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Lucky Number Seven

I barely had time to think about what was going on. I certainly didn’t have time to react. Andrea spoke, and the women sprang into action, as though they had been waiting for exactly this moment. Alex was still beside me, still holding my hand. But that gesture of affection immediately turned to something else as she gripped my wrist with her other hand, holding my arm in place. At the same time, she smiled at me, almost apologetically. But not quite. After all, her face seemed to say, I had agreed to this. Everything that happened now was, in that sense at least, my own fault.

Female hands gripped me from all sides. Physically stronger than any one of them individually, I was no match for the group. Beside me, Alex held my right arm tight in her grip, pressing her body against my side to give her greater leverage and at the same time teasing me with how close she was. And her friend Megan stepped up, wrapping her arms around my left arm as she pulled it back behind me. At the same time, Sandra circled around behind me, hooking her arms under mine and holding me in place. Victoria stepped forward too, her eyes shining as she smiled at me and began to reach for the hem of my shirt. She pulled it up, and Emily joined in, reaching for the front of my pants and unbuckling my belt. I struggled, but only halfheartedly. After all, this was what I agreed to. And the feeling of being grabbed by all these gorgeous women wasn’t exactly the worst thing I had ever experienced.

In fact, in all that excitement, I forgot myself a little. It was only after Victoria had pulled my shirt over my head and flung it to the floor and Emily, crouching at my feet, had pulled down my pants that I heard the shriek of female laughter and remembered what Alex had done to me. There I was standing in front of them all, wearing her panties with my hard cock bulging underneath the soft fabric and a padlock around my scrotum. Anthea, the only woman who hadn’t joined in with holding me down, stood in front of me, her white teeth showing as she grinned and looked me up and down.

“You got him to do this?” she said, her eyes flickering toward Alex just for moment before returning to me.

“Yeah,” Alex said beside me. I could hear a faint breathlessness in her voice, and I knew it wasn’t physical exertion that caused it. It had been easy for them to jointly overpower me. No, it was excitement I heard in my goddess’ voice. Excitement, and maybe a little nervousness on her part, too. Sure, she had done this before. From the sound of it, it was a regular tradition with these unbelievable women. But this year, it was her turn to supply the boy toy. And that, I thought to myself with another throb of my rockhard cock, was me.

“I like it. Really puts a guy in his place. Go on, Emily, take it all off. Then we’ll get him restrained.”

I gulped at her words, both fearing and craving what they implied. But the night had gone beyond my control, if it was ever in it to begin with. For once, even Alex wasn’t running the show. Now, I could see, it was Anthea who was really in charge. A woman I had only just met now had a terrible and fearsome power over me. The only thing I could do about it was to say no, to refuse this game entirely. And as Alex had somehow guessed completely accurately, I wasn’t willing to do that. The possibilities this night held out were just too great for that.

At my feet, I felt Emily tugging at my shoelaces and pulling off my shoes and socks. The girls still held me tightly on the spot, but I wasn’t trying to break free anymore. There was no point. My cheeks were burning with shame, and my heart quivered with humiliation to know that these strangers now knew the exact nature of my relationship with Alex. Ever since it started, I had worried about being found out. And now, a room full of women knew the truth. But somehow, it was exhilarating. It was the same erotic sense of shame I felt whenever Alex dominated me, except dialed up to eleven. My head was spinning, and I felt almost as though I were in a trance. As though the will to resist had drained out of me completely, and I had no mental faculties left except what it took to do whatever these women wanted.

While Emily finished undressing me, I watched Anthea make her way across the room. She had an exceptional figure, and the shining black latex leggings that clung to her body and flaunted her perfect round ass did nothing to hide it. She might be a more mature goddess than Alex was, but she was no less of a goddess for all that. And if anything, she exuded even more sexual authority than the young woman did. She had that same magnetism about her, that same dark glow that drew my eyes toward her no matter what, even surrounded by feminine beauty as I was. Stripped down to the panties Alex made me wear, I watched as Anthea opened and crouched over a large box on wheels on one side of the room.

There was a buzz of excitement in the air now as the women held me to the spot. Still holding my right arm firmly in both of hers, Alex leaned in close toward me, planting a kiss on my cheek. I barely acknowledged it. Instead, I was still watching Anthea as she stood, turned, and made her way back across the room, her dominatrix-like outfit of black leather and latex gleaming with every step she took. She was carrying some items in her hands that made me gasp in shock, that made me struggle momentarily against the girls that held me before giving up, knowing it was futile. Anthea stood in front of me holding a pair of solid steel handcuffs, a black leather riding crop, a black leather collar, and a leash.

“Put his arms behind his back,” Anthea ordered. I felt the women shift around me to do as she said. Alex disappeared from my sight, pulling my arm behind my back. And on the other side, Megan did the same. Victoria stepped back away from me to make room, and Emily rose to her feet. I turned my head to watch as Anthea circled around behind me.

She pressed her body tight against mine, tighter than she needed to as she snapped the handcuffs around my wrists. I could feel the smoothness of her latex leggings as she pressed her body against mine, and my fingers strayed between her legs. She didn’t try to stop them. Instead, she reached her arms around me, and I winced she grabbed both my nipples between her fingers. The other girls laughed as she played with them, stepping back now that they no longer needed to hold me in place. And through the thin fabric of Anthea’s latex pants, I felt the swollen lips of her pussy, and I rubbed my fingers up and down them, teasing her while she pinched my nipples painfully.

Then, she stepped back. The heels of her boots echoed loudly on the floor as she stepped out of my reach. Circling around to stand in front of me again, she smiled that devilish smile she had. I watched her pass the black leather leash through her hands, clipping it to the collar. My cheeks burned red with hot shame, knowing what she intended to do with it. Knowing that I was to be leashed like an animal, forced to go wherever these women wanted me to go and stay wherever they commanded me to stay. My cock would not stop throbbing inside Alex’s panties as Anthea handed the collar to my young goddess.

“Alex, you brought him in, so you should do the honors,” she said. “It’s a big deal collaring a man for the first time. He’s yours now, and this will remind him of that.”

Alex stepped forward. Tearing my eyes away from her boss, I watched again as the red latex dress strained around her incredible figure. The woman who had got me into this mess, who had spent the day ordering me to pleasure her while giving me nothing in return, now stood in front of me like a vision of absolute loveliness and sexual superiority. I was more helpless than ever, completely unable to resist her in any way as she gently took the collar from Andrea’s outstretched hand and looked at me. And as the watching women giggled all around me, enjoying this moment of humiliation, I felt an unbelievable sense of shame that seem to run all the way through my body from the tips of my toes to the roots of my hair, as though I was blushing everywhere at once. But at the same time, I couldn’t ignore how turned on I was. How sexy it felt to be owned. To be wanted so badly that these women would do something so completely outrageous. It was an intoxication more powerful than any alcohol they could possibly give me.

Alex stepped toward me. Her boots gave her plenty of extra height, but still, she had to rise up on her tiptoes to wrap the collar around my neck. With one hand, she tilted my head downward so she could get to the buckle at the back. Her cleavage bounced in front of me with every move she made, continuing to drive me wild with desperate and frustrated desire for her body. Hers and every woman in the room participating in my humiliation.

Finally, Alex got the collar buckled tight around my neck. Taking hold of the leash, she stepped back, smirking at me as she held it. I had never felt more owned than I did in that moment, with her holding my leash and my arms bound behind my back, my total submission on display to her and everybody else in the room.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Anthea grinned, her blonde curls tumbling on her shoulders as she turned her smile on her protégé.

“Yeah, it does,” Alex said. There was a dreamy smile on her face as she spoke, an expression I hadn’t seen before. Whenever we played like this in the past, Alex was always my guide, far more experienced in this world than I was. This was the first time I felt that she was encountering something new. And like everything else about her, it was beautiful to see. My eyes met hers, and once again, I felt almost like I was losing myself in that deep blue stare. As if nothing in the world mattered besides putting a smile on that pretty face. Like my whole life would be well spent it was devoted solely to pleasing her. And this, these strange kinky games, was what pleased my goddess. And also, I had to admit as my cock continued to rage in Alex’s pink panties, what turned me on more than anything in my life ever had.

“What’s with the number seven?” Anthea asked, nodding her head toward me as she looked me up and down again.

“Oh, that,” Alex said with a smile. “That’s — that’s the number of orgasms I’ve had since I last allowed him to have one.”

“Love it,” Anthea said as the other women laughed all around me. “When did you last allow him to cum?”

“Last night,” Alex said. Having my most hidden secrets, my strange new sex life, openly discussed by strangers like this only added to the humiliation I was feeling. I knew that was part of the point. Alex had always seemed like a pro at these games to me, but that was before I met Anthea. Now I could see that I was dealing with an entirely different woman. Alex might be a beautiful and skilled dominatrix, but her boss was on another level. Anthea spoke and moved and acted as though all this was no more than her right, to treat me this way like I deserved it. Maybe she was right. After all, I was here, wasn’t I?

“And he’s made you cum seven times since then? How?”

“With his mouth,” Alex said. The leash that hung slack between us rippled slightly as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, glancing over at me for only a moment before turning back to Anthea.

“Seven times? Is he good then?”

“Yeah, he’s pretty good.”

“You hear that, ladies? We have a boy toy who actually knows how to eat pussy. That’s always a good thing.”

More laughter. Even a few cheers. The other women stood around me in a loose semicircle, enjoying the show for now. I could hear their clothes rustling as they moved, catch the different scents of the perfume that wafted toward me on the warm air. I felt almost as though I were being overwhelmed with this wave of femininity, a soft but irresistible sense of their power and my own inferiority filling me more and more with each passing second.

“He must be nice and horny after going down on you that many times and not getting to fuck you,” Anthea smiled. “But if we’re going to use him for our pleasure tonight, we’ll have to find some way to make him last. Here, let me borrow that.”

As she spoke, Anthea reached out for the end of the leash that Alex held. Alex surrendered it without protest. As Anthea took it, wrapping the leather cord around her left fist, I felt more nervous than ever. There was a strange light in her eyes as she stepped toward me, the leash in one hand, the riding crop in the other. With every step she took, she twisted the leash tighter around her fist again until finally she stood in front of me, looking me straight in the eyes. I could barely look at her as I stood there collared and cuffed and dressed in pink panties, completely helpless to resist anything she wanted to do with me. And the fact it turned me on so much was clearly visible to her and every other woman in the room, making my humiliation worse.

“Get down on your knees where you belong,” Anthea said, pointing the riding crop at the floor at her feet. She didn’t yell. She didn’t bark her orders. She just said them with the confident tone of someone who expects them to be obeyed. As though it didn’t even occur to her that anyone might resist her. And I was in no position to fight back. But I didn’t surrender right away. I couldn’t, for whatever reason. My knees stayed locked, and I cried out at a bright bolt of pain as Anthea suddenly swung the riding crop and cracked loudly against my thigh.

“Kneel, pig,” she snapped. “Did you hear me? Didn’t Alex tell you how this is going to work? As a male, you are inferior to everyone in this room. You’re here to serve us and to obey us. So when a woman orders you to kneel at her feet where you belong, you do it.”

She swung the riding crop again. Unable to get out of the way of it, I grunted as it struck my thigh again, leaving a red mark just below the first one. Around me, I could hear the voices of the other women rising, cheering their boss on. She whipped me again. Then, changing tack, she tapped the tip of the riding crop against the head of my cock through Alex’s panties. Fear bloomed inside me, and I winced even though it didn’t hurt. Not yet. A grin spread again across Anthea’s dutiful face. She knew she had my undivided attention.

“You can resist if you want,” she said softly. “Believe me, better men than you have tried. But I will win, in the end. There are so many different ways I can hurt you right now. And so many different ways I can give you pleasure. If you want to try and act like a tough guy, that’s fine. I’ll just have to whip your cock until you acknowledge that you have no choice in how this goes at all. But it will be easier on you if you just skip straight to the part where you do as you’re told instead of making me hurt you. Because for me, personally? I can go either way.”

The watching women laughed, Alex included, as Anthea tapped the tip of the riding crop against the head of my cock again, making me jump. But Alex’s eyes were locked on me as she stood behind Anthea, and behind her smile, I sensed something else. Was she worried about me? Or was she only worried about me embarrassing her in front of her friends? Maybe I was just looking for a way out, a way to justify my submission but after all, Anthea made some good points, too. The watching women shared and laughed again as I slowly sank to my knees on the floor.

“That’s better,” Anthea said. She beamed down at me now, the leash in one hand and the riding crop in the other, towering above me as she stood tall in her dominatrix boots. She had that same dark radiance Alex sometimes had, only far stronger now. Far more irresistible. Kneeling at her feet, I couldn’t help the feeling that I really was inferior to this woman. Like Alex, like all of them, she deserved to be worshiped for her beauty and her sexual power. That in a way, it was only right that I be leashed and kneeling at her feet, awaiting her next command.

Again, Anthea hit me with the riding crop, on the same thigh as before. Then, letting out some slack in the leash that connected us, she stepped back a pace. Her eyes moved over my body again as she smiled down at me, totally secure in her sexual authority. Kneeling at her feet on the end of her leash, I was in no position to argue.

“See, ladies? They all kneel in the end. Deep down, they know where they belong. What do you call him?”

“His name is Lee,” Alex said uncertainly as her boss turned toward her.

“I don’t care about that. As long as he’s here being our toy, he doesn’t get a real name. He’s not a person anymore, just a cock and a mouth for us to use.”

“Well… Sometimes I call him my bitch,” Alex said, to a gale of laughter from her watching friends.

“Accurate,” Anthea conceded. “He is your bitch. And mine, for tonight. But didn’t we call the boy we played with last year our bitch?”

A murmur of agreement rose from the watching women. Even though I already knew it was true, I couldn’t help feeling astonished that this was something these women regularly did. It was so kinky and transgressive, and to look at any of them outside of this context, you would never know it. They were all beautiful, but you would never imagine they had these kinds of deviant desires. Then again, I had never imagined I did, either.

Anthea towered above me again as she stood in front of me. Her tall leather boots creaked as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, her full lips lifted at the corners where faint lines formed as she smiled at me.

“I think we’ll call you… Seven,” she said at last. “A reminder of how superior Alex is to you, along with every other woman in the world. Now, Seven. Would you like to cum?”

“Oh fuck, yes,” I groaned, making the watching women laugh loudly as they enjoyed this latest humiliation. The words burst from my lips before I could stop them, even if I had wanted to. This long day of erotic teasing that Alex had subjected me to was getting sexier by the minute, and my desire, that I had already thought as desperate as it could get, was even more irresistible. It was the promise of orgasm that had brought me to this humiliating spot, and it was the only thing my mind could keep hold of in the turmoil of the emotions I was feeling. Clearly, Anthea knew how to manipulate that just as well as Alex did. She grinned down at me, the menacing riding crop swaying idly in her hand while she gripped the leash with the other.

“That’s not how you address me,” Anthea said. Her sculpted eyebrows climbed her forehead as she spoke. She had a tone about her that I had observed in Alex before, as though she was speaking to someone slow on the uptake. As though everything she was saying were blindingly obvious. Maybe to her, it was.

“You need to show women the proper respect,” Anthea went on. “You need to show us that you know your place as a lowly male, inferior to us in every way. So you will address us all as Mistress. You may use our names to distinguish between us. So you can call me Mistress Anthea.”

“Yes, Mistress Anthea,” I said to another bright burst of laughter. I knew by now there was no point resisting. No point holding out. All that would get me was more pain, more humiliation, only to find the same result in the end. Besides, once you’re kneeling in pink panties on the end of the leash, calling a woman Mistress hardly ranks on the humiliation scale.

“That includes Mistress Alex,” Anthea went on. “From now on, even once this night is over, that’s what you’ll call her.”

“Actually, he calls me Goddess,” Alex said, standing behind her boss and watching every move.

“Really? I like that,” Andrea said, turning to look Alex over her shoulder before turning back to me. “She is a goddess, isn’t she?”

“Yes, Mistress Anthea.”

“No, no, Seven,” Anthea said in a soft voice. I cringed as she turned the riding crop toward me. But she just placed it under my chin, using it to tilt my face up toward her. “Alex is a goddess. But so am I. So is everyone in this room. Now, what do you call me?”

“Goddess Anthea,” I said. All around me, the women laughed, reveling in my total humiliation, my total submission to their sexy boss. And Anthea grinned down at me like the goddess she was, enjoying every moment of my deep and total humiliation. But she wasn’t done yet. Far from it.

“That’s right. I’m a goddess. And what does a lowly worm like you do for a goddess?”

It took me a moment. The question was simple enough, but distracted as I was by desperate desire, I didn’t understand at first. But my new goddess was patient. Anthea stood above me, smiling down, her blonde hair contrasting with her sexy black outfit as she held the leash and riding crop, waiting for my submissive response.

“Worship her, Goddess,” I said at last, greeted again by a gale of laughter.

“That’s absolutely right,” Anthea said condescendingly. “Now, show me you’ve learned your lesson. Show me you’ve learned your place. Worship me and beg for my permission to cum, and if you do a good job, I just might allow it. After all, you have a long night ahead of you, and we can’t have you spurting your sad little slime whenever you feel like it. Better to get it out now so you can serve us better.”

What she was saying was unbelievable. I could barely believe the position I found myself in. But this was no time for doubt or second guesses. This was hardly the time to grow a backbone. I could feel the weight of the attention of six women pressing down on me, all of them silently wanting this. All of them silently wanting to see me submit. And of course, most importantly, there was that part of me that wanted exactly this, that craved to be dominated and owned and put in my place by these absolute beauties.

So I did it. My every action greeted by laughter and cheers and hoots of derision, I debased myself in front of Alex and in front of every other woman watching. Bending forward at the waist, I pressed my lips against the toe of Alex’s boss’s boot, kissing her foot through the leather while she smiled down at me, keeping the leash tight between us. I kissed both her feet, moving my head from one foot to the other, showering her boots with kisses as I groveled before her.

“Please, Goddess Anthea,” I begged, having to raise my voice to be heard over the laughter of the women watching. “Please let me cum, please! I’ll do anything you say. I promise I’ve learned my place. You’re a goddess who deserves to be worshiped. All of you are. I’ll do whatever you want me to do, just please let me cum!”

It was a truly pathetic display. Just like the ladies wanted. And standing above me holding the leash, Anthea seemed to grow even taller with every word I spoke. As though she was taking in all this submission and worship, feeding her already impressive ego and making her even more of a goddess than she already was. The leather boots shone with faint traces of my saliva from where I had worshiped her, and behind her, I could see Alex watching me too, those gorgeous blue eyes glowing with that same sadistic radiance they got when she dominated me herself.

“See, ladies?” Anthea smirked, looking above me at the watching women. “That’s how you treat a man. Okay, Seven, you lucky boy. I’m going to let you cum now. Sit up on your knees.”

“Thank you, Goddess Anthea,” I said, drawing more laughter as I sat back. Anthea stepped forward, and I groaned as the tip of the riding crop slid along the shaft of my cock through Alex’s panties. The flexible shaft bent slightly as Anthea applied more pressure, and I couldn’t help myself. I rocked my hips back and forth, rubbing my cock against the whip, desperate for any contact I could get.

It didn’t take long. To a chorus of laughing women, I came, right there and then, spurting a hot load of my cum into Alex’s pink panties. The women howled with laughter as they watched, and I groaned as my orgasm spread through me, the most humiliating of my life, but also one of the most powerful. Breathlessly, I kneeled on the floor, and Anthea playfully tapped my cock with her riding crop, watching the dark stain spreading across the pink fabric of Alex’s panties as I emptied my balls into them. Still frustrated. Still denied the pleasure of sex with a woman I so desperately craved. The orgasm had taken the edge off my desire, but kneeling there on Anthea’s leash, I still found myself massively turned on. Just as she no doubt intended.

“Good,” Anthea said, grinning at me. “Now the real fun can begin.”
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