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This Year’s Boy

I was nervous. I mean, who wouldn’t be? I had no real idea where the night was going. In the short time I had known her, Alex had demonstrated over and over again that she was capable of just about anything. And my goddess clearly had a taste for danger. From the very first night we had met, when she looked like such a vision in her sexy Santa costume, she had toyed with the risk of exposure, of discovery. Maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised at this new turn of events. But that didn’t make it any easier to calm my nerves.

And yet, what choice did I have? This was what Alex wanted. And the one sacred rule in this game that we were playing was that Alex got what she wanted. The hold she had on me was difficult even to understand. At least, it was until you looked at her. But once you did, it all became clear. I just wanted her too badly to say no, even to something this wild and crazy and intimidating. And the erection throbbing away inside my pants was all the leverage she needed to make me do whatever she wanted.

Speaking of that. Another thing I had learned about Alex in the short time I had known her was to take what she said seriously. She nearly always spoke with a smile, that sly and beautiful smile that seemed to drive a nail into my heart every time I saw it. But that didn’t mean she wasn’t serious. When she told me I was going to wear a pair of her panties to her work Christmas party, I had all but brushed the statement aside, too fixated on the sex act she then made me do. But despite the powerful orgasm I gave her with my mouth, she didn’t forget. And she wasn’t joking. Once she was satisfied again, having her seventh orgasm of the day from my mouth while I was still dreaming of just one, Alex put her plan into action. Pulling down the clinging latex dress that shone on every curve of her body, she stepped across her bedroom and rummaged in her underwear drawer. She pulled out a pair of pink panties and demanded I put them on. And I thought of resisting, the way I always did. Some part of me said that I shouldn’t give in, that I should draw the line here at last. But it was completely overruled by the insane desire I was feeling in that moment. Alex had all but promised me an orgasm if I went along with what she said. I had already seen that she meant what she said when it came to humiliating me. So I could only hope that she meant what she said when it came to a potential reward, too.

I did what she said. Reluctantly, shamefully, I stood naked in front of her and pulled her tiny pink panties on, feeling the fabric stretch and strain around me. Alex laughed out loud as she watched, clapping her hands together in delight as I humbly did her bidding. By now, she had no reason to doubt the absolutely fearsome power she held over me. We had both demonstrated it over and over again. But still, my goddess got a kick out of it. Every time I lowered myself to some new level of submission to her, it provoked the same response. I had asked her how many times she had done this before, and her answer had been evasive. But no matter how experienced a dominatrix my new goddess might or might not be, she clearly still got a wild thrill out of being in charge.

Of course, that only turned me on more.

It took an effort to wrestle my hard cock behind the skimpy pink fabric of the panties she chose for me. As I did, I could feel the weight of the lock she had placed around my scrotum hanging down from my body, doing exactly what she said it would and acting as a reminder of her power over me. Alex didn’t even try to hold back her wild amusement at the spectacle taking place in front of her, every laugh and giggle letting me know just how ridiculous I looked in her underwear. And once I was dressed up just the way she wanted, totally beaten and humiliated, she allowed me to put on my normal clothes on top of what I was wearing. I hadn’t dressed for a party. When I came to her place the previous day, it had been to hang out and have kinky sex, not to socialize with other people. But Alex said it didn’t matter, and I was inclined to believe her. After all, with her looking the way she did, I couldn’t imagine anyone who saw us would even notice me. There was a magnetic pull to her body wrapped in the tight red latex that did more to show off her figure that it did to conceal it. I couldn’t imagine that I would be the only one to feel the irresistible pull.

Alex told me I would be driving. Like always, I didn’t argue. As I followed her out of her apartment, down the hallway, toward my car parked outside, I still could hardly believe what I was looking at. All this goddess talk was part of the kinky game that we played. But there was a fierce truth behind it all. With that scandalous dress clinging to every divine curve of her body, Alex did indeed look like a goddess. And I could still taste the liquid pleasure in my mouth from the last time she had me worship her. My head was spinning as I followed her down the hallway, watching her gorgeous ass sway from side to side with every high-heeled step she took, straining against the shining latex that clung to it. My cock throbbed uncontrollably as I watched, and as I followed her, every step I took reminded me of the padlock hanging from my balls. It felt like this woman really did own me, after knowing me for such a short period of time. Though looking at her, I would defy any man to do any better at resisting her than I did.

Outside, we climbed into my car. It was already dark outside, the early nights of December shutting off the light as though by a switch. But under the streetlights, Alex’s provocative costume gleamed like a polished weapon. The weren’t many people passing by on her street, but everyone that did noticed us. Everyone seemed to do a double take. As well they should, I thought to myself. It’s not every day you see a goddess walking down the street. But if my goddess even noticed the mere mortals who watched her pass, she didn’t give any sign of it. She seemed to be floating along in a cloud of her own thoughts, the sole resident of the separate plane of existence her beauty put her on. Women like her don’t have to worry about the same things we mortals do. They don’t have to play by the same rules as everybody else. They can do whatever they want, including inviting men they hardly know to play strange games of domination and submission, knowing that the world will just get out of the way for their desires. I knew I was proving her right as I twisted my car key in the ignition and followed her directions. But Alex is not a woman you say no to.

“This is going to be fun,” Alex said as she sat back in the passenger seat of my car. The skintight dress creaked slightly with every move she made, her big boobs pressing against the stretching fabric with every breath she took. I tried to keep my eyes on the road ahead, but it was impossible with her sitting next to me. Every stop sign, every traffic light was an opportunity to sneak another glance across my car at the woman who so clearly owned me. And Alex smiled like she always did, letting me look, confident in the knowledge that it only increased her fearsome power over me. She was right about that, too.

“You’re going to be such a good boy for me tonight,” Alex went on. It wasn’t really question, so I didn’t bother to answer. I just tried to keep calm, tried not to think of what lay ahead of me that night, even as she did her best to remind me.

“I want all the girls to see what a good boy you are. I want them to see what I’ve turned you into.”

“See, it’s exactly things like that that make me nervous,” I said. Alex laughed loudly, the bubbling sound of her amusement filling the small space of my car as we drove through the darkness.

“What?” she said, feigning an innocence that couldn’t have been more out of place considering the situation we were in. “Don’t you want my friends to know that you’re my little bitch boy?”

“Not particularly,” I said, making her laugh again.

“Well that’s no fun,” she said. “But remember what I said. I want you to be a good boy. Don’t embarrass me if you don’t want me to embarrass you.”

“Yeah, I remember,” I muttered. For once, Alex wasn’t laughing. But as she looked across the car at me, I felt as though I could feel her smile. She knew exactly what she wanted, and didn’t seem to feel the faintest hint of shame or embarrassment about it. I envied her that. And as I drove, it occurred to me that in its own small way, that, too, was part of the power she held. Along with her beauty, along with her self-confidence, her total lack of shame or embarrassment about who she was and what she wanted made her extraordinarily powerful. I could only imagine what that felt like, lost as I was in my own circle of humiliating desire.

Following Alex’s directions, I pulled up outside a fancy hotel. It felt ridiculous to hand the keys to my tired old car to a valet to park. But the moment Alex stepped out of the car, I could see that the valet wasn’t paying me the slightest bit of attention. His eyes all but popped out of his head as she emerged in her skintight dress, her long legs accentuated by every stride she took it her high-heeled leather boots. He didn’t even try to hide the fact that he was looking at her. He managed to make his way all the way around my car and climbed into the driver’s seat without tearing his eyes away. And for her part, Alex didn’t even seem to notice. Probably she was used to this kind of attention from men.

“Let’s go,” she said, I followed her through the sliding doors of the hotel to the lobby. Judging from the nature of the hotel, I could see at once that I was woefully underdressed. But again, no one was really looking at me anyway. Alex turned heads wherever she went in that outfit, every man and woman in the lobby turning to watch her go, their attention drawn by the sound of her high heels on the highly polished floor and captured by the way her body moved. I had been with some attractive girls in the past, but no one, I had to admit, on Alex’s level. I was being reminded all over again of the strange combination of jealousy and pride you feel at being out in public with a woman everyone wants. This was just the more intense version of a feeling I had encountered before.

Alex took charge, which was for the best. My head was spinning, and my unassuaged desire made me almost stupid. It was all I could do to put one foot in front of the other and walk along beside her as she asked the receptionist where to go, then followed her directions. I followed Alex past the hotel restaurant and bar, through the double doors of a function room to where her work party was being held.

As the double doors closed behind her, I heard a loud noise. Every head turned toward us as we stepped into the room, and I saw that one woman was literally running toward us, toward Alex, her arms outstretched. With a joyful squeal, Alex started running too, as much as she could in the restrictive rubbery dress that clung so tight to her body. The two women embraced, and I realized I was looking at a girl I had met before, briefly. Alex’s partner, handing out samples on the day we met. I forced a smile onto my face, trying to push aside the lingering feelings of humiliation and disgrace I felt. After all, I reminded myself, nobody here but Alex knew the truth. Nobody here could know what I was wearing under my clothes. All I had to was play the boyfriend for a few hours to earn the reward I craved.

And while Alex hugged her friend, I looked around the room. A few eyes turned toward me, a few heads tilted in my direction. Two things struck me immediately about Alex’s coworkers. One was that they were all female. The other was that, to a greater or lesser degree, they were all gorgeous.

Maybe that’s not a surprise, I told myself. After all, Alex worked in promotions. If you want people to pay attention, whether men or women, nothing beats a pretty girl. Let’s face it, no one would stop while shopping to take a sample of anything from a guy like me. No, the part that surprise me as I looked around was not the beauty of the women. It was the total absence of any other men. Sure, they might not work for the company. But did nobody else here have a boyfriend or husband?

“Lee, come over here,” Alex said. “I want you to meet everyone.” Disentangling herself from her friend’s embrace, Alex held her hand out to me. I walked across the room, forcing a smile onto my face that I didn’t really feel. But I knew what my goddess wanted, and I was determined to play that role and earn my reward. So I stood there smiling and offering week greetings as a round of introductions began.

Megan was first. That was Alex’s coworker from the store. I remembered how cute she had looked in the same sexy Christmas outfit Alex wore the day I met her, and if anything, she looked even better now. Like Alex, she had dark hair, although Megan tended more towards dark brown than black. Her eyes were brown too, a light brown that caught the light, accentuated by the makeup she wore to give them a warm glow as she smiled at me. She was wearing a loose white shirt, leather leggings that clung to her toned legs, and a pair of black high-heeled pumps.

Then there was Sandra. A blue-eyed blonde with her long hair slicked away from her face in a side parting. She was wearing a black top that bared her slender shoulders paired with a purple skirt made of silk that shone on her hips and thighs, along with a pair of nude high heels that made her long legs seem even longer. Emily was also blonde, her honey-colored hair falling in waves over her shoulders. Her brown eyes were framed by glasses with a heavy black frame, and her blue dress, paired with black knee-high boots with a chunky high heel, did little to hide the curvaceous body underneath. Next was Victoria, a redhead with porcelain skin and bright blue eyes who had poured herself into a green and black patterned dress that was pulled tight around her narrow waist only to flare out around her hips. The fishnet stockings she wore underneath showed off her incredible toned legs where the dress ended at mid-thigh, and she wore strappy black high heels on her feet, adding to her height.

“And this is Anthea, my boss,” Alex said, indicating a tall woman who smiled as she approached. She was older than the rest of the women, all of whom I would have guessed to be around Alex’s own age, somewhere in their early twenties. Anthea, on the other hand, looked more like she was in her forties. But I could see at once how she had got into the promotions business. She was still a beautiful woman, and I was sure that when she was the age of the rest the girls, she was just as stunning as they were. In fact, she still was now, in a more mature way. Her blonde hair cascaded in long curls around her shoulders, her deep brown eyes shining, framed by fine lines that appeared as she looked at me. She was wearing a black top with laces up the front that more than hinted at a tempting cleavage, her breasts smaller than Alex’s but inviting all the same. Below the waist, she wore black leggings with a reflective luster that matched Alex’s dress, latex that clung like a second skin to every curve of her hips and her thighs. The leggings disappeared into a tall pair of leather boots that rose over her knees, with long laces up the front, a pointed toe, and a wicked metallic spike heel. The outfit was almost as provocative as the one Alex wore. And in my state of deep sexual frustration and merciless arousal, she and every other woman in the room looked absolutely irresistible. Alex might be my goddess, but every one of these women, I could see at once, was gorgeous enough to bring any man to his knees.

“Nice to meet you,” I said weakly, almost bowled over by this excess of female beauty. Anthea took my hand in hers, staring deep into my eyes as she did, and her smile made me feel like she could see right through me. I hoped I wasn’t blushing, knowing the secrets I hid. There was almost an aura about the woman, a confidence that set her apart and made her unmissable, even in a room like this. I found myself wondering if Alex had learned part of her own self possession from her beautiful boss.

“Likewise,” Andrea smiled. “Alex, he’s cute. Good job on finding this year’s boy.”

Anthea was still holding my hand as I turned toward Alex. I didn’t need to ask the question; she could already see I was confused. She smiled, but for the first time since I had known her, I could see that it was a nervous smile. And seeing Alex nervous, when she had always been so confident and in control, only added to my own nervousness.

“Come on, let’s get a drink,” Alex said. Stepping away from her friends, she led me across the room. As we went, I could hear the other women talking behind us, an occasional burst of laughter rising from the group.

There was no bar, just a self-serve table with wine and spirits and beer in a small fridge on the floor. Alex poured herself a large glass of wine, and I selected a beer from the fridge. She took a long gulp from her glass, as though fortifying herself. As she lowered the glass again, I saw those dazzling eyes looking me over, studying my face. I didn’t say a word, waiting for her to speak. My goddess had something she wanted to say.

“Okay. So. This is weird,” she began.

“Oh God,” I groaned.

“No, no, it’s not bad! I promise. I mean, I don’t think it’s bad. It could be really good. It just depends. I don’t know how you’ll feel about this.”

“Neither do I until you tell me what it is,” I said.

Alex took a deep breath, and her breasts strained against the shiny red latex of her dress as she breathed. If only she wasn’t so unbelievably gorgeous. If only she didn’t look the way she did, I might’ve had a chance.

“Maybe I should have told you before we came,” she said. “But I wasn’t sure you’d go along with it. I wanted you to meet the girls first. And you can still say no, totally. Honestly, you don’t have to do this. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do tonight. That’s rule number one. Even more important than doing what I tell you.”

“Alex. What are you talking about?”

“So… You probably noticed there are no other guys here. That’s the rule. No husbands. No boyfriends. This is a night for us girls. Except, every year, one of us is nominated to bring a boy. Ideally not a boyfriend or husband. Ideally just some guy we can have a bit of fun with.”

“Are you serious?”

It was a question I found myself asking Alex a lot. And the answer always came back the same. Still, once again, my goddess had found something even more outrageous than anything we had done up to that point. What she was suggesting sounded like something out of some strange perverted fantasy. And I’m not going to pretend it didn’t excite me. Of course it did. It was so outrageous, so absurd, so I couldn’t help feeling as though some sort of trick was being played on me. Stuff like this doesn’t happen in real life, certainly not to guys like me. Everything that had happened since meeting Alex had seemed vaguely unreal, but this was easily the most unbelievable thing yet.

“Yes, I’m serious,” Alex said, and the smile returned to her face, at least a little. “Look, I know it’s weird. But we always have so much fun. And I can promise you, so does the guy. I mean, look at these girls. They’re all really pretty, aren’t they?”

“Yeah, they are,” I admitted. Though pretty was an understatement. They all looked different, but each was gorgeous in a different way. In my mind, none of them quite compared with Alex’s almost supernatural beauty. But they came pretty close, and that automatically made them some of the best looking women I had ever seen.

“Well then. It can’t be that bad, can it? Being the chew toy for me and my friends could be the most exciting sexual experience of your life. But I don’t want to push you into anything. The truth is, Lee, I really like you. I think this might be the start of something, and I don’t just mean the sex. But at the same time, you know what I’m like. If I going to be with a guy, I have to know he’s open-minded enough to handle the things I’m into.”

“And this is what you’re into?”

Alex’s smile was more obvious now, lighting up her face again. She leaned in close to me, and those dazzling eyes took my breath away the way they always did, and her hand on my arm was like an invitation to a world of pleasure I had barely imagined before.

“Yes,” she said softly, speaking only just loud enough to be heard over the music that played in the background and the voices of the other women across the room. “This is fun to me. And I know it will be for you. All you have to do is say yes, and then do whatever any woman tells you to.”

I hesitated. I always did. Every time I stood on the threshold of one of Alex’s kinky ideas like this, I had doubts. I’d have to be insane not to, wouldn’t I?

And yet. The truth was, this crazy woman had never steered me wrong yet. Everything we had done together, that I had had doubts about at the time, had ended up being one of the best experiences of my life. What she was proposing now, as crazy as it might seem, was just a progression of that. The same idea, of her being in charge and me being submissive, a toy she used for her desires. The only difference was that now, there would be several other beautiful women involved. And of course, Alex was absolutely right. Before she came along, I would’ve considered myself lucky to be with any one of her coworkers. The thought of playing with all of them in this kinky way seemed too good to be true. If I passed up this opportunity because I was scared about what might happen, I knew I would never forgive myself.

“Ok,” I said, speaking in a long sigh that let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding. “I’ll do it.”

“Really?” Alex’s nose crinkled adorably as she smiled at me, and the genuine happiness in her expression made my heart quicken. Stepping toward me, she threw her arms around my neck, kissing me passionately. And I kissed her back, my cock throbbing as it pressed hungrily against her body, straining the fabric of the pink panties my goddess made me where as I felt that beautiful body against my own.

“This is going to be awesome, I promise,” Alex said breathlessly as she lifted her lips from mine. Then, disentangling herself from my embrace, she took me by the hand. Her boot heels echoed like gunshots on the floor as she hurried across the room, practically dragging me along behind her. My head was spinning, and as the other women turned to watch us approach, I found it difficult to believe what I had signed up for. But it was the night and my unrelieved desire and that smile Alex had, that way of getting around me whenever she wanted. That way she had of tapping into the things that turned me on without me even knowing it.

“He’ll do it, guys,” Alex said, her voice brimming over with excitement as she led me to stand in front of her friends. I saw them turn to each other, saw the smiles that showed on pretty faces, saw the glowing eyes that looked me up and down like a piece of meat about to be devoured. Again, I had a moment of nervousness, wondering what I was doing. But at the same time, my cock was still raging in Alex’s borrowed underwear, and I was still excited to see where all this might lead. Her hand was warm in mine, squeezing my fingers tightly, and absurdly, I remembered what she said about liking me. About there maybe being more to this relationship than kinky sex. But for now, and for the next little while, I knew, the sex was going to be more than enough.

“He will? Excellent,” Andrea said, stepping forward. Her eyes glowed as she looked me up and down, without the slightest hint of embarrassment or self-consciousness. “Good job, Alex. Now, girls, get his clothes off. Let’s see how tonight’s toy measures up.”
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