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			Chapter 1

			 

			 

			One of the women spotted her and unleashed a plume of air, yelling a silent warning to her fellows. The others darted away, skittish and frightened by the new arrival. Then a few of them realised Mina was too effectively bound to be a Titan and that she was just another fish, although one considerably more blessed than they. These women ceased their flight and swam to meet her. The three of them circled about her examining her costume and her body with visor-hidden eyes. The silver darts began drawing closer, brushing up against her, their latex bodies slithering against hers and sending warm tickles of feeling through the tight sheath.

			A fish rose before her and moved her head in, breathing out a great current of air beneath Mina’s breasts. The cascade rose and rolled over her assets, evoking tingles in her flesh with their spa-like embrace. The fish responsible continued up in the trail of her exhale, running her tongue over Mina’s hidden flesh, and kissing and suckling her nipples with gusto.

			Then Mina felt another fish locking lips to the succulent swell of her bottom, sucking at her mounds before petitioning entry. She leaned over to accommodate her as they all started a languid sinking towards the coral. Immediately, a tongue bored through her sphincter and entered her, causing her to manifest a cry of mercury bubbles from the delightful shock. The fish continued her assault, flashing a frenetic organ into Mina, pushing deep, stabbing at her orifice, anxious to please.

			The third fish descended from above, inverted, and snapped her lips to Mina’s other breast, the two women fawning on her bosom, kissing her cleavage before fixating most diligently and skilfully on her nipples. Mina lifted her legs, using her knees to press against the loins of the first fish, rocking them a little as she felt the base of the shaft inserted within her. The woman stiffened and squirmed a little against her bondage, her arms twisted up her back much like Mina’s. Using her knees to operate the dildo, she continued to rock the intruder into the woman. Meanwhile, the tongue in her anus forced itself forward against the latex, reaching through the restrictions of the uniform to graze her sex.

			Lost to the pleasure of her underwater coupling, Mina did not notice they were passing through the upper reaches of the coral. The fish stayed with her, assaulting her senses, tasting of her as though they had never before been touched and were now indulging a frenzied banquet of tactile delights. She used her legs on the other fish, swapping them around as the tip of a tongue continued to please her clitoris, eliciting swift bursts of pleasure from her loins. She had never before wondered how this aquatic event would actually feel, and she was amazed by it, intoxicated by the surreal nature of her own appearance as well as by that of her anonymous partners. She was wallowing in a trancelike haze from the feel of the waters pressing on them, from the pressure of the rubber sealing her in tight, and from the eager tongues of her fellow fish.

			Mina’s feet landed on the soft sand and she toppled sideways as the fish continued their attentions, zealous in their appraisal of the new specimen. Her gaze was full of latex-bound femininity, with occasional glimpses of bright coral walls towering all around them, contorted and crazy of shape and dazzling of hue. Clouds of sandy particles were kicked up by their squirming play, their bodies pressing together, their fins buffeting the ground, and creating little tornadoes of grit that billowed around them.

			Mina howled her rhapsody through her gag as she climaxed, the woman who had fixed herself like a barnacle to her bottom spilling her tongue across her clitoris, and rubbing it with a flitting adoration to arouse a maximal response. The excitement of the situation had carried Mina almost to orgasm before anyone even laid a tongue on her, and it took little work to finish her off. Air bubbles streamed from her gag, spiralling up towards the moored artificial lights, and up into the darkness far beyond them.

			The orally worshipping fish returned to assail her bottom as Mina’s legs attended the rods of her aquatic comrades, bringing them to similar peaks of ecstasy with the relentless use of the fat shafts. Then, as she lay in a tangled web of bodies, a Ray passed overhead, the dark form beating the waters with her latex wings, her long tail spilling in her wake as she moved through the rocks. Then she suddenly deviated from her languid path, veering aside and diving into the coral to take cover.

			The source of her distress became apparent a moment later as one of the Dryad appeared overhead, passing by with a shoal of adoring nymphs trailing around her. The red-tinted mermaid took a moment to notice the small orgy occurring in the light-bathed grove, and when she did, she began circling her way down towards it. When she arrived she brushed the other fish aside, exercising her authority as she panned her eyes across Mina, who reclined across the sand, submissive to the new arrival.

			The Dryad leaned in and kissed Mina’s breasts before offering her own, pushing the tips through the clouds of air Mina set loose, and letting the crystal gaseous orbs run over her flesh. After treating herself to this devotion for a few moments, she pushed an intruding fish aside and rolled her crimson form to present her buttocks to Mina’s features. She clasped herself to Mina’s bound form and pressed her bottom across her visage. Knowing Dryads tended the garden and were possessed of at least some control over the fish, Mina made sure she did not resist or irk the mermaid with any defiance on her part, unsure of just how much discipline these women could mete out.

			The Dryad rode Mina’s face with glee, using her subject’s nose and visor to rub her buttocks and sex as each breath from Mina sent a new jet of bubbles across her intimate regions, making her shudder with pleasure.

			There was little Mina could do to resist as she was used for another’s satisfaction. She was little more than a latex dildo, and it was a liberating experience. The woman had imposed her control immediately, leaving Mina utterly compliant before her, and though the mermaid was a slave as well, it felt just as pleasurable to be used by another servile as by a Titan. She studied the bizarre view she was presented with as the woman’s latex-clad crotch smeared itself across her visor, cutting off her vision as dancing sheets of air rolled across them both. The unmistakable signs of orgasm played through the mermaid’s form, and as soon as she had drunk her fill, she darted with new motion and intent. Mina was flipped over, the fingerless mittens of the woman spinning her around and forcing her down to the sand, which tickled her nipples as she was ground into the bank by the Dryad. At first she did not resist, but then the woman started to demand admittance into her buttocks with more force, pressing her bunched fingers into her sphincter. Mina shuddered and writhed, only to be chastised as the mermaid ducked in and bit her bottom, delivering a sharp and unexpected nip into her flesh. The flare of distress made Mina quell her defiance and lay motionless, gasping into her gag as the Dryad began pushing a hand into her anus.

			Her tight orifice sparkled with hot flashes of pain as it struggled to accept the intruder. Forcible rocking shoves pushed the hand in further, the sea water a perfect lubricant for the latex-sheathed extremity. With a breathless squeal, and spasmodic responses that rocked her bound form, Mina responded to being mounted on the woman’s hand, her ring painfully gripping the invading wrist. Sobbing from the ordeal she gulped at her air supply, her face pressed against the sand. She could feel the woman moving her fingers inside her, the gloved hand squirming like some intruding animal that had forced an entry and set up home in her nether regions.

			Letting Mina recover for a few minutes, the Dryad kept her subdued by way of soft kisses to her cheeks. But then she began to use her arm once more, moving it back and forth, hauling at Mina as she burbled and chewed frantically on her gag. Fighting the mermaid she struggled to free herself, to pull herself off the trespassing hand and seek cover in the coral until her owners could arrive and take charge of her. But the spiteful nips of the mermaid once more descended and plagued her rear, making her jerk and spasm and unleash huge banks of bubbles as a result of the howling cries she cast into the depths.

			The other fish circled over and around her as a voyeuristic shoal, watching with glee the chastisement and abuse of someone more elevated than they. Mina wore the costume of a chosen slave, and thus they felt little sympathy for her plight; their envy was plain. They would eagerly make use of her if they could, but they would be just as enthralled to see her suffer the attentions of their cruel overseers.

			Keeping Mina pinned down the mermaid scanned the waters, and spotted what she sought. Jabbing a fist in its direction, she sent two fish lancing forward to chase a Ray and force her towards the site, denying her a route out and making it plain the Dryad had summoned her so she had little choice but to obey. The fawning assistants brought the poor Ray girl over, whereupon the Dryad snatched her long tail and began reeling her in, the Ray jerking slightly as her dildos were tugged on. Once the ankles of the Ray had been gained, the Dryad extracted her hand and finally brought Mina’s ordeal to an end. But no sooner had her tract been freed of one latex clad trespasser than a new one was thrust inside her. Mina was dismayed to see the tail of the Ray being fed into her anus as the Dryad forced it in. She struggled to get free, only to have her nipples squeezed and pulled on brutally, bringing her swiftly back under control. Defeated, she lay still beneath her tormentor, the feel of the tail being threaded into her buttocks joined by influxes of brine that sloshed within her as a salty douche.

			Would the Ray be so malicious as to rashly flee the moment she was released? Would a slave torment another slave so readily? Mina knew the sudden haul of the tail from her bottom would be a terrible experience unless undertaken slowly and gently... the Ray was set lose, and to Mina’s relief she did not panic and tear away.

			Yet the Dryad had expected such mercy, and was ready to foil it. Grabbing the Ray she accessed her tank and set loose a great churning geyser of air, draining the tank as the woman jerked in panic. Then she let go of her prisoner and drifted back to watch the show. Mina’s eyes widened in horror as she watched the Ray thrash her wings and fire herself upward, desperate to replenish her air before it ran out. Mina arched her back and screeched into her gag, her body rioting with sensations as the tail was dragged from her, the latex stem spilling swiftly from her buttocks dragging at her tract and reducing her to a writhing wreck. The tail hauled itself free, popping from her chafed orifice and letting the Ray continue her manic dash for air.

			Sobbing in shock, Mina drifted back down to the ground, her anus aching terribly. But she felt a dark delight in her woe, in having been used so mercilessly as an object of spectacle and sadism. The Dryad had proven she was not to be trifled with, that even with their rubber prisons they could punish or pleasure one another, and Mina now knew the value of obedience to these women. No doubt all the fish were treated to such capricious displays of spite.

			The Dryad patted Mina’s head, running her glove along her fin, and then she kicked her feet against the sand and thrust herself up through the herd of fish. The other women immediately began following in her wake, hoping to gain her favour through diligent attention and service to their undersea mistress.

			Mina watched them vanish into the light and the coral, studying their motions as she recovered from her lesson in the rules of this domain. She did not feel contempt for their behaviour, rather she felt a strange sense of accomplishment in having been subjected to an initiation rite and accepted amongst the shoals. Lifting herself up with a wriggle, she batted her fins against the waters and started weaving along the routes of sand that passed through the tangled coral structures. Tropical fish darted away from her as she swam, their rainbow markings and extravagant designs catching the light on their scales - real fish fleeing the approach of an impostor. Through vents in the rock geysers of hot water poured out, rising up in great plumes to feed warmth into what should have been arctic desolation. The nurturing geysers were the source of life for this place, the bosom from which all here fed.

			Mina frowned as she came across a strange new sight cresting a low ridge. She ducked back and watched through a small veil of seaweed, fearful of exposing herself again so soon after her recent experience serving the malicious needs of others.

			In a small clearing, three men were working on some sort of pipe system. Dressed in deep-green suits with incorporated flippers and clawed gloves, each wore a small air tank on his back. Their heads were sealed in angular domes that encompassed their heads and hid all details as they reflected the light of the ocean across their mirrored surfaces. They were laying down a network of pipes in the sand, applying nozzles in covert places, apparently preparing air supplies for a new caste of nymph.

			After watching them work for a while Mina continued her wandering, swimming through the coral marvelling at her new world and becoming acquainted with it, accepting it as it accepted her. She was part of this world now, a fish in the ocean, and she was excited by the thought of all the things she would experience here.

			A slow steady beep began infiltrating her awareness as plugs released the high-pitched song with monotonous rhythm. Guessing she had used up a great portion of her air already, Mina assumed this sound was a warning that her air tank was low. Her cries under the tutelage of the red Dryad had squandered a lot of her oxygen, and she had been so enthralled with exploring her new domain that she’d lost track of time.

			Changing her route she began her ascent, aiming herself towards the now distant dome. The beeps gradually increased in volume and speed, marking the increased urgency of her need. By the time she reached the ranks of refuelling nozzles the beeps were hurting her ears. No nymph would be able to sleep through such a din; the alarm would wake her and send her to preserve her life.

			It took a couple of attempts to make the connection, but once she slid herself onto the fitting a turn of her back locked her tank into place and the beeps decelerated and dwindled into silence as she fed her steel lung. A puff of excess air forced her off the pipe when her tank was full, freeing her from the station. Turning, she commenced a new dive, the colder waters making her shiver and want to bathe in the temperate waters above the coral a little before continuing her journey. Then she noticed two figures heading in her direction. Though there were very few identifying features available because of their costumes, from the few apparent clues Mina recognised Tethys and Oceanus.

			Both her owners wore a set of leggings that gave the convincing illusion of deep green blue-tinted scales, the fabric rippling with refracted light as they moved, making its artificial skin seem alive and all the more realistic. The leggings flowed down into long clawed flippers, the struts beginning at their feet riding out to stretch a glittering sheet of vibrant red rubber between them before ending in a small hooked claw. The leggings threw up a slender band from their front and back, and the latex strap connected to a wide collar. The length along the front was merely for stabilising the one in back on which their slender air tank lay fitted with a dorsal fin of spines, the black struts rising from the nape of their necks and reaching a peak before dropping back down to end at the base of their spines. The dark fangs stretched the same furious red coating between them, a design also applied to their gloves, which cast a single strap up their arm to connect to the collar and then spiralled down, turning each finger into an extended claw with a colourful webbing hung between them. They both wore a strange mask of deep metallic green resembling mirrored emerald, which like the beaks of wicked birds of prey spilled a hooked snout concealing nasal breathing tubes. The masks left their dark eyes free to peer into the depths, wrapping a slender strap around their cheeks and up across their foreheads, and their flippers gave them a swift pace even as they kicked lazily at the water.

			Oceanus arced around Mina, his long braids fluttering in his wake, his opaque eyes fixed on her, and a broad smile spread across his exposed mouth. She could see the long zipper running down the crotch of his leggings and rising at the back.

			Tethys performed a barrel roll that ended with a plummet down beneath Mina. A quick wriggle, and she was drifting up behind her, running her elongated hands along Mina’s latex curves.

			Oceanus closed in, turning his head so he might avoid knocking beaks as he kissed his wife before kicking off in a direction chosen at random.

			Tethys ducked her head in his direction to indicate their intentions to Mina, and then brought her arms down with a single flap so her webbed hands launched her after her spouse, her legs kicking gently.

			Mina shimmied her shoulders and began flapping her legs, using her tail to catch up with them, having to work considerably harder than the Titans because of her restrictions. She was glad she was in shape. Otherwise, she would be lagging behind the nobles gasping for air after just a few minutes.

			Chasing after the cruising Titans, Mina admired their forms as they slithered through the ocean, their bodies tightly encased in winking latex that teased her hungry eyes as she felt her lust for them burning inside her. They were a magnificent sight, and she felt all the more proud of being owned exclusively by them. She hoped she was special to them, and that with her skill and devotion she would be able to keep them entertained for life.

			As they swam admiring the garden, Mina caught sight of other action. Here and there she spotted other nobles fulfilling their water-born heritage. Then she thought she caught sight of movement amidst the coral. She peered harder, watching the craggy rainbow surfaces and plumes of vegetation carefully... there was a winking movement, and she spied a figure speeding through the uneven tunnels and rough formations. When it scooted across a clearing, the sight of the Titan awed her. It had to be Medusa, the Gorgon. Sealed within a cat suit of black latex with green-tinted scales running down its length, the woman’s body looked even more beautifully voluptuous, ripe with plunging curves and ample assets.

			From the waist down, her legs were moulded into a single serpentine stem that rolled on until it ended at a point. She thrashed this tail in the manner of a serpent, the design of the appendage working to transform her wriggling efforts into an effective means of propulsion that enabled her to weave through her territory at an alarming rate. Her hands were cut off at the fingers, letting her four-inch long nails emerge and curl around, their pointed black lengths drifting idly at her sides. Her mask incorporated a mane of serpents, each crafted to perfection and looking disturbingly real as they dragged along in her wake, her face a moulded mask of sneering fury and eyes glowing a fierce sanguinary hue. Then, just as quickly as she had been spotted, the Gorgon ducked back into deeper waters and was lost to Mina’s scrutiny.

			Tethys and Oceanus came to a slow halt, treading water at a determined depth and scanning the ocean floor. Mina pulled up between them, and their hands absently followed her body, caressing her breasts and running through her long rubber mane. Following her owners’ jet eyes, she spotted several new fish scrambling through the coral, trying to use it as a means of cover from pursuit. The new fish were much like Dryads, save that their arms had been folded up behind their backs and secured with straps, their pointed gloves pawing at the water as they dashed by in a panic. Each one had been afflicted with a ring gag, their open jaws corrupting their efforts to swim quickly. The straps at their bottoms were tighter, pulling their cheeks apart and leaving their sphincters more exposed than normal. The material of their costumes was a striking orange-and-yellow collage of scales, with black vertical stripes slashing down across every inch. Like human tiger-barbs, they tore through the rocks, fleeing something.

			Mina studied the area they were so intently vacating, fanning out and splitting up to increase their chances of personal success. Two figures strolled the ocean bed, their weighted garments making them seem like lunar walkers as they took bounding steps from one rocky outcrop to another. From the back of their heads poured a thin metallic cable that extended back across the seascape, hanging in the waters to prevent it becoming snagged in the rocks as they travelled. A second such lifeline was attached to their waists, the duel cables sweeping back towards the dome and giving the two figures as much air as they required, negating the need to interrupt their pastime with something as tedious as refilling their tanks.

			One was dressed for war, and Mina assumed he was Ares. The muscular man was tall and his shoulders were broad, his sturdy build emphasised and exaggerated by his armoured diving suit, so that his dimensions seemed almost inhuman. Metal plate-mail was set across his black latex sheath, the sections burnished to a mirror finish and fitted to his contours. His face was a featureless black shadow as a result of a latex hood and mask, and over it was a standard Greek helm, the polished silver armour throwing up a plume of crimson spines. The Titan strode boldly across the landscape, cradling a long tubular device in the manner of a weapon.

			At his side walked his female counterpart, a towering woman encased in a similar warlike suit. The black latex revealed her toned physique, and the steel plates atop it added to her imposing dimensions. A silver mask, the artificial visage moulded into that of a serene and exceptionally striking face, hid her real features. Strands of latex hair spilled across her hood, drifting behind her on the currents as she watched the hunting ground holding a similar weapon as her male companion. It had to be Artemis, goddess of the hunt.

			Suddenly, Mina spotted a fish hiding from the two massive predators, her bottom cheeks wide as she rubbed them against a rock in a desperate effort to dislodge something. Artemis spotted her and levelled her weapon, throwing the device onto her shoulder and taking aim. The girl fish immediately broke cover, ignoring shelter in favour of dashing for freedom, a panicked and foolish strategy. A wink of metal in the woman’s sphincter caught Mina’s eye - a lodged implant whose purpose was about to be graphically explained. The device wielded by Artemis spat forth another small tube, the rounded point of the torpedo driving against the waters as the hidden propeller at the base thrashed wildly, leaving behind a curling tunnel of agitated water. Revealed in this turbulence was a slender wire, the almost imperceptible cable paying out from a reel situated beneath the launcher. The missile arced swiftly towards the hapless fish as she continued trying to outrun it, but it was far too swift and possessed of a mechanical relentlessness. The torpedo closed in, attracted like a moth to a flame, focusing its singular automated mind to the tracking device in the woman’s bottom, the device she had been so desperately trying to get out of her. Then suddenly she dove down, sweeping her legs with great kicks, plummeting beneath another hiding fish before continuing her flight. The second startled fish looked behind her, and jerked in alarm when she saw the torpedo heading for her. Having transferred the dogged eyes of the device to other prey, the first treacherous fish quickly fled, leaving the new victim to kick her legs into the floor and vault desperately upwards.

			With a smooth arcing turn, the torpedo followed the second fleeing fish and thrust itself into her anus, sheathing itself almost to the base. The woman arched her back until she almost doubled over, her legs kicking and her cheeks clenching as she struggled to force the invader out of her. Then suddenly bubbles escaped her sphincter as something was inflated within her tract, its expansion preventing her from spitting out the accursed underwater arrow, her body jerking spasmodically as the pressure bloomed inside her.

			Artemis threw an arm up, punching the water with a victorious gesture before holding her palm out to her fellow hunter, Ares, who slapped her exposed hand with jubilation. She then flicked a switch on the tube, and digging her boots into the coral braced herself for a new struggle. Like an angler battling a ferocious quarry, she let the motors of her weapon draw the spiked fish in as her prey wriggled and resisted with all her strength. The caught fish thrashed madly, the process of being reeled in by her buttocks obviously one she found less than enjoyable. When the fight grew too stressful, and Artemis was tugged forward a step, the Titan touched another switch, causing the fish to jolt to attention. The voltage nips had the desired effect of wearing down the resistance of the hooked prey, and soon the woman had been reeled in all the way, exhausted and defeated by her fight.

			Grabbing her catch’s fins, Artemis slung her launcher over her shoulder and removed the spare oxygen cable from her waist. From the stout end of the lifeline, she pulled out a smaller hose she clipped to the refilling nozzle of her captive’s air tank. The fish struggled weakly as her entire reserve was ejected, the vast thundering geysers of air pouring into the waters and rushing back up to the surface. The main cable was then restored to Artemis’s waist, and the fish was left languishing at the end of a short hose, unable to break free because she was now completely dependent on her captor for air. The wire attached to the torpedo dildo was removed and fastened to the next shaft, the ammunition stored within the internal compartments of the launcher.

			Mina watched the caught fish evincing an occasional throe of discomfort as her electrical castigation continued, the bulb in her sphincter inflating a little more every few minutes punishing her for being captured so easily. How long a fish evaded being snared determined how long she was subjected to such diabolic punishment, a chillingly effective incentive to hide for as long as possible.

			The two hunters continued stalking their human prey, weapons levelled and ready to fire should they gain a clear shot at an exposed fish. Mina felt a pang of envy, for she would not have minded pitting herself against their skill; to be hunted as game was an intriguing idea. She became enamoured with the notion of weaving amongst the rocks trying to evade being impaled on a pursuing dildo that was inflated from within and used as an anchor to reel her in. She found herself becoming increasingly aroused by the thought, and hoped that one day she could be forced into a tiger-barb outfit and set loose to try and escape the hunters. It would, of course, be a useless fight in the end, for no matter how well she eluded them, she would have to emerge from the rocks to refill her tank at some point, and like a bird fluttering before ranks of shotguns on a country estate, she was sure to be struck.

			As they watched the hunt continue, Oceanus took hold of Mina’s shoulders and brought her before him. Holding the mane atop her head, he released his sex and positioned himself to spear her bottom. Then he waited, the head of his erect shaft kissing her expectant anus.

			Ares and Artemis fired together as a trio of fish made a run for the upper reaches of the dome. Their air warnings had gone off, and the torpedoes rushed up after the panicked women as they tried to outrun each other, for only two of them would be caught. The third fish would have the chance to refill her tank on the other side of the dome, hoping the complex would shield her from the torpedo’s sensors, and once she had a fresh supply of air she could outlast all the other fish.

			Mina watched with wide eyes, mentally projecting herself into their caste, imagining her body wracked by the pain of exertion as she fought to win the race and outpace the others, her muscles burning, her lungs aching. She imagined the shafts rising from below and streaming towards her buttocks, one of them ready to stab her and make her its prisoner, the hunting hook of the anglers inescapable. Then one fleeing woman gave a sudden flurry of manic thrusts with her tail, and slipped ahead of the others, leaving the stragglers to be speared by the missiles, their backs arching and their bodies stiffening as they were penetrated. And the instant the metal shafts plunged into them, Oceanus thrust into Mina, filling her at the exact moment of their capture. She almost climaxed from the perfectly timed penetration, her eyes widening as she kept them fixed on the captured fish and imagined herself being speared. But where the caught fish were now being hauled back down to the sea floor, Mina was being slowly rocked into, her sphincter gripping her owner’s immersed shaft as she revelled in his trespass. The Titan held her tightly in his arms, pulling her head back by her fin, his flippers keeping them both aloft as he drove casually into her, savouring the act with no sense of urgency. With voyeuristic delight they watched the prey being hauled in as their struggle was crippled by bursts of precursor shock from the plugs inflating inside them. The sight of their subjugation made Oceanus grow larger and harder inside Mina, and the depths he drove himself into had her gasping with rapture as he rode her quivering body.

			The third fish vanished behind the upper reaches of the complex, leaving the slower pair to be clipped to their new hoses, and repeatedly subjected to the punishment their sloth and lack of skill had brought them. They could not leave their hosts, for to do so meant drowning, so they simply hung in the water, wracked by discomfort and the knowledge that they would have to improve their fitness, training themselves to be quicker for the next hunt.

			Continuing his dilatory coitus, Oceanus stopped treading water so that he and Mina began drifting downwards. Tethys followed them, anchoring herself to Mina by holding onto her breasts and massaging them, using the stiff rubber claws to tickle her nipples.

			Several fish had gathered near them, and were circling their position. Either they were merely watching, or they were trying to draw attention to themselves in the hope of being included in the exchange. But the couple had eyes only for the hunt and were aware only of Mina.

			Artemis noticed the spectators and looked up, her gorgeous visage meeting the dark eyes of the Titans. The huntress waved to them, acknowledging their presence before throwing her launcher to her arm, her peripheral vision having spied a dash of orange-and-black amidst some nearby rocks. The fish broke lose and kicked upwards, only to have a torpedo set on her heels. She instantly changed her mind and tried to make for the rocks, but halfway there she succumbed to the more frenzied beeps of her air tanks and whirled around again, hoping she might outpace the torpedo, her desperation destroying her logic. She had barely cleared a few yards when the smooth path of the empowered dildo rode in between her cheeks and plunged into her bottom, throwing out its internal balloon and lodging itself firmly in place.

			With a flurry of movement Artemis scrambled forward and stabbed the switch to punish the fish for a prolonged period as the latex form whirled and squirmed. When Artemis finally let go of the control the woman went limp, twitching a little from the savagery of her discipline.

			Tethys turned her face downward, regarding the seabed beneath them as their descent revealed a woman lying beneath an outcrop resting, keeping her breaths slow and gradual to conserve air. The Titan cast her head down, her legs flipping up after her as she used great beats of her arms and mad kicks of her legs to carry her down as swiftly as a living javelin.

			The fish never even saw her coming. One minute she was in reclusive shelter, the next a latex-clad female form had locked claws to her mane.

			Tethys laughed into the water, letting loose bubbles as she drew the fish from her hiding place, lifting her up into the open. The woman battled with all her might, but Tethys’s flippers and hand paddles were far more effective than her tail, and she could do little to escape their grip. Exposed to the hunters she thrashed and fought to get free as Tethys locked her arms about her torso, hugging her close and exposing her bottom to the coming assault.

			Ares took slow and methodical aim. The hunter flicked something on the launcher, and drew a bead on his target. He had apparently switched off the tracking system and was aiming manually.

			Squealing her dismay in great silver clouds of bubbles, the fish watched as the object of her damnation fired from the tube, and streamed towards her in an unwavering straight line.

			Oceanus picked up his pace inside Mina, riding towards climax.

			The anal archery tournament began with a near miss as the torpedo struck the fish’s left cheek. The propellers cut out immediately, and as it drifted back, the tip suddenly started to billow out into a latex balloon, swelling in all directions as the device began sinking. Ares clenched a fist as he cursed his failure and began reeling in the empty hook, and Mina was amazed at how large the exposed latex bulb was growing. Would it grow to such dimensions inside a host? Personally, she doubted she could accommodate such a monstrous orb in her tracts.

			Artemis mocked her partner with a sullen shake of her head and drew aim herself, carefully following the barrel sight and taking into consideration the slow sinking plummet of her target. The next missile was set free while Ares yanked at his launcher, trying to get his unused rod back so he could fire again. But Artemis was a surer shot than the god of war, and the arrow found its mark in the anus of the slave girl. She fought Tethys’s grip as the bulb sank into her buttocks, and she jerked and thrashed madly during the excruciating process of being filled and reeled in.

			As the shaft thrust itself into its host, Mina’s sphincter clenched in response to the hot semen pouring into her own orifice as her owner jammed his shaft inside her, punishing her deepest regions as he climaxed. She jerked in his hold, wracked with pleasure at the feel of being attended to so intimately by him.

			Tethys released the target, letting her be served up to her fate as she began swimming back to her husband. Oceanus remained inside Mina for a moment, relishing the wanton grip of her anus upon his length. When he finally pulled free his hard flesh drew against her insides and sent ghostly flares of sensations through her muscular ring. No phallus had ever pleased her as much as Oceanus’s just had, and she did not know whether this was because of skill, his size, or because of the perpetual arousal wrought by her depraved surroundings.

			With a dextrous flash the two Titans turned and began heading back to the dome, swimming lazily and taking in the scenery as they went. Mina followed them, her bottom still relishing its penetration, the feel of Oceanus strong inside her as she discharged the residue of his lovemaking. The warning tunes of low oxygen rang in her ears and she hurried to keep up with her owners, hoping they were planning a direct route back to dry land. And as she followed in their wake, she began to suffer a distinct feeling of being watched. It did not feel like the usual automated study of the cameras Charybdis had stationed throughout his domain, but felt more like a more personal observation of her form. Such an instinct had saved her more than once, and she did not disregard it. She scrutinised the seabed and the waters, wondering who, or what, was watching her.

			Something caught her eye, a hint of movement, and she saw what looked like some sort of gem-encrusted shell duck out of sight, vanishing into a clearing of sand. Did some sort of subterranean creature dwell there? Or was it some Titan who liked to hide from view in the soft sands and study those who played above?

			Meditating on what she had seen, Mina continued swimming, following her owners down the main tunnel to the pool that had first greeted her arrival here. The two Titans paddled with strong beats of their fins, accelerating their ascent before launching from the water and escaping onto the decks. Mina watched their forms through the distorting ripples of the surface. The two Titans were lifted out to their waist by their momentum, and grabbing the sides of the pool, they dropped onto their seats, swinging their legs up and rising to an erect stance. Straightening their forms they began removing the trappings of aquatic life. Naked slaves, adorned only with chastity belts, came forth to take their removed items and place them back in storage, serving the two Titans until they were naked save for their rings.

			Meanwhile, Mina was growing concerned about her air supply; the beeping was alarmingly swift and extremely loud, pounding her ears with its urgent din.

			‘Enter the collar, nymph,’ a voice commanded through her earphones, replacing the monotonous chorus of beeps. With an echoing impact a steel band struck the surface of the water and began sinking until the chain attached to it brought the dense cuff to a halt. The thick metal jaws lay open, the interior a padded cushion of foam rubber.

			Mina swam towards it, and with a twist of her head she ensured her mane was free of the device’s clutches before she surrendered her throat to it. The collar closed of its own accord, locking shut and securing itself as the chain began to retreat, dragging her up towards the surface, her body slack as she hung limp from the hoist.

			Her head emerged from the pool, her sight shimmering as water trickled down her visor. The pressure about her neck increased as more of her body left the pool, applying more weight to her point of capture. The padded rims dug into her jaw and the back of her neck as her limbs hung limp, dripping with excess moisture. Finally her feet emerged, her tail came free, and she was swung aside to hang over the floor. The chain lowered a little, setting her down on her knees before her owners, and the three nymphs currently serving their needs.

			Tethys commanded them to undress Mina, and the women moved in. The straps at her back were set loose so her arms flopped to her sides, nerveless after their long containment, her flesh erupting with prickly riots of pain as sensation began drifting back into them. Her numbed limbs were drawn free of the gloves, the women manipulating her arms because she herself could not move them. Her hood was unfastened and drawn free, pulling the gag from her mouth and letting her pulsing jaws finally close. She breathed deep drafts of air, filling her lungs before licking her lips and yawning to exercise her aching flesh. Her air tank was removed, and the zipper at her back lowered, bringing an unexpected influx of distress to her torso, for the long pressure placed on her had become a familiar companion, and as it was removed a brutal throb answered its departure. Grimacing slightly, she endured the customary responses to prolonged bondage as the latex cocoon was peeled from her form. Her breasts were set loose and her bottom freed of the ringed aperture, leaving her naked and slack and supported by her head. Breathing evenly, she watched as Tethys and Oceanus wandered over to her wearing broad smiles of satisfaction at their plaything’s performance.

			‘Did you enjoy your swim, slave?’ Tethys asked, running a hand through Mina’s short hair.

			‘Yes, lady, very much, thank you for taking me with you,’ she answered respectfully.

			‘Would you like a nice shower to get the salt water off you before dinner?’

			‘Yes, lady, that would be lovely.’

			‘There is a small affair tonight,’ Oceanus said. ‘One of the members from the mainland sect is coming here on his way home. We’re going to bring you along as our pet for this function. Some entertainment has been arranged, and it should be lots of fun.’

			The collar was opened and two nymphs caught Mina before she collapsed. Her body was weak, and had to get used to walking on solid land subject to the law of gravity and her own weight again.

			A door opened at the approach of the nobles, exposing a tiled chamber with two portals on either side of the far wall, each accessing the corridor that was the shower chamber. Rows of silver nozzles on the walls and ceiling were already spraying clusters of jets, the air wafting with curling tendrils of milky steam. Immediately on either side of the entrance, hidden in the corners, were sunken hot tubs, their waters bubbling with an almost carbonated mist above them. Glass cabinets on the wall held ranks of towels, while two alcoves offered a far different means of removing excess moisture.

			A featureless stainless steel dome was sealed over two slave girls’ heads, the helmet descending to a thick posture collar, a small series of puncture holes flecking the area of their mouths so they could breathe. A fat chain at the crown of their prison reached back to the wall, tethering them both in place. Each of the slaves was sealed in her customary chastity belt, with cables reaching up from the floor to connect to their crotch pieces. The women also wore opera mittens made from thick and luxurious towelling, the soft sheaths rising up to their shoulders, where two straps ran across their collarbones to connect them. At the back of each one two more cables emerged and snaked back into the wall.

			Tethys and Oceanus ignored what was to them no more than a mundane fixture and proceeded into the showers. Mina followed them, staring at the entombed women as she went. Then she turned back to her owners as they lifted their arms and accepted the drumming rain of warm water across their bodies. She shivered with pleasure as she, too, was pounded by the deluge. She turned around, letting the water flow all over her, washing away the lingering stickiness of salt water.

			Through the dense shifting banks of fog obscuring the other end of the corridor, Mina detected movement. She thought perhaps other nobles were making use of the showers, but instead she saw four more slaves stationed there to see to the needs of the Titans. They wore the customary chastity belts, but their models had a ring strung between their legs to which had been attached two short chains. The lengths connected them to steel band fetters, preventing them from standing up straight; the best they could achieve was a slight stoop. Their arms had also been shackled and twisted behind them, their limbs locked by bands that placed their wrists together and fastened their elbows with a short chain, imposing a mock deportment stance as they thrust their breasts out against the demands of the bondage. Blindfolded with a wide strap of latex, they had to work from memory and sound, closing in on the nobles and applying their tongues to them.

			Mina watched in wonder as a slave shuffled over to her, the slightest sounds of her movement attracting the blind woman. She could not tell if Mina was Titan or nymph, and she commenced her tonguing duties diligently. Mina shivered and leant against the wall as she felt the woman lapping at her feet, working her way up her calves and shins with long strokes. The waters flowed over them both, the heat pouring into their flesh as one nymph attended the other.

			‘Are you enjoying that, slave?’ Oceanus asked while his own cleansing nymph adored his thighs.

			The woman attending Mina paused, momentarily put out when she discovered what caste she was washing with her mouth. She was licking another slave, and although she clearly wanted to stop and reserve her attentions for those whom she worshipped and revered, she continued licking simply because it would please them.

			‘Yes, lord, a most interesting alternative to soap,’ Mina replied, sighing as the backs of her knees were tickled with a deft, though slightly resentful, tongue. Then her half closed eyes flitted open as she felt hands on her.

			Tethys had stepped up behind her and embraced her. ‘Maybe we’ll station you here for a few days, kept in chastity sucking on every Titan that comes through,’ she whispered in Mina’s ear.

			Oceanus joined them and cupped Mina’s chin, controlling her gaze as he forced it up to the ceiling, her chest rising and falling with her gasps as Tethys’s educated fingers played her skilfully and the nymph worked her tongue higher. ‘I don’t think she could last that long,’ he remarked. ‘She’s such a hungry little thing, I reckon she’d explode.’

			‘I doubt she’d be starved for that long. You think any other Titan could resist the urge to strip away her belt and exploit those succulent tracts of hers?’ Tethys let one of her hands descend and grab the short hair of the shower nymph, drawing her face up and pushing it into Mina’s loins.

			Mina rose up on tiptoe as she felt the warm wet tongue slip between her legs, turning from cleaning to dedicated cunnilingus. The oral attention was performed with staid effort, the nymph having little enthusiasm for servicing another of her own kind when she could be doing this to a Titan. But regardless of her lack of fervour, the strokes and kisses she applied were a monumental delight to Mina as she was held in Tethys’s arms and fondled by Oceanus while pounded by hot splashes of water from every angle.

			Tethys reached over and drew Mina’s chin from Oceanus’s grasp, turning her head to kiss her, the two women exchanging passion as Oceanus chuckled and admired Mina’s form, running his hands over her, aroused by the image of his wife and slave interlocked in lust. Moving his own shower nymph, he drew her mouth onto his rising length. Her tongue and lips bringing him fully to life, his guiding hand slowed her down as her head began accelerating, her passion for her task clear. He savoured the moment, taking his time, drinking of his pleasure as he watched his wife and slave intertwined by their tongues, their elegant forms sparkling with streams of water.

			‘That’s enough,’ Tethys stated, drawing back and moving the nymph from Mina’s sex before she could climax, stoking her slave’s desire but denying her relief.

			Mina was tempted to ask for a continuation, but such disobedience might irritate her owners, and she wanted to remain strong before them. At present she was almost being treated as an equal, or at least placed above the standard slaves the couple made use of. If she kept her behaviour resilient, if she did not give them cause to discipline her, perhaps she could maintain her status for a long time. She would, of course, fail at some point, it was inevitable, but until then she could enjoy this elevated status.

			‘All of you, finish up,’ Tethys ordered, causing the nymphs to recommence their more mundane task of cleaning.

			The licks of the slaves rolled across their bodies, and Mina found it hard to resist the temptation to please herself with a sly finger while the woman deliberately lingered on her breasts. As the nymph suckled and fawned on her, she could guess she was trying to inspire Mina to such a rebellious deed, which would irk her owners and lower her in their esteem. But the nymphs could proceed no higher when they reached the throats of their patrons and settled back onto their knees.

			Leading Mina out of the showers, her owners walked up to the drying nymphs who promptly sprung to life, their gloves thrumming with an outflow of air. All across the hands of the gloves, dozens of small vents spilled hot air through the towels, drying the fabric and the Titans at the same time. The slaves rubbed their palms across the forms of the two Titans, their blind eyes also forcing them to work by touch.

			Once they were finished Tethys and Oceanus moved Mina into the dual grips of the slaves, and the two women ran their furry hands across her, rubbing gently as warm air poured over her. It was another luscious sensation, and Mina was almost sorry for it to end.

			Removed from the grip of the two drying nymphs, she was led out of the bath and onto the metal deck of the pool again. The nymphs were ready for the exit of the nobles, waiting with their gowns and, to Mina’s dismay, her chastity belt. Closing her eyes she tried to imagine she had been mistaken, that they were not going to lock her back in sexual incarceration. But although she could not bear the frustration, it would make release all the sweeter in the end. And the feeling of being utterly controlled was with her every time she moved her hips, the tight metal ribbons encasing her sex and penetrating her with dildos a constant reminder of her status.

			The two Titans let the nymphs place the robes upon them and tie the belts.

			‘Proceed slaves,’ Tethys ordered, and the two women converged on Mina as she stood dismally before them. Ignoring her obvious angst, one of them took a shackle from her comrade and grabbed each of Mina’s wrists. Enclosing the engineered steel ribbons around her, they locked them into place, the formed teeth of one end slotting into those on the other side. The bands bore a single D-ring on the outward facing side, and snagging a thumb into these anchors in addition to grabbing the wrist, they folded her arms up across her back. Only a short time ago she would have broken such grapples with ease and disabled her attackers with a cold, calculated rage. But now the grips made her melt into sweet surrender. The third nymph opened the waistband and enclosed the strip about her, wrenching it closed to impose its firm grip above her hips. Mina groaned softly and gave a weak wriggle of resistance. The women clenched their fists harder around her, and lifted her arms a little more, making her whimper as the crotch band was prepared. One woman crouched beneath her and laid down her collection of steel bands, and with backhanded slaps to Mina’s calves silently demanded that she present herself more readily for entrapment. The nymphs never spoke, their silence a strange vow of submission to this place. All they did was obey; their words were not required or wanted.

			Shifting her bare feet against the plates of metal beneath her feet, Mina was supported by the two pinioning women as she clenched her loins in readiness. The band was aimed into place, the two dildos brushing her orifices and revealing the thin sheen of lubrication smeared on them. With a shove they were sheathed inside her, the sudden intrusion lifting her onto her toes as she flung her head back from the shock. The two locking ends slipped into their respective housings and were captured by secure cogs, pressing the belt rigorously to her flesh, tight and immovable. The women pushed down on their holds, nudging their knees into the backs of Mina’s to bend them and lower her before them so they could close the collar around her throat, clipping it into place with the seam stationed at the back and the D-ring at the front. With this symbol of ownership in place, the nymphs leant down and applied the fetters that perfectly matched the bracelets and collar. The two devices were snapped into place, tight against her skin, and her entrapment was complete.

			Mina’s fingers traced the polished steel contours of this instrument of carnal bondage, a little overwhelmed by the feel of so many alien devices on her and digging into her flesh.

			Oceanus and Tethys moved in on her together, each producing a chain-link leash from their pocket and clipping it to the ring of her collar, establishing their control of her. Then a padlock was snapped to her cuffs, locking them together behind her back.

			‘There, how do you feel now, slave?’ Oceanus enquired.

			‘Owned, my lord,’ she whispered.

			The Titan did not reply but merely smiled, kissed his wife, and joined her in leading Mina away. They drew their willing possession from the pool and back into the winding maze of the complex.

			 

			Chapter 2

			 

			 

			Once back in their quarters, Tethys and Oceanus took Mina straight into their personal dungeon. They each pressed a hand to the wall, and a group of four tiles clicked open, the hidden cabinet offering them a range of toys.

			A gag was selected, and the large ball forced between Mina’s lips. The foam was slightly yielding; large enough to fill her mouth entirely and stretch her jaw wide open while refusing her the ability to spit it out. The strap running through its centre was buckled firmly about her skull, and she was led to the wall by it. After removing her leads, her owners locked her collar directly to a wall ring, employing a stout padlock to ensure her confinement, and left their slave with her cheek resting against the black tiles, suspended almost on tiptoe, as they went to dress for dinner. In their absence, Mina’s belt was commanded to keep her occupied, and the device broke into activity the moment the door hummed closed and locked.

			The plugs inside her began purring and vibrating at a frenetic pitch, humming against her sex and making her strain against her various bonds, moaning with rapture as she rubbed herself against the wall, pressing her thighs tightly together. The instruments teased her perfectly, bringing her relentlessly towards orgasm before going suddenly inert. She groaned and tried to ride herself against them, desperately seeking the last few caresses that would cast her into a heady bliss.

			As though responding to her wanton dance, the belt applied painfully sharp nips to her clitoris, making her squeal. She threw her head against the ring, yanking at it in an effort to break free, her shackled hands clawing at the device as it punished her grievously. Gurgling, fighting the bondage, she was left dazed and weak when the discipline finally ceased. Then the insidious belt began teasing her again.

			Moaning her denial of this horrid treatment, Mina could not help but dissolve upon it again. The vibrations lifted her onto her toes, sprawling her licentiously against the wall.

			The belt again ceased its manipulation of her sex, the automated device showing her no mercy, blindly obeying its programme of spiteful boredom alleviation. Then, as she sobbed and tensed with expectant dread, the toy proved its lack of pity by applying the chastisement once again. Having detected her imminent orgasm with its sly sensors, the instrument turned its wrath upon her clitoris, thrashing it with an electrical scourge to drive her passion away.

			The excruciating ordeal ended a second time and Mina collapsed against the wall, tense and writhing. With a tear trickling down her cheek she smiled softly against the gag, knowing that pleasure was due her now. Even after the horror of denial, and the trial of punishing electric bites, the pleasure was a fine reward and more than paid for her suffering.

			Afterwards the rote of teasing, denial and punishment was repeated again and again, reducing her to little more than a creature of base instinct, every thought driven from her and leaving only a libidinous craving. Finally the door hissed open behind her as she was waiting for another bout of punishment. With her fingernails digging into her palms she rocked herself against the belt, rubbing the crotch plate against the wall in the dim hope of acquiring orgasmic relief. The sight of the two Titans branded itself into her mind in that moment, and her sexual hunger stoked her longing for them almost painfully. In the mysteriously lost moments before climax they appeared almost divinely beautiful to her, and the timing of their entrance made her feel even more worshipfully devoted to them.

			They were dressed to complement each other, matching both styles and fabric. They both wore a sleeveless halter-top of glossy black vinyl stretched tightly over their torsos and refracting the dull light of the room upon its perfectly polished surface. From beneath the tops extended Lycra leggings of a deep and luscious blue disappearing into knee-high black patent leather boots. Tethys was perched atop skyscraper heels with a slight platform to ease the rise, and a fishnet scarf was draped over both their shoulders and down their arms, secured in long opera gloves on Tethys and in short wrist-length gloves on Oceanus, both sets having had all the fingers removed. Their rings were on brazen display, and their fingernails were painted to match their leggings, the same hue reflected in Tethys’s cosmetics. Finally, both masters carried a short crop, the purple woven stem armed with a leather hoop-tip and a moulded handle.

			Scarcely had Mina succumbed to the pleasure of seeing them thus than the belt vindictively began its intimate discipline once more, searing her sex and making her whole body jump. Fighting her bonds, she was forced to endure her suffering - the process of once more being dragged back away from her climax. Submerged in her woe as the ordeal finally ended and she hung limp from her bonds, she suddenly found her owners beside her, running their painted nails down her skin. The belt started its monotonous droning toil again, and she was afraid they merely intended to study her distress.

			‘Is our slave ready to go to dinner?’ Tethys asked.

			Mina nodded as best she could, her legs crossing as she felt herself being eased back towards a denied rapture.

			‘Good,’ her mistress said, and snapped a key into the padlock.

			The moment it popped open the belt ceased its work, leaving Mina aroused and hot for attention, but sealed up tight and unable to do anything about it.

			‘There have been some changes of plan. It turns out Pan has a new troupe he wants to show off, and the Furies have a new game to entertain us. Most of the Titans will be there, and it will be a grand opportunity to show off our new prized pet,’ Tethys declared softly, stroking Mina’s shuddering form.

			The Titans applied their leashes to her and brought her up in their wake. She walked behind them, two lengths of silver chain connecting her to her owners. She was barely aware of her surroundings as she was led from the chamber, her eyes fixed on the rear view of her masters. She watched obsessively as their bodies moved inside the tight confines of the black vinyl, her mind full of fantasies of kissing and lapping at their sexes, of tasting of their lips and their flesh. The shimmer and shift of reflected light on their fine physiques was a hypnotic charm to her indoctrinated eyes. She could not resist the allure of their rippling muscles as her owners strode boldly down the corridors leading her behind them, her own body encased in steel ribbons, her mouth still full of sodden foam. She ached with every fibre of her being to have them use her, punish her, pleasure her and bind her, for to be attended by those she loved so much was pleasure enough in itself, whatever form it took.

			So enamoured was she with her fantasies that Mina was not aware of how radical her devotion had become, of how deeply in love she had fallen with her owners. She adored them knowing they possessed her entirely, her feelings for them running through her mind and filling her thoughts refusing her even the mere concept of denying them anything. All she wanted was to please them, and to make them proud of her. The empty vessel she had been was filled to capacity with licentious depravity now and overflowing with longing as a result of Project Charybdis.

			 

			Chapter 3

			 

			 

			The air of the hall was spiced with dozens of luscious scents and sounds, including the smell of succulent food and of latex, and sighs of agony and ecstasy.

			Mina’s eyes were wide with amazement as she beheld the menagerie of decadent excess on display before her, and her mind reeled beneath the visual splendour.

			The hall was a vast hemisphere that took up virtually half of this entire floor of the complex. The curved wall was broken up by large oval windows presenting a view of the garden outside and teeming shoals of real fish as well as latex-bound nymphs. The aquatic women were intently watching the events in the hall, their positions at the windows interrupted only by the need to return to the dome for air. With so many Titans present in the hall, the ocean depths had to be disappointingly devoid of playmates for the salacious slave girls, leaving them to impotently examine the festivities on dry land as they dreamed of being free of their latex shells.

			Chandeliers provided a shimmering light from oval, pearl-shaped bulbs, ornate masterpieces sculpted from coral and woven with silver spun through their brightly coloured structure like veins of mercury. Across the floor shone black-and-white tiles forming the trident crest of Charybdis, writing the rune across the centre of the vast room. Along the curved wall ran a long unbroken length of table spread out with platters of food offering samples of every cuisine imaginable, while drink of every description flowed freely and was partaken of eagerly by the ranks of the Titans.

			The nobility of this undersea realm were stationed on the outer edges of the table, their tall wooden thrones facing inward, the elaborately carved affairs fitted with soft leather cushions, each a majestic throne in its own right. The high backs rose up above the heads of their occupants, and were inlaid with an enamel and gem-encrusted depiction of the Titan’s personal crest, the design a more detailed rendering of the one adorning their rings. In the centre of the far wall were three steps leading up to a stage where a towering throne sat empty. Carved of black wood and stone, with white leather cushions, the throne was studded with pearls and bore the rune of Charybdis upon a swirling pool of sapphires and emeralds. A smaller, though no less splendid, chair was placed on its right side with the emblem of Scylla adorning it, the image of the terrible coiled beast formed from a mosaic of carved jade and emeralds, its eyes supplied by burning rubies. And on either side of this pivotal stage were two sets of double doors, the left door being the one through which Mina was led into the hall.

			The hall was awash with the sound of Titans chatting amiably as slaves attended their appetites. The serving women wore chastity belts and stockings, the fine denier hose seamed down the back. Walking atop court shoes with towering heels, they wore shoulder-length opera gloves of Lycra and a collar identical to Mina’s. Other than these token adornments they were naked, their breasts on display as they carried trays of refreshments to those demanding them. The women were all young and beautiful, their eyes dutiful and eager.

			The Titans were far less regular in appearance, testaments to personal taste and style. Each one had assumed the spirit of his or her ordained deity, incorporating it into their dress and demeanour. Some Titans Mina already knew, but they constituted a mere fraction of the amassed pantheon before her. She spotted Stheno, who sat with two other similarly dressed women, their braided tentacles of hair fixed with serpent clasps - the three Gorgon sisters. Medusa she had spied in the deep, seen now without her costume, but Euryale was a new sight to her. They were all tall and slender and their gazes were intense, a trait magnified by the serpentine contact lenses they each wore, the red irises surrounding a black slit of a pupil. In keeping with the powers of Medusa, what appeared to be a statue of a naked woman twisted into a twirling pirouette was placed behind them against the wall. But then Mina noticed tiny breathing holes in the figure’s nostrils and realised slaves gathered by the Gorgons could well find themselves artificially petrified and used as grim ornaments of stone bondage.

			Poseidon was made obvious by his trident, and by the two human ponies standing behind him, their harnesses and bridles crisscrossing their bodies with a plexus of tight straps. Ringed nipples held their reigns, and their thigh-high boots ended in hooves. The pink manes of the women fell down their backs to their waists, and their eyes were blinkered so they could only see a limited portion of the feast around them.

			The Arabian giant, Atlas, sat grimfaced and dour, his seven Pleiade wives standing behind him - ghosts swathed in dense layers of fabric leaving only a hesitant glint of eye visible to outsiders.

			Zeus himself was a bawdy presence standing tall and proud beside his wife, Hera. The man was well into middle age, and curling locks of white hair pinned down by a gem spilled out of his golden crown. With a lightning bolt sceptre in one hand and a tankard in the other, he was regaling those about him with a bawdy tale. Hera was approximately the same age as her husband, her face serene and full of mirth as she enjoyed the feast. She had a splendid body, tempered with the allure of an older woman’s wisdom and skill. Clad in a gold latex corset and silver jewellery, she half listened to her husband and half studied the throng.

			Near the father of the gods was Athena, a stern, youthful woman adorned with a contoured breastplate of polished metal, the garment almost like a steel halter vest giving her a glorious cleavage, and she wore matching steel bracers about her biceps. Her golden tresses were woven into plaits and hung over her shoulders, shimmering in the light. At her side, confined into a lowly pose, was a woman bound into the configuration of an owl. Her latex-shaped body was marked with a design of feathers, her arms folded and moulded to resemble wings, while her hooded head bore large rounded eyepieces of reflective plastic and a sculpted beak. The creature best associated with Athena nuzzled lovingly beside her, pet and companion to the nubile goddess whose hand often reached over to stroke and soothe her owl, or to feed her pieces of food.

			The three Cyclops, to whom legend allocates the production of Zeus’s thunderbolts, were positioned near their lord. The three men were exceptionally tall, a trait discernible even though they were seated. Slender of body, they wore leather vests with sculpted shoulder guards embossed with an eye crafted from gems. One was made of rubies, another of sapphires and the third of emeralds. Each man wore a glass visor with a single eye set in the centre, its iris the same gem as the one in their shoulder guards.

			The last deity that immediately caught Mina’s eyes was Hades. The grim lord of the underworld was swathed in a hooded leather cloak. With his eyes hidden in shadow, his gaunt jaw emerged into the light, his teeth armed with pointed prosthetics. At his side was the hound of mythology, formed from a most bizarre merging - two women gathered together into the black ragged fur costume of Cerberus. With their bodies pressed side-by-side, one of their arms and legs was strapped into the trunk of the body, leaving their other limbs free to emerge and support them, the extremities trapped within expert imitations of clawed paws. The women had clearly been held like this for a long time for they moved in perfect unison. Their heads bore the carved masks of sneering dogs, dark eyepieces hiding their gazes beneath them, their ears pricked up to points as a tail flowed from between their conjoined buttocks. Thick collars of studded leather encircled their necks, the leashes reaching up to the hand of their master and creator.

			Oceanus and Tethys took in the scene, scanning it to determine who was present, and then tugged on Mina’s leashes and pulled her along behind them. Led past the maids and rows of celebrating Titans, she kept her eyes averted from them. When they arrived at a pair of vacant chairs marked with the symbols of her owners, she was drawn between them and forced down onto her knees. Settling into an erect pose, she peered over the edge of the table and continued watching the celebrations. Her leashes were threaded around the arms of each chair, keeping her locked in place as her masters had wine poured for them and began piling delectable food on their plates.

			‘So, does this place do anything for you, duke?’ Tethys asked, causing Mina to look up curiously to see whom her mistress was addressing.

			The neighbour to Tethys’s right was a towering man, his slender body beautifully toned by exercise. His countenance was handsome and grave, his eyes dark and foreboding and full of hidden depths. His crown bore an intricately woven plait from which jet strands fixed with beads of tungsten hung in a ragged cascade down to his waist. Rings of the same material were set in his ears and in his metal necklace. He wore vinyl trousers laced up the sides, a studded belt encircled his waist, and a glossy waistcoat hung from his broad shoulders. Bands of his favoured metal adorned his wrists, and spines of it were fixed on the straps running over his tall buckled boots. The duke held a chain-link leash attached to the throat of the woman curled up under the table at his feet. Young and exceedingly striking of visage, she had a mane of curling red hair that almost hid the gold band fitted snugly around her throat from which hung a fiery opal. Her nails were painted the same shade as her jewel, but otherwise she was naked where she lay at the feet of her owner.

			‘It is Grand Duke now, Lady Tethys,’ he corrected her, his voice light but still mysteriously powerful.

			‘Apologies and congratulations,’ Tethys replied.

			‘But to answer your question, I am much impressed. This does Cabal considerable credit. I am tempted to downplay its splendour when I return so I will have less rivals seeking to come here.’ He chuckled, taking a draft of his drink before tossing a chicken leg beneath the table to his pet, who promptly grabbed the food and delicately devoured it. As she ate, she spotted Mina’s eyes on her and fixed her with an icy smile.

			‘Heading back to the Bay?’ asked Oceanus.

			‘Yes,’ the duke replied, ‘I have done what I planned in Europe and it is time to go home.’ His homesickness was obviously intense.

			‘Anything you care to divulge?’ Tethys pursued the enquiry.

			‘I ran some errands for Aldridge, and I also got to drop in on a close friend in England.’

			‘One of the sects there?’

			‘No, she is one of ours. She is in England picking up slaves to bring back for auction, although it looks as though she will be keeping the ones she has found.’

			‘Why are so many Bay nobles going to England nowadays?’

			‘Duke Silver found a prize filly there. Of course, she was visiting the Bay as a tourist, so he did not have to travel for her, but it set a trend and now English beauties are in demand.’

			‘Oh yes, we heard about her,’ Oceanus interjected. ‘Obsidian trained her, didn’t she?’

			‘Seduced, more like. Anyway, she has aroused a lot of interest, and more than pleased everyone who has had the opportunity to sample her. Though I think Duke Silver has fallen for her.’

			‘You’re kidding. That fiend?’ Tethys sounded amused.

			‘Yes, it is strange. I can understand it, however, for she is indeed a treat. Speaking of which, who is the new specimen you are keeping to yourselves here?’ The Grand Duke glanced down at Mina.

			‘This is our latest acquisition,’ Tethys replied proudly. ‘She came in with the last batch and has been an enthralling companion for us.’

			‘Tell the duke the rest,’ Oceanus’s neighbour urged. The young man was wild of visage, with short, spiked hair, the roots a striking red gradually lightening to a burning yellow. Golden rings adorned his ears and fingers, and a marvellous tattoo of a sunrise over the ocean was etched into his right shoulder. He was clad in a yellow latex vest woven with red and orange lines resembling blurred flames curling around his chest.

			‘It is Grand Duke now, Helios,’ Oceanus informed him. ‘If you have to eavesdrop, at least catch all the conversation.’

			‘Protective of your new pet’s reputation, are we?’ Helios retorted amiably. ‘Anyway, I think it’s marvellous you found her in that batch. Since when has any other slave here caused so much commotion?’ He waved his golden tankard in a sweeping arc to indicate the assembly, the gesture causing some of the contents to slosh over the lip and drip on the table. A maid promptly appeared as if by magic and mopped up the spill with a cloth, her actions not even noticed by the nobles.

			‘You’re just glad Stheno missed her,’ Tethys commented, leaning back in her chair and running a hand through Mina’s hair. ‘You’ve been pissed at her since she beat you for the hosting of Charybdis’s birthday bash.’

			Mina looked up at her owner, and returned the smile she offered her pet. She was pleased with her position here and proud to know she had elevated herself above other slaves. She had gained the attention of the noble caste, now she could capture their respect if she excelled as a slave. Looking into Tethys’s black eyes, Mina pledged herself afresh to her sensual quest, promising to forsake all notions of morality and conduct and to drown herself in a sea of excess. This way she would gain renown and all the attention she could ever desire.

			‘Point one, that’s crap,’ Helios said mildly. ‘Point two, I gave up that honour for the good of all. Stheno was simply in a better position to arrange it.’

			‘If you say so, Helios,’ Tethys teased, raising her eyes to the ceiling as she took a sip of wine.

			‘Damn it but you’re infuriating, Tethys,’ the sun god muttered, lounging back in his chair. A serving slave caught his eye and he grabbed his short red crop. The lithe instrument bore a leather silhouette of a sun, the orb throwing out wavy peaks in all directions of varied sizes. With a capricious flick he applied it to the maid’s bottom as she passed, making her squeak and skip forward, forcing her to concentrate on her balance as the tray she held wobbled and made the glasses on it clatter. She teetered away, a rosy imprint of the sun rising across her pert cheek as she breathed in deeply, savouring the heat of the swipe.

			‘So, come on, tell me then, I’m dying to know,’ said the duke, his eyes dropping to Mina, assessing her.

			‘Turns out there’s some added mystery to this slave,’ commented Oceanus, reaching down to cup slave’s chin and bring her stare up to his.

			She regarded him warmly, her hands folded in her lap as she kept her pose stiff, full of pride in her masters.

			‘She broke out during her training,’ Oceanus went on. ‘She disabled several nobles with ease, and managed to elude capture for hours. She made it all the way to Charybdis’s chambers, somehow, despite a full search.’ His eyes never left Mina’s as he spoke, as though he were reading the script of her thoughts on her pupils.

			‘Why, and how?’ quizzed the duke, sounding impressed.

			‘Charybdis won’t say,’ Tethys replied.

			‘Or he doesn’t know,’ Oceanus suggested, reaching for a bowl and proceeding to fill it with a tasty assortment of meat and vegetables. ‘In either event, she’s stronger than any slave we’ve seen, she learns quickly and she has phenomenal stamina.’ He laid the bowl down in front of Mina, nudging it just under the lip of the table so she could lean down and eat all she wished. A moment later he added a matching bowl filled with water. It was a repeat of the demeaning act they had forced upon her in their bedroom, but rather than resent it, Mina loved being reduced to the status of their pet. And as the conversation continued, and she drank and ate her fill, her thoughts strayed to the maid who had pleasured her so intensely during her last such dining experience.

			‘A veteran slave?’ wondered the duke, drawing Fire Opal up from her position beneath the table. She stretched against his legs, rubbing her cheek over his thighs, her hands clawing at the floor as he ran his fingers through her coiling red hair.

			‘No, she was virginal to such things when we gained her,’ Tethys stated. ‘She’s something else.’

			‘That’s even more impressive then; I’ll bet those who missed choosing her are kicking themselves,’ noted the visiting noble as he dipped his fingers in a glass of wine and placed them to his pet’s lips. Fire Opal locked her mouth to the paired digits, letting her tongue roll around them to taste the vintage on offer.

			‘And how,’ Oceanus agreed, running his hand down Mina’s spine, the delicate caress raising goose pimples on her flesh and making her shiver.

			‘We’ve already been offered considerable sums and numerous favours for her,’ Tethys elaborated, catching Mina’s attention.

			It was indeed like being in the old Greek myths. She was a nymph that had been noticed by the gods, and now they vied with one another to possess her. Being the object of such attention was wonderful. She loved knowing that people were talking about her. Perhaps some people were being serviced as they filled their mind’s eye with an image of her prostrate and bound before them performing whatever acts they desired. The contrast of her present life with her previous existence made her head spin with excitement, and she only wished she could overhear a conversation between nobles about her, and actually hear them offer her owners whatever they wanted for her.

			‘Holding out for more?’ the duke asked, offering his own slave more wine.

			‘No, I think we’ll be keeping her,’ Oceanus replied, his voice a bit dreamy.

			‘Silveritus?’ the duke chuckled, referring to the fellow sect member who had lost his heart to a slave girl.

			‘I beg your pardon?’ Oceanus snapped out of his reverie.

			‘Falling for her, are we?’ the duke goaded.

			‘There’s nothing wrong with that, it just takes the right person to come along, and even nobles of Cabal can’t ignore love, no matter who is responsible or what caste they come from,’ Oceanus responded, settling lazily into his throne. Reaching out he took his wife’s hand, and the two of them interlocked fingers as they gazed into each other’s eyes, and then down at their living possession.

			Mina stared blankly at the floor wondering if she could possibly have heard correctly. Did her two masters actually love her? She had told herself she loved them, but she had trouble distinguishing between love and devotion, obsession and worship, and her sudden immersion in the world of intense emotions made her perceptions a bit unreliable. Perhaps it was a thick and virulent mixture of all four feelings that had bewitched her. But where her owners were concerned, she had thought them merely fond of her, perhaps momentarily infatuated with something new. She had not even let herself dream she meant more to them than that, in case they deserted her and broke her heart. To hear them admit their love for her before every Titan of Charybdis put a lump in her throat that nearly choked her as she struggled to hold back tears of joy.

			There was a snort of derision from the duke.

			‘What of you and Fire Opal down there?’ Tethys asked, turning the interrogation around.

			‘That’s different,’ the duke said firmly. ‘She’s my companion.’

			‘I heard you rejected offers for her from that German magnate that would have let you buy your own sect and a hundred slaves from any other sect on the globe,’ Tethys accused mildly.

			‘How did you hear of that?’ the duke snapped.

			‘Sources, my dear Grand Duke, sources. Just because we live under thousands of feet of water doesn’t mean we can’t put an ear to the grapevine, so to speak. Or, rather, the seaweed vine, if you want to be more accurate.’ She smiled wickedly.

			‘The timing wasn’t right,’ the duke offered by way of a lame excuse, and then added ruefully, ‘although I am, perhaps, rather fond of my Fire Opal.’ He raised his glass. ‘Ladies, gentlemen and slaves, here’s to love and perversity!’

			‘Life’s greatest rewards,’ commented Oceanus as he and Tethys both raised their glasses to the toast.

			‘You’ll never catch me falling for one of my slaves,’ Helios scoffed.

			Oceanus turned to him and tactfully changed the subject.

			Mina half listened to them, monitoring the conversation as she settled down to watch the rest of the throng while occasionally enjoying another bite of the delicious food. Each mouthful was mulled over slowly, just like the memories and dreams she savoured in her mind, dwelling on everything that had transpired since her arrival here. Then her reverie was interrupted by a heavy knocking sound of wood against stone resounding through the hall.

			‘Titans and nymphs of Charybdis!’ declared a strong and cheerful voice. ‘Honoured guests of Cabal!’

			Mina looked towards the source and saw an athletic young man who had stepped up to the centre of the room. His hair was pinned down beneath a peaked golden hat sporting wings at the sides made of real feathers, and the same design graced the ankles of his tall golden boots. He was clad in a simple white tunic, wore copious gold jewellery, and carried the caduceus - the staff of Hermes, herald of the gods, messenger, thief, cheat, patron of music and travel, eloquence and luck. The white wooden pole supported entwined snakes around a pair of wings, and he rapped it against the floor again as he paused to make sure he had everyone’s undivided attention.

			‘Welcome to this night of revelry and entertainment!’ he went on in a strong, clear voice. ‘The scheduled shows will commence shortly. But first, give your gratitude and respect to the man who made all of this possible, and who brought us all together in this wondrous place. Let us honour the man whose vision and genius gave rise to this world within a world, our most gracious and generous host, Charybdis!’ Hermes raised his staff behind him to indicate the stage.

			Mina stared at the dais with breathless excitement. At last she would see the man responsible for her absolute defeat, the man who had created this undersea den of debauchery and made her a slave to it.

			 

			Chapter 4

			 

			 

			A panel behind the thrones opened, the hidden portal sliding aside to allow the creator of the underwater empire to stride out into the light. Everyone leapt to their feet and applauded the new arrival with genuine gusto. Mina was so excited that she sat up in an effort to see better, and banged the back of her head on the underside of the table. Sinking back down she rubbed her throbbing skull, cursing beneath her breath. She looked up at the dais again, nursing her injury, and immediately had to close her eyes and open them again to check her focus, for she was certain Charybdis should be a vision to terrify and astound. She had not seen him clearly during their confrontation, but he had defeated her, and her pride had increased his dimensions until in her mind he possessed almost superhuman attributes.

			In reality, Charybdis was a man well into his forties, perhaps even older. He was of a normal, unimpressive height, his unprepossessing body swathed in ragged black robes held closed by a thick black leather belt. A diamond-and-jet rendering of his whirlpool insignia formed the buckle, and his black painted nails emerged from the cloak’s deep sleeves to hang at his side. His long black hair was tied back in a ponytail and was receding slightly, the widow’s peak accentuating his gaunt face. His pronounced cheekbones, nose and chin gave him a drawn, reserved air, and the overall effect created by his black clothes and austere countenance was that of an evil monk.

			He stopped before his throne and let his pale blue eyes drift across his subjects and slaves. A deathly quiet fell over the room as all eyes rested on the man who had brought them together and fulfilled dreams none of them would ever have believed possible.

			‘Welcome, friends, thank you for such a fine reception,’ he said almost humbly, as though so much attention was something he found difficult to handle and preferred his isolated existence at the peak of the dome. ‘And thank you, Hermes, for such a flattering announcement.’ Charybdis smiled as the Titan bowed deeply in response to praise from one he so obviously respected. ‘It is a pleasure to see so many of you tonight, and pleasure is our very foundation here. What makes my Titans, nymphs and honoured guests happy, elates me. I am glad we are all here to share in our passions, safe, secure, and without care or concern for that other, far more banal, world we left above us. So eat, drink, enjoy and indulge!’ He bowed to the assembly as they once more cheered and applauded their beloved host.

			As the clapping began to die down, Charybdis settled into his throne. Several maids swiftly trotted up to him, sank to their knees and offered him choices from their trays. He smiled at them and selected a few items, along with a tankard of ale, as he caressed a cheek here and there. Then through the covert door behind his throne two more maids led out the blindfolded, latex-cocooned female Charybdis owned. Struggling against the inhibiting bar between her legs in her oppressive rubber cell, the woman was steered to the side of the towering throne. The maids quickly removed her umbilical from the portable supply unit trailing behind her, momentarily setting her free. The hoses were then snapped to fittings on the back of the throne, securing her once more to the side of her owner, and she was left tethered to his chair by the considerably shorter pipes, her body staggering back a little to test them as she fought the bonds at once sustaining and imprisoning her. The attendants withdrew once the woman had been fastened irrevocably into place dependent on the throne for the little life she was permitted.

			Then the doors on either side of the stage opened up, allowing a new flow of people to enter. At the head of the procession came Scylla, the land-based counterpart to Charybdis, marching into the room with pride. The severe, towering female was clad entirely in white, a colour that matched her snowy hair. A glossy leotard embraced her body, the plunging neckline offering a spectacular view of her cleavage, her breasts pushed up and out into prominence by the garment’s moulded cups, and beneath them the black silhouette of a sea monster curled itself across her torso. White patent leather boots with stiletto heels reached up to her thighs, crafted to hug her legs with exquisite precision. She had no trouble walking in them, her majestic stride unaffected and emphasised by the towering footwear. Gauntlet gloves of pale vinyl left her fingers and albino nails free and rose almost to her shoulders.

			Scylla walked up the stairs towards her own throne, but rather than seating herself at once, she strolled by and behind it so she could trail a hand across the compressed form of the latex mummy. The prisoner was considerably shorter than the Titan, and she reacted with convulsive jolts as strong hands appraised and squeezed her helpless flesh. And as Scylla treated herself to a sensual exploration of the wildly writhing captive, she spoke with Charybdis.

			Mina watched them intently trying to imagine what it was like to be the rubber woman locked up inside a skin-tight prison. She wondered what it felt like to have pipes feeding air into her rubber-crushed body, unable to move her arms and barely able to walk, unable to see, hear and speak, free only to swelter in the costume’s hellish heat. She imagined the dim, almost lost feelings of the creature as someone manhandled her, squeezing her breasts and buttocks, running their hands all over her black rubber body while she remained completely helpless to stop them.

			Within her chastity belt Mina was growing hot with rising lust, the idea of such terrible oblivion and bondage exciting her the more she dwelt on it. She continued to arouse herself with her fantasy of being the latex mummy, and cursed the fact that her belt was preventing her exacting a little relief as she projected herself into the prisoner’s plight. She groaned softly to herself as she pondered being forced to loiter at the side of Charybdis’s bed unable to sit or to lie down, barely even able to move, forced to hover and watch as others were pleasured or punished by the powerful man. She dreamed of being the rubber zombie with the zipper over her eyes open so she could see the carnal feast before her, her loins burning with an eternally unfulfilled hunger. Then she thought of herself as the one teasing the black mummy where she lay spread out and tied down across the bed as Charybdis thrust deep inside her, pulling at her hair to expose her face and her bliss to the trapped woman, showing her what she could never have. But though this fantasy was pleasing, she kept transferring herself back into the prisoner’s latex shell, becoming the more helpless and most enslaved possession of all.

			Nearly blind with sexual hunger, Mina pictured watching acts of depravity as she screamed silently against her gag in frustration, her muscles burning as they strained against the thick smothering walls of her rubber confinement. Jiggling upon the accursed pole between her legs, she would try desperately to gain some sort of motion from her belt, just a hint of pleasure to banish the eternal numbness of her second skin. Wishing she could look away to deprive herself of Charybdis’s taunting hell, she would fail every time. She would watch the sight of perspiring bodies, of slick gyrating flesh, the bite of crops and canes, whips and clamps, the slow insertion of toys, and mouths agape with moans of sensual rapture. But she would remain forever sealed in her bondage, unable to perform any act she witnessed.

			And she would see Charybdis glancing at her every now and then, intensifying his pleasure with the awareness of her terrible suffering, sating his sadistic glee by witnessing her soul-devouring frustration. To Mina, this would be reward enough in itself for all her torments, knowing her owner and master, the man responsible for her suffering, never forgot about her and was always aware of her; knowing she was the mysterious seed of his constant contentment.

			Mina forced her eyes away from the dais and scanned the rest of the scene, her sex damp with hunger, charged with a potent longing for extreme levels of bondage. The carnival players had already set up and were performing for the amusement of the crowd under the guidance of the troupe master. Pan was a short and robust individual. From the waist down it appeared as though he bore the cloven hooves of a goat, his own legs hidden by the elaborate craftsmanship of his attire, its skill exceeding any cinematic effect. Curling horns sprouted from his brow as the bare-chested man skipped about on his hooves, clip-clopping to and fro with a wide grin streaking across his thin, feral face. His long dark hair danced with him, a few braids formed into a tangled cascade, the weighted beads bringing the tendrils to life with his bounding movements. He waved a dressage whip as though it were a baton and moved through his troupe as they performed - a collection of lithe naked females engaged in varying carnal acts. All the women were exceptionally supple, their oiled, glistening bodies those of trained gymnasts, and they used their contorting abilities to twist themselves into passionate positions few people in the room could achieve. These prurient displays of lesbian lust were works of living art that captivated the eye and filled the mind with wonder that they were able to achieve such poses without snapping themselves in half. Pan had trained them to perfection, and the sterling artists satisfied everyone with their tangled webs of limbs and energetic tongues, their slick skins slithering against each other as even toes were used to provide pleasure.

			Mina watched the acrobatic orgy for a while, the titillating feats making her curse her chastity belt all the more vehemently. Then she glanced back up at the stage and caught sight of something that riveted her attention back on Charybdis and his prisoner.

			The creator of this hedonistic domain occasionally removed a small palm computer from within his waterfall of tattered robes, and tapping keys, he made the latex mummy at his feet writhe and spasm against her bondage, the outfit hampering her every struggle. With amusement in his eyes, he savaged the hapless girl with sensations. Whether they were feelings of bliss or pain or both he inflicted upon her, Mina had no idea, but there was something chillingly arousing about the sight of the electronically tormented slave. Lost in her own private world of dark torment, she was utterly at the mercy of other peoples’ whims. There was no escape for her, no choices to make; all she could do was submit to the various torments of the mysterious latex suit.

			As she watched the girl being relentlessly disciplined, Mina suddenly stiffened as her own belt began working against her, teasing her clitoris, rubbing it with slow, methodical precision. Her pussy seemed to dissolve and she slouched against the side of Oceanus’s chair. Thinking he had activated her belt she looked up at him, and found him still engaged in conversation. She looked to Tethys, but the woman was similarly distracted. Glancing around the hall she had no idea who was doing this to her. Then she caught a flicker of a glance from Charybdis before he turned his attention back to the struggling latex mummy.

			With her eyes fixed on the stage, Mina watched the girl all the more intently now, her legs pressed tightly together, her hands clenching as she rubbed herself against Oceanus’s legs, her tongue spilling along the fabric of his leggings as she wallowed in bliss. Charybdis was doing this deliberately, making her look upon the latex-bound form while teasing her loins as though sensually programming her for a similar fate. She tried to turn her mind to other less dangerous topics, but every time she tried she came right back to images of being locked within layer upon layer of tight smothering latex... at the very verge of her climax the belt forced her excitement to subside somewhat before it began its terrible teasing again.

			Writhing beneath the table, Mina caught sight of motion in the sea. The nymphs were peeling away from the window as Dryads sailed elegantly by in the background. Each carried tight mesh sacks filled with marble-sized pellets that dropped through the small vent in the base of the containers, sowing the small nuggets into the currents. The colour-marked mermaids cruised onward as the nymphs swept down beneath them, catching the morsels in their mouths, devouring the sustenance offered to them. The slow drop of nutrient pellets from the bags caused the fish to fight for the food, squirming and diving as they battled for their meal.

			Mina wondered for a moment how the Rays were fed, and then witnessed a spectacular display that answered her question. She saw a woman bound into a single stem, her body sealed tight inside a glittering rainbow-hued suit, long fins trailing from her encased body. Spines like those of a fighting fish ran down her back and projected from her sides as banners fluttered slowly in the watery breeze, carried and stretched behind her by her slow, almost lethargic, passage. And following her as though hypnotised came the Rays, a dozen or so women rising up from their customary depths to trail behind her. They were following her back into the complex, where no doubt their gags would be opened briefly to allow them to be fed before they returned to the sea.

			Mina watched the feeding time for a while as her sex was tickled marvellously. She wanted to go back into the sea again, to play and be played with. She did not want to be a normal nymph like the others, for even though standing out brought harsh and envious attention, she preferred to stand out and be noticed. She had misspent one existence hiding in the faceless multitudes, now it was time for her to shine and take enough pleasure in her reincarnation to make up for all that lost time. Life was short, and she had wasted enough of it already. The rest of her life would be spent wisely and selfishly on herself.

			 

			Chapter 5

			 

			 

			So preoccupied was Mina with the feeding in the ocean that she failed to notice the flight of the carnal gymnasts. With merry Pan leading them away, they skipped and bounded out of the hall to a round of applause she barely heard. All she was aware of was the fish women and the burning hunger in her pussy as the belt continued to arouse her. She looked back into the room just in time to see the last few sets of wiggling bottoms vanish through the doorways as a new procession began emerging.

			Three women strode into the hall, each one identically dressed, their faces hidden by a featureless pane of reflective glass, the subtle contours of their masks hinting at a human visage carved from silver. Their long white hair cascaded down their backs as they walked confidently forward in perfect unison. They wore silver latex gowns, the tight-fitting bodices holding up their breasts and clinging to their torsos and hips before falling as a long, loose skirt hiding their feet from view. Opera gloves of the same material reached from their wrists to their shoulders, letting their fingers free, and their nails were also painted silver. The only way to tell the difference between them was their rings. Each one was silver, with a jet symbol set in it. One ring boasted a needle silhouette, another a yardstick, and the last a knife. They were the three Fates, the controllers of human destiny, who in the myths span, measure and cut the thread of life.

			The Fates preceded a group of slaves sealed within white cat suits with full masks, so that they were little more than anonymous spectres tottering on stiletto heels. A silver collar and chastity belt had been laid over the fabric of their suits from which hung silver chains connecting them to their mistresses. The servants of the Fates brought with them a wheeled stage, the table-sized platform holding a mounted upright wheel hidden beneath a partially translucent white sheet. Mina could see that the disc was marked with some manner of decoration, but no details could be determined until it was unveiled.

			The slaves moved the device into the centre of the room as another group of ghostly females emerged chained to what looked like a steel sarcophagus, the metal set with silver inlay in the form of criss-crossing intricate webs. The large, dense coffin was placed a little distance from the wheel, and at a touch to its side, the lid opened up, exposing an interior laden with strange mechanical apparatus. And more women followed the sarcophagus, each of them holding a blanket-shrouded object, some of them small, some of them much larger.

			‘Titans and honoured guests, we, the Morai, offer you the wheel of fate,’ the three Fates stated in chorus, and an almost eerie hush fell over the hall. ‘Offer us a nymph and let the whim of destiny judge what becomes of her,’ they went on as with a perfectly synchronised movement of their right arms they indicated the wheel. The slaves pulled the blanket away then, and people gasped and chuckled reading the dozens of different fates a spin of the wheel could bring. Created from sections of coloured wood, each slice of the wheel bore a neat golden script sentencing the player to a variety of bizarre ordeals. Mina quickly read a dozen strokes of the cane; suspension; inversion and rubber bondage. But in addition to these more ambiguous results there were assigned roles such as Dryad; sea nymph and Ray. She wondered if these allotments were permanent or merely temporary changes imposed for the amusement of the crowd.

			‘Here!’ announced a Titan, pointing to the maid currently serving him a drink. She looked up with a start, and stepped back with dread, only to have her wrists grabbed by the one who had offered her up as the first victim of the game.

			Two of the ghost women walked over to the young woman and took her gloved arms, steering her out into the middle of the room, and her body could be seen to tremble slightly as all eyes fixed on her.

			‘Spin the wheel!’ commanded one of the Fates.

			Taking hold of it, the maid closed her eyes, said a silent prayer for luck, and pulled down on the wheel.

			Complete silence descended over the chamber as the clatter of cogs sang a gradually slowing song, the blur of colour settling until various inescapable fates were passing beneath everyone’s eyes, and the girl visibly sagged with despair as she was sentenced to stocks and clamps. As soon as the pointer remained motionless over her chosen fate, a pair of latex-bound slaves yanked a cover off one of the dozen or so objects hidden from view around the room. The set of stocks that was revealed were crafted from solid steel and set on a small, wheeled base. They were exceptionally low, set to confine a slave in a painful stoop. The two upright posts held a slat to hold the victim’s ankles, with another set directly above to secure her wrists and head.

			The maid was drawn forcibly over to the stocks, her legs shaking as she was shown to her place of punishment. One of the sisters followed behind her, and opened up the sliding slats so the prisoner could be secured inside them. The victim said nothing by way of protest, her training in obedience to the empire’s rules taking hold even in the midst of her fear. It was clear, however, that she still had trouble accepting the discipline so casually meted out to slaves here, her enjoyment of the realm’s more sensual delights being her primary interest. Only time would tell if she would always resist the punishments or if she would eventually come to enjoy them.

			Forced down onto her knees with her back to the pillory, her ankles were placed in the grooves and the metal bar lowered and locked into place. She whimpered as she was drawn back through the stocks and her head and wrists bent forward into their grooves before also being trapped. The position would be a dreadful one to maintain, for she now had to sit on the uncomfortable metal plank running over her ankles, the semi-kneeling, semi-crouching position craning her neck forward. She pulled and tugged weakly against the metal, trying to find a way in which to gain a shred of comfort, but it was useless.

			The Morai then lifted a small panel from the main supports and removed sets of clamps from within them. The steel pincers were of the kind closed by screws, the plastic-sheathed jaws broad and flat. As one of the Fates held a pair of chain-link clamps before the slave, the maids on either side of her brushed their hands over her nipples, caressing the teats to stiffen them and present a more attractive target. The slave struggled fervently as her tender nipples began to rise, and the clamps swooped in and tightened against them with turns of the screw. She grimaced and whimpered until the Fate released them, leaving the chain dangling and connecting her assets, her nipples blanching as compression began performing its relentless series of effects.

			The last part of the victim’s fate was the opening of a panel in the wheeled base of the pillory and the removal of a cable that was snapped to the front of her chastity belt. Instantly, the device began the same machinations assaulting Mina, so that when the imprisoned maid was at the point of orgasm, revelling in her bondage and the ache in her breasts, she was punished with the discipline setting that ensured her descent before her pleasure once more began escalating.

			‘Another volunteer?’ the Fates asked in chorus again as they gathered together by the wheel, leaving two slaves to watch over the suffering girl. The hapless contestant’s eyes were full of tears as the effects of the bondage continued escalating, her imploring stare vainly seeking pity from the women watching her chained to the site of her growing distress.

			‘I have one!’ a woman announced, offering the girl on her knees beside her as the next source of amusement.

			The albino wraiths strode over and gathered the girl up. Her body was encased in a mesh cat suit worn over her chastity belt, the cuffs on every extremity matching her collar. As she was set free of her leash, she was visibly trembling with a mixture of excitement and dread of what might befall her.

			‘Spin the wheel!’ the Fates commanded again.

			The girl quickly grabbed the wheel, and pulled on it with all her might. This slave was more eager for the painful depravity of this domain, and her eyes were fixed intently to each possible fate that slipped past the pointer as the spinning wheel slowed inexorably to a halt.

			‘The web!’ the sisters declared, and the girl was immediately forced towards the sarcophagus. She was lifted and literally thrown into its spacious interior, and no sooner had she landed inside it than strips of white latex spat across the opening, the taut strips wrapping swiftly around her body. She tried to straighten up, but the random speed and application of ribbons prevented her moving at all. In mere moments she had almost vanished inside a dense web of white lines, and even the soft sounds of her dismay became inaudible as she was fully entombed, barely able to draw breath as the machine spun blindly on, running its cocooning arms across her more and more tightly, squeezing her into an ever more compact shape.

			After a few minutes the machine finally stopped spinning and the interior floor began rising, lifting the bound girl into view as she squirmed in panic. A maid promptly used a small scalpel to cut some holes in the web directly beneath the victim’s nose, and she wheezed in deep, frantic breaths. She was terribly contorted, with her arms twisted and pulled up behind her, her legs extended at odd angles, a crooked pose that would surely drive her mad with discomfort.

			A blanket was then pulled off a large platform, the surface of which was covered with three rows of telescopic poles, each with a small disc about a foot wide set on top of it, and the sides of which were armed with dense buckled straps. The maids lifted the webbed girl and placed her on top of one of the discs, then used the belts to secure her to it. They balanced her on the small table before it began rising, lifting her into the air and placing her on full display.

			Again and again the Titans allowed their slaves to be subjected to the whims of the wheel of fate. One girl was bound to a rack while the ghost slaves continually dribbled hot wax over her as she was methodically stretched, her belt offering her pain and pleasure in addition to the straits of her sentence.

			Other slaves were condemned to being bound and whipped. Others were mounted atop toys and pleasured. Others joined the web-cocooned woman, and some were sent out into the ocean.

			‘Here,’ Oceanus said, offering Mina up as the next candidate.

			She looked up at him aghast with fear.

			‘Make us proud, slave,’ he whispered. ‘You’ll only be there for a short time, I promise.’ He smiled down at her as she was unfastened from her leash, and lifted up by two of the latex ghosts. The white-sheathed women drew her out from beneath the table and around it, leading her over to the wheel as the attention of the hall was divided between her and the various scenes of torment already on display.

			‘Spin the wheel!’ ordered the Fates.

			Swallowing hard, Mina grabbed the wheel and hauled it down, refusing to fear any of the possible consequences. The wheel spun around, a blur of motion before it began slowing down, the deeds that might be done to her slipping past one at a time until the needle started honing in on boot cleaner and failed to clear the border into suspension.

			No sooner had her fate been decreed than she was drawn over to a newly revealed site. The blanket had been pulled off to expose a small steel box marked with the same webs decorating most of the sisters’ sinister toys. One face of the box was a hinged door, and the other side had a hole set near the floor through which she could easily slip her head, and that was placed before a small leather padded step. On the top of this same side was a red button, and a small panel beneath it read ring for service.

			The interior of the box yawned open to swallow her and Mina kept her eyes on it, resisting the urge to look imploringly to her owners, ready to accept this fate if it would please them. A bra of dense latex was slipped on her and tightened so it compressed her breasts inside tight cups. She could feel lines of metal running in spirals around the sensitive skin of her assets, with an added cold presence against her nipples, and she realised the inside surface of the bra was wired.

			A pair of thick metal bands was then snapped onto her arms, the six-inch tubes locking her forearms together behind her and forcing her chest out, so that her breasts were pressed even more forcefully into the punishment cups. Then she was bent over and forced into the box, able to kneel within it if she bent her head forward a little, a restriction that would no doubt soon become incredibly frustrating. Thick cables emerged from the interior to lock themselves to the back of her bra and her chastity belt, ready to take control of the implements. A chain was clipped to her collar, the lead running up to the middle of the roof of the box as another chain anchored to her body. Finally, the door was closed and locked, leaving her in near total darkness. The small amount of light filtering in through the aperture was cut off as a panel was lowered over it, sealing her in oblivion. She could hear the sounds of the feast without, so she knew there were air holes in the box, the vents well hidden and forged so as to allow her air but no light.

			The metal floor was uncomfortable to kneel on, so Mina shifted herself into a squat, a position that put more strain on her bound arms. But before she could continue trying to work out an easy way in which to inhabit this tiny cell, she let loose a yowl of duress as the bra sent tendrils of shocking discomfort through her breasts, firing pulses of pain that made her nipples throb as her belt also treated her to a few virulent spikes of woe. Then the slot in the box began to open again, letting in light as the effects of the electrical punishment subsided. Assuming this to be the method of her summoning, Mina dropped forward and thrust her head out through the hole.

			Directly before her eyes, placed on the step, was the foot of a Titan. Declining to look up, Mina began dutifully lapping at the knee-high stiletto boot, her tongue drifting across the patent leather and the tall inside zipper. Fawning upon the fabric she lapped and kissed it, curling her tongue around the heel for her own satisfaction, loitering on the dagger-like shape as she revelled in her degrading vocation.

			Finally the boot was deemed finished and moved away, and another one promptly took its place for her devotions.

			Again and again she was used like this, until her tongue ached and her breasts and sex were burning from the chafing effects of constant discipline followed by a teasing pleasure that always ended in denial. Life was reduced to licking, and a terrible aching need for relief. Her mind was boiling in her skull with the lust for an orgasm, just one climax to take the keen edge off her hunger. But the belt read her responses and stopped without fail just before she could orgasm.

			An end to her torment finally came when her head was yanked back, the aperture whirred shut, and she felt the box being moved. After an initial awkward lurch she felt herself being wheeled smoothly from the room to another location. Dropping her bound arms against one wall, she slammed her feet against the opposite wall, her belly quivering as she murmured fervent prayers for release. Her legs rippled with strain as she tensed, every muscle in her loins at attention. The warmth in her sex continued to spread, the volcanic peak of eruption simmering ever closer. Screaming aloud inside the box, Mina jerked and cavorted as the belt finally let her explode with pleasure after her long denial, and her climax was so intense it was almost unbearable. Crying out in blinding ecstasy, thrashing against the box, she finally went limp, falling into the dazed torpor of a post orgasmic haze.

			The box stopped and was deserted, leaving her in the empty quiet of the diminutive room, her breaths echoing in the warm interior, the air hot and humid. Lying in the cloying darkness she drifted into a shallow sleep, her familiarity with bondage letting her rest even against the stringent confinement in which she had been placed.

			Shocks to her breasts and belly brought her around again with a croaking howl, and she opened her eyes. Shaking off the dregs of sleep, she stumbled forward and placed her head through the opening. She was in one of the corridors of the complex, stationed in an alcove so her face and prison were flush with the wall. Finding a set of thigh-high boots towering before her again, she licked at the panes of patent leather and latex, cleaning them as she was required to do. Licking across the delightful material, she savoured the latex tang and her own humiliation.

			Once she was done, her head was hauled back inside the box and she was rewarded with a session of teasing without satisfaction. Cursing, she kicked her foot against the wall. She hated being kept frustrated, but similarly she enjoyed it, the chastity belt constantly reminding her she was owned while keeping her libido at such a peak of arousal that she would be willing to perform any act, or undergo any treatment, in an effort to satisfy it.

			Time ticked by at a lethargic pace, the hot interior of the box, and boredom, making Mina test the dimensions of her cell. She tried various positions in which to sit, but not one of them enabled her to stretch out. No matter how she manoeuvred herself, she could not control the building tension in her limbs as they were kept constantly bent, and the refusal of her prison to let her stretch out gradually became more and more infuriating. Then harsh electric kisses to her breasts and belly roused her from her mental quagmire, and again the aperture opened as another passer-by decided to make use of her position. Perhaps Tethys and Oceanus were letting her experience this lowly caste in full for a while, but she dared not think they had deserted her. After all, she had heard them say they loved her.

			When she stuck her head out of the box again, Mina found no boot waiting for her. Instead, hands grabbed her face.

			‘You got her?’ a woman’s voice hissed.

			‘Yeah, but hurry up,’ another worried voice replied.

			Blinking against the bright lights beyond her dark cell, Mina saw a wall of shadowy forms moving around her.

			‘Well, come on then, get it in there!’ a third voice barked.

			Leather gloved hands worked with those already holding her head and began forcing a large spongy ball into her mouth, the foam already moist and acrid tasting.

			‘Come on, bitch, you can take it!’ a woman commanded in Mina’s ear as she nearly retched against the gag being forced as deep into her mouth as it would go.

			‘That’s it, now tape it in there.’

			There was a shrill ripping sound as strips of duct tape were spread across her cheeks to seal the gag between her lips. Fighting the orb spreading open her jaws and crushing her tongue, Mina began struggling desperately, aware now that this was no permitted punishment and something was terribly wrong.

			‘I think she’s starting to figure it out, girls.’

			‘So what? It’s too late. She’s ours. Now let’s get this done before someone comes.’

			The button was touched and she was hauled back inside the box, unable to cry out. With tears of fear filling her eyes she fought against the shackles, trying to slip the steel covers off her arms, her efforts hampered as she swayed and jerked beneath the relentless attention of her chastity belt. She fell against one side of the box when it moved suddenly, and she moaned in alarm, but she was becoming strangely light-headed, and her alarm intensified when she realised the gag was soaked in some sort of tranquillising compound.

			Then abruptly the door was unlocked and she collapsed on the floor as it opened outwards. She tried to move and fight her abductors, but they knew she was a skilled warrior and had taken the necessary precautions by sedating her. She could wriggle wildly, but she could offer no real opposition to their wishes, only entertain them with her desperate struggles. There were five women in all, each of them sheathed from head to toe in long flowing robes of black leather. She could guess from the narrow mesh slit across their eyes, from their leather gloves and tall stiletto boots, that they were the same wives she had seen with Atlas upon her arrival here. Did the Arabian lord now wish to reclaim the prize he had overlooked? The mere thought of being taken away from her beloved owners and kidnapped drove Mina into paroxysms of despair.

			‘How’s the tranquilliser working?’ one of the women asked, looking down at Mina where she lay sprawled writhing at their feet.

			‘It’s working fine,’ reported another as she leant down and lifted one of Mina’s arms. She shook it by the wrist and watched it flop back and forth. ‘She’ll stop struggling in a minute or two.’

			‘Okay, bring the substitute,’ snapped another girl, and yet another accomplice let out a soft whistling summons.

			The last two wives stepped out from around the corner, looking furtively from left to right. Between them they held a young woman, her head encased in a latex hood with nothing save a hole left for her mouth. The hood was held in place by a steel collar similar to Mina’s, and she wore the same style of chastity belt.

			‘They don’t look very much alike. You sure this’ll work, Maia?’

			‘Shut up, of course it’ll work. She’ll be in the box with a hood on. Who’ll be able to tell until it’s too late? Now get them swapped, fast.’

			Forcing the blind girl down beside Mina, the hands of the women worked quickly. They snapped open her arm restraints and punishment bra, transferred them to the surrogate, and locked them before adding the cables and collar chain.

			‘Have fun in your new prison, slave, and remember, if you speak, you set off your belt, and it’s at maximum setting, so you won’t enjoy that at all,’ Maia warned as she ushered the girl into her new cell. As Mina’s replacement she was locked within the box, which was slipped back into the alcove, unable to broadcast her true identity or complain lest she set off her belt, a distress that would almost certainly render her unconscious.

			‘Okay, get her up,’ Maia commanded, her hidden eyes fixed on the form now sprawled motionless across the floor before them. ‘Electra, give us the spare robes.’

			Mina wanted to beg them for mercy, to ask them not to do this, not to take her away from those she loved. Tears were running down her cheeks and her heart was full of sorrow at the thought of losing her beloved owners. She did not want to be with anyone else; she wanted her masters, and she wanted to remain theirs forever.

			‘So, this is the slave everyone’s talking about, the great escape artist, Mina,’ Maia said derisively, lodging a toe under Mina’s side. She flipped the helpless girl onto her back, and placing her boot into her cleavage applied more weight, digging the heel painfully into her bosom and asserting her dominance. ‘Blubbering like a baby, what a joke. Doesn’t look so tough to me.’

			One of the women quickly removed a spare set of robes from within her voluminous folds of leather.

			‘Get this bitch into them,’ Maia ordered impatiently.

			Instantly Mina was forced to her feet and into the robes, which completely hid her identity. The whole time she was being dressed she tried to stop them, hampering their efforts in the hope someone would come along and discover them.

			‘Wait,’ Maia snapped, and pulling on one of Mina’s nipples twisted it mercilessly. ‘Do I have your attention, slave? Good. Now be an obedient little bitch and do what we want you to do.’ She slapped Mina’s cheek, making her head loll to one side.

			The women continued their work, bending her weak limbs as was required to seal her in the cool interior of the garment. It was tightened into a more snug fit, and the visor straightened.

			‘There, now let’s get her to the rendezvous.’

			They started marching back down the passages with their captive supported between them so she would be indistinguishable from the rest of them. As she was half carried, half stumbled along, Mina gathered her composure. Sniffing back her tears she calmed her emotions and tried to think about what she could do to save herself. Resurrecting a shred of her old calculating self, she promised to find a way out of her new captivity. She had done it once before and she could do it again. Someone would slip up eventually, and she had all the skills she needed to escape and run back to her beloved Tethys and Oceanus. They would be more careful with her in the future, so perhaps what was happening was a good thing, in a way. Her masters would appreciate her even more after losing her and missing her, and she would show them how much she loved them by returning to them after another daring escape. They would keep her close after that to make sure nothing like this ever happened again.

			Mina glanced at the women around her through an obscuring curtain of tight mesh, slightly embarrassed by the weakness she had displayed before them. She vowed it would not happen again, and above all she vowed to make their leader, Maia, pay for humiliating her like this.

			 

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 6

			 

			 

			The women finally came to a stop and one of them stepped towards a door. Looking covertly over her shoulder to ensure they were alone, she removed a ring from within her robes. It was a skeleton key used to open virtually all doors, allowing its owner to venture wherever she wished.

			Mina was ushered quickly into a room, and the door was closed and locked in their wake. The lights of the chamber rose to a subtle intensity, revealing what looked to be a sort of guest bedroom. To the left was a large bed, black satin sheets stretched across its sprawling surface, a line of pillows placed against the headboard. A squat post at each corner rose approximately two feet, the wood fixed with a semi-circle of metal for restraining slaves. A soft black carpet ran across the floor all the way up to the blue metal walls on which lamps in the form of leaping fish gave off a soft light. No windows were evident; the room was an interior dwelling, and had an air of being rarely used. A dresser stretched the entire length of one wall, a large mirror hanging above it. The room was definitely equipped for use as both a place of rest and of restraint, for rings had been set in the ceiling and others riveted into the floor, making it easy to create masterpieces of bondage.

			Mina was thrown across the floor. She tried to get up, but her limbs failed her as she struggled against the effects of the sedative.

			Maia stepped before her, and once more jabbed a boot in her side. She then transferred it to her captive’s taped cheek, and ground the sharp heel down to make her moan and writhe, sighing with pleasure at the sight of another woman figuratively crushed beneath her boot.

			From her lowly position Mina could see Maia reflected in the mirror over the dresser, her view obscured but not denied by the mesh visor. Her captor was probably one of the most beautiful women she had ever seen. Her body was a glorious sculpture, curvaceous and exquisitely feminine, her full breasts capturing the eye and refusing to let them go. With a short bob of luscious red hair crowning her alluring countenance, the woman’s ice-blue eyes were fixed on Mina. Her thigh-high leather boots were zipped on the inside, and complemented by shoulder-length opera gloves of polished hide. Her entire torso was naked save for jewellery, her nipples and clitoris pierced by golden hoops, the clitoral ring plainly visible because of her hairless sex. Around her neck was a steel collar, and in her hands she held a small metallic tube like a lighter but with a button on top.

			‘It’s okay to take your robes off, girls,’ Maia announced, and after a spiteful shove she stepped away from Mina and walked over to the bed. She spread herself across it, luxuriating in the cool sleekness of the satin.

			‘Thank God the master didn’t put the full uniform back on; those new bra cups are really painful,’ Electra commented, extracting herself from within her uniform to reveal a sultry beauty beneath with perfectly straight dark-brown hair, and she was ‘dressed’ exactly like Maia.

			‘You should have seen the ones we had to wear last year for that party in Zeus’s place,’ Celaeno added, unwrapping herself to reveal a young Asian girl, her tawny skin adorned with the same boots, gloves and collar combination. Her hair was bleached to a pale blonde and fell smoothly down to her pierced breasts.

			‘That’s only because he’s so promiscuous,’ Taygeta commented. ‘The master wanted us only for himself and ensured we would remain faithful to him that way. Merope overheard him talking on the intercom about it.’ She revealed herself as a tall, slender woman of mixed heritage, her light-brown skin smooth as silk, her body supple and well toned. Her hair was bleached a striking white and cropped to form a spiky bristling carpet over her skull.

			‘That’s right, but I don’t blame him. Zeus would have been on us in a flash without them.’ Merope, another Asian girl, was a little taller and older than Celaeno. Her hair was the same length but left a natural shimmering black, and across her bottom faded welts were visible.

			‘I understand that, but he could at least have left us home; I’d have rather he put me in suspension than make me wear that again,’ said a lithe Indian beauty whose dark hair was pulled back into a plait that cascaded all the way down past her buttocks.

			‘You’d rather have suspension than sex any day, Alcyone,’ mocked the last woman. She was tall and solidly built, her dark skin clinging to alluring muscles. A mane of tightly curled black hair fell around her voluptuous features down to her shoulders.

			‘You’re such a bitch, Sterope,’ Alcyone said sweetly. ‘So, what shall we do while we wait, Maia?’

			‘Get that out of the robes first,’ Maia replied.

			Electra and Taygeta moved in on Mina, and pulled the leather robes off her, exposing her.

			‘We’ve got plenty of time, the master won’t come until he thinks it’s safe,’ their leader added, and rising from the bed, she walked back over to Mina. ‘Let’s string her up. I want to whip her breasts and see what she’s made of.’ She was the head wife here, and jealously guarded her position as Atlas’s favourite.

			‘You think that’s wise?’ Merope asked with a hint of concern. ‘It will leave marks...’

			‘Congratulations, Merope, I’ll be using you to warm up my whip arm,’ Maia snapped.

			‘Maia, no, please, I haven’t healed from the last time!’ The Asian girl whined, suddenly looking distraught as her hand absently traced the residual marks on her buttocks.

			Maia ignored her protest and continued issuing her orders. ‘Electra, Celaeno, get her strung up for me, and make it uncomfortable.’

			‘Yes, Maia,’ they said in unison, and pranced off on their high boots to the drawers, fishing around inside them for what they sought - ropes and cuffs.

			‘Oh God, please don’t, not so soon,’ Merope sobbed, aghast that she had to suffer Maia’s sadism yet again.

			‘Shut up, Merope. You whine too much. Now, Sterope and Taygeta, I want you to get Mina up next to her, back to back, so they can feel each other suffering. I’ll give them both a good thrashing, and then I think we’ll have a little strap-on party. I want to fuck this cute little bitch in every hole she’s got before the master gets here.’ She bent over and sank her hand into Mina’s hair, lifting her head up so she might more easily study her face. Mina grimaced but remained calm, chewing on the gag imprisoning her voice. ‘And if she’s a good little whore, and shows us just how lowly she is, I might even let her off from another whipping, or even a caning. Wouldn’t that be fun, slave? A nice hot cane across those pert cheeks after they’ve been fucked?’ She smiled, tormenting her victim with a forewarning of what she could expect.

			Mina stared back at her without flinching, and even managed a snort of derision. She knew she was going to irk Maia even more with her defiance, but these women had taken her from her beloved owners, and there was no way she was going to give them the satisfaction of breaking her.

			‘Oh, a little tough girl, are we? Think you’re the greatest thing to hit Charybdis since Aphrodite, do you? Well, I’m going to make you beg me for mercy. I want to hear you whimper, bitch. I want you grovelling at my feet and crying a river of tears.’ She let Mina’s head fall to the floor again. ‘See this, tough girl?’ she queried, holding a device directly before Mina’s veiled eyes. ‘This is the control for your belt. There’s only one setting, though. See if you can guess which one.’ She caressed a leather-clad finger across the button. ‘I want to hear you scream, and you will. I’ll make you cry out eventually, even if I have to abuse you all day.’ She picked at the corner of the tape across Mina’s cheek, and then abruptly ripped it off.

			Mina forced her tongue to the ball and pushed it out. The sodden orb dropped before her, finally allowing her mouth the delicious pleasure of closing. She licked her tingling lips and turned her gaze up to Maia. ‘Screw you,’ she muttered.

			‘Not likely, bitch. That’s for me and my friends to do to you later.’ She patted Mina’s head in a condescending manner. ‘But seeing as you’re feeling so feisty as to insult me, perhaps you’re ready for a little dose.’ She thumbed the button on the control.

			Mina gritted her teeth and fought to keep quiet as her loins were subjected to the lashing kisses of the belt. The hot spines ate at her sensitive passages, making her jerk and spasm against the floor. Using all her strength to remain quiet, she snorted in agonised breaths and weathered the storm. She would not give in. She would show this woman just how strong she was. She would rewrite the definition of fortitude. When in the loving slavery of her owners she had felt free to shriek and struggle, but this was war and Mina never lost, not to anything or anyone.

			Maia watched her with an intrigued expression that gradually transformed into one of annoyance, as Mina remained silent. Releasing the device with a vexed gesture, she nudged her with her boot again, her hands on her hips as she nearly growled, ‘Well, as you intend to try and prove yourself my superior, let’s see just how much you can take when we start on you in earnest. String her up.’

			A whimper of distress caught Mina’s ears, and she looked across to see Merope being forced to the floor beside piles of rope. Then Sterope walked up to her and lifted her slack form off the floor, the powerful black woman carrying her almost effortlessly and setting her down beside the miserable Asian girl.

			‘You’d best not antagonise her,’ Sterope whispered in Mina’s ear. ‘She’ll be merciless with you if you do.’

			The women positioned their captives across the floor back to back.

			‘Get this stuff off her, Electra,’ Maia ordered, and Mina’s cuffs, collar and belt were removed, leaving her utterly naked. As the chastity belt was pried off her, Mina arched her back slightly and gasped, the flight of the dildos from her smouldering orifices coming as a welcome relief.

			A metal bar was placed between the splayed legs of the two prostrate girls, with the pole pressing against the backs of their ankles. A hoop at each end and in the middle turned it into an effective spreader bar, and coils of rope were brought into play that wound around their joints and locked their legs to the pole.

			‘Little Merope here will do better than you because she’s so small. Less weight on her ankles, you see. But you... oh you’re not going to like this one little bit,’ Maia promised, crouching beside Mina’s head and running her hand along her victim’s naked body. ‘Okay, get them up,’ she commanded, and a rope was attached to the centre of the pole before being cast through a hoop in the ceiling. Two women began pulling on it from opposite directions, hauling in the slack and lifting the two bound girls from the floor in small jolts. Mina scowled as her ankles were used to haul her up, her legs spread wide, until her whole body was suspended from them and she could feel the other girl’s distress as their bottoms wriggled against each other’s.

			‘Let them share a crotch rope,’ Maia said.

			Her assistants took up a length of slender, abrasive rope, which they placed over Mina’s navel and started wrapping tightly around her waist, lodging the coils over her hips. She winced beneath the rough treatment but did nothing, her arms hanging down so her hands rested gently against the floor. The two lengths were knotted at her front and slipped between her legs so the rope dug into her sex as it was pulled over Merope’s loins. A harsh yank ensured the abrasive material cut sharply into the vulvas of the two suspended slaves, and another knot was tied. Then the rest of the rope was quickly tightened around Merope’s trim waist, locking the girls together, their bottoms pressed tightly against each other’s, so that if one of them clenched her cheeks the rope would chafe them both.

			‘Bind their hands now,’ Maia said quietly, watching the restraining process with intense interest.

			Mina’s arms were taken and dragged back around the other girl’s body, and her wrists were tied together against Merope’s belly. Then her partner’s slim arms were bound in a similar fashion, her small hands hovering just over her crotch.

			‘There, are we all nice and cosy now?’ Maia asked mockingly, and wrapped a single rope around their chests. Pulling it tight, she looped it around the girls again above and below their breasts, squeezing the flesh through its coarse jaws and pressing their backs tightly together.

			Mina could feel the sensations in her breasts rising, yet she knew she could hold out, she just had to be strong, to resurrect her old professional grit, banish her doubts and dedicate herself to the coming ordeal.

			‘Nice tits,’ Maia said, cupping Mina’s left breast and caressing it. ‘But they’ll be much more attractive once I’ve given them a good flogging,’ she added, and walked over to the dresser. Rummaging through a drawer she selected a wooden rod with a tip from which spewed a bushel of long woven leather thongs.

			‘Oh Christ, Maia, no, not that one!’ Merope begged, uselessly struggling against her bonds.

			‘So, you remember the first thing I used on you, eh, Merope? How nice. It’s like a piece of nostalgia for you. Look on it as a reunion with an old friend.’ Maia teased cruelly, running her fingers through the leather strands and separating the slender coils as she wandered slowly back towards her victims.

			‘Maia, please, I’ll do anything you want, just don’t use that, please!’ Merope sobbed, her legs fighting the suspension and her small frame writhing against Mina.

			‘That’s it, Merope, get all the words out now, because the moment I start all you’ll be able to do is scream.’

			‘No!’ she wailed as Maia stepped back, lifted her arm around, and brought the leather coils swinging down through the air. Then she screamed as they made contact with her breasts, licking her skin with over a dozen searing tongues. She screamed again and again, bucking like a wild thing as Maia flogged her repeatedly, raining a blizzard of scorching blows across her pert breasts.

			Mina could feel Merope’s fevered perspiration against her skin as she was abused, and the fear of her own imminent castigation intensified as she heard and felt her partner’s pain.

			The other Pleiades had retired to the bed; the five women were reclining against the silk sheets idly playing with each other, their smooth forms hugging languidly as they listened to the sounds of another girl’s anguish filling the room.

			Mina frowned as the jerking of the crotch rope made it ride deeper into her labia, chafing her terribly. Her hanging breasts were aching and her legs were throbbing, the ligaments and tendons stretched to their limits, her joints welling with small storms of suffering as she began to lose feeling in her feet. Then finally the assault on Merope ceased and the girl went completely limp against Mina even as her body shook reflexively with shock.

			‘Now what do you say, Merope?’ Maia asked sweetly.

			‘Thank you, mistress, thank you so much,’ Merope whispered, kissing the whip as it was offered to her lips.

			‘And now for you,’ Maia said in a purring voice as she walked around to face the inverted form of Mina.

			Mina was scared, but also exhilarated. Her previous punishment sessions had been loving ones, and even the most severe experiences had been inflicted on her with care. But now she was going to be beaten by a true sadist, by someone who felt nothing but contempt for her, by someone who would not temper her blows with concern or show her any mercy, no matter what she said or did. She was completely at this woman’s mercy, and the thought proved a powerful aphrodisiac.

			‘Ready for your flogging, slave?’

			‘If you’ve got enough energy left for it,’ Mina retorted mildly.

			‘We’ll see if that mouth is just as cocky after this!’ Maia replied with venom, and swung the whip around with vicious force.

			The hot burst of suffering that flashed through Mina’s breasts was more intense than she would have thought possible. Gasping in shock she had to hold her breath to endure it, and still she came dangerously close to screaming.

			The whip swung back and down again, the long coils humming through the air just before they lashed her breasts.

			Mina jerked and strained against her bonds, her eyes screwed shut, her teeth grinding against each other.

			‘Come on, bitch, I want to hear you wail.’ Maia thrashed her again, slapping the whip’s tentacles across the other girl’s defenceless assets.

			Mina’s flesh was alive with a harrowing heat that flared through her bosom and made her nipples feel as though they were made of molten lead. Although it did not seem possible, each successive stroke added to her store of agony, and made it harder and harder not to vent her suffering in a scream. Her body began glistening with perspiration, her face flushed from hanging upside down and from straining to keep quiet. Each spasm of her body made the crotch rope grate even more painfully against her labia, each useless attempt she made to double up and protect herself denied by the other woman tied against her. The need to scream welled in her lungs, creeping up her throat with every stroke of the accursed implement, stretching treacherously towards her larynx. Her efforts found new vitality, however, when she heard Merope begging for Maia to stop, the sawing effects of the rope through her sex making the girl sob and plead for an end to the punishment. And each thrashing response Mina made against her bonds punished Merope, too.

			Finally the beating stopped, and her breasts throbbing, wheezing for breath, Mina slowly opened her eyes. Blinking away her tears, she saw Maia panting and rubbing her whip arm. She could not believe how beautiful this despicable woman was. It was a blessing to be captured by her, and though she longed to return to her owners, she was more than ready to spend some time in Maia’s sadistic care. She wanted to see how far she could be taken, how much pain she could sustain, and how deep into absolute slavery she could go. Maia could be a means to experience a level of degradation and humiliation Oceanus and Tethys would never inflict upon her, their love for her softening the edge of their brutal appetites. Watching Maia, she felt her libido kick into new levels of need, and suddenly the terrible whipping felt like a wonderful thing. Her sense of accomplishment at having exhausted her abuser, of having effectively defeated her, was powerfully arousing. She wanted more of this unrestrained abuse, she longed to endure the unbearable, and so she set about rousing her tormentor’s resentment even more.

			‘Is that all you’ve got?’ Mina panted, and managed a dry laugh through her parched lips.

			‘Bitch!’ Maia hissed, and flinging her arm back skimmed the whip against Mina’s breasts, tearing into her with all her vindictive rage.

			Mina’s mouth opened wide, her jaws stretched in a silent scream, her eyes screwed shut as she emitted a long sibilant hiss of exhalation.

			‘Come on, scream, scream, you whore!’ Maia ranted, her fury giving her the strength she needed to continue beating Mina. ‘Scream or I’ll whip these right off!’ Her face was flushed and her jaw quivered as beads of perspiration ran down her naked breasts, her red hair clinging to her damp cheeks in fiery strands. And yet she finally had to give in and admit defeat, her body quaking with rage and weariness, her eyes full of hate as she regarded her silent victim while rubbing the throbbing bicep.

			‘Oh, the terrible pain,’ Mina moaned, and chuckled sarcastically.

			Maia stepped right up to her, reversed the angle of the whip, and forced the handle down into her sex, sinking it between the twin strands of rope deep into her cleft. ‘Here, hold this for me,’ she said, and turning the handle sharply made Mina spasm as though it were a lever controlling her motions, each twist and turn making her body jolt.

			Then Maia stepped back.

			Mina hung slack, her pussy aching from the rude penetration. Yet a smile touched her lips, the dense cloud of pain enveloping her making her shudder with a bizarre sense of rapture. She felt wonderful. She had defeated the brutal woman. She had taken a thrashing few other slaves could endure without begging for mercy. She had proved she was not like the others. Giddy with pride, she watched her tormentor rummaging through a drawer, her every gesture full of controlled rage.

			‘So you can take a whipping,’ Maia said breathlessly. ‘Well, let’s see what else you can take. By the time I’m finished with you, you’ll wish you had screamed when I told you to.’ She strode back towards Mina carrying a tackle box loaded with weapons to use in her quest to break Mina’s defiant spirit.

			‘If you keep boring me with your empty threats,’ Mina replied just as breathlessly, ‘I might just scream to shut you up.’ She laughed to hide the agonising pangs the suspension and punishment were causing her. Yet still she craved more. She wanted to go deeper, to taste depraved delights as she never had before.

			The women on the bed had sat up and were watching the punishment with riveted attention, surprised and shocked by the way Mina was belittling Maia. They had all suffered under Maia, and they knew they could not have sustained such torture without breaking.

			‘Maia, can you please let me down?’ Merope begged. ‘You’re—’

			‘Quiet!’ Maia grabbed the rope between their crotches and forced it down, digging it into their hot vulvas all the more savagely.

			Merope cried out in supreme distress and sobbed her apologies as Mina growled and endured the spiteful attack, her inner muscles clinging to the whip handle still sheathed inside her. It was wonderful to be treated with such casual disdain, to be seen as nothing save a vessel of torment.

			‘Now, little miss smart ass, let’s see you laugh these off.’ Maia set the box down and flung open the lid. She reached inside and extracted a set of fierce-looking clover clamps, each one bearing a stern weight - a leaden teardrop bristling with an array of slender pins. The sinister jaws opened and closed in on one of her nipples, gathering it up and then slowly closing in on it in a ferocious bite. Mina gurgled softly as she felt the compression take effect, the clamps squeezing the peaks of her breasts and making them throb with an icy fire as the weight hung from her suspended mounds. Her other nipple suffered the same treatment, and then with casual indifference, Maia drew the whip out of Mina’s sex and showed her a third clamp before lifting it up towards her vulva.

			Mina’s breath quickened as she felt the cold jaws brushing her clitoris, the nugget of flesh already raw from the attentions of the crotch rope. Using her fingers to part the woven coils, Maia snapped the implement’s jaws around the raised and raw bud, causing Mina to whimper and nearly choke on her cries, which she was almost unable to hold back. The need to scream was an ocean pressing on the crumbling dam of her tenacity as the weight dragged at her clit and the spines stung her belly.

			‘Still laughing?’ Maia asked quietly. ‘Maybe you need to be warmed up some more.’ The vicious woman removed a pair of latex gloves from the box and drew the protective sheaths over her leather ones. ‘I’m sure you recognise this?’ She removed a tube of extra-strength embrocating cream from the box. Unscrewing the lid, she smeared a generous measure across her middle finger, and the acrid chemical smell of the substance wafted up Mina’s nostrils, reminding her of her last infernal encounter with it. Maia’s finger traced it across her clamped clit, wiping it through the ropes and along the length of her vulva. For a moment nothing seemed to happen, and then fires were ignited as the cream penetrated her skin and bored into her nerve-endings. The terrible heat scorched her sex, making her spasm and whine softly, her teeth grinding as she snorted in air in order not to let it out in a scream, her face reddening even more and tears flowing from her eyes as she fought the impossible urge to double up. Even so, Merope cried out as she was bent backwards, Mina’s strength and response to the pain causing her considerable distress.

			‘Maia, please, she’s going to snap me in half!’ Merope wailed, unable to withstand the accidental abuse visited on her by her partner’s pain.

			‘Oh, you want some too, Merope dear? Fine, there’s plenty for you both.’ Maia seemed happy to hear someone begging for mercy.

			‘Oh no, don’t! I—’ Merope froze as Maia wiped her embrocated finger against her sex, and then she began struggling again, screeching as she begged to have the burning cream wiped off.

			Mina managed a weak smile and devoted herself to relishing the abuse, to somehow enjoying the terrible fire coursing through her pussy into her womb and all the way up to her clamped breasts.

			Maia smeared another quantity of cream across her finger and forced it into Mina’s anus, wiping it inside and out, thrusting the digit deep into her clenched sphincter.

			The same searing pain spread through Mina’s nether regions, the smell of the substance distinct and terrible in her nostrils as Maia continued driving her finger back and forth through her ring, working it deep into her tight passage.

			‘Why won’t you do as you’re told?’ Maia demanded, grabbing Mina’s hair and shaking her head with frustrated rage.

			‘Because, you don’t deserve me,’ Mina gasped. ‘You’re not good enough to defeat me.’

			‘You fucking bitch, how dare you? I’ve broken women far stronger than you! I’ve—’

			‘I hear no screams. I guess they weren’t all that tough, after all. Either that, or you’re not as good as you think your are.’

			‘Everyone out!’ Maia yelled.

			No one moved.

			She wheeled around to face the other Pleiades on the bed. ‘I said go in the other room and get ready. Move.’

			The other slaves leapt off the bed and hurried out of the room, using one of the covert doors to make their exit. Then the dense portal slid back into place, and locked itself.

			The moment they were alone, Maia sank to her knees before Mina’s inverted head. ‘All right, all right, I see why everyone’s been so interested in you. You’ve taken more than any slave I’ve ever seen. Are you happy now? Can you stop tormenting me now?’ Her words were choked with tears.

			Mina opened her eyes and saw the woman was actually weeping. The way she had belittled her sadistic skills had upset her terribly. Maia was accustomed to being in control, to being the favourite. Mina’s capacity to enjoy and seek any sensation, be it pleasure or pain, threatened her position, and she was terrified.

			‘Damn it, don’t replace me, please,’ Maia begged, tears running down her mortified face, her body shaking with a level of fear Mina had not seen even in those she had been about to execute in her old career. This woman valued her position more than life itself, and Mina had unwittingly almost usurped it.

			‘I - I’m sorry,’ Mina whispered, her desire to forge a perfect sadistic mistress from this woman falling like a deck of cards. The two of them were more alike than she had believed. They wanted to excel, to be the favourite, as most slaves probably did, but Maia had achieved it, and now she was terrified of losing her position. At present she was a sultry beauty, but she knew time was passing, and as age dwindled her looks she was paranoid another would replace her as the favoured slave.

			‘It’s too late now,’ Maia moaned. ‘I’ve lost the respect of the others. They’ll only listen to you now. They know you’ll impress the master, and so they’ll want to ingratiate themselves to you. Now I’ll be the one being ordered around and abused by them. They’ll want revenge for all the things I’ve done to them.’ She let out a choked sob and buried her face in her hands, openly weeping with despair.

			Mina looked at the wretched form before her and then at the door. It was thick, but not thick enough to block out screams. In all likelihood the women had not heard Maia’s breakdown and confession, even though they undoubtedly had their ears pressed to the door.

			Shaking her head with disbelief that she was actually going to do this, Mina opened her mouth and screamed as loudly as her lungs permitted, over and over again. As soon as she ran out of air she sucked in a quick breath and began hollering again, using the pain she was in to augment her sounds of distress. It felt good to howl, the discomfort in her loins and breasts and legs making it easy to articulate her distress.

			Maia almost fell over from shock at the sudden noise, startled by it and confused.

			‘Maia, please stop, I’m begging you, stop!’ Mina cried. ‘I’ll do anything you say, anything!’

			Maia rubbed her eyes free of tears and sniffed back her sorrow, a smile of gratitude spreading across her lips as she realised what Mina was doing.

			Breaking into a series of sobs and breathless petitions for mercy, Mina continued playing her part.

			‘Why are you doing this?’ Maia finally asked, caressing Mina’s cheek almost adoringly. ‘You know I can’t let you go.’

			‘I know you can’t let me go. Just keep me as your slave. I won’t hold my cries back any more, I promise. Just use me as you wish,’ Mina said quickly, and then returned to screaming for mercy.

			‘But what about Merope?’ Maia said in dismay, her hope of saving face and preserving her position crumbling. ‘She’ll betray us.’

			‘Not if she knows what’s good for her,’ Mina hissed, and stretched herself upward, hauling with her arms and making the girl attached to her cry out in anguish as she was contorted by Mina’s considerably stronger physique. ‘You hear that, slave? You keep your mouth shut, or you’ll have the both of us to answer to.’

			‘Yes, yes, anything you say!’ Merope wailed.

			‘That’s Mistress Mina when we’re alone, slave,’ she said firmly, and used her aching muscles to further afflict the other girl.

			‘Yes, Mistress Mina,’ Merope whispered miserably.

			‘Good girl.’ Mina relaxed.

			‘Oh, thank you, thank you so much, Mina,’ Maia declared with an outpouring of emotion, sinking to her knees and cradling Mina’s inverted head in her hands. Their lips met, and they exchanged an amorous kiss. The bizarre nature of it almost made Mina laugh, for here she was, hanging from her ankles tied to another woman, her torso and hindquarters punished by ropes, cream and clamps, her breasts whipped until raw, and now her abuser was kissing her with heartfelt appreciation.

			Maia finally stood up again, her tall boots filling Mina’s vision, the leather rippling with the play of her muscles as she began to work. ‘I’ll get these off you,’ she said, beginning to untie the knots of the crotch rope.

			‘And I’ll give you a few more screams,’ offered Mina, scowling slightly as the rope came away from her chafed labia. Then the clamp on her sex was taken up and opened, and the sudden release of tension caused a rush of sensation to pour back into her throbbing flesh. She stiffened and howled, the intense pain enabling her to produce a true ear-piercing scream. The clamps at her breasts were removed next, and her shrieks continued for several minutes as she exaggerated her feelings. The breast bondage was unwound, and Mina moaned in earnest. Then their hands were set free and the two suspended women were lowered back to the floor, where they crumpled in enervated heaps. Maia quickly unfastened their ankle bonds and reached down to help Mina up onto her knees, leaving Merope where she lay.

			Mina found her limbs full of aching waves of sensation, the effects of the suspension lingering in her flesh, her muscles hot and strained from fighting the ropes. Marks ran around her ankles like purple tattoos, but the feeling of eerie pride, of having battled insurmountable odds and won, was so distinct it elated her, emphasised as it was by her charity and consideration for another. She gathered herself together, her head swimming now that her body was turned the right way up, forcing her scrambled equilibrium to readjust.

			Maia crouched down before her, the polished hide of her boots issuing a soft squeak as she settled in and offered Mina her hands.

			Mina took them, and held on to them for balance amidst the throbbing pulses of lingering agony coursing through her abused flesh, and the agonising pins-and-needles in her feet.

			‘Are you okay?’ Maia asked with concern.

			‘It’ll pass in a moment,’ Mina replied, her downcast gaze locked to the black leather leading up to creamy thighs. Maia was truly gorgeous, and Mina spontaneously decided to avail herself of that which she had just saved. Rising, she shuffled forward a little so she was looking down on the other woman. Shifting her thighs apart for added stability, she gazed down into Maia’s face. This woman was no brutal nemesis; she was a slave just like everyone else here. It was only because of her astounding looks that she had gained a measure of authority and was now loathe to let it slip through her fingers.

			Closing her palms around the gorgeous face, Mina bent over and lifted it towards her own. Their lips met and parted, and their eager tongues emerged to embrace each other, the slick organs rubbing fondly against one another.

			Maia’s hands reached around Mina and took hold of each of her buttock cheeks, clasping the firm flesh with her leather-clad fingers, her back dipping into a deep arch as she was held by her head and served up to her victim’s ravishing kisses.

			Mina took an upper lip between her teeth and sucked on it before raining kisses on Maia’s cheeks, simultaneously letting a hand drift down and caress the woman’s lush breasts. The nipples were stiff with passion, and Mina relished her hunger for this new and radiant flesh. Turning the nipple rings, she gently manipulated the steel hoops to add to Maia’s pleasure. Then she stroked her cheek and ran her fingers through her soft red hair.

			Maia continued to fill her hands with Mina’s bottom as her tongue tasted each of her nipples in turn, seemingly indecisive of which one to concentrate on. The stern whipping had made them incredibly sensitive, and spiced each rush of pleasure with a touch of pain, a mixture Mina found exceedingly palatable. ‘Turn around, I want to taste your ass,’ she stated bluntly.

			Maia quickly turned around and spread her legs, offering her bottom up to the air as she leant forward.

			Mina sank to her knees and slipped a hand between her legs in response to the sight before her, almost swooning at the glorious image of pure round buttocks aimed at her supported by slender thighs. ‘God, you’re gorgeous,’ she hissed through her teeth, her finger riding up through her own moist sex as she looked. Then her other hand began groping at Maia’s proffered loins. First she squeezed and kneaded the sumptuous flesh of her inner thighs before thrusting two fingers up inside her welcoming pussy, watching with joy as Maia shuddered and moaned softly. The ring through her clit tickled the back of Mina’s hand, a new and alien device to her and one that intrigued her greatly. Then, unable to deny herself any longer, Mina tasted the other woman, holding on to her buttock with both hands to keep them spread as she sank her tongue deep into the waiting sphincter.

			Maia groaned, tossing her head back, her eyes closing as she delighted in the feel of being penetrated by the slippery tongue that only moments earlier had been exploring her mouth. ‘Oh Mina... oh yes...’ she moaned.

			Mina slipped a hand beneath her, running her fingers from Maia’s navel down to her sex. The slick juices aided her task, letting her fingers slide effortlessly between her full labia. ‘Lay on your back, your arms over your head,’ she heard herself command.

			Without hesitation, Maia stretched herself out across the carpet.

			Her curvaceous form made Mina’s eyes burn with lust. She wanted to drown herself in the woman’s soft flesh, to smother herself in every inch of it. Shifting her own body over Maia’s face, she leaned forward and grabbed Maia’s ankles. Pulling them up, she lifted them into the air, and shifted her grip to the gorgeous stems of her hide-encased calves. Hauling her in, Mina lowered her wet sex over Maia’s face, and the woman’s tongue instantly shot up into her pussy like a solid hot geyser.

			Mina in turn ran her tongue along Maia’s soaking labia, taking a teasing lap from the fountain between them before shoving her tongue deep into the luscious pudenda. Pushing hard, she acted in mockery of a phallus, thrusting her tongue in and out. She was in heaven, overwhelmed to have someone so utterly gorgeous at her disposal and riding her face. She felt herself being carried towards orgasm, the steady budding pleasure between her legs growing more intense with every lap and lick of Maia’s expert tongue. Similarly, she could feel the other woman’s body stiffening with anticipation, enduring the rising levels of bliss and preparing for the imminent eruption of pleasure.

			With accelerating breaths and low groans of delight, the two women ferried each other to the point of release. Mina jerked and held tight to Maia as though she were an anchor carrying her through a storm of rapture. She gurgled and moaned into Maia’s pussy, her legs twitching with tension as she rode the other woman’s face. Then, her whole body shaking as though she was being electrocuted, she yowled and screeched, fighting to keep herself in place as the sensations became almost too much to bear. It was harder to keep herself on Maia’s tongue than it had been to remain quiet during the woman’s sadistic crusade to make her scream.

			A few moments later Maia was choking her own cries against Mina’s smothering sex, losing herself in the heady pleasure of their exchange.

			Afterwards they held on to each other for a moment, letting the intensity of their climaxes ebb away before they collapsed side-by-side across the floor, and then turned to embrace each other, huddling together, their nerve-endings charged and frayed by the tempestuous event. Kissing sedately now, they let their hands run over the form of their partner. Mina separated herself slightly to nibble gently on the smooth surface of Maia’s exposed shoulder, and as she sucked the silky, delicate skin she noticed Merope huddled in the corner, her eyes sparkling with lust.

			‘It seems we forgot someone,’ Mina commented.

			Maia turned her head and glanced at the small Asian girl, who immediately looked down at the floor. ‘And she’ll stay forgotten, for good, if she breathes one word of this,’ Maia warned as she cuddled up to Mina, entwining her arms around her firm body and nuzzling her features into her cleavage.

			‘Well, we have a party to attend in the other room, I believe,’ Mina said, and disengaging herself from Maia, stood up.

			‘You’re sure you want to go through with that? You don’t have to,’ Maia said generously.

			‘I know, but it will look suspicious if you cave in now,’ Mina replied as she approached the cowering Merope. ‘Besides, I’m almost looking forward to it. So, I expect you to be your old cruel self again, Maia.’ She lifted Merope’s chin so their eyes met.

			‘You won’t mind?’ quizzed Maia worriedly.

			‘Of course not, you can be as vicious as you like with me. I’ll play along, and won’t hold back my distress, but I want you to treat me with as much severity as possible. And I enjoyed being tied next to you, Merope. Perhaps we could do it again some time.’

			The woman looked aghast.

			‘Don’t give me that doe-eyed look of fright, you little tease,’ Mina chided her. ‘I heard the gratitude in your voice after you were whipped. You love it as much as I do. Why do you deny it?’ She was genuinely curious to know why this clearly masochistic female refused to revel in her submission.

			‘It’s... it’s not right,’ Merope answered softly. ‘I was kidnapped and brought here against my will.’

			‘Kidnapped?’ Mina sank to her knees and ran a hand through the girl’s long hair.

			‘They tried to recruit me, but I refused. Then one day I was swimming in the ocean and divers grabbed me and loaded me into their boat. They used their social influence to have me declared dead, saying I had drowned at sea. I’m not meant to be here.’ Her voice cracked slightly from repressed emotion.

			‘You’re such a fool, Merope. You’re full to the brim with a need for discipline, and yet you cling to this belief and resent your own nature,’ Mina accused her softly.

			‘That’s not true. It’s not!’

			‘Yes it is. I was just like you, Merope, but instead of resentment I was filled with purpose. My goal was to deny this place and to deny myself. Thankfully, I learned better. I surrendered to this place and let it into my soul, just as you should.’

			‘I can’t.’ Merope shook her head. ‘It’s wrong.’ She sounded close to tears.

			‘Right and wrong... listen to yourself, Merope. You’re a slave in a carnal empire, you have the means to extract joy such as you’ve never known from this place, and yet instead you choose to waste this priceless opportunity using the foolish excuse of morality.’ With a rough shove she sent the girl sprawling across the floor on her back, and before she could move she straddled her face, smothering her features with her vulva as her fingers laced into hers and held her hands firmly down. Merope struggled, her legs kicking and her heels skidding against the carpet. ‘Lick me,’ Mina commanded.

			The girl continued to struggle, moaning her resistance.

			Mina chuckled. ‘Admit it, Merope. Admit you love this more than anything.’

			The girl’s head attempted to thrash from side to side in fervent denial, her stubborn streak obviously quite strong. It was a challenge similar to the one Maia had faced with her, and Mina had no intention of being beaten, especially not by a creature so akin to herself, but she had time. With a smile she lifted herself up a little, and let the girl snatch deep gulps of air. ‘I want no more of this hiding yourself away crap, Merope. I want you hurling yourself wildly into any act of depravity you are offered, or the next time you’re between my thighs you’ll not come out alive. Understand?’

			‘Y-yes, Mistress Mina,’ she blurted meekly.

			Mina’s smile deepened. ‘You may give me satisfaction, Merope,’ she stated aloofly.

			‘Yes, Mistress Mina.’ Merope sniffed back tears as Mina settled her sex over her face again.

			This time Mina came swiftly, riding Merope’s unwilling features while soothing the troubled girl with words of encouragement, urging her to revel in her submission, and to feel safe in her bondage as she was made to service another woman.

			Afterwards she climbed casually off her face, and leaning down, kissed her on the lips. ‘You did well, Merope. I’m proud of you.’

			‘Thank you, Mistress Mina.’

			Mina stood up, and stretched luxuriously.

			‘Mina?’ Maia said tentatively, moving in behind her.

			‘Mm?’ She rested her head back against the other woman’s shoulder.

			‘What you said to her just now... about not coming out alive... You were kidding, right?’

			Mina did not reply, but merely left a short uneasy silence before turning to face her. Lifting her hand, she caressed one of Maia’s cheeks, enjoying the look of consternation on the beautiful face. ‘Pray you never find out,’ she warned with a sweet smile.

			 

			Chapter 7

			 

			 

			Kneeling to attention on the floor, Mina kept her eyes lowered to the ranks of leather-clad calves standing all around her. The black fabric shimmered in the soft light, the heels digging into the large smooth cushions adorning the floor and forming a yielding carpet. The small room was filled with black satin pillows, its walls and ceiling a single mirror showing everything from every angle. A single red bulb in the centre of the ceiling filled the room with a sanguinary haze, dying everything a devilish shade. A plexus of straps about the women’s thighs and waists held a leather crotch-piece with side pockets containing vibrating eggs, while from the front reared a large phallus, the jelly dildo a translucent purple in the demonic light.

			Someone - she guessed it was Maia - stepped behind her and drew a dark scarf around her head, blindfolding her with it.

			‘Okay, help yourselves,’ she declared, shoving Mina across the pillows.

			She landed on her back, and barely had time to move before she felt hands all over her, and her arms were grabbed and pinned down.

			‘Get her legs!’ hissed a voice Mina was unable to identify.

			Her legs were promptly leaned on by leather extremities, and spread wide.

			‘Go on,’ encouraged another voice. ‘Do her. You know she wants it.’

			Mina felt movement between her thighs, and suddenly her back arched and she cried out beneath the dildo’s rash intrusion. Gasping, she clenched the inner muscles of her pussy around the soft shaft as the pliant rod rode back and forth inside her, pushing in deep.

			‘That’s it, give it to her nice and hard.’

			‘I’m taking her mouth.’

			‘Yes, fill her with it.’

			A pair of naked buttocks was pressed against her chest and a hand slipped beneath her head, lifting it up and prodding a rounded tip to her lips. Opening Mina’s mouth with the dildo, the woman thrust it in, nearly gagging her as she shoved it down into her throat. After this first coarse stab she took a more leisurely approach, riding Mina’s head back and forth, the dildo bending and allowing her to suck on it as the hum of the eggs and moans of pleasure filled her ears.

			‘Look at this slut go, she’s definitely up for more.’

			‘Well, we shouldn’t disappoint her.’

			‘Let’s get some more in her.’

			‘Lift her up, I’ve got an idea.’

			The hands on her arms hauled her up, and the woman who had been thrusting into her pussy slipped out as she was set upright. Held in place by the arm locks and supported at a reclining angle, Mina felt a woman slither beneath her and position herself between her open thighs. Then she groaned as a phallus bored up between her buttocks, riding up into her anus. Its dimensions should have caused her pain, but the yielding jelly let it roll deep and spill along her tracts, dragging at her membranes as its wearer began thrusting back and forth, riding the shaft into her.

			A moment later she felt a woman kneel before her splayed legs and jam herself back into her slick sex. The grip on her arms kept her from falling back, and she felt thighs against her cheeks as she was readied for more artificial fellatio. A soft rod was fed down into her throat once more, the woman standing astride her face forcing it deep into her mouth as she sucked at the shaft with all her might. Then another body grabbed her breasts and pressed them about a slick pliant rod, shoving the dildo through their tight tunnel of flesh, and her bosom reverberated with distress at being handled so roughly after its recent flogging.

			‘That’s it, suck it,’ the woman over her face demanded, forcing herself deep into her mouth while the others continued to pound her other orifices, using her like an object. ‘Come on, you can do better than that, swallow it all!’ She pushed with more virulence, making Mina struggle against those holding her down. ‘Don’t try and get away, there’s no escape,’ she hissed, grabbing Mina’s head and using it to force the jelly dildo into her mouth from root to tip.

			‘Such a wanton little trollop,’ a laughing voice said, and Mina felt the women possessing her being driven to new levels of activity by the rising pleasure of the eggs humming against their vulvas.

			‘Oh, she’s lovely, isn’t she?’ another voice commented.

			‘Mmm...’ purred one of the women penetrating her.

			‘Very fuckable - I just want to jam myself so deep inside her I hit yours!’ the woman between her legs declared lustfully, thrusting herself as deep as she could and plundering Mina’s pussy, making her cry out with the sheer indescribable pleasure of it. She was being swept away on a sea of penetrations, her body assailed by them, ravished and filled by the pliant artificial phalluses. Shaking with climaxes that rolled in like the tide, she gasped and nearly gagged again on her plunging gag as the women rode her relentlessly towards their own orgasms, spurned on by the sight of her violation. Then suddenly her pulsing loins were deserted, and the sudden flight of the jelly shafts made her cry out with shock around the one still sheathed in her mouth.

			But no sooner had one dildo left her than another one was jammed back in its place, filling her again and beginning the ride afresh. The women at her arms traded places with others, and still more battled to make use of her. They pinned her down with more force, driving into her, using her as they wished, each one hungry to try each and every orifice she had to offer, and soon her tracts were aching, the continuing friction of limp shafts plunging into her assailing her with a discomfort that intensified with every new thrust.

			‘Stop, please, I can’t take any more!’ Mina begged, knowing her plea would only egg them on. For although she was sore, she wanted more, and more... she was a slave to a group of slaves, the lowest of the low, yet they were completely unaware she had defeated, and taken control of, their leader.

			‘Suck me while you’re down there, slave,’ ordered the woman on top of her, sinking nails into her breasts as she let her full weight settle across Mina’s face, crushing her bottom against Mina’s features. ‘Come on, get that tongue up there!’ She wriggled her cheeks against Mina’s lips.

			More smacks rang out against her thighs and then her stomach, the hot imprints of hands painted on her flesh. Gurgling and whimpering Mina began licking the woman’s sphincter, rimming the puckered opening, which was intentionally refusing her entry.

			‘I told you to get it up there, now do it.’ She slapped Mina’s breasts, punishing her until she finally managed to thrust her aching tongue through the clenched barricade. ‘Yes, that’s it, come on, work that tongue around some more... that’s it.’

			Another jelly dildo slid out of Mina’s scorched pussy, and another chose to punish the opening a little before spearing it. She spanked Mina’s throbbing vulva, making her scream and jerk wildly against the women restraining her. The spanking hand descended again and again, punishing her labia numerous times, making her pudenda burn painfully before a soft shaft poured in through the opening and nestled itself in her hot wet depths.

			‘Oh yes, just a little more... that’s it, keep going,’ groaned the woman sitting on Mina’s face, her belly trembling as the beginnings of an orgasm contracted her pelvic muscles, her breaths coming quicker as the strap-on eggs buzzed her towards release. Spurned on by Mina’s darting tongue, she flung her head back and howled, riding through her bliss before sinking across one of the cushions.

			Mina gasped and inhaled deeply before another woman locked her lips to hers, demanding a deep kiss.

			Finally they all appeared to be finished with her. Breathing softly, she resisted the urge to remove the blindfold and instead lay still dwelling with morbid satisfaction on all the aches in her body. Her thoughts were hazy, and it was not long before she drifted off into a deep and contented sleep.

			 

			Chapter 8

			 

			 

			Something moving against Mina dragged her up into a fleeting awareness of her surroundings. She had been accursed by dreams of old crimes and missions that ended in a desperate flight to get away before she was killed or caught. Now she saw Maia lying on her side, one arm bent over her face to shield her eyes from the light, and she discovered that her head was lying on the woman’s thigh, using the soft flesh as her pillow. A glance at the mirrored wall showed her reflection’s head resting on the delicate roller coaster ride of Maia’s body. The bodies of the other Pleiades were lying all around them, most of them cuddled up together, leather limbs and flesh rising amidst the peaks and valleys of black satin pillows. The strap-ons were all piled together in a corner - deserted disposable phalluses.

			She felt weary, and the need to relieve herself was pressing, but she was so cosy she refused to give in to the call right away. Instead, she went over recent events in her languid mind. It had been glorious to be so intensely used and abused and yet still be the dominant one behind the scenes. Maybe she could get Tethys and Oceanus to liberate Maia and bring her to live with them. But perhaps Maia would prefer to remain with Atlas, which was a disappointing thought.

			Why had Atlas’s Pleiades kidnapped her? He had sent his wives to do the task so as not to appear directly involved in her kidnapping himself, but he obviously wanted her. Surely it was not merely resentment at the opportunity he had missed to own her, but then again, just like the mythological Titans, these people were whimsical and trivial in their motives simply because they could be. They had no real-life stresses and problems to worry about, which permitted them to indulge in capricious intrigues and plots, and almost absentminded Machiavellian dealings that made life all the more entertaining.

			Suddenly the door to the playroom slid open with a soft pressurised hiss. Rather than rise and disturb her partners, Mina used the mirror to see who it was, and started with surprise when she saw the massive form of Atlas filling the doorway. The burly Arabian Titan was dressed just as she had last seen him, his smooth, swarthy torso exposed, his loose latex trousers held up by a red sash, and a scowl made his thin goatee twitch as his hands furled into irritated fists.

			‘Pleiades!’ he roared, his deep voice rolling through the still air of the room like a thunderous tidal wave.

			The seven women immediately sat up, their master’s voice instantly awakening them. They crouched forward and placed their foreheads against the pillows in acknowledgement of his presence and his ownership of them.

			‘What has been happening here?’ he demanded a little more quietly.

			‘We were testing the new recruit, master,’ Maia offered by way of explanation, keeping her head lowered, not even looking up at his feet.

			‘Testing?’ He glanced at the dildos lying in the corner. ‘It seems to me you were playing with her. And she is not a new recruit, she is a prisoner, part of a commission I have undertaken.’ He stepped into the room, his eyes now on Mina where she lay on her back, refusing to perform the same act of obeisance as the other slaves. They were his wives, but she was a captive and had no reason to show him any deference. He sneered a mixture of contempt and amusement at her defiance, and then looked down at Maia when she spoke again.

			‘She was resisting, master, so I thought it best to show the prisoner her place before you arrived.’ His head wife stuck to her story.

			‘And did you succeed?’

			‘I believe she is more aware of her position now, at least more aware than she was when we acquired her for you, master,’ Maia stated carefully, suggesting there was still a little fight left in Mina he could enjoy himself.

			‘Is that so, slave?’ Atlas asked Mina directly, raising an eyebrow.

			‘I know I have been kidnapped unjustly, and that I will be terribly punished if I resist you,’ she stated meekly.

			He smiled broadly and his eyes sparkled. ‘Yes, Maia can be very rough, can she not?’

			Mina assumed a fearful expression as she glanced Maia’s way. ‘Yes, master.’

			‘Excellent work, Maia.’

			‘Thank you, master.’ Her face was still buried in a pillow, but Mina knew she was grinning.

			‘I have a carrying cocoon in the other room, and I want her put in it,’ he ordered, and turning on his heels strode out of the room.

			‘Yes, master,’ the women all stated in unison as he left, rising with alacrity.

			Mina was grabbed and tugged to her feet, the tall dark form of Sterope, and the luscious Electra, each taking one of her arms and leading her into the other room.

			Atlas was sitting on the end of the bed, ready to watch as Mina was prepared for her journey. ‘Taygeta,’ he snapped, and pointed to the floor before him.

			The white-haired woman sank to her hands and knees at his feet, holding her slender body rigid as he set his boots on her bare back, using her as a footstool. Her eyelids fluttered with pleasure as he employed her thus, being used by her master obviously a feeling she enjoyed.

			In the centre of the room, Atlas had dropped the items he required his wives to place on Mina. She could see a metal contraption of polished steel, a simple pole riveted with double sets of straps along its length before connecting to a moulded steel band. The two-inch wide strip was moulded to fit along a body and curl through the crotch, where it was welded to the pole. From the interior two small plugs lanced out, the flared devices moulded of red jelly, something Mina’s sore orifices would no doubt be grateful for. At each end of the pole was a small solid hoop, and to one side, set separately from this frame, were two metal shafts a yard-and-a-half long with four wooden buffers. The screw fastening and the small handle were like those used to keep weights on a barbell, except Mina could guess she would be the burden being lifted. Beside this creation were piles of leather, the thick hide lined with a layer of latex, the exact nature of the garments unknown to her.

			Mina was forced to her knees and deserted as the women took their places. Celaeno and Merope positioned themselves by the arsenal of bondage accoutrements, the two Asian females sifting through them to find what they required. Maia stepped up to oversee the event, with Sterope at her side like some powerful bouncer ready to intervene should Mina begin to offer any resistance. Electra and Alcyone went and stood on either side of their master, ready to serve any whim of his.

			The largest piece of attire was shaken out and Mina saw a straitjacket, only this particular garment was fitted with more restraining additions than normal. The zipped and buckled back were opened, and the hood and sleeves flopped with each step that brought Celaeno to her. Meanwhile, Merope crouched behind her, lifting her arms forward and offering them to the sleeves. The cool latex interior slithered up her arms, the tight grip requiring the two Asian women to work energetically at getting it all the way on her. Finally her hands slid into the tight featureless points at the end of the sheaths. Her head was then bowed and slotted into the hood, the stern bag gripping her skull giving her a single nostril vent and another for her mouth.

			With darkness imposed on her, she shivered with delectation as she felt herself being bound and entombed in this tight cell. Her breasts were fed through two small openings, making her whipped flesh begin throbbing afresh. With a soft whimper she was pushed deeper into the suit, the back brought together with the zipper running from her hips to the base of her skull. The enclosure made her sway slightly, the pressure against her ribs with each breath she took making her feel strangely faint with pleasure. Her need to release her bladder was stronger than ever now, but she dared not ask for permission, lest it give Atlas something else to torment her with. Two dense straps about her throat were threaded through and buckled tight, making sure the fit of the hood could not be affected when the buckle atop it was employed. The ends of the sleeves were then grabbed and brought around her in the classic style, making her hug herself tightly as they were locked into position.

			The women laid her down on her front, so that her body pressed against her trapped arms. Taking hold of her ankles they took up a set of stockings, and the latex-lined leather was drawn steadily up her legs. Her feet were pushed into steel cones, and the engineered points of the hose forced her feet into a ballet-like boot position that instantly made several painful cramps tighten the tendons of her calves. Mina whimpered and wriggled with distress, fighting to ignore the effect of the boots on her. A single buckled line was stretched from the tip of her stockings to her straitjacket, connecting the two and preventing either from sliding out of place. She then felt the strong hands of Sterope take hold of her waist, pulling her up onto the uncomfortable points of her feet. Supporting her, the woman held her up so the others could finish their task.

			Mina sighed with lust in her prison, her arousal wrought by the feel of being so effectively bound, completely swallowed up by the tight fabrics. The pole was set between her legs, the steel cradle upon it fitting to her front. The plugs were grabbed and placed to her orifices before a steady push began driving them in. Sterope’s hold tightened as Mina writhed and emitted mewls of distress, her raw orifices protesting as they were forced to open again and accept the wide interlopers. The cones continued to spread her wide over their soft backs, making her flesh ache even more. The metal plate was hauled in by her hungry insides and pressed to her loins, making her shiver as the cold alloy sent its radiant chill into her naked crotch. Then the straps were tightened with harsh yanks, ensuring she was absolutely secure against them. The pole between her legs sent leather and latex hoops around her ankles, above and below her knees, and up to her naked thighs.

			To Mina’s surprise her arms were set free, but then they were pulled down between her legs, and the straps hanging from them crossed and slipped through the gap between thigh and pole, forcing her arms into a V-shape down her front. One of the women took hold of the two straps as they emerged behind her, while the other gathered the belts riveted to the formed metal ribbon travelling along her belly, over her cleavage and up to her neck. The thick uncompromising trammels squeezed her arms against her, making her hug the metal strip even more tightly as they crossed her neck. A pair of straps were flung over her shoulders to cross over her back and secured to an anchor near her hips, another was set just below her breasts to pin down her upper arms, and another around her waist caught her elbows, forcing her hands to rest across the crotch plate. Mina grimaced as the strap at her crown was connected to the belts spilling from her sleeves and riding over the plate to rise between her buttocks. Steady pulls hauled her head back, the nape of her neck pounding with stress as they drew her head back as far as they could and connected the belts.

			Finally, a ball gag was forced through her lips and secured into place. The plexus of fastening straps on the implement rode around her head and below her chin, while two straps over her cheeks crossed at her brow and rode over her temples, snagging the strap pressing into the base of her skull.

			Mina chewed on the orb, desperately trying to accept the position in which she had been placed. Bound to the pole, she could not make even the slightest move.

			‘She is prepared, master,’ Maia stated while Sterope laid Mina down on her front, so her naked breasts and her crossed hands were pressed beneath the dead weight of her bound body.

			Emitting little grunts of effort, Mina strained against the straps, perversely satisfied by the realisation that she could not even twitch a muscle. How she wished someone would, or even could, make sexual use of her completely helpless position. To be immobilised like this while being driven into by a rigid cock would be quite a sensation and one she would love to experience.

			Atlas’s rough-skinned hands took hold of her bottom, and squeezed the compliant flesh of her firm cheeks as she writhed against her containment. ‘Hmm... she’s not bad; nice anus, good breasts; an excellent physique in general. She likes her bondage, too, that’s obvious enough,’ he commented mainly to himself, assessing Mina’s tightly packaged anatomy as though inspecting a filly he intended to purchase. ‘I wonder what she responds like under a more stringent hand than her previous owners,’ he wondered out loud, squeezing her buttocks again before he raised his hand and spanked her soft skin.

			Mina started, more from the loud sound than from the pain.

			Again he lifted his hand and brought it down, smacking her exposed bottom with a slow, steady rhythm, savouring the feel of her warm flesh by squeezing it cruelly between blows.

			Mina ground her teeth into the gag, her pussy growing hot and wet with desire as she writhed against her latex interior wishing the crotch piece were absent so her sleeves could rub against her swelling clit. The more potent the sensation of being spanked became, the more receptive she was to each subsequent slap. Soon she was wriggling in ecstasy, the heady, coursing power of pleasure mixed with pain almost literally making her dizzy with lust. The perverse applause continued resounding through the room as Atlas’s strong arm awarded her the discipline she so craved and needed. Locked in bondage and relentlessly punished, she nearly wept with delight, her stifled cries expressions of rhapsodic bliss rather than of discomfort.

			‘She certainly enjoys this,’ Atlas commented lightly. ‘Maybe she would prefer something more strenuous. Would my prisoner like that?’ He gave a little tug on the band running from her bottom to her head, inflicting a few spikes of duress before releasing it.

			Desperate for more discipline, Mina gurgled eagerly by way of an answer, her words distorted almost beyond comprehension as droplets of saliva trickled out from around the gag stuffing her mouth.

			‘How about a crop to scorch these tenderised cheeks?’ he proposed, and Mina garbled an ecstatic response. ‘Well, let’s see how you handle it. Maia, a crop if, you please.’

			‘Will this suffice, master?’

			‘My, you must have really riled her, slave,’ Atlas remarked, patting the smooth dome of Mina’s head. Apparently Maia had selected a particularly vicious crop. ‘So, how many do you think you require, slave? Ten? Twenty? Perhaps more than that?’ He stroked the instrument’s leather hoop tip across her flushed bottom cheeks.

			Mina struggled and strained, not sure she could endure so many strokes from a crop after such a hard spanking. Yet she wanted them; she wanted as many as he would give her. Bound as she was, she had no allegiance to anyone. She was his for now, and belonged to him totally while his straps held her. He could beat her until she fainted, and she would be totally satisfied.

			‘How many would you recommend, Maia?’ Atlas asked his head wife.

			‘She’s exceptionally masochistic, master. I would suggest fifty strokes.’

			Mina squealed in panic and fought against her bonds in earnest, making it clear that a part of her, at least, opposed being sentenced to such an extreme ordeal.

			‘I think you are exaggerating slightly, Maia. She may have a taste for punishment, but she is still inexperienced.’

			‘Yes, but a really good thrashing might help break her,’ Maia countered reasonably.

			‘Unfortunately, that is not my current motivation. If my patron comes through with his side of the bargain, I’ll make sure she suffers all they want her to. Until then, however, I want her fairly unscathed, just in case I have to return her to her rightful owners.’

			‘Is that wise, master? It could cause terrible complications for you.’

			‘Why, Maia, this is most unlike you. There isn’t anything you wish to tell me about this little nymph, is there?’ He suddenly sounded suspicious.

			After a short pause Maia replied quietly, ‘No, master, there is nothing I wish to tell you.’

			‘Hmm. Seeing as you are so eager to see her suffer, I think you should give her the rest of your desired fifty after I have given her, oh, let’s say, twenty-five.’

			‘As you wish, master.’

			The crop thrummed through the air, the slender stalk carving a long arc before connecting across Mina’s buttocks. The hoop slammed against her skin as the head of the shaft struck it, imparting a virulent shock that made her flesh quake. And as if too shocked by the impact to immediately accept it, her nerve-endings communicated nothing to her brain for a brief moment, and then they screeched their outrage through Mina’s system as she attempted to scream through her muffling gag. Her jaws opened wide as her hands battled their confining sheaths, her fingers clawing at them and trying to tear a path through them.

			The crop fell again, stinging her left buttock and making her jerk wildly against the condemning metal harness with its arms of embracing leather. Her high-pitched keening wail lasted half a minute, and then weakened to miserable sobs and desperate snorts for breath.

			But Atlas’s stern arm was not to be dissuaded and delivered its third stroke, the shaft connecting viciously to the backs of her thighs. This was the worst blow yet, and Mina wailed for long, miserable moments.

			Next the head of the crop caught her right buttock, transforming her into a tense, howling statue before she once more struggled to get free of her bonds. She did not bother trying to endure the agony stoically but simply surrendered herself to the ordeal in all its barbarous majesty. Each stroke fed her level of distress, making every addition to the sum of her torment more and more unbearable. Her thoughts were a churning, indecipherable chaos. She was ruled by animal instinct alone, by the desperate need to wriggle free of the crop’s cruel licks. Jolting and wailing, bitterly regretting her desire to be beaten, she could not even keep count of the tally, for each new stroke scrambled her thoughts even more and left her confused as to how many had already fallen. Time seemed infinite as she was whipped, until finally the Titan’s punishment ceased.

			‘There, that’s the twenty-five I wanted to give you, slave,’ he said, handing the crop to Maia. ‘Now, if you would, please, finish her off for me.’

			The crop once more flung itself against the air, its tip whistling with a sibilant tone as it descended with meteoric force, crossing several of the welts Atlas had already forged across Mina’s hapless cheeks.

			She was in such excruciating agony that at first she could not even scream. But after a few seconds of gasping silence her lungs illustrated the full measure of her woe. The crop struck again during her howl as Maia applied it again swiftly. Again and again she struck, and the cumulative misery of her lashes exceeded anything Mina might have found tolerable. Alive only with distress, she barely had time to suck in enough air to fuel her impotently muffled cries.

			At last the storm of blows ceased and Mina went completely limp, her head hanging from the tight strap, her body utterly languid in the unyielding black arms of her bondage.

			‘Well, what are you waiting for?’ Atlas snapped. ‘Finish her off, slave. Or have you forgotten my warning already?’

			‘I - I’m sorry, master, I - I can’t,’ Maia stammered. ‘She’s suffered enough. She’ll go insane if we subject her to any more pain.’

			‘I decide when a slave has taken enough,’ Atlas said quietly.

			‘Yes, master,’ Maia sighed.

			‘Then complete your work, or let your bottom take the rest.’

			‘Yes, master,’ Maia repeated, and Mina’s brief moment of respite ended as she was once more cast back into the maelstrom of the scourging. She squealed in infantile pitches as Maia’s arm lashed into her with extreme speed, applying the last of her sentence in a swift and merciless assault, obviously trying to get it over with as quickly as possible.

			Her body shuddering and her mind in tatters, it took a moment for Mina to realise the ordeal was finally over. Her ears were ringing with the sound of her own throaty screams, her body sweltering within its prison from the exertion of struggling against her bonds, her buttocks aflame with an anguish she had never before known. Collapsing into the comforting arms of her bondage, she wept within her hood, overwhelmed with relief. The endorphins conjured by the beating continued flowing through her unchecked, and her mind floated on an intoxicating natural rush. Giddy with bliss, she continued sobbing with relief and gratitude mixed with an intense sense of satisfaction and pride, because she was blessed to be here in this place.

			‘Sterope, get Maia on her back and hold her arms down,’ Atlas commanded efficiently. ‘Alcyone, you sit on her chest. Electra and Taygeta, grab her ankles. Celaeno and Merope, hold her knees. I want her legs held up and parted as wide as you can hold them.’

			‘Master, please, I did what you asked of me!’ Maia exclaimed, the sound of footsteps padding against the floor sounding all around Mina as the Pleiades converged on their superior.

			‘You lied about your feelings for this nymph, Maia,’ he said sternly. ‘You do have an affection for her. I don’t care why, I don’t care what caused it, but you lied to me, and you will suffer for it. And because you keep questioning me, after this I think you need to spend a few days in the iron egg to set your mind straight.’

			‘No, not that! Not again! Oh master, please, not that!’ Maia wailed, sinking to her knees and kissing his feet.

			‘Prepare her!’ Atlas barked, and Maia was pulled away and her weak struggles defeated as she was served up in the designated position.

			Mina pictured Maia’s glorious body, her shoulder blades crushed to the floor by another woman’s bottom, her arms stretched out and held down, her buttocks pulled into the air and her legs splayed. And her imagination was awarded sound effects as the Titan began to lambaste his favourite slave.

			‘Oh no, master, you said my bottom! Not there, please, master!’ Maia begged, and then her words became squeals of anguish as the steady thwack of the crop pounded out a relentless metronome, her wails harmonising with the rhythmic drum roll of leather on flesh.

			Mina could not be sure if he was beating Maia’s inner thighs, or perhaps even her more tender regions as well. She pictured it, relishing the possibility, the endorphin high from her own beating making her equable to hearing another suffer such distress. She listened avidly, counting off Maia’s sentence of fifty strokes of the crop as she wriggled slightly, the pressure inside her growing as her need to relieve herself became urgent.

			When Atlas had finished inflicting his terrible punishment Maia was left wheezing in agony, with barely strength enough left to sob her distress.

			‘Sterope, Electra, take her away, dress her in the punishment sheath and put her in,’ Atlas decreed. ‘Set her for level three, and meet me in my main chambers afterwards.’

			Maia managed a few breathless pleas for him to not do this to her, but with a snort of derision he dismissed them, and the women dragged her away to her fate.

			‘Bring this nymph with us,’ he stated coldly.

			The remaining four women grabbed the poles, took off the buffers, and pushed the shafts through the rings at either end of Mina’s harness. Slotting the carved discs back on, they pushed them to the hoop and tightened them so they would not move. With these long handles jutting out at Mina’s head and feet, the women had no trouble lifting her up. The squeak of yielding rubber placed serious pressure to the front of her body as she was slung from the harness, and with a startled, embarrassed gasp, she clenched her thighs, denying her bladder the release it so desperately craved.

			The women ferried Mina’s cocooned form out of the room and down a series of corridors. She hung suspended in midair, her body resting against the straps, her engorged breasts swinging back and forth with the marching rhythm of her pallbearers. Eventually she was laid down on a soft surface, and the process of releasing her began. The straps were unfastened and the pole removed from her tracts, a process that doubled her up with a cry as the orbs slid out of her, her orifices having grown accustomed to their presence. Once the last of the uniform was peeled from her perspiring skin she huddled up to keep herself warm. Shivering, she lifted up her damp head, yawning to ease the ache in her jaws as she regarded her new world with a sense of dread and excitement.

			Chapter 9

			 

			 

			A glimpse of tiles was all she gained before she was lifted up by leather-clad hands. Brought to her feet, she hung from their grip, unable to support her own weight. Her arms were raised, dense rubber shackles were buckled to her wrists, and then she was released. She was now hanging from chains in the ceiling, her knees slightly bent as her feet touched the tiled floor. She glanced down over her shoulder and saw the vivid purple lines crisscrossing her bottom, the raised slashes of colour and heat wreathed with a red halo, so that her buttocks and thighs resembled an intricate work of vibrant art. Each time she clenched her cheeks she felt the pain of her welts intensify from a dull throbbing ache to a stabbing agony.

			She was in a small alcove set in a bathroom. A silver shower nozzle lay directly above her, with two detachable hoses fixed next to her on the other side of the wall. The tap for the showers lay outside the small chamber, and two thick rings in the ceiling held the chains keeping her arms apart. Atlas stood before her, snow-haired Taygeta and Indian Alcyone standing respectfully just behind each of his broad shoulders. A raised hot tub, a line of three normal showers with glass doors, a sink with a mirror and a cabinet above it, and a toilet, were the only other things in the room, the white strip lights throwing an intense radiance throughout the clean space.

			Mina closed her legs a little more tightly together as she caught sight of the toilet, her need elevated by the proximity of relief.

			‘I thought you drank a lot at the feast,’ Atlas commented, telling Mina he knew precisely what she needed, and that it was not going to come without a price tag attached.

			‘You were watching me, master?’ she asked, frowning slightly, unaware she had been the object of such close scrutiny, especially when she was under the table and hidden from view.

			‘I have other eyes besides my own working for me, slave,’ he replied, smiling as he idly slapped Taygeta’s bottom. The woman swayed on her heels but held her statuesque pose. ‘So, go ahead, feel free to relieve yourself.’

			‘Right here?’ Mina asked in alarm.

			He frowned. ‘Where else, slave?’

			‘I - I can’t do that, master,’ she said, aghast at the concept.

			‘Why not?’ he demanded, and laughed, mocking her shame.

			‘It’s embarrassing, master... I just can’t, not with people watching,’ she confessed, praying he would show her some leniency.

			‘Dear me, such a pity, and after such a promising beginning,’ he stated gravely. ‘I can see you’ll just have to learn the hard way that I am your master and get whatever I want, whenever I want.’

			‘Please, master, don’t make me do this,’ she begged.

			‘Alcyone, fetch me a chair and summon all my Pleiades,’ he ordered.

			The tan woman smiled, and sauntered out of the room.

			Mina looked at Atlas in astonishment as he stood before her, grinning with malice.

			Alcyone returned with a high-backed chair, and set it down for her master as all his other wives, except Maia, entered the tiled chamber, their stiletto heels clicking brightly as they gathered into a small audience to observe Mina’s degradation.

			‘Oh no, please, master,’ Mina whispered, pulling at her bonds and making the chains rattle.

			The Titan sat in his chair and lounged back, folding his arms before him as he fixed her with an intense stare. ‘Everyone is waiting for the show, slave. I can sit here until the end of time. Can you hold out for that long?’

			Mina tightened her hold on her bladder, beads of strain appearing on her brow. She wanted to give in, but maybe if she held out long enough he would grow bored and give up. Silence fell; the only sound was her own soft moan of distress. This man wanted to humble her, proving a point while being entertained at the same time, and she could do nothing to stop him. Whimpering, she felt a warm flow running down her legs she could do nothing to prevent. Even with her defences at full strength it was slipping through, her body committing treason against her mind. Atlas’s mocking chuckle tore at her like a knife, but even through her turmoil there was the feeling of relief afforded by draining the terrible pressure inside her.

			‘Why, master?’ she moaned softly, a lump in her throat as she wished she was back with Tethys and Oceanus. They would never have done something like this to her. But even as her psyche felt mysteriously scratched by the event, the humiliation itself was an arousal combating her hatred of this exposure, and she knew that later she would actually relish having been so degraded.

			‘Because it amuses me, slave, and that’s the only importance in your life; you will learn to take pleasure in your various torments simply because they please me,’ he replied patiently, and then addressed his Pleiades. ‘Go back to your tasks. Celaeno and Merope can stay here and assist me.’

			The dismissed women left with a brisk clicking of heels.

			‘Take the hoses and clean her up,’ he commanded.

			The two Asian girls moved forward and removed the portable showers from their mounts, the hoses already fitted with a delicate scrubbing brush head. Turning them on, they also activated the one above Mina, sending cascades of warm water flowing across her naked body from every direction.

			The sudden sensation brought her to her toes, and she gasped with delight as the women turned their full attention on her, rubbing the flowing hoses across her, the soft bristles moving in small caressing circles across her skin carrying away the perspiration and tension of her recent trials. She closed her eyes and surrendered herself to the sensual delight of warmth sparkling all over her body and washing away her shame.

			Once they had cleaned every inch of her, the women put away the hoses, turned off the water, and dried her with warm towels.

			‘Get her dressed and bring her to me,’ Atlas said, rising from his chair and leaving.

			The two slaves produced a uniform identical to their own. Helping Mina into thigh-high leather boots, they snapped a steel collar around her throat, the plain band fitted with a single ring at the front. With this symbol of her status in place, they helped her into long opera gloves, the entire process conducted without a single word. They then took a chain-link leash from a shelf, clipped it to her collar, and led Mina out of the chamber.

			They walked along a short corridor flanked by doorways, but it was the one at the end that proved to be their destination, the others apparently leading into various other regions of Atlas’s private domain. The panel hissed open, revealing a sheet of material with a slit in it evocative of a tent. The women parted the slash, dragged Mina through it, and the portal drifted closed in their wake.

			The large room they entered was designed to recreate the sumptuous tent of a desert sheik. Small brass oil lamps placed strategically throughout the large space provide a sombre illumination, and the walls of the circular chamber were hidden behind cascading sheets of elaborate embroidered material depicting a variety of scenes taken from the myths of Atlas. Several dense wooden poles decorated with metal rings rose up from the floor to ceiling, the mock tent’s supports used for tethering slaves, while whatever other doors led in and out of the room were well concealed.

			Large pillows were strewn everywhere around low tables spread with a variety of food and drink, and the only other furniture were several large wooden trunks with gold clasps. A cage was formed from thick, spiralling bars, and was large enough to house the slave locked inside it - a naked woman wearing a black leather hood with one small air hole over the mouth. Sitting quietly in her small prison, blind and relatively deaf, she had been reduced to a pleasing decoration on Atlas’s whim.

			The owner of this lush faux tent reclined in splendour, a padded mound of silk and satin bearing his formidable muscular weight as he held the hose of a water pipe and puffed absently away on the scented fumes, adding another pleasing layer to the purveying aromas of incense and spice. ‘Welcome to my humble abode, nymph.’ He smiled and extended his free hand.

			The women brought Mina over and delivered her leash to their master as they bowed with respect. Then without a word they slipped away and out of the tent, leaving Atlas and Mina alone with the caged woman.

			‘What do you think?’ he asked, tugging on the leash so she was forced to kneel before him.

			Sitting to attention, she kept her eyes lowered so as not to irk him, stifling a moan as her sore bottom pressed against her leather-clad ankles, the welts across her cheeks reviling being rested on. ‘Very pleasing, master,’ she replied humbly.

			‘An indulgent recreation of a bygone era,’ he mused, taking another deep inhale of the pipe before going on. ‘I think I would have liked to live like this. Far less bother than all the effort that goes into running a less mobile and temporary palace.

			‘Do you know why you are here?’ he asked abruptly, keeping the chain pulled taught between them.

			Mina’s eyes followed the line of silver links, the polished metal sparkling in the soft light. It was a trivial sight, but one that made her insides warm with lust, for this single line of steel was a potent symbol of her slavery, of her service to whoever wanted her. Staring at it, she felt all the more owned and controlled, her powers of rebellion evaporating as she dwelt on the fact of her submission. ‘Someone has paid you to have me captured, master. I can only surmise they would be an obvious culprit, so they could not do it themselves. Perhaps it was Lady Stheno, or Lord Helios, or Poseidon. I’m not sure who commissioned you to steal me away, master.’

			‘Clever girl, but you’re only partially correct.’ He pulled more forcefully on the chain, making Mina shuffle forward on her knees. ‘Service me,’ he ordered bluntly.

			Mina hesitated an instant, and then leaned in between his legs. It was arousing to be casually ordered to perform such an intimate act, and she was more than willing to obey. Opening his trousers, she drew free his semi-erect shaft. She closed her lips about his stiffening flesh and began rocking her head slowly back and forth, diving onto the rapidly swelling rod as her tongue tickled the tip and rolled around it. With her lips locked to his skin, her suction hauled upon him, making the Titan close his eyes as he enjoyed the feel of her submission.

			The sight of his pleasure made Mina sigh with libidinous longing, and she treated herself to images of stepping up and lowering herself onto his manhood, feeling him thrusting up inside her as she rode him all the way to an orgasm, his powerful hands grabbing her bouncing breasts and tweaking her nipples. Using her fingers to gently massage his testicles and stroke his thighs, she started speeding up her licking and sucking as she felt him growing harder and more rampant as a result of her efforts, his length engorging as his climax drew near. Hungry for depravity, her lusts fired and raging, when she felt a warm influx of salty treacle against her throat she gulped it down greedily, milking him of all she could while he came as though it were the most precious elixir. Then her bobbing head slowed to a halt, and she used her tongue to clean him before she finally withdrew and sat back, keeping herself crouched humbly before him.

			‘Hmm, not bad, but you could have been much better,’ he stated. ‘I’ll have to put you in some appropriate bondage, let you think about it, practice, and do better next time.’

			Mina’s features sagged into a frowning pout. To have her skills questioned and revealed as less than perfect, to have them classified as sub-standard, was a grievous wound to her pride. Then her desire for restraint flared and latched on to her hurt self-esteem, making her even more eager for it so she could hone her skills and do better in the future and prove she was not inferior. After learning to love whipping, humiliation and total rubber immobilisation, she was damned if she was going to fail at something so mundane as fellatio.

			Leaving her with her dismay as she wondered what she could have done to improve her oral attentions, the Titan rose and walked over to a large trunk. Flipping open the gold locks, he looked around inside it for a moment. When he did not see what he required, he ran his hands along the interior of the trunk. ‘Now where did I put that training pole?’ he muttered, straightening up and looking around the room. ‘Sterope!’ he shouted.

			The burly black woman stepped into the tent through a slit in the folds as a door hissed shut behind her. As soon as she entered, she bowed against the floor and did not rise as she awaited her instructions.

			Atlas looked over at her and opened his mouth to speak. But he thought better of it as his eyes took in her gorgeous body. Walking over to her, he ran his hands across her raised bottom, drifting his fingers along her vulva as she sighed, delighted to be of use to him and pleasing him. ‘Where did we leave the training pole?’ he asked, his voice a throaty whisper as he revelled in the feel of his property quivering beneath his touch.

			‘It’s in that trunk, master,’ she gasped, throwing a leather sheathed arm forth to indicate a trunk on the other wall.

			‘Bring it to me,’ he commanded, releasing her.

			With a spry jump the woman stood up and jogged over to the container. Flipping the lid open, she promptly produced a metal pole some two yards in length. Set in the very centre was a jet phallus, the toy merging with the shaft, with a set of replica testes formed on the other side of the pole almost as a counterweight.

			‘Bring rope, and the nipple pads with you as well,’ the Titan instructed.

			The magnificent slave gathered up the additional devices before heading back to her master and reverently handing him the tools.

			Atlas reached down and retrieved Mina’s leash, using it to bring her to her feet, her acquiescence to its tugs deliberately slow so she could feel the pull of the device to her throat. Drawing her over to one of the upright poles, he placed a hand to the D-ring and used it to turn her around, pushing her back against the wood. Standing erect, her eyes downcast so she was staring at his bare chest, Mina studied his actions through the corner of her eye, an attentive and eager student waiting for her lesson.

			A cross formation of rope was set upon her chest, pinning her tightly to the pole, the lines running through the ringlets along the other side and anchoring her in place. Secondary lines were wound above and below her breasts, crushing them between the two multiple rings of rope and further hugging her torso to the polished wooden shaft along her spine. His firm hands then grabbed her wrists and stretched her arms along the sides of the pole before using rope to exploit the hoops that had been screwed into the wood there. The crisscross pattern of ropes grabbed her wrists, locking them to the pole before winding up her limbs, gradually stealing away all movement until her arms were fully immobilised. The leather upon her flesh allowed the strands to be pulled tight, the polished hide protecting her only a little.

			‘Spread your legs, slave,’ Atlas ordered firmly.

			Without hesitation, Mina shuffled her boots apart, the heels digging into the carpet making it hard to balance as she opened herself for him.

			‘Not that much, you wanton little nymph,’ he scolded indulgently as Mina tottered unsteadily, her body hanging more heavily against the ropes as her toes and heels tried to sustain her weight.

			She brought her legs a little closer together, marvelling at the feel of the ropes across her, compressing her, squeezing her body against the pole, her breasts once more starting to fill with enhanced sensitivity because of their mild strangulation.

			‘There, that should do it, slave.’

			Mina pressed her heels back into the floor, lifting the burden of her body from the cocoon of ropes. A metal shaft was placed into the back of her knees and slender strands of rope used to tie it there. Placed above and below the joint, they ran across it in woven X patterns, spreading her wide and holding her tight to the steel. An individual line of thicker rope was tied to her ankles, and formed with deft moves into a knitted stirrup pattern, the coils circling her joints numerous times and throwing supporting lines beneath her insteps, creating an obvious suspension fetter. The excess of each coil was then taken up and threaded high over her head, reaching across to the opposite side of the upright wooden pole and through a lofty ringlet. The two snaking lines dangled down the sides, brushing against her trapped arms as Atlas strode purposefully behind her and took up the reigns to her ankles. A steady but forceful pull started drawing in the twin lengths, pulling her ankles inward and upwards and making her knees battle against the pole. Her legs lifted from the floor and were drawn towards her chest, the shaft bringing the dildo towards her lips.

			Mina groaned from the contortion and the stress of being held up by a cage of rope, but the Titan stopped before the rounded tip of the black toy met her mouth. Tying off the hoisting ropes, he stepped back around in front of her and accepted the final addition to the position from Sterope. Two metal power plugs were slotted into covert sockets on the artificial testicles, these now being revealed as moulded batteries. The two cables reached out to a self-adhesive pad, and each one was pressed to her nipples.

			The last part of her bondage was the addition of two slender cords that wound around her waist, locking above her hips, which were pulled forward away from the pole by her elevated legs. The cords were gathered in a few coils about her and then flung down between her legs, the pair of coarse strands pulled tight so they dug into her exposed sex and then tied together around the pole. Any attempt to lift her legs higher and deliver the dildo more easily into her mouth would have the cords grating against her crotch.

			Finally, with this incentive for Mina to use her neck as the primary means to service the dildo, the Titan stepped back and studied his workmanship to ensure all was secure and steady.

			‘I’m sure you’ve already figured it out, slave, so I’ll leave you to it,’ he decreed, and turned a small switch between the testes.

			Soft irritating nips of current ate at her breasts, the dildo flinging the spiteful shocks into their sensitive peaks. Mina jerked beneath their attack and strained her neck forward, grabbing the phallus with her lips and swallowing it up. Rocking her head against the shaft, she moaned and quivered, her neck muscles instantly aching from the extreme pose she was forced to adopt to properly service the toy.

			The nips decreased a little in speed and intensity as her mouth tested the toy trying to find out what its sensors decreed to be the most effective fellatio. When she got closer to the ideal the voltage coercion diminished, but when she strayed from the preordained ideal method of sucking, the punishment began increasing again.

			After a few minutes of trial and error Mina learned what was required of her mouth and tongue, and she continued using them as best she could as the weapons on her nipples went still. She watched as Atlas slumped back across his soft throne of pillows, Sterope kneeling beside him as he returned to drawing on the pipe. The havoc in her neck was gradually making it harder to comply with the dildo’s demands, the suction the toy required also causing new levels of stress to her cheeks and throat. When she started to lax the shocks to her nipples began again, causing her to strain her legs higher, the scratching caress through her loins as the cord ate deeper into her vulva and chafed her a powerful incentive to keep sucking. But it was a dilemma choosing between enduring the pain of the crotch rope and granting her neck a brief reprieve from its strained position. Working on the shaft, sustaining the required parameters Atlas required of his slaves’ oral attentions, Mina moaned and strove to spare herself the more stringent parts of the lesson.

			After what felt like hours of this repetitive indoctrination she was elated to see him rise and walk towards her, only to have her hopes of release dashed when the burly Arab simply walked past her without even glancing at his suffering captive. She heard sounds of him delving into a trunk, and her eyes met those of Sterope as the girl looked towards her. Her gaze slithered across Mina’s bound form, a libidinous fire smouldering in their depths, before the return of her master made her look down humbly.

			‘Just so you don’t get too complacent, I think an added distraction might be useful in your lesson,’ Atlas told Mina, stepping before her holding a limp balloon of thick black latex fitted with an inflator bulb from which two chains emerged. One hung down and supported a tear-shaped leaden weight while the other divided in half and led to a set of clover clamps.

			The bulb was forced between her bottom cheeks, the Titan stuffing it into her anus as her sphincter clenched with the feel of him filling her. The distraction made her deviate from the commanded skill of the sensors monitoring her fellatio, and she cried out as sudden intense bites of current chewed at her nipples, making her throw herself back into her task with renewed fervour and inspiration.

			Meanwhile, Atlas began inflating the sac in her buttocks with a swift volley of squeezes that released hissing air into the well of the bulb. The latex sphere continued growing, expanding and forcing itself against her tracts, reaching outward as her insides tried to contain it. And as the effect intensified the pressure became more than she could bear. Whimpering and mewling in protest, she somehow managed to keep herself gagged with the dildo, sucking it diligently.

			Just as she was becoming concerned about the havoc in her anus, the Titan stopped inflating the bulb. She had only a moment to languish at the level of distress he had inflicted on her, however, before it grew worse. The clamps reached up, the chains swinging in a slack arc to snap padded jaws to each side of her vulva. Taking a great and copious bite of her sex lips, already conveniently parted by the crotch rope, the clamps then hung limp, and their clinging presence on her labia immediately began the familiar arctic cramping and pounding as sensation was driven out of the afflicted area.

			‘There, all done,’ Atlas stated with satisfaction, and returned to Sterope, where he busied himself caressing her dark form, feeling her up as she moaned softly with pleasure and wriggled delightedly in his hands.

			Mina nearly gagged on the dildo and wept tears of strain. She knew the bulb could be ejected if she simply strained to spit it out, but instead she was forced to keep her sphincter clenched, holding the accursed ball within her. If she relaxed, or tried to squeeze the thing out, the weight would be pulling at the clamps on her sex rather than simply hanging on the balloon. Atlas had not lied when he told her it was a distraction, for it took all her concentration to ensure she stuck to the right sucking rhythm while keeping her bottom clenched tight as the weight sought to drag the orb out of her.

			The shocks to her nipples grew more regular as she was occasionally forced to manoeuvre her buttocks, clenching them around the gradually escaping globe, which distracted her from properly servicing the demanding dildo between her lips. The globe’s bulbous dimensions were always threatening to slip out of her sphincter, making her panic and force her ring to cling to it even more fervently, sucking it back deep into her tracts where she could hold it more easily. She wanted to let it out, but she feared the resulting added strain of the clamps as they gained new strength and pulled at the highly sensitive lips of her sex. Atlas’s tuition was stark and intense, and even as she suffered under it, she felt perversely pleased that he could be so cruel, that he was willing to just watch her suffer without intervening, and was capable of adding even more pain to her stress. Simultaneously, she wanted more than anything to be released from her torment, but once she was free, she knew she would relish the memory of it. The absurdity of her dilemma tore at her thoughts as beads of perspiration formed on her brow and ran down her face, the waters of her flesh conjured by the terrible strain.

			Lost to her awareness of the all-consuming ordeal, Mina could not even pay attention as the other Pleiades started entering the room and gathering obediently around their master. Time ceased to exist and dragged on forever as she devoted herself to enduring her bondage and making sure it did not grow even worse.

			‘So, this is her?’ a man’s voice remarked. ‘When I saw her with Tethys and Oceanus she was languishing insipidly on a leash. I have to admit, she looks even more charming all tied up and in turmoil.’

			Mina opened her tear-filled eyes, her face and body hot with exertion, her neck cramping and aching from the endless bobbing motion she was forced to perform for her fellatio training.

			Standing before her was Poseidon, his brown hair held back with a circlet of jade. Dressed in a deep-green leather vest, he wore close-fitting trousers of the same colour, the laced sides drawn closed with vibrant emerald thread. Leather boots reached to his knees, the outward facing sides of his footwear painted with an intricate design of spiralling fish and nymphs. At his collars were jade clasps set with his trident symbol that secured the black cloak trailing down his back and leaving his muscular arms free. A leather belt ran through the waist of his trousers from which hung several pouches, as well as the sheath that would ordinarily hold a baton. Instead, a small metal stave wrought with elaborate swirling patterns was slotted into it, the patterns riding around a button halfway down the handle, the emerald stud set below a small dial. The tip was a three-pronged and barbed creation, the conductive stems ready to channel whatever distress or pleasure the Titan wished to inflict with his hi-tech trident.

			‘How long have you had her like this?’ Poseidon enquired, reaching up and giving the chains to Mina’s clamps a small tug. She gurgled in protest and was thrown into even more turmoil as her nipples reminded her that, no matter what, the sensors of the dildo would not tolerate any change in skill level.

			‘Quite a while now,’ Atlas replied serenely, removing his mouth from a passionate kiss with Electra, who had her limbs coiled around him in adoration.

			‘Any particular reason?’

			‘Her oral skills could have done with a little refinement. I’d offer her to you to try out, but I think her neck might be too exhausted at present to do an adequate job.’ He kissed Electra’s cleavage and sucked on one of her nipples. In return her gloved hands cradled his skull, her own head falling back as her mouth gaped open in dissolute rapture.

			‘True,’ Poseidon said in a disappointed voice.

			‘You can help yourself to any other part of her body, however,’ Atlas added generously, extending his hospitality to his guest.

			‘Most acceptable, thank you.’ Poseidon smiled, and promptly opened his belt to free himself of his trousers. The Titan then untied Mina’s crotch rope and unwound it, opening a path into her aching sex. Taking hold of her clamps, he removed them, and the sight of her gasping as sensation galloped back into her tormented tissues was a vision that helped bring him to full erection. When he let them go, the clamps joined the weights in pulling at the orb lodged in her bottom, the consequence being that her anus promptly began spitting it out. She strained her buttocks to dislodge the orb, and felt him move in and rub his shaft against her vulva, more gasps of pleasure and pain spilling from her throat as she continued to perform on the phallus. He was growing harder by the second as her sex started moistening, encouraging his entry, her arousal at the prospect of his complete attention fuelled by her bondage. The orb started to emerge as a result of her efforts, hauling her sphincter wider and wider, the flares of pain growing worse with every portion she forced out. It was still inside her when Poseidon thrust himself into her vagina, his length riding deep, opening her up and making her cry out with delight at the feel of such rampant strength. Her legs and arms pulled at their bonds, her gasps thrusting her chest against the plexus of torso ropes. Shocks to her nipples tore her attention back to her sucking task, and her bottom blindly swallowed the orb again, erasing her previous efforts to dislodge it, the feel of it sliding back into her making her hips buck afresh from the intrusion.

			The Titan slipped his arms around the slave’s splayed thighs and caressed her breasts. Then he ran his hands down her rope-squeezed sides, groping at her hips and bottom as he thrust casually into her, savouring the feel of mounting such a restrained and salacious female.

			The touches to her welts made Mina shiver even more distinctly, and the spikes of frugal woe added to her excitement. The pleasure of being taken in such a pose made it even harder for her to perform fellatio as the device in her mouth required, and the shocks she took to her breasts as a result only intensified her rising libidinous mood, a taste of pleasure corrupting her pain and making it a furtive friend. Pitting her muscles against the orb again, she gave a gasp of ecstasy as she finally expelled the widest portion. Her sphincter rode the withering second half until it closed, the ball fell to the floor with a soft clatter of chains and rubber, and the relief of being freed from it almost made her climax.

			The Titan continued pounding into her pussy as she wriggled and squirmed against the chafing bonds. Then suddenly he clapped a hand to her brow and pressed her head back against the pole. With her mouth freed he pushed himself tightly in against her and locked his lips to hers, kissing her deeply.

			Mina responded with fervour, her tongue riding his even while she jerked with new woe as the electrodes threw their full rancour into her breasts. The untouched dildo roared for her to continue attending it as her mouth was held and occupied by Poseidon. Whimpering and moaning as she was kissed and penetrated, her mind swirled to and fro, the tides of agony and ecstasy carrying her away on them, dissolving all her thoughts in the indescribably intense experience. She succumbed to an orgasm almost immediately, the shattering bloom of pain and pleasure making her scream against the smothering mouth of her lover.

			Refusing to stop until he, too, had been sated, Poseidon continued thrusting until she felt him growing even more rigid within her. Groaning from the exquisite sensations inflicted upon her by his impending ejaculation, she felt herself rising towards another peak, and they came almost simultaneously. He flung his head back, growling through clenched teeth as he grabbed her breasts and squeezed. Mina cried out with rapture and distress, the fury in her bosom, the constricting bondage, and the delight electrifying her womb almost making her pass out their combination was so intense.

			The Titan withdrew, his length moist with her juices and his seed as Mina jerked beneath his swift exit, and quickly applied herself to the dildo again to diminish the searing jabs to her assets.

			‘Delightful,’ Poseidon commented breathlessly.

			‘Then she shall be yours while you are here. Slaves, take her down, gag her, and give her leash to Poseidon,’ Atlas commanded.

			Immediately Celaeno and Taygeta jumped up and skipped over to Mina, quickly switching off the toy, and she fell back into the arms of her bondage with a contended sigh, relieved it was finally over. Her legs were let down, pounding with havoc from their long and contorted elevation. Wobbling on muscles filled with stern cascades of pins and needles, she fell into the women’s arms as they removed her ropes, her body barely able to stand on its own power. A ball gag was stuffed into her mouth, the buckles set tight about her, leaving her suckling on the large orb. Clipping her leash into place, the beautiful slaves then led her over to where Poseidon was lounging across a mound of pillows and laid her beside him, offering him the leather hoop controlling her freedom.

			Mina drew her leather-sheathed limbs to her, curling up in a foetal position as she let her body recover, the return of sensation into her long-strangled flesh an arduous period to endure. Shaking occasionally from the strain of feeling everything again, she listened to the Titan talking with his comrade and keeping an idle eye on her. He obviously delighted in the sight she presented, her alluring form dressed in thigh-high boots and gloves, collared and controlled, and quivering from the after effects of severe bondage and passionate lovemaking.

			‘Who commissioned this kidnapping?’ Poseidon asked Atlas.

			‘You’re not trying to steal secrets for someone, are you, old friend?’ Atlas drew the small form of Merope over his lap so he might continue kissing the curvaceous Electra while occasionally spanking the Asian girl’s perky buttocks.

			‘Just interested,’ Poseidon replied smoothly, turning to Alcyone as she knelt down to offer him a silver tray upon which rested an opaque bottle encased in silver latticework, and a small filled shot glass. Taking the proffered vodka, he tossed it down and curled his lips appreciatively back over his teeth as he set the glass back down on the tray. ‘Not bad!’ he hissed, running the tip of his tongue along his teeth and indicating he wanted a refill.

			‘I’m partially repaying a favour, but mostly I’m gaining some debts I may need to cash in on sometime in the future,’ Atlas volunteered a little more information to his guest, bringing his hand down across Merope’s bottom cheeks as she gasped with pain and pleasure. Her body stiffened with each resounding clap, her nipples standing out like gauges indicating how much she enjoyed this erotic chastisement.

			‘What is the purpose behind it, if you don’t mind my asking?’ Poseidon took up the second shot glass and inhaled the delicate and potent scent of the distilled spirit.

			‘It’s all about punishment, dear Poseidon. After her original breakout my patron wanted her to suffer for such an outrage, but this outrage festered because she was returned to her owners, who then failed to discipline her to a sufficient extent, and so my patron decided to take matters in hand.’

			‘A closet vigilante? That sounds a little out of character. Are you sure that’s the real reason?’ Poseidon drained the glass, and drew Mina in closer so she was nuzzled up beside him, where his hands could absently wander over her smooth skin.

			‘No, but it’s the one I was given. Anyway, the sponsor of this commission doesn’t want to be recognised, hence my involvement, because my position is considerably more stable than theirs.’ Atlas deliberately avoided references to gender in the conversation, denying his fellow Titan even this most basic of clues.

			‘That’s partly why I’m here,’ Poseidon admitted. ‘I’ve heard some things you should be aware of.’ He ran his fingers through Mina’s hair.

			‘Really? Do tell.’ Atlas pushed the eager lips of his slave aside for a moment to better pay attention.

			‘Word has it that you have her, and when the rumour reaches Oceanus and Tethys, they’ll be livid, and there will be repercussions.’

			‘Those children cannot intimidate me,’ Atlas said dismissively, slapping Merope’s inner thigh and then reaching in to caress and fondle her sex.

			‘Don’t underestimate their positions,’ Poseidon warned. ‘They have a lot of influence, and more power than is apparent. Remember, Charybdis himself sent her back to them after she broke out.’

			‘They have his ear?’ Atlas wondered out loud, a hint of concern in his voice.

			‘I’m not sure, but is it worth the risk of finding out the hard way?’

			‘Hmm... what would you suggest I do? I took this commission in good faith, and it would be devastating to my reputation if I betrayed it.’

			‘Well, seeing as you are suspected of having her, it would do well to move her,’ the other Titan said helpfully, letting his hand slide down and caress Mina’s buttocks. ‘Should a search of your quarters be conducted she will not be found, and those who instigated the rumour would lose considerable face as a result of their unfounded accusation.’

			A few soft mewls slipped through her lips as she cuddled up to him, her buttocks flaring with twitches of turmoil as her welts protested even this gentle fondling. Half listening to them, and half lost to the sensual experience of being stroked by the Titan who had just fucked her, she snuggled up closer to him, resting her cheek against his chest like an adoring pet.

			‘A wise enough suggestion,’ Atlas agreed, ‘but where could I stash her where no one would find her?’

			‘It is by no means an entirely selfless act on my part,’ Poseidon admitted, ‘but I could take her off your hands. I have ways to keep her hidden until some new bauble entices that pair.’ His hand changed trajectory and delved into the cleft of Mina’s bottom.

			‘I don’t know, they were pretty besotted with her cute little ass, and how would I get her to you? I may well have eyes upon my abode already as precautions against just such a ploy.’

			‘Disguise her as one of your wives and bring her down to Hephaestus’s domain. I’ll have him whip something up for her, so to speak. He owes me plenty of favours.’ Poseidon pressed a fingertip along the clenched portal into her bottom, stroking it fondly.

			‘And, of course, I will owe you for this assistance as well as for the warning,’ Atlas remarked.

			‘Compared to the debt from your sponsor, this little favour will be negligible, and besides, I can swindle Hephaestus into thinking I’m doing him the favour by letting him have access to this darling little nymph. We’ll call it even, an act of generosity between friends.’

			Mina had not realised just how intricate the workings of this place were, how utterly sinuous the plots and schemes between the nobles.

			‘Agreed,’ Atlas said. ‘I’ll have her sent down to you tomorrow, so you’ve got some time to work on Hephaestus.’

			‘Then as much fun as this is, I had best get to it,’ Poseidon declared, sighing as he rose from the cushions and handed Mina’s lead to Alcyone.

			‘Many thanks for dropping by,’ Atlas said politely.

			‘A pure pleasure, my friend,’ Poseidon responded, running his hand down Mina’s spine and making her arch her back contentedly. ‘And I’ll be seeing you later,’ he added, tapping his finger to the tip of her nose as she stared up at him. Then he turned and disappeared through the slit in the curtain hiding the door.

			‘Well, slave, it seems as if your time here is limited, so we had best make the most of it before I lose you.’ Atlas sat up, and said to Celaeno and Sterope, ‘Take her to my third bedroom and prepare her for me.’

			Sterope took Mina’s leash and brought her to her feet, then she and Celaeno drew her from the room. They led her down the corridors to a chamber with a large double bed at its heart. A thick iron framework surrounded the soft black satin sheets, each bedpost rising about a foot over the covers with a thick metal shaft stretching across the head and foot of the bed. The ceiling was a polished mirror reflecting the black carpet and walls, where flickering oil lamps held amber flames that filled the room with a warm and sombre radiance, their scented fuel adding a spicy tang to the air. A black wooden trunk sat at the head and the foot of the bed. Celaeno opened the latter, and began rummaging through for lingerie that would suit Mina, while Sterope removed her leash and walked over to the other trunk, from which she gathered black leather straps with silver buckles.

			‘Here, we had best shave you,’ Celaeno said, and produced an expensive electric razor from the trunk of sexy undergarments.

			Mina sat down on the bed and removed her thigh-high boots and gloves, looking at the snow-white satin and nylon of the new garments selected for her as the small slave began to trace the humming foil of the device across her skin. The churning chatter of stubble being eaten continued for long minutes as the woman diligently smoothed every portion of Mina’s legs before attending to the rest of her.

			‘Stand up, hold onto the bed, and spread your legs,’ Celaeno instructed, watching as Mina silently complied, sinking her fingers into the sheets and stepping wide, offering her loins to the attentions of the intimate barber. The girl rolled the head along her armpits first and then started to delve into the crack of her bottom cheeks, the cool steel riding over her skin making Mina shiver as the subtle humming vibrations began exciting her. Sucking back the saliva that sought to drool from her gagged lips, she revelled in the electric attention until the implement went quiet.

			‘There, now you can get dressed.’ Celaeno stepped away and joined Sterope in preparing the leather straps.

			Mina sat down on the bed again, flinching as her welts were pressed upon. Gathering up the stockings first, she eased the fine denier white hose onto her limbs, the soft rustle of the fabric against her smooth skin raising goose bumps along her spine. The mere act of donning such erotic attire was titillating in itself, a reverse striptease rendering her eager for more bondage and her final session with Atlas. Adding the white satin suspender belt, she applied the clips to her stockings and lifted her thong into place, the albino satin resting its slender arms over her hips and across the suspenders. Then a strapless bra was wrapped around her torso, the cups pressing her breasts together to forge a more inviting cleavage. Her collar remained.

			‘Climb onto the bed and put your arms along the bar,’ Sterope ordered, her deep voice dispassionate.

			Climbing onto the sheets Mina slid herself into position, placing her arms to the metal struts, her neck and shoulders resting against it. Instantly the women began their task, applying the straps tightly to her limbs, the cruciform position fastening her in place. Black leather bonds were set about her wrists and her biceps, and then a cross ran over her collarbones and shoulders, riding beneath her armpits to hold her down tightly. The position was made even more distressing when belts were drawn across her forehead to be turned and then fed over her collared neck. With her head arched back and tied tightly to the pole, any attempt to rise made the belt press against the steel band around her throat, an incentive to remain still and not resist the pose.

			The women then moved away to place Mina’s discarded boots and gloves back in the trunks. With her legs left sprawled across the bed her body was free while her arms and head were pinned down. Looking up into the mirrored ceiling, Mina regarded herself with satisfaction. She had never seen herself look so striking before. Her body looked wonderful adorned with ivory lingerie, spread and tied to the bed, the black sheets and straps a stunning contrast to her pale form. She was splayed and ready for attention, her mouth filled with the ball gag that spread her jaws wide in a silent cry.

			‘We’ll definitely miss you, Mina,’ Celaeno said abruptly, brushing her long white hair away from her face as she perched on the edge of the bed beside Mina, and ran her slim fingers along her stockings.

			‘We haven’t had so much fun watching a slave suffer since little Merope was adopted into our family,’ Sterope elaborated, perching on the other side of the bed, her more powerful frame creating a more significant dip in the mattress.

			Mina could not look at them directly; she could only watch them from above in the reflection.

			‘And when we got to fuck you with those strap-ons...’ Sterope licked her lips. ‘Mm, that was something!’

			‘It would have been nice to see Maia come back and continue tormenting you,’ Celaeno added.

			‘It’s probably for the best that you be sent away. After her sentence is up...’ Sterope shook her head at the mere thought of what would happen after Maia was set free from her terrible punishment.

			‘You’d have suffered for that, Mina,’ Celaeno assured her. ‘She’d have whipped you black-and-blue every day.’

			‘She’s done far worse for much less,’ Sterope agreed.

			‘So, we’ll wish you well and, hopefully, some day, we’ll get to meet you again.’ Celaeno smiled, and together the two women leaned in and kissed Mina’s satin-covered nipples before they got up and left the room.

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 10

			 

			 

			Spending her time staring at herself thinking about her future, Mina looked across the ceiling towards the door as it opened, and watched the reflection of Atlas enter the room and walk towards her.

			Dressed in a white robe, he immediately cast the garment off, revealing himself naked before her, only his ring of nobility remaining. Without delay he climbed onto the bed, his penis rigid with lust, the indentations in the mattress made by his approach rocking Mina’s torso back and forth gently. He ran his hands up and down her thighs, exciting himself all the more. Moving upward, he propped himself up on his hands and looked down into her gagged face, smiling with pleasure at seeing her bound thus. Then he lowered himself slightly, flexing his powerful biceps to begin raining kisses down on her throat, letting the soft pecks descend between her breasts as she shuddered and moaned in rapture.

			‘You are an exceptional specimen, slave,’ he said. ‘Pity it is too dangerous for me to keep you around. Perhaps once the furore about you has died down, I’ll buy you back off of Hephaestus.’ He reached down between her legs, and his fingers and thumb began massaging her sex, making the satin glide against her.

			Mina locked her thighs together against his grip, her arms tensing as she arched against her bondage, moaning softly around her gag.

			‘I’m sure Hephaestus will conjure something truly wicked for a body as luscious as this,’ he commented, reaching beneath her so his hand could roughly handle her bruised bottom. Rather than punish her again, he merely exploited the remnants of her last chastisement.

			Mina gurgled and gasped beneath his touch, her bruises rising along with the pleasure in her pussy as he stroked the most tender and receptive areas of her body.

			‘The sponsor for your abduction wanted you to suffer, but I think they seriously misjudged you. I think they thought you resentful of slavery and believed you hated the vices we enjoy here, but I can see now that you are as enamoured with them as any slave girl I have ever seen. Having you tormented rigorously would not be a punishment for you, it would be a blessing,’ he concluded as Mina continued to ride her buttocks against his hand, her fingers pawing at the metal pole keeping her pinned down and defenceless before him.

			‘The only way to make you suffer would be to deprive you of punishment,’ Atlas went on pensively, ‘and even that frustration would probably be a delight to you. You are a rare prize indeed, Mina, possessed of stamina, beauty, intelligence, and hidden secrets to tantalise. Whatever you were before coming here, it has made you wonderfully appreciative of every new sensation we care to subject you to.’ His other hand rose from her bottom and slipped beneath her bra, leaving the material stretched across the back of his hand as he cupped her breasts, his fingers delicately playing with her nipples.

			She sighed contentedly, her chest rising and falling with her deepening breaths, the pull of the bra drawing him tighter to her as she inhaled the room’s scented air.

			‘You are like a bottomless pit of debauchery, Mina. No matter what we might do to you, no matter how we train you, abuse you, pleasure you and confine you, you would still leap back hungry for more... no, more like ravenous for more.’ He squeezed her nipples to make her jaws stretch wider against the gag. Moans poured from her throat as she sank back into the sheets, her legs sliding against the sensuous material, the soft rustle of the fabric underlying his words.

			Closing his hand to the front of her thong, a stern yank caused the flimsy fabric to tear and part between her bottom cheeks, tugging her into the air a little as he pulled it off her, the sharp sensation making her release a soft squeak of pleasure at being so roughly handled. Staring at him with a burning lust, she watched as his hands took the bra cups and ripped them aside, making her chew on the gag in anticipation. For a brief moment he handled her exposed bosom, caressing it before lifting himself up and guiding himself into her sex. The tip of his penis slipped through the valley of her labia, kissing her clitoris and making her shake. But he did not penetrate her fully, merely loitered, teasing her, stroking her and promising something he was not granting. The motive was painted plainly on his wicked smile as Mina whimpered and tried to force herself lower so she could sheath herself on him. But with her arms bound she could not move and could only squirm and wriggle beneath him.

			Finally, with a swift thrust, she was impaled, his length riding fully into her, opening her up and making her bite into the gag from the strain of enduring the initial rapture of being completely filled. Placing his hands on her shoulders, he rested himself against her, his weight pushing her against the metal pole. With steady rocking motions he withdrew almost to the point of exit before diving back into her, repeating his drives again and again while Mina moaned with ecstasy, lines of saliva escaping from the corners of her mouth as the Titan made love to her. Losing herself to the sensations of their coitus, she closed her eyes and rode her pleasure, feeling orgasm beckoning and blossoming inside her, inexorably fed by every stab of the noble man’s organ.

			Her moans began to increase in speed, her breaths rising to gasps as he started accelerating his pace, eager to feel climax. His length swelled and became a more distinct presence within her, causing her legs to shudder as he broke into tight spasms. The feel of his ejaculation, and the sight of him flexed and growling with lust and bliss, brought Mina over the final edge, plunging her into her own devastating release. Choking her screams on the gag she made the leather straps groan at having to contain her as she pushed them to the very limits in the throes of her ecstasy. Her body arched up, lifting the Titan with her as his chaotic drives continued dragging out the event for both of them. Then the zenith of their pleasure began to ebb, and as though leeched of vitality by their responses, both of them sagged against the sheets and went limp, breathing raggedly, their eyes closing as the heat of their exertion drifted from their bodies.

			The Titan stayed with her a while, resting his weight upon her and holding her in his arms. She groaned as he withdrew, and exhausted by her oral tuition, her sessions of correction, and this recent lovemaking, she closed her eyes against the soft bank of slumber rising through the back of her mind and let herself drift into it, the leather straps soothing her passage rather than hampering it.

			 

			Chapter 11

			 

			 

			The tinkling chime of buckles being manipulated roused Mina from her sleep, her mind lazy from an overlong period of rest. The straps had been on her so long now that she did not even feel them any more, until they were removed one by one, her skin almost shocked by the loss of such a long companion.

			Opening her eyes a little, she accustomed them to the light and let her blurred vision gather some sense of clarity. She found Celaeno and Sterope removing her bonds, the tallest and the smallest of Atlas’s Pleiades working under his supervision. Dressed in billowing leather trousers that dropped from a silver sash into his tall boots, the Titan watched with his hands on his hips, from which dangled a leash ready to be snapped on her collar. Studded leather bracers covered his forearms, entering fingerless leather gloves, the backs of which were marked with the globe symbol of his mythological identity.

			When the belt across her head and body was removed, Mina slid down onto the sheets, scowling with discomfort, the duration of her confinement having left her physique highly displeased with any other position. Soft crunching sounds emerged from her neck and back as she moved them, her arms were weak, and she was barely able to slide her body against the soft sheet. Rubbing her biceps as best she could, she rotated her head, exercising the stiff flesh. The muscles she had pulled during her long period of fellatio seemed to have petrified during her sleep and it hurt to use them now. The gag was unbuckled and pulled out from between her lips, letting her sore jaw finally close, joining the rest of her upper body in trying to remember how to move and operate without flashes of discomfort.

			Atlas moved in and snapped the clip of his leash to the front of her collar, using it as a reign to demand her exit from the bed. Sliding her stockings against the satin sheet, Mina put her feet to the floor and rose onto unsteady legs. Sterope promptly took her arms and brought them behind her back as she was trying to steady herself, locking Mina’s wrists together with silver handcuffs. The clatter of metal teeth from the shackles signalled their implementation, and Atlas immediately began towing her along behind him, her feet shuffling as they gathered strength once more. Mina could not recall a time when she had been this stiff, her body so pushed beyond its ordinary parameters. Keeping quiet as she trailed behind the noble, she watched the flex and play of his muscles as he strode forth, the shimmer of light upon his leather attire drawing her fetishist fascination.

			Escorted into the main chamber once more, Mina found herself facing a set of stocks that had been placed in the centre of the room - a stage she was clearly about to be served up on. The pillory was comprised of dense and varnished wood, the midnight timbers designed to hold a slave in a stoop with leather-padded apertures. The support struts reached down to a platform with a second set of slats to capture ankles a short way back, the purpose of the device being to bend a slave over, part her legs and hold her there, her bottom exposed to any mode of usage. Around the shimmering boards brazen banding had been riveted into place, giving the whole ensemble an even more fortified and intimidating air.

			Drawing her over to the device, Atlas leant down and threw the bolt on the floor, opening the slat so she might put her feet in. Mina immediately stepped in without being told to do so, ready and willing to surrender herself to his ministrations. There was no need to speak; she was ready to obey and there was no need for something as superfluous as words. When she was with Tethys and Oceanus she was part of their relationship and could contribute with words and comments, but here such things were irrelevant. She was a captive, a prisoner, and she was more than eager to explore such a role to its entirety.

			When the thick plank was closed, the soft leather interior pressed against her ankles, grabbing them firmly and spreading her legs wide, as the pillory demanded. Lifting the headboard Atlas offered her the interior slots, and placing her wrists into the soft grooves, Mina then draped her head into place, her collar and joints engulfed by the padding and bending her forward so her breasts hung from her torso.

			As she expected, a gag was brought up to her lips, the soft foam ball being pushed between them, filling her mouth before a strip of tape was used to lock her lips together and prevent her spitting out the stifling device.

			Atlas pointed to a stool and a chest, causing a shuffle of leather limbs as his slaves brought them over to him and set them before Mina’s naked bottom. The Titan then seated himself, and Mina could do nothing save listen as the lid was opened and the contents searched.

			She heard a thrumming whirr of oscillating movement behind her, and a magic wand brushed its rounded head against her sex. Straining her buttocks upwards she snorted and gasped, her thighs trembling as she rode the vibrating toy. The shuddering kisses being hurled into her pudenda had her melting against her bondage, her limbs pulling at the stalwart pillory, the leather squeaking softly against her skin. In Atlas’s hand the implement began moving lower, losing height and forcing Mina to follow it if she wanted to continue feeling its delightful caresses.

			‘Come on, you can keep yourself on it if you really want to,’ he said, chuckling.

			Mina smiled at his malicious intentions, her neck aching from exertion as she tried to drag herself low enough, her trapped extremities unable to follow the toy. As it came away she was left starved of the pleasure and with her body suddenly fighting the stocks, trying to free herself from the intense frustration.

			‘No, too late, you’ll just have to taste something else instead, slave.’

			She heard the subtle sound of displaced air behind her, and a leather paddle sounded against her left buttock, the oval covering a large area with a sudden hot flash of discomfort.

			‘How is that?’ Atlas enquired as she shouted against her gag. Quivering from the stern impact the welts of her earlier whipping revived a little, adding significantly to the warm sensation spreading through her tender cheek. Lifting her buttocks as high as she could, she used body language to show him her reaction and to petition another blow. ‘Oh, so you want more, do you?’ He sounded amused. ‘Well, we’ll see how much it takes to slake your thirst for the paddle.’ He decided not to resist the temptation of her bottom wriggling enticingly before him, covered with welts he himself had contributed to. The paddle landed on her other cheek and then stung the previous one again, elevating the level of distress in her throbbing skin. ‘That’s it, slave, dance for me, dance for your owner. If you perform well I might reward you again with the wand,’ he promised, and added another stroke to his tally.

			Mina jerked against the pillory, torn by pain and pleasure. Then in the startled moment of her endurance, where the effects of the paddle were at their most virulent, Atlas fulfilled his promise and slipped the wand back between her parted legs, lifting her against the engine of restraint.

			‘That’s enough,’ he said after a moment, ‘we wouldn’t want to burn you out, would we?’ He gave her a few more paltry moments of pleasure before removing the instrument. ‘Not while we still have so much more to do,’ he muttered, and began afflicting her with a swift barrage of claps. The paddle dropped across her cheeks, striking the sides and the summits, setting the purple lines left by the crop against a deep red background. ‘Come on, slave, you can sing louder than that!’ he demanded, dropping the chastising bat to her again and again, imparting flashes of fulgent sensation, each one adding to the previous store of agony to make her body spasm and her voice wail against the gag.

			Finally the stinging impacts ceased and the wand returned, teasing her some more, turning her agony into ecstasy and addicting her to the lambasting hand of her tormentor.

			‘There, that’s a good slave. A little reward, and we’ll get back to tanning this delightful ass.’ Atlas chuckled again, rubbing the shaking head of the toy against her labia, spreading its pleasure up into her womb. Then, with a heavy-handed swat, he slammed the paddle’s leather surface against her upper thigh, making Mina cry out against her gag, tears shimmering in her eyes as her sex grew even more moist with consuming desire. She dropped against the stocks, wilting as her legs shook, trying to weather this latest storm of sensations.

			‘No, up we get,’ he ordered, the brush of the wand between her thighs lifting her back upright, her knees straightening out, her toes and fingers wiggling as she groaned and panted through her nose, her teeth biting into the foam ball. A squeal seeped through the gag’s barrier as another broad stroke of the paddle swung around and caught her bottom before swinging back to attack from the other side. ‘I think you’re ready for something new, slave,’ Atlas decreed at last.

			Mina trembled, lines of salty tears running down her cheeks and over the tape responsible for gagging her, as the wand stopped its mechanical growl and fell silent, leaving her hanging in the air, a trickle of moisture escaping her pussy and slipping down her inner thigh.

			The snap of a surgical glove echoed through the room, and she felt cool gel coating rubber-sheathed fingers. The lubricant was worked into her anus, two fingers slipping through her sphincter to ride the chill substance in and out of her, readying her for some method of penetration. The excitement at not being able to see what was coming was coupled with fright at what he intended, the stocks a wonderful means to keep her in giddy suspense.

			‘Are we ready, slave?’ he asked, continuing to drift his fingers in and out of her in a mockery of intercourse.

			Mina nodded as best she could against the stocks, murmuring her affirmation, the feel of him sliding his digits in and out of her tempting her into accepting anything he cared to give her.

			‘As you wish, slave - here it comes,’ he muttered, taking up some new instrument from the small trunk. ‘First, we need to loosen you up a little. I won’t have a tight hole resisting me.’ The bulbous head of a large jelly dildo was applied to her small opening. It was a familiar sensation, and Mina wondered what the new deed would be as the Titan worked the helmet into her, educating her sphincter and reminding it of all its former penetrations.

			Shuddering against the feel of the soft trespasser tentatively exploring her anus, Mina suddenly threw herself into a rigid pose, her every muscle and tendon stiffening to attention, her fingers twisting into claws of shock. Convinced she was ready, the intruder had bolted forward, riding into her, revealing that just past the ordinary summit of the toy was a shaft of deep plunging ribs. The round peaks and troughs rode her muscular ring upon them, making her screech against her gag, the sensation not unlike the one imparted by the use of anal balls. He nudged her deepest regions, inflicting a spike of woe before hauling the dildo back out, bouncing her orifice upon its smoothly serrated back, jolting her anus and making her livid with exquisite sensations.

			‘That’s it, slave, feel that big rod filling you! Swallow it all the way. You can take it, you know you can.’ He drove it back in, dancing the toy in and out of her with relentless shoves and pulls.

			Crying out from the sheer bizarre pleasure of the experience, she swayed and writhed against the pillory, her mind reeling.

			‘Come on, you can yell louder than that.’ The Titan thrust his toy inside her, repeating the deed again and again, and ravishment by a ribbed jelly phallus was an ordeal she could hardly stand the pleasure was so intense. Dragging it from side to side he applied the device more forcefully, increasing his rate, turning Mina into a quaking wreck. Tears flowed down her cheeks, her sight blurring from the intensely excruciating joy. ‘You make a luscious sight, slave. This must be quite an experience for you, and there’s still so much more of it left for you to devour.’ The paddle swung up between her legs, applying itself to her inner thigh.

			Wailing into the gag, Mina struggled and fought to evade his new assault upon her, the sharp explosions of effulgent heat in her thighs more than she could take. But Atlas used his toy to keep her in place, the shaft possessing just enough rigidity that he could use it as an inserted lever by which to hold her up. When the smacks of the paddle caused her to buck more than he could control, he rammed the rod deep, forcing it to her limits, driving her bottom forward so that she could not sag as he applied the paddle with alacrity.

			Eventually the Titan wrenched the dildo out of her sphincter. ‘I think it would do us all good to play to some music, and I think it only fitting that the star of our show provide it for us,’ he said, making Mina worry about what he meant.

			A sudden compression locked to each of her teats, the clamps taking hold and hanging lifelessly beneath her, her nipples stretched by the weights upon them. She groaned and shook, her rabid breaths swinging the weights - a collection of small bells that chimed merrily. Her struggle made them pull on her nipples all the more, the clamps hauling at her breasts as more of the accursed devices were installed, the noble clipping them all over the surface of her assets.

			‘Not bad,’ he remarked, ‘but it’s a little bland. I think you need much more in the way of backing.’ He chuckled as Mina mewled against her gag, openly soliciting clemency even though she secretly ached for more while simultaneously reviling what had already been done to her.

			More bell-armed clamps were attached to her breasts, a starburst of fierce pinches that had her straining to gather enough breath through her nose to protest in heartfelt moans, the applications seeming to swallow up her air, stealing what she required to express her distress as she endured their terrible bites.

			‘There, that’s better, but I think a full orchestra would better sing your departure from my domain, slave. What do you think?’ He listened to her cries of angst as he stroked her belly with the padded jaws of more clamps, tracing them threateningly against her skin.

			Moaning in abject distress and rapture, Mina felt more clamps grab her hips, hanging from her skin as her miserable shivers were transformed into merry metallic songs, the chimes seeping into her ears even over her hissing breaths and smothered yowls. Then even more jaws grabbed her inner thighs, and the last of them took hold of her vulva, these being the worst to bear, her response to their application making every bell jingle more loudly than before.

			‘A nice melody, but we need a master conductor to make them all perform at their finest, don’t we, slave?’

			Mina’s eyes bulged with horror when she felt the cold back of a clamp brushing her roused clitoris. She tried to beg him not to do this, not to scorch her with the worst of the clamps, but he merely listened to her garbled distress with a savouring silence, continuing to tease her sex with the last implement. Then the jaws opened and grabbed the morsel of flesh before being released, and she broke into fits of panic, the shock of having to carry so many harrowing holds making her insides churn with woe. She wailed against her gag as the pain was again manipulated by the Titan, his restoring of the ribbed jelly into her anus making her shake and battle the twin storms of utter duress and wonderful bliss. The tune of the bells answered her every buck and spasm, her body controlled by random twitches and wriggles, her mastery over it usurped by the overwhelming presence of the clamps and the driving thrusts of the dildo. Against all reason she could feel a climax beckoning in the distance, gathering like a storm on the horizon. How could she orgasm in such terrible woe? Had she been educated to such an extent that even though she hated this pain it was titillating some hidden recesses of her being, harnessing a licentious need, which only a short time ago had been in its infancy?

			The wand broke her indecision as it brushed against her sex. Her tortured clitoris vibrated at a fever pitch, and the drum roll of shuddering attention dissolved her upon it. Torn by so many stark sensations, she was delivered mercilessly up to a peak of pleasure, the bliss swarming with clouds of razor-edged angst. Screeching against her gag, Mina felt herself rising to the summits of ecstasy, and at that very moment Atlas released the clamps on her clit and her vulva, dropping them away and forcing the dildo deep inside her. The shattering flush of feeling back into the squeezed tissues made her mind snap like overextended elastic, her body jerking into a twisted, straining pose that made the pillory bend and creak as it sought to accommodate the wild throes of her response. Her climax was charged with the most terrible and venomous intensity, the suffering magnifying it infinitely and throwing her above any plateau of bliss she had ever experienced. And then the sudden extraction of the jelly as Atlas pulled it out of her flung her still further upwards, her eyes rolling back and her lips breaking free of the tape as they defeated the adhesive strip, the foam ball spilling from her lips as a soul-torn, inhuman howl filled the room. And then a black fog spilled through her senses without warning, consuming them as her body sought to protect itself from the overload of sensation and plunged her into a dead faint.

			 

			Chapter 12

			 

			 

			Floating up through the smothering blanket of her swoon, Mina’s mind conjured up a daydream of rising up through ocean depths. The whirling watery vortex of Charybdis had sucked a vacant, barren shell of a woman down into the abysmal trench of his domain, and now, as a dazzling angel of depravity, she was rising back towards the surface. Erupting out of the sea she flung her arms wide, her body glowing with the incandescent fury of the sun, the water sizzling as lines of steam trailed from her ascending form and fell away to form clouds around her as she continued flying ever higher and higher...

			With a sudden spluttering series of coughs, Mina jerked awake and found her apathetic form lying in the arms of Atlas. The Titan cradled her against him where she lay curled up on his lap with his arms about her, soothing her as she slowly came to.

			‘There, slave, it’s all right, you’re fine, you just passed out from the shock, that’s all,’ he said softly, his tone caring.

			‘I - I’m sorry, master,’ she managed to croak. She felt embarrassed that her body had given out and denied him, and she was even more vexed she had collapsed. Fainting always seemed like some weak feminine act.

			‘Sorry for what, sweet slave?’ he asked with a bemused frown.

			‘I don’t know what happened, I was, I...’ she began, unsure of what to say to try and repair the damage to her pride.

			‘Don’t be foolish, slave. Lack of decent regular sleep and food were responsible for your passing out. I was going to ensure you got a hearty meal after our session, but watching you cavort against the stocks, I just couldn’t help myself. Oversight and overindulgence prompted your collapse, slave, nothing else. Here.’ He indicated a tray before her, the plates upon it offering a variety of meats, vegetables and fruits.

			Mina tried to turn her mind towards food, but she was too overwhelmed recalling her ordeal, and the sheer indescribable ecstasy she had been completely enveloped by. It had been an almost spiritual event. She had tasted a decadent god in those moments, felt his power course through her, converting her even more fully to a dark hedonistic faith.

			Glancing about the room she found only Celaeno and Merope were recognisable where they stood on either side of a black trunk. Standing behind them were four robed figures, the women adorned with a leather version of the same uniform Mina had first seen them encased in what felt like an eternity ago. Clearly, she was going to be fed and then dressed to join them for her voyage down to Hephaestus.

			Her heart leapt and filled with emotion as she thought of Oceanus and Tethys, her memories of them distinct and wonderful. How she ached to go back to them, to escape and flee into their arms and never leave them again. She had tasted deeply of Atlas’s passions, and though they had been a tremendous and enlightening experience, they were no match for the deep love of the couple she adored and who nurtured her so effectively. Her main source of regret about leaving here so soon was that she would be deserting Maia. She would have liked to spend more time with the woman, and she consoled herself with the thought that Maia wielded some sort of authority and might be able to arrange a meeting between them at some future date.

			Beset by a plethora of feelings and obligations to her new creed of experience, Mina shuffled forward and began to help herself to some food. Her mind was the most ravenous part of her, desperate to quaff every piece of perverse fare it caught the scent of and sink its fangs into it. This hunger had replaced the more mundane physical variety as her physique craved more and more punishment, sex, and bondage, and could not be bothered with anything as trivial as sustenance. Nevertheless, each mouthful was a delight that melted on her palate, making her moan with pleasure as she helped herself, having forgotten how good food could taste.

			‘You see, there are other physical delights for the Epicurean soul, nymph,’ Atlas commented with a smile, and leaned back to watch her find new contentment and satisfaction from the meal he had offered her.

			Mina heard the words but was too busy enjoying her feast to really process them. But once she had pushed her stomach to capacity and could find no more room, she was forced to abandon her appetite. If she could have she would have finished all the food, but now she was bloated and even more immobilised. She knew it was probably a bad idea to be such a glutton when faced with new bondage, but she did not know when she would be eating again. Besides, the meal had been splendid, and to her starved palette, as well as to her new crusade to find pleasure everywhere, had been a marvel to her.

			Looking towards her awaiting outfitters and the wall of robed Pleiades, she glanced back at Atlas over her shoulder. The Titan patted the cushions beside him in beckoning, and with a spry scamper, she turned and curled up beside him, lying down and letting the laziness of her long sleep lull her into a soft slumber as she digested the feast he had offered her.

			‘Celaeno, Merope, perform for me,’ Atlas requested absently.

			The two diminutive women stepped forward into the middle of the room and fell into each other’s arms, their bodies entwining, their lips taking up flesh and sucking and kissing, applying small nips to make each other stiffen and groan. Sinking to their knees, their leather-clad digits began caressing and fondling, serving up breasts to their partner’s mouth. They spent little time in idle enjoyment, constantly changing their position to keep their master amused. Mina glanced at them on occasion, the sounds of soft moans and slick bodies writhing against each other attracting her attention. Atlas watched with half-hearted intensity, occupying his mind and eyes as Mina rested. Again and again the girls brought each other to orgasm, their long display of lesbian lust letting Mina digest her meal to a decent and safe degree.

			‘That will do,’ Atlas stated. ‘Now proceed with shipping this nymph out of here.’ He interrupted their show and the two girls promptly walked over to grab Mina by the arms and take her with them. They removed her stockings and suspender belts so she stood naked except for her collar, facing Atlas so he might study her countenance as she was entombed in his leather restrictions.

			Tight leather opera gloves were placed on her hands, the material lined with a stretchy interior of dense latex to ensure a good grip against her skin and to make the vestments even more uncomfortable. The women drew them up her arms, forcing her hands into the fingerless mittens at the end before using three buckles at the top to tighten them about her upper arms. Then Celaeno supported her while Merope drew a stocking up each of her legs, the three buckled straps of the latex-lined leather hose fastening firmly to her upper thighs. Knee-high patent boots were set over the tight sheathes, the women setting her in the heels and then lacing them to her calves, the top of the boots fitted with a wide strap that accepted two small padlocks which made them utterly immovable.

			A corset was her next garment, the stringent hourglass shape formed by steel-boned leather, the dense hide treated on the inside with the same smothering latex shell. Buckles on either side dangled unused, ready to accept some mode of crotch band, while suspenders hung from the lower hem. Both sides were laced, so once she had stepped into it, Mina had Celaeno in front of her with Merope behind her as both women worked in unison to draw the clamping jaws of the garment closed. Once it was in place they began the process of tightening it, drawing the sides ever closer together, stealing away more and more of her waist and compressing her ribs, making her sigh with delectation at the feel of being crushed into servitude.

			Being laced into a corset was a wonderful experience for Mina, the continual thinning of her body under its irresistible influence, the impossible tightness upon her chest as her breasts were squeezed into the moulded cups. Her legs became weak experiencing the complete ferocity of the cocoon, making her glad she had been allowed time to digest her full belly of food. The wide suspenders that dropped from the hem of the corset snagged her stockings, further helping support them as the mysterious crotch strap was taken up, the leather strip being first buckled to the back of the corset. Her legs were parted a little and the strap brought between them, revealing by the brush against her naked inner thighs the embellishment of two squat plugs upon it. The slick toys were steered into her and driven up by the tightening of the crotch strap to the front of her corset. Mina moaned and rose to her toes, her heels wiggling in the air like conductor’s batons as she accustomed herself to the renewed presence of intruders. Opened by the toys, she settled down as the front of the strap was buckled into place, pressing the strip and the plugs even more forcefully into her. Her thighs shook a little as she shifted her loins, manoeuvring herself upon the stubby trespassers, her tracts clenching around them. She strained a little to try and see if she could play them, but the tightness of the band prevented her from ejecting them even the slightest degree.

			Thick leather trammels were set upon her ankles and wrists. Twin buckles crossed their opening to seal them to her, and a pair of D-rings between them accepted a padlock to impose added security.

			A short hobble chain about a foot in length was snapped to her fetters, and her wrists were brought before her and locked together with a stout padlock.

			A second set of cuffs were locked just above her elbows, and by pulling away, the women dragged Mina’s wrists against her corseted belly. Hauling back they made sure her hands could not move, and then they tied her elbow restraints together, pulling the rope connection to thrumming tension.

			Unable to move her arms in the slightest as they were contorted against her compressed body, Mina was forced down onto her knees, moving with stiff awkwardness. The corset refused to bend, turning her spine into a rigid pole. The use of her body was being eaten away with every passing second, and there was nothing she could, or even wanted to do, about it.

			A thick leather faceplate appeared, the slightly padded latex interior pressing so tightly across her mouth that it created a near hermetic seal. The twin oval bulbs on the inside were threaded over her lips and into her mouth, leaving her teeth biting the rubber-padded nozzles that went through the plate and emerged from the other side to be armed with inflator bulbs. The thick chinstrap was tied into place, and the two belts that emerged from the sides traversed her crown and the back of her head and were tightened with firm yanks. The faceplate pressed against her skin, and the two straps that rose on either side of her nostrils were taken up and lifted across her head. The two intersected at the bridge of her nose, travelled her head in a high loop, and connected to the line around the back of her neck. The women ensured that all the straps were squeezing her skull as effectively as they could, and then they closed their small fists around the loitering bulbs.

			Mina gave little struggles of protest as the two balloons began to swell between her lips, grinding her tongue into the bottom of her mouth as the orbs continued to grow. Her jaw was spread apart with greater intensity, forcing it against the leather straps as her mouth was continually filled with thick latex. Snorting through her nostrils and keeping calm, she closed her eyes and applied herself to enduring the choking gag, the corners of her jaw already starting to ache from the unusually intense inflation.

			A high posture collar was clamped about her throat, the padded interior gripping firmly to her neck as her head was forced up and to attention. Set upon the dense walls of the collar, Mina found she could not nod, shake her head, or move it in any way.

			A metal pole was then placed between her legs, the clip at one end snagging the centre of the hobble chain, the other end being locked to the crotch band and totally preventing her from kneeling, wilting, or offering more than a token strain to her chains.

			The final and most obvious portion of her attire was taken up and prepared for her. The voluminous folds of leather were slotted over her head, the thick canopy falling into place and adjusted to a more snug fit by the use of concealed straps. The hood hung around her head, the mesh visor concealing her eyes and allowing a dimmed and highly restricted view of the world. After pinching in slightly to meet her collar, the sheets of tanned hide rolled over her shoulders and fell in draping black folds. What appeared to be sleeves existed, but they were an illusion, for her arms were not free to make use of them. Gathering slightly at her waist, the robe fell to her feet, hiding her boots. Other than its creation from leather, the garment made Mina appear almost normal, hiding every part of her bondage from view and leaving not one part of her recognisable, or even identifiable, as a woman.

			Her two tailors toyed with the back of the garment for a moment, playing with the robes and making Mina wonder whether they were merely checking the fit or applying something else she could neither see nor feel.

			‘She is ready, master,’ Celaeno announced, bowing to him as she stepped back, leaving Mina a bolt upright statue. She was unable to bend her body because of the corset, unable to use her head because of the collar, and unable to fold her legs because of the bar and the hobble chains. Stretched upright, her pussy and anus filled with thick plugs nurturing her submissive relish, she could do nothing save breathe softly through the holes in the hood as the Titan rose and walked around her, examining the final effect.

			‘Perfect,’ he decreed, and turned his attention to the other Pleiades. ‘Take her to Hephaestus immediately, and return with the decoy nymph,’ he commanded.

			The women moved in with a soft clink of hidden chains, the tempting rustle of leather and the soft groan of latex stretching over their hidden forms.

			‘I hope your time here was educational, slave,’ Atlas said, smiling and running his hand down Mina’s hood and over her hidden breasts before turning and leaving the room.

			As a wall of black leather spectres, the other Pleiades closed in around her. She felt tugs at her clothing and a sudden yank made the steel pole between her legs move. The manipulation of the pole churned the wide plugs inside her, making them thrash against her sensitive passages. She stiffened and yelled against the gag as through this maltreatment how she could be controlled was graphically explained to her as she was escorted from the room.

			Entering the corridors outside Atlas’s quarters, Mina was shown down the passages to an elevator. A latex-gloved hand emerged from the folds of one of the robes around her and summoned it, showing Mina that her companions were not as effectively bound as she was. A merry chime announced the lift’s arrival, and the doors peeled back to reveal an empty interior. As a crowd they shuffled into the waiting car, drawing Mina with them. She was pinned into the corner, two bodies leaning into her, jamming her in place as another one of the Pleiades tugged at her bar. She gurgled with dismay as they spitefully seized this last opportunity to torture her. Her legs kicked against the bar and hobbles, her arms strained against their bonds and the bodies pressing against them, as she let out muffled cries against the smothering gag, unable to do anything to fight the pain.

			The doors opened at last and she was led out of the elevator, the interior of her skin-tight prison now hot and sweltering from her battle against the maliciously inflicted discomfort. The Pleiades took her left, drawing her deeper into the labyrinth of passages. Other Titans and nymphs passed them, but paid them scarcely any notice.

			Another elevator beckoned, and as the doors opened Mina’s eyes widened with shock to see Oceanus and Tethys lounging against the rear of the conveyance. Dressed in the attire she had first seen them in, they had an arm around each other’s waist. Their black eyes were looking sullenly at the interior walls, and bestowed a brief and uninterested look on the Pleiades before returning to their vacant daydreaming. The couple looked sad and melancholy, and the sight of them looking so depressed made Mina’s heart long to scream and reveal herself.

			‘Going up?’ asked Tethys, her voice like spun gold to Mina’s ears.

			As the lead Pleiade shook her head silently, Mina launched herself against her bonds, only to have the phalanx of women suddenly converge on her, crushing her to them as they yanked forcefully on her bar. Her traitorous attempts were crippled by pain as they yanked and pulled, the plugs straining against the limits of her tracts, punishing her loins so she howled silently against her gag. The sudden tall presences of what had to be Sterope and Electra effectively hid her from view, and she was punished for her attempted escape as the doors of the elevator slowly closed. She screamed into the gag, her muscles raging to break free as tears rolled down her cheeks and onto the faceplate, a lump in her throat choking her as she tried desperately to gain her owners’ attention.

			When the sight of them was lost she was intensely distraught, but the rekindling of her love for them was momentarily forgotten as the Pleiades assailed her with their chastisement, making her cavort and writhe in agony as punishment for her misdemeanour.

			When the lift next opened for them, her guardians were supporting Mina, her body wracked with distress from the churning battering of the plugs. Carried into the lift she was again forced against the wall, sobbing softly to herself in dismal apathy. Her heart had leapt like never before to see her masters. Her longing for them had been cloaked by her experiences with Atlas, but now she had seen them again, she knew she had to get back to them, and it was all she could think about.

			The doors opened, and she was turned about and led into a region of rough-hewn rock. Metal deck-plates replaced the craggy floor, the artificial path held up and rendered flat and even by small struts, and the heels of the entourage clattered against the steel as they walked across it. The cavernous passages were dimly lit by wall lights, alternating between blue and red bulbs, and the play of shadows cast by the uneven walls and ceiling rendered the rocky corridor a grim and fearful route to traverse. Mina actually felt glad of the reassuring press of bodies around her as she felt her psyche chilling from the malevolent atmosphere deliberately cultivated here.

			A junction in the hallway delivered them onto an earthen floor, the ground trodden solid and flat. No sooner had they rounded the corner than Mina jumped with shock as loud barking growls broke the quiet, echoing repeatedly upon themselves to make it seem as though a whole pack of wild dogs was about to pounce on them. To their left was Cerberus, a black human-headed dog, releasing growls and furious barks as she snapped at the Pleiades, straining against her chain leash, the guard dog who constituted the first line of defence in Hades.

			The corridor beyond the hound split into three, the subdued lighting revealing that it branched and split up again and again thereafter, forming a confusing maze to befuddle trespassers.

			To the right the stone tunnel continued for a way before being sealed by a sheet of fire. The orange and yellow flames roared up to form a dense and impenetrable curtain of energy. Yet one of the Pleiades moved fearlessly over to the wall and grabbed the chain hanging below a large brazen bell. A swift swing rang the clapper against the instrument, sending a deep resonating tone echoing down the corridors. Immediately Cerberus quieted her agitated state and backed into the shadows, watching from within her costume as the Pleiades awaited an emissary from Hephaestus.

			The scorching wall of fire started to ebb as it’s fuel was stemmed, causing the flames to descend and finally vanish as a metal bridge slowly emerged from the opposite side, spanning the chasm that was the vent for the firewall. In the impenetrable shadows beyond there was a flicker of movement, and a figure stepping out of the darkness and across the bridge into the dim light. The woman was tall and muscular, her powerful physique emphasising curves and muscles, her ample breasts undiminished by her cultivated brawn and made even more prominent by the leather chest harness running its cross formations over her bosom. There was a slick quality to her skin that was either oil or perspiration caused by proximity to Hephaestus’s furnaces, the sheen catching refractions of light on her tanned skin. Her head was shaved and golden rings hung from her ears and nipples. A band of smooth silver encircled her head, running across her eyes as a visor, the centre marked with a silhouetted eye - the mark of the Cyclops. She wore tight-fitting leather shorts, heavy boots, and a thick, studded waistband bearing several clips and sheaths in which rested various tools and instruments for metal and leather working. At her side hung a fierce bullwhip, the black leather coils gathered into hoops and withering to a red tip.

			‘Lord Hephaestus is expecting you,’ the female Cyclops announced in a stern and uncompromising voice. ‘Follow me.’ She turned and began leading them back over the bridge. Once they had crossed the chasm they started moving deeper into the corridors, where Mina began hearing sounds of distress, cries and moans and whimpers that sifted through the air, wordless complaints previously drowned out by the excellent sound barrier of the firewall. With a roar the towering pyre re-ignited, blocking the passage again on some hidden command, its heat soaking into their backs as they travelled ever deeper into the domain of the god of smiths and fire.

			Mina’s attention was distracted by the alluring rear view of the Cyclops, whose iron-hard buttocks were straining against her shorts, the leather stretching across her cleft as her powerful form marched forward with bold defiance. Then she started to see where the sounds of dismay were emanating from. Alcoves had been cut into the stone walls, and within them intricate sculptures of metal held their polished arms around entombed slaves. The women were held aloft and seemingly merged with the metal, becoming part of the artistic sculpture, a living component in the expression of Hephaestus’s unyielding will. Tubes entered their jaws and loins, taking care of their bodily needs, the vital hoses melded into the almost organic flow of the eldritch masterpieces. Their eyes scanned the passers-by with desperation, a valued momentary distraction from their supreme bondage. It excited Mina to bear witness to their terrible fate, which appealed to her extreme sense. To be so confined would be unbearably sweet; to surrender to the relentless arms of contorted bondage, deprived of every sensation save what was prescribed for her. She could see the living statues shivering and squirming, for small wires attached themselves through the steel to their bodies, pouring pain or pleasure of varying strength and duration through to their bodies at random intervals.

			Other female Cyclops were spotted tending the nymphs who were Hephaestus’s prisoners. Some of them were being transferred to new sites, while others were being prepared for their first taste of absolute entrapment, their bodies fighting the will of the mighty women. With strong limbs the Cyclops bent the considerably more lithe nymphs to their desires, locking them down with dispassionate glee. Slaves sobbed and begged for mercy as the tubes were inserted into them, the food hose being the one that most effectively terminated their protests. The lifeline turned their moans into gags before they were rendered completely silent by the inclusion of the main mouth plate that spread their jaws open and left them wheezing weakly through their nostrils.

			Led through several branches of the corridors, the Pleiades finally delivered Mina into a large hall. The ceiling of the throne room was low, barely above that of a normal room, the roof supported by thick pillars, untouched arteries of natural rock. From vents in the wall columns of flame spilled forth, casting an amber radiance through the entire shadowy interior and making the air hot. Flicking shadows danced throughout the rough hall, making the stone seem to shift and almost seem possessed of animation, although the chains randomly dangling from the walls and ceiling as decorations were perfectly still. The engineers responsible for the hall had placed a raised platform towards the end, the circle of stone bearing a wide pillar reaching from floor to ceiling. Into this column had been carved a recess shaped like a large throne adorned with black cushions, and in the wall behind it, a curtain of brass chains caught the light.

			A pair of burly Cyclops women flanked the entrance motionless as sentries clasping massive war hammers in their fists, the two-handed weapons of battle armed with heads of steel. Another pair stood on either side of the throne as personal bodyguards to their emperor. Before the throne were two rings in the floor, each releasing a brass chain that connected to the matching collar of a nubile young nymph. The two women crouched naked on the floor, their heads hidden inside black leather hoods with a zip for the mouth and slits for their eyes. And almost concealed by the shadows was Hephaestus himself as he emerged from behind the pillars and ascended to take his imperious seat.

			A small though extremely robust man, Hephaestus’s smooth barrel chest was bare, his muscles defined by a complete lack of body fat and a leather chest harness, the straps of which were fitted with a single row of diamond studs. His muscles rippled down his arms, where bronze bracers contained his forearms, the metal sheaths adorned with gems and elegant curving designs. His brown beard was large and bushy, and his spiky hair was trapped beneath a brass crown, the circlet spiked with diamonds and running over his heavy brow, so his dark eyes were hidden within the shadows of a frown. He was dressed in leather trousers and boots, the knees and shins plated with armour, the sections moulded to flow over his contours and also spiked with diamonds, the gems glimmering as they refracted light through their many-faceted hearts. A curled bullwhip lay nuzzled at his side, the brass handle also fitted with diamonds, the weapon swinging with his limping stride, for one of his legs trailed at the knee as though shattered by mishap and healed defectively.

			The taciturn Titan slid a hand over the raised head of a slave girl, and the nymph rode her leather-covered head against his palm in seeming adoration. Seating himself in his throne, he leant back into the deep shadows of its interior, only his hands and legs emerging into the solemn light as the rest of him remained swathed in darkness.

			‘The Pleiades from Atlas have arrived, lord,’ announced the woman who had escorted them here.

			The Pleiades bowed to the Titan, leaving Mina standing upright, unable to copy them because of the imposing bonds in which she had been sealed.

			‘Make the exchange,’ he uttered gruffly, his words deep and almost whispered. Either the man was of seriously glum temperament, or he was playing the role of the dark lord of this underground domain to perfection.

			One of his guards jabbed the haft of her weapon to the stone floor, ringing out three harsh knocks that brought two more Cyclops women through the chain curtain. Brushing it apart as the metal links sung choruses of bright clattering sounds, they held a new captive between them. It was the girl Mina had entered Charybdis with, the redhead taken by Atlas when she first saw him.

			The girl seemed alarmed, her indoctrination to the pleasures of this place obviously not progressing at as swift a pace as Mina’s. She was resisting, resenting her slavery and her treatment here. Atlas’s initial use of her could not have helped her disposition any, for he had tossed her straight into the deep end, so to speak, whereas at least Mina had been blessed with the more gradual caring involvement of Tethys and Oceanus, who almost gently cultivated her fledgling masochism.

			The trio of women converged on the visiting group, and Mina was removed from amongst them. She was handed to the Cyclops, and the massive female warriors began their work. Taking hold of her they removed her uniform, stripping her bare using their own tools to instantly pick the padlocks of her prison. Once naked she was forced down onto her knees, and one of the Cyclops women stood guard over her to ensure she remained compliant. There was no use running; the firewall burned away any hope of escape. Mina knew she needed to be more cunning if she was going to find a way out, a lesson she had learned from her first breakout.

			The redheaded nymph whimpered softly as she was forced into Mina’s discarded uniform and engulfed in leather and latex. But where Mina had revelled in the experience, the girl was far less accepting and was clearly not enjoying herself, especially when the plugs were forced into her and buckled tightly in place. Once she was engulfed in the robes, and they had been fastened to her, and the control straps drawn free so her pole might be exploited, the decoy for Mina was handed back to the Pleiades. Taking hold of her they bowed, turned, and were led away by the Cyclops who had shown them in.

			Mina was left kneeling, the perspiration evoked by her discarded uniform evaporating in the heat of the room. It was an oppressive heat but a welcome one, almost cosy in its intensity since she was naked, but any significant amount of clothing would make it far less enjoyable.

			Silence fell as they awaited the words of Hephaestus, the grim tyrant lurking in the darkness looking upon his servants and making them wait for his commands, forcing them to display their obedience to the full.

			‘Prepare her as was ordained,’ he said finally.

			Strong hands grabbed Mina’s arms and lifted her up, the two women marching her forward so her feet skipped against the stone as she sought to keep up with their bold and uncompromising strides. She was taken through the chain curtain, and found herself in a wide passage with small vents of fire emerging to fill it with heat and light. Heavy vaulted doors were set deep in the walls of this short tunnel, and Mina wondered if they were rooms or cells even as she was pulled into a small stone chamber lit by two lapping tongues of fire from wall scones, the yellow plumes revealing the rough interior, the low ceiling and the bed-sized slab of stone rising at its heart. Each of the four corners was decorated with iron rings, the anchors spilling chains connected to heavy manacles.

			Refusing to resist the Cyclops women, Mina let herself be dragged onto the warm stone surface, where they pulled her roughly down into the desired spread-eagle position on her back, stripped her of her lingerie and collar, and applied the bonds. A ring gag was forced into her mouth, the leather-encased circle spreading her jaws wide before being buckled sternly about her head. Then, without a single word, the women turned and departed, locking the door behind them.

			Mina wondered if this was some sort of waiting room where she could dread the imposition of yet another uniform to help hide her identity. Calming her mind, she forced herself to concentrate with more detail on her old ways, dredging up the forgotten creed of spy and assassin, readying herself for her new mission - to break free and return to her beloved owners.

			Spread wantonly upon what felt like a sacrificial altar, she tugged occasionally at her bonds just to feel her own helplessness and distract herself with the pleasure it gave her. Looking across the ceiling, she could see rings set in the stone ready to accept the burden of slaves and bonds. When the door finally started to creek open after what seemed like hours, she strained her head up to see who it was.

			Of average height and slender build, the man was moving into his late forties, perhaps even his early fifties, because his expensive designer suit cheated the more obvious signs of age. The deep red suit possessed a matching tie and was loosely cut to offset his wiry build. He had a soft, clean-shaven face, and his brown hair was swept straight back from his forehead, the sides receding a little to give him the early stages of a widow’s peak. He carried a large leather-bound trunk, and her eyes widened in astonishment at his expression as he looked across at her, his pupils expanding as he drowned his vision with the image of her.

			The door swung closed with a resounding boom, leaving Mina alone with this mysterious individual. She looked at him with veiled intensity, trying to ferret out anything she may have missed about him at first glance. He, too, was devouring her with his stare, his arousal at seeing her thus obviously intense, more intense than she would have thought possible for any jaded Titan.

			‘Well, here we are at last, Mina, in the flesh for the first time in our long relationship,’ he said quietly.

			She stiffened with surprise. His voice, even without the scramblers and distortion of electronic defences, was recognisable to her. He was Jupiter, her employer, the man who had shaped her career; the man who ran Turan, and who was perhaps even Turan himself, if he truly existed. She tried to say his name through the gag, the ring hindering her speech, but it was such an obvious word he could not help but discern it.

			‘Yes, it is I. Your face is a wonderful mask of shock. I think it’s the first emotion I’ve ever seen you show,’ he mused, moving in on her and setting down the case. Then he sat down beside her, his legs hanging from the plinth as he propped himself up on one arm and ran the other hand along her body. ‘I’ve wanted you for so long, Mina, ever since you were caught on camera at one of our sister banks accessing a safe deposit box. You were so beautiful, so elegant and fierce, that I became obsessed with you.’ He let his fingers stroll through her cleavage and down to her navel, savouring every pore of her flesh.

			‘Turan and Korin are merging at the behest of our backers,’ he went on wistfully as his hand reached to cup one of her breasts. ‘It’s a move to help them cement their power, but I managed to earn myself a little treat in the meantime. Before news of the merger slipped out I had you commissioned to investigate this place, to see you snared in it, to dream of you being broken and trained by its Titans. It was I who commissioned Atlas to take you. Working through Hephaestus, I had him convince Poseidon to approach Atlas. With a view to owning you himself, Poseidon told Atlas of the danger of holding you. I knew he would accept, and send you here.’ Holding her breast, he gently caressed her smooth skin, marvelling at its feel, his eyes rolling back a moment as he gasped with wonder.

			‘So many times I watched tapes of you at those martial arts schools, hidden cameras in the showers, in the halls, outside your home. I studied you. I collected every detail of your life. I have a library of Mina, each frame, each line of data, bringing me to this moment, where I could at last have you all to myself for just a few hours.’

			Leaning in, like a connoisseur of some fine wine he inhaled the scent of her body, taking deep draughts of her natural perfume while he continued to bolster his banquet with the feel of her flesh. Jupiter’s hands slowly wandered over her, touching that which he had so often fantasised about, his fingertips running in light meandering paths, just barely skimming her skin, tickling the fine hairs of her body. His mouth was slightly agape, his breaths racing as he hovered over her cleavage, staring at her with eyes sparkling a rabid prurience. His lips began to fawn upon her, his kisses showering her breasts and gradually working their way up towards the summit, where he shuddered with delight as he took a nipple in his mouth and began sucking it.

			Mina sighed with pleasure, her teats growing stiff from his attention as he moved from one to the other, and then pressed her breasts together, making the journey between the two even shorter. He paused to shrug off his jacket. Throwing it aside he yanked off his tie, ripped open his shirt and flung himself back into position, devouring her nipples with soft groans of utter rapture.

			Grinding her teeth against the gag, Mina lost herself to the feel of being attended to so fervently, to the feel of being worshipped by a zealous devotee. The man who ran the corporation, her paymaster and sponsor, the man who had maintained her previous existence, had fixated upon her, and obsessed about her until he finally had the chance to send her into a scenario where he could possess her. But who were these mysterious backers, the ones who could tell global giants what to do and leave them unable to even question their will?

			One hand continuing to work her breasts, Jupiter started running his tongue lower, licking in long lines across the smooth plains of her stomach. Tasting her skin, mulling over the flavour of the female he so adored and revered, he began to work his way lower. For a while he shifted his head between her widely parted legs, lapping at her thighs, kissing them, stroking and fondling as her excitement grew more and more heated, her sex tingling with need. She wanted to petition him to hurrying up and enter her, but she held her tongue knowing it was just a matter of time before he could wait no longer and possessed her. His adoring lips moved up her inner thighs, ricocheting from side to side before taking a taste of her labia with a single, long lick. Kneading the taut muscles of her forcibly spread legs, he sank his face into her vulva, suckling at her lips and clitoris, flitting his tongue across it and then rolling the flat of his tongue against the erect nugget.

			Mina gave a gasp of pleasure as she felt a finger worming up through her buttocks, squirming and slithering into her anus coated in her juices and his saliva. Armed with these ample lubrications the digit attacked her deliberately clenched sphincter, fighting her resistance and gaining entry. Smothering his features in her pussy he rode the finger in her bottom back and forth, wriggling it from side to side to churn her ring in small circles while his eager tongue continued to pleasure and taste her, the cunnilingus making her head swim with waves of bliss. Jerking herself against the chains, the links rattled across the stone as her flesh slapped against it, her body cavorting as he poured towering spires of rhapsody through her. Unleashing cries through the aperture in the gag she quivered joyously, striving against the bonds that pinned her down across the altar.

			The lapping tongue and assailing fingers came away and the man leapt to his feet, slipping off his trousers and underwear. Then he sank to his knees, grabbed his rampant length, and steered himself into her sodden cleft.

			The feel of penetration on top of the recent oral ministrations thrust Mina into a fit of ecstasy, her sensitive sex responding with exquisite joy as he slid deep inside her, filling her, and began a slow dilatory shuffle, relishing every second of his intercourse with her. On occasion, he paused to kiss and suck at her breasts, letting his lust slacken, delaying ejaculation, stretching his pleasure out for as long as he possibly could. Again and again he worked himself up towards climax, and then paused before repeating the cycle, keeping Mina with him, her own withdrawal from orgasm holding them locked together in the heat of passionate lovemaking.

			Finally, however, he could tolerate denial no longer, the frustration overwhelming the bliss of ravishing the object of his obsession. His rhythm began to quicken, his hips clapping against hers as he sank from root to tip, sheathing himself in full, his legs tightly clenched together, his hands rigid with tension as his upper lip snarled back across his teeth. His eyelids were fluttering, trying to stay open so as to observe her, every blink resented because it deprived him of yet another instant of viewing her in reality. Then his back arched with a jolt as he started to spasm wildly, his body quaking as he injected warmth deep into her belly, and the feel of him climaxing inside her dragged Mina in his wake as she came too, crying out through her gag from the searing pleasure.

			Jupiter continued with a few haphazard thrusts, his length slipping back and forth without any force, his strength corrupted by the intensity of his bliss. He sagged slowly against her, remaining inside her, his arms holding her with reverence, his breathing shallow as he recovered.

			Mina twitched beneath him on occasion, her vagina gripping him in fits as she remained restrained, the weight of his body upon her a glorious burden. Then with a choked hiss she acknowledged his flight from her womb, her body straining against the chains as she shook from the sudden flash of new response. Jupiter slid from the slab, kneeling on the floor, where he flipped up the latches of his case and raised the lid.

			‘I’ve wanted to do so many things to you, sweet Mina, to see you here, bound to my will,’ he muttered, and with the rattle of metal he stood up and stepped onto the plinth again. In his hands he carried a chain hoist, the dense metal oval spitting out two lengths of chain, one thick and one much thinner, both culminating in a hook. With a grunt of effort he clipped the hoist to a ring in the ceiling, emphasising its weight through his efforts. Then jumping down he skipped back to the case, from which he removed a long iron spreader bar. The solid strut was as long as the box containing it, and ended with two metal hoops. One of them held a line of chain that rose towards the middle to a ring, the two lines of chain rising from the ends of the bar to connect, allowing for more stable suspension.

			Next he produced a flared set of leather fetters, the interiors padded to ease the effects of being inverted and held aloft. Without removing her ankle bonds he began to buckle the riveted items into place, his fingers shaking with barely suppressed eagerness. He had clearly dreamed of this moment for so long, he could barely contain his enthusiasm now. Once he had applied padlocks to the buckles so Mina had no hope of removing them, he set loose the manacles at her ankles, treating her with caution, as if he was afraid she would lash out and attack him. He knew more than anyone what she had been, but unlike those who had owned her here, he was oblivious to the fact that, in the hands of a dominant, she was docile and subservient. The Charybdis Project had not broken her but rather seduced her, and its methods constituted a far more intense level of indoctrination than any she had ever known.

			Once the cuffs were on her feet, he used heavy clips to connect them to the spare hoops of the spreader bar, leaving her legs spread wide and ready to be drawn up aloft once he started using the hoist. Taking hold of the more slender chain, he began pulling at it with slow, steady drags, rolling it hand over hand, the hoist cranking loudly as its interior cogs whirled and ground against each other. The device was designed to lift immense weight, and so despite the speed of his easy pulls to the hand chain, the lifting chain moved much more slowly. The translation of his hand motions into hoisting strength was easy and languid, and her legs slowly lifted in a gradual ascent, the chain irresistible, the weight of her body as nothing compared to its sheer hauling power. Almost with deliberate sloth, enabling him to savour the sight in all its lurid detail, the spreader chain was lifted by its ring, dragging up the bar and her feet, and carrying her legs slowly into the air. Her bottom shifted against the stone as she was gradually borne upwards, her tendons and muscles stretched and full of sensation as her joints pulsated from the burden of her weight upon them. Her wrists began to throb as the metal cuffs hauled at her arms, stretching her like a hammock of flesh between the spreader bar and the shackles. And the strain continued to increase as the man ever so gradually continued drawing in the slack.

			Mina mewled and whimpered for his benefit, noticing how much he enjoyed hearing her complain. He knew how deadly she was, and it made him feel all the more powerful to have her under his control. He wanted to break her himself. He wanted to have her defeated at his hands and made compliant to his pleasures. Jupiter had no idea this had already been effectively accomplished, and he was not to know. She suppressed a smile as she increased her protests of his treatment, struggling against the bonds and murmuring curses and defiance, adopting a role she intended to play for personal pleasure.

			‘Mewl all you want, my love, but you can’t resist me,’ he said in a purring voice, ceasing his pull of the chain and wandering back to his case. Mina was left at an ascending angle, her wrists pulling futilely at the straps, her toes wiggling in the air as the pressure of blood running to her head made her swim within a sense of dark relish.

			Ferreting in the depths of his case, he produced a set of steel shackles. They were linked together by a short chain, the interiors soft with padded leather, the hinges spreading to reveal the locking teeth of the engineered restraints. Dropping them on the slab, he approached the manacles at her hands and opened them, jumping back as she suddenly clawed at him, pretending to be incensed and hateful of this treatment.

			‘Bad girl,’ he said, his eyes lighting up at the sight of her resistance. ‘Now you put those cuffs on behind your back,’ he ordered, backing up to ensure he was well out of her reach, and moved over to his case again.

			‘No!’ she gurgled, sneering at him as she chewed on the ring gag. With a sweep of her arm she swatted the cuffs away, sending them bouncing onto the cavernous floor with a clattering rattle.

			‘Dear me, I can see I will have to show you the folly of resisting me, Mina. I own you. You are my slave and my employee. I will not tolerate disobedience.’ He rose with a cane in his hands.

			Mina faked a squall of fear at sight of the lithe bamboo sceptre. Flinging herself wildly upon the slab she grabbed the ring gag, breaking the buckles and spitting it out. ‘Help me! For God’s sake, someone help me!’ she wailed at the top of her lungs, using her powerful abdominal muscles to lift herself up and grab at the fetters splaying her legs open. Her body swung like a pendulum as she raised herself off the stone and hung in the air, her fingers clawing uselessly against the defiant leather and the dense padlocks. She knew it was futile, but it felt wonderful pretending to fear him, to be panicked and resistant, a hostage and a victim.

			‘Escape is impossible, Mina; now do as I say and put the cuffs on,’ he commanded, moving a little closer to her while swinging the weapon, making the strut shimmy and shake and hum softly with threatening tones.

			‘No!’ she cried. ‘Let me go! You can’t do this!’ She continued her fight, her stomach aching from the demands of the position. Slowly she let herself sink back down until she was draped across the slab once more, the back of her head lolling against it. ‘This isn’t happening,’ she whimpered, closing her eyes and mulling over the sweet pleasure of feigning emotions as she played the role she knew would titillate her former employer.

			‘I can assure you it is, Mina; I mean, does this feel fake to you?’ he asked, and swung the cane so the thin weapon caught her buttock, making her flesh shiver and causing her to yell out in genuine distress.

			Clapping a hand to her hot cheek, she comforted her skin and whimpered softly. ‘You bastard!’ she cried, and then the word turned into another howl as he struck her again. Jupiter began a relentless assault, applying the implement with a steady rhythm, corrupting her ability to form words. Her hands flashed around her cavorting body as she tried to protect herself, making his task harder, forcing him to target random regions, exploiting the wide chinks in her defences as she fought to deny him access to her flesh. Again and again he struck, the burning stripes he applied making Mina howl and struggle all the harder as she tried to shield her most tender regions from his assault. But it simply was not possible; her hands could not hope to cover her breasts, her sex, her thighs and her buttocks all at once. She did not have enough hands for such total defence.

			Jupiter’s eyes sparkled with the light as he worked. Dressed only in his suit trousers, his eager arm thrashed out again and again. He was completely hypnotised by the sight of Mina inverted and stretched before him, her pale body glistening with perspiration shimmering in the warm orange glow of the fiery lamps, her athletic form bucking and writhing. Each cry and wail seemed to arouse him further, her song of travail resonating through the chamber and echoing against the stone walls as she became a maenad of response to the freely applied cane.

			A vicious swipe caught her inner thigh, filling the long bound limb with intense strain, and her fictitious rebellion was finally broken. ‘Stop!’ she screamed. ‘Stop! I’ll do it!’ She held her hands out to him in supplication.

			‘Ensure you do.’ Tossing the cuffs back onto the slab, he swatted her open palm. The flesh burned with the arbitrary impact, and with a yelp she cradled it to herself, rubbing the extremity and whimpering pitifully. ‘Well, come on then,’ he advised sternly, throwing his arm back and readying another swipe for delivery.

			‘Okay, okay, no, I’ll do it, just stop!’ she begged, her fingers clawing at the stone, swinging around to locate the cuffs. As she gained them she traced their contours, apprising herself blindly of their structure before sliding her wrists into them and closing the perfectly created devices. They locked with a damning click, leaving her hands trapped behind her separated by a slim chain. The loss of even more ability to deny him felt wonderful, increasing her dedication to her helpless role. ‘Are you happy now?’ she hissed, pulling at the bonds, fighting what she herself had just applied.

			‘Not yet, sweet Mina, not yet.’ He smiled and began to attack her again with the cane.

			‘Ah! Oh! Stop! I did what you asked!’ She jolted beneath each impact even as she admired him for his cruelty. She respected him for beating her into doing something to end the attack, and then beating her again anyway. Writhing and rolling against the stone, her hands unable to reach around and shield her targeted front, she was given half a dozen searing kisses of the weapon before he stopped again, and moved back to the case.

			‘Attach this to the chain,’ he ordered, tossing a snap-fastening hook to her, the implement held atop a long line of thick rope.

			Mina picked it up and fingered it with feigned indecision. Refusing to acquiesce, she expected more of the cane before she would do as she was told, offering defiance in response to every request he made of her. If she were truly still resentful of her slavery, she would definitely not give in so easily.

			‘I told you to do something, slave, and you know the consequences of refusal,’ he threatened, and launched the cane around, catching the back of her thigh.

			Mina’s jaw flew open and she gasped and croaked as her fingers quickly snapped the hoop to the chain responsible for connecting her wrists.

			‘Good girl.’ He smiled as she sobbed with bogus resentment. Taking the end of the rope, he threaded it through another ring high on the wall and started drawing in the slack, his head turning while he worked so he could study the salacious form he was contorting.

			‘No, please, not this!’ she cried as her body was drawn back along the slab, her arms hauled away and bending her around until they were being carried towards the wall. Hanging inverted, the drag that drew her backwards lifted her front off the slab, leaving her fully suspended, her arms resonating with strain as they were used to keep her in an arched position, her legs splayed wide. Her fingers clawed for the snap fastening, and found that the chain connecting her cuffs was now stretched taut, leaving the anchor well beyond her reach. Her nails skidded over and scratched at the cool metal, unable to affect it, dooming her to the suspension. ‘Oh, God it hurts. Please let me down. I’ll do whatever you say,’ she promised, struggling against the trammels for his licentious appetite.

			‘I doubt that very much, Mina.’ He smiled with satisfaction.

			‘Bastard, let me go!’ she yelled.

			‘Such a mouth on you, I think you need the gag again.’ He picked up the forsaken leather ring.

			‘No, okay, I’ll be quiet, I promise, just don’t put that thing back in me,’ she whimpered, going slack against her confines.

			‘You’re positive? If you’ve lied to me I’ll make sure I use a far sterner gag than this, and deprive you of speech for the rest of this session,’ he warned gravely.

			‘I promise,’ she muttered dejectedly, and her hanging head spun to one side as heat filled her cheek. No sooner had his backhand slap struck her than he ducked in and sank his fingers in her hair, pulling her head back and lifting her face up to his.

			Her heart melted with desire at his rough and casual treatment, and hiding her reaction as best she could, she scowled as she listened to his stern words.

			‘If I’m going to grant you speech, you will call me sir,’ he informed her. ‘Is that understood, slave?’

			‘Yes... sir,’ she whispered.

			‘That’s better.’ He released her head with a disdainful push, his role as tyrant erasing his former fondness and obsession. His relief at finally using her body had eased his lust, and now both of them were delving deep into their roles, relishing the experience, using each other for psychological thrills of the darkest kind. ‘Now, I want you to solemnly swear to something, and then I want you to sign a document that will essentially give you to me. You see, I’m not content to have you just for this one meagre session. I want you as my personal slave forever. I’ll take you from here to my home, and torture and use you for the rest of our lives, and you’ll go willingly. Won’t you, slave?’

			‘The hell I will!’ Mina yelled. ‘This is bullshit! You’re not allowed to take me!’ She could see in his expression that he was lying. He wanted to break her, to make her admit she wanted to be his. With this grand quest laid down he wanted her to sign the confession and certify his skill. But he was not actually allowed to take her; it was only a lie he was using to terrify her. She would play along with him and fight him all the way, but she was still going to be imprisoned by Hephaestus, this was a certainty, and whatever occurred here would make no difference.

			‘On the contrary, my little Mina, I have the document right here. Once you have signed it you are mine.’ He removed a rolled piece of paper from the case and smoothed it open, showing her lines of text and a dotted line where she was to place her signature.

			Mina glanced at the paper, and then spit on it gleefully. ‘Fuck you, sir.’

			Jupiter sighed, but his eyes glinted with gladness that she was going to fight him all the way. Setting the paper aside he danced a slap across her cheek again, and then trekked back to the case from where all her woes had sprung and would continue to spring. ‘Really, slave, you should know better. Such futile acts will not help you. You will be broken to my will. You will sign the document, either now or later. If you comply now, you will save yourself an awful lot of needless pain,’ he offered soothingly, as though he cared.

			‘You’ll never get me to sign, and then soon I’ll be taken away and you’ll never have me!’ she exclaimed.

			‘The allotted duration of our time in here is more than adequate, slave, and you’ll find that out soon enough, I promise you.’ Leaning down, he reached into his case and produced a black plastic device. The tubular mechanism trailed an insulated cable from its base, where a small dial resided. The middle of the implement had a small button set in it, and curved in at the end, where a round aperture let a glass tube emerge. Filaments within the test tube-shaped bulb suggested it was possibly a device for conducting current. He brought the contraption towards Mina’s splayed buttocks.

			‘W-what the hell is that thing?’ she whispered, trying to pull away from it.

			‘It’s called a violet wand, slave, and this is why.’ He thumbed the button. Instantly the device began to churn with crackling noise, the bulb filling with a purple hue that shimmered and fluctuated within the glass, and cast an insipid glow across the malevolent smile of the wielder. ‘It’s currently on one of the lowest settings, but unless you confess it’ll not stay there for long, I can assure you of that.’ He brought the glowing violet tip towards her inner thighs, painting a soft mauve colour upon her exposed skin. As it drew close, coming within half-an-inch of her, a spark of cyan lightning leapt from the glass rod and kissed her flesh, making her jerk in surprise. Jagged forks of electrical impulse flung themselves against her skin as the bulb remained in proximity to her thigh, and the energy spikes penetrating her nerve-endings made her quiver and groan. When he held it still, the steady serpentine spit of power onto one spot quickly started to heat that region of her body, the crackling fangs imparting a swelling distress that made her mewl softly. But these periods were rare, for he drifted it around, testing her reactions, treating every part of her thighs to the lapping blue tongues of energy before moving them towards more sensitive regions. The spikes of power leapt out and lapped at her sex, where the effects escalated to less comfortable levels.

			Mina soothed herself with her masochism, feeling even more controlled and helpless. The addition of electrical torment in the midst of erotic power play emphasising the interrogation scenario helped her lose herself in absolute submission, enabling her to fully surrender to her role. She imagined herself as a prisoner, as a trapped soul demanding release and fighting for her freedom, struggling to hold out just long enough to defeat her tormentor. Setting loose moans of distress, she made as if she was trying to protect the regions he was attacking, but suspended and confined she could do nothing as he continued brushing the stem through the valley of her vulva, the wand pumping crackling arcs of energy inside her, making her tremble and whimper. The scent of ozone was powerful, descending to clog her nostrils like a heady perfume. ‘Please, stop,’ she wailed. ‘Stop!’

			‘Will you sign?’ he asked, taking the wand away for a moment while awaiting her answer.

			‘I - I can’t,’ she sobbed, listening to the grinding tune of the generators within the implement as they continued to fill the glass bulb with transient power.

			‘Okay,’ he said almost merrily, and turned the dial at the base of the wand. The machine increased the angry growl of its power output, the empurpling glow staining her thighs deepening slightly as it swooped back in.

			‘No, please don’t!’ she begged, and turned her words into breathless gasps as she felt the more significant kiss of the wand’s higher setting. The bizarre sensation was a wonderful blend of pleasure and pain, a treat she loved even while pretending to revile it.

			‘Why do you resist, slave? You know you’re going to sign eventually. Just give up and surrender now,’ he urged, continuing to hold the bulb to her, the small tendrils of lightning reaching out to pound against her pussy.

			Mina did not answer, merely clung to her feeble dignity as she twitched and writhed and accepted the instrument’s gnawing attention.

			‘Okay, have it your way, slave, I’ve got all night, and I’m in no hurry,’ he assured her, pressing the cut-off button. The device fell silent and the incandescent force within it vanished. Setting it on the slab in readiness for later use, he then produced a ‘magic wand’ and flicked on the thrumming tool as he returned to his spot beside her. ‘Perhaps another brand of influence might prove more effective on you,’ he said, and pushed the oscillating head between the lips of her sex and up into her cleft.

			She gasped and pretended to struggle against the sheer bliss of the wonderful toy thrusting its delights into her belly, filling her with relish and making her ache to be taken all the way on the back of the exceptionally stimulating toy. ‘Oh... oh my! What’s... what’s that?’ she panted, feigning ignorance of the toy she so loved to feel teasing her.

			‘It’s good, isn’t it, slave?’ he asked, moving it in small circles, escalating the feeling of joy being poured into her pelvis. ‘You like it?’

			‘Oh yes... oh, sir!’ she gasped, her legs tensing as she was goaded towards a swift climax.

			‘Well, enough of that,’ he stated, turning it off and setting it aside, depriving her of its delightful vibrating caresses and leaving her twitching with frustration. Taking up the cane, he held it by either end and flexed the bamboo between his fists, warming it up for its imminent work.

			‘Oh please, sir, no,’ she implored. ‘No more caning.’

			‘Will you sign?’ he asked insipidly, and was answered only with silence and a scowling grimace of refusal. ‘As you wish, Mina.’ He flung the cane around and against her already well-punished thighs, working with slow diligence, enjoying his attack on her nubile suspended form.

			Without reservation she tensed and moaned, whimpering in pitiful squeaks as he continued to abuse her, the implement dropping onto her buttocks and the backs of her thighs, her bound hands unable to shield her.

			After another dose of the cane he paused and set it beside the gathering arsenal already on display.

			She squinted her eyes, recovering from the lambasting, her bottom throbbing terribly, each welt vivid to her scattered senses, her breaths rapid, her heart racing, a fevered perspiration forming an appetising sheen across her suspended figure.

			Moving back to her head after another brief visit to his case, Jupiter crouched down before her, looking into her face as she scowled trying to find a more comfortable position in her bonds, her limbs aching, her skin pulsating from the plexus of welts he had set down. ‘I wonder how these will respond to treatment?’ he pondered, brushing the back of a hand against her nipples where they hung before him.

			Mina flashed him a look of dismay, shaking her head from side to side, filling her voice with impassioned pleading. ‘Please sir, don’t, please!’

			He smiled broadly and taking the wand up again he removed the glass tube, revealing the copper base that allowed the power to pour into it. He slotted in a new version, an attachment shaped like a small glass tube that curled around and bore a mushroom-shaped head. Again he pressed the button, bringing the device alive with fulgent power. The head glowed with a violet effluence, the light staining them both as they stared at one another, infinitely separated as owner and slave, fictitious victim and torturer.

			Mina tried to shy away as he lifted the device, attempting to pull her breasts back, but her hanging flesh could do nothing to evade the wand’s ascending head. Tensing in readiness she let out a squawk of ecstatic suffering as the tendrils of energy leapt from the flat surface of the glass bulb and the round head threw a concentrated lightning into her nipple, assailing it from numerous directions. Whimpering and cavorting against her bonds, she continued to vent her false woe, holding on to the powerful seed of delight blooming inside her as he tormented her with the devilish device.

			Jupiter used it several times on each of her nipples, plaguing her flesh, leaving her teats hard and erect in its wake. He turned up the power again, and the smell of ozone continued to gather in intensity as he hounded her breasts with the baleful effects of the insidious instrument, the little flashes of discharge resembling a tiny strobe light pulsing frenziedly. ‘Why are you resisting me, Mina? You know you cannot win. Already you are near to breaking. Imagine hours more of this, and it will only get worse, I promise you. Give in now, and it will all end.’ He moved the glowing glass bulb around in the air just above each aureole, harrying the delicate skin with stabs of intense sensation.

			‘No!’ she yelled. ‘I won’t do it!’

			The wand went silent, and was set back down again. ‘As you wish, slave,’ he replied lightly, straightening up and strolling casually back to his case to fetch more devices with which to try and break her spirit. ‘You’ve never really had time for relationships, have you, Mina? All that time alone, with no human contact.’ He returned to her side holding a large blue jelly dildo in one hand, and the cane in the other. The translucent phallus gleamed in the light, drooping slightly as he crouched before her once more. ‘I doubt you’ve ever had a big dick thrust down that succulent throat of yours, have you, Mina?’ He smiled at her expression. ‘I’ll take that as a no. Well, no sense delaying it, you had best get used to it, as its going to be a large part of your future.’ He pushed the rounded head to her lips.

			She kept them tightly closed, clenching her jaw and trying to turn her head from side to side to escape him.

			Again he grabbed her by the hair, using it as a means to hold her head steady and serve her jaw up to the device. ‘Swallow it,’ he snapped, tightening his grip and making her roots growl with pain.

			Wallowing in her submission, Mina let her jaw open reluctantly, the feeling of defeat causing her to become light-headed with pleasure. The dildo slithered in, roughly coaxing her into spreading her jaws even wider, the corners of her mouth aching as she tried to accommodate it. Jupiter rocked it back and forth, pushing deep until she gagged and gurgled with shock as it neared the back of her throat.

			‘Come on, suck on it like a good girl,’ he ordered.

			Closing her eyes against the sight, she locked lips to the shaft, her pussy growing moist with the desire to feel it thrust inside her. But she had a part to play and could not cave in just yet, not until she had really been tested.

			‘No teeth,’ he snapped. ‘That’s bad, very bad. You have to learn to suck properly, Mina.’

			Opening her mouth even wider, she strained to keep her teeth off the dildo, the intruder far bigger than any human length. Images of her oral training under Atlas washed back through her mind’s eye, the suspension that had been part of both these events increasing the similarities.

			‘I guess that will do,’ he commented after a while, removing the instrument and setting it aside beneath her hovering form, the jelly glistening in the light with her saliva.

			Releasing her hair, he treated her to a few more strokes of the cane, which made her writhe and wail, before he once more delved into his bag. Stepping up onto the plinth behind her he ran a finger through her sex, capturing a coating of the ample moisture there. ‘Such a lust-filled little slut you are. Look at this. You cry and moan, and yet when I shove a nice big penis down your throat you’re all hot for more,’ he accused her approvingly. ‘Well, we’ll get to that soon enough,’ he promised, and stepped before her face holding a set of clover clamps. Presenting them in each hand, he lifted them towards her engorged teats.

			‘Oh no, not there, not on my breasts, please!’ she begged with false despair, trying to wiggle her way out of range of the clamps as they closed in on her, and then snapped on to each of her nipples. ‘Ah!’ she shrieked. ‘No! Get them off me, please!’ The silver chains linking the clamps jingled and sung as she writhed in torment, much to Jupiter’s delight.

			‘Will you sign yourself over to me now?’ he asked patiently, standing back and folding his arms across his bare chest while awaiting her response.

			‘Please, I can’t do that, I just can’t!’ she sobbed.

			‘Then you’d best get used to those little contrivances, as they aren’t coming off any time soon, slave.’ He knelt back down and picked up the violet wand. Switching it on, he waved the crackling tip under her gaze.

			Mina watched the mesmerising glass disc with wide eyes, wondering what the results would be when the mushroom tip applied its force to her compressed teats.

			‘Last chance,’ he offered, and when she refused to react or respond, he assailed her crushed nipples with the crackling device.

			The pressure of the clamps escalated the effects of the energy blasts and made her sob and quake wildly against her bonds. ‘Oh God, stop... stop, please sir, stop!’ she begged as he continued subjecting her to the forking energy without mercy, turning up the setting as the numbness being imparted into her sensitive tissues by the clamps began to work contrary to the wand’s influence. He continued torturing her like this for a while, using the device until the clamps made it too difficult to afflict her. He then set it aside again and flicked at the silver implements biting her teats, making her reply with jerks of her whole body as the inflammation of distress in her mammary glands rose unbearably.

			‘I think we’ll leave these on for a while,’ he said, lazily admiring the shiny weave of steel hanging between her breasts, the chain slung between them swaying slightly with her gasps. Then his idle study of the devices afflicting her with suffering ended as he reunited the cane with her flesh, his hand applying a handful of strokes across her form as she cried out and begged him to stop. He seemed to use the cane between events as a sort of chapter break, a moment to pause and savour the memory of his last punishment before proceeding with the next one. Her skin, already well versed in the lessons of the cane, was now pulsating with contused intensity, her flesh zebra-striped with lurid welts.

			Hanging in a daze of dissolute excess, Mina mulled over her predicament. She was tempted to let herself be broken soon, to surrender herself to his will, but for now she wanted more, she wanted to feel the abuse she so passionately craved, to dwell in the shadow of another’s dominance. He had her bound and helpless before him, and as she falsely strove against his will she yearned to give in, but the longer she held out the more rewarding her final defeat would be.

			Taking up the dildo and producing a second identical one, he climbed onto the stone altar with her again and stood before her stretched legs, marvelling at the sight of her spread-eagled before him, her pussy and bottom an open, prurient book to his gaze. He ran a finger down her thigh, no longer able to resist a quick tactile indulgence, and she heard him purr softly with lust as his digit traced her welts, the raised and flushed imprint of the cane attracting his full interest for a few moments. Unable to deny himself the thrill of seeing her penetrated, he rested one of the toys against her sodden pudenda. He started to rock each back and forth in turn, rotating them, gathering a full coating of her natural juices to lubricate the devices. Mina shook with rapture as she felt each example roll against her, teasing her while she clenched her hands into fists, her mouth gaping open.

			‘I wonder if this hole is as virginal as the rest of you, my sweet former puppet.’ He aimed the toy between her bottom cheeks.

			‘No, sir, please don’t do this to me,’ she wailed, offering him the possibility he was correct.

			‘Will you sign?’ he asked, and met silence once more as she shivered and fought against her bonds, trying to get free by way of an answer. Her every limb strained against her splayed suspension as the dildo was pushed into her, and she acknowledged the acute pleasure of the penetration with her moans as he slowly fed the massive interloper into her bottom. The exquisite sensation of its massive trespass was easily mistakable for pain, how much she enjoyed feeling the titanic shaft drilling deep into her causing breathless screams to issue from her throat as it slid all the way inside her.

			‘There, that’s a good girl, I knew you’d like it.’ His voice shook with excitement as he watched the blue translucent shaft vanishing into her buttocks right before his eyes. ‘But let’s see the full range we can explore here,’ he muttered, ravenous to see a dual intrusion. He began adding the other length to her moist sex, forcing it in and rocking the dildos back and forth leisurely.

			Mina broke into paroxysms of response, her body played like an instrument by the sheer bliss being pumped through her nervous system by the linked dildos. The torture and subjugation had aroused her more than she realised, and now with penetration added to the strain of suspension and clamps, she was barely able to keep track of her sanity. Howling into the air as she was sodomised and ravished, she begged and pleaded for him to stop, and her words sounded truly desperate because the joy of it was almost too much to withstand. The two pliant levers were rolled and steered and dragged from side to side as he continued to thrust them in and out of her orifices, and crying out in utter rhapsody, Mina danced and bounced in her restraints, the feel of the clamps lost, the heinous applied pressure on her nipples unable to compete with such heady bliss.

			Then a twisting yank extracted the two lengths with a popping sound, and trickles of moisture ran down her belly, the stimulus having flooded her pussy with lubricating juices.

			Stepping off the plinth he set the toys aside, leaving her wheezing in a dazed stupor, her eyes fluttering closed, her mouth hanging open. Then she felt his hands brush her breasts, his fingers tracing meandering paths around the hanging flesh before closing in on her nipples.

			‘Oh God,’ she whined as he gathered up the clamps, and then she moaned in rapturous agony as he started to pull and twist them, manoeuvring the entrapped and afflicted nuggets of sensitive tissue in their metal jaws. Then suddenly he opened them, and her droning mewl became a shriek and she thrashed madly as the tips of her breasts erupted with sensation, burning spikes of woe that shot through her whole body. Finally the level of havoc began dwindling, merging with the excruciating background pain she was constantly in, a steady and regular level of distress wrought by the suspension and her cumulative horde of angry welts. Hanging in an apathetic daze, Mina heard Jupiter changing implements yet again, arming himself with a new means to try and vanquish his most deadly and accomplished employee. The crackling grind of the violet wand reached her ears, and she turned her hanging head to see his hands strangely empty. Frowning in confusion, she then saw that a small silver pad lay tucked into his waistband, pressing it to his skin. The panel spilled an insulated cable to the head of the wand where it lay deserted on the floor, grumbling with power all to itself.

			Reaching out, his finger spat a tentacle of cyan force onto her flank, his whole body transformed into a bulb by the conductor attachment he was wearing. She gurgled and shook as he reached around her, his fingers letting energy spill from his skin. It was bizarre to see that as the jolt of electrical force left his skin it remained benign to him, whereas when it jumped between them it suddenly became afflictive to her. She shuddered while the crackling blue sparks were drawn across her by his wandering hands hovering just above her flesh, letting strobe pulses flash over her. Then, striding back up onto the plinth, he stood above her loins like some tyrannical sorcerer ready to use his magic against her. Waving his hands he let his digits swoop across her most intimate regions, his palms and fingertips hurling angry lightning flashes of sensation into her, causing her to gasp and wail. It was an amazing experience to watch the man dominating her transform himself into the instrument of punishment, to have his body sending charged bolts of sensation into his targeted submissive. She was giddy with elation at the feeling of being tormented in this way, Jupiter seeming almost more than human now as the very fibres of his being unleashed influences on her, as if his very will could be manifested and used to harass her.

			‘Ready to sign yet, slave?’ he asked, letting his little finger run above the entrance to her pussy, his skin spilling copious arcs of energy against her labia and making her legs quiver, the muscles flashing with tension.

			‘No, I won’t,’ she gasped, her words shaking with indecision in order to try and goad him on, to offer him the possibility that he was almost there, almost successful in his eventual and complete triumph over her.

			Kneeling on the slab, he leaned down and grabbed a pinwheel from his case, and Mina watched as he positioned himself behind her and readied the instrument. She wondered what he intended, for she had succumbed to such a trinket before and the neuro wheel had been a pleasing tease to her skin. But when he rolled it down her inner thigh, it was a far less charming companion this time. The electrical force so readily dissipated upon the bulbs and upon his body was concentrated down the pinned head of the wheel, condensing the flow to a tiny point that made every touch feel like a piercing stab. She tensed to attention and howled as he trailed it gently and lazily over her skin, the tiny spires feeling as though they were lacerating her, so intense was their discharge into her hapless nerves.

			The enhanced pinpricks rode all over her legs and then down her back and chest, working their way towards her breasts and making her sob and quiver. Jupiter teased her with the affliction, circling her hanging mounds like a bird of prey, laying down distressing whirls of sensation around them before finally crossing onto the soft inverted tissue. She squawked and battled against her restraints as the pinwheel laid its agonising tracks upon her assets, the absolute worst moments coming when his wandering hand crossed her nipples, casting scorching, stabbing waves into her teats.

			‘Ready to confess now, Mina? Ready to sign yourself over to me? If you are, this all ends right now,’ he offered, leaving her shaking her head violently from side to side as she wept with dismay at how savage the wheel had become. ‘As you wish,’ he stated equably, and started to trail the wheel back up her body.

			‘Oh no! No sir, please! I’m begging you, show mercy,’ she whimpered as she guessed where he was taking it. She had almost given in when he was attending her assets, the influence of the wheel almost eclipsing her masochistic hunger. But before she gave in she wanted to know what it felt like on her sex, to taste fully of what horrors it could commit. If they were too much, as she guessed they would be, she would give in instantly. Admitting to his ownership was a safe word she could use if his play became too much for her to take, and while it was there, she could allow herself to endure and enjoy all the atrocities he had to offer her ravenous physique.

			‘Then sign!’ he commanded, the wheel crossing her flexing belly, her muscles jerking as the warped medical tool continued its prickly voyage up towards her pussy.

			‘I can’t! I won’t! But please, not this, I can’t take any more! I can’t take the pain!’ She wailed, telling him she was close to her limits, that he was almost there and this deed could well be the one to finally vanquish her.

			‘Then taste these little electric teeth on your pussy, slave.’ He dragged the small wheel between her thighs, letting the metal fangs bite her vulva.

			‘Ah! Stop! Stop!’ she screamed, her every muscle straining and alive with duress as she fought her containment.

			‘Sign!’ he commanded again, tracing the wheel dangerously close to her roused clit.

			‘Nooooo!’ she howled, denying his rule as well as the imminent attack she was yearning to experience. The wheel crossed her tender bud, its spires throwing unbelievable travail into her nerve-endings, making her pelvis and buttocks explode with pain. ‘I’ll sign! I’ll sign, sir! Stop! I’ll do it! I’ll do anything!’

			The wheel came away and she felt him pat her sodden pudenda before jumping down off the platform. ‘Good girl, I knew you’d come around in the end.’

			Mina hung limp from her bonds, shuddering, her nerves frayed, her system in shock from having experienced so many terrible sensations. But even now the torment was metamorphosing in her mind, wreathing itself in heady bliss and becoming a sweet torture. She was enamoured with the memory of her cries, of her willingness to do, and say, anything to end the affliction, as she was broken to the demands of another’s desires. The cosy warmth spreading through her psyche helped soothe her discomfort as she hung before Jupiter, awaiting the final act in their contracted session.

			‘But before I give you the paper,’ he said abruptly, ‘I want you to prove that you’re telling the truth, slave.’ He stepped before her once more, and the wand continuing to crackle in the background told her his anatomy was still charged with the power to torment her.

			‘Anything, sir, just please don’t use the wheel on me again.’

			‘Then you will service me,’ he stated.

			Mina hesitated for a moment to pretend she was considering his offer, delaying her response until he was forced to prompt her.

			‘Okay, back to the wheel we go,’ he said enthusiastically, turning and heading back towards his case.

			‘No sir, please, I’ll do it... I’ll do it.’

			Acting with celerity, spurned by his elation, Jupiter lowered her back to the stone surface, paying out the hoist as quickly as the dense mechanism would permit. Once she was down he exploited her level of enervation to reconfigure her restraints. Mina could move a little, but she continued to feign total apathy, offering a few weak struggles to his will as he worked, eager to sate her own thirst to service him.

			A padlock was used to connect her wrist cuffs, sealing them directly together and leaving the chain hanging in a loose loop from the steel bands. The fetters that were still anchored to the stone were used to capture her ankles once more, leaving her able to sink back onto her knees while still tying her to the small granite stage. Secured before him, she watched as he stepped back up onto the plinth. Lowering his zipper, he left the body conductor attachment firmly in place, promising her a variant on her normal task of fellatio.

			Mina rose up onto her knees, her bonds keeping her legs apart and in a semi-squat. With timid motions she reached in and drew his rapidly swelling length free, her fingers sustaining nips of shock as she came into contact with his flesh. Jupiter grinned as she moaned and worked, her hands sustaining constant crackling kisses while she drifted a fist back and forth, conjuring more rigidity, making him swell in her hand.

			‘Enough of that, get to it, slave.’

			Opening her mouth and closing her eyes, she drifted forward, her hands to the stone. She recoiled suddenly with a squeak and nursed her lips, several arcs of cyan force having jumped free as she drew close to him, biting her before she even came into contact with his mordant anatomy.

			‘Unless you want to feel that sensation on your clit, you’d best do as I say, slave,’ he threatened.

			Trying again, Mina closed in quicker this time, gobbling up his shaft so she spread more of her skin onto his, narrowing the concentration of force. Her tongue still suffered the odd nip, and her lips were tingling from the charge being slipped between them, but it was easier to perform this way. Rocking her head in a piston-like motion she emitted soft moans of dismay as she worked, exciting him all the more, making him grow rigid against her palate as she serviced his lust. Occasionally she removed her mouth from him altogether and let the tip of her tongue flit against the head of his length, enduring the far more concentrated regime of single weaving bolts. It was an entrancing sensation, one that had her teasing his head again and again so she could taste the charge with the tip of her tongue. She let her lips drift back over him, sustaining a variety of pulses through her soft orifice as she continued to work him towards orgasm, punished by his body while she toiled for his pleasure. Finally, she felt his shaft pulsing in her mouth, and a small precursor taste of his seed trickling down her throat.

			‘That’s enough,’ he growled, dragging himself from the spell she was weaving, pushing her back and stepping away. Grabbing her shoulders, he shoved her facedown against the plinth, leaving her spread before him, her hands behind her back, her legs parted by their bonds.

			Mina smiled into the stone as she felt him move between her splayed legs and aim himself into her sodden sex. After the prolonged torture she was open and willing to accept him, and he glided into her without effort. His length scorched her with a few shocking bolts as he approached, making her jerk and moan before he was fully within her, spreading a tingling electrical stimulation through her womb. The sensation was unidentifiable and intense, spicing his slow casual thrusts, the penetration infinitely more exciting with this new and bizarre addition to the blissful sensation. Moaning in rapture, she felt him picking up speed, keeping himself propped up with his hands, his legs held back so as to keep as little of himself in contact with her as possible. Then, with a bestial bray, he answered his orgasm, driving into her from root to tip, filling her acutely with each thrust. Mina cried aloud with pleasure, this second act of coitus between them accentuated and magnified by his torment of her flesh and her complete submission to him.

			He slowed and broke into more chaotic motions before he finally stopped moving. Switching off the wand, he removed the conducting pad and left himself lying on top of her, using her body as a bed while he breathed softly and deeply, recovering from the joy of using her as his possession.

			Mina lay dazed against the stone, recovering her senses from the numerous trials of the session, the two of them perspiring and silent as they mulled over the precious memory, reliving their favoured parts.

			With a deep metallic tone the door of the room unlocked and was forced back on its heavy hinges. Two Cyclops women entered, one of them holding a collection of chains and iron manacles. ‘She is to be relocated now, sir,’ one of them stated.

			‘So soon? Ah, but it was well worth the wait,’ crooned Jupiter as he slowly extracted himself from Mina, the feel of his length riding against her tender membranes making the chains jangle once more as she jerked and gasped beneath his exit. ‘Until we can meet again, my sweet predator,’ he said with a laconic air, but his voice was unsteady with feeling. He had spent so long dreaming of her, and now he had at last tasted the fruit he had hungered after for so many years. She wondered what he was thinking now he’d finally taken what he had wanted for so long. She wondered if she was diminished in his eyes. Gathering his shed articles of clothing, he carelessly crushed them into a ball and staggered from the room, his feet dragging, his eyes clouded with the after-effects of actually living what he had spent so long dreaming of.

			The Cyclops women watched him depart and then moved in on Mina, opening her shackles and dragging her up onto her feet. After reinstalling the ring gag, one of the guards stepped before her and laced her arms beneath Mina’s, gripping her around her upper torso and holding her upright. Mina could have attempted to stand, but it felt much more satisfying to simply hang against the stern hold of the woman, her head resting against the firm breasts, her features nuzzled into the soft cleavage. The other guardian then took her limp arms and brought them back to snap thick iron cuffs on her wrists, which were connected by a short chain with a fat ring at the centre, and from there another chain moved up to a dense and heavy collar. The weighty band was set about her throat, the thick locks snapped into place. The ring also dropped two other lines of heavy chain, the strong coils extending to fetters that were clipped to her feet, weighing her down even more with their oppressive and exceedingly stout design. They seemed almost medieval in their appearance, the sort of absurdly weighty bonds modern technology and alloys had made unnecessary. Clearly, Hephaestus was a nostalgic creature, or at least a lover of dark and perilous times.

			Two leashes of thick chain were then snapped to the front of her collar, the ring welded into the iron accepting the leads as the two women stepped forward, holding the reigns in their burly fists. Mina wilted for a moment under the weight that was upon her, because the chains and restraints were far from light. Gathering her strength she straightened up, the cold lines of iron swinging and brushing against her naked form.

			Having seen that she could bear up under her burden, the two women started leading her out, and accompanied by the clattering melody of her chains, Mina was led back up the short steps and out into the corridor towards her fate.

			Jupiter had sent her here, and crafted her downfall for his own designs just to get a few hours with her. Previously she would have been outraged, and sworn to have him bleeding his life out at her feet, but he had unwittingly sentenced her to heaven, and she could not revile him for that, no matter how selfish his motives had been. If she could just get free now, and back to her owners...

			Her last lingering shred of loyalty to the world above had been destroyed. She had nothing to go back to. Her employers were aware of her failure to bring Charybdis down, and well they should be, because they had planned it. Served up to this place before the companies were spliced together as part of some grand scheme concocted by the all-powerful forces behind them, she had no other obligation now than to her own pleasure, and that of those who wished to make use of her.

			Her escorts brought her to a wall where two sets of chain-link curtains blocked the way. Led through the one on the left, she was guided down a flame-lit passage and shown into a small hall. A chain-link veil presented an exit in each wall, and a squat iron brazier in each corner of the roughly cut, square room roared with smokeless fury, filling it with dancing shadows and rippling light. A row of four stone plinths were set down the centre, the slabs roughly equal in size to tables, with dozens of iron eyelets set along their outer edges. To the left of each table, a couple of yards away, a heavy winch with chains hung from the ceiling, while on the other side of each slab sat a heavy metal trunk.

			Marching Mina to the nearest stone slab, the two women grabbed her by the shoulders and feet and hoisted her onto the platform, laying her facedown and then stepping back to wait silently, their faces grim.

			A set of curtains opened and Hephaestus limped in, three more Cyclops women walking behind him, each of them carrying a metal box, which they set on the slab next to Mina. Without any word of explanation the reticent Titan began unfastening her restraints, setting her free as his aids produced moulded forms of rubber from within the trunks, the new uniform shimmering in the light and wafting the scent of latex into the air as it was brought over to her.

			The Titan removed her ring gag and had the women lean over and press her against the rock as another assistant grabbed her jaws and lifted them up, parting them so Hephaestus could gather up the tubing of one of the deep penetrating gags. The stomach tube was passed into her mouth and fed down her throat, her struggles defeated as the ghastly sensation spilled down her oesophagus, opening her to the control of her oppressors. The mouth plate drew nearer as the wriggling passage of the slick hose continued to drill down her gullet, and the large formed mouthpiece was slotted in.

			An inflator bulb was used to expand the already large dimensions of the device still further, stretching Mina’s jaws upon it more acutely and making her fight the women with more conviction. Kept subdued, she could do nothing as the device gave a soft click, its construction such that it actually sealed itself to her, lodging itself behind her teeth so that no matter what she did, she could not expunge the foul thing. Trying to move her latex buried tongue, she sought to test the security of the device, and found it absolute.

			Thin hoses were taken up and carefully threaded into her nostrils, so air could be force-fed to her. A cup gathered the tip of her nose and was clipped into place, locking to the mouthpiece to leave both intrusions immobile.

			A heavy hood was taken up and forced down over her head. A single fitting, like the breathing port of a gasmask, lay about the lower half of her face. The moulded protrusion snapped its internal arms to the waiting sockets of the hoses, leaving two nozzles protruding from the outward facing sides and a refilling valve at the front. The sheath was tightened to her head with several pulls to its straps, and the dense rubber posture collar was fixed into place, the band incorporated into the hood designed to lift her chin and leave her looking straight up, unable to move from this position.

			Staring through a slender silver visor, Mina moaned around her gags as her arms were roughly manoeuvred, the women and the overseeing Titan manipulating her with the indifference shown to any piece of merchandise undergoing processing. There was nothing she could do to hamper them as the two ends of a rubber tube were fed onto her arms, dragging the limbs into its tight folds, locking her hands into tight featureless mittens at the middle, where they could not touch each other. The two ends reached to her biceps and were buckled to her skin before a second strap was lifted up, the suspender-like fitting connecting them to her collar.

			Her distress intensified as the central point, where her hands lay, was taken and pulled up, twisting her arms up her back until they could use another buckle attached to the rear of her hood to clip the two together. With such effective trammels in place, Mina’s arms were left contorted and useless to her.

			A small canister was removed from a box, the flat, form-fitting storage tank being set under her arms, lifting them up slightly as a cross formation of straps was set around her chest to hold the air reservoir in place. She could see now she was destined to return to the oceans, to hide in anonymity amongst the fish, where no one could find her. The prospect of being lost to such a caste was more than she could stand, for it would almost certainly keep her from ever being discovered by her owners, and she started to fight with genuine effort, throwing her muscles against those of the women, writhing furiously, trying to get free, or at least to stop the rest of the applications. But it was far too late; she had no hope of defeating so many enemies.

			A crop sung against the air and applied itself with barbarous force to her bottom as one of the women beat her buttocks to quell her temper. The crop sung dull tunes through the air and met her flesh again and again. She howled against the gag, tears slipping down to collect against the visor as she cavorted against the imprisoning hands and walls of dense rubber. At last she gave up and resigned herself to the inevitable, and the crop ceased its attentions a moment later as her buttocks throbbed terribly from the adornment of at least a dozen more strident welts.

			Whipped into submission, Mina nurtured the hope that she could somehow swim up to Oceanus and Tethys and use body language to betray her true identity. In her aftershock stupor, she felt them drawing a cocoon of rubber up her body, and her legs being fed into the tight sack. The body sheath rolled from her toes to her neck, the garment clipping itself to her collar before they began tightening the various straps of the vestments, making it cling to her more forcefully.

			Her breasts were sealed in cups that streamlined them against her body, and two hoses were fed through a tight-fitting aperture. The black cables snapped to her facemask and to her tank, giving her access to air, the tank filtering in a sweet-scented oxygen supply.

			She bucked as a long plug was pushed up into her sex, the trespasser set fast with the straps as they gripped her legs, a slit leaving her anus accessible by the Titans of the seabed. Dorsal spines ran along the seam of her legs, the long fins of black rubber an alternative to a tail.

			Mina could now see her future lot in life. As a long black serpent she was to serve in the lowest regions of the ocean depths as a human eel, accessing the valves she had seen being installed in the coral when she was swimming with her beloved owners.

			She was left where she was, able only to writhed against the stone. Breathing steadily of her air supply, she watched as one of the Cyclops women placed a fresh canister before her and snapped its hose to the valve before her face. Were the air tanks on her back so meagre that they required filling so quickly? Mina realised they would have to be in order to keep the eel women to the coral, unable to rise above it because they would constantly need to keep filling their small tanks. Against such demands she had little hope of swimming up to meet Oceanus and Tethys should she spot them. It would be the worst of tortures to see them swimming above her, seeking their lost pet, and be unable to reach them.

			Another nymph was brought in and placed on a slab, her body processed by the same relentless rubber bondage that had snared Mina. And after this girl, another nymph was delivered to the chamber, leaving nine of the Cyclops guards either working or idly watching the procedure of entrapment. How many of these gargantuan Amazon warriors did Hephaestus have serving him? How many nymphs did he possess? Was it some sort of punishment for recalcitrant or unruly slaves to be sent down to Hephaestus for a period of tutelage in a bizarre uniform, or as one of his living sculptures?

			Once all three of the nymphs were indistinguishable from each other, a pair of guards took them up by tail and head, holding them like some latex hammock between them and ferrying them through the furthest exit.

			Against a far wall were six hatches of steel set in the stone. The banks of pipes and controls about them indicated they were torpedo tubes redesigned to launch bound female slaves into the sea. Three powerful assistants opened one tube each, and after their spare air supplies were removed, each of the eel women was fed into the smooth polished interior, the steel chute leading into blackness.

			The door clanged shut behind Mina, leaving her in complete oblivion and breathing softly into her tubes wondering what was going to happen to her once she was expelled into the ocean.

			 

			Chapter 13

			 

			 

			With a rushing hiss water began flooding the tube, spilling rapidly around her, churning and full of bubbles that buffeted her form. The flood rose swiftly, riding over her body, rocking her on the severe turbulence. She floated a little upon the waters as the shaft was fully drowned, leaving her studying the empty lightless void. Then upon a pressurised flush of force she was hurled forward, her second skin rippling as the water launched her like a bullet from a rifle. Hurtling with increasing speed she saw a sudden flash of light before her, and she was violently released into the ocean depths. The other two women were on her left and right, wreathed in a column of silver bubbles from their passage. The local fish jerked around and flashed away, the bright tropical breeds and the human variety both startled by the sudden explosive introduction of a new species. The air from their expulsion drifted up towards the surface, and reminded them of their dwindling supply.

			Fighting the impetus of their launch, the three nymph eels used their tails to turn around and thrash from side to side, propelling themselves back towards the ocean floor. The disguised chutes within the coral drifted shut and locked, hiding the port that had given them this second birth into the world of Charybdis. Taking individual paths, they slithered amongst the bright living rock formations searching for a valve as the soft beeps warning them that it was necessary to fill their air tanks began ringing in their ears. Each breath started to grow stagnant as their air supply dwindled rapidly, consumed and expelled as a plume of silver orbs.

			At last Mina spotted one of the silver vents protruding from the sand beneath an overhang of coral. Ducking under this canopy and entering the shade, she locked her face to the metal vent, the three internal holes fixing to her hoses. She felt something shudder down her throat as she was fed a small quantity of nutrient sustenance, and her tank was quickly refuelled, before a puff of excess pressure forced her off of the valve, clearly revealing now the stifling limitations of her new existence.

			What was she to do? She was doomed down here, unable to escape, unable to tell anyone whom she was, unable to reveal her presence and identity herself to those who might be seeking her. She was forced to loiter amongst the valves, her body bound in tight latex, indistinguishable from every other eel. How long would she be kept here? Surely this was not a lifelong sentence? Poseidon, Hephaestus, Atlas, someone had to come for her eventually. But how would they even be able to tell who she was?

			Trying not to panic, Mina frantically pondered what her future held now that she and her fate were for the first time completely anonymous.

			 

		

	


	
		
			Also Available

			 

			Mina’s capture and imprisonment in Charybdis’s underwater dominion of slavery start in the first of the trilogy, Captured by Charybdis, and her amazing liberation and continuing adventures, intrigue and erotic discipline, unfold in book three, Beyond Charybdis, both also published by us at Chimera:

			 

			Captured by Charybdis

			 

			[image: 9781780800103.jpg] 

			  

			‘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.’

			 

			Mina, an agent of industrial espionage, is hired to investigate the secretive hidden project of a powerful industrialist. Following the trail to Project Charybdis, she finds an underwater world where female slaves serve the lusts of others, unable to escape as they are transformed into latex-bound mermaids, pets, and objects of carnal excess. Some are paid to be present, others are captives who have been abducted and forcibly trained to serve.

			Having blundered into the project, Mina joins the rubber-encased ranks of the deep-sea harem. There she finds new pleasure in her strict captivity as she surrenders herself to those she had been sent to expose, and who now subject her to endless and ingenious acts of depravity.

			 

			Beyond Charybdis

			 

			Again the Titan dragged himself free, moving back and flipping her over onto her front. Mina offered some faint struggles of resistance as he took firm hold of wrists once more, and left herself vulnerable to the relish of having him use his strength to defeat the token offering of rebellion. Slamming her hands forward, stretching them high over her head, he placed the wrists over each other and used one hand to press down on both and capture them. The free hand took hold of his penis and guided it back into her, her parted legs shaking as he sheathed himself back into place, riding her, his hips slapping to her pert and welt-marked rear, reviving the bruises in soft murmurs of contused protest.

			 

			Having been condemned to the ocean depths as a rubber cocooned Nymph, Mina is finally rescued from her lot and returned to her owners. Taken to a remote island hideaway, Mina is trained as a pony and becomes part of the decadent pleasures of the tropical island haven.

			Subject to their every whim, her submissive hunger grows ever deeper from her experiences until during a spectacular display at their host’s party she is offered a succulent fate she dare not refuse.

			 

			Authors of Erotica

			 

			And as mentioned in the intro pages of this book, if you’re a published author and have existing work, the eBook rights of which remain with or have reverted to you, we would love to hear from you.

			 

			Or if you would like to write and submit your work to us please check out our Author Guidelines.

			 

			Connect with us online:

			Twitter
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