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Working For His Goddess

William could feel himself being watched.

From the balcony, where his latex-clad goddess was observing his every move. With the darkness and the distance, he couldn’t see her face. He could only see the mere suggestion of her beautiful body, backlit by the light from his apartment, as she stretched out on his balcony, drinking his wine, observing his pathetic service to her. But he could feel it as if she were right there with him, her attention weighing down on him like some invisible mountain.

He had propped open the door of the apartment building and plugged his vacuum cleaner into a socket in the lobby. The cord stretched across the street, allowing him to vacuum the inside of Rachel’s car. It wasn’t especially dirty in there to begin with, but he remembered what she had said about him doing a good job, and he felt the pressure of her expectation, driving him to do the best he could. There was always hope. And hope, William was learning, is sometimes the cruelest thing of all. Hope is what keeps you pushing, even when maybe you shouldn’t. It’s what keeps you obedient and in your place.

But William couldn’t shake the faint hope he had, no matter how small it might be. Maybe, if he did a good job, Rachel might let him cum. He knew it was pathetic. He knew it was unlikely. But however unlikely, it was all he had to cling to, so that was what he did. Clutching onto that faint hope as if it were a promise, as if it was something he could make come true by sheer force of will.

He couldn’t forget the feel of her lips against his mouth. He couldn’t forget how it felt to have her tongue sliding over his, warm and silken, and all the passion and excitement she let him feel in that kiss. He couldn’t stop thinking about how it was the first time she had ever let him kiss her, how it was, in its own small way, some kind of progress. Or so he hoped.

And he knew, of course, that it might be nothing of the sort. He knew that it might just be another scheme by Rachel, her latest plan to keep him in that prison of hope, that cage of helpless desire his brain was locked into, just like his cock was locked into a black steel cage to which she held the key. She might well be that devious, that cruel. He couldn’t rule it out.

But maybe. Maybe that kiss meant something, and maybe all this obedience was leading somewhere, and maybe, just maybe, at the end of it all, he might know how it felt to have sex with Rachel.

In the meantime, he cleaned. He vacuumed up the dust from the floor mats of the car, removed a couple of empty bottles for recycling, wiped down the surfaces. He opened the glovebox, finding the usual assortment of official documentation, a few dry pens, half a packet of chewing gum. But on top of it all, taking up all his attention, he saw a pair of panties.

They were black. The fabric was soft and thin between his fingers as he lifted them carefully out, sitting in the passenger seat. Rachel’s. They had to be.

The way they sat so deliberately on top of everything,  he couldn’t help thinking he was meant to find them. He looked up toward his balcony, where Rachel was almost completely hidden in darkness, her face invisible. All he could see was her silhouette, and the faint gleam of reflected light from the latex outfit she wore. She was still out there, watching him. But how much could she see?

He reached up toward the dome light of the car and switched it off. Then he sat there in darkness for a moment, only the streetlights from outside illuminating him. His hands shook. His heart thumped. He felt unbelievably nervous as he sat there, wondering if she could see him, wondering what she wanted. Maybe exactly this. Maybe this was the whole point, or maybe this deliberate underwear was some kind of sign, written in a language he couldn’t read.

The only thing he knew was desire. And he lifted the underwear to his face, pressing it against his nose, taking a deep inhale and picking up the scent of the pussy he craved above anything else, the pussy that, he had to admit, owned him completely.

His cock throbbed in his cage, just like he knew it would. He winced at the dull ache of it, the jolt of pain it sent racing through him, his cock feeling bruised by his long captivity and Rachael’s constant teasing.

All through the week since he had last seen her, she had never been far from his thoughts. She was constantly on his phone, sending naughty messages, sexy photos, enticing videos. And he watched every one of them. He was, he knew, a participant in his own domination. He allowed this to happen. He allowed her to treat him like this and helped her maintain her power over him by falling for her every trick, because the alternative seemed worse.

Somehow, being without her was even more intolerable than what he had now. No matter how much it tortured him, how much it frightened him, he couldn’t let go of what they were doing together. It was, without any doubt, the thrill of his life. No matter how hard it was.

He took another deep whiff of her panties. And then, he put them back in the glove compartment, shutting it behind him. He didn’t know what Rachel wanted from him, what she expected him to do. He only knew that he had to try and give her exactly what she wanted.

The car now immaculately clean, he picked up the vacuum cleaner and headed back inside. When he walked into his apartment, letting the door swing shut behind him, he saw that Rachel had come in from the balcony. She was standing now in the living room, and the bright light that reflected back from her clinging latex catsuit showed her in sharp detail, a total contrast to the dim shape she had been watching from the balcony as he served her. He felt, like he always did, that pathetic surge of arousal, that deep growl of desire that the architecture of her body called out of him. It was mathematical, inevitable, primal. It made his blood boil in his veins, made his cock throb in his cage, every single time. There was no getting used to her, no adjusting to the new reality. There was only this, the desperation of total desire, and the fear of the power it gave her.

For once, she wasn’t smiling. She stood with her feet spread apart, the high heels of her boots accentuating the length of her legs, her hands in fists by her sides. Her gorgeous eyes held him as he slid the vacuum cleaner back into its place in the hallway closet, then stepped toward her, just as uncertain as ever.

“You little shit.”

William stopped in his tracks.

His heart pounded in his chest. He had seen Rachel playful, flirtatious, seductive. He had seen her happy, smiling, laughing. He had seen her cruel, sadistic, demanding. But until that point, he had never seen her actually angry. And yet, that was exactly what she looked now as she stood in the centre of this brightly-lit living room, her eyes blazing and her beautiful face fixed in a dark expression. Instantly, his mind went to the panties in the car, and fear raced up his spine as he stood in front of her, almost close enough to touch, knowing he would never dare.

“What, Mrs. Sanders?”

“Don’t give me what. I know you found my panties.”

William gulped. He had turned off the light in the car so she wouldn’t see, but maybe that had been exactly what attracted her attention. Maybe the streetlights had given her enough light to watch him. Maybe she was just guessing. He wondered if he should try and bluff his way out of it, or whether she knew too much. In the end, he suspected the look on his face probably gave him away.

“What?”

“How did they smell, you fucking loser?”

So she did know. He didn’t know how, but he knew it didn’t matter. And frankly, even if she had been wrong, that wouldn’t have mattered either. She was a goddess, just like she said, and her word was law. She was going to do whatever she wanted to him, whether he deserved it or not.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Sanders. I didn’t know I wasn’t supposed to.”

“Didn’t know you weren’t supposed to sniff a married woman’s panties? Of course you did. You know better than that. And you don’t sound very sorry to me. If you’re going to beg my forgiveness, you should do it properly.”

Her meaning was clear. William understood straight away. He dropped to his knees on the floor of his own living room, Rachel seeming to tower above him in her gleaming catsuit, and her eyes followed him, staying locked on his, but she still didn’t smile.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Sanders.”

“Get naked. Now.”

At once, William started stripping off his clothing, with Rachael’s blazing eyes watching his every move. It was ridiculous how she could get him to obey her, how he just fell into line so easily, as if it was her right to order him around. But now, he was more scared than ever. Not of her, exactly, but of her absence. Scared that, if she was mad at him, she would deny him what he wanted, what it felt like he needed. Scared that, after this transgression, she would never let him cum. And so his regret was at least a little genuine as he kneeled before her, naked now except for her chastity cage, completely under her control and completely in awe of the married woman he served.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Sanders,” he repeated, staring up at her and hoping to see even the flicker of her smile on her beautiful face that remained set in that expression of disgust.

“Sorry for what, worm? Say it.”

As she spoke, Rachel swung a foot at him. He grunted as she kicked him in the ribs. It wasn’t all that hard, but the message was clear. She was mad at him, and she was more than willing to make him suffer.

“I’m sorry for sniffing your panties, Mrs. Sanders. I know I shouldn’t. I just… I want you so bad. You’re so gorgeous, so sexy, and I’ve been thinking about you all week. I just –“

“Shut up.”

Rachel spoke firmly, and William did as she said. He shut his mouth, watching in silence as she circled slowly around him. He turned his head to follow her progress, never wanting to let her out of his sight. It was more desire that motivated him than fear, though there was some of that too.

She didn’t touch him. She just walked around him, looking him up and down as if he was something she had just stepped in. As if she were deciding what to do with him, and she probably was. Like a prisoner waiting for sentencing, William stayed on his knees, waiting to be condemned.

Rachel stopped in front of him again. She raised her foot from the floor, but this time, she didn’t kick him. Instead, she tapped the toe of her boot against his caged cock, making it bounce. He grunted as he felt the weight hanging from the sensitive flesh.

“I think you need more time in lockdown to really learn your place.”

“Please, Mrs. Sanders, no,” he gasped, surprising even himself with the vehemence of his words.

Finally, there was just the faintest flicker of amusement on her face, a tiny lifting at the corners of her lips, but there was very little warmth in Rachel’s smile. Instead, it was a smile of sadism, a smile of pleasure in knowing that he was afraid of her.

“What? You think I’m going to let you cum after you did something like that? Imagine what my husband will say when he hears about this. He gets to fuck me, and you can’t even be trusted around my underwear. That was a test, William, and you failed.”

“Please, forgive me, Mrs. Sanders.”

He knew just how pathetic he sounded, but he barely cared. As Rachel put her foot back on the floor, he bowed down in front of her. As low as he could go, he licked her boots, sliding his tongue over the leather while he babbled a groveling apology.

For a moment, she stood silently above him. Then, she lifted her foot from the floor. He winced as she dug her heel into his shoulder, pressing firmly down while he continued to lick and kiss her other foot. Slowly, she dragged her heel over his skin, and he growled in pain, but he kept on worshiping her other boot.

“You’re so pathetic. Imagine if your friends could see you now. Licking my boots, begging for forgiveness.”

“Yes, please, Mrs. Sanders, please forgive me.”

“No. Not yet. I need to be sure you’ve learned your lesson.”

She lifted her foot off his back. He watched her gleaming boots walk away from him, hardly daring to lift his face from the floor. But as she walked away from him, he rose up on his hands and knees, turning his head to watch her.

She was heading to his bedroom, and that made his heart quicken, made excitement rise in his chest. She pushed open the door and stepped inside, disappearing into the darkness, and he wondered if he should follow her. He wondered if he dared. The thought of her in his bedroom, where he most wanted her, was enough to make him weak in the knees, but her attitude so far had been anything but welcoming. Perhaps if he crawled after her like a puppy, if he showed his submission, she might take pity on him?

But before he could make up his mind, she reappeared in the doorway of the bedroom. She had some things in her hands. Two belts, one fabric, one leather, and a piece of string that looked like a shoelace. She must’ve removed it from one of his shoes. The items swayed from her fingers as she walked toward him, her hips swaying with every step she took, her beauty as powerful and irresistible as ever.

“Stand up. Hands behind your back.”

She gave orders like it never occurred to her that he might disobey. And she was right. He stood up, putting his hands behind him, already guessing what she would do next.

He was right. He felt the fabric of the one belt against his wrists as she wrapped it around them and fed the end through the buckle, then pulled it tight. She pressed down on the buckle, and it closed with a click, the metal teeth biting tight into the fabric above his wrists, where his fingers couldn’t reach to unclasp it. A new surge of fear swelled in his heart. He was always helpless around her, really, but now, it was more real than ever. She had him tied up, and William had never been tied up by a woman before, or by anyone. Certainly never by a woman like this, a woman with a noticeable sadistic streak was already mad at him.

“Come.”

Rachel gripped him by the back of the neck and steered him toward the bedroom door. He went where she wanted him to go, walking ahead of her as she pushed him forward. Inside the bedroom, the light was on. She guided him toward the bed until he was standing on one side of it.

“Bend over.”

William hesitated, just for a moment. After all, he could feel just how vulnerable he was. He didn’t trust Rachel, not for a moment, especially in this mood she was in.

But there was that ever-present dull ache in his cock to remind him how little choice he had. It was clear to him now that she had something evil in mind, but it was also just as clear to him as ever that he couldn’t resist her. The desire to escape her wrath was no match for the desire to cum. And only she could give him that. Maybe that meant enduring whatever she had in mind. Maybe that meant letting her have her way again.

So he did it. Encouraged by her hand on the back of his neck pushing him downward, he bent over the edge of the bed. Directed by her, he spread his legs wide, his chest and head down on the mattress, his ass in the air. She held him there, by the neck, for a moment, then let go.

He couldn’t see what she was doing behind him. But he could hear her moving around. When she touched him again, he felt it. He groaned at the feeling of her hand on his balls, her fingers brushing over the hair, gently caressing the sensitive organs. Then, he grunted at a sudden ache in his testicles. A tightness that was even worse than the tightness of the chastity cage, that started an ache low in his stomach. The shoelace. He groaned again as he thought of it, and he cried out in pain as Rachel gave it a sudden sharp tug.

“Who do these balls belong to?”

She leaned over him as she spoke. He could feel the warmth and the smoothness of her latex outfit against the skin of his back as she leaned over him, her weight pressing him deeper into the mattress, her lips close to his ear. Before he even had time to answer, she pulled on the string again, sending another jolt of pain through his body.

“You do, Mrs. Sanders,” he panted desperately, eager to avoid more pain. The sound of her laughter in his ear was something he knew, even as it happened, that he would be hearing for a very long time after she was gone.

“That’s right. These balls belong to me. And if I want them full of cum tonight, that’s how they’re going to stay. Little panty-sniffing losers don’t deserve orgasms. They deserve to get their asses beat.”

Her weight lifted off him, but he still felt the slight pressure of her holding on to the string tied around his manhood. Then he heard the clink of the buckle of the leather belt, and he braced himself. He knew what was coming. He knew there was nothing he could do except try to endure it.

The belt whipped through the air. It smacked against William’s ass with a loud crack, making him jump. There was a slight delay between the sound of it and the pain, but it came soon, a bright hot bloom that quickly spread over his skin. He had never felt anything like it. Even his parents hadn’t physically punished him as a child, and certainly, he had never expected anything like this as a grown man. He was supposed to be in charge of his own life, not needing some woman he barely knew to set him straight and inflict pain to teach a lesson like he was some dumb animal. But the humiliation of it was part of the point, too. And he groaned as the belt smacked his ass again.

“Slave boys don’t get to sniff panties unless Goddess tells them to,” Rachel said behind him. Already, he could hear her slight breathlessness as she exerted herself, whipping his ass with the belt over and over again. “Slave boys should consider themselves lucky they get to clean Goddess’s car. Slave boys are chaste for a reason, and they don’t get to even sniff pussy unless they earn it. Understand?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders. Yes, Goddess,” William babbled as the belt struck him again. His whole ass was aching now, the blows sharper where the edges of the belt struck his skin. And the whole time, his cock was still throbbing in its tight steel prison, still desperately aching for the woman who was doing this to him. It was unbelievable, and yet, just like everything else she did to him, it was the thrill of his lifetime. He wasn’t excited by pain, and had never imagined feeling the way he did now, being tortured by woman he wanted so badly, it felt like it was on the verge of breaking his mind. And he didn’t even want it to stop.

“Have you learned your lesson?”

“God, yes, Mrs. Sanders. I’m so sorry for sniffing your panties. I’ll never do it again.”

“You better not. Now, you can apologize properly.”

William rose up from the bed. As he turned toward her, he saw Rachel standing behind him, the leather belt folded in half, hanging from one fist.

She stepped past him, sitting down on the mattress, and he dropped to his knees without hesitation. Babbling more pathetic apologies, he licked and kissed her gleaming boots, his eyes on the spread of her thighs as she sat above him, the way her broad hips narrowed to her waist, the way her breasts swelled above the cups of the tight latex catsuit as she breathed.

Her cleavage was even more unmissable as she leaned toward him. She lifted the belt over his head, then threaded the end through the buckle, pulling it tight around his throat and holding it like a leash. Chuckling to herself, she reached into the top of one boot. William grimaced as he saw her pull out her phone.

“What?” She shrugged, as if she was surprised that he would have a problem with this. “I want to record this moment. The moment you finally learned your place. The moment I broke you. Look at the camera and say, Sorry, Goddess.”

His stomach churning with fear and doubt, William did it. He looked at the camera, and Rachel smiled as she took one photo, then another. He trembled at the thought of what she might do with them. And that uncertainty, he knew, was part of her game.

“Not a very good showing from you, William,” Rachel said, shaking her head slowly. “You know I had high hopes for you, and all the things you could do to serve me. I give you one little task, and you screw it up.”

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Sanders.”

“See, now I actually believe that you are. But you still need to make it up to me. You still need to prove to me that there’s a reason I keep you around, and if you can’t perform simple tasks for me, I’m struggling to imagine what that might be.”

“Please, Mrs. Sanders, please give me another chance.”

He could hardly even believe what he was begging for. So many times over the last week, he had thought of demanding that she free him, of ending this insane relationship. Now, it felt like she was offering him exactly that, and there he was, begging her not to do it. He couldn’t understand it, but the dull throb of arousal in his cock, almost matching the throb of his beaten ass, was all the explanation he was ever going to get.

“I’m not so sure. You have to really impress me.”

But at the same time, her free hand was already reaching between her legs. Almost gasping with excitement, William watched it move over her shining thighs, reaching for the tiny concealed zipper of the catsuit.

She pulled it down, and he tried not to sigh in desperate desire as she exposed her pussy in front of him. In some way, it was even more erotic than the thought of her being naked, her being simultaneously exposed and covered like this, so that the gleaming latex that fit her like a second skin accentuated and exaggerated the bit of nudity she offered him. He could see the moisture shining on her lips, the telltale sign of her arousal visible in the curls of her dark pubic hair, and she trembled, just a little, as she traced her fingertips over those puffy lips.

Her eyelids fluttered. In the silence of the bedroom, William felt like she must be able to hear his heart beating, the way he could in his own ears. Her smile now was indulgent as her eyes looked into his, as she tugged on the belt around his neck, pulling him toward her.

“I’m going to give you exactly five minutes to make me cum, loser,” she said, seizing him by the hair as he came close to her. “If you do, I’ll give you another chance to serve me. If you don’t? Well, forget it. I walk out of that door and out of your life forever. Maybe I won’t even unlock you, either. Maybe I’ll just leave you chaste and ignored for the rest of your pathetic life.”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders, please,” William groaned.

Rachel laughed as she shoved his head down between her thighs, and laughed again as she felt his lips and tongue moving over her pussy. He was desperate. He had all the motivation he could possibly need, even if she hadn’t been teasing him all night, all week, ever since they had met. She ran her fingers through his short hair, staring down at him as he licked her like his life depended on it.

She picked up her phone and took a couple more pictures. Pictures of him with his face buried between her gleaming thighs, pictures of him desperately serving her as if nothing in the world was more important than her next orgasm. Then, she set the phone aside. Her hands resting gently on his head, she closed her eyes, allowing herself to enjoy the moment.

It’d been a long time coming. John had taken some convincing. But more and more, Rachel was learning how persuasive she could be when it came to men. Besides, he had given oral sex to Cheryl, at her request. Her receiving it from her boy toy shouldn’t be such a big deal. And it would, she knew, drive William even more crazy.

Her thighs tightened around the young man’s head, pleasure already rising inside her. Teasing him was teasing herself at the same time, and she was ready to explode. As he thrust his tongue inside her, as his lips moved passionately over hers, Rachel let out a long wail of pleasure. And William, panting and licking and kissing desperately, hit his three-minute target.

As she came into her slave boy’s mouth, Rachel couldn’t stop laughing. Being a goddess seemed to just keep getting better and better.
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