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				Prologue

				The air inside was warm, spiced with the heat of his kingdom, while outside the freezing depths continued to press down on them. With such elemental forces denied and deprived of their victory over his domain, it felt as though he were defeating the oceans themselves. Such notions bolstered his sense of omnipotent power, affirming his status as a self-created demi-god.

				Lounging back into his leather throne, the ample cushions accepted his weight, letting him sink deeper into their smooth folds with soft murmurs and creaks of strain.

				The circular hall was virtually unlit, its gloomy folds making the dull glow without all the more apparent and stark. Great oval windows ran the walls from floor to ceiling, the view as magnificent as it was uncanny. Sombre lamps from above lit the fluid night beyond, the ranks of bulbs mimicking the effect of sunlight dancing through the waters. In these artificial rays of gold his Nymphs swam and frolicked.

				The shoals of women were each shapely and defined by their beauty, their curves accentuated greatly by the second skin that moulded them into this fabulous bestial configuration.

				The sparkling layer of silvery latex rippled and shone with each movement of their supple bodies, refracting the light from above, each sultry feminine fish a dazzling prism. Their legs were sealed into a single stem with a vast fluted set of fins billowing from their toes. The loose fins trailed behind them as they swam, becoming a sparkling series of flags and banners in their wake, undulating on the currents their motions forged. The sheath of quicksilver rolled up their bodies and twisted their arms up their back, trapping them in this distorted pose, their elbows pointing slightly out near their flanks to be tipped with another trail of cascading fins.

				The configuration of the Nymph costume forced them to display their breasts even more prominently, leaving them unable to hide themselves from display or use. Across their assets, the latex was a thin pane of transparency, a window that held and accepted each breast into a perfectly moulded cup.

				After this single break in the suit, the silver sheath gathered into a hood, smothering and hiding their features, leaving them with a mirrored visor as their only accommodation to unrestricted senses. A slit at their mouth let their black painted lips remain on display, each of the Nymphs breathing out a great plume of mirrored bubbles, the geysers of spent air winding a lethargic path back to the distant surface world, venturing where the Nymphs themselves could not. Another fin poured down the centre of their head, formed as a crest of silver hair it rippled like a curtain of mercury in the turbulent fluid breezes about them.

				The hidden aspects of their aquatic costumes were as obvious to his eye as any other part of the attire, his obsessive construction of the design keeping no secret from him. The mere thought of such implements exacting their influence and demands aroused his lust immensely as he watched the shoals of females migrate back and forth.

				Lodged between their arms was a slight bump that was the tank of pressurised air allowing them to swim and breathe, fulfilling the role he demanded of them and to which they had willingly surrendered.

				The near imperceptible veins of twin cables swept around within the latex, rolling across their cheeks and into their nostrils, letting each draw of the air supply. When they were running low of this precious sustenance, they wove down to the base of his windows where nozzles awaited connection to the valve secreted amidst the tangled knot of their defunct arms.

				Even now he could see the fins of his fish and the details of their luscious frames nuzzling against the windows, brought close for his delectation. He felt almost paternal, as though these were treasured offspring, suckling at the food he offered them before heading off to play and frolic once the artificial steel bellies upon their backs had been filled. Placing the refuelling stations exclusively about his personal chambers was a deliberate consideration for it gave him an exclusive vantage point.

				The bulge of their ears was more pronounced than usual for each had been fitted with small speakers to let him communicate with his pets, to tell them things, to compliment or chastise them, perhaps to train them with indoctrinating litanies should they have displeased him, or the whim take him.

				Another telltale lump was occasionally and seductively revealed at their loins as the dildos sheathed into them were forced out and against the stretch of latex by the play of his pets’ muscles. He watched one Nymph battle the intruders, her body sinking, her efforts focused not on swimming, but on alleviating her discomfort.

				She had to be a new recruit, for it took time to get accustomed to his costumes and her resistance showed full well her lack of awareness that there was nothing she could do to ease her lot. Despite her defiance, he knew she would be secretly relishing her lot. They all did. It was the quintessential trait his land conjured and installed, it was the decadent charm that none here could resist.

				On a whim, he opened the arm of his throne, revealing dozens of numbered buttons. He let his fingers dance on the keypad, pressing a few random switches and holding them down. Each time he pressed a control, he scanned around the windows for the Nymph he was affecting.

				They were simple to detect because the women suddenly started writhing in the sea, their fins and tails coiling around in churning cycles as they jerked and spasmed, the intensity of the intimate stimulation overwhelming them. The rapture he could bestow had them slowly drifting down, each releasing rapid clouds of bubbles as they gasped and cried out in bliss. Their response to the end of the delicious torment had them visibly infuriated, fighting to extract more, the deprivation of senses from their current caste making the use of such toys on them a valued diversion and exquisite treat.

				The sight of such tempting wriggling had him growing hard within his ragged gown, and closing the armrest he left the Nymphs to envy those who had gained the rewards, while those gifted them prayed for more.

				‘Attend me,’ he uttered softly, staring wistfully into the halcyon undersea scene, his perfect paradise.

				The slave arose from crouching at the base of his throne in anticipation of use as a footstool and stretched her slender physique. Her skin was like smooth unblemished milk, revealed almost in full by her near nakedness. Only the silver waist and crotch band of her chastity belt adorned her, that and the faded welts that criss-crossed her rear from a previous period of sensual chastisement.

				With brushes of her silver painted nails she swept back her mane of bleached white locks, exposing a delicate timid face with dark eyes full of contemplation and hunger.

				Kneeling before him, she parted the black tattered folds and swallowed up his length, her fingers caressing him, stimulating further as she performed the demanded fellatio. Her fervour for the deed was magnified by her time at his feet, serving in silence, recalling her previous bondage session and arousing herself constantly with the sweet memory.

				Draping his head back, he mulled over on what the next set of recruits might bring. It pleased him that his slaves so deeply revelled in their predicament, that they were willing and delighted with it, even if at times their straits were hard to bear. But just for once, he wanted someone who would resist her willingness, who would fight his control and deny herself such relish. He yearned to see someone arrive with the inner strength to hold out against the seduction of iniquitous vice. How sweet that would be; to finally win her over, to finally have her admit that this was what she truly craved. It would be a war of wills, fought for control of her very soul.

				He stiffened and purred with glee as the slave drew free his seed and orgasm, his mind filled with the notion of such a delightful conflict. Even in the heady storm of climax he did not fail to notice the left hand of his slave slipping down and teasing her nipples. It was an act of self-gratification she was hiding so poorly that she could only be seeking discovery and thereby punishment, a wish he would happily oblige her with.

				

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 1

				Unleashing a sudden flurry of jabs, Mina’s gloved fists smacked harshly against the smooth dark surfaces of the training bag. Stray rivulets of accumulated sweat fell from her features like salty drizzle as the suspended cylinder of leather quivered with the virulence of her jabbing blows, shaking upon the fat chain that held it aloft. An elbow launched into it, chaffing her skin, the sensation increasing her savagery to new levels of berserk fury.

				Balancing on one foot, sweeping kicks flashed into the inanimate target at head height, then with a hiss of exertion she danced onto the other foot and span on the ball to launch a circle kick into its flank with a dull soft thump.

				As though having defeated some sanguinary opponent Mina stepped back, her muscles hot from such a prolonged fight against the faceless and shapeless foe.

				Flicking some strands of damp hair from her face, she looked across herself in the mirror, objectively admiring the handiwork she had spent years crafting. Clad in stark shades of absolutes, the attire matched her demeanour and her temperament.

				A high cut leotard of white lay over black shimmering leggings, matched with jet fighting gloves. Her bob of black hair was tied back with white ribbon, the tumble of raven locks now dishevelled after numerous tufts had slipped the strangling bow.

				Her Lycra clad body was slender, her average height allowing her to retain her feminine curves. A few inches more would render her a lanky Amazon, a few shorter would condense them further and create an exaggerated apparition.

				Breathing via deep, regulated gasps, she controlled her eager pulse and started to stretch and bend, letting her limbs flow and turn with graceful precision, the martial exercises precise to the merest millimetre. The feeling of strength she gained from her body awareness was immense: to know every inch of herself, to know its limits, its every detail and what she could do with it.

				The cell phone interrupted the serene quiet, breaking into a merry series of pips to announce a call. Mina ignored it, continuing with her private regime of self-tuning, emptying her mind of thought to find a vague tranquillity.

				The answering machine clicked on and immediately beeped, offering no message to the caller. Her abode, like her identity was anonymous, hidden for the sake of all.

				‘This is Jupiter, for Mars,’ came a deep, authoritative voice that jerked her from her trance. Mina recognised the powerful tones immediately, the greatest power in her hierarchy was unmistakable even through the corruption of the voice scrambler he was employing to further conceal his own identity.

				Wandering over, she picked up the phone, pulled out the antenna with her teeth and flipped it open.

				‘Mars,’ she succinctly answered, walking back across her apartment and snatching a towel to wipe away the clinging beads of perspiration.

				‘There is a situation,’ he decreed, and the phone went dead.

				Setting it back on the machine, Mina flipped up the lid to her laptop and let her lithe fingers dance across the flat keys, opening the encrypted channel to her company. The logo of Turan Incorporated appeared in its bold grave glory, asking for her password before permitting her to enter the secure files.

				The series of twenty numbers and letters let the machine open its digital veils of iron and view what she sought. The pages of nonsensical gibberish trickled down across the screen. Sitting back for a moment, her decryption programme took a few seconds to shake lose the elaborate obfuscation and bring forth the text.

				Her eyes flowed across the script, assimilating the data, looking for clues, for reasons and backgrounds to her mission, noticing not just the obvious and presented information, but the convoluted paths and alleys that lurked between each word and line.

				Most massive corporations kept a person like her in the murky background. Secret transactions and petty cash deductibles fed spectres such as she, keeping her kind in the lap of luxury, pampered and wanting for nothing in exchange for complete fealty.

				Like all of her rarefied breed, her speciality was simple in its definition but difficult to express in a curt description. Where there was a problem, she erased it; where there was ignorance, she dragged forth revelation; where there was an obstacle, she shattered it, be that obstacle animate, inanimate or comprised of ethereal data. Should one of the indiscretions of the board or their subordinates be exposed, it was she who would make sure the stories never escaped by silencing, stealing, and covering up. She was a covert operative for an industrial power, willing to do anything to preserve the financial security of her lords. The directors were her presidents, the company was her country, its corporate logo her flag, and she was a zealous soldier pledged to defend it from all enemies both foreign and domestic.

				The latest bump in the smooth sailing of the juggernaut that was Turan Inc. was coming from a rival global giant. Korin Enterprises had been a primary competitor she had tripped and foiled numerous times, her sabotage and espionage keeping her own paymaster a nose ahead of them in the competitive world market. The blackmail material she had acquired on prospective clients had let Turan snatch them over the rivals. The extortion and intimidation of certain Korin executives had caused critical delays that let Turan prematurely pilfer choice deals. The viruses and false data she had installed directly into their mainframe caused critical delays to research projects, allowing Turan to win the development race and gain the all important patent before their rivals could.

				It appeared that her mysterious employers were concerned. She only knew them by the names of planets, led by Jupiter, the father of the gods, while she was allocated the code-name Mars, the war god, bringer of destruction and new beginnings, an apt enough persona.

				The enigmatic head of Korin Enterprises was secretly backing some sort of massive investment in the Pacific. The scale of his personal attention to this matter had pushed Turan’s board of directors to hysterical levels of paranoia. They wanted her to find out what he was up to, what he had found, and what he was planning. If it could be detrimental to Turan holdings, she was to bring ruin to it.

				All they had was a starting point, a secret subsidiary company existing somewhere within Korin, a branch so secret that with all their hackers and spies, Turan had failed to even get a name or prove its existence to even the vaguest degree of certainty.

				Erasing the files, and then sending in a Raptor program to chew up the dregs and prevent any hope of reconstruction, Mina picked up the phone and dialled a number from memory.

				‘Melissa?’ she asked when the line opened. ‘It’s me, Cindy. Sorry I haven’t called in so long, I’ve been out of town on some errands. But I’m back, and I’m just wondering if you want to get together tonight?’ She asked sweetly, adopting the tones of a vacuous female for the woman’s benefit so as to offset any suspicion.

				The response was tardy and indecisive; the woman pained by the neglect Mina had shown her.

				‘Look, I know, but it’s not my fault, I had to leave quickly and I’ve been snowed under with so much work that even a phone call was out of the question. Let me make it up to you with dinner?’

				Melissa was still hesitant; clearly she had been trying to move on with her life, and was dubious about letting ‘Cindy’ back into it, lest she be returned to numbing depression when she was next deserted.

				‘At least let me come over and get the last of my things, and perhaps let me explain in person?’ she quizzed, feigning her own upset, letting fake sniffles choke her words.

				A broad smile expanded the corners of her lips, parting them and showing her wide grin as she listened to Melissa reluctantly permit a visit. The few articles Mina had left behind were a deliberate oversight, a precaution against just such an eventuality. All she needed was a chance to get inside and she could complete her mission.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 2

				The muted rattle of the key chain being opened slipped through the weighty door, and the polished panel moved back to reveal Melissa.

				The woman was late into her twenties, having struggled and studied hard to achieve her rank in the company. The influence of her Japanese heritage was slight but served to heighten and sculpt her face, making it extremely attractive. Her hair fell in smooth dark brown folds, its luscious sheen a temptation, inviting caresses. She was a small, delicate creature, refined and graceful, soft spoken and meek, this evasive shell being the primary reason Mina had targeted her. The boom in the internet had been solely responsible for making her an executive, for via such veins of written communication she could be a ruthless predator, whereas in person she was far less intimidating. Without such a wall to hide behind, she would still be a lost and hidden underling.

				Looking across Melissa’s stark business attire, Mina could see the slightest of trembles through the fabric - shock and desire, subdued wrath and resentment.

				The suit hung about her upper body before clasping tightly to her waist and then spilling down her curves into a pencil skirt. Expensive of cut and make, the darkness of the designer fabric accentuated the woman’s saturnine mood. The slightest smudge to her subtle cosmetics indicated that tears had fallen since the phone call.

				‘Can I come in then?’ Mina asked, the woman frozen on the spot, staring at her, a turmoil of emotions corrupting any decisive action. Clearly she wanted to expel Mina, to vent pent-up curses, but also she wanted a return to the way they had been, and the conflict within her was furious and stalemated.

				Social nicety and the wish to evade conflict took precedence over cathartic vengeance and Melissa stepped back, letting Mina enter. Like a vampire that had successfully connived permission to cross a threshold, Mina sauntered in.

				The house was still furnished as Melissa’s deliberately sparse preferences dictated. Large areas of nothingness made it seem as though she had never quite gotten around to fully moving in. A few works of art, some antique furniture, elaborate fittings and fixtures compiled an ambience akin to that of a museum - sterile and oppressive.

				‘I’ll get your things,’ she stated flatly, closing the door and walking past Mina with a brusque dismissive strut.

				‘Melissa, wait,’ she said quickly, causing the woman to pause but not turn round, afraid to meet the eyes of her seductress, unconsciously aware that they would enslave her again.

				‘I said I’m sorry, what more can I do? I didn’t mean to hurt you. I could never do that, you mean too much to me.’

				‘You say the words so easily, Cindy, but you don’t mean them, you never did,’ Melissa bitterly replied.

				‘How can you say that?’

				‘Because I never meant anything to you,’ Melissa answered, the words uneven, the shuffle of her frame indicating a seething rage, buried and held in check by the pristine nature of the woman. She was an animal of business, preened and in full control of her emotions, never letting anything slip through, but Mina was a far more dangerous breed, and was not willing to let her prey escape so easily.

				The situation was precarious. Strong emotion was easy to judge and predict, but could chaotically turn and follow random paths at a moment’s notice, forcing Mina to tread carefully and plan her words with considerable forethought. ‘Is that why I spent all that time pursuing you, fighting to get through that aloof shell of yours?’ she asked, filling her words with a desperation, a sincerity that bordered on imploring. ‘If you were such a triviality would I have spent so much of my time and effort trying to win over someone who was meaningless?’

				‘But then why - ?’ began Melissa in rebuttal, causing Mina to step forward and place hands to her shoulders. The argument was going nowhere; it was time to turn from verbal sparing to a more physical form of conflict.

				‘I’m so sorry, I just want to forget about this, to go back to how things were. I can’t lose you, Melissa, I just can’t. You’re everything to me,’ she professed. Hiding her victorious smile, Mina watched as the small frame turned slowly about. Melissa’s head was held low, hiding her features from scrutiny. With a crooked forefinger, Mina lifted the saddened countenance. Their eyes met and Melissa unleashed sparks of acceptance so clear that Mina could almost hear her screaming for her to continue, to take the lead so she could keep her façade of denial, to continue being the victim in a tragic affair.

				Tears streaked Melissa’s soft cheeks, and her eyes sparkled like jewels while more moist lines trickled down the fields of smooth skin. Mina was almost there, just a little more and the woman would be hers again, all that was needed now were a few more words to further pad her psyche, let her accept this without resistance.

				‘I love you, Melissa,’ she said, keeping the mask of absolute sincerity in firm place, her ability to mimic and feign emotions being as sterling as her capacity to read them in others, no matter how well hidden.

				Melissa opened her mouth to speak, and to prevent her from airing the customary response, Mina moved in, using her finger to keep Melissa’s face straight. Her lips pressed to those of Melissa for a brief kiss, the skin quaking slightly as she snuffled back more tears. With a smooth motion Mina closed in tighter, letting her arms envelope the diminutive female, embracing her and letting her sobs fall into Mina’s clothes, her face buried into the fabrics.

				Mina let the woman spill out her woe for a moment, and then returned to the matter at hand, intending to enforce their bond as quickly as possible to defeat any gnawing pangs of paranoia.

				Moving back, she again lowered her lips to those of her lover, acting slowly so as not to alarm her. After all, Mina was a crafty predator stalking skittish game she could not let escape.

				Without any resistance Melissa accepted the kiss, letting it linger before she herself accelerated it. Their lips opened and tongues emerged like hibernating beasts from caves, touching tentatively and then coiling upon one another, locking into knotted moist embraces. The fires of Melissa’s desire were fanned by the exchange, crushing all thought of denying herself this deed. The soothing cuddle swiftly began to change into a passionate clinch, and hands started to wander, appraising flesh, flowing over contours.

				The delicate examination of Mina’s curves grew tired with the obstruction of cloth, and Melissa began to open the shirt, her nimble fingers slipping the buttons as she continued to feverishly kiss Mina.

				After a few moments the crafty seductress copied the motion, casually riding the tide of the woman’s heated prurience. With idle grace she peeled open the rigid bonds of the suit, exposing the woman, peeling away her silken blouse. The sheath of her skirt was unzipped and fell, airing the most faint of rustles against her stockings.

				Melissa stepped from the crumpled halo of her skirt as Mina retreated momentarily. Their wet lips moved apart and Mina looked across the exposed form of her partner, reminding herself of the physique so different to her own.

				Melissa was left only in her fine denier stockings, the hose being a milky white, the lace tops gripping her luscious thighs. A slender matching thong clutched her pale abdomen, hooking slender albino arms over her hips. A bra of the same design cupped her subtle cleavage, its firm hold striving to press her breasts together, making the pert assets an all the more inviting vision.

				Mina smiled and began her own exotic dance, performing for the woman’s lust filled eyes, her skin quivering with excitement, her eyes wide, the pupils vast and black, taking in every mesmerising detail.

				With a serpentine majesty Mina slinked within her own clothes, playing her body like an instrument, using its motions to hypnotise. With subtle touches within the dance buttons and zips were opened, her blouse falling to the floor, revealing her bare chest, her breasts bobbing slightly as she continued the display, slowly unveiling herself for a singular audience. Mina knew how effective a striptease could be on Melissa. Several times during their relationship they had staggered into a female strip club on a drink-incited whim. The resulting show had left Melissa with a raging sexual thirst, and ended in nights of fervid passion. Mina had danced for her since, using such private shows to excite the woman, exploiting this voyeuristic fetish for showgirl sleaze.

				Folding at her middle, Mina drew down her short skirt before skipping from it and kicking off her shoes. Dressed solely in her black satin thong, she stroked herself, letting her fingertips slip across the ivory panes of her chest and hips. With her eyes half closed she revelled in the tickling passage.

				Breaking free of the decadent trance she had cultivated, Mina lifted her gaze and regarded Melissa with the stare of a tigress. The woman almost melted on the spot, her feelings being those of helplessness, of being exposed to the wants of a hunter who was poised to seize and use its quarry.

				Upon a sashaying stride, Mina approached the woman and lowered before her without any hint of supplication, her strength and power like a wall about her. Slender fingertips placed themselves to the backs of Melissa’s thighs, and with a meandering path they started to ascend. The fine denier rolled beneath Mina’s touch, a tactile delight beneath her fingers as Melissa gave a startled but lubricious jolt.

				Looking up from her kneeling pose, Mina watched as Melissa let her head flop back, rolling from side to side as her legs set themselves apart, the muscles flicking with rigid bursts from the sensations Mina bequeathed. Slight groans of rapture slipped her lips, her chest rising and falling, her hands loose at her sides.

				With a grin Mina lifted up, her hands moving to the woman’s rear, cupping the rounded mounds, tracing the thong that ran the valley between them. She could feel goose flesh beneath her hands as she nuzzled in and kissed the front of the underwear. Running the point of her nose over the material, Mina traced the line of her sex, the smell of Melissa’s lust seeping through the fabric as it started to darken with dampness. Sliding her thumbs under the thong Mina knelt back and started to tow it down, unveiling Melissa to her intent. The woman did not resist, only continued to surrender to the experience, as though unable to offer any real defiance.

				The underwear was drawn to her knees, revealing a tangle of dark hair. Mina followed a new route into the pubic forest, circling her sex with the fingers of one hand, while the other continued to appraise the woman’s rear.

				Each swirling intimate stroke caused a flash of tension to roll through Melissa. Soft pants jumped from her throat, and with a hedonistic speed Melissa unfastened her own bra, casting the garment away before starting to manipulate her own breasts. Her fingers teased her nipples, making them rise and stand out, erect and proud, eliciting new sensation as she continued to increase her own joy.

				Mina let her fingers continue to pleasure her partner before she closed in, placing hands around her, returning to the stroking of her legs and rear. The curled hairs tickled her lips and the smell of Melissa’s wanton desire filled her nostrils, easily eclipsing the manmade perfume she had donned.

				Her tongue dove through the nest of follicles and took a swift lap at her clitoris. Melissa arched up onto tiptoe, releasing a pip of shock at the deft move. Her small frame settled back down onto Mina’s mouth, burrowing her tongue deep, tasting Melissa’s sex, savouring the flavour of her before concentrating more devotedly on the task at hand.

				The energetic point of her tongue worked with expert speed and grace, causing Melissa to shudder, releasing long drones of satisfaction, her hands suddenly becoming tensed claws that lodged themselves into Mina’s hair.

				Stroking the silken locks that hovered before her loins, Melissa seemed almost on the verge of swooning, the hold to Mina’s head a stabilising force to help keep her upright. Words tumbled recklessly from her throat, words of petition and encouragement lodged amongst soft prayers.

				Mina lifted her hands. Lethargically she skipped them across the flat zone of Melissa’s belly, where they traced a tremulous route upwards to Melissa’s cleavage. The nipples were still like cherry stones when she arrived, the points rising and falling with Melissa’s heaving ribs. Following the rhythm of her panting respiration, Mina took over from where the woman had left off.

				Melissa’s responses grew evermore fervid, the attendance of breasts and pudenda by Mina’s devoted tongue and hands drowning her in a sensual ocean of excess.

				All recall of Mina’s past felonies were gone as Melissa clutched her hair. All Melissa cared for now was Mina. The plan set into play had been flawlessly executed.

				Mina was fond of her, but it was nothing more than that. She could not allow herself to become attached, for perhaps one day she might be called upon to terminate the woman on the orders of her superiors. Besides, emotion was a quality that had been burned from her by deed and design long ago. She had never been more than a withdrawn and cold figure, and her isolation and dedicated training and service had fully stunted any such possible growth. She was little more than a sentient automaton, designed for service, capable of anything to achieve her goals, dedicated to perfection because it was all she had.

				Melissa stepped away, clearing Mina’s devotions and dropping her underwear, discarding it as she took Mina’s hand and led her to the bedroom.

				Sliding the double doors apart like wooden curtains, the spacious chamber was revealed. Again it was furnished only by necessity, Melissa’s love of sparseness stretching throughout the home. The bed was a vast form, its carved posts rising up to elaborate peaks, the satin sheets a sea of ivory-white that tempted others to luxuriate in their smoothness.

				Turned around before it, Melissa took a more impatient and active role. Pushed with authoritative hands to her shoulders, Mina flopped onto the bed, bouncing back until she was splashed across its surface.

				Curling her fingers into the sheets, she rejoiced in their silky texture and gave a gasp as the chill of the fabric crept into her skin. The soft rustle as her body squirmed upon the sheets aroused her further, the satin exquisite upon her skin as it warmed with the heat of passion.

				Melissa crawled onto the mattress, skulking forward on all fours before setting her features between Mina’s splayed legs. Soft kisses flowed up the inside of her legs, Melissa pecking a path to Mina’s sex.

				With eyes fixed to the barren ceiling, the four peaks of the posts intruding at each periphery corner, Mina waited, relishing each brush of soft lips to her tender skin. The flitting tongue of her lover danced into her loins arching Mina’s torso up and pushing a wanton groan from her throat.

				Melissa’s face became hidden by a mop of curly brown hair between her legs that assailed her with frenetic cunnilingus, and Mina craned her head back and gasped with delight.

				The trembling hands of the small woman slithered across her thighs and her torso, cupping her breasts, admiring Mina’s physique with studious lust. It was as though she wanted to fill her senses with the feel of Mina’s body, to appraise every inch of it, to drown in a sensory banquet of devotion.

				It had not been hard to initially seduce this minor employee stationed at Korin’s headquarters. Mina was a relentless foe, and was adept with every weapon be it a cold steel blade, or the volcanic fires of sexual passion.

				It was irrelevant whether or not she actually had such inclinations to either gender, there were no such preferences, only that which was required of her. She was doing what was needed, and that was the sole motivation behind her, behind everything. Perfection was Mina’s obsession, to be without flaw, to exist in a state of symmetry as a zenith of physical and mental achievement. It was an impossible goal, but one that she doggedly craved to fill the emptiness within her.

				Emotion was a concept beyond her. She did not love, she did not hate, all she did was act as necessity demanded. The pursuit of perfection filled the holes in her psyche, replaced the need to find a love of her life, to find a life, a family, friends, to enjoy and despair, to feel. It did not truly plug the gaps, and wasn’t much of a replacement, but it was her sole option and was preferable to leaving the craters yawning and hungry for something to choke them.

				Locking her thighs about the burrowing features, Mina gently squeezed, trapping the woman, holding her firmly as the squirming damp organ continued to tease her clitoris.

				Her body gave a sudden spasm as a burst of joy ran through her. Dropping her legs open, she grabbed the woman and hoisted her up, bringing her forth to lay across her. Lacing her legs around her partner, Mina snatched a handful of the woman’s shapely, gym-tuned rear and cupped the back of her head, drawing her in for a kiss. Melissa’s face was hot and flushed, her lips wet and flavoured with the tang of Mina’s sex. Their lips locked and their tongues entwined, rolling and delving, exploring each other’s mouth as their hands continued to caress and embrace each other’s smooth flesh.

				With a push, Mina rolled the woman aside and onto her back, letting her sprawl onto the opulent bed covers before straddling her chest. Sitting upright for a moment, she let the woman grope at her curves, her eyes wide as they soaked in every detail of her statuesque lover. With a soft sedate smile, Mina let a hand drift between her legs, capturing a slick sheen of the ample moisture. Clamping a hand to the woman’s mouth, she let the female suckle at her fingers, treating the digits with the same intensity as fellatio, her eyes rolling back at the taste of her obsessive love.

				While the woman drank of the juices, Mina bent down and kissed the tips of Melissa’s breasts, sucking at each teat in turn and with a combination of light nips and attentive tongue work, the points gave sharp voluptuous results. While she was continuing, the woman’s fingers slipped across the panes of Mina’s back, holding her shoulders as Mina continued to suckle, the recipient exulting in the kisses to her breasts.

				Mina slipped aside, letting her tongue glide across the skin, the salty tang of the perspiration they had generated was strong on her palate as she snatched at the other teat and continued the session.

				Melissa’s chest rose and fell with gasps, the heaving consequences of such play exposing her elation. Lifting herself up, Mina reversed position, letting her hindquarters loiter in the air over Melissa’s features. With her shins laid across Melissa’s upper arms, she held her pose, making the woman clamp hands on her hips to haul herself up.

				Closing her eyes, Mina let herself dwell in the giddy heights of bliss, the woman’s tongue pouring into her, her clitoris rendered sensitive to the slightest touch by their frolicking. She could feel the strain in the woman’s muscles, her tendons tight as she held herself in place, her neck craned forward, shaking slightly with the labour of trying to keep herself within reach.

				There was no denying how much she enjoyed this, no matter what the gender, no matter what the reason behind it, she could lose herself within such pleasures. There was no chance of becoming addicted to such dalliances, in devoting herself to carnality, for when it came to an end, there was only the coldness of her own heart - no attachment, no affection, nothing.

				During the act of sex, she felt her soul briefly swell with unknown quantities, for a moment she found real peace, and knew a shallow and all too fleeting satisfaction that left her feeling cheated and all the more hollow.

				She refused the pulls that sought to drag her down, and Mina finally relented and settled, smothering the woman’s face, sealing her in darkness, her face lost beneath the hot sex of her lover. The moment her weight was applied to the supplicant features, the hands on her rear and hips tightened in ecstatic pulses, kneading the firm flesh, overwhelmed by the experience of being controlled thus by someone so glorious of visage.

				It was a compulsory act of dominance, to remind Mina that she was still very much in control, that her passion for such deeds was not overwhelming her, that Melissa had no power over her. Mina needed to ensure she did not let her lusts overtake her, to make sure she stayed in full command of herself and not be tempted or led astray by such temptations, for to do so created weakness, and to be weak was to be imperfect.

				As a concession to her partner, and as a dedication to making this experience as intense as she could, Mina draped herself down and used fingers and tongue to attend the shuddering sex of Melissa. The woman’s legs cavorted at the severity of the pleasure, every circling swirl of a fingertip, every stroke of a probing tongue or lingering flick of a tip brought spasms of ecstasy.

				The first orgasms gouged through Melissa, turning her into a rodeo ride as she jolted and jumped beneath the woman astride her.

				Mina smiled, continuing with greater diligence, pushing her further, making Melissa’s sex resonate with screams of rapture that were howled through her fleshy caverns by Mina, forming an exquisite ordeal.

				She never really achieved such peaks any more; her long service to the company and her devotion to excellence had replaced sex. Sex was just another tool in her arsenal now, something to use, to exploit, and for that reason, she couldn’t find the sort of delight those she attended found in it. It was a pleasure that filled her a little, but never enough, leaving her deflated, gaining tenuous solace in the gratitude of her partners.

				For a long period, Mina forced the beleaguered female through such intensity, exhausting her completely before finally stepping free of the attending face.

				Melissa’s eyes were half shut, pained by the soft light of the prestigious flat after dwelling for so long in the enforced gloom of Mina’s loins. She was breathing in ragged fits, numbed and weary to the point of collapse. Half formed words of thanks slipped from her lips, barely coherent, fractions of thoughts given form as senses remained in overload.

				Mina reached over and took a glass of water from the bedside table. After taking a deep and overtly obvious draught of reassurance, she covertly opened her ring and dropped a few particles of powder into it. A subdued swirl merged the fluid with the illicit substance and she handed it to Melissa.

				The woman downed it quickly, parched by their exchange. Granted a moments vigour by the cool liquid, she settled back into Mina’s arms to rest, her body slack, beset by the odd jerk of lingering pleasure as though echoes of the experience were loitering in hidden pockets to randomly burst forth in quieter moments.

				Mina cradled the woman as she slipped into slumber, the depth of which would be artificially increased and lengthened by the soporific compound she had given her.

				Stroking the damp hair, the curls springing under the caress, Mina waited while the full effects came about, the hidden machinations of digestion mindlessly processing the illicit cargo. When she heard the long respiration of drugged stupor, she set the languid form aside and left the room, dragging Melissa’s robe from the back of a chair as she went.

				Heading to the private study, she tapped in the number on the combination lock. The keypad flicked back the heavy bolt and she pushed the door open, the warm mustiness of the chamber extending out and touching her nose as she turned the lights on. The mere dusting of the pad had gained the three digits Melissa used, and from then on it was just a process of elimination to acquire the combination. Since then, it had been an easy road into the secure Korin network. The home connection allowed easier access for Mina’s hacking exploits, and Melissa always kept the same password - nifoc.

				Switching on the system, Mina waited while it booted up, the emblem of Korin Enterprises dominating the background like the religious symbol of some zealot empire. The password let her in without a second glance, and from there she started her rapid and intense search, seeking clues, trying to trace monetary flows.

				The company had gone to extraordinary efforts to hide the use of Korin’s personal wealth to fund and back something. The funds floated through various dummy organisations and then there came the contorting and dividing of the amounts, the obfuscation towards its origin and next destination, all of it making it near impossible to keep track of. Several times she was thrown into blind alleys and dead ends, faced with shut downs and security traces, booby traps - a menagerie of cyber beasts that took all her skill to evade or defeat.

				The sun was lapping at the horizon, bathing the distance in a hesitant glow when she finally reached the end of the line.

				Scylla Holdings had been the recipient of every unit of currency dispatched from Korin. Only the most tenuous of links existed to make the firm part of Korin Enterprises, a link impossible to find outside of the company, and even whilst within its own records, the connections could easily be overlooked by even the most astute and high-ranking personnel.

				There were no details, no records. Scylla operated independently, doubtless keeping its own data on the premises, a stand-alone system that she would have to actually access personally to delve into. What could possibly justify this insane level of concealment and subterfuge?

				Shutting down, she wiped the keys free of her prints, checked for any hairs or other traces she might have inadvertently left and moved from the room, wiping the keypad on the door as she went. Returning to Melissa so she could be there when she awoke, Mina went about maintaining the illusion that she had been there all night.

				Sliding onto the bed, she pulled the sheets over them both and settled into the woman’s loose arms, nestling together as Melissa offered small murmurs of contentment. Closing her eyes Mina plotted her next step, making her mind work on other topics than how unfulfilling and dreary her life was.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 3

				The sea breeze tried to burrow through her clothes, its bitter teeth being kept out by the thick layers Mina had heaped upon herself. With tenacious persistence the wind shoved at her, denied access and now belligerent to one so unaffected by its chill talons.

				Fighting the gusts of wind, Mina observed the scene with her usual analytical mindset. The building loomed before her, ominous and majestic, its black panelled surfaces of glass darker than the cloud coated night sky. About seven stories high, it sprawled in a large L shape, cradling a vast parking area before its canopied main doors. There were no markings or logos, the office block was completely resilient to identification.

				All around the building rolled the bland hills of the coast side, the freeway streaking along bearing hesitant traffic nearer to the sea. Situated well back, half-concealed by a small zone of hills, Scylla Holdings clearly wanted to avoid being noticed by even the most astute passer-by.

				Fencing surrounded its expansive perimeter, the wire conducting not only a powerful dissuasive current but a subtler signal to reveal if the mesh were being cut or interfered with. Such defences presented no significant problems; she had faced them before and never once been thwarted.

				Keeping low she jogged towards the barrier, removing her backpack and pulling out a misshapen box. Clips poured from each end, and in unison she started to clip them in pairs, letting the voltage pour through the box and be regulated to hide her intrusion. With a small vent rendered senseless at the ground, she covered the box with wild grasses and paused, waiting to see if there were a more cunning defence that had detected her, one that she may have missed. When nothing save the howl of the ocean gale presented her with companionship, she removed wire cutters from a pouch and snipped her way in.

				Checking the scene once more Mina slipped free of her heavy clothes, shedding the weighty layers, emerging from the cocoon like a caterpillar, revealing herself as a slender black wraith, all bulk lost via the transformation.

				Clad from head to foot in a clinging layer of opaque, non-reflective neoprene, she removed the night vision goggles from her belt and once they were in place, activated them. With a dull whine, the scene of darkness gathered a green hue, the clarity rising as the goggles amplified the vague light.

				Checking her utility belt to ensure all was secure and present, she applied a sheath to her shin. Her boots accepted the holster as she slid a combat blade into it and used a snap fastening to grab the weapon. After hiding her clothes with more grass that she wrenched from the sandy soil, she continued to ready for her midnight incursion.

				Straightening her hood and gripped gloves, she slipped into the straps of her small backpack, tightened them to a more snug fit, put the zip lock bag with the dead seagull into it and slithered through the small chink in the building’s fortifications.

				Starting to thread a covert route towards the building, Mina ducked and tried to keep to pits of greater shadows. Using the hills that obscured the building to further cloak her approach, she wove around to the side and nestled at the foot of the obsidian cliff face.

				Looking around, she continued to check for a sign that she’d been observed, and finding no such verification, started to remove the suction cups from her bag. Sliding the climbing implements into place on her hands and knees, she applied them to the dark wall and turned them on. The soft hiss of pressure indicated that they were in working order and a testing yank confirmed their strength.

				With subdued growls of effort, Mina started her ascent, moving carefully, ensuring she was doing all she could to evade detection.

				The wind spitefully pulled at her during her ascent, the building creating vortexes that whirled chaotically and wrenched at her making the climb an even more strenuous feat. A sweat gathered across her skin, her brow damp with moisture as she battled against the elements.

				Upon reaching the roof she held herself in place, released a hand and pulled free a small mirror. Her muscles were burning from exertion, but her need for caution kept such debilitating effects firmly out of reach. Extending the mirror, Mina peered surreptitiously over the lip. A panoramic view revealed a single guard stamping his feet irritably and cursing his ill fortune at being posted in such a cold and dismal place.

				Replacing the implement, she set one leg free and scratched softly at the glass until the annoying squeaks gained his attention. She repeated the noise, and listened carefully as he walked slowly over to investigate. The moment he looked over the ledge she flung herself around, kicking up, hauling at her anchors to deliver a jarring heel into his jaw before he even caught sight of her. With a whiplash snap his head span aside and he arced back, collapsing onto the floor with a dull thump.

				Without delay Mina crawled up onto the roof and scampered to the prone body. The guard was barely conscious, groaning and writhing sedately, his protests goaded by the throbbing pain in his jaw. It was a temptation to slay him, but that was a reckless deed, and besides, it took far more skill to disable rather than butcher.

				Locking her arms about his head, she applied pressure and quelled his breathing, delivering him into an oxygen-starved faint that would last for hours. Liberating him of his key card, she examined her surroundings to locate the door and also for a possible place to stash the body.

				The guard had entered through an access door located in the centre of this wing, and all about her were twirling fans and thick chutes of metal, feeding and reprocessing the air into the building, regulating its environment.

				With the only obstacle incapacitated, she dragged his slack form into the mire of air conditioning ducts. Yanking free a grid she slotted him in before closing it, hiding her attack from any who investigated his absence.

				Skipping to the door, she ran the pilfered card through the slot. With a click it opened, accepting the bogus intruder it assumed to be the guard. Moving in with care she found herself faced with the bland, preened corridors of the offices.

				As a shiver upon the serene quiet Mina moved swiftly through the labyrinth of cubicles and rooms, searching for an archive. The terminals at the main data storage units would be her most profitable choice of location to access from, giving her a direct vein into the heart of this eerie place.

				Several times she had to duck into cover, hide herself in the darkness while a guard walked past, the uniformed sentinels relentlessly prowling for trespassers. The security of this firm was well above average. They were certainly hiding something, and pondering what it could be had her more intrigued than ever.

				A wall of glass revealed banks of computer hardware, like pews in some church of high technology. A secure door demanded a card and a combination to permit entrance, a feature she could easily by-pass. Cracking open the faceplate, she removed leads from her belt pouches and clipped them in place. Letting the Siegebreakers run, the small devices she carried pummelled the system with data, pouring a condensed stream into it that overwhelmed the circuits and finally located the correct code.

				Tricked into thinking a card had been properly used, the locks retracted and with a soft hiss the door popped ajar, letting Mina remove her cables and restore the plate before moving in. Creeping through, she located a discrete workstation and settled in.

				The light of the screen gave her sufficient illumination to work by, the terminal drooling its dirty glow across her hunched frame. It took little effort to break through the encrypted defences, and she was exploring within the viscera of the company with minimal hindrance.

				The scope of what she found before her was strange. Millions of dollars were being poured through this façade of a company. Its director, Miss Scylla, answered only to Korin himself and no other information existed on her, making Mina assume she was a fictitious creation, a phantom to give this company a figurehead and scapegoat should it be necessary.

				There were vast payments made to what was only referred to as Project Charybdis. Also, the personnel reports and recruitment of employees for the firm were more than a little strange. It seemed Scylla had a body of permanent employees that worked at this beachfront facility, processing and researching for a very decent wage. But there were also a massive number of temporary transient employees, ones who were recruited and then almost immediately transferred to the Charybdis Project whereupon they vanished from both payroll and record. The Project had to be handling their details after the transfer, further hampering any chance of finding the end result to this convoluted bureaucratic chain. Such paranoia offered possibilities more disturbing than mere corporate rivalry. Such devoted deception suggested highly illegal pursuits - terrorism, drug smuggling, arms - something that could bring down the company if it were hauled into the public light. People didn’t care what horrors the suppliers of their goods and services perpetrated just so long as they didn’t have to know about it.

				When Mina opened the files of the Charybdis recruits, she found them to be exclusively female, aged between eighteen and thirty. The files made little or no sense. They ranged from the unskilled to the professional, a plethora of unrelated backgrounds and training from all walks of life with not one thing in common. Yet each, no matter if they were unemployed college graduates or fully qualified doctors, or practising big shot lawyers, each of them was being paid an obscene amount of money for their initial recruitment into Scylla. Were such wages still being paid to them in Charybdis? If so, it might explain the inordinate amount of money being funnelled into the project. But what services were they providing to warrant such grand payments?

				Mina stared at the screen for a while, running through the files again, trying to find something she may have missed. Scylla existed solely to feed Charybdis, just like in the myths. Under-qualified and overpaid women were the sustenance, but why? What were they doing and where were they? They were listed only with the date of transfer, no destination, no details, and no word of them ever came back.

				Determined to find and undermine this project, Mina opened a blank folder and started to fill it with her details, conjuring a plausible secretarial background for herself. Keeping to the mythological temperament, she entered herself as Mina Kraken, gave the address of one of her more modest safe house abodes, listed herself as unemployed, and loaded her data onto the list of prime candidates for recruitment.

				Leaning back for a moment, she sighed and pondered what she was missing, what she had yet to try, and if there was something else she could do to find out what was going on. Resigned to the fact that she had done all she could, she shut down the terminal and began to make her escape, keeping her wits about her as she fled the building like a wayward ghost - unseen and unheard.

				On the roof, she removed the body, laid him by the ledge and took the zip lock bag from her backpack. Removing the dead seagull from the plastic, she dropped it nearby, offering the guard the explanation that the creature had flown straight into him, knocking him out and breaking its own neck in the process. Such an embarrassing explanation would have him keep the event to himself and hide Mina’s trespass.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 4

				The doorbell played its trio of chimes through the quiet interior. Closing her study books, Mina lifted herself from the armchair and entered the hallway, heading for the front door she was already plotting her words and actions, trying to prepare for what was about to occur. There was no reason for anyone else to come to this apartment, this caller had to be connected to the Scylla accounts.

				Since the break in, she had been resident at this covert abode, using the time to study, educating herself in new leaps in computer technology and security, reviewing Korin’s latest stock reports and business ventures, and brushing up on her Japanese when the numbers and charts grew too tedious. Studying was something she did as part of her life and her quest. Learning filled her hours, either refining her body or her mind. The times she had spent being taught directly were among the last times she allowed herself prolonged contact with others. Occasionally she still returned to face live opponents in various martial arts, to refine her methods on animate adversaries, but it seemed she could not be beaten. The sporadic attendance to centres of elite fighting arts, of sword play and combat were more to see if there were any new techniques that someone may have developed that she might need to incorporate into her own style. There never were; she had gone as far as she could. Only the sustaining of such a level was open to her now, that and waiting to see what the future might offer by way of challenge.

				When she visited the many dojos, the cream of their masters and students eagerly took the opportunity to face her, to see if they could be the one to best the shadowy visitor that they had heard tale of. She was spoken of in rumour, awed and respected, her payments for the privilege of such anonymous attendance greatly assisting in their fund raising. Every time they tried to convince her to enter tournaments, to teach, and to use her gifts, but such high profile diversions were risky and ultimately offered her nothing that she did not already possess.

				The field of mental accomplishment was all that was left to her, and though it was a realm too vast for any human to master in its entirety, she could at least strive for it to help occupy her time.

				Throwing the latch, Mina pulled back the door, revealing a tall and powerful woman waiting casually without. The woman was early into her thirties, her features a sculpted mask of indifference, a façade of impartiality that made it difficult for even Mina’s highly tuned senses to read anything off of. Her head was shaven near to the scalp, the slight dark fuzz across the near smooth dome providing a lush carpet and a more severe edge to her already intimidating demeanour. Her cosmetics were dark, set to heighten her uncompromising attitude, her features locked, their allure contrasted by radical intent.

				In keeping with this precedent she was clad in a white suit, the expensive jacket, blouse, tie and pencil skirt all gleaming with crisp starkness. The heeled court shoes added new inches to her impressive height, and she moved on them as though she had learned to walk on such dagger heels.

				Only her hair, makeup and ebony pointed nails contradicted the purity of her garments, that and the dark funereal mood she carried like a cloak about her, prickling Mina with uneasiness. Truly this female would have been a terror to face in any business deal. The very fear of denying her, in contradicting her will, would have made even the toughest negotiator or lawyer sweat and cringe.

				‘Miss Kraken?’ she asked, her voice like velvet. Mina had expected some sort of growling demonic shout, not soft calming tones. Her words were seductive, a melodious noise that soothed, lulling into complacency, and Mina knew then that this woman was as pernicious with her negotiations and recruitment as Mina herself was a killer.

				‘Yes. Can I help you?’ she asked quizzically, offering the scenario that she received callers, and had no idea who this woman was or why she was here. The recruits were ignorant of Scylla’s interest in them, they were made an offer out of the blue, and this had to be how it was handled. It all began with a home visit, the personal touch to answer all questions on the spot while the prospective candidate was intimately scrutinised by this psychological scalpel of a recruitment officer.

				‘I’m Miss Asclly and I represent a firm that wishes to make you a most lucrative offer, Miss Kraken,’ she stated, keeping still, not even attempting to encourage entry.

				‘No thanks,’ Mina replied, the initial words no different a response than any door-to-door salesman might expect. Though she knew this was her window into Scylla, she had to try and allay any suspicion that she was anything other than a mundane candidate, with no future, no job, and no ties. The woman’s name was an anagram of the company identity, this was definitely the person she had been waiting for.

				She started to close the door, keeping the fake smile of politeness to the woman and placing a hint of annoyance at such disturbance behind it, her face like any other part of her body, was something she knew how to control and use to her advantage.

				‘If unemployment meets with your taste Miss Kraken, feel free to ignore me. But after being fired for gross misconduct, I feel your prospects are greatly limited,’ she stated with gravity, the end of the sentence marked with the closure of the door.

				Mina treated herself to a smile of admiration, the woman having timed her precise words with expertise. Counting to three, Mina pretended to have suddenly realised that the woman had known details no pestering hawker should have.

				Opening the door again with a jerk, she found Asclly moving away with a slow pace, fully aware that Mina would be calling her back.

				‘Excuse me, how did you know that?’ she asked with a hint of anger.

				The woman stopped and refrained from replying until she had turned around, letting impatience grow. Walking back to the door, she spoke with epic intent.

				‘You are one of the rare people who meet the criteria my company seeks. We don’t care for experience or knowledge. What a person picked up from college or high school in no way defines them. We are after the raw material, we seek those with the inner promise and we are prepared to pay handsome salaries to acquire it.’

				‘Handsome?’

				‘Would a six figure amount be an incentive to at least invite me in and hear my company’s offer, Miss Kraken?’

				Dropping her jaw in astonishment, Mina stammered her affirmation and retreated to let the woman stride confidently in. How many times had this female run this very scenario, word for word? It was effective to say the least, but what else was there to it?

				Escorting her to the living room, Mina offered her a drink, an offer she declined as she settled onto one of the chairs. Mina could now see a ring on her left hand, the silver band bearing a disc in which was set a small jewelled depiction of some manner of sea beast. The intricacy and workmanship were astounding.

				‘So what is it you want me to do, Miss... sorry, what was the name again?’ she asked meekly, sitting opposite the woman, her books hidden from view so as not to offer more than what was necessary.

				‘Asclly,’ she repeated, Mina offering the illusion that she had seen nothing out of the ordinary at the moment of introduction, not even bothering to recall the name of what she had thought was a nuisance salesperson.

				‘We have several coast side holdings in this state. We want you to come and attend one of our facilities there. We will provide excellent food and board, and all medical, personal and transport needs will be met by the company.’

				‘What am I supposed to do?’

				‘We are currently conducting an extensive oceanic project, and we need people to live and work at our research facility. The work primarily revolves around the assimilation of new data, experimentation, observation and other non-technical duties. However, it is highly sensitive, thus we have been locating persons such as you to fulfil the posts. Your job prospects are low, and your level of education and previous experience will severely limit the salary you can achieve on an open market. The generosity of our offer ensures loyalty and trustworthiness simply because you will prize your post and not seek to endanger it, because after all, there is no chance of you ever coming even vaguely close to it again.’

				Asclly had concocted her sales banter exceedingly well; she had made it plausible and clear why Mina was being offered this post. It even made a twisted sort of sense. Someone who was used to such bloated salaries would have little compunction about betraying such confidence for better offers. But someone young, who had no chance of ever attaining such sums, someone snatched from feeble mind numbing and lowly secretarial work would never risk it.

				But Mina was aware from her researches that people from high paid vocations were also being seduced by Scylla’s song and sucked into the void that was Charybdis. What was their reason? What were they being told? Such knowledge made Mina seriously doubt Asclly’s words. There was more to this and she wasn’t being told the truth. Either it was being distorted, or the whole thing was one attractive bauble of a lie, dazzling her with its brilliance, luring her in for the kill. Were the recruits being told what they wanted to hear?

				‘When do you want me to start?’ she asked with a dubious tremor to her voice, hoping to get Asclly to reveal more, to try and further persuade, betray more than she would have ordinarily wished.

				‘You will have a week to round up your affairs. At the end of this period you will be collected, taken to our facility for orientation. If all goes well, you will undergo a medical examination, and you will be transferred to the Project.’

				‘For how long? And where is this project whatever-it’s-called?’

				‘It is called Charybdis, and its location must remain secret for now, until you finish orientation, a security precaution in case you fail some part of the procedures. Though I’m sure that won’t be the case, because so far you fit our requirements perfectly.’

				The woman had sidestepped the question, making it look as though it were an oversight. There was something else as well. It had taken a while to notice it because of the preoccupation with the exchange, but there was a sense of being examined. The woman’s eyes were fixed to her, but in the periphery she was letting her stare soak up Mina’s form. It was almost licentious in its covert intensity.

				‘Yes, but how long am I going to be there? Can I leave? Do I get vacations, even days off?’

				‘But of course. All our employees are regularly released from the Project premises. Letting the minds of our personnel wander and see and experience new things is quintessential to the safe and secure running of the Project. Though I can assure you, we have a most propitious locale, with gardens and a superb ocean view. The scenery is nothing less than exquisite. Plus you’ll find your working environment enjoyable enough if you give it a chance, almost all of our employees choose to stay close to the facility, all their needs are met there, and really, there is no real cause or motivation to leave. We have cultivated an environment where a real sense of camaraderie can blossom amongst those working there. I’m sure you’ll fit into our family just perfectly.’

				The woman had been devouring her visage throughout the speech, the practised and often said text unconsciously rolling off her tongue, letting her sate her voyeuristic assessment of Mina’s body. It felt as though she were fantasising, dreaming of what possibilities existed with the girl before her.

				‘And I can leave any time I want.’

				‘If you don’t want to be part of the Project, you’ll have the opportunity to leave the facility if you wish.’

				The avoidance of a simple ‘yes’ troubled Mina. The entire offer was being sugar coated, reworded from the truth. What the hell was Korin up to out there? She had to know.

				Keeping silent in excogitation, Mina waited for Asclly to recommence the conversation.

				‘Are you willing to join our little team?’ she asked, hiding her interest in Mina’s answer.

				‘I would be insane to refuse,’ she confessed. ‘I’m most certainly in.’

				A euphoric grin spilled across Asclly’s lips, the display of teeth giving Mina the sudden image that she had just entrusted her head into the yawning maw of a crocodile.

				‘An excellent and wise decision, Miss Kraken. One week from today, at the same time, expect a car to pick you up. Unfortunately, we will have to ask you to pack no more than two suitcases of personal affects. You can send for anything you put into storage once you’re set up at the facility. Here is the card for a firm we have found most efficient.’

				Presenting a card, she handed it over. The plain text simply offered the company of ‘Leviathan Ltd, storage experts.’ There was a number, a fax line and an address underneath.

				‘Well, I have other business this day, so I’ll bid you farewell, and I’ll see you in a week, Miss Kraken,’ she stated, rising up from her seat and taking out another card.

				‘Here is my business line and home phone number should you have any inquiries during the week. Don’t hesitate to phone,’ she offered, and turned for the door. Mina followed her out, noticing that the card bore nothing else, not even the woman’s name.

				When the door closed Mina looked across the cards one more time. She had seen Leviathan amongst the last areas of her search, and at the time she had thought them a dummy company. They had accepted items from the employees sent to Charybdis, but no further payments were made. Was the company covering such expenditure? Leviathan did little trade outside of handling the Scylla account. The others were token to offset suspicion, so Scylla had to be paying very well to support the company and its private policy of virtually keeping all its business solely to Charybdis. But then why had nothing ever been sent forward? Not one employee had called for their possessions to be forwarded to them. It was all still there, untouched. What had happened to the owners? If they were no longer alive, the possessions would be destroyed as damning clues to the company’s involvement, but quite to the contrary, the items were being safely and expensively looked after.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 5

				The doorbell released its chimes for the first time in a week, and lifting back the curtain, Mina saw a stretched limousine parked without. They were not sparing much in the way of seeking to impress new candidates.

				She had sent the few carefully chosen possessions to the relevant company, continuing to maintain her secretarial pretence for they were almost certain to go through the personal effects in search of clues. All she had with her was a suitcase of clothes and a few trinkets, nothing more. It made her a little nervous to enter such a situation with nothing to assist her, but she was sure she could extradite herself from any problem scenarios that might arise from her sly infiltration.

				Opening the door, a woman in a close-fitting chauffeur’s uniform gave a curt bow. Her short blonde hair was kept firmly pressed down under her peaked cap, the silver buttoned tunic clasped firmly at her torso, accentuating the curvature of her body and the presence of her breasts. Leather gloves covered her hands, and black skin-tight trousers dropped into tall polished boots. Her female form was conspicuously displayed, almost as though this was an erotic version of the standard chauffeur vestments.

				‘Miss Kraken? I’ve been sent by the Company to collect you. Are those all your bags?’ she quickly inquired.

				Mina nodded, letting the chauffeur take the case, turn and lead her back towards the car. The woman’s rear sauntered within its tight confines, and despite the thickness of the material, Mina could detect a faint hint of something beneath. She wore no mundane underwear, instead, a more solid band seemed to traverse her crotch, the folds of her rear and the zipper at the front serving to help conceal it from all but the most perceptive of eyes.

				The woman courteously opened the rear door, letting Mina enter the spacious and sumptuous interior of the elongated car. The door was shut and her case loaded into the boot before the woman retook the driver’s seat. The partition dividing them was sealed and opaque, preventing sight or sound slipping between them.

				Mina settled into her seat and waited, thinking that perhaps the woman was having trouble with the vehicle. It was taking an inordinately long time for her to simply fix her seat belt and start the car. For a moment Mina considered getting out and seeing if all was well, and suddenly with a precise mechanised growl the engine erupted into life and with a smooth passage, the expensive car slinked majestically back onto the roads.

				The dense interlocked grids of the city fed them in fits and jolts of motion, the lights and stop signs making progress haphazard.

				Mina studied the armies of workers as they marched dutifully along the sidewalks. Faces were locked into bland expressions, cell phones clamped to ears to distract from the numbing tedium. Adornments of pagers, suits, trinkets and trappings, all tried to elevate them, to show those around that they were more than just some husk bent over a keyboard, that they were someone, screaming their independence with acts that were ludicrously conformist. Eyes ignored the outstretched palms of vagrants as sneers of contempt tickled their lips, regarding the wretches in the same disdainful way that Mina regarded the workers.

				Whenever she saw the faceless multitudes of corporate employees she felt both dismay and warmth. To be trapped in such a cell of banality was abhorrent to Mina. She fought, she strove, and she sacrificed to better herself, to rise above others. To simply dwell and conduct the mere motions of life without change, without challenge or danger was a fate she considered despicable. Even prison would at least offer some level of jeopardy, of challenge to escape compared to such vocational malaise.

				But with these cold pangs of disgust, there was the cosy nugget that soothed her angst, that she had indeed broken free of their ranks, that she had brought herself far from those she now stared at from the comfort of a limousine. Where the arteries of chugging vehicles carried their occupants to endless routine and toil, hers ferried her into mystery and possible danger, a battle of mind and body pitted against the machinations of an unknown foe. She was a predator in their midst, hidden within the cloak of humanity, operating with anonymity amongst them, a secret.

				The seemingly endless maze of blocks finally delivered them to the freeway and from there, the voyage was smooth and graceful. Sliding along the expansive lanes, Mina watched the other traffic slip by, the people within locked to their own personal struggles of life and love, each of them small and insignificant but still a part of the great machine that kept civilisation trundling relentlessly on. She resented them, but needed them to hide her.

				Lounging in the sumptuous interior, she soaked in the soft warmth of the sun as it slid through the filtered windows and onto her skin, letting her bask in its glory and watch with idle eyes the passing of suburbs and industrial zones.

				Soon they branched off from the main flow of traffic and chose a sparser freeway that traversed the coast side. Winding along the ragged cliffs and mounts of the sea front, the meandering road offered a wonderful view of the ocean, the broad expanse winking with golden eyes as the sun bounced its rays upon the vast stretches of deep blue. The world rose up to her left as a mighty wall of stone and lush vegetation, while plummeting at her side into pointed rocks that were lashed with foam by rolling waves. A low barrier of stone was the only partition between the road and a lethal plunge, a danger that went unnoticed as her eyes remained mesmerised on the image arrayed beside her, a vision all the more astounding because of the sudden and radical contrast to the cramped city.

				A long descent lowered them to the beaches, the freeway spilling along to divide sand from grass, the low waves scudding along to break early and deprive the small squadrons of wetsuit clad surfers a decent ride.

				All the way Mina could recognise the route through the one way glass. They were heading back to the site of her initial trespass. Covering her smile, she started to explore the facilities on offer and found an unusually well stocked bar. A menial office worker would most certainly take the advantage presented by the rich brands of champagne and wine on offer within, and keeping to character she helped herself.

				When they pulled into the parking lot, Mina was feeling more than a little light-headed. There was no way the amounts she had consumed should have elicited such results. They had to have increased the percentage proof of the drinks, making those imbibing them more equable to whatever it was awaiting them at the building with the effects of enhanced inebriation.

				The chauffeur again took a long time to emerge from her compartment, making Mina again wonder what was going on up there. Her passenger door was opened and she was shown out, and immediately noticed a stiffness to the driver, as though she had been kept rigorously still for the entire drive.

				As she slid free, Mina found that two cheery faced people were waiting for her, poised like sentinels for her exit. Dressed in loose suits of obvious means, the man and woman were adorned with the wide, insincere but captivating grin of the professional salesman or con artist. The practised facades were matched with equally joy filled and enthusiastic tones as they approached and fell in around her in the manner of life long friends.

				Mina immediately saw that both wore rings akin to the ones she had seen on Asclly, but she could not gain a close enough look to see what their rings portrayed. When their hands were not in pockets they were gesturing wildly to carry Mina’s gaze to where they wished.

				‘Welcome, Miss Kraken, I’m Bob, and this is Laura,’ beamed the man, his hair flowing back into a short ponytail, his features slim and feral. ‘I’m so glad you could come.’ His smooth hands bore groomed nails, his suit pressed, the colours the product bore being of designer quality co-ordination. The diligent attention to his appearance indicated a wealthy stature.

				‘May we call you Mina?’ asked the woman with hope, her round face full of happiness, her cool eyes twinkling. She was like a twin to Bob with her immaculate cosmetics, delicate blonde locks, perfected attire and a manicure that had each nail identical in length, unbroken by any manual work.

				‘Sure,’ she replied with trepidation, the chauffeur fetching her bags as she was shown through the large glass doors.

				The interior seemed considerably more alive than last she was here. There was no sign of the prowling armed guards, the cameras were secluded and could easily be overlooked and seemed to be placed more to observe the comings and goings of the lobby than anything else. As she was escorted deeper, she could not help but detect their sly single eye following her as her prospective employers watched and studied, appraising her with anonymity.

				Smartly dressed persons strolled to and fro, bearing papers and discs, chatting on corners. It made her more uneasy than she already was. The place was much more threatening now than when she was sneaking through at night. Then, the danger was apparent, the hazards known and realised, here she was lost behind a pleasant mask of doting fondness and could not see what was coming. This place had teeth during the day, the atmosphere tense when she passed. Without exception, she was scrutinised as she travelled. The other employees, almost all exclusively female studied her with ravenous eyes. Their regards were made covertly, but to Mina they were clear enough, the sideways glances from within the corners of their gazes. Looks flicked from reading papers, jumping up to her, capturing glimpses and trying to hide them. A slight pant betrayed those who had sprinted to their current position, informed of her route, and now trying to look typically congruous so they would not arouse suspicion as she passed.

				Led to a lift, she was shown to the upper reaches as Bob and Laura continued a practised stream of data at her, all of it designed to impress and make her feel at home. Talk of massive profits, job satisfaction, a future, friends, security and experience, every trick in the book was being used to soothe her and leave her besotted with this place.

				A plush office with a wall spanning view of the ocean was her destination, and there, a circle of comfortable chairs accepted the trio. In this informal setting they started to ask questions. At first they seemed innocent enough - allergies, past medical history, family medical history. Then they started to delve deeper, entering sexual history, how many lovers had she had? Had she ever been married, or engaged? Had she even thought about it? Were children important to her? Did she have many friends? What was the longest friendship she had? What family did she have and what was her relationship with them like?

				She replied to grant the impression that she had no ties, that she was easily uprooted and transferred elsewhere with no wish to follow the ordinary pursuits of house and husband. She had the unerring feeling of being watched, that they were examining her body language, seeing if she were lying, so they might gain the truth to every answer via her minutiae.

				At the end of the interview they expressed that all was well and that only a medical remained, an event they dismissed as a mere formality, an irritating instance of their insurance companies that they would do without if they could.

				At some unheard command a seamless section of wall yawned wide, parting and revealing a small elevator. She was shown within and her two interviewers bade her farewell, reaching in and warmly shaking her hand.

				‘Well, good luck with your new post. I hope we shall see you again.’

				‘You’re not coming with me?’ Mina asked, growing worried at their unexpected desertion.

				‘Afraid not, Mina. The medical isn’t our department. This elevator will take you to the examination room, and then they’ll handle your recruitment details from there.’

				The doors closed with a soft hiss, locking and then starting a gradual descent, leaving her with the residual image of the impious grin both interviewers had worn as she stepped through the doors.

				The polished metal box reflected her in every wall, showing her from every direction as she continued downwards, clearing the bottom of the building and entering unknown sub-levels. There were no controls on the featureless interior - this was a direct and exclusive route into the bowels of the structure.

				A sudden jarring halt almost threw her to the floor. Flicking her eyes around with concern, she tried to see if there were any other ways out of this gleaming coffin. A soft crackle of audio static emerged and suddenly she was being addressed, the voice pouring through the interior, its source unable to be defined.

				‘Miss Mina Kraken, as a prelude to your examination, would you please remove all clothing and jewellery from your person.’

				They were watching her from somewhere, but where? What portion of this cage was a one-way window instead of burnished steel?

				‘What’s going on?’ she growled, trying to find the hints that might tell her where the camera and speaker were located, so she might disable them before using her skills to forge an escape.

				‘Miss Kraken, if you do not do as commanded, you will be disciplined,’ the voice replied with testiness.

				The orders set her hairs on end, the fact that she was being demanded to do something against her will.

				‘I want out of this box!’ she yelled, and slammed her fist to the door.

				‘As a designated employee of the Charybdis Project, you have no opinion or will to give, Miss Kraken. Now obey the command or be chastised for your insolence,’ the man repeated with more than a trace of asperity in his voice.

				Putting her hands to the door, she tried to hook her fingers into the centre seam, to try and prize them open. It was useless, the manufacturer had prevented such a deed with engineered exactitude, and she couldn’t even get a fingernail into the gap.

				There was a brief hum of an electrical charge washing through the metal and Mina unleashed a yell of shock. Dropping to her knees she cradled her arms, the voltage burst having nipped the flesh, numbing it slightly, leaving her fingertips hot. It was not a severe shock, just enough to cause discomfort, her cry having been more from surprise than pain.

				‘Remove your clothes, Miss Kraken!’

				‘No!’ she spat, throwing her head back from her kneeling pose, furious at being controlled so, at being so helpless to defend herself.

				The soft purring hum of the generators sent a sheet of fire through the floor that wriggled spry tendrils of duress into her legs, her tights doing nothing to stem the current.

				With a cry she jumped up, dropping against the wall for support and massaging the flesh of her thighs and calves, the shock having left them prickly with riots of heat.

				Another jolt of sensation caught her rear as it rested against the cool metal, the spikes of voltage jumping through her skirt and underwear, casting her forward. She tottered uneasily on her shoes, hunched over slightly, holding her aching rear, eyes clenched with endurance as she weathered the far sterner effects of the shock.

				‘Miss Kraken, it is futile to deny us. You are now nothing more than corporate property. You will give in to us eventually, but you will find life far less strenuous if you simply acquiesce of your own free will. You will be trained to obey, the process can be pleasant or harsh, depending solely on how willing you are to co-operate.’

				The spines of havoc in her bottom were retreating, leaving her sense of frustration churning her thoughts with resentment. There was no way out, she had to do as they wanted just to get free. She had a mission to complete. If she simply did as she was told, surrendered power for just a while, she could achieve success.

				The generator thrummed again, gathering another more mordant shock, its signal louder each time as they relentlessly increased the setting, seeking the level that would eclipse the fortitude of their latest recruit.

				‘Wait, wait!’ she implored with a snarl, hands raised in surrender.

				She was tempted to continue her defiance, to sit on the cold floor and endure their attack, show them she was beyond their scope to master. But she needed to find out what was wished of her first. If such bold refusal met with dismissal, she would have failed. Such acts of rebellion would have to wait for a more opportune moment.

				Opening her shirt a button at a time, she slipped out of the white garment, displaying the strapless bra beneath before dropping the garment to the reflective floor.

				As she revealed herself for the gaze of her captors, Mina felt a sudden rush of excitement. It caught her by surprise with its power - the sudden wicked delight in this act of enforced stripping.

				A rush of adrenaline made her stomach flutter. The feeling of being defeated, of having been conquered, was a surprising result to what she should have found abhorrent. Dismissing it, she denied it as a by-product of the electrical castigation, that her senses were merely confused.

				Opening the zip of her skirt, she unbuttoned it at the waist and dropped the material sheath, the fabric airing a delicate rustle against the nylon shell of her legs.

				Kicking off her shoes as she stepped from it, Mina opened her bra and dropped it onto the pile, unveiling her bare assets for the voyeurs, the smooth skin presented in the facets of the mirrored interior.

				Standing only in her tights and underwear, she crossed her arms over her breasts to deprive them of their show, scowling at this treatment. Yet it was there again, lurking at the back of her mind like a monster in the night. She knew they wanted her naked, but she was stopping here, until they forced her on. She wanted them to defeat her, to bend her to their will. Unless they could overcome her stalwart refusal, she would not comply.

				‘All of it, Miss Kraken,’ stated the voice, and a short jolt of woe was sent through her feet, making her cry out and drop to the floor, nursing her pained soles. Despite her little pricks of eagerness for this ordeal, she relented and peeled herself free of the hosiery, dragging her underwear off and adding them to the pile.

				Huddled in the corner as a bare ball of femininity, holding herself for protection and warmth, she looked around, frightened, not so much of what they would do to her, but what their deeds had set free within her.

				Something had been let loose of its leash, a dedication, a vice she could not fathom or explain, an iniquity that was prowling in her thoughts. For the first time in her life, Mina was actually scared.

				A faint seeping whine of pressure sounded against the quiet. Mina knew what it was and flicked her eyes around to try and find the source.

				The low whistle of gas was a momentary precursor to the acrid cloying scent of an anaesthetic being pumped in to merge with her air to more effectively subdue her.

				Jumping up, she grabbed her shirt and held it to her face to help try and filter out the vapours. Pounding her fist to the door she screamed for help, wailing at the top of her lungs. Skipping back she flung kicks against the unforgiving steel, fighting with all her desperate might, her heel aching from such a virulent onslaught.

				A cloud started to settle through her thoughts, muffling them, making her senses dull. She was still awake, could still think and see, but her body was becoming heavy, difficult to control. A haze rolled through her and she collapsed onto her seat, the shirt falling away. Propped up by the mirrors, Mina watched her slack face and vacant gaze in the opposite wall. As more strength drooled from her, she slowly slid down the cool walls and flopped onto her side, automatic instinct causing her to breathe unreservedly of the new atmosphere.

				Her ability to move was almost non-existent; she was trapped, a prisoner in her own mind, helpless to whatever they were going to do to her. Her attempt to infiltrate this organisation had backfired drastically.

				The doors to the lift opened, revealing two forms. The women were almost as naked as she was, except that each had a polished metal waspie belt cinching their waist. The miniature corset pulled in between ribs and just over their hips, its perfectly moulded contours dragging into an hourglass shape. There were no laces or seams, the device could have been moulded straight onto them so featureless and perfect was its manufacture. A triangular pane dropped from the front and slipped a band between their legs, the mirror-like cone an efficient chastity device.

				Other than these strange devices of sexual incarceration, the two shapely young women wore nothing save gasmasks to protect from lingering fumes. The black latex contraptions hid their features, and a plastic visor revealed eyes marked with subtle shades of make-up. Their heads were shaved to the scalp, dark stubble and latex straps running across them.

				They entered with complete equability to the situation and despite Mina’s best efforts to resist, the chemical agent proved a far stronger adversary and kept her impotent.

				Taking her by the arms, they hauled her slack form up and then drew her out, her feet slipping against the floor, the power of even staggering placed well beyond her.

				The chamber without was a place of surgical ambience. White tiled walls and floor were offset against a mirrored ceiling. A line of nine examination tables followed one wall, the padded black leather seats adjustable to a variety of indecent poses. Stirrups with black leather trammels emerged around them, carried by fixed poles. The other walls held cabinets, drawers, places where unknown instruments awaited her.

				One other exit existed, a white door set opposite that bore no handle or lock. The room was a thoroughfare, carrying those who were lowered to it to other places once they had been processed within.

				The room was not unoccupied either, a man in white robes loitered beside an awaiting table, stretching his hands into surgical gloves and hiding the ring he wore. A white rubber gasmask of identical design to his assistants left him devoid of visage, the mirrored visor even keeping his eyes lost to Mina. Powerful of build, he strapped a plastic apron of white across his front while the two women worked.

				Mina was set onto the cold plastic of the chair, its reclining back leaving her almost lying flat. Unable to do anything save watch with mortified angst, her legs were drawn open and set into stirrups. Buckles were placed over and around her ankles, enforcing the lewd split. She forced herself to fight, trying with all her will to move her reluctant flesh. Straining with her thoughts, she yelled with her mind, frantic to achieve movement, but it was useless.

				Secondary restraints were pulled out and caught her knees. Her arms were drawn over her head and bent over the headrest despite her efforts to struggle and stop the process. Leather bonds caught her biceps and wrists, keeping her limbs to this required position. All trace of freedom was slowly being gobbled up. She was losing portions of herself by the second, her body unable to even hamper its reduction to vulnerability.

				The last part of her confinement was the application of straps over her waist and forehead. The women pulled at the excess, tightening the leather strips with a creak of strain before they threaded them through and left her immobile.

				‘Now, Miss Kraken, that was very impudent of you in there. Or was it? Did you enjoy your punishment? Was that what possessed you to be so disobedient?’ the ‘doctor’ accused, turning around and lacing his fingers, making sure the gloves were fully on. His voice was muffled slightly, but against the absolute silence she could hear all. The sound of three respirators operating slowly was the only answer, each of their breaths dragging through the layers of protection, purified by their passage.

				‘Just a few routine checks and we’ll move onto something more interesting, Miss Kraken,’ he stated with mirth, mocking her plight as one of the women stroked her hair, seeking to calm her. ‘Now if you’ll just relax.’

				The pair of them stood by her head like guardians, watching the process with an all too apparent sense of familiarity. Had they gone through this demeaning rite as well? Were the two women some of those Mina had seen in the computer files? Were these previous recruits serving the needs of the Project?

				The steady intrusion of cold metal into her for an examination was an unpleasant though ordinary enough event. She was internally scrutinised and the apparatus holding her so rudely open was withdrawn and set aside.

				‘Bring me the enema,’ he ordered, his blind stare fixated upon Mina’s abdomen, the naked skin held down tightly by his will, defenceless to him.

				The woman on Mina’s right removed herself from the scene, leaving the other to continue petting her like some frightened animal undergoing treatment.

				The woman drew over a pole that was mounted on a wheeled base, one of the wheels crooked from use and causing the assembly to wobble during its passage. Hanging from its summit, in imitation of an intravenous drip was a large black bag of rubber, a hose dangling from the underside. The sac was swollen with fluid, the weighty bladder swinging menacingly as it was brought over.

				Lifting the coils of hose from the pole, the doctor ensured he showed her the moulded plastic tip before he used it. Shaped like a conical plug, its summit was peppered with small holes to distribute the douche evenly.

				‘Lubricate the slave,’ he ordered, stepping back, the plug still boldly brandished in one hand.

				The woman tending her comfort moved away and snapped a layer of latex onto one hand. Taking a plain tube, she squeezed a viscous ointment onto her protected fingers and wandered between Mina’s legs.

				The cold gel touched her rear and Mina tried to clench, to bar entry, but the withering effects of the gas stopped her. The slightest of squeezes was all she could manage, a tease rather than a legitimate defence. Two fingers traced tight circles about the puckered opening, almost as though pondering whether to enter or not. With a soft push they slid in and Mina gasped from the shock of such violation, the feel of being opened in such a manner by another woman almost titillating.

				It was disturbing, and yet in the recesses of her psyche she was finding it strangely arousing to be used and processed so. She was accustomed to being in control, to being in command of every situation. To have all that removed, even in this eerie manner was tickling a prurient node within her. It was oddly pleasurable to have this woman within her, spreading the lubricant both in and out, gently rocking her hand back and forth as she added more of the sludge.

				Her body wanted to writhe on the fingers, but could only keep its frigid stance, something she was glad of, for she was having trouble accepting such feelings. Mina wanted to deny them, for they were alien and strange and she could not afford to become sidetracked, she had to stay focused.

				‘That will do,’ he stated, offering his assistant the tip of the plug. The woman squeezed another measure of the ooze onto it and massaged the lubricant around, creating a slick coating for the instrument before handing it back and returning to her post. With a harsh pull, she ripped off the glove and set it aside. Instead of continuing her help of the doctor’s work, she busied herself with watching over Mina.

				Wielded by her impious surgeon, the plug kissed her rear and started to force its way in, readily sliding on the lubrication. A fiery discomfort started to plague her sphincter as it was stretched, causing her distress, the opening reviling such violation. It was definitely not virginal, but its memory of penetration was brief and it had been some time since she had last let a lover steal entry into such a passage.

				But this was different. She had never before succumbed to such a treatment, and she was frightened of what it was doing to her. Trying to steady her breath, assuring herself it would not harm her, that this man was experienced in such depravity, she winced as he continued his attempts to slot it in.

				The doctor saw her pained response and let the plug retreat, allowing her rear to grow accustomed to it, restoring the memory of penetration, teaching her flesh gradually rather than simply jamming it home.

				Once she had settled a little, he once more force-fed her rear the plug, the orifice more acceptable to it now. As the widest part hauled her ever more open, she started to shake a little, troubled by contradictory emotions.

				The greatest diameter was cleared and she gasped with a sudden sense of delight as her anus gulped it in, greedy after its tuition. The sphincter closed to grab the thin stalk of base beneath the wide cone, the feeling of being filled just as acute as the level of trespass.

				Mina’s thoughts raced. It felt strangely fulfilling to have accepted it, the act having accentuated the scenario of complete helplessness, feeding her libido another healthy measure of obliquity.

				The manifestation of a few twitches and shakes of response had Mina realise that she was starting to gather movement again. A tingling in her arms and legs was rising to greater levels, spots of power appearing and growing as the gas released its iron fist upon her nervous system.

				‘Set her in the enema position,’ he muttered through the walls of the gasmask.

				The women crouched at her sides and pulled at levers, their descent stiff from the impediment of the metallic corsets. The chair suddenly started to pivot, rolling back, pitching her head down and rotating her rear up until it was higher than her features. At this angle she was left glaring wide-eyed and frightened into the steel clad loins of her two masked nurses. Like nubile statues they towered over her, their height magnified immensely by the dipped position of her head. The sense of submission welled afresh, her insignificance before such domineering servants emphasising it.

				With a turn of a valve the fluid was sent flooding down the tube and into her. A cold presence suddenly welled within her tracts, pushing outward and trickling deeper. Her eyes jolted open and she started to move a little against her bonds. It was a bizarre feeling, one that had her flicking her gaze around in panic. The two women soothed her, bending over and stroking her cheeks and hair, comforting her with soft shushes that rasped through the walls of their masks.

				The pressure inside her started to mount, growing greater as the ocean within her found itself unable to travel further, instead opting to swell. The concern that she might be ruptured by her own fight against the sea had her relaxing her insides, hoping to permit the flow an easier route around the twists and turns of her anatomy. Once more, any defiance of their will brought punishment, and once more she relinquished her rebellion and surrendered to them.

				The discomfort diminished and she breathed calmly. Mina started to shiver from the effects of the cool flood washing into her, purging her, its tantalising effects lifted higher by her act of obeisance.

				‘Almost there,’ reported the doctor, the level of the bag draining rapidly away as gravity eagerly forced her to accept the steady cleansing transfer.

				‘There, that wasn’t so bad was it,’ he stated, and with a slow pull her rear was opened and the plug extracted. The shock of sensation made her jerk against her bonds and air the first sound since her capture - a pip of squeaking surprise and relish.

				‘Now don’t let any of that out, not yet, or you’ll be disciplined severely for it,’ he reported, hooking the plug onto the pole and reaching into the underside of the tilted chair. ‘Set her upright again and bring me the selection.’

				The two slaves turned the device, bringing her back to the normal reclining position. Instantly the weight of water fell like a stone against her sphincter.

				Mina clenched with what little effort she had. She could feel it seeking escape, the first drips seeping through as she fought to hold it back, not just for the sake of her doctor’s warning, but because of the demeaning spectacle such a failing would bring. Her old fury to succeed was applying itself, ignorant of how insane and inappropriate such a rationale was when linked to the enforced enema.

				A shaped funnel pressed to her rear, forcing her buttocks apart a little as it was sealed to her skin.

				‘Hold this,’ he ordered, causing one of the women to press her hand to the oval cup, keeping it tight to Mina’s skin, ready to catch her issue. A sudden spurt escaped, the force against her feeble dam overwhelming it, the spreading of her rear to slot the funnel in further diminishing her capacity to hold the waters in.

				With a sucking slurp the issue was drawn away down the dark tubing attached to the funnel, an audible declaration that she had failed in her task.

				Beads of sweat were already rising on her brow from the strain. Her limbs were starting to flick against their bonds, the muscles tensed with endurance as she set her teeth on edge to fight for her goal.

				‘Not yet,’ he purred with warning.

				‘Just a little longer.’

				The doctor was merely watching her, standing at her side and watching her fight to hold on, to preserve some shred of personal dignity. She didn’t want to be watched while she did this. The opening of such a private deed to publicity was gnawing at her soul, but the fierce burden was more than she could bear. She wanted more than anything to release, it was simply beyond her to do otherwise.

				Once more they were going to make her fail, to thwart her, to make her imperfect and vulnerable. She tried to blame the gas, but she was not in the custom of allocating failings to scapegoats, so there was to be no maintaining of such a conviction.

				Such wicked deeds were having a profound effect on her, making her act in two minds. She wanted to prove them wrong, to hold out against the impossible, but also she longed to have defeat, to be broken at their hand, to wrap herself in the warm secure blanket of the protection and will of another.

				As he witnessed her turmoil the other servant was heard clattering around, setting trays on a wheeled trolley and then pushing it over. When Mina saw what was on it she tensed with disturbed anxiety, for the trays were neatly arrayed with an ascending line of dildos.

				The white plastic rods were rounded at the tip and ribbed along their entire length. Each had a silvery metal base, and ranged from small finger-sized nubs, to a monstrous bloated battering ram of a phallus.

				Parking the tray by the doctor, the woman returned to her post by Mina’s head, her eyes sparkling with an eager expectation of Mina’s period of testing penetration.

				‘Okay, now you can let go,’ he stated.

				Despite Mina’s wish to hold out, she knew she would have to do it sooner or later; they were not leaving until she had. A soft chuckle from within the gasmask cut at her like a scalpel as the sloshing stream squirted from her in a strained jet to be siphoned away. Tears gathered in the corners of her eyes, her psyche having trouble with these new emotions. She was a defiant sculpture of ice, but these people were ferreting below that, dragging up sensations and motives she never even knew were there, so massively had she suppressed it all.

				The woman still standing by her head produced a tissue and mopped the sweat on her brow and caught the tears as they started to trickle down her cheeks. The touch was like a permission to vent her confusion, and immediately she started to weep more freely. It was a purging experience, not from sorrow, but from the unknown qualities within her. It felt wonderful to let such grizzles emerge, to expel the emotion that was choking her, the enema having washed away her strength as well as her waste, leaving her feeling slack and pliant.

				The last of the douche dribbled from her and waters spewed from within the cup, a small bidet flushing her clean before the funnel was removed in full.

				‘Now, let’s fit you for your dildos,’ he uttered, though more to air his own thoughts than to express Mina’s fate. ‘I think we’ll go with a more natural lubrication this time,’ he stated, and stepped away before nodding to the servant who held the funnel.

				The woman took the filtering muzzle of her mask and lifted it up, dragging the plexus of straps from the back of her head and freeing her face. She had an attractive rounded visage that matched the barren dome of her skull. Her lips were painted a meagre red, her eyes circled with faint lines to draw more attention to them.

				When she licked her lips, Mina knew what the doctor had intended. Words of protest immediately rose in her throat, her slurred speech recognised as one of denial.

				‘Gag her in the usual way,’ he prescribed as the women turned the chair back to its previous setting, taking her loins into the air for a session of devoted oral attention.

				As she felt fingers brush her pubic hair, Mina stiffened, trying to wriggle free of her bonds, afraid of being used thus. She had instigated and ruled several lesbian affairs, and was no stranger to cunnilingus, but to be bound and offered up like a meal to another, to have no influence in the exchange, this was something she had more trouble accepting.

				The other woman squeezed her fingers into Mina’s cheeks, digging her nails in. The last dregs of effect from the gas stopped her offering more than paltry resistance and her jaws were pried open. Into the generated rictus, a solid yet yielding hoop was inserted. Two riveted straps at each side fell to the corners of her mouth to help anchor it and stop Mina from spitting the hoop out. The strips were applied to buckles at the side of the headrest and tightened, pulling the circle further in, lodging it behind her front teeth and keeping her maw wide and open. A testing pull checked that the gag could not be altered, and the woman left Mina’s field of vision.

				Listening with nervous intent, Mina heard clunks of metal as she stared, inverted, at the white tiled wall. She tried to strain her head up to look into the mirrored roof and see what was going on, but the rigid gag and bond across her forehead kept her pinned down and left her with nothing but the wall as her view.

				The masked woman returned and Mina was dismayed to see that the crotch piece of her chastity belt was gone. The female lowered next to her for a moment, using the pretence of checking the straps as a cover to covertly address her.

				‘Please, don’t hurt me, this isn’t up to me,’ she whispered, a nervous tremor in her voice; she must have seen Mina’s brash defiance, and was scared that Mina would exact retribution on her genitalia. ‘I’ll go easy, just be careful, okay?’

				Unable to answer, Mina could only watch as the assistant stepped astride her lowered head, leaving her looking directly into the smooth sex above her, the sight borne by the firm pillars that were her thighs. The image of the plucked slit started to lower, the woman readying to employ Mina’s face as a seat.

				Releasing some garbled implorations, her jaws battled the gag but the words were cut off as the flesh settled across her maw, choking all attempts at speech. Her nose was left nuzzled to the female’s belly, snorting against the flesh, her eyes staring up across an ascending wall of flesh to the distant mounts of her breasts. The woman kept her legs taut, holding herself up a little, refusing to let her full weight rest on Mina’s countenance.

				When a flitting tongue parted Mina’s curled hairs and found her clitoris, she let loose a startled howl into the sex smothering her, biting her jaws to the soft but inflexible hoop. With an expert attention she felt herself being used, the woman’s tongue circling and suckling, the assistant’s knowledge of what she herself wished making her a sterling partner.

				The sheer savage bliss that was being poured into Mina dragged at her thoughts, hauling her into euphoric stupor. Unable to resist, her own tongue followed the move, the crashing waves of pleasure riding over and eroding her defiance. Reaching through the aperture of the gag, she tenderly started to reciprocate for the woman stifling her.

				Immediately the living gag started to relax, realising now that Mina meant no harm. Settling in for her ride, the woman reached down and stroked Mina’s hair with one hand and reached back to play her nipples with the other.

				Still lodged within the plexus of restraints it was glorious to be employed thus, to have her usual leading role stripped away, leaving her to the whims and mercies of the two servants. All panic vanished as swiftly as it had arrived.

				The juices of the woman were strong on her tongue, the flavour of her like a spice that increased her acceptance. Mina cared not how wanton a visage she was presenting, in her own mind she was still playing her role, and this deliberate self-delusion let her roll heedlessly on through the encounter. Because of it, she could still extract the strange sense of bliss she was finding in such depreciation of her former status; she could let herself enjoy the attentions of the bizarre nurses.

				The slight pinch to her nipples was a playful pain that further devoted Mina to her two attendants, her tongue becoming more energetic the more spitefully her nipples were treated. The woman settled more and more weight onto her, crushing her lower face, a pillow of flesh upon her. The woman’s thighs flicked to attention, gripping the arms that were thrown over the headrest, squeezing the subservient face buried into her sex.

				The flitting organ into Mina’s loins came away, leaving her solely with the shaking body riding her face and playing her teats. With her own orifice wet with saliva and prolific juices, Mina was left ready and eager for a more substantial brand of penetration.

				There was a metal scrape as a dildo was taken up and aimed into her, the round tip nestling between the damp lips of her vulva before squirming inward. The slender rod was sheathed fully into her, causing her to arch her back against the bonds, her fingers jumping into rendered claws as she shrieked into her partner’s womb. The fiery orgasm that gouged through Mina rolled on for a few more seconds as the doctor turned it and moved it around, the ribs of the device thundering upon her. The sudden filling of her womb had been unexpectedly fierce, and she was looking forward to more substantial intrusion with a mixture of eagerness and dread.

				‘Way too small for someone as wanton as yourself,’ he chuckled, and drew it free, the length damp with Mina’s natural brand of lubrication.

				‘Attend these as I give them to you,’ he told his assistant, and the slap of the shaft onto flesh reached Mina’s ears. She then heard sounds of lapping and licking, no doubt as the other servant orally cleaned the dildo before genuine cleansing was conducted.

				Were these women always this debauched and subservient, or had the regime here attuned them thus? What manner of depraved dominion lay in the actual project itself? This was just the means to enter it, the initiation, the first rite before the real game began. She had to stay focused, that she got through this barrier and made it to the project to find out what it was.

				A larger ram was placed to her opening and jabbed in, crammed to its base, making Mina shriek again as she was more significantly filled. The ridges bounced her clitoris upon them, a drum roll that played a tune of rhapsody.

				The woman riding upon Mina suddenly locked fierce pinches to her nipples and turned them, rolling the summits in her pincer grip to escalate the effects. Mina thought she would pass out, the infernal barrage of sensation attacking her very sanity, so stern and glorious were their effects.

				Her belly rolled and squirmed, shuddering as the doctor slowly manipulated the device, drawing it back and forth, bringing it almost to the point of exit before sheathing it deep once more. Each plunging dive into her had Mina arching up, her body straining to the cage of straps, her breath snorting rabidly against the warm belly of her living gag, her ribs rising and falling with great gasps, her body afflicted with chaotic spasms of tension.

				‘Still a little loose,’ he decreed, rotating the toy, making her squeal and increase the cavorting dance of her tongue, much to the woman’s delight.

				The toy was dropped into the loyal palms of the kneeling assistant and again she began to lap free the drool of Mina’s ravenous sex.

				Laid within her bonds, she wondered what such an act must be like. To be so well trained in the ways of such obedience, to be so humbled by the authority of another that she would lick clean a phallus used upon another slave. It was a tantalising concept, and it mixed fear of losing her control with the aching fantasy of having such a deed forced upon her.

				Another spear of manhood was taken up and under the doctor’s guidance chose to rub her clitoris with its tip, keeping her fully aroused, teasing her with playful expertise.

				The wider dimensions hauled her open, her tracts riding upon its bloated uneven circumference, stretched to their greatest limits yet. The hot spikes of pain that were lodged within the penetration were joined by a choking glee as she was crudely and massively filled. The push into her, in being stretched so acutely, swallowed up her breath, taking her by surprise, a plethora of unknown emotions and sensations galloping through her. She was starting to feel more significant levels of fear within her giddy rapture, the mystery of her enjoyment in such vice causing more and more concern.

				With pushes and thrusts the doctor made her womb more amiable to the intruder, the membranes giving up a greater measure of elasticity to accommodate it.

				‘Hmmm, I think one size up for a test, and then we’ll move on,’ he prescribed, handing the large rod to the woman for oral attention.

				A veritable titan was taken up, the brute grasped like a club and directed into her. When he pushed he met resistance, her belly unable to tolerate such massive invasion. But the doctor was well versed in the attitude of recalcitrant flesh and knew he could change its mind with some relentless persuasion. Like a piston he bobbed it back and forth, each shove making Mina cry out as it hauled at her limits, demanding that she swallow it. Again and again he worked at achieving such a goal, each push travelling a little deeper as more of her orifice was defeated and made humble to his demands.

				A final push and Mina screwed her eyes shut, venting a piercing howl up into the belly of her partner, resonating her abdomen as the monstrous weapon slithered in and rode deep. Jerking and writhing she tried to scream for him to remove it, that it was too big, that the pain was too much. But he was ignorant to her words, and instead began the process of steering the shaft, turning it, drawing it almost to the brink of escape, promising an end to her turmoil before he thrust back in. Mina wailed in misery, the galloping of the ribbed length into her more than she could stand.

				After an eternity of this stark abuse, the dildo was extracted with a sudden tug, bringing a sharp but welcome end to the molestation.

				‘Attend her,’ he decreed by way of compensation.

				The cleaning servant skipped forward with eagerness, burying her maw into Mina’s sex, adding sweet kisses to wash away the lingering ache between her splayed thighs. The return to pleasure ate all her distress, the tongue upon her now a magic wand that waved over her torment and turned it from a nightmare into a dream. In just those few moments of tender laps upon her most intimate regions, the harsh stab of the dildo had become a different memory, a rosy one. At the time it had been horror to endure, but now she was looking on it differently, with a sweet fondness that she would welcome back with open arms.

				What was happening to her? Had she always borne such vices, and only now were they surfacing? Or were these people instructing her, teaching her their deranged lusts? Was the mere shattering of her pristine and controlled exterior like the breaking of ice on a lake? Had this demolition of her aloof mask and the loss of her command allowed all sorts of buried dark dregs to float and bob upon the surface of her psyche?

				‘There, I think we’ll go with this one,’ he stated, replacing the used rods amongst their brethren as he looked over the pale surfaces of his chosen instrument. What were they fitting her for?

				‘Now for the other opening,’ he stated and began selecting from a different tray where the bands of ridges and trenches upon them were more pronounced, and the shafts themselves were more squat in shape, distant cousins to plugs rather than actual dildos.

				‘Lubrication,’ he stated impassively, like a surgeon calling for instruments from a nurse already working on some other errand.

				The woman removed herself from Mina and used the tube of gel to moisten the tip of the plug, and then added more to Mina’s rear. The cold touch had her quiver, and she felt the rounded head brush the valley between her legs. Locating the doorway into her, the doctor started to push. Her rear had grown used to being closed, having already forgotten about the plug upon the enema. A few brief rocking motions and the muscular ring was reminded of the task, and her rear was opened and the wide device trailed in, throwing her sphincter upon its bucking sides. Mina howled into the loins atop her, breaking into paroxysms, the intense stimulation of her anus an unexpected and severe experience.

				Playing it for a moment, the doctor removed the length, and when her rear closed, Mina shuddered, twitching against her bonds, her rear pounding as she prayed that he hurry and thrust another one into her.

				A new size was selected, this one being far harder to accommodate, but in the manner of all her reluctant openings he simply kept pushing and retreating, stretching her until he could finally thrust it deep. The successful entrance brought forth a startled cry from Mina. The ridges danced into her, each escalation in plug size bringing a corresponding elevation of its effects.

				Her tongue was becoming sore, the muscles aching, the tight crush upon her head becoming more fervid as orgasms were sent flashing through the woman she was attending and who so efficiently gagged her.

				A beast of a plug was entered into her, delaying her oral task as she screamed, fighting to get out of her restraints, to beg him to remove it. The rod was larger than she could comfortably hold, but again he forced her to gulp it in, repeatedly filling her, the instances of defeat spicing her pain with pleasure.

				Mina was left groaning in recovery when he took it from her and set it aside, her eyes closed, her lazy tongue reduced to a few weak laps as her burning sphincter pulsed with an inner beat. She almost wanted him to continue, to force her further despite her exhaustion.

				Her eyes jolted wide in terror when she heard another shaft being lifted up. Mina bellowed that she could not accept greater, that even the last had been too much, but with her ring gag, and the smothering flesh, nothing escaped save vague mumbles. As a last resort, knowing he would not stop, she fought to relax, to try and accept it and ease her duress. Her heart raced, panic setting in, her skin growing clammy as she detected the summit of the rod kissing her anus.

				The first shove had her snorting through her nostrils in fright, and then she cried out, her rear being hauled open by the trespass, stretched terribly. Mina bucked and spasmed, trying frantically to get free, the hideous trauma of its presence into her more than she could withstand. Time seemed to devolve, the procedure taking an infinity as the dildo was played within her, her rear aflame from within as there was nothing she could do to stop it.

				When the dildo was finally retracted she was left half conscious, spasmodic jolts speeding through her frame as she twitched, her senses scrambled. A coolness swept her skin, the sweat she had exuded during her fight to get free rising away on the heat of her travail, soothing her.

				‘Attend her,’ came the command, and she sighed as best she could with meagre glee, knowing it was over, and now she would be rewarded for enduring the fitting.

				The tongue returned and she smiled, letting her own overused organ return, continuing the delectable laps upon her living gag.

				The doctor busied himself tidying away the used implements, letting the subject be pleasured for all her harsh treatment. Was there more to come or was that the end of it? In a way she wanted more, for even though the last insertion had been a stern one, she now yearned to feel it again, to have her terror ignored, to have her anus used casually and choked with a massive ribbed shaft.

				‘Okay, that will do you two,’ stated the doctor.

				The tongue in her sex came away, but the woman riding her face did not move, she was too lost to the pleasures Mina was again giving her.

				‘I said off, slave!’ growled the doctor.

				‘Please, master, please, just a little longer,’ she begged through her mask, each word issued on a speeding pant. Her abdomen was slithering back and forth, her belly occasionally plugging Mina’s nose, stopping up her breath for a second or two as she exalted on the cunnilingus. She was on the verge of climax, caught up in the giddy seduction of final release that made her refuse to obey.

				‘Unless you want to go back and join the Nymphs you will do as I say, slave.’

				With great reluctance the woman lifted herself, shuddering slightly as she removed herself from Mina’s tongue. What did he mean with that threat? Clearly the woman feared it immensely, enough for it to cut through the lucid heights of passion and make her come to her senses. With hunched shoulders and head drooped in defeat, she stood morosely, like a petulant child denied her plaything.

				‘Now come here and have your chastity belt put back on.’

				The woman stepped aside, her breath still rasping through the filter of the gasmask, the interior of her visor flecked with beads of condensation.

				The doctor walked over to her, carrying the lost crotch piece, allowing Mina to see the process of installation, and what in all likelihood she was being fitted for. The metal band bore two fixed shafts, the vaginal plug ribbed, the anal plug squat and much more obviously banded, just like those of the fitting.

				‘Legs apart, slave,’ he stated, making her shuffle her feet on the tiles, offering herself up to him.

				Steering the tips to the relevant openings he started to guide them in, their slight flexibility letting her be filled by the intruders. She gasped and stiffened, responding to a mixture of pain and pleasure at their re-entry deep inside her. As the last of them was heading in Mina spied a small device at the front, a nodule where her clitoris would be. She had no time to try and discern its function, for with a harsh shove the two barbed ends of the band slipped into the waspie belt and were grabbed by the solid arms of the lock. The band was now pressing the shafts deep into her, stopping her up and denying her any access to her own pleasure.

				‘Now, one last chore and then we can have some fun before we hand her over to Scylla,’ he decreed, patting the smooth metal pane securing the assistant’s loins. ‘Candle, if you please,’ he stated, holding out a hand that was rendered a plastic milky sheath by the gloves. The servant walked stiffly off, growing used to her intruders once more as well as the inevitability of her sexual frustrations. She returned and placed a fat red candle in his hand.

				‘Light.’

				Flicking a lighter, she placed the flame to the wick and watched as the fire transferred. The amber glow spread across the rubber of her gasmask, illuminating her hunger within, the chastity belt a damning sentence on her after Mina’s attentions.

				The doctor leaned over Mina, her eyes wide as he held the candle above her belly. She gurgled some words, unable to form anything of consequence through the rigours of the ring gag. With a steady tilt a small dribble slipped the edge of the candle and fell onto her stomach. The strangely faint splashes gave way to horrendous heat, the hot bursts onto her skin making her jolt against her bonds at their sudden venom. He waited a moment, his hidden eyes studying her response, savouring her distress before adding more.

				Another trail was laid down, this one reaching the base of her ribs. Mina strained her head up against the straps, her mouth stretching wide as she fought back the need to cry out. The heat dwindled quickly after its momentary spike and the doctor once more blankly soaked up her responses.

				The candle attacked her flanks, the spatter of crimson drool onto her hips more intense than she would have guessed possible. Croaks of distress slipped her throat and she fought her shackles with new intensity.

				The renewed attention of the woman between her legs was a distraction that made her succumb to revelry in the candle’s issue. The pain was still there, but the woman was smothering it in a soft ball of pleasure, licking away the resentment, making her more amiable with every soft suckling kiss to her sex.

				The red sceptre hung over Mina’s breasts, her sense of jeopardy blossoming as he let his hand wander, teasing her, making her wonder as to where he would strike. She tried to prepare herself for it, but as the hot issue started to steadily tumble onto her cleavage she could not help but unleash her duress as soft squeaks and pips. She wanted to beg to be let out, to be set free. She couldn’t handle this sense of being left completely vulnerable.

				More was applied, the doctor setting down the frozen splashes to her nipples and the soft flesh of her breasts. It was more than she could stand, yet it made her responses feel all the sweeter. She wanted him to stop, but similarly she wanted him to treat her with more severity, to make her sing her exquisite song at being abused and teased. The division in her mind was as much a torture as the volcanic dribble of the wax.

				Wandering back, he left her flinching, fighting her bonds as he stepped between her legs, standing over the supplicant slave already there.

				The flame of the candle was passed under her thighs, the lethargic passage causing her to squeal with shock as heat soaked into her flesh. He performed the same feat again on the other side, moving the column of fiery influence under her, plaguing her skin with it before turning to a new area.

				A trail of splashes was dropped into each inner thigh, the most tender flesh reviling it with new venom. Murmuring, she could do nothing save ride through the ordeal, praying for an end before it corrupted her completely.

				The doctor grabbed her feet by the toes, pulling them as she fought to resist. The candle flame passed under her soles, the flesh alive with havoc from the application of heat. It was not enough to burn, just enough to cause a cursory spire of distress before fleeing onward, tormenting the skin but not damaging it. After he had hassled her with the fulgent touch, he started to dribble wax onto the extremities, the candle having gathered a significant pool for such use during the pause.

				Kicking her feet, Mina wailed, but there was to be no refuge or respite as he continued to drop globules of wax onto them. Her toes were quickly covered, trails slipping between them. He caught top and underside alike, manipulating them to achieve his goal with strength, working relentlessly, the attack on her extremities driving Mina mad with frustrated calamity.

				The slow coating of her feet seemed to take forever, the doctor greatly amused. The woman sitting between her thighs continued to force pleasure into her pain.

				It was an event that boiled her reason, she hated it yet revelled in it - the pain of being defeated and used for another’s sadistic amusement, her straits soothed by the diligent tongue artistry of the slave girl. Mina was being treated as an object, a piece of property, and the actions being visited on her were only confirming it, stamping her mind with an indelible brand of ownership. All notion of the mission had fled; the candle had forced it out of her mind, letting her delight in the oral play with all her glee.

				‘There, now clear that off and shave her, I shall send for some Oread,’ he stated, and marched from the chamber without another word, taking Mina by surprise at the abrupt termination of her treatment.

				From her own self-education, Mina knew that Oread were Nymphs of the mountains, linking to the other reference to such mythological beings, the one she had caught being used as a threat.

				The two women began to scratch at her body, picking off the solidified crust as though it were a layer of coloured scabs. Mina winced when the wax tugged at or hauled free a hair, the issue of the candle snatching it and refusing to let go as the residue was peeled away.

				Once her skin was freed of the droplets, the women brushed across her to remove the last particles and together they took up and brandished clippers. The electric devices were automated pluckers, the barrel atop their head armed with many small mouths, the tweezers within snapping open and closed at high speed.

				Together, the female assistants closed in, the implements whirring and growling at a fevered mechanised rate. When they brushed her legs she jolted and gritted her teeth to the gag, straining to keep quiet, the tenderised skin responding to the plucking with resentment.

				On slow steady sweeps they attended her legs, stripping the soft fine fuzz that remained. Then the machines were set to work in her armpits, this far more sensitive region causing her stifled cries to increase. Again the women tried to comfort her as they worked, their hands delicate to her features, making her melt into their touches as the machines plagued her.

				For a brief moment she thought that her ordeal was at an end, but then they ploughed their evil devices into her pubic regions. The curled forests were hauled out by force and made her croak in despair, battling to show no weakness before the women.

				Mina wanted to beg and plead for them to stop, to throw herself against her restraints, but the women were oblivious to her distress and would complete their methodical trimming without any pause. Stubborn pride was making her fight natural instinct, her face aflame from straining as she swallowed her need to yowl.

				The thrumming tone of the implements stopped and Mina sagged, her loins flickering with prickly seas of discomfort. Tears were blurring her eyes and a cool euphoria dribbled through her, the aftermath of her fight and her pains giving way to a relaxing sloth. Panting, she watched as they put away their devices and without any other word, sidled from the chamber, leaving her alone with her thoughts and confusion.

				Mina tested her bonds once more, pulling at them, seeing if she could get free. But they had been engineered flawlessly for their function and she was trapped.

				Lying in her bonds, possessed of a warm internal glow after the fires of her maltreatment, endorphins continued to feed her natural euphoria, making the recall of her torment a sweet thing to be cherished. She tried to be loyal to her goal, but for now she was too enfeebled to do so and thus chewed upon the sweet flavour her ravishment had left upon her.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 6

				The door opened again, permitting a trio of new arrivals to wander in, the contrast of their midnight forms against the stark white background making their bodies seem all the more dark.

				The Oread were little more than ghosts of rubber, sealed from head to toe in smothering folds of black. The perfectly moulded suits flowed down to incorporate gloves, each finger transformed into a plain jet stem. Mina pondered on how the density of the fabric had to be considerable, because they walked stiffly, their joints fighting the shell. It was clearly easier to try and retain the original shape of the garment and move in small tight motions rather than attempt anything more strenuous. There were no creases or ridges, the suits fitted them flawlessly, the density preventing even a wrinkle at the joints or on the tightly spread polished planes of their prisons.

				The faces of the women were lost beneath plain hoods with a slender visor of mirrored plastic to permit them sight and two small holes through which their noses stole them their breath. Mina could see their jaws were spread acutely into a buried shriek, forced open by gags that dwelt within the hoods and thus could not be expelled no matter how fervently they might wish to.

				The long hair of each erupted from the backs of their heads, the plume of locks tumbling down, the disembodied ponytail being the only means to judge difference between them, for they had no other identity. There was a redhead, a blonde and a brunette, each perched atop stiletto heels that seamlessly mated with their one-piece garments.

				Silent save for the rhythmic click of their heels upon the tiles, the anonymous entourage wandered over with small steps, one of them bringing an upright goods trolley with her. The reclining slat trundled upon its two wheels and was armed with fat leather restraints across its entire front. Setting it upright, the woman left it and attended Mina, leaving the trolley balanced upon its extended foot.

				Warm digits of rubber brushed Mina’s cheeks, smooth and scented with the dense perfume of the fabric. The rattle of buckles sounded and Mina had the gag extracted from her face, the ring slipping free and drawing out lines of saliva as it was carried away.

				Closing her aching jaws, Mina licked her lips, moistening them, closing her eyes with gratitude that the object had finally been removed. Her relief was momentary, because instead of the ring gag a much more effective type was taken from a drawer and brought over to her.

				Before she could protest the stout rubber plate was pressed to her face, the flaccid balloon upon it crossing her lips and falling into the cavern of her maw. Mina did not resist as they toiled, instead she left her eyes fixated on the women. What was going though their minds in this eerie bondage? Deprived of sensation, sealed tight, their only senses were sight, smell, and motion. Sight would be hampered by the visors, and scent corrupted by the sheets of aromatic latex adorning them, leaving them virtual rubber zombies, prisoners within a skin-tight cell that obstinately struggled against their every attempt at movement.

				The plate of her new gag had a moulded chin cup that gathered her lower jaw in its arms prior to throwing out a selection of straps. These wove around her head and along either side of her nose before connecting and riding over to meet another pair that rose by her ears. The apex of all was marked with a riveted ring whose purpose she could hazard predictions of suspension to.

				The straps were pulled one by one, tightening them into place, the rubber bands dense, their elasticity causing their grip upon her skull to increase and lock the faceplate ever more firmly to her lips.

				Her acquiescence to this muting of her words faded as an inflation bulb was slowly screwed onto the emerging nozzle on the outside of the plate. The gloved hand of the woman crushed it in a fist, her efforts fighting the resistant thickness of the gloves. The balloon started to obediently swell within Mina’s mouth, blooming quickly, taking her tongue and stamping it into the base of her mouth.

				Mina’s eyes rolled and bulged as the woman continued without pause, making the sac continue to grow within her. More force was exerted onto her jaws, spreading them as her mouth was more effectively filled. Wringing her hands she tried to slip her bonds, the taste of spicy latex sweeping through her palette. Her jaws ached as they were made to fight the straps, trying to break through the plexus that housed them. The bulb reached deeper, a great oval that started to close upon the back of her throat, making her retch and break into new paroxysms to get free.

				Mina calmed herself, knowing that panic was her enemy here. The gag reflex would subside once she had accustomed to the rigours of the silencing implement, so she started to regulate her breath, overcoming instinct. Even with all her skill at bodily control it was still not an easy feat as her stretched jaws impeded breath with the elongating of her nostrils, reducing the vents as her features were left moulded into a silent wail.

				The women paused, standing over her, seeming almost inanimate because there was no glimpse of flesh. Mina wondered what such confinement must feel like - the heat, the oppressive restriction, the sheen of moisture from sweat making them squirm within the layers, the absolute denial and control imposed on them.

				Once it was clear that she had grown fully used to the effects of the gag they began to remove her bonds, setting her free of the eager table.

				Two of them helped her sit up and then shifted her from the examination apparatus. Her bare feet dropped to the cool tiles, the attention of wax upon their undersides making the chill floor a welcome and soothing presence beneath her.

				The ghosts helped support her because her limbs were weak from the prolonged captivity and her exhausting fight against it. The third manned the trolley once more, standing behind it and holding the gripped handles.

				Laid against it, Mina offered no denial to their intentions. They were taking her to the next stage of the process so she was getting nearer her goal, and besides, she had other matters to think about, like her hunger for this sort of control and her envy of her attendants.

				Working in perfect unison the rubber mannequins locked fetters in place, then other straps grabbed her knees and thighs and then her waist. A cross formation was laid over her chest, pinning her to the trolley as her arms were lifted over the back and stretched down the other side, a pair of shackles being buckled and leaving her sealed to the transport. A panel at her shoulders was lifted, extending straight up and being screwed into place. This thin headrest offered another strap and a chain. One was sealed across her gag, the holes in the leather letting the nozzle emerge while the chain was snapped to the ring on her crown and then tugged back before being locked, taking full control of her head.

				Mina stretched against the web responsible for imprisoning her, not to see if she could escape, but to appraise her senses of just how effectively she was bound.

				With the passenger unable to move in the slightest, the trolley was tipped back and Mina was wheeled from the room, watching impotently as the chamber passed her by. The monoliths of latex marched beside her, their lost eyes fixed forward.

				A corridor sprawled onward after the door, its end hidden because her view was primarily locked to the ceiling. The white hallway had a line of fluorescent strip lights running overhead which produced a steady strobe effect that rolled past as the wheels squeaked softly to themselves and the heels of the women clattered upon barren tiles.

				Another automated door whirred aside and she was wheeled into a new room before being stood upright once more. The Oread women lined themselves next to her at attention, respiring softly through their nose vents.

				The chamber was small and empty, devoid of all furnishings save a table upon which several plastic boxes had been placed, each with a barcode imprinted on its lids. The wall opposite had a thick metal door, a security lock beside it requiring a card and a code to permit access. A large rectangular window of dense glass ran beside the secured portal, spreading across the rest of the wall and offering a puzzling view.

				A massive raw cavern had been gouged from the stone, the clear marks of mechanical tools allaying any thought of this being a natural cave. Korin had crafted this facility, and she could now see what it served.

				An interior bay had been created, a large pool occupying the centre with a mini-sub bobbing gently in the waters. The dark submersible lurked in the pond, its back clearing the surface like that of some mechanised sea beast lazing in a vast aquarium.

				A raised turret offered an entry hatch, its hide painted with a crazy pattern of dark blues and blacks. Mina knew the visage of underwater camouflage; such dazzle patterns were used to stop it being easily spotted from the air. This was an illicit mode of transport, one that Korin wanted none to know about or be able to follow.

				All around the cavern were refuelling tanks for air, along with recharging batteries for the sub and a horde of maintenance equipment to tend the vehicle. The sub itself was of a type designed for extreme depths, making her wonder just where she was going to be taken.

				With a merry chirp of affirmation the lock opened and the door before her slid aside. The mechanism hauled the foot thick portal back into the wall to expose Asclly, although now Mina knew it to be none other than Scylla herself.

				The woman had changed from mundane attire and was now dressed solely for fetishist endeavours. A harsh corset of rubber drew in her form, laced at back and front with a pink thread that violently contrasted the polished jet depths of the corset. From beneath this uncompromising garment arose a pink vest-top whose latex neckline offered up her cleavage and hooked bright straps over her shoulders. A black skirt dropped from beneath, reaching down to mid-thigh before pink latex stockings took up the further responsibility of coating her tall form. Knee high boots of black patent leather and pink rubber were zipped up and added to her intimidating height with their dagger heel. Her arms complimented the black latex with opera gloves that reached to her biceps, the fingers cut from them at the first joint, exposing her pink painted nails.

				Clipping her card to her corset, the female sauntered forward, the rubber stretching and groaning upon her frame, rippling with the play of her muscles, refracting light upon the wrinkles. The door closed steadily in her wake and locked with damning precision once more.

				‘Well hello again, Miss Kraken,’ she purred, wandering towards her, exuding a lethal crapulence, a sense of utter power over Mina that reminded the trapped girl of just how naked she actually was.

				Pink nails wandered down Mina’s unveiled skin, tickling her gently with a meandering route as Scylla studied the new arrival with lazy intensity.

				‘Mmmm, very nice. Even better than I had hoped. I’ll look forward to making use of you,’ she stated softly, and ended her appraisal with the cupping of a breast. Mina sagged a little into the arms of her bondage, the feel of the warm latex palm to the underside of her breast a tender delight. The pleasure was magnified as Scylla stroked Mina’s nipple with her thumb while squeezing in gentle grasps, holding the pert mound in assessment.

				‘I’m so glad you accepted our offer. We’ve so much to show you, and so much you can learn.’ She grinned, and leant in to place a soft kiss to the teat, the brush of lips to the aroused point making Mina sigh with libidinous hunger. Scylla then let go and retreated towards the table.

				‘Begin preparing the recruit for her journey,’ she commanded, bringing the monitoring females to instant activity.

				They unbuckled the restraints and eased Mina from the trolley, ensuring that not only did they support her, but also that they kept firm reign on her should she try to resist. Mina knew she could overcome them all with ease, but she needed to get to Charybdis, to see it, to know what was going on, thus she would have to let herself be processed.

				One of the boxes was opened and a slender metal belt was removed along with a separate crotch piece, the garment much more subdued than the examples she had seen on the nurses. Two other boxes provided the women with the necessary plugs and they were screwed into position as Mina watched, mesmerised.

				The latex fingers of her attendants brushed against her, enclosing the steel hoop of the chastity belt to her waist and with a wrench of effort they locked it. The silver circle clamped just over her hips, its restriction significant.

				With a slight push they bent her over at her middle and aimed the second part of the intimate prison into her. Two of them slipped to her sides and held her with hands placed to shoulder and hip as the third braced to insert. With a shove the plugs were slithered deep and the locks snapped into position. The installation was performed so quickly that Mina did not have time to resist or respond accurately, and as the damning click echoed, she threw her head back and gasped with shock. Instantly the women bolstered their holds, battling Mina’s shuddering fit.

				The plugs had eased her open and leapt deep into her, filling her more than she would have assumed possible. Now they were ground terribly deep, their position maintained by the band. Her muscles squeezed upon them, trying to get them out, but they were steadfast and would not be interfered with.

				Scylla aired a chuckle at Mina’s response and soaked up the confusion on the captive’s face with a personal delight, the image of another female being subjected to such deeds one she found intensely satisfying.

				It was a bizarre sensation to be so controlled, to be denied a part of herself and kept in such a state by the will of others, and though the belt was uncomfortable, Mina found herself more than equable to its strict command.

				The women let their holds dwindle and then stepped from her, leaving Mina tottering unsteadily on her feet. No sooner had they let go than the cause of the small nodule she had spied on the belts was divulged.

				The hum was almost inaudible when it seeped through the smooth band of the belt, but there was nothing so indistinct about the heady rapture that was poured through her straight after. The resonant vibrations of the device tickled in the most expert and delightful way, causing her body to tense and quiver as though imitating the nodule. Her legs seemed to melt beneath her and she found herself being supported and held up by the attendants who ducked in to catch her.

				‘I take it the belt is in full working order?’ Scylla quizzed with a smirk.

				The attendants looked to their mistress from within their smothering masks, seeking confirmation of their next task. The ritual was obviously practised and well known to them through personal experience as well as methodical enactment.

				‘Proceed with the rest of her uniform - she shouldn’t present any more trouble,’ stated the woman, smiling as she watched Mina quiver in the grip of the attendants, her physique slack in their latex arms, her eyes half closed, her thighs locked together as she moaned softly.

				It was true. All resistance had fled as she was left shuddering from the caress of the toys. The pleasure was melting her will to defy, leaving her ready to submit to their designs.

				What appeared to be a rubber straitjacket was taken up, the bleak material thick and armed with a veritable arsenal of buckled straps. Unable to oppose them, Mina had the back of the garment opened and then fed onto her, the tight sleeves enclosing her arms as the cold interior fell onto her naked chest. A generous layer of talcum powder let it slide easily against her skin to place her hands in tight mittens, bunching her fingers into a single stalk.

				Dragging the jacket in, they zipped up the back, the rigours of the fit compressing her torso, making each breath fight the limited elasticity of the attire. Mina let out a whistling gasp of rapture as she felt herself being compressed, her breasts taken in and grasped by the material, each inhale revealing the stretch of the corset-like body about her. It was an unexpected and intense sensation, one she could not have foreseen as affecting her in such a way.

				The buckles across the zip were set in place and the thick collar that forced her head up and to attention was similarly made steadfast. The additions assisted the work of the belt, bringing her closer to climax.

				Thinking it was an ordinary version of a straitjacket, Mina was taken by surprise when they started to fold her arms up her back. She gurgled within the gag from the discomfort as the hoop atop each mitten was clamped to her collar, and then she fought their holds as her contorted arms were buckled to her back, pulling them in and pressing them to her. The women held her tight, working without impediment, well versed and used to such lack of acceptance.

				Scylla’s eyes sparkled with delight at seeing the conflict, in seeing Mina being subdued, the distress in her eyes, the barely discernible murmurs seeping through the gag, the hidden lust for such treatment creeping behind her tear-filled gaze.

				With the jacket now immobilising her torso, they forced her down onto the ground and started to pull restrictive stockings onto her legs. The dense material made even bending them a little difficult, and their extremely tight fit was even worse to endure. Suspenders were clipped to the corset and to the stockings, stopping them from sliding down, not that such movement was likely with the cinch they placed to her limbs.

				But even this was not adequate for Scylla’s regime of control, so the stockings were buckled to each other via several anchors along their inner surface, forcing her legs into a single connected stem.

				Mina writhed on the floor like a worm trying to get free of a pinch as a fishhook loomed before it and its fate as bait was acknowledged. She was out of her depth; the machinations of the belt could no longer ease her willingness. The bondage had eclipsed her ability to accept it. She wanted to get free, terrified of this helplessness and cruel bondage. But she could do nothing save amuse Scylla with her struggles, the woman enjoying them like nectar.

				‘Apply the new gag,’ she decreed, and the chastity belt ceased its manipulation, leaving Mina close to finding orgasm, but depriving her of release.

				As the heady warmth of her pleasure evaporated, the rigours of the rubber restraint became all the more imposing on her. There was no more comfort from the belt, only the dismal crushing fist of the outfit.

				The women unbuckled the straps and pulled free the bulb without deflating it, making Mina strain her aching jaws even wider as the spit sodden balloon popped free and finally let her close her mouth. Mina swallowed for strength and spoke with soft hushed tones.

				‘What are you going to do with me?’ she questioned fearfully as one of the women opened a small box.

				‘You will be kept gagged during the initial part of your stay. How long depends on you. It could be a few days, weeks, months, even years. Who knows?’

				Mina fought her bondage with new vigour, trying to slither free, the thought of being kept so controlled now rising over her capacity to weather it. She would not be kept silent, refused the power of speech until these people deemed her worthy of it. Were they going to try and train her? Indoctrination - was that Korin’s big secret?

				A new gag was exposed, this one akin to the previous affair save that it spewed a long hose from the inside, the ribbed pipe obviously intended for her throat. Two women knelt beside her and took hold of head and jaw as the third went to the boxes to arm herself for the next stage of Mina’s ordeal.

				‘Get off me,’ she growled, thrashing against the resilient bonds. ‘You can’t do this!’

				‘Really?’ mocked Scylla, as latex gloves took control of Mina’s face, forcing her mouth open as she fought to stop them. ‘We seem to be doing just fine so far.’

				‘Bitch!’ she yelled, tears running from her eyes, watery manifestations of her frustration, her sense of calamity, her desire to relish this defeat at the hands of the majestic woman. ‘I’ll not let you do this! I... I... get off me!’

				‘Tut tut, little slave. Keep talking like that and you’ll be wearing that gag for an awfully long time,’ Scylla promised, leaning back and folding her arms, eyes wide to soak up every detail of Mina’s subjugation. The third closed in, offering the pipe to Mina’s mouth. ‘Oh, and a word of advise to make this easier on you. When the pipe touches the back of your throat, swallow,’ said Scylla, watching with sadistic intrigue.

				Mina blurted her refusal, trying to stop them, but the women had defeated her too effectively. She had lost the time when she could have stopped this, and the fact that she could now do nothing made her even more furious.

				The pipe was pushed in, her tongue unable to delay it. When it reached deeper she retched, the intrusion turning her stomach. With a sudden swallow she complied, riddled with angst. Instantly she flew into throes of instinct, the tube riding gently down her throat and into her stomach, the sensation ghastly and making her insane with angst.

				The moulded cup clamped to her face and the straps were set to her, this time being locked to prevent interference. The gag held her mouth open with its main plug, stretching her jaws as the hose poured down her throat to stop her from speaking, leaving her nose as her only means to gain air.

				‘There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?’ purred Scylla. ‘The tube will allow us to feed you, so even that chore will be denied you. We now have total command over every aspect to your person. We’ll decide what you see, hear, eat, even feel. You’ll serve as a slave to Charybdis, used for whatever we want. And you’ll learn obedience, slave. If you resist, discipline will be used to change your ways. So through such training we’ll even decide what occurs in your mind. Does that not make you feel secure?’

				Fresh tears welled in Mina’s eyes. She couldn’t believe this was happening, that she was to be so utterly enslaved. They were taking everything from her; even bodily functions were to be stripped away. She was to be a total prisoner, and if they kept this regime of restraint she might never escape. She had been condemned to relentless bondage and control, her will torn aside.

				‘Now the pressure suit,’ Scylla proclaimed, and the women flipped open the lid of the largest box.

				A cocoon of dense latex was enclosed about Mina, the constricting sheath rising to her neck before a clear spherical helmet of dense hardened plastic was locked into place, an aperture at the very top letting her continue breathing, the hole awaiting the connection of an air hose. The seal between the dome and body bag was obviously airtight, designed for undersea use. Mina now knew that she had been sealed within a diving suit, one without limbs to turn her into a compacted chrysalis, ready for her journey.

				‘Bring her,’ commanded Scylla, running her card through the security system and punching in a ten-digit code to cause the door to slide back.

				Completely trapped, Mina could do nothing as the women gathered around and lifted her up. They were her pallbearers as she wheezed softly in the hood, the interior growing hot, the small opening at the top barely adequate for her needs. She was sweltering within the folds of latex, her skin slick with sweat, beads forming on her brow and running down her face as she panted softly. She now had a taste of what the Oread were enduring, but they at least were accustomed to it. As a virgin to such latex imprisonment, the new sensations were far more severe and terrifying to Mina. Yet despite her fright, her misgivings, and her loathing for this vile capture, she felt slithers of submissive pleasure in her doom; the tube down her throat, the layers of weight mummifying her, the domination over her by others. With such leanings already set free, how soon would it be before her training rendered her utterly compliant? Such notions made her panic rise even higher.

				As she was ferried across towards the pool the view became more and more blurred, the wall of fogging condensation blocking her view to the world.

				At the edge of the pool she could just see lines of specially crafted fittings. Each of them held some sort of circular clip that was the tip of a metallic cable, the coil snaking into the pool. There was a gap of three before her, testifying that three of the lengths were already in use. The next one along was removed and lifted up, hauling slack cable from the water.

				The hose paid its length down into the pool and was screwed into the top of her helmet. There was a click of successful mating and a hiss poured through her limited world. Cool air swept in, inflating the cocoon a little, pressing a slim layer of air between itself and her bound and helpless frame.

				Something was clipped to her feet, the heavy weight merging with the suit to counter her buoyancy, giving her a momentary clue as to their intentions. With a startled mewl she was pitched into the water, the impact barely felt through the dense layers entrapping her.

				The weight of the prison at head and foot caused her to immediately sink, dropping to the floor where she found herself looking at the rear end of the transport. Also, Mina found herself far from alone, for three other women were sealed in identical bondage to hers. They all lay at the bottom of the pool, connected to the submarine by the life-giving hoses that also served to hold them flat against the floor, pinned down by the cable and the anchors at their feet.

				Drifting down, Mina dropped amongst them, and they could only look at each other in dismal apathy, terrified. All of them were gagged in the same way, and none of them could even move, the weight of the water upon them further hampering any motion as their suits continued the procedure of pressurising. Her neighbour was a young woman, perhaps twenty, with a shock of short red hair, sapphire blue eyes, and a few faded freckles running across her cheeks. Beside her lay a dark-skinned maiden located more deeply into her twenties, her braided locks fastened into a ponytail of intricate tentacles of hair. The last was a small olive-skinned girl of Japanese heritage, still in her teens, about to take that last step or two out of them. Her bob of sable hair was damp with tears and perspiration, making it shine all the more, reminding Mina of Melissa.

				For long minutes they waited, unable to do anything save regard each other and their token surroundings while also fearing what fate awaited them.

				The umbilical that fed them air connected to the bottom of the submersible, ready to be both their tow cable and lifeline. The other cables she had seen attached to the side of the pool were not connected to the craft and simply remained curled on the pool bed awaiting use at some future date.

				Mina could not fathom what she should do. Perhaps she might be able to escape at a later time? But they would surely keep security high for a lengthy period wherever she ended up. Only once they were certain they had broken her, made her obedient to their will, only then would they relax, and by then it might be too late. She had already seen that she was willing to surrender in some circumstances, what then once they had expanded further, turning her into a fawning pet? It could be done, there was no question of that, the only matter left to be resolved was whether or not she could resist it while feigning acceptance.

				Also, in the back of her mind was a voice of levity, whispering that she should revel in this, enjoy it, surrender, give up with all her foolish notions of escape and plotting. There was part of her mesmerised by this fate, the notion of being kept under such control, of being ruled ruthlessly for the rest of her life. In such an epicurean existence she could resist all she wanted and still be held captive.

				The thought was a delicious one, and she wondered if they had the strength and stamina to make it so. These other women were nothing like her. She was composed of a far sterner material than these compliant citizens, and she questioned whether her captors had the skill to make her malleable. But were they captors? The serviles they were recruiting willingly signed themselves over. Of course they would not be so eager had they known the truth, but for the money involved there was no source for real complaint. Yet these people had lives, they had families and friends, careers and goals to be lost and separated from. Did this make it harder for them? Mina had no such ties, only her fierce independence and sense of self-strength. Would the extraction of these traits be a good or bad thing for her? It was intriguing her greatly, the idea of losing herself to the command of others, of being a prisoner, of fighting and rebelling, only to be defeated each time. There was something innately alluring about such martyrdom, of facing such strife on a daily basis, each day that she retained her will being a victory, a personal achievement of no small stature. And if she failed, if she lost herself to the role of a servant, then she had another legitimate goal to follow, she would have a perfection to attain, she could strive to be the most pleasing and dedicated of followers to Korin’s cause.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 7

				A stifled sound of movement rolled through the waters as the bay doors opposite them started to open, the underwater portal allowing the craft exit.

				Light exploded through the pool as headlights were thrown to full power, and with a whirl of effort the banks of propellers started to spin, churning the waters and buffeting the prisoners with eddies of current.

				The submersible cruised slowly forward into a rough horizontal shaft, taking up the slack as it went until with a gentle jerk each of the women was tugged up to drift behind it, their bodies riding the awkward turbulence created by the whirling blades.

				The hoses were roughly twenty metres long, letting them dwell well back, and continually bump or scrape the floor due to the lacklustre passage.

				The craft followed the roughly carved route for a while, moving carefully, wary of the confines of space in the tight tunnel.

				Emerging suddenly from the side of an underwater cliff face, the world dropped away beneath them, the women suddenly squealing and fighting their bonds as they beheld the abyss below. Darkness was everywhere, with only vague hints of the seabed and no clue of the surface. The lights of the sub cut out, hiding it from view as it continued to operate on computer guidance and sonar. A few red navigational lights beneath it held back the full wrath of the gloom, letting the women spy each other through hesitant clues on their outlines.

				Drifting through the cold depths, Mina threw her head to and fro, wondering where they were. If she could spot a landmark, spot anything, it might assist her at some future point, but the sub was cruising in deep waters where neither surface nor seabed could be distinguished.

				The pain of her position steadily increased, her arms aching, her throat sore, her body reviling this total denial of motion and constant pressure heaped upon it. For seemingly hours they drifted behind the sub, unable to do anything else, then suddenly a hose disconnected without warning. All eyes flashed to the woman as she started to sink, her eyes wide with terror as she drifted deeper into the consuming inky blackness. When the end of the hose slipped by, they saw a small canister upon it, the fitting still connected to a meagre reservoir of air.

				Another umbilical disconnected, sending another after the first. Mina was livid with panic. What was going on? The third woman was set free and sank, her eyes staring wildly at Mina as she plummeted in an awful slow motion. The tears streaking down her face and the faint wiggles of distraught effort were smothered by shadow and eventually she was lost from view.

				Mina locked her eyes to her own lifeline, praying that she not be next, that a malfunction hold her to the craft and not let her fall.

				She felt a shift in her momentum and the sub started to fall away as she too was released. She screeched into her gag, her body berserk against the bondage, her hose drifting above her, a coil reaching upwards and connecting to nothing save a small package of steel. Her slow descent continued, the weight of the ocean increasing as she could only watch the sea flow around her tumbling body, the depths getting darker and darker with every passing second of her fall. It was like being devoured by oblivion, a nightmare education in what terror was, softening up the psyches of the recruits, making them more susceptible to education.

				From below she started to see a faint light in the distance, a soft ambience that permeated the darkness, like a distant solitary star in a bland night sky.

				The light continued to grow stronger and she started to make out the ocean floor and shoals of fish dancing in the illumination. The rocky landscape was a rainbow explosion of colour and extended out into the darkness, but where the light was strongest she started to see some manner of structure. Was this the place where Charybdis dwelt? Had Korin created some sort of underwater palace? Was this the end product of his private venture, and was this why it was so well hidden? Because of the sheer monstrous illegality of it? Was Korin some sort of depraved sexual beast, keeping a deep-sea harem of slaves that he paid exceedingly well and used without reservation?

				The seabed continued to grow clearer and some of the fish started to swim up towards her, the light sparkling upon their scales. As they drew nearer she was alarmed to see that they were no cold-blooded aquatic beasts, but other women contained within costumes, coming to greet a new arrival.

				Through their visors they watched her sink, swimming about her, beautiful, dazzling and terrifying all at once. They looked so wonderful and elegant, the waters rippling their fins, but the bondage was a dark impediment to any sense of awe Mina could muster.

				The fish played about her, escorting her descent until with a thump she landed on a rocky outcrop. The mound was coated in a coral garden of wild hues. Polyps drifted their plumes of tendrils upon the current, while other aquatic plants rocked gently on a languid current, a display of sea blooms more beautiful than any land based specimens.

				Tilting aside, Mina collapsed onto the rainbow peak and rolled off, drifting down before dropping onto the sandy ocean bed, a cloud of particles rising up from her landing and then slowly settling about her. The coils of her umbilical started to pile up and then with a dull thump the canister landed near her. Staring at the featureless bulb of metal, she wondered just how much air she had left.

				The fish continued to swim over her, circling and watching, joined now by more legitimate varieties, the tiny creatures dancing in shoals or cruising as individuals about the mammals posing as them. It was like being in tropical waters, save that the sky was now filled with a dozen dazzling suns instead of a single one. The lamps drifted high over head, anchored in place and pouring their rays down onto the area like a greenhouse, letting the coral thrive and the fish dwell secure and safe.

				At this depth Mina knew there should be nothing like this, only barren stone and eternal blackness, but Korin had dragged a patch of heaven down into this lonely trench and let it flourish.

				Mina could see plumes of fluctuating water spilling from the ground like geysers. These areas had the greatest concentrations of bound humans and real fish, suggesting that hot springs either artificial or natural were here, keeping the waters temperate as opposed to the expected freezing temperatures.

				The women swam and frolicked amidst flicking shoals of coloured darts, the fish travelling idly through the coral reef, conducting their natural rites. Larger and more ornate species took more leisurely paths, meandering gradually as this aquarium obeyed nature’s tenements. It was a gorgeous sight, and she felt almost cosy beneath the lights, save for the havoc being imparted to her body by the lingering bondage.

				While she lay on the sand, Mina started to notice that there were different species of human fish here. As well as the main population of silver specimens, there were two other distinct varieties of lesser number.

				The first was a skittish breed, one that generally kept low, amidst the rocks, furtive and timid like the stingrays they were dressed to imitate. They were deep blues and greens; the shadows they lingered in making them appear black. They were sealed within a full suit of such gloomy latex, their legs compressed into a single strut which then tapered to form a withering tail several metres long that culminated in a forked tip. With their torso compressed within darkness, their arms were free and sealed within sleeves that ended in a tight bunch, lacking fingers or even mittens, forcing their hands into a fist. From their armpits spat thick struts, a thin veneer of rubber stretched between each spine, this fabric being a mottled series of dazzling greens and yellows. The fins connected them from wrist to hip and like the wings of a ray these were their primary means of propulsion. Their heads were sealed in dark hoods with a thin visor of silver reflective material, their breathing apparatus hidden amongst the hood, letting their dark painted lips slip through a tiny vent.

				The other breed was the one nearest a true mermaid; their naked assets were left brazen, a cross strap over their shoulders helping hold the tail in place and keep a small canister on their backs. From just below the bust line they were sealed within a black fishtail, the garment keeping their legs pressed together and ending with two fins of silver rubber. Black struts helped keep the tail rigid, serving them as a large and efficient paddle to grant motion.

				Their arms were free and bare, their fingernails painted black. Their hair flowed behind them in undulating waves, the manes bleached completely white. A ball gag was forced into their maws, their jet lips suckling on it, for two cables ran along the straps that kept it in place and reached down to their back and the air supply.

				The strangest aspect of these creatures was their eyes, in that they were utterly black, without feature or colour. Clearly contact lens, Mina guessed that they protected the sight of the wearer from the seawater, letting them swim perpetually without the need for attendance.

				Mina spent her time marvelling at the sight all about her, regarding this living masterpiece and longing to be part of it. To be held in the caste of one of the fish, to swim and play in this halcyon environment, it seemed alluring, but she knew it would soon become terrible with the loss of freedom of movement. But maybe she would adapt? Either that or she might well lose her mind. Were these even women any more playing above her? Had this entrapment melted their human intellect? Deprived of natural form and dry land, had they become little more than the beasts they had initially only pretended to be? If so, they would never leave, each unable to conceive of such notions, feeling safe only in their one true landscape.

				It was an amusing thought, that if her diagnosis was accurate, a long-term prisoner in this garden could be dragged from the waters and dropped on dry land and like a real fish she would flounder and flick, trying to get back into the sea that nurtured her.

				With strong beats of legs and arms a bright form of red and black latex emerged overhead, swimming past at a swift rate, a speed assisted by flippers and paddles.

				The man was strong of limb, his form toned through this manner of exercise. A black hood like that of the fish adorned his head, leaving his mouth free as his air was fed to him through his nose. Red and black tentacles slipped from the hood in a cascading mane that trickled behind him. His body was held in a suit of black rubber, the material decorated with red stripes, like those of a tiger. A flat moulded pack upon his back was the source of his air, a small nozzle at its summit the means to refill it. Gloves of jet were incorporated into the attire, the red webs between each finger making him swift and dextrous in the water. The red flippers on each foot further enhanced his speed, and as he streaked past, Mina saw the apertures that let his genitals hang free, his shaft hard and defiant of the water, jutting out as he cruised steadily. Holes also exposed nipples and buttocks, letting the man indulge himself however he wished, every orifice open and able for use.

				With a sudden turn he began to chase a fish, the woman spotting his sudden interest in her and trying to make her escape. Her legs kicked at the water, trying to outpace him, but he was far swifter than she and caught up after a quick and unremitting pursuit. But he did not strike, instead he let his quarry keep a distance, prolonging her weaving flight, letting her try every trick and manoeuvre she could as she tried to shake him, the male staying hot on her trail, keeping the pace to fully relish the hunt.

				The woman passed back over Mina’s head, dashing amongst the rocks to try and lose him or at least let him mistake a different fish for her, but the male had made his selection and like a shark was upon her in a sudden flurry of movement.

				A great cloud of bubbles poured from her mouth as he snatched her elbow fins, using them as reigns. She continued to struggle, but was effortlessly reeled in, a wide grin stretched across the hunter’s lips.

				A webbed hand ferreted into her tail, unlocking something before he pulled out a large dildo from her rear passage. The infernal toy was still connected to her by a cord, allowing him to discard it, the instrument sinking and hanging in the waters about them. Without delay he locked his arms around her and replaced the artificial sex with a far more real version. He groped at her encased breasts as he sheathed himself into her rear.

				Gasps of intense satisfaction emerged as clouds of silver that scuttled for the surface, the woman’s initial flight either feigned or the result of expecting something far less tender from her partner. The couple kissed as he continued, their passion in the water a remarkable thing. Together they rode a swift pace into orgasm, the male arching back as he thrust into her with frantic jabs before slowing, quivering slightly. As though all life had been stolen he let himself drift back, his length slipping tardily free of the fish.

				Sinking down he clasped her dildo, keeping hold of her as he flopped slowly onto the coral. Resting a moment, he gathered his senses, faint lines of his seed still hanging in the water, a slight milky trail reaching back to the fish as she circled over him, tethered by the cord to the fake phallus.

				Recovered enough to act, he pulled her in and despite her resistance he forced the toy back and sealed the aperture he had exploited. With a slap to her rump the woman was sent flitting back into the shoals. The male watched her, his form hanging motionless in the sea, and then with twirling corkscrew turns he slithered away, satisfied by the exchange and already contemplating a repeat.

				Mina was left speechless. The scenario had her aching to join them. It was one of the most wondrous sights in her memory, and she cursed her bondage, wanting to be free of it more now than ever before. How marvellous it would be to lose herself to the caste of a fish, to be no more than that, no complexities, no duties, just animal instinct and decadent prurience.

				A new form emerged into view; an enforced mermaid, her shapely body trapped in a costume that bequeathed her this mythological visage.

				The sheath of silver was tinted blue, each scale like a shining sapphire. Her tail poured forth its fins, trailing spectacular fluttering banners behind her as she waved her legs, beating the water to propel herself forward. An aperture let her buttocks emerge, the tight rim squeezing them together and forcing them out. Another opening performed the same effect for her breasts, squeezing them out to stand pert and proud. A similar canister to the male was set on her back, exposed because her arms were not twisted up in the manner of the other fish. But even though her arms were not fixed in place, they were not truly free. The limbs were sealed within sleeves that draped long fins before ending in a featureless bulb, her hands compressed into cones.

				Without any concession to manual dexterity beyond gripping, she could not interfere with her attire. Her arms were useless for paddling and could only avail her for steering, keeping her mermaid façade all the more accurately enforced. Her hood set free the long fins, her visor hid her eyes and her blue painted lips dribbled free great silver clouds of bubbles as she swam.

				A shoal of the normal fish women trailed the mermaid, if normal could be a word applicable to such bizarre a creation. Were these fully restrained females the Nymphs she had heard of? Or were the fish the lowest caste? There was so much she didn’t know, so many questions to ask, questions her gag would never let her articulate.

				The mermaid spotted Mina, and began her descent. She wafted overhead and snatched the cable as she went, increasing the strength of her movements once she had caught it. A tug came and Mina was dragged up and into the waters, carried by the mermaid towards the main structure, the last grains of sand slipping from her and falling away.

				The fish followed and watched her, and over to her left she could see a red-hued mermaid towing one of the other reclaimed females. She assumed these were some custodian caste, trustees of this undersea domain. Thus Mina doubted they were the Nymphs she had heard tell of, making it more likely that it was the fish who bore this title.

				The structure ahead grew more clear the closer they got, the layers of obscuring fish, both human and real thinning, the mist of the waters parting to allow an increasingly better view.

				It was a great dome set amongst the coral, its body coated with neat rings of large oval windows, like blisters across the entire surface that offered glimpses of the rooms and corridors within. It was massive, the light that streamed from the windows illuminating the entire area, negating the need for the overhead lights. It was at least eight storeys in height, with countless chambers, and from the amount of movement she could spot within, it had a significant population.

				The mermaids started to congregate towards the base of the undersea station, and she saw the other two recruits being hauled in by a yellow and a green tinted mermaid.

				A large corridor several storeys in height was big enough to accommodate the submersible should it attend the station, and together the women were drawn into the vast passage.

				Potent lights all around filled it with a bleaching glow, dazzling Mina’s eyes. Windows along each side revealed internal corridors where women walked, all of them sealed in silver chastity belts like hers, and clearly the other ‘recruits’ she had seen in the Charybdis files, all of them lured into this lair and ensnared by it.

				Many of the slaves were affected by other additional modes of bondage, each ranging immensely from the mild to the severe and extremely impeding. Rubber clad mummies ambled, hindered by hobble chains and contortion, while others strolled more freely, affected only by hood, gag or cuffs. Some were little more than pets, scampering on all fours, with tails, muzzles and pricked ears, a new breed of latex smothered quadruped, subservient to whoever held its leash.

				The sights of such owners were rarer, and the men and women who walked the halls were dressed opulently, their own garments sculpted primarily from leather, latex, or vinyl. The primary means to recognise such a vaulted denizen was that they were almost always armed with a weapon of corporal punishment. Crop, tawse, whip, cane, strap, whatever they held, it was the badge that marked them as a dominant rather than one of the enslaved submissives about them.

				In addition, she could see that each wore a silver band, the ring marked with a jewelled portrait of great detail, further confirming who were the rulers and who were the ruled in this place.

				In small alcoves along the passages she could see women displayed in confinement, their bodies tied with rope or straps, keeping them in some manner of undignified or uncomfortable pose. Suspended, contorted, cursed with clamps or intruding phalluses, they served their sentence in silence, all of them hooded and gagged for the duration. Was this arbitrary treatment, or had they warranted such a fate because of their felonies against Korin’s rules? What were the laws of this place? What, if any, were the limits set to those who had control? Could they do anything they wished to the servile prisoners?

				The ceiling lifted and accessed a round pool, which the mermaids led them to. Mina watched, hanging beneath the surface as the women hauled themselves up onto the ledge, their shins and flippers still remaining in the water as they offered the hoses to the rippling images she could see beyond the surface.

				The shifting mercury pane gave hints that people were moving about up above, and she could just make out their hoses being fed onto other machines. This was it. She was going to enter Charybdis, and there was an unerring premonition in her thoughts that told her she would never be the same again.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 8

				A rhythmic mechanised yank to the cable swiftly stole all the slack and they were once more being drawn upwards. The mermaids dropped into the water, wreathed in a great cloud of bubbles that their impact forced down with them. The wreath of silvery orbs spilled upwards, flowing on their bodies, leaving tiny offspring clinging to their rubber skin as the waters cleared of alien oxygen. The mermaids shook off this unwanted buoyancy with twists and turns, luxuriating in their return to the waves.

				Swimming away, they passed by the doomed captives as they were being reeled in, circling their gathered quarry a few times before their sleek forms darted back down the huge passage and to open waters.

				Mina’s helmet left the pool, the fluids running off the exterior and letting her see the large round room that housed the pond. Overhead winches drew them up out of the water and swung them over to the side where they hung above the floor, their bodies dripping, a row of four latex stalactites.

				Other far more industrial cranes were more directly placed over the pool, ready to haul up submersibles.

				Still possessed by a lingering sense of duty, Mina’s instincts were immediately drawn to the cameras located throughout the room, observing everything that occurred within. Once she had strategically noted these devices, she allowed herself to assess what else was around her.

				The walls bore rows of Nymph suits, all neatly arranged and hung up in readiness. A smaller section catered to new colours of mermaids, a dozen shades awaiting any who earned such a privilege. On the other side were rows of lockers, the plastic containers being the storage areas for the suits of the dominants who dwelt here, and perhaps costumes of more rarefied purpose.

				As the four of them hung there, indistinguishable from each other, women dressed solely in chastity belts moved about, tending and maintaining the equipment, checking oxygen canisters and cables.

				A trio of such females were forcing a weeping blonde into a Nymph outfit, the shaven head of the female held tight as she was pushed into the attire. A young man stood over the scene of regression, dressed in close fitting latex leggings and tall boots. A studded belt held a holster for his short crop, and a loose white shirt hung upon his wiry physique. A mane of black hair fell about his features as he watched with amused intensity as the slave was bound at his whim.

				The male also held a leash, the chain links reaching to one of the pets, the woman contained within a latex suit. A moulded snout emerged from her face, two eye slits being the only break in the full-fitting hood. Two ears jumped up by her real ones, and a thick studded collar encircled her throat while a slender tail arose like a flagpole from between her buttocks, connected to a plug whose base was just visible through her cheeks. The woman’s hands were locked in constructed latex paws, denying her any use of them as short chains reached to a corset-like device about her waist, the lengths keeping her crouched and low. Mina had not seen the chains on the others she’d spotted, so she guessed this woman was new to her lot, and was still being accustomed to it. Her feet were in similar confinement, the footwear moulded into a replica paw, the foot posed as though in a stiletto heel, while her legs were kept folded to have her in a perpetual crouch on all fours. The costume stretched latex between her mid-calf and the tops of her thighs, stopping her from straightening them and granting her hind legs the required visage to complete the transformation. The suit allowed her breasts to emerge, forcing them out by tight rings at their base, her nipples ringed with silver hoops, her engorged assets the only piece of naked flesh that could be seen.

				The burbling implorations of the woman ended when the newborn Nymph was picked up and presented to the sea. The man stroked her cheek with fondness, and with a sweet smile kissed her and then indicated the waves.

				The servants set her in with a shove. With a squall of panic her body collapsed onto the waters amidst a hefty splash, and as she thrashed madly she started to sink, unable to stay near the surface because of the weight of the air canister and her own inexperience. After the maniac dance of a drowning person she vanished below the surface, traces of bubbles affecting the rippling surface as she breathed of her new environment. The movements of the newly born fish were sporadic as she tried to figure out how she could acquire motion against such rigorous impositions. It was a pressing lesson to learn, for she would have to find the place from which she might refuel her breath before her reserve was emptied.

				With his pet on a lead the man left the room, one of the many automated doors whirring aside at his approach, leaving the women to recommence their duties.

				A moment later another door slid gracefully aside and a woman entered. She had an aura of calm, a serenity that stemmed from a life without stress or worry. Her long blonde hair was held back in a firm plait, the strands of hair intricately woven around a length of chain that fell to her middle where it ended in a snap fastening.

				Enclosed within a chastity belt, she also bore a stout silver collar, the metal band armed with four equally spaced rings. Shackles and fetters matched it perfectly, all of them seemingly without lock or seam and engineered for a superlative fit. A small device was curled around one ear, obviously a communication device linked to her masters.

				‘Welcome to the domain of Charybdis,’ she said firmly, her voice being pitched loudly enough to reach through the helmets. ‘I am Theresa, and I will be giving you your initial orientation here.’

				Theresa indicated to several of the loitering women and immediately they walked over and accepted the bodies of the lowering slaves, the winches setting them down at some hidden command.

				With a pressurised hiss the helmets were set free, the long descent having equalised the four slaves to their new atmosphere. Mina took a snorting gasp of her new world and found it scented with a freshness usually missing from such underwater installations. The scent of the sea fought that of latex, the aroma strong.

				The cocoon suits were slipped free and their legs were set loose of the stockings, the straitjackets and gags remained however, greatly impeding the novice slaves. Mina’s fellows battled these last additions, trying to get free, the latex skin rippling with the play of muscles as they tried to show that they wanted to be set free. Mina just stood still, knowing it was useless to try as well as being determined not to make herself seem weak before others, especially those studying them via camera.

				‘The jackets will not be released, and neither will the gags, so please, relax,’ the woman decreed, and with a wave of her hand she turned and marched away, the chain swinging slightly behind her, entwined into her hair as a mixture of the organic and metallic.

				The other slaves acted in unison, a pair of them escorting a captive forward, forcing her on. The other women tried to deny this passage, tugging and wriggling as the supervisors forced them to march onward against their will. Mina merely walked without care, watching the area with veiled intensity. The attending women kept their hands to her though, suspicious that her acceptance was a feigned ploy to have them drop their guard so she might break lose and bolt. But where could she run?

				The door opened and they were shown down a winding corridor to another chamber. The small oval room had a circle of brutal chairs along its wall, the heavy constructions riveted to the floor and manufactured to contain reluctant students. Two cameras were evident in the gloom, discerned through the tiny red dot of light indicating their active status.

				Each of them was dropped into a chair, the grooves in the backrests accepting their folded arms perfectly. Their ankles were locked in place by heavy rubber fetters, and clips snatched fastenings on their collars, keeping them seated. A cross formation of thick straps were pulled across their chests, running through their buried cleavage and being tightened to a thrumming tension that had them snorting in angst.

				With all her students facing inward, Theresa stepped out before them and regarded the new arrivals with a sympathetic smile, looking to each of them as she spoke with the skill of a practised orator.

				‘There exists an organisation called Cabal. This secret organisation exists throughout the world and has dwelt in secret for centuries. Divided into sects, each aspect of Cabal has different customs and traditions, but all universally cater to providing submissive specimens for the dominant nobility.

				‘Twenty-two years ago, our founder created a project called Charybdis. The project was responsible for the establishing of this undersea facility and the web of recruitment that populates it. Charybdis is a noble of Cabal who established this sect and now runs this aspect of the cult.

				‘The sect Charybdis controls is large and self-sufficient, and is divided into two distinct castes - Titans and Nymphs. Every dominant is known only by their assigned codename, which will be the name of a titan or god or goddess of Greek myth. You will find that this identity generally defines them. The primary castes for submissives are those of Nymphs. There are sub-divisions such as Sirens, who seduce or capture new members for us and generally dwell on the mainland. Dryad tend the garden and its populous of fish and Nymphs. Oread dwell on dry land, either in this facility, or as servants on the mainland. You will begin your lives here as Oread, and depending on your behaviour, future caste changes will be determined.

				‘Other sects of Cabal may send representatives here, and through their presence as guests you will discover that Cabal is internationally diverse and wields extreme power.

				‘Ten thousand feet of water separate us from the surface, and here we have our own laws and codes of behaviour that bind everyone, be they noble or slave.

				‘Most of you have willingly and legally signed yourselves into a contract that permits Charybdis to do as he wishes with you. While within his care, all your needs will be met, and in return you will also be conditioned to obey without question.

				‘Charybdis is the ruler of this domain. The various members of Cabal that come here or live here are his guests and may make use of his property as they wish, and to this end you will accept their rule as you would that of Charybdis. Failure to perform as required, or transgression against the rules imposed on you will be met with punishment. This discipline will encourage you to change any erroneous ways and conform to the laws and will of this facility. If you behave and do as you are told, you will find life here not only pleasant, but extremely enjoyable. At the moment it seems daunting and oppressive, but this is merely to ease you into your new roles. The quicker you accept your new life, the easier it will become.

				‘Now, you will be planning escape, demanding flight or extraction from here. As stated in your contracts, you are free to leave any time you wish. I would like to point out however, that no provision was offered to return you; this is something you will have to attain yourself. There are no submersibles on station here, and without proper apparatus awaiting you at the surface, depressurisation will be assuredly fatal and extremely grisly. You have been acclimatised to the atmosphere of this depth, and to rise from here and survive requires a period of three weeks in decompression. As a graphic example of the fate awaiting those wishing to leave the employ of Charybdis...’

				The centre of the room parted, allowing a pillar to rise up and lock into position, emerging from the floor with steady precision. Upon its surface was a sealed dome, inside which was a small humanoid mannequin about a foot high. It was essentially a bland toy of skin, without feature or visage.

				‘This genetically cultivated organic replica is attuned to our atmosphere, and will now be artificially exposed to the surface environment.’

				A hiss emerged from the bubble, and the toy began to buckle and ripple, the creation fully organic and created to symbolise human anatomy. The skin welled as the interior veins bulged and swelled, and with a sudden rending crack the interior glass was stained with a wild red collage. The figure was now a shredded ruin, its interior splashed throughout.

				Squeals of alarm seeped through the gags of the other women, their horror at such a fate plain as they flung themselves around in their seats, screaming, their minds beset by abhorrence.

				Mina had seen this event first hand on real people during her various missions, and it was nothing new to her. She knew the woman spoke the truth. The voyage here had been a good eight hours at least, and such a period was adequate for blowing down to this depth, with three weeks being the return time back up.

				‘This ghastly fate will never be inflicted by Charybdis or anyone in Cabal. This is an assured guarantee. It has never been done, and never will be done. No matter what your behaviour, no matter what your crimes, you will never be ejected, only disciplined and educated as to the error of your ways. I show this only to enlighten you as to the consequences of your flight should you attempt it. Charybdis is no monster; he expects nothing from you save your presence here. If you disobey, you will be corrected. If you obey, you will be rewarded, it is that simple and it is your choice.’

				Theresa walked closer to them, the rings of her bonds chiming softly.

				‘Now as to the topic of your current uniforms. The chastity belts you have been fitted with can give pleasure or pain in equal abundance, and also prevent you making use of yourselves unless with or at the behest of a member of Cabal. If you behave you will earn relief, otherwise frustration and denial may be inflicted, or torment should you prove too unruly.’

				There was a muted clunk from beneath the chairs and Mina felt something being connected automatically to her belt. Then, treating them one at a time, Theresa removed a tube from the sides of each chair, the struts hiding the pipe within them and paying out slack until the pipes were clipped to the front of their gags.

				‘You will now spend some time thinking on your situation and weighing up your alternatives. You will be fed and kept clean while I am away, and the start of your education will begin.’

				With that the woman departed, the door opening up and closing behind her. As soon as it had sealed the plinth retracted and a new device emerged in its place. The curved screen of the monitor flashed with colour and began to play a view of the ocean, showing the mermaids, Nymphs and guests playing there, the sight panning around, focusing on scenes of activity. Dryad and Nymphs were subjected to the attention of the guests, the males and females of Cabal able to use the slaves as they wished, playing with them, chasing them and using them. The resistance the women showed seemed only to be an act to inspire their owners. Their efforts to deprive the guests use of their tightly bound latex forms was hardly as strenuous as it could have been, and Mina began to question whether anyone kept in the sensory deprivation such as the Nymph uniforms would resist any other input, no matter what the source.

				With a chugging monotony, food and water was introduced to them, paid directly into their bellies as they sat helpless to even attend themselves. In addition, a soft flow of warm water was thrust up into their rears, the plug there being hollow, letting the chairs force in the douche and then suck it out, depriving them of even this rudimentary function. A second tube sucked up all urine, and held in their captivity, all they could do was watch the sights of the sea.

				Mina found it intensely stimulating to be controlled thus, to be placed under reigns of command that made her utterly subservient. Was it just because it was new to her, something different, a trait she had never experienced and which had taken her psyche by surprise? If so, would it fade with time? Would the sparkle of this new deviance dwindle and become boring and then reviled because it stopped her doing what she wanted to do?

				Without warning the nodules upon their clitorises kicked into spurious life. The thrumming vibrations tickled exquisitely, making the captives moan and squirm in their bondage, their breasts straining against the tight latex sheet compressing them.

				The teasing tickle continued, carrying them further towards climax. Their nipples grew hard against the straitjacket folds, their loins becoming damp as they panted and wheezed in reedy gasps, the sensations powerful and numbing their thoughts. Watching the bound aquatic women dance and swim before them, their bodies tightened in expectation, moans of ecstatic delight seeping through the deep gags.

				The toys suddenly cut off. A strained quiet fell to replace the insidious hum of the contraptions. Breath was being held in shock, and as it was confirmed that this was no glitch, that the toys had been stopped, the students were battling their restraints once more, trying to gain the last few touches that would carry them to fulfilment. Jerking their legs they sought to finish the task, the steel covers of the belts preventing any hope of acquiring their goal.

				Mina smiled to herself, shaking from being deserted, left so close to satisfaction and now having it hung like a treasure just out of her reach. The other women were livid, and could do nothing to ease their torment as the rubber groaned and held them tight. But the degradation of writhing for the pleasure of the cameras was one Mina intended to refuse. She was no animal of instinct. Already the women around her had succumbed to wanton temptation, despite their awareness that it was impossible to finish. They knew they were being tormented, but like beasts of pure instinct they tried anyway. Mina had more control over herself than that, and merely sat in her tight latex cell, watching the camera and the video feed, twitching from the residual flares left by the kiss of the toy.

				Slowly, the heat of pleasure withdrew like a tide, carrying away their bliss on its back until they were left cold and morose once more. The room continued with the rasping sibilant respiration of the captured women, each looking to the screen, seeing what fate awaited them, wondering how they would fare in it.

				Mina could see the females swimming to the upper reaches of the structure, feeding their canisters from valves that ringed the uppermost reaches. Someone important was up there. They were making the Nymphs and mermaids and guests attend them, swim before their eyes. If Charybdis was not there himself, then there had to be some sort of observation deck, a place where the mighty had mustered to witness the spectacular undersea menagerie their lord had crafted for their amusement.

				Again the toy began its work, the treatment methodical, and without fail it dragged the slaves to the very point of explosive release, their eyes filled with images of their new world before they were cruelly denied. The gnawing bane of frustration was a store that grew with each new application, making them more and more sexually hungry, then ravenous, then psychotic with need.

				Tears of sweat and sorrow were rolling down their faces, each of them torn by such havoc. Even Mina was shuddering with the ordeal, her craving risen to a terrible thirst, making her plead into her mind to find the culmination she so desperately sought.

				Korin was behind this; it was his personal pet project, his dreamland, his vice. The mighty head of the corporation she opposed was a deviant mind, fiendish and without remorse. He was seeing the women he hired as objects, using them as such, and moulding them if they did not fit his requirements in full.

				The corporate monster that was Korin Enterprises had contracts with governments and countries. How many people would even guess that their taxes and leaders were helping to fund such a place as this by trading with Korin? But then again, how many of these leaders were here, and in on the plot? This was an empire free of scrutiny. No one here would divulge what they had seen. They were free of any law. This place was distanced from any territorial waters, any border, it was a state unto itself. Access was impossible. Discovery was impossible unless one were deliberately brought here. Korin could charge what he wanted for the participation of others, and there were enough bored and depraved billionaires or powerful figures of state and country to accept his fee. Any money they released would be funnelled through the same complex webs that Korin used to fund his kingdom, hiding it. She would not have seen the traffic from her investigations; each route would be different for each customer, distancing them, protecting the group as a whole instead of the individual.

				Sat in the gloom, the light of the screen refracting in the polished folds of their latex, each woman was damp with sweat from their bonds and their ordeal. As time continued to meander, becoming long and tedious in their silence, and full of swift heat when the toys were attending them, they started to slip in and out of sleep. It was not real sleep, more akin to a somnolent state halfway between awareness and dream, merging the two, making it difficult to discern what was real and what was not. Half awake dreams made them think they had been set free, or were elsewhere, until they came to and found it was not so. Images of the garden rolled through their dreams, corrupting them, infecting every thought whether conscious or unconscious.

				Mina had dreams of being with the partners of her past, of performing with lost lovers. Even Melissa appeared on several occasions, her face buried between her thighs as she lay sprawled in sumptuous satin, only to come to and find herself still in rubber bondage.

				Time stretched beyond their capacity to measure, their periods of dozing slumber removing any hope of keeping track.

				Mina lifted her eyes, weary and exhausted, a nightmare of being buried alive in rubber having left her panicked and frightened. She had to concede that Korin had engineered his regime of indoctrination flawlessly, and she might even have admired it had she not been its doomed subject.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 9

				With a click and a sigh of mechanical strain the door slithered aside, and at the same moment the belts began their diligent toil once more. The women started to groan in despair, knowing full well that they would not be allowed release, just be deprived again and left all the more frustrated because of it.

				Theresa walked in, dressed as before, her immovable bonds lit briefly by the colour from the monitor before it switched itself off and shuffled meekly back into the floor.

				‘And how are my students today?’ she quizzed.

				How much time had passed? They had no clue as to whether it was day or night. They were fed and cleansed and assailed by the singular function of the toys, nothing else interrupted the stern monotony, and such periods of teasing helped make judging time even more difficult. The whole process had seemed like an eternity while it was occurring, but now the entire banal boredom of their long incarceration seemed mere minutes in duration.

				‘Now has come the time where you will be sent to your training modules. The Titans have gathered and finished deciding which of them gets to come and pick from the new Nymphs. Each of you has an assigned dwelling, where a trainer will attend you and begin a regime of discipline and education as to your new life here. If you do well the period of tutelage will be short and sweet, if you resist and defy, more harsh measures may well be taken to bring you into line. Once this training is over you might find yourself being kept by your trainers. Alternatively you could well be offered up for new bidding on your ownership, for though all here is the property of Charybdis, the Titans can have their own limited regnant over you.’

				The door hissed as it opened, allowing a new female to enter. Theresa bowed slightly in acknowledgement of her presence, and backed away a little.

				The woman was tall and imperious, her long black hair woven into numerous thick braids, a dozen or so fat tentacles that dropped about her angular features, each of them held in place by a snake’s head band near the tip, the last of the hair spilling from the hissing maw of the serpent.

				Her eyes were like ice, piercing and unnaturally intense. They made it seem as though she were not really alive, or perhaps that she were blind, for they never seemed to focus on anything. Her body answered the question of her sight, for she moved with a regal grace, her lithe form flowing with serpentine precision through the amphitheatre of chairs.

				Clad in a leotard of latex, the high cut of the thigh hooked itself over her hips, letting fine denier hose coat her legs before slipping under her closefitting rubber thigh boots. The body stocking spilled down her arms, making the pale skin appear almost tanned before losing itself under latex opera gloves. The fingers were absent, letting the naked digits come free and sport a long and curved nail. Filed to points, they were painted a striking green and again, a serpent design was painstakingly drawn along them, the red forked tongue meeting the very tip of each talon. In the fingers of her right hand she clutched a leash, the silver links hanging in loops, and upon the left was a ring to mark her status in full. The gems were mostly emeralds and formed the face of a woman, her hair a wild mane of green stalks.

				A studded choker was matched with a studded belt, a hoop upon it catching the clasp of a steel baton, the tip spewing out a bushel of long latex stalks, the ribbons swaying with her step.

				‘Which slave do you prefer, Lady Stheno?’ asked Theresa, her air of arrogance gone, her stature as a humble servant fully in place because a dominant was present. In front of other slaves she was the imperious queen of their fate, but now she was just as lowly as they.

				‘A fine crop from Scylla,’ she said, her voice hinted with a French accent, her words filled with a hidden admiration for the woman. Mina guessed that either Scylla was, or had been her lover, or this Lady Stheno was obsessed with the female counterpart to Charybdis. ‘I shall have to congratulate her next time we meet. When will she be back?’

				‘Next week, Lady Stheno, with the next supply shipment,’ replied Theresa, eyes lowered but fixed to the heels of the woman, adoring them with craving.

				‘Hmmm, I like this one,’ she purred, striding over and lifting the chin of the redhead, looking into her glistening eyes as she sobbed against her gag.

				‘But I have a penchant for breaking in this tiny Asian doll,’ Stheno crooned with wicked delight, sashaying to the small female as she wriggled and burbled her pleas.

				‘Hush, my sweet one. You have nothing to fear from me. I’ll take you away, bind you up as tight as can be and keep you all to myself for a few months. I’ll love you in so many ways, and soon enough you’ll never want to leave,’ she promised, running a hand through the girl’s luscious hair, sweeping back the strands and exposing her slender and inviting face.

				‘Such interesting eyes. A blindfold would be a crime for someone with such a stare.’ She grinned, and indicated to Theresa.

				The servant skipped forward and began to remove the bonds, setting the girl free of the straps and then accepting the clip of the lead from the mistress. Theresa snapped it in place, tethering the new acquisition to her owner before moving to the girl’s ankles.

				With a slow pull the girl was brought to her feet, her stance unsteady from having been kept seated for so long. The woman towered over her, the radical difference between the small girl and the tall woman added to by her heels and her aura of authority.

				‘Come, little one,’ she stated softly, and marched for the door, giving a tug and overcoming the feeble defiance of her new acquisition. Struggling in her straitjacket, the hapless teenager was ushered out and to her fate, squeals of dismay seeping softly through the formidable walls of the gag. Her feet rattled with sound as she shuffled, the rubber fetters still in place, a short hobble chain limiting her movements greatly.

				The door had barely begun to close when it was interrupted by another entry. This time it was a male guest, a massive and muscular Arab, his body rippling with cultivated brawn. Bearing a thin and preened goatee and bald head, he ignored Theresa as she bowed deeply to him, almost sinking to her knees with obeisance.

				‘Lord Atlas, the slaves await your perusal,’ she whispered, her words stated so softly that they were near unheard.

				The clatter of heeled feet emerged from behind him, and a number of black clad females slithered through the chairs like ghosts on a breeze.

				The man was dressed only from the waist down, his hairless chest and arms left bare. A set of billowing latex trousers were tucked into knee high boots, a great red sash of rubber tied around his waist. Upon one hand he wore a ring with the shape of a human figure bearing an orb of emeralds and sapphires - Atlas supporting the globe upon his shoulder. Mina guessed that he was a Sheikh or other oil rich tycoon, for what other industry so perfectly fitted the metaphor of having the whole world utterly dependent on being supported by it?

				The females - that had to be some mode of harem - were far less unadorned than their master was. Each was swathed in folds of latex, the heavy layers draping from them as robes, the few splits exposing the fact that the bodies beneath were equally encased. Through obscuring veils their painted eyes looked over the remaining women. Similarly, the eyes of the man flowed over every inch of them, assessing and scrutinising, weighing up which of them would be his. Mina surmised that he wanted someone compliant, his eyes flicking away from her when she arrogantly met his stare. Instantly she retained such a glare, hoping to avoid being his slave, for he seemed intolerant of disrespect and would be merciless with Mina’s stubborn pride. If she became his, her chances for escape would be remote. But what of the women? They too were meticulously examining the sentient fare on offer, but for what reason? Were these true wives? Perhaps they were submissive to their master, but dominant to the slaves he recruited. She could not see their hands and thus had no way to see if they were awarded rings to offer them higher stature, so Mina was left with unsupported speculation for her theory.

				‘I shall take this one,’ he growled, his voice gruff and deep.

				Immediately Theresa started to unfasten the redhead, setting her free so a pair of women might hook fingers into her collar and drag her up as Theresa added the hobble chain.

				There was nothing the recruit could do to stop her extradition, and she was taken from the room at a swift march, her hobble chains hampering her efforts so that she was half walked and half carried by her escort.

				Mina looked to her left as best she could, meeting the dark eyes of the only other slave remaining, both of them wondering what manner of trainer would enter next.

				The warning tone of the door reached their ears as Theresa stood idle and simply waited. The soft click of heels and the casual step of boots preceded the entrance of a couple before them.

				‘Greetings, Lord Oceanus and Lady Tethys,’ welcomed Theresa, with her usual humble nature.

				The pair stepped before their audience and regarded the choices presented to them with eyes that were completely black. The sight made the other woman squirm with sudden fright, but Mina could see that they were merely custom contact lenses, designed to give this midnight and eerie appearance.

				The lenses were akin to those she had seen on the white-haired mermaids. In legend, these two Titans had sired a breed of Ocean Nymph called Oceanides. Were the snow-haired women a personal harem of aquatic slaves that this pair kept? In that case, who owned the rays, the only other differing caste she had spotted? Mina was finding her private investigations and observations a valuable diversion. She was surrounded by mystery, every noble being a different puzzle, with different tastes and castes, offering her a new dilemma to unravel with every person she saw, keeping her mind active and sharp while her body was left impotent.

				Lord Oceanus was a young man, his athletic body tough, like white leather, his body slender yet rigid, the product of a concentrated devotion to swimming. He was pale from having been deprived of the sun for so long, this underwater domain being his whole world.

				His hair was long and dark, a strip of sable that fell down the centre of his head and down his back, the lengths braided and fixed with small elaborate bands in random places. The barren sides were tattooed with swirling patterns, almost Celtic, but more like flowing stylised waves of greens and blues. Tight leggings of deep green latex rolled down and covered his feet, the individual toes webbed and marked with a moulded claw of latex. The craftsmanship was deceptively realistic, an illusion that made him seem even more a mythological creature of the sea.

				A wide belt of black leather encircled his waist, the garment marked with studs and spines. A mesh shirt rolled up over the rest of his torso and down his arms before vanishing beneath thick bracers that covered fully half of each forearm, crafted of a design identical to his belt.

				In his hand he held a cane of black wood, the lithe stalk polished and fitted with a gripped handle. His left hand had a ring of rolling sapphires - an ocean.

				Lady Tethys was dressed in a similar manner. She sported only a short crop of blonde hair, the severe cut leaving the sides near barren. Her visage was attractive but harsh, her lips a deep green, her eyes circled with black and then shadowed with more emerald shades. Her eyebrows were plucked to ascending points, granting her a fierce and perpetual glower.

				A set of studded latex briefs matched a similar bra, the deep blue rubber attire shimmering with contradictory green hues. Matching stockings contained her shapely legs and entered incorporated footwear identical to that of Oceanus in style, but lifting her upon a heel rather than remaining flat.

				Over her thighs, belly, and arms, fishnet covered her near albino skin, her hands sporting short nails, again filed into wicked daggers and painted black. In one she clasped a curled bullwhip, the segmented black serpent withering down through several loops until it reached a pernicious tip. Her ring was the same as her partner’s, but created its seascape from emeralds.

				‘Which one shall we take, dear wife?’ asked Oceanus, pacing by the two alternatives, rubbing his chin in contemplation.

				Tethys approached Mina’s neighbour and gently ran a nail down her cheek, fixing the woman with a dead stare, the contacts making their eyes seem like engulfing soulless voids that dragged in and ensnared the viewer.

				‘I think this one would make a fine Oceanide,’ she hissed, and arose into the enveloping arms of her husband as he walked over to join her. ‘What do you say, beloved?’

				Oceanus kissed her neck, hugging her and then lodging his chin on his wife’s shoulder while regarding the woman, her eyes wide with atrabilious concern, her body launching against the bonds that served her up to the unknown appetites of the couple.

				‘Too scrawny; it will take too long to train her up to a decent level of fitness,’ he offered, and glanced to Mina, his lips expanding to a tight grin before he licked them with anticipation.

				‘But I like the look of this one,’ he confessed, and disentangled himself from Tethys. As his wife watched, he wandered over and squeezed Mina’s thigh, making her jerk with sudden resentment. He smiled even more fully and appraised her bound arms. ‘This specimen has far greater tone. I’ll wager she’ll be a fine addition to our shoal.’

				‘She seems a bit unruly,’ pondered the woman, her words a half-presented notion, not really believed as presenting a problem of any significance.

				‘What’s this?’ he replied, looking deep into Mina’s eyes as though to read the thoughts within her head. ‘Since when did you fear a little challenge? We’ll have her begging for our attentions soon enough, just like every other Nymph.’

				‘Okay, we’ll take this one, but you’d best recall this next time I want to pick the new Oceanide,’ she warned petulantly, and walked over, assisting her husband in removing Mina’s bonds and applying the hobble.

				Set free of the chair, Mina was pulled to her feet, whereupon the end of the bullwhip was looped through her collar and tied off, forming an effective leash.

				‘Come on then, we have much work to do,’ purred Tethys, tugging at it and having Mina stumble forward, the short chain that connected her feet limiting each step she took.

				The door opened and Oceanus trailed behind her as she was shown out, leaving behind the last of the new recruits to whichever Titan next visited the room.

				Mina’s legs were enervated beneath her, drained of their life by the long period of captivity. She stretched and flexed against the straitjacket, looking at the bland corridor as she was led down it, seeking to bring some life back to her tardy physique.

				Was she right about the Oceanides? Was this a caste akin to the Nymphs? They were playing on the imagery of Greek myth, using titles and creatures from that period of lore, but what they became when translated into the world Charybdis had formed was unknown to her.

				The blank passages sported equally featureless doors, each of them marked with a small label describing what function it served or who held residence. The only lock was a small security panel beside it, a minute microphone system revealing that they were voice activated.

				In addition to rooms of normal function for such a facility as this, places were set aside to cater to its clientele and the wishes of its hedonistic populous. Training rooms, wardrobe chambers, sauna, gymnasium, all sorts of wealthy extravagances to make the lives of the nobility more pleasurable while also harassing and imposing upon the Nymph caste.

				They passed by an alcove with an Oread bound within, inverted, her legs spread to the corners to let a large candle lay sheathed within her tracts, sticking upright and burning with a slow flicking flame. Tears of wax had been steadily spilling down the sides and onto her most tender flesh, and any movement she attempted against her confinement only served to set further torrefying drool loose. The candle was too large to force out, leaving her trapped, serving an unknown sentence as a living candlestick.

				The eyes of the Oread met those of Mina as she passed, the woman staring out from the thin eye slits of her tight discipline hood. They were not afraid, they were not troubled, there was a serenity to them that befuddled Mina completely.

				From the legends she knew Nymphs to be amorous creatures, playthings of equally decadent gods and all too ready to be involved in the complex plots and schemes between the deities. It fitted well the offered purpose of this place.

				Stopping before a plain set of doors, there was a click and a digital display winked into life above it, counting off numbers as the elevator was summoned. Merely having the Titans stand before it for more than a few seconds had the fully automated conveyance brought here. It arrived with speed and opened to accept the group.

				Tethys stepped within and put her back to the far wall. Mina deliberately hesitated to show her defiance, and then tottered awkwardly forward as the woman gave a stern tug to the lead.

				‘On your knees, little Nymph,’ she ordered with a smile, dragging down on the whip as Mina resisted. A flash of heat leapt across her rear as Oceanus applied his cane, connecting her cheeks with a lucid line of sensation. The dull thwack left behind a moments heat and then the full raging fury of the stroke erupted, as though her flesh were momentarily questioning what had afflicted it. The insufferable severity of the cane made her drop with haste, her wilting legs leaving her huddled at the feet of her two oppressors, the rubber that stretched on her reminding her numbed flesh of its presence.

				Oceanus ran his hand along the weapon and stepped in, his eyes full of gratification at the sight of Mina’s defeat. The doors closed with a soft click, sealing them in the tiny room.

				Mina closed her eyes and dwelt on the painful throb in her rear. She was mulling over the feeling, savouring it. She showed disobedience and had been chastised for it. It felt good to be commanded, to be subdued by the will of others, and with the soft pound in her rear she tensed against the jacket, to feel its loving embrace, reminding her more distinctly that she was utterly bound. She wished she could access herself, or have the belt dance once more, for the moment of her submission had left her craving the pleasure she had been so methodically robbed of.

				Mina swiftly squashed the notions. She had a duty to perform; she could not let herself be seduced by the licentious charm of this place. But to stay here was tempting, to let herself be lost in her slavery, become just an ordinary Nymph amongst the multitudes, to be a mere plaything of those who would be her gods.

				‘Level seven,’ stated Oceanus, reaching down and running a hand along the flushed line he had painted upon her.

				With a soft click of acceptance the elevator answered his command. It was the only means to tell that anything had happened because it moved so smoothly that Mina could not tell whether they were going up or down. A covert glance from her lowered humbled head saw numbers rising at an equal rate.

				‘Eyes down, slave, or it’ll be another lick of the cane for you,’ warned Tethys, a smile on her lips as she stated her demands.

				A prickling tickle ran Mina’s spine at the command and she complied with a sigh of concupiscence.

				Drifting up through the levels, she stared at the carved feet of her owners, dwelling on how pleasing it would be to lap at the heels of the woman, to indulge her new craving for being ruthlessly ruled.

				The elevator slowed and the doors once more opened.

				‘Triton, Poseidon, heading out into the garden?’ asked Tethys as she acknowledged the Titans waiting without.

				‘I am,’ stated a deep voice. ‘All this dry land makes me feel queasy.’

				Her escort moved out, tugging at the whip and bringing her back to her feet and out of the interior. Stationed before the elevator were two men of middle age, both in flowing green and blue robes of satin, the material shimmering with their movements. One of them wore a pendant shaped as a trident, a sign that repeated via emeralds on his ring, so Mina guessed that this was probably the noble who had taken the identity of Poseidon.

				Poseidon was a robust man, with a preened brown beard and long hair tied back into a short ponytail. The ease of his manner and the softness to his person was marked with a subliminal edge, a stern and uncompromising power beneath the jolly nature. Only men of exceptional and exclusive authority bore such traits, and she wondered just who Poseidon was in the real world.

				Triton was about the same age, though slightly more trim of build and sported a drooping moustache that reached down to each side of his chin. His hazel hair was receding a little at the front, and rather than conceal it, he had cut it almost to the scalp, the militaristic cut adding to a firm demeanour. His ring was a sea of sapphires with a much smaller trident set to one side.

				‘Is this your new acquisition?’ asked Poseidon, looking Mina up and down as she stood by Tethys, his eyes wide.

				‘We’re off to begin her training,’ she replied. ‘So Poseidon, where are you going if not out to play in the garden with Triton?’

				‘I’m going down to see Hephaestus.’

				‘Your Pegasus project?’ wondered Oceanus.

				‘He’s been drawing up new blueprints and we’re working on another prototype costume,’ he added, looking to the youth and away from Mina. Triton, however, kept his eyes to her, trying to peer through her confines, to see what lay beneath. It felt strangely gratifying for Mina to be assessed so, for these Titans were a refined breed, bored of mundane carnality. The man staring at her was pondering what he could do with her, what new pleasures he could draw from her, and this thought made Mina far less intolerant of a stare she would otherwise find offensive.

				‘You think it can be done?’

				‘It will be, we just need to keep trying.’

				‘The other Titans are dubious.’

				‘As I recall they were the same when I started my Centaur project. Yet now they all want to make use of them.’

				‘So who’s watching your ranch then, if you’re here?’ interjected Tethys.

				‘Amphitrite is staying behind to handle a new set of pony recruits,’ he replied.

				‘How is she? Does married life agree with her?’

				‘More than that of a Nereid, and she is well.’

				‘Your stables must be set to explode with all these new steeds you keep collecting,’ chuckled Oceanus.

				‘I’m thinking of holding a show, so I’ll need plenty of trained specimens to keep everyone amused and satisfied.’

				‘Will you invite other sects of Cabal?’

				‘Maybe, it depends on the logistics involved, and whether or not I get this project finished. I want to unveil her at the event.’

				‘That would be a real showstopper,’ said Tethys. ‘I hope we get an invite.’

				‘But of course,’ he replied, returning his gaze to Mina and rubbing his beard. ‘Maybe I could put a bid on that fine Nymph there, see if she minds being a filly under my care.’

				‘Come now, Poseidon, we’ve only just got her, let us have some fun before we sell her off.’

				‘A pity, she seems spirited and strong. I could have seen her as my Pegasus.’

				‘Now that is tempting... we’ll give the matter some thought,’ smiled the woman, and drew Mina closer with a short pull to the whip.

				Mina looked sheepishly away, wondering what was going on. Were they really thinking of handing her over, trading her off and leaving her condemned to this experimental fate? To be harnessed on tack and bridle, saddled and used as beast, it was a frightening prospect. It seemed that the noble was intent on adopting his identity in full, keeping with Poseidon’s facet as a god of sea and horses, as well as his other aspects. To create a Pegasus would be another part of his identity fulfilled. But how could someone make a pony uniform capable of flight? The concept was intriguing and almost inspired her desire for it. A sudden thought of being able to soar and run, to be the object of such attention, to be the first of her kind and admired by all. Her life was solitary and secret, she was never seen through necessity, she was never noticed. What would it be like to be so admired?

				‘Well, I shall see you both tonight at dinner?’ asked Poseidon, eager to attend his new idea, motivated by the sight of Mina to see a nubile female bound into the configuration of the fabulous beast.

				‘Likely, it depends on how distracting this new Nymph is,’ smiled Oceanus.

				The group bade each other farewell, and then parted, the others heading into the lift to continue before going their separate ways.

				Mina was led down the curling corridors as the two Titans continued to converse.

				‘What do you think of Triton?’ asked Tethys.

				‘He’s a little quiet,’ replied Oceanus. ‘Probably still getting into the swing of things.’

				‘Any idea where Poseidon met him?’

				‘I think he runs a corporation that Poseidon owns. I’m betting they met at some dinner or function and got talking.’

				‘I wonder how little Amphitrite is doing,’ mused Tethys. ‘Such a change in lifestyle must be hard to get used to, after all, she was a Nereid for how many years?’

				‘Five, I think. I’m surprised Poseidon managed to keep finding her. Those ray costumes don’t leave much in the way of identification.’

				‘I don’t know, Amphitrite had a figure that even those black shells of rubber couldn’t hide,’ offered Tethys.

				‘True. Damn, I’ll miss being able to make use of her in the garden,’ Oceanus cursed, a scent of longing and loss in his voice.

				‘She was as skilled as she was gorgeous,’ certified his wife.

				‘And as stroppy as this little Nymph when she first arrived,’ chuckled Oceanus, poking his cane to Mina’s rear as it wiggled invitingly before him with her tempered strides.

				‘Now she’s married to Poseidon and has gone from Nymph to Titan.’

				‘She’s the only one isn’t she?’

				‘What do you mean?’ asked Tethys.

				‘She’s the only one to change castes.’

				‘As far as I know, though word has it Eurydice might be up for it.’

				‘Intriguing, but isn’t she Orpheus’ consort?’ quizzed Oceanus.

				‘Supposedly, but Hades kidnapped her for himself, and it’s rumoured he’s making her submit to all sorts of wicked things.’

				‘Really? What do you think Orpheus will do?’

				‘He’s tried to steal her back, but Hades has a little labyrinth down there, and all Orpheus found was how lost he was.’

				‘Which one’s Eurydice?’ questioned Oceanus.

				‘The one with the gold hair and the up-ended smirk,’ Tethys stated.

				‘Ah, so she’s taking the opposite route, falling from Titan to Nymph, then?’ asked Oceanus.

				‘It looks that way. You know how diabolic Hades can be. I just wonder what she’ll end up as? A pet? Maybe a second Cerberus?’

				‘Perhaps she’ll be part of that Typhon project he’s been planning ever since Poseidon started bragging about Pegasus.’

				‘A hundred slaves bound together?’ wondered Tethys.

				‘A hundred heads if he wants to be accurate, and that doesn’t include a body. Maybe we should go down and see what he’s up to at some point. Ah, here we are,’ confirmed Oceanus, causing his wife to stop and check the door she had been passing, having failed to spot it.

				The new set of doors was labelled as a training room and a six-digit number followed to catalogue it.

				‘Identification - Tethys,’ stated the woman while absently touching her ring. ‘Access required.’

				After a short pause the locks set themselves free and the thick door slid back into the wall, the metal curtain parting to unveil the stage upon which Mina would be trained.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 10

				The walls of the white room were armed with numerous cupboards and cabinets of various sizes, all sealed and hiding what lay within from casual observance. Rings of steel were set upon the floor and ceiling, ready to capture the slave being brought into this room. Other engines also awaited use, a dark wood sawhorse, a rack, a cross, all solid of construction and armed with shackles and moorings for restraints.

				A pair of vast oval windows dominated the far wall, the dull light of the room allowing a spectacular view of the ocean and the Nymphs and fish flowing past it. The waters were dark beyond, the room located above the anchored lights that replaced the sun in the garden.

				The sea denizens that swam past were bathed in the light of the structure itself, their scales and uniforms flashing with colour as they looked in on dry land, studying the sights presented through the windows.

				Oceanus followed them in and walked towards a window where a sawhorse and pillory had been combined. Running a hand along the padded upper surface of the horse, it led his fingers to the stocks, the engine designed to have a slave lay upon it, their legs splayed by the legs of the sawhorse, while their hands and head were locked into the pillory.

				‘Lock,’ stated Tethys to the door as she again played her ring.

				The portal hissed shut and restored its barricades, making Mina suspect that the rings were not mere jewellery but keys of some remote variety.

				‘Now little Nymph, let’s see you squirm,’ she stated, drawing Mina to the horse until her belly met the leading edge.

				Working together they each took a leg, unfastening the fetters and set her free. She was tempted to lash out, to instigate retaliation, but while her body was still locked in the straitjacket she would be able to do nothing save injure and irk her captors.

				It was her tactical mind explaining something she wanted to deny. Mina was telling such reassurances to herself to hide the fact that she wanted to be bound and used by this couple, to be trained to obey them, to be theirs.

				Grabbing a shoulder and inner thigh, they lifted her up and onto the cool leather surface, spreading her upon the end so that her legs draped down along the inverted V of the sawhorse legs. Her bodyweight settled onto the chastity belt, pushing the toys deeper and making her groan against her gag, the acute penetration testing her limits. She wriggled a little and pulled with her legs, giving a little defiance as the couple held them tight, feeding her ankles into new bonds, and then applying new straps to the middle of her thighs, tightening them with a wrench that squeezed her flesh.

				Upright and bound by this lewd split, Mina slithered within the sweat-saturated folds of the jacket, reprising her submissive stature. It was like being in a dream, a strange sense of detachment that inhibited any rational response. She was being restrained by a dominant couple in an underwater empire of sadomasochism and slavery. She was gagged and bound in rubber, twisted and enslaved, and here she was, letting herself be swallowed up by her role instead of fighting it. It was beyond a dream in its fantastic proportions.

				Tethys walked around behind the pillory and lifted the slat, holding it there as Oceanus stepped beside Mina and sought to drag her down. Mina fought back, resisting with all her strength, her back trying to hold off the man’s intentions.

				‘Naughty little Nymph,’ he muttered jovially, and applied more brawn higher up, overcoming her and laying Mina flat, her neck falling into the groove. Tethys lowered the wooden pane, her throat now being captured with a wooden hoop that was padded with soft foam rubber. The beam of the sawhorse ran down her front, bisecting her bound breasts, the leather and rubber squeaking as she writhed against the restraint.

				‘Such a sweet thing,’ purred Tethys, stroking Mina’s cheek with fondness as she flicked her gaze wildly about, the input of new sensations and the uncertainty of what was going to be done to her making her anxious. Tethys could read her fear and tried to soothe it.

				‘Don’t worry, little Nymph, it’ll all be okay,’ she asserted, and then moved round to join her husband. ‘It will take some time, but we’ll have you relishing this and begging for more.’

				‘Such a pert little bottom, she must really work out to keep such a figure,’ pondered Oceanus, and Mina’s eyes bulged as she felt the man cupping and kneading her flesh, appraising the muscle tone and silken smoothness of her rear. ‘Here, feel for yourself, her muscles are like iron under this satin skin,’ he offered.

				The digits of the woman joined him, the light touch suddenly becoming more intensive in its examination, as though she had not believed her spouse and was startled by how true his statement was. ‘Amazing, she looks so innocent and frail,’ she stated, her hands lowering, feeling her legs, tracing her nails over the tender flesh of Mina’s inner thighs. Within her chastity belt, Mina’s sex was growing moist with hunger.

				‘There’s definitely more to this Nymph than meets the eye,’ he added.

				‘A bargain,’ agreed the woman. ‘Hyperion will be furious when he finds out what he let slip through his fingers. She’ll be a treasure once she’s trained.’

				‘Let’s see if she’s as resilient as she is glorious,’ mused Oceanus, and in the reflection on the window Mina saw them entering the cupboards.

				In the waters without Mina could see some of the Nymphs gathering, hovering before her, floating in the cold darkness, their second skins flashing with light as they studied her initiation, enjoying the experience vicariously.

				Mina was shivering with expectation. She was thrilled by the fact that they were so impressed by her, that they were appreciating all she had so diligently fought to create.

				All throughout her training and exercise, none had ever seen the results so casually displayed, none had ever owned her or controlled her. The affairs she had were ones she cultivated and controlled, but here she was the one being led.

				The nodule at her sex started to vibrate, tickling and making her gasp with delight as it grew to a fever pitch of oscillating influence. Mina let herself sink into libidinous excess, writhing and shuddering, careless of the image she presented. She was going to escape this place, she had to, that much was certain. She could not overcome her sense of obligation, but until she decided to, she would let herself fully enjoy her slavery. There was no threat to her masters from this empire, there was no rush to flee it, she would stay here awhile, treat herself to a well earned vacation.

				‘Look at this, Oceanus,’ chuckled Tethys.

				‘She performs a fine dance indeed. Quite a tempting treat.’

				The toy ceased its toil and left Mina slack upon the construction, panting through her nose, trying to press her loins against the beam, to shift the dildos and acquire the last few twitches of motion that would satisfy her.

				Tethys appeared beside her and started to massage Mina’s latex sheathed breasts, the tight uniform keeping them under firm control. Her nipples began to fight the thick garment, the substance dwindling but not stopping the feeling from slithering through. The latex was slick against her, her sweat making it slide and tease her all the more.

				With a wicked smile the woman produced a clover clamp, the chain links dropping from the ends connecting to individual weights.

				Capturing Mina’s nipple beneath the jacket, she pushed in and ensured the teat was caught within the jaws. The ferocious bite of the implement reached through and compressed the tender bud, making Mina close her eyes and vent murmurs of dismay into her gag. The squeezing gnaw of the toy increased as the weight was left to tangle, the cramping influence making Mina writhe, trying to steer the dildos within her, to make them serve instead of plague.

				Her other breast was treated to a similar decoration, her squirming making the weights swing and sway beneath her like pendulums. The discomfort was strange, almost erotic, and though they pained her, Mina was most certainly not opposed to them.

				Whimpering in a mixture of pain and pleasure, she awaited their next acts with verve.

				An open palm whistled through the air and clapped to her rear, imparting a hot flash that made her jolt and squeak with delight. The applause to her buttocks continued, the two of them applying rhythmic smacks, spanking their possession as she revelled in the warmth they continued to impart with their persecution of her seat.

				The effulgent swell continued to increase, the endorphins set loose by the clamps helping her find satisfaction in her discipline. Again and again they struck, the spanking echoing through the room as Mina burbled and sobbed with glee, her skin growing hot, the straitjacket becoming a sweltering prison as her buttocks became incandescent mounds, each new spank becoming more painful and making the skin even hotter.

				‘We could cook toast on these cheeks,’ mused Tethys.

				‘Such a glow, and she’s wanton for more. Perhaps something of more substance is required, is that it? Do you want a paddling, little Nymph?’ offered Oceanus, stroking the flushed skin with a delicate touch that had the muscles flicking into tensed bursts.

				Mina squirmed and bobbed her head as best she could, all too eager to feel more of these wonderful sensations. Bound tight, tied up and chastised, she had never thought such acts could be so intense and so pleasing.

				There was a shuffle of movement and the couple were equipped with their weapons. The cool surface of a latex paddle and a wooden alternative stroked individual buttocks, rubbing in circles as Mina closed her eyes, tears forming in them. But they were not tears of sorrow; they were salty pearls of rapture.

				The paddles jumped back and hummed against the air before connecting fully to their targets. The lucid pang that poured through the tenderised flesh made Mina scream against her gag. They were far more significant a tool than the hands of her owners, and although harder to bear, she frantically wanted more.

				Again the paddles started to apply themselves to her, the pair working slower, the weapons pausing between each stroke, letting the bloom of pain they imparted wither a little before bringing forth another.

				The range of their application also increased, and they started to hound her thighs, the area between buttock and thigh being the worst places she could sustain them, the skin extremely tender in such a region.

				Her legs kicked against the straps, making the construction groan to contain her as she tested it with her full strength. She knew she could not escape, but it felt good to try, it impressed her submission onto her when she fought with all her might to get out and could not, only lie there and continue to accept their harrowing education.

				The wild claps to her skin stopped and she sagged, tears rolling down her face and over the gag - tears of joy, of liberation.

				‘My she is hungry,’ Oceanus stated, putting a cool hand to her volcanic rear.

				‘Maybe we can proceed to the cane,’ Tethys pondered.

				‘You think she can take it? We don’t want to push her too far.’

				‘Do you think you can handle a few strokes of the cane, sweet little Nymph?’ she asked softly, walking around the stocks to find Mina’s face, emerging meekly through the wood.

				Mina nodded, the woman crouching before her and meeting her imploring eyes.

				‘Now you know we are only doing this because we love you, like we love all our little Nymphs. You need this - you need to be punished. Is that not so?’ she asked sweetly, speaking with genuine earnest.

				Mina sobbed and nodded, powerful and unexplained levels of emotion coursing through her. It was as though their treatment were smashing a dam within her, letting all her pent up and suppressed emotion thunder through, and her psyche could barely cope, plunging her into a state as an uncontrollable mess.

				‘We will only give you a few. But after all the spanking and paddling they will come up as severe welts that will last. Would you like that?’

				Again Mina nodded. She wanted them to apply the cane to her, to give her a sound thrashing. She knew she would probably regret it when they started, that she would fight and scream and try anything to get out from under its terrible shadow, but right now, and afterwards, she would desire it with all her heart.

				‘Good little Nymph,’ she said, and kissed Mina’s damp cheek, taking a specimen of salty moisture and sweat from the skin. Licking her lips the dominatrix carried the cocktail across her palate to savour it. ‘Oh, you are such a sweet one, we’ll definitely have to keep you all to ourselves. Teach you to be good, punish you and pleasure you all day and all night, and take you swimming with us. We haven’t had a pet in a long time, and I think you may be worthy of such an elevated position.’

				‘First though, we’ll get you out of that jacket, and add some more additions to those breasts,’ stated Oceanus, caressing the flushed cheeks of her anus, making Mina spasm slightly as the touch of his cool fingers irked the prickly skin. ‘I want to see them in full.’

				Tethys reached in and released the clamps together, making Mina launch into a wild throe when repressed feeling galloped back into the tissues, announcing themselves with a bellowing cry. It was an unexpected result, but one that brought a welcome smile to her gagged lips.

				Mina was a languid heap as they unfastened her arms, opening the buckles and letting the long entrapped appendages simply drop. She tried to move them but they responded with a few twitches and nothing more.

				The back of the jacket was opened and she gasped as cool air rushed in and chilled the sodden layer of her skin. Mina shivered with the cold. She had been within this infernal cocoon for so long that even room temperature seemed an arctic atmosphere to her.

				Together the couple drew the jacket from her arms and set the wet garment aside, her body coated with a rapidly evaporating glaze, the heat of her torso shedding the sweat, stripping away her heat.

				The slat at her head was opened and her arms put into the vacant grooves before they were closed again, applying a soft squeeze to her wrists. The lock was thrown and she felt fingers brush her nipples. Sore from the clamps, she let out a muted wail as the pincers were returned to her, the loss of the rubber sheath and the lingering effects of their previous companionship making them far more stern.

				When the weights again dragged her nipples down she gasped and groaned, adding pips of shock when the pair started to gather pinches of her assets in the teeth of wooden pegs.

				When they let go the implements squeezed the flesh, installing a dull pounding ache, stealing the feeling, stockpiling a reservoir of pain that they were hiding until such time as they were set free, so they might release the store in full.

				Until then they continued to ferret away the sensation. The longer they stayed in place, the more grievous there loss would be. It was a dilemma that had Mina wriggling in delectation.

				Enthralled by her dance and her response to their teasing torments, they started to add some to her legs and arms, capturing morsels in the hungry wooden mouths and applying rows along her biceps and triceps, adding others down her thighs.

				‘Is our little slave full?’ asked Tethys, brushing a hand along a row of pegs, making them pull at their captured nuggets of skin and increase their work. ‘Has she had enough, or does she still want the cane?’

				Mina nodded, lost in a storm of sensation, melting into a consuming crapulence, one kindled by her containment and punishment.

				‘So eager, and so beautiful,’ purred Oceanus, and the couple crossed their canes before embracing each other and kissing deeply, their passions inflamed by their deeds. Mina felt them bump against her rear, their latex clothes slithering against her as they caressed each other and continued their exchange.

				Aflame with lust, she watched in the reflection of the window as Oceanus held the bra cups of his wife, massaging her breasts, her lips locked to his, their tongues flitting on each other. Tethys held to her partner’s rear with one hand while the other groped at his loins, his erect shaft straining against the latex.

				Oceanus copied the motion, letting a hand wander down the mesh covered belly of his wife to begin rubbing against her crotch, the rubber squeaking softly as she purred with rhapsody. His kisses descended down her neck, taking in an earlobe to suckle on before placing soft brushes of his lips to her throat, her head flopping back to reveal more space to his intentions.

				They broke free of each other’s arms and there was a whistle upon the air as the first slender bamboo strut cut a line against the quiet and slammed to Mina’s rear. The effect took a moment to arrive, the flesh slothful in its reviling of the cane, but when the fiery eruption rolled along the welt it painted, Mina screamed into her gag. The pain was intense and terrible.

				Again they struck, and again, applying their weapons with precision, making her fight the restraints and squeal into the gag, her senses dissolving upon a maelstrom of suffering. This was too much, she could not take this, she wanted them to stop, to let her free.

				Time lost all meaning as they let her taste of the canes. All Mina became aware of was the nova of searing feeling in her rear and thighs. And as they worked their deeds they started to open the pegs and drop them, the wooden toys bouncing on the floor as the canes continued to thwack steadily into her brutalised rear.

				Each removal instigated a sudden escalation of pain before it started to dwindle, dragging Mina through alternating trials of cane and peg.

				When the last came free they opened her clamps simultaneously, the resulting storm causing her to fling recklessly against her bonds and shriek, the cry rising to a keening pitch when both canes struck at the same time, picking regions already well versed in their attacks.

				Slowly she started to work her way down from the plateau she had been deposited on, and her wavering sight started to clear once more, exposing the phalanx of Nymphs hanging outside, watching with wonder as she suffered. To the captives beyond it must be like a television, a large glass window into the life of another.

				The hatred and loathing that the strokes had inflicted crumbled, and she broke into a mournful sobbing fit, sniffling and crying without reason as her body was riven with vibrating tremors. She felt indescribably purged, a warm sense of exorcism. She had suffered for a cause. The weapons had set free all her problems and stripped her of emotional baggage. She wept freely, feeling the hands of her owners comforting her.

				Tethys came round and cupped her face, holding her to her cleavage, Mina’s tears slipping through the fishnet and onto her skin, the scent of the fabric, of skin, sweat and latex filling each sniffled inhale.

				‘There, it’s all over little Nymph, it’s all gone. You did well, we’re both very proud of you,’ she soothed, and Mina continued to weep, a joy at her performance mixing with her purging sanctity. She was flying on wings of silk, relaxed and at a tranquil peace she had never known. These people loved her for real, they adored her, they wanted to have her with them always and would always show her the attention she had never known. She had never felt so happy and content.

				For long minutes they left her to vent her emotions, setting them free and then relaxing slowly into her bondage.

				Oceanus began to remove the straps and bonds, lifting the slat and then together they helped Mina down. She curled into a ball between them, the two dominants petting her as she continued to grizzle meekly.

				She couldn’t even recall the last time she had cried, and she had never before given reign to such a fit as now. The knowledge that she was so vulnerable to this erotic enslavement was terrifying. If she let herself stay here, if she let herself continue under their rule for even another hour, she might become lost to it. She had to get free, she did not want to, but she had obligated herself, she had a duty to perform. The complex decision was tearing at her. She had found contentment, she had found happiness for the first time in her life, but she had spent all her years adhering to a private law of honour, and she had sworn to do this deed.

				A film she saw as a child had impressed upon her a phrase, and it had haunted her ever since: ‘when I’m paid, I always see the job through’. Such blind and unwavering commitment was admirable, and unconsciously she had emulated and lived to this private rule.

				Mina had no alternative left, she had to act now.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 11

				Cold calculated rage dropped into her mind like an iron curtain, cutting off her heady haze of prurience.

				A hand jolted out, delivering a chop to the neck of Oceanus. The precise blow caught him unawares and with a startled croak he collapsed, rendered unconscious by the impact.

				Tethys gasped and before she could even react, Mina was moving like liquid lightning, suddenly rolling and arising behind the woman, locking her in a firm plexus of arms and tightening the grapple. The pressure points obeyed Mina’s demands and the woman struggled for a few seconds before going limp.

				Mina laid her down and checked both their pulses, ensuring she had not slain them. The rhythmic thump down their arteries was slow but steady. She closed her eyes and sighed through her nose, relived beyond measure, for with her bondage and punishment she was afraid that perhaps she might not be able to temper her killer instincts as easily as normal.

				Turning her attention to her gag, she traced the straps and found the locks. Slipping fingers beneath, she strained, her muscles rippling, her potency taking the strips to their limits and then eclipsing their tolerances. With a bright snap the first length opened and she turned to the others, breaking them one by one with relentless toil.

				In the windows she could see the Nymphs flashing to and fro, mesmerised and startled, never having seen such a spectacle before and unsure what to do. Some were plunging downward, probably to try and raise the alarm, but by the time a Dryad or Titan arose to see what the tumult was about, she would be out of here.

				The last strip was broken and she took hold of the faceplate and drew it out. Doubling up, she choked, dribble falling free as the pipe was extracted from her oesophagus. Croaking and wheezing, the end came away and she dropped it aside, taking a moment to recover and steady herself.

				Mina looked at the fallen forms beside her, knowing that they would not be unconscious for long. Dragging them aside, she quickly rummaged through the cabinets, locating manacles and rope. With deft precision she applied the bonds and lifted them to their feet, spread-eagling each Titan and using the rope to capture ceiling and floor rings. Held upright, and stretched between the fixtures, they would not be able to raise the alarm or escape.

				Taking ball gags, she opened their slack maws and inserted the orbs before buckling them in place to ensure their words could not affect her escape. The rings they wore merely allowed access to voice command, and thus were useless to Mina because she could not duplicate their commands or even risk taking them as hostages with her. She would have to rely on other means to facilitate her flight from Charybdis.

				Moving to the door, she slammed a fist to the panel beside it, staving in a section, the deep dent granting her leverage to break it open in full. Lodging fingers under the buckled rim, Mina hissed and gave a stark wrench, tearing it free of its hinges and exposing the wires and mechanism within.

				Looking over it with a raised eyebrow of concentration, she followed a few routes to confirm the identity of each cable. When she spotted her desired lines of control she ripped them out, and tied two ends together, sustaining a nip of electrical shock for her trouble.

				The gurgling sounds of outrage behind her told that the Titans had come to. She did not meet their gaze, only continued to rewire the internal apparatus to open the door, working with her back to them. As she toiled on automatic, operating with diligently honed skill, she addressed those she felt she had betrayed.

				‘I’m sorry. I would so love to stay here with you, to be yours, but I can’t. I have to go. There are obligations I can’t break, and if I don’t do this, they’ll get someone else to. I can’t let you be put in danger because of my selfish neglect.’

				It was true. If she did not return, the chances were that Turan would send another agent. This one might not be so readily swayed and would ruin this place. Already she had too much love for it to risk that. Oceanus and Tethys had given her something no one else had, and she wouldn’t let them be put in danger because of it. She would return to Turan, say it was all a hoax and placate their paranoia with concocted evidence and false testimony. This empire was no threat; it was a rich man’s indulgence. If she lied to her paymasters, it would stick, for Project Charybdis would never interfere with any deal or transaction Turan might undertake, thus keeping her minor act of defection hidden.

				Standing up, she walked to them as they hung in entrapment. Embracing Oceanus, she clutched tightly, feeling his physique struggling against the bonds. She could feel a lump in her throat, tears welling behind her eyes as she lifted up and softly kissed his cheek, the smooth skin tickling her pursed lips.

				Steeping to Tethys, Mina nuzzled up to the woman, laying her head on the woman’s cleavage as she let her arms envelop the bound noble. Kissing the Titan, she turned from them both, ignoring the bemused expression worn by the befuddled couple.

				Striding back to the door, she crossed the last two wires and had it slide blindly open for her.

				‘Goodbye, I’ll always remember you, and I’ll miss you more than can you can ever know,’ she said mournfully, and scampered into the corridor, putting all other thought from her mind to concentrate solely on her task.

				Chances were that Charybdis dwelt in the upper reaches of the complex, and if she could find him she could arrange a way out. With Charybdis as a hostage she could either find a submersible or get one down here. There had to be escape vehicles, somewhere.

				Running around a corner Mina careered straight into a woman dressed in latex, colliding with her as she gave a cry of alarmed shock. With a swift open-handed strike the stranger was rendered senseless, her body collapsing against the wall and then sinking into a stolid heap, the latex creaking softly.

				A burly man turned around the next bend, leading three Nymphs by leashes. The women were gagged and their elbows were shackled behind their backs. Their heads were willingly held upright and proud, and the soft tugs to their steel band collars made them totter forward on zip-fronted stiletto ankle boots.

				The male Titan was large and muscular. Clean-shaven with a square jaw, his hair was a dark carpet, cut almost to the scalp. Several gold bands adorned his ears, and he wore Lycra leggings with heavy boots, several studded belts crossing at his waist and bearing a few pouches of differing size. The belts were connected at the front by a single buckle shaped like a clock face, a design that also appeared on his ring.

				He scowled, his lips rippling with fury at the image of Mina and her crime. ‘You dare assault a Titan, slave?’ he growled, and released the leashes, leaving the shocked women behind as he stamped forward.

				Mina did not try to calm him, and she knew he would raise the alarm if she did not incapacitate the man. He reached out to grab her with both hands, clearly expecting her to be easily defeated.

				Slipping aside with a deft skip she grabbed an extended wrist and yanked, dragging him onto her upsweeping leg. Her shin swatted along his belly, causing the hulk to double up with a croaking hiss of shock. Still holding the wrist as an anchor, she curled the other fist back and slammed it across his face, firing the punch down into his flushed and startled visage.

				The loud smack sent him crashing to the floor, knocked out by the punctilious assault.

				Rubbing her knuckles, Mina cursed under her breath, wondering how many others would obstruct her escape. Leaving the pair where they lay, she sprinted onwards, passing by the small flock of slaves. The Nymphs shied back in fright as she passed, afraid she might also harm them if they made themselves obvious to her. Mina ignored them, they were no threat gagged and bound, and besides, her prey would be found soon enough anyway. She had a few minutes or so before the alarm went up.

				A full search would locate her easily because she did not know the area well enough to evade capture. She needed to hide for a while, plan her next move, and form some sort of strategy.

				Then she heard running footsteps ahead. Spotting an alcove, she jumped in and hid behind the woman there. The captive was standing upright, a steel pole rising from the floor and entering her sex. Mounted upon it, her feet were tethered to the base, stopping her from jumping off the contraption. A drain lay all about her, and the pole sparkled with water droplets.

				Her arms were folded up her back and held by a harness that also strangled the base of her breasts, making them swell with turgid pride. Her hair was braided into a chain as Theresa’s had been, the chain connecting to the ceiling, letting her rest her body if she could but endure the strain of a pull to her scalp. One of the deep gags covered her face, sending its tube down her gullet as another coil reached down and connected to the front. The pipe emerged from the wall and affixed to her gag, feeding and watering her. When she needed to attend the call of nature, the pole flushed itself clean, washing away all as the drain accepted the deluge.

				People ran past, their harried voices questioning what was going on. The alarm had been raised so Mina had to hurry. Leaping out, she continued her run, her feet skipping against the floor as she dashed onward.

				At the elevator doors she stopped and checked both directions before clapping hands to the portal. Squeezing her fingers in she forced them apart with a hiss of effort and exposed the dark shaft beyond.

				Looking in, she saw the lift was a few floors below. With a leap she hurled herself forward and locked hands to the cable supporting it. The door closed behind her, immersing her in complete darkness.

				Lacing her legs around the greasy coil she started to descend, her skin sliding against the oil, forcing her to strain to keep herself anchored and not slip.

				Her feet touched the roof of the lift and she settled into a crouch, steadying her breath, her eyes becoming accustomed to the gloom, allowing her to see the lines of light that emerged through the doors above and in front of the carriage beneath.

				With barely enough illumination to see, she waited, the elevator rising and falling, stopping frequently to let people run in and out. Clearly her felony had been discovered, and although she could not hear what the occupants of the elevator were saying, she could guess they were after her.

				Mina waited for several hours. The voyages of the elevator started slowing, the efforts to find her slacking as they yielded no results.

				When the elevator next reached its highest point, she grabbed the support beams and dragged herself over the ledge and onto a gangway. All about her was the machinery for the conveyance; the small room bestowed no exits save a maintenance hatch in the floor.

				Putting her ear to it she listened to see if anyone were below, and then opened it a crack to peer through.

				The corridor beneath was empty so she opened the hatch in full and dropped down, landing into a tight crouch and quickly checking her surroundings.

				Picking a route, she moved onwards and came to a set of ornate double doors, the fronts carved with a swirling whirlpool design, encrusted with gems of emerald and sapphire, causing the face of the doors to sparkle and shine in the light. She could safely estimate the price of such decoration in the millions, and proved that there was something of consequence beyond them.

				As she walked closer they parted and allowed her in, the grease and sweat that soaked her form acting like camouflage paint, merging her into the gloom beyond.

				She was in a round chamber that was clearly the apex of the facility, for all around were large oval windows displaying the sea and the Nymphs.

				At the heart was a large leather chair, upon which lounged a shadowy cloaked figure. Another taller form stood by his side, the pair revealed as vague silhouettes with occasional gems of refraction touching them and their surroundings. The light source was meagre and weak. All around them were a raised circle of monitors, the screens showing dozens of views throughout the entire domain. On one of them Mina spotted the room in which she had left Oceanus and Tethys, the Titans now released, the shackles hanging deserted and empty.

				Mina was taken aback to find that the rooms had hidden cameras too. She had not spotted one in the training room, but it had been there and now she knew that Charybdis kept some secret, to spy on his guests without them knowing.

				‘Hello, Mina,’ he said, his voice without trace of emotion.

				‘Who are you?’ she questioned, edging closer, her senses piqued and running on full paranoia.

				‘I am your host and owner, Charybdis,’ he replied.

				‘I’m going to leave, Charybdis,’ she warned gravely. ‘Tell me where you keep your sub.’

				‘A slave giving her master an order? How very novel a concept. And why should I tell you anything?’

				‘I don’t want to hurt anyone, Charybdis, but I’ll beat the truth out of you if you don’t tell me,’ she hissed, filling her words with complete truth and vengeful intent.

				‘Hmmm, I see,’ he pondered, referring with derision to her professed vocation as a mere office lackey. He knew she was much more than that now; his cameras had captured that truth. ‘You appear to be fully capable in the arts of precision violence, Mina. Secretarial work must be more sanguinary than I thought.’

				‘Don’t toy with me, Charybdis. The subs - I want one, now!’

				‘And what makes you think I have one?’ he replied flatly.

				‘You must have an escape route.’

				‘Why would I want to escape?’ he quizzed with bewilderment, unable to fathom her reasoning. Here he was lord of everything, he was higher than the gods he had created. Why would he ever leave? But he had to have some concession to communication, how else could he run Korin?

				‘Then you must have a radio. I want contact with the surface.’

				‘Someone is waiting for you?’ he asked, prying further into the truth of Mina’s identity.

				‘I’ll get someone to come and get me, I’ll leave and that’s it. I won’t tell anyone about this place.’

				‘Do I seem so stupid that I would believe that?’ he snapped.

				Mina scowled with resentment. She was trying to help him, but he was proving obstinate. She had to convince him otherwise without actually betraying her true status. ‘Charybdis, I’m trying to help you, just let me go, there’s more going on here than you know.’

				‘Indeed there is. And as to helping me, you consider beating my guests assistance?’

				The mention of the couple froze her petitions and after a pause she asked as to their fate. ‘Are Oceanus and Tethys okay?’

				‘They are somewhat confused and angry, and exceptionally disappointed. I would almost venture to use the word heartbroken. They were just getting to like you.’

				‘I didn’t want to hurt them, but I have to go,’ she stated grimly, the words cutting at her like a knife.

				‘Nonsense. I’ve seen you. You belong here; you have everything you could want. Why leave? You enjoy it here. Few Nymphs beg for the cane after a spanking and paddling, and especially not after being fixed with a swarm of pegs and clamps. You have a true masochistic streak, Mina, your submission could be legendary if you just gave yourself to it.’

				‘I just have to, that’s all,’ she shouted, hands furling into fists as she realised just how obvious her new decadent streak had proven. ‘Now where is your radio?’

				‘There isn’t one, there’s never been one, there never will be one, because there’s no need for one. Whatever brought you here does not matter. Whatever obligation you think you have does not matter. All that matters is that you should stop this foolishness and surrender to what you want.’

				‘I can’t, I... I’m sorry,’ she stammered, fighting the urge to give up and let herself fall back into slavery, like falling onto a soft warm pillow. But would they even have her again after her actions? One did not cuddle and nurture a viper that had just bitten you.

				‘Then I will make you,’ he said with gravity.

				‘Do not presume that you can defeat me, Charybdis,’ she warned as he rose from his throne and started closing in on her, his form still a shadow to her. The figure beside him stepped forward with him, moving with a strange shuffle.

				‘Who is this, Charybdis? A bodyguard?’

				‘Don’t be foolish,’ he scoffed, and pushed the woman into the light with a nudge of his elbow.

				Mina’s eyes widened with surprise at what she saw. The female was a slave, if indeed it was a woman swaddled under the dense layers of latex. Not one single portion of her skin was visible, and every sense had been monumentally restricted.

				The formfitting suit ran across her entire body, with skin hugging thigh boots merging into the structure almost unnoticed. The dagger-heeled boots were buckled to her suit at the tips of her thighs, propping her atop them and making her gait unsteady.

				From her smothered chastity belt dropped a steel pole, running between her compressed legs. The bar flung barely two inches of chain from itself before vanishing into the fabric above her knees and at her ankles. The rubber attire was so thick that Mina could not even detect the telltale ridge caused by the restraints beneath.

				Her arms had been folded cruelly behind her back, and then twisted up her spine, the forearms sealed together by a buckled sleeve. Her hands were locked within the dense sheath, the tip of which was strapped to the back of her hooded head, and which was also secured to her by other belts of rubber which reached around to anchor to her front. There was absolutely no way for her to make use of her arms, and it had to be a terrible position to endure.

				Her head was lost within a featureless bulb of tight rubber, the polished orb bearing a small zip down the front that ran between her eyes so that if opened she might be gifted with a view. The discipline hood had to have been pulled on because there were no zips or laces upon it save this one, and it followed her neck, slipping beneath a dense posture collar that kept her skull upright and to eternal attention.

				Her breasts were thrust forth by her twisted arms, moulding them into larger rubber cups.

				The last part of the attire was perhaps the most insidious and bizarre. Thick black tubes were affixed to her and they trailed back to connect somewhere around Charybdis’ throne.

				Two jumped out from her crotch, running along the latex like the strings of a thong bikini, riding to her rear where a single larger pipe spilled from between her trapped cheeks. Two more reached around and clasped the moulded peaks of her breasts at the nipple. The five lines formed into one, collecting a fourth that rose around her body like some ebony serpent and plunged into her stretched mouth cavity, revealing that in all likelihood the terribly deep gag was sheathed down her throat. Mina clenched her rear to the plugs as she projected the sensation of fat pipes thrusting into her orifices, commanding her body and detaching her from all control, even over her most primary functions.

				‘It’s my own personal companion,’ he aired with pride as the woman desperately tried to steady herself and regain her stance after his encouraging push.

				‘You mean you duped her with promises of wealth and bound her against her will,’ snarled Mina.

				‘Of course not,’ he laughed, and slapped her rear, the clap of flesh to dense latex echoing sharply through the room. ‘I decided to recruit this one for myself. She is a... a special circumstance.

				‘I told her she would be kept in latex bondage as my eternal companion, in return for what she wished of me,’ he revealed. ‘Of course, I doubt she envisioned the level that’s been imposed upon her, but that is not my concern.’

				‘What does she do for you, Charybdis?’ she demanded, trying to bide some time, to figure out what to do. The sight of the latex mummy before her was distracting; the thought of those sweltering folds, of being so hideously controlled, compressed, hobbled, trapped in a skin-tight cell of personal torment. Portions of her rising hunger for such things were alive with intrigue and longing to experience it first hand. ‘Can’t you handle a woman unless she’s helpless and under your power?’

				‘What a foolish misconception. She is like my shadow. She follows me everywhere; she stands by my bed while I sleep, helping me relax. I control her breathing, her food, the tubes wash her and clean her so she never has to leave it. I take slaves for my pleasure in front of her, simply because she will come to relish her frustration, for it will make release all the sweeter if and when it comes. The uniform is laced with circuitry within its fabrics, allowing me to internally or externally inflict sheer unbridled ecstasy, monstrous agony, or a mixture of the two on any part of her. I think the last mode of treatment is the one she despises most, because she’s starting to enjoy it more and more, and like you she can’t come to terms with the realisation that she can enjoy pain and pleasure.’

				‘Why would someone surrender to such a fate?’ Mina uttered, releasing her thoughts accidentally. To be rendered so dependent on another, to be removed from reality and left a blind, mute, deaf, dumb and senseless creation at the end of life giving hoses.

				‘She was in dire trouble. I offered her a way out. She accepted and has made amends through lifelong allegiance to me.’

				‘You’ll keep her in that - ’

				‘For the rest of her life,’ he crooned. ‘And with her every bodily function monitored and controlled to perfection, with no chance of infection or contamination or injury - that, my dear Mina, will be an extremely long time. So you see, I love her, in a way. She’ll always be with me. Just as you will, Mina.’

				‘Keep back, I’m warning you,’ she growled, lifting her arms and adopting a fighting stance, wondering what backup he had, for surely he was not going to try and take her alone?

				‘Don’t worry, Mina,’ he whispered, as his hand touched a ring. ‘You’ll be taught to give in to your cravings. I’m going to liberate you from this foolish notion of duty.’

				Sudden and terrible bites of voltage sank into her sex, the belt shocking her clitoris. Mina screamed and dropped to her knees, clasping the crotch band, hauling at it as she wailed and suffered. The attack stopped and she panted, out of breath, astounded by just how severe the reprimand had been.

				‘I’m sorry, Mina, but you are mine,’ he purred, stopping his approach, remaining in the anonymity of darkness as she knelt before him, humbled by her technological oppressor. ‘I’m not going to let you escape because of what someone else wants. You want to stay, and I intend to see that you get what you want. This is a place of dreams; the real world has no place here, so forget about it. It is of no consequence to you any more.’

				‘Charybdis, please, you’re in danger,’ she implored, dropping forward a little, supporting her torso with one hand, the other holding the belt, nursing her throbbing loins.

				‘Shhhh,’ he whispered, and Mina was brought into paroxysms again as the shock was repeated. She jerked upright, both hands holding the crotch plate as she shuddered, her body thrashing before toppling like a felled tree. Landing on her side, her back flicked to and fro, rabid with duress as her legs kicked and scuffed at the floor.

				‘I doubt I am in danger, Mina,’ he countered, breaking off his onslaught. ‘I have contracts with countless countries that will protect me, and failing that, my arms industry is quite advanced and provides me with a vast personal arsenal. This domain is more than able to defend itself from anything short of full intervention by a superpower. I can sink any fleet, or destroy any missile long before it even gets close to us.’

				‘Stop, I...’ she panted, laying slack, her body welling with new pearls of cold sweat, her flesh twitching from the pain as she lay sprawled before him, barely able to even speak.

				‘It’s okay, Mina, when you awake you will be back with Oceanus and Tethys,’ he promised, and applied the voltage again. ‘They will be more careful this time, and you’ll soon get over this rebellious phase.’

				The screaming shock drilled into her, making her arch her back and claw at the floor, her loins thrown up as the electrical charge chewed at her most susceptible portions.

				Blackness welled in her vision as flashes crossed her sight, her body being pushed beyond its capacity to endure this maltreatment. She had been beaten. She had tried her best and lost. She would not try to escape again; she knew it was useless. At last she was ready to give up her life and pass it into the hands of Charybdis and his Titans, and this sudden choice committed the session of electrical discipline to the regions of sweet treasured memory. With a grizzling sob she fainted.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 12

				When Mina started to come to, she at first assumed that the fabulous events of the past few days were nothing more than a rich dream brought on by a dissatisfaction with her life. The state of semi-consciousness after sleep continued to trick her and she tried to stretch. Instead of feeling her slender limbs slipping on soft covers, she found herself hampered by the imposition of manacles.

				Flashing her eyes open, the blurred image of her sight gathered into clarity and revealed her situation and that the world of Charybdis was no night time fantasy inside her head.

				Mina found herself lying upon warm white tiles in a section of a larger room. The rest of the chamber was dark, the lights extinguished so that shadow and half images were all she could gain. She could make out vague apparatus and structures, but nothing more than that. No oval windows presented her with a view of the ocean, so she was definitely not in any familiar room. Could this be some sort of prison where she would be punished for her sins?

				A row of six spotlights without fired stark beams at her area of the room, filling it with radiance, making the tiles glow and leaving the rest of the chamber a consuming Stygian void.

				Checking her immediate vicinity, Mina found that the long, deep-set alcove was completely tiled, like a shower designed for half a dozen people as one might find at a sports hall or gymnasium. A row of detachable showerheads emerged from the wall beside her, set high on small rests, their retractable hoses plunging back into the tiles. The silver nozzles had their own individual taps incorporated at the handle, letting the wielder maintain constant control.

				Other additions in keeping with the fetishes of Charybdis and his Titans were upon the shower unit as well. Directly before each shower fitting, in the middle of the floor was a drain that also unleashed a length of chain. The few feet of slumbering metal serpent lay curled upon the floor, awaiting a prisoner to hold. The one beneath Mina had such a target available to it and reached to a metal pole. A thick padlock fastened the chain to a ring set in the middle of the thick rod, the spreader bar being a metre wide and charged with securing leather and latex lined fetters at each end. These bands had been padlocked into irrevocable place upon Mina’s ankles, keeping her legs parted and confining her to the shower unit.

				Another chain descended from a hole in the ceiling directly above. Every other length was only a foot or so long, while the example above Mina stretched all the way to the floor. The links extended down to snatch the second bar responsible for spreading her arms and holding her within a set of restraints identical to those trapping her feet. Both sets of cuffs rose up after the joint, flaring out into a cone to provide extra support and to prevent her interfering with them. Mina guessed she was destined for suspension.

				Mina pulled at the bonds a little, finding them far more secure than she could ever hope to break or slip free of.

				She was still covered in the grime and sweat from her attempted escape, so she could assume that the shower was going to be used on her, and she could further guess that it would be no gentle cleansing after the crimes she had committed. In a way she was looking forward to whatever abuse was going to be meted out, for such punishment would help ease her guilt, help her atone for what she had done. If she suffered enough for the pleasure of others they would have to eventually forgive her, and accept her back into the folds of subservient slavery. Now her allegiance had been broken she was ready to start accepting this new life in full. Once she had paid the price for her earlier division, of course.

				Sitting upright she awkwardly traced the smooth metal of her chastity belt, the device a harbinger of pain and pleasure in addition to its purpose of perpetual abstinence. Mina pondered how long it might be before she was permitted orgasm. The long period of teasing and denial when she had first arrived would no doubt continue, driving her insane with need. It would keep her obedient, but it would also be a stringent form of erotic punishment.

				Sat in her brightly lit stage with only her thoughts to hound her, Mina had no idea how long it was before she heard the hiss of a door parting and the sound of footsteps drawing closer. She counted four sets - three of them in heels.

				Movement in the depths attracted her eyes and she watched as the forms started to materialise into the light. White garments seemed almost disembodied as they caught the radiance, the rest of their attire formed from black latex, rendering them formless wraiths in the night beyond the shower unit.

				Oceanus and Tethys stepped forth, their emergence causing Mina to wither back a little, scuttling on the floor until her spine bumped against the tiled wall, her chains rattling against the tiles. She was afraid of what they might do after she had so brazenly assaulted them.

				The couple were clad in latex cat suits, the black skin spilling over every portion of their frame, flowing over their hands, merging into footwear and rising to a high neck. The polished fabric rippled with their movements, catching hesitant sparkles of light on its ridges and stretched fields.

				Over their suits they wore white coats in imitation of doctors, the pockets of the open jackets clearly containing objects. Their rings were worn over their jet gloves, exposing their membership of the noble caste as well as giving them control over the various automated facets of the room.

				The other two footsteps belonged to servants. The two shapely women were also sealed in cat suits, save that their examples were a step more towards total enclosure than those of their owners.

				The suits rolled up to encompass their heads, the featureless black domes given token eye slits and a small aperture at the mouth and nose. Their maws were craned wide and filled with a gag, and the small nozzle protruding through the hood suggested to Mina that the gags were of the deepest variety. Tottering on their skyscraper heels, the women wore white aprons of latex and perched upon their smoothed brows were latex nurses’ hats. Even through the thick latex cocoon they wore, Mina could discern the subtle traces of their chastity belts, confirming them as Nymphs.

				‘Awake at last, Mina?’ commented Oceanus, folding his arms before him and fixing her with a stern look.

				‘How do you feel?’ quizzed Tethys, with a little more warmth.

				‘Guilty,’ said Mina with hissed tones, her head lowered as she found herself unable to meet their icy glowers.

				‘I meant physically,’ corrected the woman, rubbing a wrist as though she could still feel the shackles Mina had placed upon them.

				‘A little weak, that’s all,’ Mina replied.

				‘That was not very nice what you did back in the training room, slave,’ Oceanus stated sibilantly, clearly the more outraged of the two, his masculinity bruised by the defeat.

				Silence fell as they awaited her response, seeing if she would beg forgiveness or try to lie her way out of it. Mina considered her response before finally answering them.

				‘I can’t reveal why I did what I did, but I’m sorry it had to come to that, I had no choice in the matter,’ she sighed softly with resignation, well aware that whatever she said or did would be useless in placating their anger. She had bound and assaulted Titans, defied her caste, visited that which was their exclusive preserve upon them, and they would assuredly remedy the situation. By taking such revenge they would show Mina her place in the scheme of things, and hopefully forgive her in the process.

				‘So Charybdis said,’ snapped Oceanus.

				‘And not another detail thereafter,’ Tethys added irritably, the lack of information about their property annoying them both. They were used to having all the facts, and now they found that they had a mystery before them, one they could not unravel. Would they try and interrogate her? Pry the information from her by force?

				‘But that does not matter right now. We are not here to ferret into your past, but to consider your future,’ stated Oceanus, with aloof tones.

				Mina looked up and found them both regarding her with intensity. She frowned as their words sunk in. ‘You mean I have one?’ she questioned, caught by surprise. Despite what Charybdis had said, she was sure they would take instant retribution and then sell her off, or more likely just give her away.

				‘Of course you do,’ offered Tethys, a hint of worry in her voice.

				Mina looked from one to the other. ‘Please, give me a second chance,’ she pleaded. ‘I’ll not disappoint you again. Take whatever measures you wish as precautions, take revenge for what I did - anything.’

				‘I don’t think that will be necessary,’ said Oceanus, and then turned to his wife.

				‘What do you think, my love?’

				The woman pondered a moment, and then to Mina’s joy, smiled broadly. ‘Let’s just forget about the past and continue where we left off.’

				‘Oh, thank you, thank you,’ Mina burbled, jiggling excitedly, her chains chiming like sleigh bells with her movements.

				‘You may thank me, slave,’ announced the woman with regal authority, her nose in the air as she extended a foot onto the tiles.

				Mina shuffled forward, the steel links clattering loudly upon the floor as she slithered over and looked into the smooth polished toe of the woman’s boot. Without hesitation she lowered her face to it and let her lip wander on the point, the humbling act making her shiver with delectation. As she kissed and licked the power of her derogation made her heart pound and her head swim.

				‘Good girl,’ purred the woman, reaching down and stroking Mina’s tangled locks, pacifying her.

				‘Now, are you ready to play again?’ added Oceanus, moving to Mina’s side now that there was clearly no danger from the possession. ‘You still have lessons to learn if you want to be our pet.’

				Mina looked up across the curvaceous leg of her owner, following the tightly bound limb before panning her gaze across the alluring torso and succulent breasts of Tethys. Meeting her intense black eyes, Mina smiled and addressed Oceanus. ‘Yes, yes, please teach me - I want to be your pet more than anything I’ve ever wanted,’ she stated with conviction, dedicating herself to this goal, fixing her life to it.

				‘Excellent,’ chuckled Tethys, stepping back into the shadows and removing her foot from Mina’s adoration. ‘First we shall clean you up, and then we’ll play doctors and nurses.’

				Mina watched them from beneath a lowered brow, wondering what was going to occur. The usual events she expected from such a childish term would obviously be considerably different, and Mina entertained herself with numerous notions of just what would be visited upon her. The fantasising made the chastity belt seem all the tighter, her loins growing hot upon the plugs as she squeezed her tracts to the intruders.

				Tethys reached out and touched a section of wall outside the shower alcove and therefore hidden to Mina. There was a click and the chains sparked into life, toothed cogs set in floor and ceiling snatching the links and drawing them in.

				The speedy retraction of the length above lifted Mina’s hands upwards, bringing her onto her knees as she hung from them, letting herself stay limp so she could enjoy the feeling of being hoisted by the machines.

				The cranking grind of the mechanism brought her up into a low crouch and then to her feet. For a moment she struggled a little, before her feet left the floor. With a gasping sigh she was spread-eagled in the air, the drag of the chains making movement almost impossible. A penetrating ache started to roll through her limbs, the ligaments and joints protesting at this maltreatment. But Mina just let her head loll back as she breathed deeply, her body alive with new sensation that only served to stoke her algolagnic lusts. The feeling escalated immeasurably as she felt a latex covered hand rise up her flanks, tracing her curves with a subtle touch.

				‘Oohh,’ she moaned, beset by the effects of suspension, relishing them as she hung, defenceless, stretched tight for the attention of her owners, unable to stop the palpating digits.

				‘Mmmm, such a darling physique,’ commented Tethys, letting her hand spill across Mina’s breasts, the orbs thrust out and exposed by her elevated position. The feel of fingers moving across the delicate tips made Mina quake, the nipples growing hard, standing out under the gentle caress of the woman.

				‘But let’s see the rest of it as well,’ added Oceanus. The Titan formed a fist and pressed his ring to her chastity belt. Running the gems over the front of the waistband, he then moved them back as Tethys performed the same manoeuvre on the back.

				With a spry click the crotch band opened, the pressure of it to her flesh almost spitting the entire thing from her. Taking hold of the strip, Tethys took it from her. The slithering flight of the twin plugs as they emerged from her almost brought Mina to instant climax, the ridges sliding against the juices her fantasies had brought forth.

				With her loins finally free she gasped softly, panting wantonly as the waistband was opened and also removed from her, rendering her utterly naked and vulnerable. The hand of Oceanus trailed between her plucked legs, his fingers ploughing through the furrow of her sex. Mina spasmed and released choking sobs of rapture at his touch, her motions almost hidden by the bondage.

				Oceanus lifted his hand and examined the digits, rubbing them to assess the moisture Mina had deposited.

				‘Such an excited little thing, and so easily aroused by just a little bit of bondage,’ he mused, presenting her with the fingers. Mina craned her head forward and engulfed them with her mouth, tasting of her own sex as well as the spicy burn of the rubber on her palate. With a rocking attention she suckled on the phallic shafts, her eyes half closed in a licentious trance.

				‘I can barely resist her,’ sighed Oceanus, his dark eyes fixated with Mina’s performance, his length straining against the latex at his loins, his arousal plain.

				‘Soon, my love,’ smirked Tethys, wandering back around and embracing her husband, her hand dropping to massage his shaft, the two layers of latex releasing soft squeaks as they ground against one another. ‘First let’s get her cleaned up.’

				Mina continued to adore his fingers until they started to retreat, her head straining forward to keep them in her maw for as long as possible. When she could hold them no longer, Mina flopped her head back, regarding the ceiling and the bar above that spread her limbs wide. She couldn’t watch the two of them fondling each other. If she was made any more aroused she felt as though she would explode from pent up frustrations.

				‘Come, let us proceed,’ said Tethys, and the pair walked by her, each fetching one of the showerheads. As they were pulled out they revealed the long pipe affixed to them, the implements able to be detached and brought around to attend a subject from every angle.

				Turning the valves, a shimmering cascade of warm jets spilled forth, the thin streams thrown forth with considerably higher pressure than normal. When they touched her, Mina almost cried out from the effects, the bushel of tiny jets proving to be a tickling bane. Gasping for breath, she quivered and strained against her bonds, the tingling waters making her cavort to evade them.

				Screwing her eyes shut, she clenched her teeth and mewled softly with the strain of enduring them as the couple afflicted her breasts, the teasing pound of the droplets a heinous pleasure. It was worse than any tickling. The waters were a terrible bliss she could hardly take. It was such a simple deed, yet one of incredible potency.

				‘Nurses, if you please,’ commanded Oceanus.

				Mina jerked her head upright to see the man indicating with a wave of a hand, his shower pummelling her front, her abdomen alive with thrilled sensation. The women stepped forward, armed with soft brushes and a bottle of liquid soap.

				Squeezing a line of the golden gel onto their brushes, the anonymous nurses reached up and started to scrub at Mina’s form, themselves being pelted with stray spray that merely clung to their impermeable shells.

				Mina writhed wantonly under their touch, the soft bristles spilling over her skin, working up a thick lather as they washed away her grime. The flows of water moved in after an area was cleaned, continuing the sensual banquet.

				The attendance of her breasts and rear had her shaking with delight, the nurse behind her rocking the brush into the valley between her buttocks.

				A slight push allowed the smooth rounded head of the device to press deeper into her rear, opening the orifice. Mina moaned aloud as the bristles touched her insides, the soft strands running against her before slithering back as a chafing passage against her rear. The nurse pushed back in, thrusting slowly in and out, turning the brush, the sheets of waters running down her acting as lubrication to the intrusion.

				The nurse wiggled her device, shaking it to make Mina wail aloud, thrusting her buttocks onto the brush, eager to ride it, to feel it grate against her anus, to feel it inside her.

				‘A splendid idea; we should really make sure she’s clean both inside and out,’ commented Oceanus, and the brush slipped free, the nurse being sent to cleaning other exterior regions.

				There was little time to mourn the loss of the brush, for the waters of the shower splashed against her rear. The head then touched her anus. With the jets easing entry and garnering new peaks of delight, the head started to disappear into her bottom. A sudden clench grabbed the intruder as warm sprays buffeted her insides, filling her tracts. The tickling enema had her shaking with ecstatic glee, her mouth agape, her sobbing cries vibrating the air.

				Oceanus threaded his instrument deeper, rocking it back and forth, extending it further into Mina with each drive until she was certainly being sodomised by it. Riding the device she almost swooned as the other showerhead started to draw through her vulva, brushing its sprinkling jets against her erect clitoris. Tethys extended a hand and cupped a breast, massaging it, pushing it up and locking Mina’s nipple between two fingers before attending the other, all the while continuing to play the shower against Mina’s loins.

				‘Pl... plea...plea,’ she burbled, the intensity of the ordeal corroding her sanity; they had to stop; she could not take any more.

				‘Not yet, you’re not done,’ hissed the woman, applying more strength to her task, the shower penetrating deeper. ‘Now come on... take it... take it like a good girl.’

				‘Ooooh... please,’ choked Mina, the feel of the thrusting fountain too much to withstand. She was being consumed by pleasure. ‘No... I... I...’

				‘Take it!’ growled Tethys, squeezing harder to Mina’s breasts, relishing their firmness and shape as she lifted the shower higher, pivoting it, demanding deeper penetration. ‘Come on, swallow it all the way, little Nymph!’ she sternly added, her voice rasped on enthralled pants, her eyes like orbs of coal as she was captivated by Mina’s dance.

				‘I... I can’t,’ began Mina, and then tugged to taut attention, every muscle straining as she shrieked into the air, the orgasmic squeal extended until she had no more breath to spend on it. The moment she inhaled she broke into a symphony of groans and whimpers.

				Impaled on the two shafts, Mina’s insides were thrashed with scintillating bursts of pleasure, the jets pounding her tender insides as the rods themselves drifted back and forth. The brushes of the nurses continued to clean her, meandering across her form as a deluge of water poured from her, the fountains within keeping her alive with scintillating waves of bliss.

				‘There, good slave,’ drooled Oceanus, his implement slithering back to almost fall free of her, the spray making her sphincter howl before he let it dive casually back in, filling her with it, making Mina sing her response. ‘Such a fine dancer too.’

				Tethys drew her showerhead out and began to rub it against Mina’s clitoris, the stroke of the plastic toy and the powerful jets bringing her towards orgasm in bounding leaps.

				‘Oh! Oh! I’m going to...’ she began, the words resonating in her throat as she groaned with the steady trespass of the devices into her.

				‘Call me Lady Tethys, and my husband Lord Oceanus... slave,’ ordered the woman, pausing in her task as though offended.

				‘Yes, Lady,’ Mina burbled, jerking her head up and meeting the face of the woman. ‘Oh yes, I’m sorry.’

				‘Good slave,’ she said after a brief pause, and Mina was relieved to feel the shower continue its task of teasing her with its plethora of delights.

				‘And don’t you dare come without permission,’ interjected Oceanus from behind her, rotating the deeply sheathed rod to create a whirlpool of water and sensation in her rectum.

				‘Oh Lord, please,’ she wailed, knowing she stood no hope of suppressing her reactions to their expert caresses, not after her long denial and so many periods of teasing. ‘I can’t stop myself, it’s all too much!’

				‘You have to try, slave,’ said Tethys, slowing her rhythm a little as she spoke. ‘You want to please us, don’t you? Especially after your earlier naughtiness?’

				‘Yes, Lady, yes, yes I do, but - ’

				‘Shhh, try and hold onto yourself, control yourself... if you can, little slave,’ interrupted Tethys, trailing her free hand up and into Mina’s mouth, letting the bulbous tips of her digits run faint lines along Mina’s lips. Her tongue leapt free and lapped at them as they circled her mouth, tasting of the water and latex.

				‘How long can she hold out, do you reckon?’ asked Oceanus, reaching around from behind and taking a breast in hand to play with as he continued to drive into Mina’s clutching rear.

				‘I’m amazed she’s lasted this long,’ replied Tethys, her hand leaving the mouth and running down Mina’s throat, her head craned back, her gaze locked to the ceiling, a blooming swell continuing to creep through her parted legs as she was forced nearer to climax. She was trying to hold on, but some forces were just too powerful to combat, and Mina was losing her meagre fight. She didn’t want to disobey, but she simply lacked the strength to comply.

				‘Please, Lady. Please let me... I can’t take any more.’

				‘You think I should give our little pet permission, sweet husband?’ offered Tethys, beating the shower in small circles against her clit, employing the means that made it even harder for Mina to resist.

				‘Erm, well, hmmm, let’s see,’ pondered Oceanus with mirth, deliberately teasing her with his fake indecision.

				‘Oh Lord, don’t do this to me, I’m begging you, please,’ she cried, the soft circles being etched on her sex leaving her holding against a tidal wave. ‘I’ll do anything you want, just grant me this one favour!’

				‘My, she’s insistent,’ mused Tethys, keeping her rate steady, knowing just how effective it was from sympathetic knowledge.

				‘I think we should let her,’ sighed Oceanus, pivoting the shaft on her sphincter, breaking down her dams of resistance. ‘She’s done exceptionally well for a novice.’

				‘Agreed,’ began Tethys, sinking her fingers into Mina’s rear and pulling towards her a little to elevate the strain in the slave’s limbs, a further aphrodisiac as Mina languished in a pit of decadent delight.

				‘Okay slave, you can climax, but thank us as you do,’ permitted Oceanus.

				Mina needed no further words and let go of her straining defences. ‘Oh, thank you... thank you... sweet Lady, sweet Lord... thank you!’ she wailed with her last few seconds before the storm struck. Her sight flashed with spots, her neck stretched upright, tendons raised like steel cables as she screeched, her body shuddering with the rush of ecstasy. It was so powerful; more potent than any orgasm she had ever experienced before.

				Each movement of a showerhead, no matter how subtle, brought a jerk from her hanging body, her membranes hypersensitive and raw from their cleansing, the tsunami of bliss retreating, taking all her vitality with it, leaving her hanging indolent in her bonds.

				‘I think that will do for now,’ said Oceanus.

				‘Agreed, we don’t want to wear her out,’ Tethys concurred, and after a smirk, she edited her sentence. ‘Well, not just yet, anyway.’

				Animation returned to Mina as the showers were withdrawn, the retreat of the instruments causing a flashing spectre of the ordeal to haunt her, making her choke a cry and then settle back into an apathetic state.

				‘Did our slave enjoy that?’ enquired Oceanus, his gloved hands groping her thighs, savouring their tactile input to his senses.

				‘I’ve never enjoyed anything like it, Lord,’ she managed to hoarsely whisper.

				‘And there’s so much more to come,’ confirmed Tethys, putting her hand to Mina’s cheek. ‘With ten life times you could not extract all the pleasures from this place. But we’ll give it a good go, eh, little Nymph?’

				‘Yes, Lady,’ she muttered, nuzzling her slack features into the warm inviting hand of rubber. ‘I am yours to do with as you will.’

				‘Good slave,’ whispered the woman.

				‘Right, let’s get her set up,’ stated Oceanus, turning off his shower and letting the pipe be dragged back until he could slot the device into its housing.

				‘Dry her,’ ordered Tethys as she did the same, cutting off the water flow so that only the splashing patter of drops falling from the hanging form of Mina could be heard.

				The nurses left her for a moment and returned with large luxurious towels. Placing them to her body, Mina could feel them taking the opportunity to grope her via the act of drying her. She did not complain, she felt at complete peace, the euphoria of her session a dense fog in her mind, numbing her every thought.

				Her breasts and rear gained an inordinate amount of attention, even after they were dry, but no one seemed to notice, leaving Mina to relax into the sly caresses. She could hear her owners bustling about in the darkness, a few lights had been turned on, but with the spotlights still presenting her form in vivid clarity, Mina could still not see what lay outside the shower area. The professed medical scenario suggested some sort of surgery or examination motif, and Mina was eager to see it unfold.

				‘Bring her over here,’ barked Oceanus, causing the two bound and gagged nurses to scamper aside, drop their towels, and as one of them manned the controls, the other produced a key to unlock her restraints.

				The tunes of mechanised activity emerged from above and below her and the stress being visited to her limbs started to ease as the chains paid out fresh reserves of slack. Lowering, her toes brushed the floor and then her feet settled into the pools of draining liquid. Her legs folded beneath her, rendered fainéant by the ordeal and unable to vaguely support even a fraction of her weight. Mina’s rear splashed into the water and she flopped slowly back as she was fully lowered to the floor, her hair draping into the collected pool.

				The cool bar laid across her chest, holding her hands out to the sides as she breathed softly, eyes closed in relaxation.

				The nurses closed in and while one of them started to unlock all the padlocks, the other began to unbuckle the restraints and set her extremities free. One arm was set loose and fell limp to the floor, then the other, leaving her crooked legs to be attended next. With a maximum effort she managed to cross her arms before her, the muscles like lead, the commands she issued barely noticed. Comforting herself, she waited as her legs were set free and with a pull the nurses straightened them for her, such a minuscule task still beyond her. Smiling radiantly, she simply lay in the puddle, ruining the efforts of the nurses to keep her dry.

				The enforced silence of the women offered no sign of irritation; they simply took an arm each and lifted her to her feet. As one of them cradled her slack form, the other re-dried her back and then assisted her partner in delivering their charge to her designated place.

				Through hazy eyes Mina saw that the room was a dimly lit place. It was a rough square with subdued wall lamps that cast a hesitant glow, one that seemed afraid to touch the engines of restraint presented within.

				A set of gallows arose to one side, a winch on its main support throwing a rope up and along so it might dangle from the tip. Rather than a place of execution, it was a creation with which an individual could readily suspend a supplicant. The winch would lift their weight with ease, serving them up to gravity’s cruelties.

				On the other side of the room was an odd contraption that seemed simplistic to the point of being a complete enigma. Two metal posts like scaffolding rose to waist height and stretched another pole between them. On either side of the contraption were rings set in the floor, situated a short distance away. Mina looked at it with puzzlement and then turned to the more interesting sights on offer.

				Between the two apparatus was a row of nine small cages. The tiny cells were comprised of thick welded bars, obviously designed to hold a human in secure discomfort. Two of them were occupied by near naked females. Each still wore her chastity belt, and her face was lost beneath a hood of similar construction to that of the nurses. The deep gags muffled their words and even deprived them of sight, so all they could do was languish in their gaol and listen as others were given the attention they were denied. Had they somehow offended the Titans with their misdemeanours, or were they serving an arbitrary sentence?

				The central area was her destination and it was dominated by a raised circular platform, a single step carrying them up onto this low stage. The prime core of attention on this dais was a reclining malformed chair. It lurked like some sort of giant insect, formed of condensed gloom. A rectangular flat cushion was padded with soft leather and lay horizontal.

				The nurses turned her around and laid her back onto it. Mina’s head was positioned at the top, so that a buckled strap might be set across her forehead to pin her down. Another was set across her waist, leaving her hindquarters in the air, unsupported.

				From the thick pillar of steel which held the backrest, other arms of metal extended outward. Each sturdy limb rose out and up, the adjustable lengths culminating in a leather softened pad like the one she currently lay upon.

				Her weak limbs were taken up and set upon the small pads. With her arms stretched straight out, her forearms were rested on the pillows and the dense straps at her wrist and elbow were tightened, leaving her upper arms in the air. Her legs were similarly treated, the cushions supporting her calves, the trammels being hauled tight against her ankles and just below her knees to keep her in a wide split.

				The rattle of objects being jostled echoed from her sides as the nurses wheeled small trolleys closer, the implements of her ‘treatment’ already prepared. It was akin to her first medical save that there was no purpose behind this other than gaining debauched satisfaction.

				‘Now, is our patient ready for her physical?’ quipped Oceanus, wiggling his fingers with expectation.

				‘Yes... doctor,’ smiled Mina, regarding him from the corners of her eyes, unable to shift her head around to meet him.

				‘Shall we proceed with the sensory tests, Doctor Tethys?’ he asked, placing a comforting and congratulatory hand to Mina’s brow, pleased with how quickly she had fallen into character.

				‘I think so, Doctor Oceanus.

				‘Nurse, pinwheel,’ she demanded, extending a hand to have a silver strut slapped into it by her attending assistant.

				‘Pinwheel,’ repeated Oceanus, gaining his own example of the neuro wheel.

				The two dominants leaned over her, bathed in the dull light of the chamber, the silver stalks winking in the light as the spur-like wheel atop them lowered towards her, its single track of needle-sharp spines promising a new episode in Mina’s sensual education.

				The couple traced the devices over her body, the small implements laying down a track of pricks that failed to pierce the skin, but whose minute touch made her shiver and jerk with response. A delicate pain, Mina revelled in their application, the wheels rolling across her belly, working around her breasts and travelling along her arms, laying down their roads of sensation as they went.

				Breathing in swift pants, Mina closed her eyes and gasped with astonishment as they started to work their way up her breasts, circling them, wandering their way up to the summit before they began criss-crossing the sensitive peaks. Having conquered her assets they teased her awhile there, repeating old lines as Mina squeaked with pips of enjoyment.

				‘I think we can safely say that everything is in order here, doctor Tethys.’

				‘Agreed, shall we proceed to the rest of the subject, Doctor Oceanus?’ she replied with merriment, having fun with their roles.

				‘Of course,’ replied her husband, and together they relocated to her splayed limbs, rolling their toys along her calves and thighs, the most intense paths being those that negotiated her inner regions or traversed her rear. Mina jolted and squeezed her muscles against the restraints with the sharp kisses of the tools, her nerves responding vibrantly to their touches.

				With no concern for time in this place, her owners merely lethargically continued to pass the wheels over her, carrying them back onto her torso on occasion when the whim took them. For seemingly hours she lay there, strapped down securely, being attended with a loving devotion by the pair as their eyes remained fixed to her spread and bare form, their breath hissed through licentious expressions. They were enjoying the infliction of such sensation just as much as Mina was revelling in it.

				‘Proceed with the shearing,’ ordered Tethys, bringing the statuesque nurses back to animation, the women trained to a point where it seemed they were operated solely by voice command, lacking any will of their own. Mina wondered if one day she would end up this way.

				The latex cocooned females strode back with clippers and an array of attachments that they presented to Tethys.

				‘Which one do you think, beloved?’ she asked, taking one of the plastic heads that would regulate what length of hair was left behind in the wake of the clippers. ‘This one...’

				‘Yeah, that looks fine,’ replied Oceanus, running the wheel in little circles, playing idly on the medium of Mina’s skin. ‘I can’t wait to see what she’ll look like.’

				‘Proceed,’ stated Tethys, handing the chosen head to the other nurse.

				The female snapped it in place and began her work, smoothing her latex fingers through Mina’s black hair and letting the clippers hum and sweep behind. Great tufts fell away as she was shaved considerably shorter. The top was taken down to an inch, while the sides were reduced to half that, leaving a mound of severed locks upon the floor. Mina bore no resentment for the changing of her appearance. She herself had done it many times to foil those who might be seeking her during a mission that went awry. Besides, it felt somehow in keeping with this new slavery to be changed from what she had been when she arrived. A new look would suit her new life and new dedication to serving those of this place. But without her long hair she could not be bleached and sent to the sea as one of their Nymphs. Did they have a different ocean bound uniform for her?

				The couple looked at their subject as the nurses brushed away the last few stray particles that clung to her and smiled broadly.

				‘Very nice, and practical,’ said Oceanus.

				‘Indeed, now let’s move on to the compression tests,’ commented Tethys with wanton enthusiasm, stepping back and handing her pinwheel to a nurse. The woman accepted the implement and handed back a clothespin, save that instead of a simple cheap construction of wood or plastic with a metal spring to operate the jaws, the entire thing had been engineered precisely from burnished steel.

				Oceanus was still running his wheel into her inner thighs as the peg lowered towards Mina, seeking her left breast, the nipple raised and hard from the passion of their play. The metal maw opened wide and swallowed up the tender teat before closing, imposing a sudden fierce bite to it, crushing it to have Mina release a choked squall. The device was released and chilled her flesh with its cold structure, a throbbing presence stabbing into her squashed nipple. The pain sent diminishing ripples into her breasts, the waves spreading down as the summit continued to pound, the depth of the ache ever deepening as circulation was hampered and the nerves were battered into submission.

				Mina wriggled a little, wincing at the severity as she shuddered and tried half-heartedly to throw the baleful toy from her flesh.

				‘Don’t resist your treatment, little Nymph, it’s for your own good; the doctors know what’s best for you,’ comforted Tethys, laying a latex clad hand across Mina’s troubled brow, appeasing her as she accepted another peg and started to aim it at the other nipple.

				Mina strained her eyes down, trying to watch, as though observation would give her warning and time to prepare and thus make it less painful when the clamp was set in place. But with her head strapped down she was defeated and left with her only warning being when the cold metal brushed her nipple a mere moment before the hinged mouth chewed upon its target.

				Mina gurgled softly and shook, the other breast starting to pulsate with the same penetrating drumbeat of discomfort that was already well cultivated in her other asset.

				The pinwheel drew along the very perimeter of her sex, causing her to cavort wildly against her bonds before it fled. Oceanus then followed his wife and took up pegs, running the chill metal tools upon her thigh before taking up a pinch of flesh. The implements closed tight and made the nugget of trapped flesh resonant with effulgent spikes of feeling. Another was set opposite the first, her shudders causing the two pegs to chime upon each other like tiny bells.

				More pegs were laid down upon her, the heavy devices grabbing sections of her breasts, each being placed equally around the fleshy mounds as they shivered. Mina tried to sway them and have them avoid the mistreatment, but the blizzard of steel mouths continued to rain down on her, snagging chunk after chunk, bringing her to sobbing fits of woe.

				As Tethys assailed her breasts, Oceanus took his own personal delight in bestowing her inner thighs with a steady line of the devices, the row feeding her suffering, each addition making it more acute, bolstering the ache that echoed through her frame.

				Words of imploring started to well in the back of her throat. Unwilling to show weakness she bit down on them, holding them back as her instincts howled for her to just give in and beg for clemency. But her mind was a stronger voice, fuelled by stubborn pride and refusing to acquiesce.

				Her whole body was defined by the pegs, each point of throbbing duress eclipsing any other sensation. A glaze of tormented sweat started to well across her silken skin, the perspiration starting to form into rivulets that ran down her shivering skin. Her short hair grew damp as she whimpered and moaned, her eyes locked to the ceiling as she was slowly swallowed up by the sensations.

				‘A very hardy patient, wouldn’t you say, doctor?’ pondered Oceanus, with humour in his voice.

				‘Indeed, but we should really test her vocals as well,’ replied Tethys.

				‘She’s almost there; a few more choice placements and she’ll be sobbing for mercy,’ predicted Tethys, upon regarding Mina’s response to the spiteful manipulation.

				‘And it will be me who gains it, doctor,’ purred Oceanus.

				‘You think your skill eclipses mine, doctor?’ beamed Tethys, adopting a haughty tone as she played her part flawlessly. ‘I’ll have you know I studied erotic torture at Harvard.’

				‘A wager then, eh?’ said Oceanus.

				‘First one to make her scream and beg for us to stop is the greatest physician in the universe,’ answered Tethys, the exchange like wicked children betting on a sadistic game. ‘Bags first go,’ added the woman with a sudden snap, beating her partner to the place of instigator.

				‘Damn,’ growled Oceanus, knowing that the one to go first had the best chance of winning, for the most vulnerable and lethal spot had yet to be exploited.

				‘Sucker,’ giggled Tethys, and with spry skip she danced between Mina’s legs, twiddling a clothespin in her fingers.

				‘Now where shall I put it? My oh my, where indeed?’ she pondered with bogus intensity.

				‘Look, there’s only one place to chose. So do it, and if you win, its only because you cheated.’

				‘I think you underestimate the stamina of our patient, doctor,’ she answered, tracing the peg down Mina’s abdomen, letting the metal drop into her navel and then slither out, sliding along on the sheen of sweat soaking her agonised form.

				‘She’s a far tougher specimen than you give her credit for,’ she whispered with admiration.

				The peg nestled between her legs, brushing her clitoris with evil intent. Mina stiffened with startled shock, fearful of what was about to happen. The gentle brush of the cool point to her belly started to arouse her sex, a fact she regretted bitterly. Focusing her mind she tried to control herself, to stop such a reaction, for it would just make her an easier target. But under the expert caress of the woman she stood no hope of defying her intentions.

				The peg closed gently to her erect clitoris and was released. Mina gave a throe as her response, choking her squeals as she pursed her lips tightly shut and ground her teeth, her eyes screwed shut, tears of strain seeping from them to roll down and vanish into her sodden hair.

				‘Told you,’ commented Tethys, upon seeing Mina hold back her words and howls.

				‘Told you,’ Oceanus mockingly imitated, and slipped passed to snap one to her sex, the teeth of the device grabbing her lips and pinching them shut.

				Mina’s mind was aflame, her body quaking as she was forced deeper into a storm of excruciating travail. She wanted more than anything to shriek aloud, to release the pressure of the pain welling within, but to do so was to admit defeat. The couple had pitted their diabolic skills against her fortitude and such a war pulled strings in Mina that had her striving with all her heart to beat them, to not lose, to show her superiority despite her submissive status.

				Tethys added another peg below that one, increasing the stress upon her sex as it was sealed up by ruthless snaps of the pegs. She could feel others being added, each one distinct and terrible as they used every available centimetre of space to steal more pinches.

				Finally, with her womb locked shut, they had to turn to other regions to try and break her. Mina was finding it harder and harder to resist, the barrage of pegs starting to ache more and more as time passed, the initial spire they installed giving way to a more subtle and defined beat that grew louder with each passing moment. The cumulative effect was eroding her resistance at a swift pace. She knew she couldn’t hold out much longer, but she wanted to persevere, to withstand as much as she could, to test her tolerances and finally be broken once assured she had gone as far as she could. But she could feel her barricades crumbling, and finally found herself unable to take any more. A croaking moan escaped her lips, and then with another peg a whistling exhale poured from her lips. Another came and she whimpered an inhale, sobbing softly as another came, snapping her tolerance like overextended elastic.

				Mina shrieked, letting her howl pour through the room, her mind releasing its answer to the pent up torture, her eyes regarding them as they stepped back and studied the final product of their devious tortures. Despite her agony, Mina felt no contempt for them, she felt as though she were undergoing some sort of rite of initiation for them, and even through the pain she felt pride in her position.

				‘So I’m the winner,’ stated Oceanus smugly, looking at her shivering body, her eyes wandering randomly.

				‘I’ve never seen a girl handle so much,’ said Tethys with admiration, changing the subject from that of her defeat by her husband. ‘She’s quite a find, eh beloved?’ she added, letting her hand flop out and accept his.

				The two of them stood together, hand in hand, watching their prisoner sobbing for her release or at least a reprieve from the terrible pegs adorning every inch of her helpless body.

				‘Indeed,’ he answered absently, putting an arm round and kissing his partner.

				The sight of them locked in each other’s embrace made Mina burn with envy. She wanted to feel such pleasure, to be held and comforted, loved and adored in such ways.

				‘Shall we release her?’ asked Oceanus, his wife’s hand upon his rampant length.

				‘No, not just yet.’

				The loss of the peg at Mina’s clitoris was by far the emperor of all her pain, making her awareness of reality devolve into a whirlwind of colour and suffering for long minutes as she recovered from its flight. The others that followed in its wake were minor compared to it.

				She heard some vague commands being issued, although unable to make out what was being said, her ears ringing from her own cries and her head a dizzy storm. She felt the rounded head of a dildo kiss her opening, lubricated with a subtle gel. Sponsored by this ooze, the length opened her and pushed in, filling her entirely.

				But then, a moment after the wonderful sensation of intrusion washed away a good portion of her clamped woe, there came a secondary effect. Realising now that the viscous substance that had so easily allowed entry had in fact been embrocating cream, Mina once more lurched against the plexus of straps responsible for subduing her. With eyes bulging from shock she clenched her tracts against the trespasser, trying to expel it, to get the accursed thing free, but all she could do was ensure she spread more of the venomous gel about her most susceptible regions.

				Every nerve was howling its bitterness at being treated with the substance, the intensity so severe that she would have believed her loins were melting had she not a faith in the underlying benevolence of her owners. They cared for her, they did what they did out of a twisted sense of love.

				The effects started to slowly dwindle, receding at a pace that Mina found torturously lethargic, but finally she started to settle, finding the level of distress wrought by the pegs a comforting burden compared to that which the cream had created.

				Whoever it was that wielded the dildo continued to rub it back and forth, thrusting it phlegmatically into her from root to tip and back again. Mina had no idea whether the manipulation of the toy had been occurring since its initial entry, for the resulting tempest of sorrow had drowned out all other awareness of what was being visited onto her defenceless form. She would have loved to see herself after this event, to watch a recording of her trial at the hands of these two implacable sadists. She would love to hear her screams and babbled words, to study her responses in the cold aftermath of the event, to see all she had missed or not noticed because of the unbearable and wonderful sensations thrown through her physique. The pair had pushed her beyond her tolerances, shown her that she could be broken to their will, and as she felt the plastic shaft burrowing into her, riding against her clit and making her sniffle with pleasure, she could see the wisdom in it. She felt owned, her defiance diminished a little more, the couple having proved who were the rulers here, and who was the humble subject.

				The rod was drawn free before she was brought to orgasm, and set aside. Mina whimpered softly, hoping they would continue, but they declined to give her release until they had finished with her tuition in the fine subtleties of pain. Whatever lesson they intended next, she was eager to receive it. Her eyes were fluttering, her senses reeling as her body tried to cope with what had been done to it and restore some semblance of normality.

				Breathing in a mixture of steady rasps and panting wheezes, Mina felt someone touch her rear. She was too weak to do anything save shiver slightly on her demanding bed. A meagre groan slipped her lips as she felt fingers intrude, a latex sheathed hand applying some sort of lubricant to her rear. For a horrible moment she thought they were subjecting her anus to the terror of the embrocating cream, but no attack swept through her sphincter, only the soft pleasure of fingers probing her, sweeping the gel inside and out.

				In the wake of the fingers she felt a sphere touch the prepared opening, and instead of the dildo, she felt pressure start to open her wider and wider. Little storms of discomfort started to rise, and ascend, quickly becoming painful as a large object demanded entry with ever increasing force. It was occasionally released so that her anus might force it back, close, and gain a moment’s respite to catch its breath before the orb continued its attack. Again and again the ball pushed at her, seeking entrance, stretching her, making her more amiable to its demands.

				The hemisphere reached her rear and her tracts gulped the whole thing greedily in. Arching up, she gasped at the sudden sensation, so strange and yet so alluring. She could feel the ball slithering into her, and in addition there was a subtler clue - that of a string attached to it.

				A moment later a second ball leant against her anus, and relaxing as best she could, Mina gasped as it was fed into her, nudging up against the one already loitering inside. Another was introduced, and another, all linked together on a single string and stretching into her passage.

				‘Now you be a good patient and don’t spit any of those out, or maybe we won’t reward you,’ warned Oceanus, slapping her hovering rump.

				‘And that would be a pity, because you certainly deserve your reward,’ offered Tethys, stepping beside Mina’s head, her latex clad form towering over her, a bleak angel that stared down with a smile and dark eyes of penetrating jet. ‘You’ve been a very good patient, and it’d be a shame for you to miss out on it.’

				‘R-r-reward?’ panted Mina, her lips dry, her throat hoarse.

				‘Yes, little one,’ she said, and indicated her husband. ‘It’s time for you to amuse us with other responses now.’

				A thrumming mechanised growl broke into life, akin to the signal of a vibrator, but slightly different. Straining her head against the forehead strap she tried to see what he was going to do, but could not see until he lifted it up towards her breasts, holding it high so she could.

				The magic wand was a white handle, a power cable spilling from its base with a switch that elected steady or rapid oscillations or an off position. A stout black strut bore the rounded drum that was now a blur of frantic movement, thrashing with wild vibrations.

				The head brushed her nipple and made her gasp at the physical joy of its touch. The light connection sent wild shudders into her flesh, stimulating the sensitive nerves, making them sing with rapture. The device kissed the other teat and started to wind a path down her abdomen, heading for her loins.

				‘Oh god, oh yes,’ she muttered, her expectation rising as she felt the instrument wandering lower and lower. When it laid tentatively against her clitoris she almost screamed with response. It was wonderful, especially after the heady dark delights of her torment, her sex answering the wand with even more enthusiasm. Shaking, she closed her eyes and savoured the event as Oceanus moved it in slothful circles, cultivating even more bliss for their property.

				‘Does my slave enjoy that?’ Tethys purred, stroking Mina’s moist hair.

				‘Oh yes, Lady, thank you, thank you so much,’ she blurted without even considering her words.

				‘Would my slave like to service her owner?’ she quizzed.

				Mina’s eyes flashed open and she found Tethys glaring down at her, rubbing her own loins, the latex creaking softly as she glared expectantly down at Mina.

				‘Oh y-yes... let me service you,’ she stammered, eager to have the luscious female straddle her face so Mina could taste of her, pleasure her even more, have a latex clad form ride her features, use her as the pleasure chattel she was.

				‘You had best do a good job, or we’ll have to punish you,’ she warned.

				‘I’ll do well, Lady, I promise,’ testified Mina with heartfelt conviction.

				‘You had better; our standards are high, and we do not tolerate false proclamations of skill,’ added the woman, giving Mina one last chance to retract her profession that she was an adept at the arts of cunnilingus.

				‘I won’t fail you, Lady, I’ll do my best,’ Mina confirmed. Even if she had never done this before she would have willingly agreed to do it. Whatever the punishment was, no matter how distressing, she would have accepted it to have this gorgeous and domineering female ride her face and extract her pleasures as she wished.

				‘Good girl,’ muttered Tethys, and reached to her loins where a covert black zip was lowered. The darkness of the room and the shadows cast by the white coat had helped hide the black metal fastener from Mina’s eyes, and as its steel teeth chattered and let the slit part, Mina licked her lips with ebullience.

				Tethys peeled off the coat and tossed it aside, readying herself for unhindered use of her possession. The image of the woman burned itself into Mina’s memory as she swung a leg over the headrest, her latex clad rear hovering just out of Mina’s reach, the dark polished sheet stretched tight across her pert rear, her firm thighs filling the corners of Mina’s sight. The image started to slowly lower, Mina’s eyes wide, soaking up the vision as she was rocked by pleasure from the wand.

				The woman settled into place and Mina’s senses were filled with the smell and taste of warm rubber. Her tongue lifted to taste the humid sex of her owner. Running the tip through the shaven valley, she let the flat of it roll against the raised clitoris of her partner, her nose snorting against a field of rubber.

				Hands gripped her short hair and Tethys pulled Mina in, making her head strain against the straps as she was dragged, her roots sparking with riots of displeasure as she groaned and continued her task with even more devotion. The rough play excited Mina, inspiring her tongue to new feats of agility that had the woman shuddering and gasping with rapture.

				‘Oh yes, slave,’ purred Tethys, relaxing her grip a little and then pulling harder, rocking Mina’s face into her, steering her as much as the tight straps would allow, ‘that certainly wasn’t an idle boast of yours.’

				The wand pressed more firmly to her, throwing waves into her sex and casting Mina closer to orgasm at a swift rate. Her fingers clenched into the cushions as she weathered the raging pleasure that was spilling through her.

				‘Come on, slave, get that tongue dancing,’ Tethys growled with lust, sitting lower to cut off Mina’s breath, starving her of oxygen. Excited by the suffocation she let her tongue leap into more spry activity, the woman keeping her smothered for many minutes before shifting back a little. Snorting desperately to replenish her air, Mina felt herself starting to give way to climax. Darkness encroached around her eyes as the wand continued to haul her through vehement bursts of purest joy, plundering her body for every joule it could spend on her bliss.

				Again and again she felt herself explode, her lungs hauling frantically at an unforgiving impermeable sheet. The body shifted back and she strained new inhales through her nostrils, the scent of the woman washing through her more potently than ever, teasing the last lingering dregs of her climax.

				‘Keep going, slave, I’m not done yet,’ muttered Tethys, pulling Mina back into place, encouraging her not to lag in her duty. She had made a rash promise, and unless she kept up with her end of the bargain they were going to take their pleasures another way.

				Shaking off the cosy glow that had left her body a languid heap, Mina continued. Lifting her tongue through the latex walls she devoted herself to the homage of her owner’s sex. With latex clamped about her ears, flicking with bursts of tension, Mina did not hear another zip lower to be followed by the extinguishing of the wand’s actions.

				An organic shaft pulsed against her vulva before sliding in on her ample moisture, burrowing to press against her deepest reaches, filling her with a new delight.

				Oceanus reached forward and clamped hands to her aching breasts, his fingers manipulating her nipples, exploiting the tenderness to create a new brew of discomfort and joy from them.

				His length continued to ride into her, drawing out almost to the point of release before rushing back in. The wand had been a wonderful precursor to ravishment, but to be actually taken by the genuine article was proving far more fulfilling.

				Mina could feel his hips rubbing against her inner thighs as he continued to let a spear of flesh fill her, a storm of rapture she found almost impossible to endure. The torture had been an easier burden to bear, for with pain, she let the psychology of a martyr or hero take over, to hold out, to battle the impossible and show strength in the face of agony. But pleasure was a far sneakier enemy, it tantalised and tormented with its intensity.

				‘Come on, slave, don’t be distracted,’ warned Tethys, keeping her devoted to her bargain.

				‘Now slave, when you are about to climax, and I mean when you are on the very edge,’ said Oceanus, his voice panting as he continued his ravishment, ‘you will wiggle all your fingers as wildly as you can. Is that understood?’

				Mina wiggled all her fingers in acknowledgement, her mouth still locked beneath the crotch of his wife.

				‘That’s it, good slave. Such delightful breasts, such a velvet belly.’ He murmured, lost to his own pleasures, his hands tracing up and down her torso. Oceanus was clearly marvelling at the image before him, filling his eyes with two portraits of beauty locked together in intimate exchange. Mina was spread before him, unable to deny him, her pale limbs pulled out in offering, her plucked loins gripping his shaft. Then there was his wife, arched back, her black rubber skin rippling with her wanton respiration, her rear clenching as it covered the slave’s chin, resting on her, using Mina for her own amusement, treating her as nothing more than property, to be used like a vibrator or other carnal toy.

				Mina felt a hand depart and brush her thighs, grabbing the rest of the string that hung from her rear, taking it up in readiness of the signal that she herself was supposed to give. Should she give it? She wasn’t sure. What would the extraction of the line of beads do to her if they occurred at the point of climax? Would they enhance it? Or would it cripple her with pain and pleasure as another chapter in addicting her to a welling masochistic streak?

				Oceanus started to speed his rate, exciting her more quickly, bringing her near to orgasm once more, her breath racing against the belly of Tethys as the woman let her head drape back, relishing the deft tongue of her slave.

				Concentrating, Mina felt the bloom of orgasm, gathering like a cyclone. Her tongue became more and more frenetic, lancing up into the woman, suddenly causing flashes of tension to roll through her form, her fingers sinking tightly against Mina’s head, compressing it tightly as she croaked with bliss, riding through Mina’s devotions.

				It was the last step, and Mina’s hands flashed open and shut, tensing into fists and outstretched claws as she fell headlong into a sea of prurient rhapsody.

				With a relentless pull Oceanus drew on the cord as soon as he spied the signal. As Mina orgasmed the balls started to pop from her anus, hauling her open as they erupted free of her, the flight of them causing her to unleash a caterwaul into the sex of her owner, vibrating the woman with her pitch and tone. There had been nothing prior to this to even compare with the cataclysmic event; the utter pleasure of the coitus, mingled with the extraction of the internal terrors. It was not a pain, it was not a pleasure they brought, it was a hazy zone somewhere in between that was possessed of a volcanic severity. The mutated orgasm gouged through Mina, the shock and the surprise more savage on her psyche than anything thus far endured. A wrist restraint snapped with a whiplash tone, the buckle flying open as her maniac response deployed inhuman strength that the chair could not cope with. Unable to act with any degree of purpose, the freed limb merely remained stretched out, the fingers tightened, each tendon raised against the skin as she slowly started to descend from the nirvana she had been cast into.

				A hot influx of semen stained her insides as Oceanus ejaculated with a sibilant hiss of joy, his hands clenching to her breasts as he treated himself to a full measure of delight with a few more sporadic thrusts into her quaking womb.

				The rubber clad form of the man seemed to drain of the strength she herself had already lost. His lithe form laid down, resting upon her body, embracing it as one hand from his wife stretched back to stroke his dishevelled mane of hair, comforting her exhausted spouse as he breathed shallow gasps into Mina’s perspiring cleavage. The other hand offered Mina the same convalescence, running fingers through her hair as she sighed and savoured the last lingering flashes of feeling that loitered in her pudenda.

				‘Such a sweet little Nymph; so eager, and surprisingly talented,’ commented the woman, more almost to herself than anyone else, and definitely not seeking a response from the exhausted partners about her.

				Oceanus kissed Mina’s nipples and acquired a vague shred of vitality, lifting up and withdrawing from her. Mina snapped to attention with a gasping howl, the flight of him from her belly bringing a sharp imitation of her orgasm, her aching rear and tender womb erupting with renewed sensational results.

				Oceanus flopped back onto the floor, arms outstretched, his erection still jutting up through the vent in his cat suit, the anal beads dropped casually aside.

				‘That was something else,’ he remarked.

				‘Truly divine... and she even managed to break one of the restraints during the event. I thought these things could hold anyone?’

				‘Yet again we find there’s more to our little Nymph here than meets the eye,’ smirked Oceanus, from his reclining sprawl on the floor.

				‘She did exceptionally well,’ commented Tethys, rising up from her perch and stepping aside to go and lay with her husband, the two of them locking into each other’s arms, warmly in love’s detailed spell as well as enamoured with their new toy.

				Mina laid on her bed, still held down, unmoving, her body utterly slack as she closed her eyes and drifted through a somnolent haze.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 13

				‘Bring rope,’ ordered Tethys, helping Mina upright. Her legs remained spread, for only her body and arms had been set free, the bonds about her legs serving to keep her anchored to the chair. Mina’s spine gave several protesting cracks from having been controlled for so long, and these noises brought a low croak from her raw throat.

				The nurses scuttled morosely away, merging into the darkness about them.

				The couple had arisen and were intent on having her bound in a fresh configuration before proceeding with the next part of Mina’s experiences.

				The women emerged into the soft light with a neatly folded coil of rope in each hand. The black strand had thin sections of red weaving through it in places, and as the nurses opened their charges up, the couple helped themselves.

				Gloved hands took her wrists and Mina’s arms were brought behind her back. She did not resist, merely let her head drape forward and accept her new binding.

				The nylon coils began their work at her elbows, drawing them back, thrusting her breasts out as the joints were brought together, her supple frame making the position achievable but still a little uncomfortable. The rope then crossed down her forearms and ensnared her wrists, leaving her no knots to pick as it then went around her waist, hauling in tight, strangling the flesh in mockery of a slender corset before rising up her torso again. The bands about her arms and torso kept the two pressed together, and the compression to her ribs demanded that each breath fight the growing plexus. It was a wonderful feeling of restraint that Mina delighted in.

				Tight lines horizontally crossed above and below her breasts, squeezing the salacious mounds through woven jaws, making them bulge, filling them with feeling from the crimp placed at their base. A cross formation was then thrown from shoulder to shoulder, further capturing her torso, leaving her arms completely useless.

				‘Unfasten her legs,’ ordered Oceanus, the couple stepping back to examine their bound possession as she was set free.

				The nurses tottered in and released her leg straps and helped her to the floor, the limbs shaky and lacking strength. On wobbly knees Mina arose and stood before them, their eyes panning over her luscious form, a figure made all the more alluring because of its strict bondage and their control over it.

				‘She’s wonderful,’ stated Tethys.

				‘Indeed she is, my sweet,’ agreed Oceanus. He rubbed his chin, pearls of sweat still adorning his brow, the cat suits keeping the heat of their lovemaking to him. ‘What shall we do now, though? Let her rest while we do the same?’

				‘I think she deserves the choice,’ Tethys said in reply, and the two of them walked forward, moving apart and circling their property, letting their hands reach out and trail over her bare form as they strode and spoke with soft tones.

				‘What do you say, Mina? We could leave you in some form of restraint far more secure and uncomfortable than what you currently enjoy,’ Oceanus said. ‘Or you could be freed to sleep in peace while we relax.’

				‘But before you answer, we should warn you as to what you will be letting yourself in for,’ interjected Tethys, before Mina could speak.

				She watched as the sultry form sashayed towards the horizontal pole in the corner, her body rolling within the cat suit, catching Mina’s eyes and having her glare longingly once more across the form of the woman. Already she wanted to again be trapped beneath that rubber smothered anatomy, to feel it controlling her.

				‘We could have you straddle this metal rod. We’ll tie your ankles out, leave your whole body resting on it, centring the distress on your belly. There will be no escape from the pain; it will just get worse and worse. Your average woman is screaming after just a few hours. A few more and they almost certainly faint,’ commented the woman, running a hand along the metal shaft, her mind clearly recalling the wails and motions she had seen suffering women perform on the very same metal shaft. The device seemed so innocent, so simple, hardly a place of the most profound anxiety.

				‘We’ve rarely used this on slaves,’ stated Oceanus as he ran fingertips over her buttocks. ‘It’s extremely harsh. Few can take it, and even fewer ever want a repeat of such a session.’

				‘And the impediment to circulation will be just as bad,’ informed Tethys. ‘When you get off the pain will increase drastically. Women have passed out from such straits even after the pole failed to render them unconscious.’

				Mina looked from Tethys to the pole, her mind racing with possibilities. She knew she would regret it if she accepted, but right now her masochistic hunger was again in ravenous force, enticing her, calling for her to submit to anything for this pair. How many other women had ridden that pole? How many naked sexes had been spread upon it, the metal biting in, making them wriggle and shriek with distress, crying out, saturating the room with their woe?

				‘So will you ride this metal pole for us?’ asked Tethys, leaning against the sturdy engine of sorrow. ‘Ride it all night long?’

				‘Yes, my Lord and Lady, I will,’ she whispered, hardly aware that she had said the words, her libidinous mood leaving her helpless to resist or think logically. ‘For you.’

				‘It will be a terrible event,’ Tethys added, as a final warning. ‘The pain between your legs will be outstanding and there will be no respite, my little slave.’ Reaching forward she cupped Mina’s bound breasts, the touch causing a little discomfort, the flesh rendered sensitive from the previous abuse upon them and now by the imposition of the ropes.

				‘I... I will do it, Lady,’ Mina confirmed, trying to keep all trace of doubt and concern from her voice. With her verbal assent given, the couple smiled with wicked glee, and in the corner of her eyes, Mina thought she saw the two nurses look at each with startled surprise. Were such offers unheard of? Or was it the fact that she had willingly agreed to undertake that which was ordinarily the most stern of punishments?

				‘Good Nymph,’ commented Tethys, drawing the back of her hand under Mina’s chin, a hint of pride in her voice that her property had yet again failed to disappoint them. Their pleasure in her would more than make up for whatever straits the pole would bring.

				Hooking fingers into her ropes the two of them led her forward, bringing her to the site of her torment as Mina’s eyes fix upon it, trying to predict what it would do to her. She had stamina to withstand most things. She had trained herself to fight off debilitating pain that would have placed any other person into unconsciousness or shock. But this was a far different brand of affliction, and she didn’t know whether her reserves of fortitude would be of any use against it.

				‘Attend her legs,’ ordered Oceanus, and the nurses gathered new coils of rope and crouched by the rings in the floor, preparing the thick rope for its work.

				‘Are you ready to straddle the pole, slave?’ asked Tethys.

				Mina nodded and then added a verbal agreement. ‘Yes, Lady.’

				At those words the two Titans helped her up, swinging one leg over and holding her just above the pole, the cold metal touching her inner thighs as the Titans bore her aloft and held her there.

				The nurses reached in and took hold of her ankles, quickly working the ropes and binding the joints. Rolls of woven bondage encompassed her feet and then fed out to be slipped through the rings in the floor.

				Together, Tethys and Oceanus lowered her onto the device, the shaft that pressed between her legs making her wince and moan softly. Shifting her so that it forced itself correctly between her limbs, they left her to rest there and then stepped back.

				Immediately the nurses drew in the slack, pulling her legs out into a lewd inverted V. They tied off the lengths and rose, watching with eager eyes as Mina’s legs were left tensed against their containment, her face straining as she tried to keep still. She now realised just how bad this position would prove to be, but there was to be no weaselling out of her bargain now.

				‘While you are here, think of us, because we will be thinking of you,’ said Tethys, letting her hand run up Mina’s leg, the latex sliding against her smooth, straining flesh. ‘We’ll be in our soft bed, making love as we think of our pet, wailing in her misery, suffering terribly because she wanted to please us.’

				‘Just think of how sweet our passion will be when spiced with the image of you on this metal demon, struggling, crying out into the night and gaining no assistance,’ said Oceanus, once more caressing her breasts as he whispered into her ear, his warm breath tickling her lobes, making her melt against the bondage and momentarily forget about the growing pain between her legs.

				‘And then we shall collapse into each others arms, drift into contended sleep, dreaming of you as you are left helpless,’ added Tethys, her hands moving to Mina’s rear. While feeling the buttocks clench and wiggle as they rode the pole, the woman began to run gentle kisses up Mina’s back and contorted arms, kissing between the strips of rope.

				‘It will be a long night for you, slave,’ said Oceanus, nibbling upon the lobe to have Mina sigh with delectation.. ‘You still want to do this? Last chance, after this, there is no backing out.’

				‘I... I’ll stay - for you,’ she grimaced, enduring the pleasure of their attention as well as the rising havoc of the pole as it leant its cold metal length forcefully against her sex.

				‘Then we shall leave you now, slave,’ stated Tethys.

				‘Think of us,’ added Oceanus, and the couple took each other’s hand and strode for the door, the nurses following close behind, one of them casting a final look over her shoulder to see Mina in her terrible position.

				The portal slid aside and whirred shut in their passing, leaving her alone in the room in which she had endured so much already. The pain between her legs was already growing unbearable, and Mina started to shift her position, to see if there was a way to ease it. Any movement instantly escalated the effects because any drag at her legs forced her more harshly onto the unforgiving metal.

				She could not lean forward because it visited new distress on her arms, and more importantly it transferred the most tender regions of her sex to the pole, making the sensitive region accept the onus in full and proving itself the most vicious of poses to adopt.

				Leaning back, Mina let the pole shift to her rear a little more, but then her stomach muscles began to ache and burn from the awkward position, and when she tried to sit up, the pressure between her legs was increased drastically. Merely sitting erect was the wisest choice, but it was not easy to do, for it was becoming so painful that it was a constant temptation to retry the others, even though she knew them to be worse. Why had she visited this terrible fate onto herself? What was wrong with her? What malformed blotch in her psyche had created this dangerous obsession with pain?

				Time was impossible to judge but seemed to crawl with a malicious sloth, extending every second, making sure she drank her full fill of each moment of agony she herself had petitioned.

				Hours had to have passed by, and she was praying with all her heart to see the couple stride through the door, fresh and vibrant after their sleep, eager to set her free and take more soothing care of her after her ordeal. She concentrated on them, thinking on her previous experiences with them, trying to tell herself that she was suffering for them, that she should be enjoying the experience, but the pain had cleared the point she could have relished hours ago.

				Tears of frustration started to form in her eyes, rolling down her cheeks as the sweat of her trial started to well across her, the thin trickles running down her skin as low moans of anguish started to seep through her lips. The bondage was cultivating a new state of mind in her, a half awareness of her surroundings shared with the full burden of her pain.

				Her fingers clawed at the ropes, trying to find a way out, but it was useless, and served only as a momentary diversion that increased her frustration. She’d had enough, she wanted out, she couldn’t take another second of it. But deprived of any options she had little choice.

				Recalling her encounter and defeat at the personal hands of Charybdis, she span her tear-filled gaze around, trying to spot where his camera might be. She screeched her words to him, hoping he take pity on her, to reach some shred of sympathy in her captor. But nothing happened.

				With a cry of added distress she straightened up and wailed her incensed words at the room, cursing Charybdis, berating him for ignoring her. She broke into tears again, sobbing her angst. She could imagine the shadow-cloaked ogre lounging on his imperious thrown, watching her, cackling like a tyrannical villain, probably letting a hand ride up and down an erect shaft as he pleasured himself to the very image of her utmost distress.

				More time slithered past on a haphazard belly, drifting to carry her further into a sea of turmoil. Vehement with excruciating harrowing, Mina began wailing in fits, her voice swiftly growing hoarse from overuse, and as she continued, unable to stop because of the pain in her belly, her voice cracked and failed completely.

				She cursed her ability to endure, cursed her body for keeping her aware. Why couldn’t she just faint? A swoon would set her free; carry her into blessed coma where the pole would not be between her legs, where she would not be cruelly bound and her suffering exploited to spike the carnal delectation of others.

				The door suddenly opened and all her awareness was suddenly thrust to that region. When she saw her oppressors walking casually in she was weeping with gladness, overjoyed to see them. The hatred and loathing she had promised for them, all the vicious things of revenge she would undertake vanished and were replaced with complete adoration of the couple. Was this the purpose of such torture? To cultivate such feelings of attachment, to make the prisoner love their torture and their torturers with complete conviction?

				Both of them wore latex leggings, the black sheaths spilling from their waist to their feet, moulding into boots for Oceanus and stiletto heels for Tethys. Both wore no other additions save their rings, leaving the delightful breasts of Tethys, and toned torso of Oceanus on full display.

				‘Is our slave okay?’ Tethys asked, the door humming shut behind them as they strode over to her, her flesh dripping with fevered sweat.

				Mina tried to form words but only rasping croaks could emerge, her voice still crippled.

				‘Lost your voice, eh?’ mused Oceanus. ‘So you have been screaming plenty.’

				When he saw her incensed look of wounded pride he swiftly amended his words, assuring her that such a thing was guaranteed, and she had done amazingly well to have remained conscious.

				‘But you are still awake,’ he soothed, running a hand down her side. ‘That is most unusual, in fact, I don’t believe any slave has ever lasted this long on the pole and not been rendered senseless in half the time.’

				The end was in sight now, giving Mina the strength to hold on, but each second was still terrible to bear and it was taking all her effort just to try and keep still.

				‘Would you like to come down?’ asked Tethys, leaning against the support before Mina and reaching up to brush her palms against Mina’s nipples. The suffering female stiffened with the sensation, her head bobbing up and down with verve, desperate to show how much she needed freedom from the pole. Then she realised the prediction at the start of her sentence, a point in time that seemed like a thousand years ago. The return of circulation would make her current pain seem like a fond tickle, and Mina suddenly felt concern as to her freedom. She knew it would have to come, but feared it anyway.

				‘Kiss me,’ ordered Tethys, shifting closer, the latex covered rear of the woman releasing soft squeaks against the pole as she brushed against it.

				Placing her arms on Mina’s hips, she let her hardened nipples skip against Mina’s. Their teats kissed fondly and their lips connected. Mina fell into the exchange with lubricious recklessness. Their tongues flopped against one another, their mouths agape as their breasts tickled each other.

				Tethys was calm and precise with her passion, letting her tongue-tip trace Mina’s mouth, explore the cavern of her maw at an easy speed. Mina though was a far less composed lover, her lips trembling, her tongue working in fits and starts, sometimes swift and rabid, other times delayed and frozen by a new wave of duress through her bound form. But even against her ongoing torture, Mina felt her arousal growing, her loins becoming moist against the evil pole between her thighs.

				As they kissed, Mina felt Oceanus undoing her ankle bonds, letting her legs free so that she hung on the pole, held in place by Tethys, saved from falling. She tried to move her legs but nothing happened. The limbs felt moribund, lifeless from their captivity, the muscles refusing to answer any command.

				Oceanus joined his wife and together they lifted Mina and set her aside, her legs crumbling to leave her lying on the floor. Mina’s loins seemed to explode with an incandescent fire that seared her sanity. Torn by the effects, the duration of her trial finally overcame her and hardly even aware of her surroundings because of the agony, she was ushered into a swoon.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 14

				Lifting up through obfuscating layers of deep and dreamless sleep, Mina opened her eyes and looked out across deep blue satin sheets, the ripples in the luxurious material almost like waves upon the ocean.

				For a moment she thought on the surface world, thousands of feet above, protecting this domain, hiding it away from every human eye.

				Images of the tranquil stretches and rolling beaches gave way to other notions, her mind flowing lazily, without purpose. How many people on ocean cruises or on fishing boats, military submarines or other vessels cruised past this area each day? They would all see nothing out of the ordinary, and certainly never contemplate that rubber clad fish women swam far beneath them, while others were used and abused by the licentious ranks of the ultra elite. It amused her to think that the patriotic warriors of some army might be traversing this region while their leaders were in here conducting themselves in a manner that would probably spark mutiny, rebellion and probably a good deal of envy.

				Stretching her body, it unfolded across the sensual material, the tactile delight upon her skin making her shiver as she sprawled out, discovering that no impediment was upon her. The ropes were gone, a few faint red lines being all that remained to show they had been there. She let a finger trace one or two of the more prominent streaks, pushing the memory of them back to the forefront of her mind, reliving their wonderful cinch upon her flesh.

				Her exploring hands descended further, slipping between her legs for a brusque reconnoitre. Her sex was a little numb, while the region beneath was more tender to the touch.

				Mina ran a hand over her head, brushing the spiky carpet that had been bequeathed her by the nurses. She didn’t even know their faces, and could well see them again, meet with them, be used by them and never know of their reunion.

				She felt lethargic, drained by overlong sleep, as though she had grown addicted to slumber from a prolonged period of exhausted rest. But she also felt good. The recall of her terrible torture upon the pole was an arousing memory, one she embraced with her mind and swaddled in loving repeats, running through it again and again. The feeling of helplessness, of being cruelly subjected to such a fate, her screams ignored as she suffered for the pleasure of others. She had not passed out, she had lasted longer than any other woman that had come here. Because of this she felt pride and an iniquitous sense of secret superiority, for how many other women enslaved by this undersea empire were covert corporate assassins and spies, trained diligently for physical and mental stress? It was ironic that such training could make her a lethal and effective secret agent or a perfect submissive slave girl with equal effectiveness.

				Looking about the room, she found that the vast bed was supported on a frame with four posts that rose to gather a blue velvet canopy to match its sheets and pillows. The wood was carved to resemble flowing water, the dark material winding and twirling up in smooth waves, like a petrified and reversed waterfall.

				The room itself was spacious and comfortable, with oval windows running the left wall and a single door on the right. Through the oval portholes Mina could see the garden again, this time from a much closer perspective, this room being situated a lot nearer the base. The number of women and fish that passed by were greatly increased, and the room bore no additional light, for like the sun, the moored beams streamed their golden cascades through the glass to illuminate the bedroom in full.

				With such light streaking in it felt much more like a morning to Mina, even though she had no idea what date it was let alone what time, or even if it were night or day for real. Charybdis had even managed to master time here, controlling absolutely everything for his slaves and guests.

				A bedside table of the same streaming baroque design lay on either side of her, each with a small lamp formed from coral, and a small bell. A wardrobe stood directly opposite her, the wall-spanning affair lined with mirrored doors to make the chamber seem even bigger by reflecting it in full.

				Overhead lights were set in the ceiling but were not on, and a green carpet, the fabric deep and inviting, covered the floor.

				Dreaming of her recent activities, she let a hand trace back down between her legs and covertly caressed herself, hiding her motions amidst the covers in case anyone was watching via the hidden cameras. She had no pressing desire to be returned to a chastity belt, and if that was to be her fate anyway, she wanted to exploit these last moments of sexual freedom while she could.

				Each flicker of pleasure her swirling middle finger etched sweetened the tortures more and more. She was diligently attuning herself to her new role without even realising, the loss of all duty having dropped the reins that held her in check. Now she was unbound and free to do as she wished, acting on whims, spurned by instinct.

				The sound of a door unlocking beside the bed alerted her a moment before a hiss of hydraulic effort drew back the concealed portal. The clues froze Mina during her deed and had her feigning continued rest, hiding what she had been doing from whomever it was entering.

				She recognised the twin sets of bare feet that strode in not from their footwear but from their stride. People had a way of walking that was almost as individual as a fingerprint. No two people were truly identical, there were nuances in behaviour that could allow an adept to ferret out identity, and Mina was plenty familiar enough with Oceanus and Tethys to know it was they who had entered.

				Oceanus sat on the bed at her side, reaching over and pulling the blanket down a little to expose her bare shoulder. ‘Is our pet awake?’ he asked softly, running the backs of his fingers down the smooth rounded joint.

				Mina murmured and stretched under the sheets, taking her hands from herself via the feigned exit from slumber. Curling back up, she opened her eyes and regarded them. ‘Yes, Lord,’ she whispered with a smile.

				Tethys stood before Mina while her husband sat on the bed, both of them adorned with flowing silken gowns, the blue and green design forming a rolling turbulent ocean that rushed across the entire fabric masterpiece while pearl sequins were placed to form the crests of the waves.

				‘Did you sleep well?’ enquired Tethys, crossing her arms as she gazed over Mina’s form, her body revealed by smoothed undulations under the satin. Mina could feel the ravenous stare and felt flattered and aroused by such adoration.

				‘Yes, Lady, but how long was I...?’ she began, unsure whether to use the word in case it caused offence, or slighted her own achievements.

				‘Unconscious?’ Oceanus said. ‘Probably only half an hour, but once we’d bathed you and tucked you into bed, you were asleep for a good twelve hours.’

				‘Bathed?’ she spluttered, realising now that she was indeed clean and perfumed, the sweat of her torments gone. She tried to dredge out the memories, but the period between leaving her swoon and her descent into deep consuming sleep was nowhere to be found in her mind.

				‘Are you hungry?’ asked Tethys, walking around and lowering herself onto the side of the bed that Mina had largely left unused, the fabrics rustling delicately as she moved closer. The woman spooned up beside her, moulding her curves against those of Mina and embracing her. ‘You should really eat.’

				Mina melted into her arms, the woman’s lips grazing her neck, kissing it as she draped her head into the pillow to offer a longer route for the nibbling pecks. ‘Yes, Lady,’ she replied, unsure what hunger was more pressing at the moment, her interrupted onanism having left her with an appetite that exceeded her more material famine.

				Oceanus leant away from Mina and reached around beside the bed, taking a small bell from the table there. Shaking the instrument, the soft chimes caused the door to open again and allow another slave entrance. The servant was a diminutive Asian girl, her small figure encased in moulded form fitting latex. Her dark tresses were cut into a bob, and her features were touched by only the slightest hints of cosmetics so as not to distract from clear natural beauty.

				The girl wore a long-sleeved dress of polished latex, the neck rising high while the short skirt barely cleared the tops of her thighs so that she would expose the hint of her chastity belt should she even slightly lean over. The sleeves continued into gloves and fishnet continued down her nubile legs before entering high-heeled court shoes, the footwear armed with a padlocked band about the ankle.

				A white latex apron with lace frills attached to it and a large bow at the back spanned her waist, the same frills creating a small ruff around her collar. Even through the thickness of the latex uniform, Mina could see that her nipples were ringed, the small circle of metal creating dimples in the fabric that revealed their presence.

				The girl bore a silver tray adorned with numerous articles, all of them covered by a white sheet. She presented the tray to Oceanus, holding it for him as he lifted the fabric back and gathered what he required.

				First, he lifted a polished bowl, much like that for a large dog. Taking it from the tray he set it on the floor, trails of steam rising from the interior as it moved, telling Mina that she was not going to be eating in any mundane fashion.

				Next he took up a collar, the black leather rimmed with an alternating circle of spikes. The spines went from one-inch daggers to half-an-inch thorns with a D-ring in the middle that held an identity disc. As he presented it to her, Mina saw that the twirling plate bore the words Property of Oceanus and Tethys on one side, and Mina on the other.

				Mina sat up and lifted her chin so he could place it about her throat, and as it was buckled into place, filling her with a warm sense of being owned, she wondered if she would ever earn a name for herself. Could Nymphs ever do that? Or were the mythological names reserved only for the Titans. She wished there were an easy name for her to earn, but from her knowledge of the ancient legends she was pretty certain that the two gods before her had never held relations with any other Titan, which was rare for such beings. Zeus had sired offspring or had affairs with two sisters, the daughter from one of those relationships, and then the daughter from that coupling. Oceanus and Tethys did have Nereus together, but that deity had followed with fifty more Nereid, one of which was Amphitrite, and from her earlier recall, she knew that this being already existed and was with Poseidon. So if the offspring of a deity they created was already in existence, then surely the place of Nereus was already taken. Plus, once she had thought on it, she remembered that Nereus was male, a fact her desire to be part of their family deliberately ignored.

				The collar was tightened to a snug fit and a chain link leash was taken up and clipped to her D-ring.

				‘You may eat now, slave,’ permitted Tethys, as Oceanus closed his hand on the leather hoop that kept her his prisoner.

				Eagerly Mina sprang from the bed and lowered onto all fours, placing her face into the rich fare on offer before her. It was some sort of stew, the numerous ingredients cooked to perfection and mouth-watering in their scent and taste. The process of feeding in such a lowly fashion was a heady turn on, and she was also glad to have lost her long hair, otherwise it would currently be falling everywhere.

				The maid cast a libidinous glance down at Mina before serving the two Titans their breakfast, handing them each food course before taking back the emptied cups, glasses and dishes as they were finished with. The leash was set aside, placed on the bedspread where it could easily be grabbed.

				Mina found it difficult not to get the food all around her mouth, but refused to give in and use her hands. Instead, between major feasts she washed herself as best she could with her tongue, lapping up the excess with alacrity.

				‘My, she is hungry,’ commented Tethys, leaning over to take a look, a piece of toast in one hand.

				Mina could not disagree, she had not realised just how famished she was until starting to eat. Her presence in this place, recent events, all of it had been a preoccupation that easily forced any other notions from her mind, her own bodily needs forgotten in the glare of sensual appetite.

				As she feasted, Mina kept her eyes to the slender legs of the maid stood directly before her. The girl had wonderful limbs, her dainty feet sculpted to fit perfectly in the court shoes, the taut calf muscles mesmerising within their tight captivity of mesh tights. The maid eventually noticed the lustful stare and keeping care to make sure she was not noticed, she shifted her nearest foot a little closer to Mina.

				Oceanus and Tethys were discussing matters of the domain, talking about who was doing what, who was being groomed for which position, new recruits, old friends, favourites and planned events. Mina had trouble concentrating because of the chore of eating, the delicious foot before her, and her arousal from her instantaneous reduction to animal status.

				Unable to resist temptation, she moved forward a little and after licking the food from around her mouth so as to leave no obvious evidence, she placed her lips to the ankle of the girl. The maid shivered slightly, trying to keep herself in check and evade being detected. Mina kissed the joint tenderly, the smell of fishnet strong in her nostrils, the tawny skin beneath smooth and delicious to Mina’s palate. Kissing up and down her foot, she licked at the woman’s heel and pointed patent toes, adoring her proffered extremity with hound-like devotion. The girl had fed her, it was only right that as a pet she should be besotted with such an entity.

				Mina could feel the small latex clad maid shivering with pleasure, no doubt her loins raging with hunger, desperate to take Mina. As a plate was handed back to her, she deliberately dipped a corner of the cleared dish and let a fork fall to the floor.

				‘Clumsy fool,’ hissed Oceanus upon seeing the ‘accident’. ‘Bring a cloth and a crop,’ he growled, his words filled with a false anger, part of his role and not meant or delivered with any real fury.

				‘And the clover clamps,’ added Tethys, the words distorted from a mouthful of bread.

				The girl set the tray down and scampered off. Mina settled back into a ball and watched as the lithe frame of the girl rolled within her tight dress, her prancing gait carrying out of the room.

				She appeared a moment later with the required articles. Setting the cloth and small bucket of soapy water on the floor, she then gave the slender crop to Oceanus and placed the clamps on the table.

				‘Turn around and hold your ankles, girl,’ he ordered, reclining on the bed, taking up the metre long purple woven strut. A pair of black leather tongues was mounted at the tip, the matching handle armed with a hoop for added hold.

				The maid stepped away and folded at her middle, the skirt rising with her motion to leave her completely exposed. Mina then saw why she had done as she had, for as her body and the bed blocked all view, she reached aside and placed her hand to Mina’s left breast, holding the flesh for comfort, savouring the feel of another female as there was a whistle of displaced air.

				A sound thwack echoed and she stiffened for a moment with a little gasp. Another followed, and then a third, the girl accepting her chastisement with a lecherous relish. All the while she let her rubber coated hands grope Mina, and Mina for her part did not resist, merely let herself succumb to the touch and find a rewarding satisfaction in it. They were slaves together, letting each other give hints of joy when they could, silently acknowledging the innate unity between them.

				‘There, now be more careful in future,’ he warned.

				‘Yes, Lord, I’m sorry,’ she muttered, the words as delicate and entrancing as she was.

				‘Now come here,’ he added, causing her to straighten and turn, revealing the three raised trenches along her rear, like the bite of stinging nettles as the flushed skin responded to the stern stroke of the crop.

				She lifted from her heels a little as the two silver clamps were snapped into place, the chain that linked them rattling as she shuddered with their application, her ringed nipples no doubt making the effects considerably more vehement.

				‘There, you can wear these for the next hour to remind you to keep your mind on your tasks,’ he decreed, and slapped her rump to have her totter forward and recover her balance.

				The Titan returned to his conversation, the bed rustling as the couple moved closer, further serving the needs of the sly maid.

				Settling onto her knees, she placed the fork back on the tray and started to scrub at the floor where the egg yoke upon the prongs had stained it. Immediately she leaned over, working with one hand while petitioning a kiss from Mina. Without delay Mina moved forward, the sly sense of doing wrong making her heart race. This was an act of insurrection against her owners, and it made it all the sweeter because of it. The maid had just endured three strokes, and the company of the clamps for an hour to gain this, and Mina would ensure it was worth the price.

				Their lips met and parted, their tongues reaching through to embrace each other with maniac speed and eagerness, each sliding wantonly upon the other. Mina felt the girl circle her tongue, rolling around it, exploring the new organ that partly entered her mouth. Mina let her tip tickle the lips of the girl before sliding deep, tracing this new and unexplored region. At the same time she extended a hand and caught the dangling chain. The girl was being supported by one hand and was using the other to continue scrubbing, the scraping sounds helping hide their illicit exchange, thus she could not stop Mina as she gave little gentle pulls to the links. The clamps tightened as she pulled at them, the escalation in discomfort causing the girl to erupt with passion, her tongue frantic in Mina’s mouth, taking every portion of sensation she could from the lowly pet before they had to part.

				Mina’s stomach muscles tensed and held her steady as she lifted her other arm forward to gather up a latex smothered breast, the pert flesh compressed within the jet shell. The girl shivered slightly, overcome with her desires, burning with need, but assured her denial by the belt. The uniform slid under Mina’s fingers, the impermeable fabric warm, sliding slightly upon the girl’s flesh as she wriggled with minute motions against Mina’s touch.

				‘Aren’t you done yet?’ asked Tethys, causing them to break apart and resume their ordinary duties.

				Mina put her face back into the bowl to finish lapping up a few dregs, and the maid restored her full attention to cleaning up the mess she had deliberately made.

				‘Almost, Lady,’ she said on a swift breath.

				Suspicious, Oceanus leant over and looked at them both, one eyebrow rising upon wavering trust. Whether he had enough grounds to punish them was uncertain, but he merely smiled and returned to the arms of his wife, giving them the benefit of the doubt this time, or merely amused by their sly activities beneath their owner’s very noses.

				‘That’ll do, slave,’ he commented, having seen she was finished. ‘Now back to the rest of your duties.’

				The maid mouthed a thank you to Mina, to which she smiled with contentment, almost abashed by such gratitude.

				The girl took up the tray and loaded on all that remained, including Mina’s bowl, and bustled back into the kitchen, her clamps chiming softly with her walk. Was she so trustworthy as to not remove them once she had left the sight of her owners? Did her need to please, to be obedient reach so far that she would endure such discomfort simply for the need of discipline? It was a tantalising notion.

				‘So, little pet, did you enjoy your breakfast?’ asked Oceanus.

				‘Yes, Lord, thank you, I did,’ Mina replied.

				‘Come up here, little pet,’ he continued, taking up her leash and giving a little tug of encouragement.

				Mina sprang up onto the foot of the bed, sitting before them on her knees, her hands pressed to the covers in the position of a trained hound.

				‘Now, slave, how do you keep so fit?’ asked Tethys, propping herself up with a few pillows, her husband nuzzled into her side.

				‘I work out at a gym, Lady,’ she answered.

				‘Come here, slave,’ beckoned Tethys, with a crooked finger. Somewhat reluctantly, Mina moved forward on all fours, her limbs sliding against the opulent covers. As soon as she was near enough, Tethys grabbed one of her nipples, making Mina wince and grimace. The hold drew her closer still and then a light slap stung her cheek before the nipple was released. Rather than cause resentment, the act of being treated in such a way caused her submissiveness to flare like oxygen breathed onto dying embers. Mina settled back as far as the leash would allow, her stance low and humbled as the woman spoke with firm words. ‘Don’t lie to us, slave, or it’s back on the pole for you,’ she warned, and Mina had no pressing wish to repeat it so soon after her last encounter. The couple now had a doom to threaten her with, an ideal chip for leverage, but she hoped it would not be used too often to goad her into acts instead of the deployment of other punishments.

				‘I’m sorry, Lady,’ she muttered morosely, realising how transparent a lie it had been. Since when did bimbo aerobics instructors teach their pot-bellied housewives and vacant secretarial clientele martial skills so effective that they could render any opponent senseless in a single strike, as well as stealth arts to let someone evade capture for as long as she had?

				‘Now, try that answer again,’ offered Tethys, with a frown that stayed fixed to Mina as her husband watched with an entranced smile.

				‘I have been an avid student of martial arts, Lady,’ she answered, her cheek hot as she hoped she would come across as someone who had indulged an obsession for the arts rather than someone who required them for a nefarious profession. She didn’t want them to know the truth. Not to protect her former employers, but because of what they might think of her should they realise just what sort of beast she had been. What would the revelation do if it came to light that she was a professional murderess, a saboteur, a blackmailer, and a host of other repulsive titles too numerous to name, as well as having invented a few new ones during her years of espionage?

				‘Do you perform exercises to keep in shape, or do you work out?’ Tethys asked.

				‘I do work out, but I also have certain routines I use for body awareness, Lady.’

				‘Good - I think we would like to see some of them, slave,’ Tethys demanded as Oceanus pulled at the leash, bringing Mina to him.

				‘Yes, Lady,’ Mina replied, the clip being removed from her collar to set her free.

				‘Go on then, slave,’ he said, ushering her off into the wide space before the bed.

				Mina stepped onto the lush carpet and walked casually out into her arena. The mirrors behind her would allow them to see her from front and back with ease, making her even more uneasy. Then she noticed the Nymphs outside, loitering in the waters, watching intently. Had they seen her and the maid? Is that what had attracted them? Others joined as some left, the women rushing up to refill their tanks before returning to catch more of what was going on in the dry they were denied.

				The precise routines Mina performed were almost always done alone, in her home. Sometimes she listened to soothing music, but often it was in silence. She had never done this before a real audience, because even when she did it at a dojo, it was with people who paid little attention to it, or were interested only in the moves as part of their art, not as an erotic event. Neither was her nakedness save for a collar assisting her in overcoming the trepidation.

				Taking a deep breath she slowed her respiration, mastering her internal systems as she let her arms drift out. Focusing her mind, she banished all unnecessary thought, placing herself in the cold trance required of the routines, sharpening her awareness to a point where every fibre of her being was hers to know and control to perfection.

				Running on automatic, her sculpted naked form began to drift and turn, her feet moving with gradual motions, her balance never wavering, her equilibrium precise. As her legs rose and descended, carrying her around, her arms and body shifted with serpentine grace, running with a fluid smoothness, every muscle working to a set of unwavering instructions. The slow methodical dance continued to a heartbeat as steadfast and reliable as a metronome, each breath coming in for four beats, holding for four, exhaling through four, and pausing again for four, never changing once.

				Even when a sharp thrust of a leg or arm launched an imaginary strike, her pulse never altered, the mastery over her physical self now total and complete. She was ignorant of the Nymphs mustering without, of Tethys and Oceanus as they caressed each other, their eyes wide, their passion ignited by the performance of their pet.

				Sweeping her arms out she drew them back, the muscles tightened with subtle strain before her hands came together before her, ending the rota of forms. Mina opened her eyes, at peace, the usual sense of tranquillity she gained now ruling her mind and body.

				‘Quite astounding,’ Tethys commented with awe, the couple having shed their dressing gowns during her display.

				‘A wonderful show,’ Oceanus concurred.

				‘Thank you, Lord,’ Mina humbly replied. ‘Thank you, Lady.’

				‘Now, after that, I think you should perform an encore for us.’

				‘You wish me to repeat my exercises, Lady?’ wondered Mina.

				‘No, I think you should come and kneel on the foot of the bed and pleasure yourself - you deserve a reward for such a sterling display,’ said Tethys, the two Titans straightening up on the bed so they might watch more easily.

				Mina was eager to comply, but again, the shame of performing such a private act before others was nibbling at her commitment to it. But stepping up onto the soft mattress, she knelt down, her head lowered. For a moment she looked at her hand, wondering if she could do this.

				‘Come on, slave,’ ordered Oceanus, his hand snaking down between his wife’s legs. ‘Get to it.’

				Mina placed a finger in her mouth, slotting it to the knuckle. Clamping her lips to it, she drew the digit out, rolling her tongue around it as she went, sheathing it with a layer of saliva. Her head draped back so she was looking to the ceiling, and her hand slid between her legs, her knees parting just a little to permit access. Her finger slipped through her lips and found her clitoris waiting in expectation. The first touch sent a shiver through her, the humiliation of being made to perform so flagrantly being an unexpected and intense aphrodisiac. But her owners wanted more.

				‘Get those knees wider, slave,’ ordered Tethys.

				‘Don’t try to hide from us,’ added Oceanus.

				With twinges of anxiety, Mina parted her knees further, spreading her folded legs as her finger etched circles upon her flesh, causing her to quiver slightly and her loins to grow moist with increasing desire.

				‘And look at us as you do it, slave,’ stated Tethys, the woman eager to have Mina acknowledge her act before them.

				Mina started to dip her head and then paused, hesitant to obey.

				‘Come on, slave, there’s nothing to be ashamed of,’ soothed Tethys, her breath rasping, the manipulation her husband was bestowing causing her to send ripples of vibration through the mattress. ‘You look quite gorgeous, kneeling before us, legs apart, your breasts thrust out as you perform.’

				With such words, Mina regarded the couple who had enslaved her body and now ensnared her very soul with their dark hedonistic doctrine. Sitting before them, watching as they pleasured each other, Mina continued, her reservations evaporating as her bliss began to mount in earnest. The show had fired their libido, and her masturbation was adding more fuel to the fires of their passion.

				Tethys arched slightly and her husband immediately seized the closest teat in his lips and began to flit his tongue to it. She gasped softly and stretched her own hand down between his legs, grabbing his erect length and shuffling her tight fist back and forth.

				‘Come here, slave,’ ordered Tethys, extending a hand and beckoning forth. Mina crawled forward, wondering if she was to be included in their lovemaking.

				Tethys enclosed her hand about the back of Mina’s neck and guided her down as she threw back the blanket to expose them all. The steering palm brought her down onto Oceanus, the shuffling hand slipping away so she might swallow him up.

				Mina obeyed with gusto, her own hand dropping back into place as she crouched before him, her mouth taking his penis deep before locking her lips to it. Oceanus rolled onto his back, carrying Mina and his spouse with him. Mina ducked her head up and down, her tongue tickling his tip as she continued to pleasure herself. Tethys fed her deserted breast to him, leaning over him, causing him to attend one nipple with his lips, and the other with a free hand, leaving his spare hand to run through Mina’s hair as she worked.

				‘Good slave, that’s it, gobble up your owner,’ purred Tethys, observing the full array of licentious appetite unfolding beneath her. Cupping a hand around Oceanus’ head, she pulled him further into her breast, smothering him with it as he fawned upon her.

				‘You want to show me what you can do with that cute ass down there, eh husband?’ quizzed Tethys, lifting herself from him.

				Immediately he hooked a finger into the ring on Mina’s collar and pulled her up so she was face to face with him. For a moment he studied her prurient mood and then let a grin spill across his mouth. Pulling a little to the side, he steered her into his wife’s hands. Tethys accepted Mina’s features, her palms pressing to each of her cheeks, holding her firm as she closed in and kissed Mina deeply.

				Mina almost dissolved in the stern grip, the feel of her owner pouring an eager tongue into her maw driving her insane with desire. Tethys held tight and continued the kiss, leaving Mina on all fours, her rear in the air as was required of her. One hand supported her, the other remained buried between her legs.

				Oceanus moved behind her, clapping hands to her hips and steering his saliva moistened shaft between Mina’s cheeks. She sobbed with delight as she felt him slide deep, opening her sphincter and sinking into her tracts, but the groan of ecstasy that resonated in her throat was stifled by Tethys’ lips, and was followed by another as the woman’s hands let go and reached under, grabbing Mina’s nipples and rolling them in a stringent pinch. She whimpered with delight from the harsh play, her tongue becoming evermore lively as her rear was plunged into.

				Tethys pulled away for a moment, compressing the teats to have her subject gasp and grunt with endurance.

				‘That’s it, go deep, beloved, go so deep into this little Nymph that you could come into my mouth!’ she intoned, her warm breath rushing over Mina’s face - whose eyes were half closed as she felt herself being penetrated, her mouth hanging open in a silent exclamation of ecstasy. The slap of his hips to her rear rocked her, nudging her forward a little with each drive before she rocked back. Each time Tethys gave her another quick kiss as she drew nearer for that moment, pecking Mina’s lips when each shuffle brought her head to its closest.

				‘You like that?’ she asked Mina, squeezing harder on her nipples, herding a pulsating ache into them.

				‘Oh yes, Lady,’ she purled in reply.

				‘Give me your hands,’ ordered the woman, releasing her holds and quickly flipping over as Mina released a quiet gurgle from the effects of banished compression and returning feeling to her breasts.

				Tethys was kneeling upright directly before her, presenting her rear to Mina’s gaze.

				‘Take hold,’ she snapped, her hands reaching back to paw at Mina’s collar. Instantly she complied, supporting her torso by keeping her palms locked to the firm buttocks, her anus burning from pleasure as it was casually used by her owner.

				‘Now eat my ass, slave,’ Tethys crooned, bending forward a little, dragging Mina’s face forward and wedging it between her cheeks, pulling with a finger hooked through her D-ring. Mina’s tongue fired forward as a javelin, slithering through the puckered bud of Tethys’ rear. The base of her tongue throbbed with pains of overexertion, but Mina was far too aroused to even care; all she wanted to do was devour the salacious vision of her owner’s rear. Jamming her tongue forth as far as she could, she brought it back and repeated the motion, using the length in imitation of a pliant phallus.

				‘Oh yes, that’s it, slave!’ Tethys growled with delight, the feel of Mina’s humble and fanatic attention causing her to maul her own breasts and manipulate her already engorged nipples. ‘Come on, eat my ass!’

				Unleashing her groans and gasps against the flesh that smothered her face, Mina felt Oceanus working himself into a frenzy of movement, goaded by the sight of his wife arrayed on Mina’s features, her body rising and falling with gasps as she caressed her own luscious breasts.

				‘Touch me!’ the woman snapped, and Mina dropped her hands back to the mattress to support herself, and lifted her right arm, bringing it up under the woman and sliding through the valley of her sex, fondling her pudenda before devoting her attentions more purposefully on the clitoris.

				Tethys stiffened immediately, her rear snapping shut to momentarily bar entry as she rolled through the effects of the initial touch. ‘Oh yes, sweet slave, that’s it,’ she mewled, releasing her clench to allow Mina to continue feasting on the orifice.

				A snort of reply answered Oceanus as he suddenly hauled free of Mina, sitting back to let his lust abate slightly, to draw out the event. A second sharp exhale from Mina spilt across the hindquarters of Tethys as an open palm descended and clapped to her rear.

				Another spank caught her other cheek, the erotic tease making Mina’s tongue churn in its fleshy tunnel. Oceanus slapped her inner thigh, the lack of a clear shot making it light. Instantly Mina threw her legs apart to give him an uninterrupted route through which to applaud her efforts.

				As the next slap struck home, permeating her tender skin with heat, making her shiver and groan deeply, his hand slipped up and started to enter her wet sex. Mina sighed as he began to toy with her, sometimes using his fingers to penetrate, sometimes rolling a crooked digit against her clitoris.

				His other hand caught a coating of her moisture and used it to exploit her rear, his fingers gliding in on the stolen juices. Mina rocked upon the intruding fingers, the man deft and educated, knowing full well where and how to illicit the best responses, playing her hindquarters like a master conductor creating a symphony of rapture from an attentive orchestra.

				His hands occasionally came free to award his own toil with applause, his hand rising and falling to slap against her rear or thighs, imparting warm bursts to the flesh.

				There was a shuffle of movement behind her and Mina’s eyes bulged as she howled with rhapsody when Oceanus moved an obscuring hand aside and with one finger hooked into her anus, he hoisted her up, the finger demanding her compliance. Then, before she knew his intentions, his sex suddenly thrust upward on a swinging pelvic thrust, filling her completely. The forceful thrusts made her arch upward, her cry pouring into Tethys’ insides. She broke into paroxysms as he pumped, her sex wet with passion, an easy route he found without trouble.

				‘That’s it, slave, squeal all you want,’ he gasped, his fingers clenched into her buttocks as he continued his relentless rhythm. ‘Louder!’ he demanded, enthralled with her bestial tunes, using his shaft as a weapon to assault her, mixing a hint of distress with her overwhelming joy.

				Mina was happy to oblige him and wailed with ecstasy as she was used by the Titan, her face burning as she sank it against Tethys and pawed at her loins. She could feel him getting bigger within her, drawing near to ejaculation, but Mina wasn’t the only one to detect her mate’s imminent climax, and Tethys suddenly broke free.

				‘On your back, slave,’ she hissed.

				Mina pulled free of him and flopped onto her spine, her legs wide, her arms outstretched as she watched in a trance of excess.

				‘Come here, you,’ Tethys purred, snatching Oceanus by his tumescent length and drawing him closer. With a sweat-laden brow and a wicked smirk he followed the guidance and was delivered onto Mina’s delicious supine form, kneeling astride her. Tethys placed her capturing hand into Mina’s cleavage and released him, then cupped the slave’s breasts and enveloped his raging shaft with the succulent flesh, moulding them together for her husband. He started to drive into the created tunnel, his own hands taking hold of his wife’s breasts as they bobbed invitingly before him.

				Tethys shifted forward and placed her shins across Mina’s upper arms, the weight of the woman keeping them forced into the mattress. Placed under Tethys’ control, Mina watched helplessly as she lowered herself, settling across Mina’s face, leaving her looking up through the valley of her rear and up the arched back of the Titan. Her head was thrown back in rapture, her short hair far above Mina’s features as she was ground into the satin sheets. Mina’s nose buried against Tethys’ rear, her mouth agape, swallowing scented breaths as she lapped at the woman, throwing her aching tongue back and forth.

				Mina’s hands screwed into the sheets, taking fistfuls of the fabric, her arms twinkling with riots of impediment. Her breasts revealed every thrust between them, Oceanus still wet with her juices as he used her flesh. The two Titans craned forward and kissed passionately as they rode the slave beneath them, each serving her to the use of the other.

				‘Go on, I want to see you come in her!’ whispered Tethys, releasing Mina’s breasts and reaching back to grab the back of her head and lift up, forcing Mina deeper into her hindquarters, drowning her in the feel and taste of her owner.

				Oceanus needed no more convincing and shuffled back. Grabbing Mina’s ankles with fierce fists he lifted them straight up, holding them together in the air before dropping his holds to the backs of her knees. Positioning himself, he parted her legs and threaded himself back into Mina as she quaked and gurgled with delight, hungry to feel him fill her with his seed.

				Holding her legs up and apart, he pushed as deep as he could, forcing himself to the limits she could accept before retreating and doing the same again. Mina howled with rapture at such sensations, in being used so methodically, the position intensifying the feelings.

				‘Give me those,’ gasped Tethys, and instantly Oceanus handed his charges to his wife, the woman reaching forward to take Mina’s ankles and hold them, leaving Mina doubled over, her shins beside Tethys’ shoulders. Opened even more brazenly to penetration, she felt Oceanus lift up and place his hands by her armpits, half laying on top of her, half propped against her as he dove back in. Mina cried out at the feeling of being violated so effectively, never before opened to such use. Her adoration of Tethys continued with new celerity, bringing the woman to orgasm in mere moments.

				Shaking with bliss, the woman rode Mina’s face until she had drunk her fill and then dropped into a more forceful pose, totally cutting off Mina from the outside world, leaving her lost in hot darkness and without air.

				This act itself almost took her over the edge of her own bliss, and as she felt Oceanus erupt into her, saturating her insides with his semen, her own face burning from denial, wet with juice from Tethys, Mina fell into climax. She couldn’t scream as she was demanded to by her pleasure, for the gag of Tethys’ loins was far too effective. Instead, her body broke into wild jolts, commanded by chaotic impulses and her insides seemed to liquefy like wax under a flame.

				Tethys dropped aside, letting Mina gulp in new air that she then spent on murmurs and moans. Mina’s arms started to give in to the prickly attack of pins and needles, and she brought them to her to comfort them.

				Jerking upright with a gasp of astonishment, she replied to Oceanus’ withdrawal as he slipped free of her and dropped beside his wife. Mina remained where she was, huddled into a ball, her back to them as she recovered from the exuberant experience.

				‘Come here, slave,’ offered Tethys with fondness. Mina looked over her shoulder and found they had separated a little while leaving their heads touching - a valley Mina might slot into. Offering her a place between them they watched as Mina moved forward, her limbs heavy as she curled up into a ball, their humid flesh pressing to her from both sides. Hands fondly stroked her as all three drifted into a light snooze of recovery, their breath steadying, their thoughts hazy and warm after the release of their pent up passion.

				‘Mmmmm, that was fun, but what shall we do about getting cleaned up?’ pondered Oceanus, kissing his wife’s cheek and running a hand down Mina’s arm.

				‘Perhaps a swim might do the trick,’ offered Tethys, letting a nail trickle along Mina’s back. ‘Shall we take our little pet on her first trip outside?’

				Mina’s eyes flickered open at the prospect, of being allowed out to swim amongst the garden with the other Nymphs and Titans.

				‘Second, dearest, her second,’ corrected Oceanus with obstinate amusement. ‘She got here remember.’

				‘But if you have to be technical, that was more like being towed,’ rebuked Tethys, prodding him in the chest for being so annoying and then looking to Mina’s nestled form between them. ‘I wonder how she would handle an actual swim.’

				‘That depends on whether she’s interested,’ he chuckled, running a hand through her hair. ‘Are you interested, slave?’

				‘Yes, Lord, I am,’ she said quickly, looking up at them with a start. ‘I’d love to come outside with you.’

				‘You won’t try to escape again, will you?’ smiled Tethys, teasing Mina with the recall of her previous attempt.

				‘I promise, Lady,’ she earnestly stated, amazed at how strong her convictions were. ‘I don’t want to leave, I want to stay with you both, forever.’

				‘Well, we can’t just take you along so easily,’ said Oceanus with a wry smirk. ‘You’ll have to prove to us that you’re really interested. Show us how much you want to come and frolic in the ocean depths with your owners.’

				‘How, what do I have to do?’ uttered Mina.

				‘Yes, what’s this plan you’ve concocted, sweetheart?’ Tethys enquired with intrigue.

				‘We bind her, and she has to take a flogging to earn her place with us. If she succeeds in taking her discipline without a single word of protest, she can come. Otherwise, the chastity belt goes back on, and we lock her in that little box you got last Christmas.’

				‘Oh, that’s cruel... but I concur,’ agreed Tethys, and then turned to Mina, cupping her chin and lifting her gaze to meet hers. ‘Dear me, little pet, you had best keep quiet. That metal cell is as small as you, and we’d have to fold you into a tight little ball to squeeze you into it. And it’s such an easily missed piece of furniture, we might not remember you’re in there for days,’ teased the woman.

				‘So what’s your decision, slave?’ asked Oceanus. ‘You want to try and come? Or alternatively, we can just tie you up before the window so you can watch us.’

				‘I... I’ll take the flogging, Lord,’ she confirmed, knowing that to watch them play in the depths without her would be a worse torture than a return to enforced abstinence and containment in an impossibly small prison.

				‘Brave girl,’ said Tethys, pushing herself from the bed with a hiss of strain, taking up her gown and throwing it on before fastening the sash once more.

				‘You want to do this next door?’ asked Oceanus, looking across the bed to the other side of the room as he grabbed his own gown.

				‘Why not?’ Tethys replied, placing her hand to the wall on the other side of the bed from the exit the maid had used. There came a whirring click and a new section parted at its centre, sliding back to expose a dark room beyond. Oceanus took up the forsaken leash and snapped it back in place upon Mina’s neck, using it as an enforced reign through which to draw her from the bed and towards the new area.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 15

				No sooner had Mina been marched in than the lights started to rise through gathering strengths to a dull intensity, exposing a realm devoted to algolagnic excess.

				The polished tiles of obsidian that covered the walls, floor and ceiling reflected the lights in their gleaming surfaces while spreading hazy images of the interior across themselves. Heavy rings of polished steel had been riveted to the walls, the anchors spread equally along them and alternating between waist and neck height. Others adorned the ceiling and a few dotted the floor towards the base of the walls where a trench was set along the entire perimeter, allowing the strip lighting to throw up its radiance. Spilling the glow from the floor, the unbroken perimeter of subdued light added an even more saturnine ambience to an already intimidating chamber.

				To her left, two chains suspended a long bar, the metal length fully laden with various lengths of woven rope, the coils ranging through assorted thickness, but all were a vibrant blue hue.

				To her right, upon a small pedestal was a small metal box, a few token breathing holes piercing its dense structure, the outside surface flicking out crooked thorns of metal to make it seem even more an intimidating place of confinement. Upon seeing the tiny dimensions of her prospective living quarters, Mina promised herself to take the flogging without complaint.

				An open cabinet bore lines of hooks within which rested various weapons of corporal punishment. Each was exquisitely crafted and obviously expensive, each example prepared attentively and with skill. Canes, crops, straps, whips and paddles, all lay neatly arranged and ready for use.

				In the far corners, rounded poles of black varnished wood lanced from floor to ceiling, penetrating the chamber to sink in and make themselves even more secure. The wood was adorned with smaller rings all along its surfaces, the moorings prepared to lash a slave to them and hold them upright for whatever dark deed their owner wished. They looked much like whipping posts, and Mina wondered how it would feel to be bound to such timbers, her body squeezed to them as a barbarous lash assailed her without mercy.

				‘Welcome to our private little playroom, slave,’ uttered Tethys, wandering deeper into the room, the darkness welling around her form.

				Mina was shown into the room and taken to its very centre, her bare soles being chilled by the cool flagstones beneath her feet.

				The leash was tugged down, making her comply and sink to her knees. Oceanus removed the clip and strode with his wife to equip himself with a length of rope. As the two of them turned about and regarded her, their faces were bathed in hints of shadow, and they stretched their coils menacingly, fuelling Mina’s submission.

				‘Lay on your front, slave,’ ordered Oceanus, stepping towards her again, his gown flowing about him.

				Stretching down, she used her hands to carry herself forward and draped herself across the floor, her breasts being pushed to the cool stone by the weight of her body.

				The two Titans were upon her immediately, their deft and expert hands operating the ropes with celerity. Coils grabbed each ankle and were stretched out, parting her legs to a degree that made her inner thighs ache a little. The lengths were knotted to distant rings on the floor, preventing her from closing her legs and thereby denying them any access to her most tender regions. The position had her a little concerned, for such obvious targeting of such regions would make the goal of attaining silence extremely difficult. Mina started controlling her heart and breath, focusing on the task ahead, concentrating on her success.

				Mina assumed they would spread-eagle her, leaving her procumbent on the floor and stretched out before their sadistic desire. Instead, she was surprised when they fastened their ropes about her wrists as expected, but then twisted them behind her. Once they were upon her back they folded them at the elbow and drew them up. Mina bit down on her murmurs of protest from the pose and merely continued to remain still as they recommenced their work.

				A swift knot joined the two ropes and connected her wrists before they swapped places and walked to the floor rings. Placing their ropes opposite those rings that ensnared her feet, they left Mina bound in an uncomfortable but extremely effective configuration.

				The two dominants sauntered to the cabinet and removed identical instruments. Each was a metal stave, a ring at the base, a spiked circlet at the head. Both poles hurled forth a plume of thick latex straps, the metre long tentacles like black ribbons that danced and twirled as they wandered back to Mina.

				Wriggling against her restraints she found herself unable to move in the slightest, and a purring groan escaped her lips as they trailed the latex tongues across her helpless form, the cool material slithering against her skin.

				‘Are you ready, slave?’ asked Oceanus, dragging his whip down her spine, making goose bumps rise across her legs and arms before it rolled through the crease of her clenched buttocks.

				‘Yes, Lord,’ she whispered, her eyes closing as she placed her cheek to the floor and braced herself for the forthcoming lambasting. No sooner had she assented than a whip was thrown up in an overhead arc that brought it down square against her buttocks. The whip itself was not terribly pernicious, the broad tendrils spreading the impetus amongst them, causing a bright and loud signal of impact that was more responsible for her jolt than the actual effects of the blow.

				Another sweeping descent caught her rear, the impacts like broad spanks of a hand, the cracking slap of them to her rear filling the room with its echo. Another stroke fell, and another, the two Titans working together, applying their castigation with steady rhythm.

				Once a dozen or so had fallen Mina began to feel more increasing levels of discomfort, the whips having imparted a candescent glow to her rear, and the sensitised skin was now beginning to grow irritable of the steady lick of the scourges.

				Gritting her teeth, Mina bolstered her willpower, quashing the need to grumble from the rising effects of the abuse. The methodical deluge of latex slaps continued without pause or deviation in its timing and Mina’s hands started to strain at their rope-forged cuffs, trying to force them down to cover her brutalised rear. The pain was not terrible, but it was annoying, a niggling distress that was worse in some ways than a cane or crop because it seemed to inspire rebellion all the more easily.

				Heedless of her dilemma, Tethys and Oceanus continued to apply the whips, and began to use them on her thighs, the new regions began to swell with havoc far more quickly than her rear, especially when the tips of a lash swept in to catch her susceptible inner thighs.

				A soft murmur poured over her lips and she began to shudder a little, her front cold from lying on the tiles, her rear and thighs hot and engorged with sensation. Mina started to notice her own enjoyment of the event. The fervent sting in her hindquarters was arousing, a trait she had not been aware of so diligently had she been concentrating on enduring this without protest. But when she detected it, and let herself revel in it, she found comfort in the strokes, in the feeling of being bound tightly as they beat her. The distress was not all that bad, and now she had chosen to devote herself to enjoying instead of enduring, each stroke became even sweeter to her masochistic senses. The groans and moans that now welled in her throat were not of dismay, but of relish, and as they continued, tears of pleasure started to gather in her eyes and run down her cheeks. Sobbing hisses fell from her mouth as she squirmed on the floor, her mouth agape, her eyes clenched shut, her rear lifting slightly, escalating the effects of the rope as she presented herself as a more wanton target. The outward difference in response was almost imperceptible, there being little difference between the actions of a girl in agony or in ecstasy - the moans, the writhing, the tears, the flushed skin and sweating shuddering flesh.

				The major trial now was not to complain or wail from the pain as she had expected, but to stop herself from soliciting more, from setting loose a yowl of pleasure to answer the continuous impact of the lash across her rear and legs. With stalwart defiance she denied herself such responses, finding it considerably more difficult than she had imagined. She knew how to take pain, how to resist it, how to fight back with rebellion in her heart and mind sharpened to a razor’s edge, but pleasure was a sweet thing, and the responses it craved were a lot harder to subdue.

				The fight Mina found herself waging against her own body was one that had her shaking with perseverance until finally an impact landed and no more followed.

				Panting against the floor, her heart racing, her body alive with adrenaline, she sobbed softly, wracked by a bizarre pleasure and satisfaction, her gratitude to them for the experience immense.

				The hand of Oceanus descended to rest on her cheek, and Mina grizzled freely as she nuzzled into the hand, offering her thanks through salty tears and choked sobs.

				‘There, it’s all done,’ he stated equably. ‘You did well, slave.’

				‘We’re proud of you,’ added Tethys, running her hand over the glowing rear of her property, making Mina shiver a little from the feeling of someone caressing such a well-punished zone.

				‘You’ve earned the right to swim with us, slave,’ awarded Oceanus, taking his hand away and starting to untie her arms as Tethys handled her feet.

				‘Thank you, Lord, thank you so much,’ she blurted, the words said more to pay homage for the whipping than for allowing her the prize they had promised and which had been a delight to earn.

				As she was set free, Mina furled herself into a ball, drawing her stiff limbs around and huddling them together against her chest, her rear still shivering with an internal heat.

				The leash was gathered and clipped to her collar, placing her under more tangible control. Lifting up, the pull at her throat brought Mina to her feet, her stance a little wobbly but stable enough. Oceanus gathered a set of ordinary steel handcuffs and brought Mina’s hands behind her. The teeth of the cuffs chattered and locked into place about her wrists, the short chain keeping her arms behind her back as her head lowered in submission. The merest act of slight bondage brought her into a loyal frame of mind. The feel of shackles, of another’s control over her seemed to be enough to render her utterly docile to them.

				‘Are you ready to come with us, slave?’ asked Tethys, wrapping the leash about her hand for a firmer hold.

				‘Yes, Lady,’ Mina beamed in response.

				A swift tug brought her in the wake of her two owners and carried her from the room at a rapid march, her gait tremulous from the lingering effects of her recent chastisement. Her hands grazed her buttocks, her fingers gently rubbing the aching skin and savouring the memory of what had been done to her, and all the while anticipation gnawed at her from within like a restless rat.

				She was led out of the bedroom and back onto the winding paths of the undersea domain, walking the plush routes that led them to an elevator. After summoning the conveyance, a short journey in silence was conducted down through the levels and the gleaming doors parted to expose a fresh room.

				The smell of latex was potent within, the scent pouring into Mina’s nostrils, making her shiver with expectation at being formed into a new facet of existence.

				‘This is the preparation room,’ said Tethys, pulling her into the dark hall. ‘Here you will be readied for your swim.’

				Mina’s eyes were wide as she obeyed the pulls of the leash, her vision soaking up every detail of the eldritch wardrobes on offer. The first thing she beheld was a horizontal pole hanging in the middle of the room at shoulder height, like a steel trapeze with chain links from either end extending up into the ceiling. Built on the wall beside it was a winch, the cogs drilling into the wall to hide the full mechanism from view. Upon the pole before her were lines of thick rubber straps, ready to grab a slave and pin them to it, serve them up to the sights she beheld in the arsenal of tiny compartments throughout the room. Behind the pole, set further back was another chain, the dangling links connected to a single conical fetter, the rubber-lined leather marked with numerous buckles and obviously of a size that would encompass both feet together.

				The walls of the chamber were almost fully taken up by small lockers that were set into them, each with a translucent door that had a small label affixed to the outside to divulge what lay within. Inside each cabinet was an esoteric costume, almost all of them formed exclusively from latex and assorted plastics with steel fittings in places to offer security and strength.

				The colours and extravagance of the outfits were wild and striking, the various costumes designed for show and fetishist allure. Some could be for the Titans, but from the severe level of straps and other restrictive applications on them, she could tell that this room was probably for Nymphs. The labels on the doors had thrown her momentarily, for they bore titles of the nobles, but when she saw Oceanus open one marked with his and his wife’s name, she realised then that these were speciality costumes that the Titans saved for their more prized specimens.

				To place their favourites in the caste of an ordinary human fish might have them become lost amongst the anonymity such costumes created, whereas these outfits would allow the Titans to recognise and recapture their favoured pets should they become separated in the deep waters.

				Her owner reached in and took hold of the first part of her outfit, the garment resembling a halter necked cat suit, save that instead of separate legs, it flowed down as a single stem that became a plume of fins. Dense struts flung from the feet, a sheet of silver latex stretched between them to force Mina into a full mermaid status.

				The breasts and rear of the suit were also missing, instead replaced by a buckled strap about the aperture to help lock her into the desired position. The material itself was thick and instead of the ordinary bleak depths of black she had come to expect from the fabric she enjoyed so much, it was a stark snow-white. Worked expertly into the material was a touch of silver, the glitter creating waves of rippling scales down the entire affair, the refractions of weak light onto them revealing a hint of how wonderful it would look when slithering through the depths.

				Tethys reached to the back of her neck and removed the collar, readying her for the act of being mummified in the latex cocoon.

				Mina was presented to the pole and her arms lifted up. The cool metal was now running the backs of her arms and her shoulder blades, the slight touch of the shaft becoming far more close as the straps were buckled about her limbs, crucifying her upon the trapeze.

				Belts were set across her wrists, above and below her elbows, and at her biceps. The moment the bright click of the buckles being threaded ended, Tethys strode to the winch and began to turn the handle. The chain grumbled with metallic squeaks and started to rise up, dragging Mina from her feet and into the air so that her toes barely grazed the floor. The straps kept her pinned in position and suspended as the outfit was brought over to her, her legs hanging limp as she watched with trepidation and awe.

				The cool folds of the slick sheath were gathered up and drawn over her feet and pulled up. Within the latex she found the interior divided into two tubes, one for each of her legs, like leggings that had then been moulded together. With careful pulls and tugs they hauled the garment up, removing the wrinkles, ensuring it was stretched tight upon her physique. Her toes entered the socks, where she found the material dense enough to keep her forced to a ballet boots position. A twitch of her toes made the tail fins shimmer, and she continued to watch the process of her devolution.

				The sense of being swallowed up by this costume was distinct as it continued to ride up her body, sealing her within as she lay helpless to defy it, as though the costume had an agenda and will all of its own. With the two Titans working in unison it slipped over her hips, compressing her waist with its stern constrictions. Her rear was forced through the gap, the buckled belt squeezing even more firmly once it was set into place. Her breasts were fed through the waiting openings, and the zip that ran along the upper reaches of her spine was drawn up. Mina sighed with rapture at the feel of it squeezing her ribs, driving the air from her lungs as they pulled the fabric closed and ran the zip up to the back of her neck.

				Feeling as though she was in a corset that was as long as her entire body, Mina quivered against her restraints. The clinch about her breasts was heightened when the straps there were locked about their base, squeezing them out to make them even more prominent and more sensitive from the crimp.

				An air tank was taken up, the subtle device flattened against the contours of her back to almost lose it from view. Set against her spine, straps were used to secure it into place, the tiny nozzle at the tip being the means she would use to refuel her air.

				Two small earplugs were placed into her ears, the plugs reaching in as the rest of the mechanism spiralled about her ear to lodge them in place.

				A hood was selected and presented to her head, the white latex bag fitted with a slender crest that ran from her brow to the nape of her neck. The silver latex folds were strengthened with struts to make them rise up slightly, the shimmering cascade draping down to her upper thighs, the cold gossamer fabric tickling her rear. The hood was pulled down over her face, the helmet hugging with wicked strength to her skull. Straightening it, the two Titans forced a sizeable ball gag into her mouth, squashing her tongue beneath it and spreading her jaws wide. The gag was part of the interior of the helmet and fed two air hoses through it and along her cheeks to be connected to her air supply.

				Opening her eyes, Mina found herself staring through a visor, the vision slightly dulled by the one-way glass. From without she knew the silver plastic screen would hide her eyes, and drawing breaths through her gag she watched as they continued with her preparation.

				The hoses had been connected and she was accessing her own personal reservoir now - the air warm and spiced, making her a little light-headed after just a few lungfuls. She could have passed the euphoria off as a by-product of the bondage and her desire for it, but there was a slight tang to the air that betrayed the addition of other intoxicants. Whether such additions were necessary for survival, or to make the Nymphs more amiable to their lot was a matter for contemplation, but Mina had far more pressing subjects in her mind, namely the arousing feeling of being so effectively bound.

				Her ankles were taken up and drawn back until they could be snagged by the other restraint. The single cuff was buckled about her tail, enveloping it and then rising up as Tethys flicked a switch on the winch and began to take in the slack of the other chain.

				Mina grumbled slightly against her gag as her tail was hoisted up, swinging her like a rubber bound hammock between the two points. Once her feet were level with her head, the switch was again changed and her torso was lowered back down towards the floor, her plumes falling before her eyes to trail on the floor beneath her.

				Set at a steep angle, the blood rushing to her head as she breathed deeply of her own personal air supply, Mina watched with eagerness as the Titans began to unfasten her arms, setting her lose of the trapeze. Letting her hang limp, Mina was left like a landed fish, hauled from sea and hanging for the perusal of its captors. Her hands lay on the floor before her, each breath she took making her ribs push against the obstinately defiant rubber sheath. Her breasts and rear were engorged with sensation from the early stages of their captivity, and she could guess that her arms were next on the list of transmogrifying impediments.

				Each Titan took an opera glove and began to force it up her arm, her fingers being pressed into a single mitten without feature. Internal slots gathered all her fingers, the moulded glove separating each digit and locking them together in a single bunch. Deprived of manual dexterity, she found the gloves impossible to remove as straps at her bicep were used to fix them irrevocably in place. From the elbow of the sheaths, a plume of silver latex spilled as a banner for her to trail with each sweep of her arms.

				For a moment she thought they had finished, but then the two of them took her wrists and forced her arms up behind her back, running her forearms into awaiting grooves on her air tank. She fought them a little, struggling against the increasing bondage as she hung inverted, her meagre protest achieving nothing save defeat as they began to buckle the limbs into place, running straps across her arms to capture them and leave them sealed and useless behind her.

				‘There, all ready,’ commented Oceanus, rising up and strolling about her form as she languished in the air, wriggling slightly against the stringent folds of latex, more to feel them than to seek escape.

				‘And quite a striking sight she makes,’ added Tethys, running a hand down Mina’s shimmering new skin. ‘I can’t wait to see what she looks like in the garden,’ the woman added, letting her finger trail through the crease of Mina’s buttocks and brush against her rear before slipping out, proving to Mina that even within this bondage, she was still very much accessible. Anyone would be able to make ready use of her, and she would not be able to defend herself or prevent them, her body served up by the fish costume to anyone that wanted her.

				‘Let’s go and get ready ourselves, we don’t want to keep our little pet waiting for too long,’ decided Oceanus, striding back to the door as Tethys gave her a hungry look that panned up and down her bound form before the Titan followed her husband’s lead.

				The door hissed shut and Mina was left alone once more with her thoughts and her growing licentious taste for this mode of treatment. All she could hear was the soft rasping hiss of her breath, the click of the respiration mechanism as she dragged in new breaths and expelled them, deprived of access even to the atmosphere about her.

				Her jaws were starting to ache a little in the corners, the rictus demanded by the gag bringing discomfort with it. Her arms too were beginning to resonate with a throb, their contorted position being one they reviled as she continued to loiter upside-down and in the air, the bland room and her containment her only distractions.

				How did they intend to get her into the ocean? The only door was the way out and back into the complex. Was there another access point?

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 16

				After an unknown period of time spent pondering her recent events, Mina’s answers came with a whinny of hydraulic strain issued from beneath her. A round section of the floor opened up, parting and exposing a shaft two yards in diameter into which her trailing fins fell. A foot below the parted floor, dark waters shimmered, their depths hidden until rows of lights started to snap on. Positioned in equal circles of four bulbs, the subdued alcoves in which they lay were covered with plastic to keep the chute smooth. The water-filled passage dropped down for about two storeys and then turned left, the rows of lights acting like the signals of a runway, steering her out to sea.

				Another click caught her muffled hearing and she turned her hidden eyes to regard the door as a new arrival wandered in.

				The woman was tall and lithe, clearing six feet even without the stiletto heels she was perched atop. Her trimmed bob of auburn hair hung about a slender face, her lips painted a ruby red, her eyes darkened a little with some subtle shades. A steel collar encircled her neck, the band seemingly without lock or fastening.

				In addition to her chastity belt, she wore a bra that matched the steel containment of her loins. The two rounded cups were locked over her ample breasts, compressing them as steel bands pressed to her skin. The rubber-lined straps ran over her shoulders and around her torso. A raised point gave her imitation nipples, a small bell affixed to each of the summits of her metallic assets.

				About her wrists and ankles were more steel bands, each with a single D-ring fixed in place on their polished surfaces. Hold up stockings of fine denier black ran up her legs, rising from her patent ankle boots, the laced shoes opening themselves to allow the rings of her fetters to emerge and accept a padlock, denying her any chance of removing the shoes. Also, a short chain had been stretched between the locks, hobbling her to a slight shuffle.

				The woman tottered over with her limited steps and regarded Mina with an impassive detachment. Working with the fluid ease of someone performing an often undertaken chore, she opened a cabinet, removed a canister and clipped the hose to Mina’s air nozzle. Turning a tap, there was a rumbling hiss and the woman began to refill Mina’s diminished reservoir.

				Once the gauges declared her as full, the canister was taken away and the woman immediately took herself to the winch.

				With slow turns of the mechanism, Mina was lowered towards the water. Her fins fed into the chute, her head drawing closer to the surface until she started to sink into the tunnel. The waters were cold and made her quiver as they poured their radiant chill into her. When she vanished deeper, the fluids started to trickle in under her suit, slipping stealthily beneath, forming a slight layer that her body would heat, providing her with added warmth against the depths.

				The winch stopped with her knees half-submerged. Mina looked down into the passage, readying herself to swim, already formulating how she would move against the costume. Each exhale sent a cloud of quicksilver orbs fluttering up about her face and towards the surface, spilling from the gag, her face stretched into a frozen scream by the implement and the smothering mask that held it.

				Fingers played the buckles at her feet, and the restraint was opened, letting her plunge as a streamlined dart of rubber-bound female flesh.

				Wiggling her legs, she found the tail an effective paddle and dove deeper, fighting her own buoyancy, her fins now streaming behind her, fluttering in the light as she shone like a jewel against their radiance.

				Reaching the turning, she used her elbows to help steer herself around it, the fins positioned there proving to be handy rudders that greatly assisted her in manoeuvring. Flitting around the bend she followed the tunnel, using her legs to kick at the waters and propel herself onwards. The coldness of the water started to vanish as she continued, her exertion and the thin film of water against her skin serving to heat her body.

				The geysers of bubbles flowed along the ceiling as she deposited them, a slight current being forced out through the tube to carry them from the shaft. The tunnel turned upwards, rising straight up for countless levels, the bubbles creeping up all around her as she swam. No doubt the current and this long voyage were designed to assist those newborn fish deemed worthy of such a handy precursor lesson. Also, the lofty heights to which she was ascending offered her the possibility that she would emerge by the refilling stations, showing her where she was supposed to go when her reserves ran low.

				Ahead she spotted the exit aperture, an opening that erupted onto darkness. With exhilaration Mina thrust her hips up and down, flinging her legs against the waters to fire herself forward. As a dart of silver motion she burst from the exit amidst a great churning exhale of bubbles.

				The world was arrayed beneath her, a whole new universe with new creatures and sensations to explore. It felt like flying, to be located at the very peaks of the great dome, floating, looking down through the depths to the light kissed coral maze all around it.

				A little further up she could see Nymphs nestling against the crown of nozzles, filling their air before slithering back down into the warmer regions below.

				Mina continued up, her exit tunnel remaining open and unused, for the current leading out would deter any attempt to try and negotiate its route back to dry land.

				Swimming past the great oval windows of the palace that crowned the building, Mina peered in as best she could. The darkness was consuming and absolute, thrown back only by the dim glare of the monitoring screens. She could not tell whether the great throne of Charybdis was occupied or not, and as she scanned the interior, she could not help but think about her defeat there. It seemed so long ago, almost an event that had happened to someone else. Had she changed that much in just a short time?

				Arching up, she thrust her chest to the waters and started a dive, her nipples being tickled by the rush of cold water over them. Her descent carried her past other Nymphs, the women frolicking in the depths, brushing up against each other, their latex sheathed breasts being kissed by hungry mouths as others locked together at their maws and indulged their sensual cravings. Some rode a body part against the crotch of a partner, steering and manipulating the dildo hidden within, pleasuring each other as best they could with the impossible restrictions of their fish uniforms.

				Mina moved towards a pocket of such dissolute females, interested in joining them. Her level of freedom was token, she was still imprisoned, but now she could do as she wished, unbound from control. Her elation was absolute, she was owned, adored, loved, and now had this undersea world as her personal playground. All thought of her previous life was gone, only the intense expectation of what glorious wonders the future held for her remained.
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