tight around her body, showing off her long-legged stride under the hem that fell only to the middle of her thighs. She wore a pair of bright red patent leather pumps on her feet, the stiletto heels making her body sway seductively with every step. She was unbelievably beautiful. In the days since I had last seen her, I had replayed the memory of the time we spent together over and over again in my mind, rehashing every detail, burning the images onto my memory. But somehow, even as recent a memory as that didn’t do justice to her. In person, she was almost too beautiful to be real.

I rose to my feet as she approached the table and the hostess pulled out a chair for her. I wasn’t being chivalrous; it just seemed to happen by itself. Alex smiled as she took her seat, and I sat down awkwardly too. Already, my cock throbbing inside my pants. Already, I could hardly think straight, her presence driving every rational thought out of my mind as I sat across the table from her, the distance between us unbearably vast now that she was here.

“Hi,” she smiled at me.

“Hi.”

“This is a nice place,” she said.

“I hoped it would be. I’m trying really hard to impress you.”

Alex laughed out loud at my honesty, and I smiled too.

“Well, it’s working,” Alex smiled at me. “Did you get your hair cut too?”

“Yeah, I did.”

“Looks nice.”

“Look who’s talking,” I snorted. “You look like a goddess.”

“Do I?” Alex smiled. “Well, thank you. I’m not sure I’ll be able to live up to that, but I’ll do my best.”

“I don’t think you’ll have a problem,” I said.

Alex didn’t respond at once. A waitress appeared beside the table, and she ordered a drink. I watched her incredible eyes flicker over the menu, her full lips moving as she spoke, and I felt an almost irresistible urge to lean over the table and kiss her. We had already had sex, and so in some ways the normal dance of seduction seemed like a pointless game. But on the other hand, I felt I needed to perform it anyway. The more I looked at her, especially when she wasn’t looking at me, the harder I felt myself falling for her. I wanted to fuck her, of course. But that feeling was so powerful and pure that it was hard to believe there wasn’t more to it than that.

“So what do you do for living, Lee?” Alex asked after her drink appeared and the waitress left.

I answered her question and asked some of my own. It’d been a while since I last went on a date, and I was rusty, out of practice. But mercifully, the conversation flowed surprisingly smoothly between us. Enormous sexual tension danced in the air, but somehow, it didn’t get in the way. Maybe because we had already been together like that. We had already gotten that bit of doubt settled. For whatever reason, she was attracted to me, and she had to know just how wildly and desperately I was drawn to her. Knowing we both wanted to fuck each other added a delicious flavor to everything, but somehow, it didn’t get in the way of our conversation.

I cracked a few jokes. She did the same. Soon, we were laughing together like old friends. She had a marvelous laugh, a full throated and genuine burst of amusement that made her shoulders shake and her eyes shine as they stared into mine. Soon, our conversation moved beyond the usual dull dating topics, and we were sharing more and more of ourselves with each other. I already couldn’t believe my luck that a woman like this was interested me. It seemed equally unbelievable that our first real date was going so well. There was a connection there. I couldn’t deny it. And from the way her eyes shone, I could tell that Alex felt it too. These things are always a mystery. I didn’t know why or how. I just knew that I couldn’t ask for a better connection with the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.

“Are you hungry?” Alex asked at one point.

“Not really,” I said. As badly as I wanted her, as desperately as I needed to impress her, Alex seemed to draw a strange kind of honesty out of me. As though it never occurred to me to be anything other than myself, unlike the persona I had adopted on other dates with less beautiful women.

“Me neither,” Alex said with a smile, pushing the menu to the side of the table. “Let’s not bother with dinner.”

“Fine by me,” I smiled. And Alex’s gorgeous eyes flashed again, shifting to the side for a moment before returning to me. I knew that look. I knew that smile. She had an idea. And my heart hammered high in my chest, almost in the back of my throat as she leaned across the table. Her breasts swelled in the top of her tight black dress, and it took every bit of willpower I had to keep my eyes on hers as her gorgeous face filled my vision.

“What did you do with the panties I gave you at the Christmas market?” she said in a soft voice, her features enhanced by the candlelit bobbed on the table between us.

“I still have them at home,” I admitted. Somehow, I guess it was what she wanted to hear. Of course, it also happened to be the truth.

“They’re the only ones that match this dress,” Alex said, still speaking in a conspiratorial whisper. “So I didn’t wear any tonight.”

I gulped. I could feel her eyes on me, studying my reaction with her customary smile. My head was spinning. I thought of her beautiful body tightly wrapped in that black silk dress, her sex exposed beneath the silk and almost close enough to touch. My cock, never fully slumbering as long as she was around, rose again inside my pants. I stared at her in disbelief, barely able to process that a woman like her existed, let alone that she would be interested in me.

“Want to be the big man and pay the bill?” Alex asked, taking a final sip of her drink. “Then we can go to the car and do some stuff.”

I swallowed what remained of my beer in a single gulp. Alex laughed out loud at my wordless response as I raised a hand to catch the server’s eye. My heart was racing even more now as I demanded the bill and swept out my credit card to pay it. Alex sat back in her chair, watching me, as I settled up with the server.

With the bill paid, Alex rose to her feet, and I sprang to mine. I followed her out of the restaurant, completely bewitched by the curves of her body moving under the clinging black silk that enhanced her form as much as it hid it. I barely heard the hostess wishes good night as I followed Alex out into the cold air that didn’t seem to bother her at all, despite her revealing clothing.

“My car’s just over here,” she said, fishing her keys out of the small purse she carried. I followed her as she led me through the parked cars, her high heels clicking on the tarmac, the car already illuminated with the engine switched on as it warmed itself for our arrival. As we reached the car, she pulled open the passenger door, and I was momentarily confused as she sat down sideways in the seat, her long legs still hanging out of the vehicle. Placing her tiny purse on her lap, she reached inside and found something. My cock surged as she showed me what she had found. The tiny finger cuffs

“Remember these?” she said. “Turn around so I can put them on.”

“Here?” I said doubtfully. It was dark outside, and I couldn’t see anyone in the parking lot that might see us. Still, I felt that same embarrassment I had felt at the Christmas market when she first locked me up. But I should’ve known better than to argue with my goddess.

“Yes, here,” she said. “Or don’t you want to have some fun with me? That’s the rule, Lee. One of the rules, anyway.”

“What are the others?” I asked.

“You’ll learn,” Alex smiled. “Now, do you want to get into this car with me or not?”

I hesitated. But really, then never was any choice. And Alex seemed to know that even better than I did. She waited, as calm and confident as ever, for me to come to the only decision I could.

With a soft sigh, I turned my back on her, placing my hands behind me. And Alex giggled as she leaned forward, taking my hands in hers. I felt her fingers straighten mine out, and felt again the hard tightness of the finger cuffs locking around my index fingers above the first joint. In cuffs again. Helpless against her beauty and her unbelievable sex appeal.

“That’s better,” she said as I turned around to face her again. Swinging her legs inside the warm car, she reached down between her thighs to adjust her seat and pushed it all the way back as far as it would go on its rails. Then she looked up at me expectantly.

“Get in,” she said, pointing to the floor at her feet.

Again, I hesitated. But I knew all too well that someone could come out of the restaurant at any moment and see me standing there in cuffs. Besides, Alex was right about me and about what I wanted. All I wanted was to get into that warm car with her and see what else she intended to do. So awkwardly, I climbed inside, my movements made difficult by the cuffs. But Alex helped me, guiding me into position in the foot well of the passenger seat in front of her, and the smell of her perfume as she moved filled my senses. She spread her legs to make room for me, her dress growing even tighter around her thighs and sliding up her smooth legs, and I peered into the darkness beneath her skirt, desperate for a glimpse of her pussy. Meanwhile, she pulled the car door shut behind me, and the lights went out, hiding what we were up to. Now her gorgeous face was lit up only by the dim light emanating from the dashboard of the car. But even like that, she looked impossibly lovely as she smiled down at me. Lovely and powerful and in total control, a goddess more than worthy of worship.

“I know you said you weren’t hungry,” she said, reaching forward to take my chin in one hand and turning my face up toward her. “But I want you to eat my pussy right now. Understand?”

“Yes,” I said, nodding emphatically and making her laugh out loud. My cock was raging inside my pants, and I want to fuck her as badly as ever. But I would take whatever I could get.

And as Alex shifted in her seat, pulling up the skirt of her dress to expose herself in front of me, she placed her hand on the back of my head and pulled my face toward her. Gratefully, I nuzzled my head between those beautiful thighs, running my tongue over the wet sex that shone at last in front of me. And above me, my goddess groaned in pure sadistic pleasure. Whatever else this newly-fledged relationship between us might be, it was far from boring.
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