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A Christmas Party To Remember

Alex rode my face. Her thighs tightened around my head, holding me in place as though I could possibly want to be anywhere else. And I employed every trick I had to give her the pleasure I knew she craved. The pleasure a goddess deserves. I felt her orgasm coming, and I kept going, probing the silken wet folds of her womanhood with my tongue until she was howling in bliss.

I didn’t stop. As she shuddered and gasped in orgasm on top of me, I kept licking. After all, I knew I was there until my goddess decided otherwise. With my hands cuffed behind my back and the weight of two women on top of me, I was completely helpless to change the situation I was in. As if I wanted to. So Alex moaned on top of me, and once she had an orgasm, I began immediately licking her to another. And her cries of passion filled the function room of the hotel, echoing back from the walls and ringing in the ears of her coworkers who carried on watching. All part of the kinky game these women dragged me into.

Eating Alex’s pussy was always a pleasure. But I had never found it harder to concentrate on pleasing my goddess than I did that day. Because at the same time, another woman was riding my cock, and I didn’t even know who was. Not Anthea, even though it was her idea. Another of Alex’s coworkers had volunteered for that particular pleasure. I didn’t even know who was using my body as their own sex toy, and that just added to the delicious feeling of humiliation that lit me up from the inside, driving me wild with its pure power. I was there to be used by these dominant women. It was as simple as that. And I wasn’t even allowed to have an orgasm of my own.

Alex’s panties were bunched up around my thighs, pulled down by Anthea so another woman could ride my cock. And they were stained with the orgasm Alex’s boss had given me. But she had told me the medication she had given me would ensure I didn’t have another, and so far, that seemed to the truth. I could feel all the wild pleasure of it, the woman who was sitting astride me, riding my for all she was worth and howling in every-increasing pleasure. But even though I felt as though I hovered right on the brink of orgasm, I never tipped over that edge. I never felt that sweet sexual release. All I felt was an ever-increasing desire that filled every inch of my body, a desire become so powerful it obliterated everything else.

Alex was well on her way to another orgasm on my face as I felt the other woman’s pussy clench around my cock. Suddenly, whoever it was released herself in a sudden flood of wet juices that anointed my manhood with female pleasure. My cock slid easily out of the unknown pussy, the mystery woman climbing off me and stepping away from my captive body.

But now, something new seem to have awakened in the watching women. Some wild spirit of sex and sadism was upon them. And if they had ever been shy or nervous about what lay ahead, they certainly weren’t now. Right away, another woman stepped forth, and I felt the beat of her high heels through the floor I lay on as she approached. Just like the first, I felt her weight settle on top of me, her hand reaching underneath herself to find my cock and guide it inside her. And I groaned in a pleasure so pure and profound it was almost indistinguishable from torture to feel another snug warm pussy closing around my cock like a possessive fist.

The women were encouraging each other now. Over Alex’s loud moans of pleasure, I could hear them cheering each other on, laughing at the show they were putting on as they used me. But soon, another orgasm from Alex engulfed me. As much as I was able to, I ignored the sexual bliss of feeling an unknown woman riding my cock to focus instead on pleasing my goddess. And soon, my face was once again dripping with Alex’s liquid lust.

Finally, with a sigh, my goddess climbed off my face. Again, I blinked in the light that seem to engulfed me. It wasn’t as though I had forgotten the situation I was in, not for a moment. In fact, it was part of the almost painful desire that was eating me alive. But to come back into the light was to be reminded of it all over again. To feel the scrutiny of the watching women bearing down on me like a weapon, reminding me of my lowly place as a living sex toy to keep them amused.

As Alex stepped away from me and my eyes adjusted, I saw that it was Sandra who was sitting on top of me, my cock buried in her pussy. Her blonde hair bounced around her pretty face, her eyes closed as she lost herself in the rhythm of pleasure. She had shed almost all her clothes, wearing only a black lacy bra and her high heels as she fucked me. And I gazed up at her with deep longing, astonished all over again that women who looked like this felt a need to do something so outrageous and transgressive. But of course, I reminded myself, they didn’t need to. They just liked being in charge.

“Fuck him, Sandra!” someone yelled from the chairs where the other women sat.

“Yeah, fuck his brains out,” Emily said, dissolving into laughter even as she spoke. All of the women were laughing. All of them practically giddy with the kinky spectacle. I could feel the strange atmosphere in the air, the wildness of what was happening. That night, it seemed anything was possible. That night, I was living out fantasies I never even knew that I had. And the more selfish and greedy and demanding Alex’s beautiful coworkers were, the more desperately I desired each and every one of them.

Sandra’s pussy spasmed around my cock. I had barely said two words to the woman, and now she was having an orgasm on top of me. Her whole body trembled beautifully, her pure pleasure unmistakable. She came and anointed my cock and balls with another flood of feminine bliss, and I felt a matching pleasure in my own body that made me gasp and moaned just as she did. But the pills did their work. I still didn’t cum.

Glancing over at the row of chairs where the other women sat, I could see Alex taking a seat for a moment. Her eyes were still shining as she looked at me, and I groaned again as I saw just how much she was loving this. I had never imagined I would have a partner who got a kick out of watching me with another woman. Clearly, that was the unbelievable position I was now in. Alex held my gaze as Sandra released her orgasm, the expression on her face making it seem she was memorizing every moment of what was happening. I guess I was too, in my own way. I knew even in the moment that there was no way I was ever going to forget this.

And when she had had her fun, Sandra climbed off me. There was a clumsiness in her movements as she rose to her feet, staggering back to the row of chairs to take a break. Her face was flushed with the residue of her orgasm, and the smell of sex filled the air of the large room. And we were nowhere near done. I had to admit as I lay there on the floor with all those beautiful women looking down at me, Anthea had been right. Without the drugs she had given me, there was no way I wouldn’t have cum again already.

Now Emily stepped forward. The square heels of her knee boots thumped on the floor as she moved toward me, her blue dress swaying around her body with every step. Her eyes shone behind her glasses, two bright blue jewels framed by the black rims. Her full lips lifted in a smile that had no warmth in it, only conquest. And I practically trembled where I lay as I watched this beautiful woman approach, helpless to stop her even if I had wanted to. And I didn’t want to. I wanted nothing more than to give in.

I thought Emily would climb on top of me like the other girls had done. But instead, she crouched down at my side for a moment, picking up the leash that now lay on the floor. Straightening up again, she tugged on it, smiling down at me the whole time. I sat up. Emily stepped back, still pulling on the leash, pulling me to my feet. And the watching women cheered gleefully, enjoying the show as their friend used my leash to guide me like an animal to do what she wanted.

Turning her back on me, she led me across the room. I could feel all the women watching, including Alex. There was that strange buzz in the air again, that wild excitement.

“Go on Emily” I heard someone, I think it was Victoria, shout from the row of chairs. But I didn’t look back. I was entranced by Emily’s beautiful body and the way her blue dress was swaying around her with every step she took in her high-heeled boots. I was instantly captivated by this woman that was leading me along like a dog, and I was meekly following behind her. After all, we both knew I had no choice.

There was a table over on one side of the room. Emily led me to it. Once she reached it, she turned, still smiling that pretty yet menacing smile at me. Then, she hopped up onto the table itself. The dress moved around her thighs, and I remembered the sting of the riding crop as Alex whipped me for trying to look up that same dress earlier. And there I was, doing it again. I couldn’t help myself. And all of these women knew that, and knew how to use that fact to control me so effortlessly.

Emily sat for moment on the edge of the table, her legs crossed, her boot heels swinging just above the floor. Still smiling, she looked me up and down, taking in the pathetic sight I must’ve made. My hands bound behind my back, Alex’s stained pink panties around my thighs, my cock rock hard and ready for action but unable to give me the orgasm I so badly needed. It was abundantly clear that all of these women had dominant tendencies of one kind or another by now. But some seemed more ready to go with it than others. And here, of course, Anthea was firmly in charge, and my goddess Alex certainly knew how to bring me to my knees. Emily, I sensed, was the same way. Just the gloating look on her gorgeous face told me that she was getting a kick out of the indisputable power she held.

“Say my name,.

“Goddess Emily,” I said at once,

“Get down on your knees,” Emily said with a beautiful sneer.

“Yes, Goddess Emily.” I instantly complied.

If anything, Emily looked even more ravishingly gorgeous from below. Then again, that night, it seemed like every woman did. As I gazed up at her, her beautiful thighs and the darkness under her dress filled my vision, her pretty face feeling remote and untouchable as she smiled down at me. Straightening one leg, she pointed the toe of her boot at me like a weapon. A hush had fallen over the room now, the women watching from the chairs, absorbed in the drama. Emily beamed down at me, her bright blue eyes shining behind the lenses of her glasses, her golden hair cascading over her shoulders, an absolute vision of beauty at once immediate and completely unattainable.

“Kiss,” she ordered.

“Yes, Goddess Emily,” I said without hesitation. And immediately, I turned my face to the boot she pointed at me and humbly kiss the rounded toe. That sly smirk never left her pretty face. “You want to fuck me, don’t you, Seven?” she sneered.

“Yes, Goddess Emily,” I said. After all, there was no point denying it. More laughter rose from the watching women. But they could hardly have been surprised to hear my confession. I was kneeling at the women’s feet with my cock throbbing desperately in arousal, and I was doing everything I was told like the humble slave they had reduced me to. I wanted her, just like I wanted all of them. And every woman in the room knew it all too well.

“Too bad,” Emily said, practically gloating in her power over me. “You’re not worthy of a woman like me, are you?”

“No, Goddess, Emily,” I said as humbly as I could manage while Emily giggled at my easy submission.

“Good. It’s good you know your place. You’re lucky any woman would even consider fucking a pathetic specimen like you. I won’t. The only thing a guy like you is good for is being a pathetic little oral slave.”

She spoke the last four words slowly, leaning forward as though to drive them home. Her head tilted from side to side to emphasize each word, her blonde waves bouncing with every movement she made. It was hard to look her in the eye as she debased me like that, but I did. Somehow, I knew that was what she wanted. And the sadistic smile returned to her face as she leaned back again. Her dress slid a little higher on her legs as she inched forward on the table, resting her raised boot on my shoulder. The darkness between her legs taunted me as I gazed at her, and I felt that she knew that. For a moment, she just sat there, letting me look at her, letting me gaze up at the ravishing beauty she seemed to have no intention of allowing me to have. Then, she pulled on the leash she still held, pulling me toward her.

The watching women cheered again. They saw what was happening just as I did. Emily pulled up her dress and pulled down the panties she wore, lifting her leg off my shoulder for a moment to take them off completely and drop them to the floor. Then she swung her leg over my head again. I inched closer toward her as she pulled on the leash, and she hooked her knee around the back of my neck to pull me closer still. Her pussy shone in front of me now, and I could smell her arousal. I couldn’t keep myself from licking my lips as I gazed up at her, and she smiled down at me, every inch the benevolent goddess about to give a humble creature like me the treat of a lifetime.

“Worship my pussy, bitch,” she said, to another burst of laughter from the watching women.

“Yes, Goddess Emily,” I said without a moment’s hesitation. And I leaned forward while she wrapped her leg more tightly around my head, pressing my lips against her already wet sex and tasting the arousal of yet another woman as I filled my role as a sex toy for Alex’s friends.

Above me, Emily sighed. Her growing sounds of pleasure seemed to excite the watching women all over again. Soon, I heard movement over by the chairs. I didn’t dare to look over, didn’t dare to turn my attention away from the goddess I was currently serving. But I could feel someone approaching. More than one person, it sounded like.

With my face trapped between Emily’s thighs, I couldn’t see anything clearly. But I could hear women moving around me. Soon, I realized someone was crawling under the table Emily sat on, that I kneeled in front of. Glancing down for second, I saw that redheaded Victoria was positioning herself under the table, facing away from me. She pulled up her green patterned dress around her hips, and I saw that her exciting fishnet stockings stopped high up her thigh. I was denied the rest of the show as Emily tugged on my leash, dragging my attention back to pleasuring her.

While she moaned in growing bliss, Victoria continued moving under the table. Soon, she was backing herself up to where I kneeled, on her hands and knees underneath where Emily was sitting. I groaned as I felt her hand on my cock, guiding my stiff manhood into yet another warm and tight pussy. And again, pleasure tore through me like a lightning bolt as another woman started using me for her bliss.

“Fuck her!”

There was no mistaking the voice beside me. It was Alex, the heels of her boots echoing on the floor as she positioned herself next to me. With the noise of Emily’s pleasure ringing in my ears, I didn’t hear the thin whistle of the riding crop slashing the air. So when it cracked hard against my vulnerable ass, I was taken completely by surprise. I cried out, and my noise of pain seemed to send shockwaves through Emily’s body, making her moan in sadistic bliss. I thrust my hips forward, driving my cock deep inside Victoria’s waiting pussy. And she moved too, flinging herself back toward me, riding my cock aggressively. I felt the collar move on my neck, Alex stepping closer toward me to take the leash from Emily’s hand. Happy to relinquish it, Emily lay back on the table, propping herself up on her elbows so she could watch me as I frantically devoured her pussy. Pulling the leash tight, Alex positioned herself behind me and whipped my bare ass again. The crack of the riding crop rang out in the room, and the watching women cheered with every blow. Red pain bloomed across my skin as Alex whipped me there in front of them all, encouraging me to fuck her friends better even though I was trying with everything I had.

Finally, Emily’s pussy spasmed around my tongue. Gratefully, I felt her cum, and I lapped up her running juices with every bit of the hunger and enthusiasm I had swallowed everyone else’s. Emily sprawled back on the table, gasping in pleasure, and her pussy shone in front of my eyes as I gazed at it, her trembling legs still draped over my shoulders. Now I was able to focus more fully on the woman under the table, and Victoria cried out in passion as I drove my cock deep inside her, my swaying balls and the padlock around them slapping against her body with every thrust.

The watching women cheered me on. Alex used the riding crop to encourage me until my entire ass was burning and throbbing with pain. And even that pain sent a strange jolt through me that seemed to find an echo in my surging cock. If I could’ve cum, I knew, I would’ve emptied myself into this woman with pure abandon. The drugs Anthea had given me was still flowing through my system, making an orgasm impossible. Yet I could still feel all the pleasure that went weather.

Under the table, Victoria howled. Her hot juices dripped to the floor, sliding off my cock as I plunged it desperately in and out of her body. I cried out as her pussy tightened around my cock, her orgasm bringing me even greater pleasure that seemed almost too much to bear. She rode my cock as she rode the waves of the ecstasy she was feeling, finally collapsing under the table. My cock slid easily out of her, dripping with her hot juices in the empty air, and I turned to look up at Alex. She smiled triumphantly down at me, the riding crop in her hand, my ass burning with the pain she had inflicted on me for no other reason than she could. A strand of her dark hair clung to her red cheek, her gorgeous eyes blazing the way they so often did. She had never looked more lovely.

“Megan, you’re up,” Alex said, turning her head toward the watching women. “How do you want my little bitch boy to serve you?”

Megan smiled at her friend from across the room. It was hard to believe that just a few days ago, I had met this pretty and seemingly innocuous girl handing out perfume samples along with Alex. What a long road we had walked since then. And Megan stared at me, and I could almost see the gears turning in her head, and I felt excitement mingled with fear as I wondered what was next.

“Bring him over here,” Megan said at last, and the other girls cheered and applauded as she spoke. Smiling, Alex tugged on my leash, urging me to rise to my feet. I followed along behind my goddess as she led me back across the room, my wet cock straining desperately as I watched her ass sway in the skintight red latex of the dress she wore. I could taste the pussy of several women in my mouth, and hers was one of them, and that added to my strange erotic thrill she led me like her pet back toward her friends.

As we approached, Megan stood. She asked Alex to make me sit down in the seat she had just vacated, and Alex did. I was sitting in the middle of the women now, feeling them all watching me as Megan and Alex did in front of me. Blushing just a little, Megan stepped out of her high-heeled shoes. And the other woman cheered as she began to pull down her tight leather pants, stepping out of them one leg at a time. Shedding her shirt, she left it in a pile on the floor and reached for the front of her panties. The other women cheered again as she pulled them down, tossing them aside. Then she climbed into my lap, straddling me, wrapping her arms around my neck for balance. Her big boobs were right in my face, teasing me with their closeness, and Megan smiled down at me as she ran her hand through my hair almost affectionately. Then, reaching under herself with one hand, she guided my cock into her waiting pussy. And right there in front of everyone, she began to ride me, her hot breath against my face growing more and more rapid as her pleasure grew.

“That’s it, fuck him!”

“Go Megan!”

“Yeah, fuck this little bitch!”

The women mocked me, and my ass burned as I sat in the chair with Megan’s weight on top of me, but I didn’t complain. My face was almost buried in her bouncing boobs, and I could feel once again the pleasure of her tight wet pussy sliding up and down my cock. I had never right and having sex with more than one woman in a single night. If I had, it certainly would not have looked like this. But the truth was, I was having more sex with more beautiful women the never thought I would. And that fact was enough to overcome the shame and physical pain I was feeling as Megan used me for her pleasure.

The other women weren’t idle, either. I could hear them rising from their chairs, could see them gathering around us. Anthea picked up a pair of panties from the floor and stood behind me. Grabbing me by the hair, she pulled my head away from Megan’s boots and pulled the panties over my face, covering my eyes so I couldn’t see what going on. Another woman gripped me by the throat, squeezing possessively. A third slid her fingers into my mouth, ordering me to suck them. And as I tasted them, I could tell she had been touching herself. I moaned around those invading fingers while yet another woman pinched and played with my nipples. My body was simply a toy for them, just another thing for them to use. And it felt incredible.

Above me, Megan’s movements got more and more frantic. Her body crashed down on top of mine with every thrust, my cock seeming to sink deeper into her each time while she howled in pleasure. She leaned forward, and I felt her hair tickling my chest as she almost sobbed against my shoulder. Her orgasm came too, her pussy erupting around my throbbing cock just as the others had done, and she trembled as she collapsed on top of me, almost draped over me. But only for a second. Soon, she was able to gather herself enough to climb off me and stand shakily on her feet, picking up her clothes from the floor.

The other women stepped back. Someone removed the panties from my face. I sat in the chair gasping, my cock still erect, still ready to be used, still not exhausted thanks to the drugs Anthea had given me. But there was a pause. A kind of lull. The air in the room reeked of sex, and I had given every one of these women at least one orgasm.

“What about you, Alex?” Andrea said, standing beside my goddess. “You haven’t fucked him yet.”

“No,” Alex said, smiling at me as she spoke to her boss. “And I’m not going to. Back down on your knees, bitch boy.”

“Yes, Goddess Alex.”

With those submissive words, I slid from the chair and sank to my knees on the floor. The women sat back down one by one, sprawling tired in their seats now. And holding my leash, Alex made me crawl along the floor, kissing the feet of each woman there and thanking them by name.

“Thank you, Goddess Sandra,” I mumbled. “Thank you, Goddess Emily.” Emily slapped my sore ass as I crawled past, making the rest of the women laugh. And at the end of the line, there was Anthea. I kissed her gleaming boots again, groveling at the feet of this incredible woman who somehow managed to be even more of a dominant goddess than even Alex was. And when I had finished, Alex stood proud beside me, holding my leash and towering over me, completely in charge and completely gorgeous.

“Well, I think I would say that was a success, wouldn’t you, ladies?” Anthea said. The other women cheered and hooted, but I could hear the tiredness in their voices. If I hadn’t been so turned on myself, I had a feeling I would’ve been utterly exhausted to. I could feel fatigue creeping through my body, fighting against the desperate arousal I still felt.

“Good job, Alex,” Andrea said. “You trained a good one here.”

“I know,” Alex said, beaming down at me. Tucking the riding crop under her arm, she leaned forward and unfastened the leash from my collar.

“Let’s go home now, bitch boy,” she said to me. “I want you all to myself.”

“Yes, Goddess Alex,” I said gratefully, smiling up at my mistress as I spoke. There was nothing I wanted to hear more than that.
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