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Worshiping His Goddess

It was certainly a strange situation I found myself in. Alex had been in charge virtually from the moment we met, and with each subsequent encounter between us, she increased her control over me. And yet, I was finding myself delighted by it. As I lay on the bed, my tongue buried in her sweet wet pussy, hearing her moan in pleasure above me, I couldn’t deny that I was having a good time, even with all the frustration and humiliation that went along with it. And maybe a little bit because of them, too. After all, it feels good to make a beautiful woman cum. And maybe, back then, I still nursed some hope in my heart that Alex didn’t absolutely mean everything she had said. That maybe, just maybe, I could convince her to let me cum after all. If I licked her pussy really well, if I got her excited enough, maybe she would give in to the obvious attraction and sexual chemistry between us and give me what I wanted.

Alex moaned in pleasure. Her body twisted in the bed sheets, her hands gripping the back of my head. I gave her everything I had, plunging my tongue deep inside her welcoming sex, lapping up every drop of the divine juices that poured out of her. And before long, I knew I had done my job. Another orgasm tore through her, making her howl in selfish pleasure, and even as my cock surged desperately between my legs, I felt a faint stirring of pride to know what I had done. Of course, if I wanted to cum that badly, I could’ve made myself do it. I could’ve touched myself right there while I ate her out, and I got the sense that Alex was far too distracted to notice if I did. But that would be breaking the rules. I didn’t have the mental bandwidth at that time to analyze just why I was so reluctant to do that. I only knew that I was. That this game, as teasing and frustrating as it had become, was endlessly exciting to me. That doing what Alex said was a giddy thrill. And maybe part of me wanted to do what she said. Part of me wanted to earn the orgasm she promised rather than cheating by giving myself one that was never going to be as good as what she could do for me.

When my job was done, I lifted my head away from Alex’s body. She sighed, opening her fluttering eyelids to see me grinning at her. She looked so beautiful, lying there with her beautiful face half hidden by her dark hair, her cheeks glowing with the pleasure of sex. She deserved to be worshiped. The problem was, she knew it.

“Good job, bitch boy,” she grinned, liquid pleasure seeming to dripped from every word she spoke as her lips formed the sounds. “Now, go brush the pussy off your teeth. I keep guest toothbrushes in the drawer under the sink.”

For just a second, I stared at her without saying a word. I could hardly be surprised. After all, this was the role she had chosen, and she played it beautifully. The demanding and selfish goddess who cared only about her own pleasure and was more than happy to order me around. And yet, I had had that wild hope that maybe I could change her mind. Silly, really. I should’ve known better. And Alex smiled as she looked at me, over the length of her sprawled and naked body, glutted with pleasure that I was denied as I kneeled on the mattress between her feet, my cock raging and desperate for pleasure but found unworthy for now.

There was nothing else to do except what she said. I knew that. If I hadn’t been able to convince her to let me cum by giving her an orgasm with my mouth, I didn’t imagine I would be able to do it by begging and pleading, either. So I resisted the urge to try and instead climbed out of the bed. I could feel her eyes on me as I stepped out of the bedroom, finding my way through her unfamiliar apartment. She was enjoying this, I knew. Of course she was. After all, the woman loved to be in charge, and I had just pleasured her and then been dismissed like a lowly servant.

In the bathroom, I shook my head. Whenever I was apart from her, I found myself questioning everything. Questioning why I let her treat me like this, no matter how gorgeous she was. It was pathetic. It was unmanly. But then, all I had to do was think about the sex that we had and the wild pleasure that she gave me, and my doubts melted away. All I had to do was look at her to know why I put up with this. Those eyes, that voice, that smile. Alex had all the ammunition she would ever need to turn me into whatever she wanted me to be. And my cock continued to throb desperately as I avoided my eyes in the mirror and washed her pussy juice off my face. In the drawer under the sink, I found an unopened toothbrush and pulled it out of the packet. How often did she entertain overnight guests? This was a level of preparation that was beyond me. But I tried to push any jealous thoughts away, knowing they weren’t in the least bit helpful. I was here now. That was all that mattered. And we had what would no doubt be a long day ahead of us as we prepared for her work Christmas party.

I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t worried. She had said she wouldn’t embarrass me if I didn’t embarrass her, but she had also said she wanted me to be obedient in front of her friends. And why did that send a strange bolt of pleasure through me, too? Why did that thought turn me on? I had no idea what was going on inside my own head these days. Alex had awoken something inside me, turning me on to pleasures I would never have imagined. She seemed to know more about what I wanted than I did. Another reason I couldn’t think of anything better to do than to go along with what she said.

*​*​*​*​*

Alex sighed happily. The air seemed to leave her body in a long and luxurious gasp. Not the hysterical screams I had drawn out of her at other times. There was no doubt she was enjoying herself. I raised my dripping face from between her shaking thighs again, staring at her with unbridled lust and a strange kind of awe. All day long, I had been thinking that she might relent. That her own obvious horniness would get the better of her, and she would allow me to have sex with her. That if I just served her humbly enough, she would allow me to cum.

She didn’t.

“How many orgasms is that you’ve given me now, bitch boy?”

I’d never imagined a contemptuous sneer could be so beautiful. But Alex looked down at me along the length of her gorgeous body, sprawled as she was on the sofa. She was dressed casually, wearing a tank top and a skirt that she could easily pull out of the way whenever she demanded I service her. And she did demand it.

“Six times, goddess,” I said. Alex chuckled to herself, sweeping her hair back from her flushed face. The title had come about organically, but it seemed to fit her. After all, there I was, on my knees, worshiping her. She lay back on the sofa in her apartment, the TV playing behind me, ignored for now. That was how we had spent our day. Hanging out together, watching movies and TV, but always with the sexual tension crackling between us like some invisible fire in the room. I couldn’t remember ever being quite so helplessly horny. Because Alex still hadn’t let me cum. And every time she made me pleasure her, ordering me to go down on her as though I had no choice in the matter, as though my only mission in life was to serve her and give her sexual pleasure, it turned me on more. All day long, I had been tasting her sex in my mouth, and my cock had not softened even a little. It was still throbbing away between my legs, still desperate for me to do something to give me the orgasm I craved. But I was trapped. Trapped by my desire for Alex, knowing that nothing I could do would compare to the pleasure she could give me. And she would only give it to me once I had done everything she wanted. Which included, apparently, being her oral sex toy and dropping to my knees to get her off anytime she felt like it.

“Six times,” she said thoughtfully. Putting her hands on the sofa behind her, she sat upright, pulling her skirt down over her thighs again. She wore no panties underneath. After all, they would only have gotten in the way. Rising to my feet, I sat down on the sofa next to her, straightening my legs to relieve some of the pressure in my knees. I had never spent so much time kneeling before. But when a goddess orders you to your knees, you obey. At least, I did. Because after all, Alex was right. The more horny she made me, the more obedient I became. And in that moment, I was very horny and very obedient indeed.

“Not bad,” she said with a smile. “You’re pretty good at eating pussy, too. And practice makes perfect. You like worshiping your goddess’ pussy, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do,” I admitted truthfully. I did. The smell, the taste, the movement of Alex’s sex against my tongue and lips, all combined to drive me crazy whenever I did it. I love to hear her moan in pleasure. I love to hear her cry out. When her juices spurted out of her sex to splash into my mouth, I drank them down greedily, taking them for the blessing that they were. That didn’t mean I wasn’t deeply frustrated. That didn’t mean I wasn’t on fire with lust, desire threatening to turn into anger inside me as I wondered why this woman wouldn’t give me what I wanted. But still, to my own surprise, I was enjoying the dance. As frustrated and turned on as I was, I was enjoying being forced to serve this unbelievable woman for the hope of orgasm that she held out in front of me.

“That’s good. I mean, it doesn’t matter either way. It only matters that you make me cum,” Alex said, staring right into my eyes as she spoke with a kind of challenge. But as always, I found myself getting lost in the deep and crystal-clear blue of her stare, found my heart fluttering in my chest just as my cock throbbed between my legs. I was no match for her, and we both knew it. Clearly, this woman could do anything she wanted with me. She didn’t even need handcuffs. There were no whips and chains involved, the way I might once have thought when I tried to imagine a relationship like this. Alex was able to control me with nothing but her words and her body and the promise of pleasure it held out. Because at least in part, I was more than willing to be controlled.

“But it’s better if you can enjoy your new role,” she went on. She didn’t even try to keep the smile off her face as she spoke. She loved this, I knew. She loved taunting me with my own lack of power, my helplessness before her. The taste of her pussy in my mouth was all the reminder I needed that one of us got to cum, and one of us didn’t. Hard to imagine a greater display of Alex’s sexual power over me than that.

“How many orgasms a day do you think a goddess like me deserves?”

“Infinite, goddess,” I said, making her laugh again.

“Infinite? Yeah, probably. That’s not realistic, though, is it? I’m just trying to decide how many orgasms I should make you give me before I let you have one of your own.”

For a moment, I froze. Her words felt like a trap. And the way she was smiling at me only enhanced that impression. My cock was throbbing like it had all day between my thighs, and I was so turned on it felt like I could barely breathe. I couldn’t focus on anything else. And yet, I felt like I was starting to understand how Alex’s mind worked. She wasn’t going to make anything easy, I knew that much. Still, I have my limits.

“Please, goddess Alex,” I said, cringing as I spoke but unable to stop myself. “Please let me cum! I’ve done everything you said.”

Alex laughed out loud. Her laughter sent a tremor of humiliation and despair racing through me. There I was, begging a woman for sex like I had never done in my whole life. And I knew that she was getting off on it, that it was only adding to her monumental ego and her sense of sexual superiority. But I couldn’t help it. I had been craving her body all day, since the moment we woke up and she climbed on top of me but wouldn’t let me cum. We both knew that Alex had me exactly where she wanted me.

“You have,” Alex acknowledged. “But that’s like the bare minimum of how you should behave around me. You should always do what your goddess says. That’s why I’m a goddess, and you are… what you are. Now, if you’re going to beg, beg me properly. Back down on your knees.”

I looked at her. My mouth opened by itself, about to question her. After all, even after everything that had happened, I could barely believe what I was hearing. But I stopped myself. Alex might be smiling. But I knew from experience that didn’t mean she wasn’t serious. And all through the course of this strainge relationship, as she slowly tightened her grip on me more and more, as she came to dominate me more and more thoroughly, she had never yet been joking about anything like this.

Still, I hesitated. More and more lately, the woman scared me. It was an experience I had never had before, of being afraid of someone that you’re also unbelievably attracted to. But clearly, Alex had her own ideas of where she wanted this relationship to go. The thrillseeking part of me couldn’t wait to find out what they might be, even as the more cautious part of my brain screamed at me that I didn’t know what I was doing. But I was trapped. Too crazy in lust with her to do anything else.

So once again, on the orders of a woman I barely knew, I got down on my knees. This time, not to taste that divine pussy that hid just behind her skirt. This time, it was clear, Alex intended to get off on my humiliation alone.

“Who’s your goddess?” she said coolly.

“You are, Goddess Alex,” I said, swallowing my own shame and humiliation as I did. And Alex sat up straight, smiling down at me from her seat on the couch, her knees apart, her short skirt hanging down between her thighs to deprive me of the sight of the pussy I could still taste in my mouth.

“Beg your goddess for permission to cum.”

“Please, Goddess Alex,” I said as humbly as I could. Up above me, Alex howled with laughter, throwing back her head in sheer joy as I debased myself for her amusement. But this, I knew, was all part of the game. This was what my goddess wanted. And just like the oral sex I had been giving her all day on command, I was going to give her this, too.

“Please, you’re so beautiful,” I begged her while she continued to laugh at me. “You’re so sexy and so powerful. You’re perfect. I just want you so bad, goddess.”

Alex leaned forward. Those bright eyes looked into mine once again, and she reached out her hand, taking hold of my chin between fingers and thumb. She held my face there, forcing me to look her in the eye as she spoke.

“No,” she said firmly. And as I groaned in despair, she pushed my face away from her, laughing out loud again.

“Please, goddess!” I said urgently. “I’ll do anything you say!” I was so lost in lust that I meant it, too. And I knew that that was Alex’s plan all along. She had told me as much herself. The fact that that didn’t stop it from working only added to my humiliation and sense of inferiority as Alex smiled down at me.

“That’s right. You will,” she said. “But I don’t feel like another orgasm just yet. I’ve had plenty already, unlike you. So you can worship me in another way.”

Her skirt slid over her thighs as she moved, crossing her legs. The toes of her bare foot pointed down at the ground in front of her. Her breasts rose in the neck of her tank top as she breathed steadily, placing her hands on either side of her body on the couch for balance.

“Kiss my feet,” she ordered. “Grovel on the floor in front of your goddess show me you know your place.”

Again, I hesitated. There was still enough of my pride left to know just what a humiliating spectacle that would be. And after all, that was what my goddess wanted. For me to feel the shame of being forced to obey her like this, to bow before her beauty and sexual power and acknowledge my own inferiority. But I was more than halfway there already.

And so, I did what she said. I did as I was told. Inching back on my knees, I lowered my face to the floor, pressing my lips against the warm skin of Alex’s foot. The moment felt strange, almost solemn. I didn’t look up, but I could feel her looking down at me, leaning forward to watch me and enjoy the spectacle of my humble submission to her. Then, finally, I heard her laugh.

“You really are a little bitch, aren’t you?” she gloated. “All I had to do was tell you you couldn’t cum for a couple of hours, and you’re already groveling at my feet, begging me for an orgasm.”

“Yes, goddess,” I murmured. After all, there was no point denying the truth.

“I didn’t tell you to stop, did I?” Alex said. And immediately, I start kissing her foot again. I snuck a glance up her long legs as she sat back on the sofa, folding her arms beneath her tempting breasts. As though she was deciding what to do with me next. Or maybe just enjoying the moment for what it was, a physical demonstration of the power she held over me. I was cringing in shame as I carried on kissing her foot, but still, my cock had not softened even a little. I couldn’t believe how badly I wanted a woman who was treating me as badly as this. But there was no avoiding the simple truth: that the worse Alex treated me, the more beautiful she became to me.

“You’re lucky I like my guys kind of pathetic,” Alex said at last. “You’re lucky I like a guy who knows his place. Don’t worry. You’ll get your reward, eventually. I just haven’t decided when. You’re going to have to be really nice to me at this Christmas party tonight.”

“Yes, goddess,” I said. I didn’t see much else to say.

“I guess we should get ready soon,” Alex said. “You can stop that now.”

I lifted my head from her foot, sitting back on my knees. For whatever reason, it didn’t even occur to me to get up. Somehow, in that moment, on my knees felt like exactly where I should be. And as she stared right at me with those gorgeous, intimidatingly beautiful eyes, Alex seemed to feel the same way.

Suddenly, a smile broke across her pretty face. I knew her too well to take much encouragement from that.

“I’ll make you a deal, slave boy,” Alex said, playfully pressing the toes of the third I had just kissed against my chest. “You can help me pick out what to wear tonight. Especially my underwear. And I’ll pick what you wear under your clothes, too.”

“Ok,” I said. Almost 2 my own surprise, after all the shame and humiliation she had put me through, I found myself smiling at her suggestion. And Alex smiled too. Her skirt swelled around her thighs as she jumped up from the couch, rising to her feet.

“Come on then,” she said. “Let’s go get dressed.”

Rising to my feet, I followed her. Under my clothes, my cock swayed with every step I took, relentlessly hard and hungry for her. In her bedroom, Alex was already stripping off her casual clothes. She did it in a businesslike way, not trying to tease me at all. But it did anyway. I couldn’t take my eyes off that magnificent body as she walked toward her closet completely naked, her big boobs bouncing on her chest and her full hips swaying with every step she took.

“I bought this for tonight,” she said, fishing a dress on a hanger out of her closet. It was bright red, and as she held it up in front of me, I saw it was made of some shiny material. Latex. The dress reflected the light as she moved, looking way too small for her, and my cock bounced at the thought of how she would look in such a provocative outfit. Alex was many things, but lacking confidence was never one of them.

“You’re going to look amazing,” I said, and she giggled.

“Thanks,” she said. “But I’m feeling like such a dominatrix today, I think I’ll wear boots with it. Actually, it’s good you’re here. You can help me get into it. There’s some lube in that drawer over there. Go grab it.”

I didn’t even hesitate. I was too turned on to care that she was ordering me around like a servant. I went to the drawer she pointed to and found the bottle of lube, and brought it back to her. Setting the dress aside, Alex smiled at me.

“I think you should be naked for this too,” she said. “I’m not going to fuck you, but that doesn’t mean I can’t look at you.”

“Yes, goddess.”

Tossing the bottle of lube down on the bed, I shed the clothes I was wearing in a matter of seconds. Alex grinned as she saw my cock standing out hard and rigid from my body, just as it had been all day. Then she ordered me to begin applying lube to her skin. Taking the bottle, I did as I was told, running my hands over her soft skin. And soon, I could see the evil genius in her latest order. It was driving me crazy. I ran my hands over her back, over her breasts, feeling the hardness of her nipples under my fingers as she moaned in pleasure. Then I ran my fingers down over her toned stomach, over the swell of her hips, cupping and squeezing her while she moaned in pleasure. Anointing her thighs with lube, my hands snaked around to the front of her body, finding her pussy. And she pressed her well-lubricated ass back against me, pushing my cock back against my stomach, sliding her ass up and down my shaft until I was groaning and panting with pleasure.

“Don’t cum,” she warned. “Just keep serving your goddess, lube boy. What should I wear underneath my dress tonight?”

“Nothing, goddess,” I said immediately.

“Naughty boy,” Alex purred. “I’ll have my nipples poking through this dress all night. I don’t want to flash my coworkers my pussy when I sit down.”

“You said I could choose,” I murmured against her neck.

“All right,” she laughed. “A deal’s a deal.”

It was almost more than I could stand. The pressure was unrelenting, and with my cock trapped between my body and hers, the warm lubricant sliding up and down it as I caressed her unbelievable body, I felt like a was going to explode. But somehow, I managed to hold out. When she had finally decided I had done enough, Alex stepped away from me, smiling happily. Her body glistened from the top of her chest to the middle of her thighs. When she ordered me to put the dress on her, I soon understood why. The tight rubber gripped her skin everywhere, and it was only the lubricant that let me slide it over her body, the red latex conforming to her every astounding curve as I dressed her. I knew she would look fantastic. But once the dress was on, she looked even more incredible than I would’ve imagined. She was a goddess. At this point, it was impossible to deny.

“Put my boots on,” Alex ordered as she sat down carefully on the bed. She was right about the dress. It slid up her glistening thighs when she sat, almost exposing the bare pussy that hid just underneath. As I dropped to my knees on the floor in front of her again and picked up the boots she had selected, I could hardly believe she had allowed me to choose what she wore underneath. But as I slid first one high-heeled black leather boot onto her foot, then the other, Alex didn’t leave me guessing for long at why she had been so uncharacteristically benevolent.

“Since you got to choose my underwear, I get to choose yours,” she said with a smile. “And I have just the thing. Stand up and stay there. I need to get something.”

I rose to my feet, and so did Alex. As she stepped past me, her body swaying from side to side and making the skintight latex dress creak with every step she took, I couldn’t keep myself from groaning in desire. Every curve of her body called to me, driving me wild with barely-repressed desire. But I did as I was told. I waited, listening to her high-heeled footsteps recede through small apartment as she went to the kitchen, then came back. I stood naked before her, and she smiled as she stepped closer to me.

“First, this,” she said, reaching toward me. I groaned in desire she took hold of my cock and balls in her hands. “I don’t want you forgetting who owns you tonight. There’s going to be lots of pretty girls there, but I want you focused on your goddess.”

I couldn’t see what she was doing, and I was too lost in lust to worry about it. It was only when I heard a sharp snap and felt a strange weight between my legs that I looked down. And cried out. Alex had snapped a padlock around my balls, letting it dangle underneath my cock.

“What are you doing?”

“Whatever the fuck I want,” Alex said, smiling at me and staring deep into my eyes. “That’s what a goddess does. Now you’re going to remember who owns your orgasms all night, and so am I. Because I’m going to keep the key to that lock.” And as she spoke, I watched her slip a small key into the top of one of her boots. Then, she picked up a black marker pan that she had brought with her from the kitchen. Uncapping it, she wrote a big number 7 on my chest. When she was finished, she put the cap back on the marker and tossed it carelessly away.

“Since I’m not wearing any panties, one of us should,” Alex said. “So you’re going to wear my panties underneath your clothes. It’s going to be really uncomfortable, and it’s going to be really funny for me knowing that I have my little bitch all dressed up in my underwear.”

“What’s with the number seven?” I asked, trying to focus on that instead of what she had just said and the shame and humiliation it sparked in me.

“That? That’s just a reminder of how many orgasms I’ve had without you having one.”

“But I only gave you six,” I stupidly replied.

“That’s right,” Alex grinned. “So get down on your knees again and get to work, slut.”
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