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The Goddesses

I kneeled on the floor in the bright center of the circle of their attention. Ever since I had met Alex, I’d been introduced to so many new situations. But nothing prepared me for this. My long-awaited orgasm was still glowing inside me, still radiating through my body. But with the edge taken off my unignorable sexual desire, I felt more keenly than ever the shame and humiliation of the position I found myself in.

Anthea was still standing above me, still holding the leash in one hand and the riding crop in the other, looking immensely satisfied with herself as she stared down at me. And just a step behind her, there was Alex, those breathtaking eyes of hers for once wide with surprise. For the first time since I met her, we had gone further than even she imagined. But as I looked at her, I saw the smile spreading across her face, and I knew that she was enjoying every minute of it. Her sadism shone like shards of broken glass in those eyes, and it turned me on. Even kneeling there with my cock finally softening, my cum cooling in Alex’s panties that were stretched over my genitals, I could still feel desire vibrating inside me. In the situation I found myself in, I realized, I couldn’t be anything but turned on. Even if I had just had an orgasm. After all, it was nothing like the orgasm I wanted.

The other women stood around me, Alex’s coworkers all watching the unbelievable spectacle of my total disgrace. Probably the best-looking group of women I had ever encountered, and this was how they were seeing me. Being dominated and embarrassed by their gorgeous boss. But I couldn’t help it. And I didn’t want to. I couldn’t understand it, but I had never been in a situation more sexually thrilling than the one I found myself in that night at Alex’s Christmas party.

“I have a plan,” Andrea said with a smile, and just those words by themselves were enough to send another jolt of fear through me.

“Here, hold onto this,” she said as she turned toward Alex, casually handing her the leash connected to the collar I wore around my neck. Alex took it without a word, and her eyes blazed again as she turned her attention back to me. She liked holding the elash, I could tell. I could only imagine how powerful it made her feel. And I knew my goddess well enough by now to know what that did to her.

While Alex stood above me, the other women chattered and laughed behind me, the air in the room so crackling with excitement. No one except maybe Andrea was quite sure where things would go, and we all watched the older woman strode quickly across the large function room of the hotel. The high heels of her tall boots hammered on the floor like a drumbeat, and her latex leggings gleamed, stretched tight over her ass as she bent over the wheeled box on the far end of the room. I gulped nervously as I wondered what else she had brought to torment me. Clearly, Anthea had had it all planned out before she ever met me. But whatever she grabbed from the box this time, it was small enough to be hidden completely in her hand. Smiling that devilish smile, her dyed blonde curls bouncing on her shoulders, she swept back across the room toward me. And as she reached me, she crouched effortlessly to the floor, her leather boots creaking with her movements as she squatted in front of me. I could smell her perfume as her eyes looked deep into mine, her smile never once wavering as she planned the next stage of my disgrace.

“I’ll tell you what these are,” she said. She spoke in a soft voice, as though only intending for me to hear. But as she spoke, such a dense silence fell in the room that I knew everyone could hear. Everyone was listening. Everyone was wondering what the boss was up to. And Anthea, for her part, seemed to enjoy being the center of attention.

As she spoke, she opened her hand, holding it out palm upwards. There were four small pills in her palm, two angular little things with the same blue color and two longer ones that appeared to be liquid-filled. She was offering me drugs, and maybe I should have been more worried. But I was too caught up in my own wonder at what might be about to happen next.

“These will enhance your performance,” she said. “These two will keep you rock hard, and these two will stop you from ejaculating, at least for the next few hours. Let’s face it, you’re going to need all the help you can get if you’re going to satisfy all of us. And that’s what I want from you. I want to make sure you don’t leave this room until every single woman here has had her fun with you. How does that sound?”

My mind raced as I tried to come up with an answer. On the one hand, it didn’t seem like it mattered much. Anthea and Alex and the rest of the women were completely in control, and I didn’t feel like I had any say in what happened next. That was what made it so exciting. At the same time, as Anthea peered into my face, I guessed what she was looking for. This whole game depended on the illusion that I had no say in anything, that I was there to be used as a submissive sex toy of this group of wild women. But that wasn’t quite the truth. I didn’t have much power at all, hand cuffed and leashed and kneeling on the floor in front of them all. But I did, I suspected, have the power to say no. And so my mind raced. My pride urged me to take any way out that was offered to me, to get myself out of the strange situation that I had so little control over. But my desire said something else. My desire said that an opportunity like this was never going to come along again. The games I played with Alex so far were completely out of my realm of experience, but I haven’t regretted a single one. This was a heightened and more extreme version of the same thing, an experience I knew even as it was happening had to be a once-in-a-lifetime thing. And my urge was to go along with it, no matter where it led.

“Okay, Goddess Anthea.” My voice cracked slightly as I spoke, betraying my nervousness. But Anthea’s grin broadened, the fine lines deepening at the corners of her eyes and around her full lips.

“Good,” she smiled. “You’ll be our stud for the night. Here you go. Swallow them.”

She raised her hand to my mouth, pushing the pills inside, clamping her whole hand over my mouth at the same time. The pills sat on my tongue, feeling disproportionately heavy, and I was all too aware of what they represented. Surrender. Submission. Capitulation to everything this insane and ravishing woman wanted to do with me. Anthea’s leather boots creaked again as she rose effortlessly to her feet, and a few quick strides took her across to the table where my half-finished beer still sat, and she brought it over to me, holding it to my lips so I could take a swig and wash down the pills.

“That’s a good boy,” she said, pleased with herself as I gave in to her. “Now, while we wait for those to kick in, you get to worship all of us.”

Stepping away from me again, she set down the beer. Then, she grabbed one of the chairs that was lying around the room and urged her employees to do the same. Alex and her friends set up a chair for each of them in a line in the middle of the floor. Each woman sat, their tiny movements as they adjusted their sexy outfits having a predictable effect on me as I remained on my knees in front of them. I hardly knew where to look. Alex was my goddess, the most beautiful woman I had ever been with, and I maintain that even now. But some of these others gave her a run for her money. They were all stunning, and each one of them separately probably could’ve brought me to my knees if she wanted to. Put them all together, and I had no chance.

Anthea sat at the end of the line. Her skintight leggings shone as she crossed her long legs, one high heel dangling dangerously in the air in front of her. The other girls chatted among themselves, but I knew that we were all waiting for Anthea. Waiting to see what came next. She was the boss at work, but she was even more the boss now. Totally in control of every aspect of this strange drama.

“I want you to crawl down the line and kiss the feet of every woman here,” Andrea said, provoking laughter from her employees. “As you grovel at the feet of each of us, you’re going to say our name, along with our title. Every woman is a goddess, and you’re going to show us that you acknowledge that fact. Alex, since you brought him, you can lead him down the line. And take the riding crop. In case you need to give him some encouragement.”

The watching women laughed again as smiling Anthea held the riding crop out toward Alex. Alex stepped toward her to take the weapon, the leash growing tighter between us for a second as she moved. Then she stood back behind me, every bit as dominant and in control as Andrea had been when she stood above me with the same weapon in her hands. I could still feel the ache in my legs from where Alex’s boss had whipped me, and aside from the symbolism of the whole thing, I genuinely didn’t want to feel the pain of the riding crop on my skin again. Better just to do as I was told. Better to give in, to give these beauties what they wanted.

Alex took a step forward. She didn’t have to say a word. I knew what was in her mind. Awkwardly, I shuffled forward on my knees, crawling like an animal at her feet as she led me over to her friends. As she led me over to begin this new degrading spectacle.

I lowered my face to the floor, feeling my cheeks burned with humiliation as I did. Victoria shifted in her seat above me, almost squirming with delight as I bowed down to her. I planted a kiss on each of her feet, above the strappy high heels she wore, including the material of her fishnet stockings against my lips.

“Goddess Victoria,” I breathed, and heard her and her friends laugh out loud.

Megan was next in line. I kissed both her feet too, calling her goddess Megan, and Alex tugged a little on the leash as she led me to the next woman in line.

That was Emily. I could hardly look any of them in the eye, but I did catch a glimpse of her eyes behind her glasses, the lenses flashing as she smiled at me, thoroughly enjoying this ridiculous spectacle. I kissed her feet through the leather of her boots, one after the other, acknowledging her as a goddess too. And she raised one foot from the floor, lifting it to my shoulder, pressing the chunky square heel of her boot into my skin until I winced.

“Damn right,” she said, making her friends laugh. The skirt of her dress fell a little higher on her thighs as she moved, and I was terrified of getting caught looking into the darkness underneath. But I couldn’t help myself. My desire was growing by the second, and nobody had ever looked as desirable to me as these beautiful dominant women did in that moment. I looked up Emily’s toned legs, my eyes traveling along the lean muscle of her thigh, trying to catch a glimpse of the sex I knew lay underneath. And I cried out in pain and surprise as Alex brought the riding crop cracking down on my ass.

“Keep going, bitch boy,” she said behind me, and the leash grew a little tighter as she twisted it around her fist the way Anthea had done. The watching women laughed again, thoroughly enjoying this display of feminine dominance. And on knees that were beginning to ache, I crawled toward Goddess Megan. Her patent leather pumps kept a faint impression of my lips for a second or two after I kissed them, and I didn’t dare look up to see her reaction. Instead, I crawled over to Sandra and kissed her feet too, acknowledging her, too, as a superior goddess deserving of my worship.

Finally, at the end of the line, there was Anthea. Alex stood close behind me as I groveled at the boss’s feet for already the second time that night. Anthea sat above me, legs crossed, arms folded, thoroughly enjoying this moment of power and accepting my worship as no more than her due. If she didn’t truly believe she had every right to be worshiped like this, she certainly gave a flawless impression of someone who did. And since there was no one else to move on to and nobody stopped me, I stayed there for while, showering the boss’s boots with kisses and proclaiming her a goddess over and over again. After all, as powerful as Alex was, there was no mistaking who was really in charge now. It was Anthea, I knew, that I had to keep happy, that I had to please as best I could if I wanted to get out of this room in one piece.

“See? He’s slowly learning his place,” Anthea said, making the other women laugh again. “Sometimes it takes them a while, but they all learn in the end. Now, let’s see if you’re of any use for more than just groveling at my feet.”

As she spoke, Anthea shifted her weight in her chair, her hands reaching toward her waist. Maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised after everything I had already heard that night, but I still had to suppress a gasp of shock as this woman I had only just met began to peel down the skintight black latex leggings that clung to her legs. She pulled them down as far as her thigh boots would allow, and to my astonishment and arousal, I saw that she wore no underwear underneath. Just like Alex was, at my urging, Anthea was naked under her clothes. She had planned all this in advance too. And she gave no sign whatsoever of shame or self-consciousness to be exposed like this in front of her employees as her pussy shone in front of me. After all, as I had been told, this was a yearly tradition with them. I could only imagine the debauched spectacles they had witnessed one another involved in. This company was deeply kinky in a way I hadn’t expected could even happen in real life. And right in front of my eyes, Alex’s boss’s pussy looked hungry, and I was hungry too. All this teasing and humiliation, all this being used and degraded, was having an unbelievably powerful effect on me. And maybe the pills Andrea had given me were doing their job to. But the excitement of the situation I found myself in was more than enough to get my cock hard, without any pharmaceutical assistance.

“Give him to me.” Andrea spoke quietly as she held out her hand, but there was no doubting the command in her words. And Alex didn’t hesitate. Stepping past me, she handed the leash straight to her boss. I glanced up at her as she did, still awestruck by the way the red latex of her dress clung to her every curve, magnifying her outrageous sexiness until it was almost more than I could take. But I was completely in the grip of these women, helpless to do anything except exactly what they wanted from me. Of course, by now, I knew that that only made them more attractive to me.

Again, Anthea wrapped the leash around her fist. I could feel the whole room watching us, none of the women laughing anymore, none of them saying a word. They were all watching their boss as she used her grip on the leash to pull me toward her, and I complyingly inched forward on my knees. Every movement I took brought me closer to that pussy shining under the triangle of dark hair, and I could see that Anthea’s lips were already swollen with excitement and ready to receive pleasure. I couldn’t believe what was happening. But not for the first time, I realized what a gift it can be to have no control. To know that I was more or less blameless in whatever happened next. Whatever the nature of my relationship with Alex, it was too early for us to have really talked about boundaries and exclusivity and things like that. And now, clearly, none of that mattered. It was Alex herself who had handed me over to sexy Anthea, and she must’ve known what was coming next as Anthea pulled my head between her thighs.

Anthea reached under one of her legs and pulled the leash up between them. I had no choice but to duck under her leg as she pulled my head up between her thighs. She grinned down at me as she placed her free hand on the back of my head, pulling me closer toward her. I just had time to turn my head quickly, to glance at Alex over my shoulder as she stood behind me. She was smiling that sadistic smile again, the riding crop slanted across her shoulder. And then, Anthea pulled me closer until my face was crushed against her wet pussy.

“Lick me, Seven,” she ordered in a voice that sounded used to command. “Make me cum. Quickly, if you don’t want a whipping.”

“Yes, Goddess Anthea,” I said. In that moment, it didn’t feel like there was much else I could say. And Anthea chuckled under her breath as she pushed my head against her body, and I pressed my lips against hers, and my tongue slid out of my mouth to taste the pussy of this woman I barely knew. Anthea sighed happily, sliding her hips forward on the chair so that she could push her sex more forcefully against my mouth. I slid my tongue deep inside her, and soon, my efforts were rewarded with a loud moan of pleasure from Alex’s boss.

The whole situation seemed too wild for words. I had never performed in front of an audience like this before. In fact, it had never been on the radar of things I imagined. But now, I was doing it. And even though I couldn’t see them with my face between the boss’s thighs, I could feel the other women watching me. Including Alex. I could feel the silent attention, the only sound in the room now Anthea’s moans of pleasure and the wet noise of my tongue moving over her body, and it only served to make the whole situation even more darkly thrilling. I thrust my tongue into Anthea’s pussy with growing pleasure, and she responded the same way. Soon, she was moaning and groaning in pure pleasure, and I felt her pussy tighten around my questing tongue, and in the depths of my powerful shame, I felt a strange source of pride at the thought that I was giving her pleasure. Clearly, Anthea was far more sexually experienced than me, and maybe more experienced than I would ever be. But I had a trick or two up my sleeve. I couldn’t help feeling at least a little bit of pride about that.

Soon, Anthea gripped the back of my head with both hands, the leash tangled up in her fingers. She gave a loud cry, and I felt a shudder pass through her beautiful body, and even before I tasted the hot explosion of her cum on my tongue, I knew I had done my job. I pleasured her like the menial sex toy that I was, and Alex’s boss came all over my face, an almost alarming flood of juices pouring out of her as she howled in total bliss.

Abruptly, she pushed my face away. I dropped out from under her leg, blinking in the light and gasping as I felt her cum cooling on my face. Anthea sat back in her chair, her pretty face flushed as she gazed at me, her mouth open, her chest rising and falling with the aftershocks of pleasure. I didn’t need to see the look on her face to know what I had done to her; I could taste it in my mouth, after all. Still, it felt good to have made this goddess cum. Good in a way I didn’t even try to understand at the time.

Andrea handed my leash back to Alex. Alex was smiling down at me as she took it, clearly not in the least bit jealous that I had just given oral sex to her boss. But she had that wild look in her eyes again, that almost challenging look of excitement and sadism that never failed to make me want her and fear her at the exact same time. And maybe there was more to that look, too. Maybe there was even a kind of pride to know what she had reduced me to, in front of all her friends. Maybe this amounted to some twisted competition between them all. For now, I hardly cared. I was too turned on to think of anything except sex at that moment. And something told me I would be getting plenty of that. My cock was throbbing in Alex’s panties, and every fiber of my being was more than ready. If this was how it felt to be a slave, to be dominated and used by women like this, I couldn’t wait for more.

“Who’s next?” Alex said in a voice that dripped with pleasure. She might be sated and satisfied for now, but clearly, she was still in charge. And almost immediately, before anybody else could say a word, it was Alex who spoke up. She looked right at me as she spoke, those incredible eyes of hers staring deep into mine the whole time and sending a shiver of barely repressed desire through me.

“I am,” she said in a loud, clear voice. And without waiting for any response from anyone, my goddess took matters into her own hands. She stepped forward, and the tight red latex of her revealing dress slid up her lubricated thighs as she raised one foot from the floor. She pressed the heel of one boot into my shoulder and straightened her leg, pushing me back. I fell to the floor, sprawling on my back with my bound hands pinned behind me.

And Alex stood above me. She looked triumphant, every bit the conquering goddess that I so willingly worshiped. Her dress had ridden up almost to her hips, and her pussy shone above me, the beautiful prison that made me her slave. Pulling her dress up even further, she straddled me, standing above me with the leash in one hand and the riding crop in the other. I had never wanted anything more that her in that moment, almost forgetting there was even anyone else in the room with the power of my own desire. Alex raised the riding crop. I braced myself for the blow, and she stood above me for just a moment, poised like that, almost teasing me with her unassailable power over me. Then she brought the whip hissing down through the air, and it cracked loudly against my side, and as I groaned in pain, the watching women cheered my goddess on. The pain was still blazing in my side as Alex lowered the riding crop and bent her knees, lowering that gorgeous body toward me. Completely hers, completely overcome by her ravishing beauty and wicked dominance, I just lay there, waiting and wanting as she crouched down on top of me. She straddled my face, pinning my head between her warm thighs, and the smell of her arousal sent a jolt of powerful intoxication through me. Gratefully, I licked Alex’s pussy as she settled down on my face, tasting her divinity on my tongue. In that moment, there was nowhere else I wanted to be. Well, almost nowhere. Naturally, I wanted to be inside her, and the desire to thrust my cock into the silken hole I could now taste was almost overwhelming. But somehow, in the situation I was in, that felt almost like it would be asking too much. Like I had no right to that kind of pleasure. Instead, I knew my job was to focus on Alex to the exclusion of all else. So that’s what I did.

Alex moaned and groaned above me. Clearly, the kinkiness of what we were doing was having the same effect on her as it did on her boss. And the same effect on me, too. Underneath her as I was, I could only catch glimpses of her above me, fractions of her body radiating sexual pleasure as she sat on my face. But I could hear her, even over the pounding raw of my own blood in my ears. I could feel her moving above me, her thighs beginning to tremble on either side of my head as my tongue slid back-and-forth inside her. Soon, her juices were flowing out of her, mingling with those of Anthea that were still on my face, almost drowning me in two different flavors of female pleasure. It was an experience unlike any I had ever had before. I put everything I had into pleasing my goddess, almost as desperate for her orgasm as I was for my own. At least I could do something about hers.

Alex cried out above me. I had only known her for a few days, but the pure sexual intensity of those days meant that I knew her body’s responses unusually well. I knew her orgasm was approaching; I could taste it on my tongue.

From where I was, it was easy to forget everything else. Easy to focus only on Alex’s pleasure and forget that there were others in the room. But of course, Anthea was never going to allow that.

“He’s hard again,” I heard her say, raising her voice to be heard over Alex’s increasingly loud moans and groans as she addressed the room. “I think someone should be righting this cock, too.” I heard her get up from her chair. I felt her footsteps on the floor as she walked toward me. I groaned into Alex’s pussy as I felt Anthea draw the high heel of one boot down over my stomach, using it to hook the feminine underwear I wore and pull it down. I groaned again, my noise of pleasure and frustration unheard in the general din, as Anthea teasingly run her leather-covered foot up and down my straining shaft that was now as desperate as ever for female contact.

“I’ll take it,” someone said. I didn’t even know who it was. And after all, it hardly mattered. I was there to provide pleasure to women, and that was what I was doing.

I felt the weight of an unknown woman settling down on top of me. A hand reached out and took hold of my manhood. I heard a soft sigh as the head of my cock pressed against the wet entrance of the unknown person’s pussy. And as she settled down on top of me, using my cock as a sex toy, I knew I was never going to have a sexual experience that would ever top this outrageous bliss.
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