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1. The Brief

"Come in, Lara."

The detective stepped into the dusty office and closed the door behind her. Swirls of dust were lit up by the shafts of light as they penetrated the battered blinds that did a poor job at blocking out the grim view of the grey city outside.

"Glad you could finally join us," her sergeant bellowed from behind his desk. His rotund belly heaved as he exhaled.

"Drug dealers won't arrest themselves," Lara answered as she pulled up a chair next to her partner, Jim, who was on time as usual. 

"They won't if you always arrive late to a deal," he joked, causing Lara to roll her eyes in exasperation before releasing her long dark hair from its hairband. Throughout her long shift it had become more and more messy as strands escaped the hold of her tight ponytail, so she was glad to get rid of the distraction.

"Enough," the sergeant barked at the two detectives sat across from him. "Petty street dealers are the least of your concern now. I've chosen you two for a new operation, so you'd better not make me regret my decision."

"I'm all ears, sir," Jim said. "My stack of paperwork was looking low anyway."

"What's the op?" Lara asked.

"First of all, our discussion does not leave this room." The sergeant leaned forward, his speckled grey hair and stubble highlighted by the dusty daylight. "Only the three of us and a few higher-ups are to know of it. Can I trust you both to keep your lips sealed?"

"Yes, sir," Lara and Jim said in unison.

"Good, because in a few weeks media-mogul Lorenzo Diamante will be attending a private party in the city, and we have reason to believe there will be a major deal going down. Drugs, money. Heaps of both. Or at least that’s what we hope."

"So you want us to bust in and arrest him and his cronies?" Lara crossed her arms and leaned back, enjoying the thought of putting Diamante in cuffs. For too long his smug face had been plastered on the news and across the internet as he grew his small business into a worldwide conglomerate. But the rumours of drug trafficking related to his faux philanthropy were the most horrific attribute of his. And now there was confirmation that they were true, it was about time that he was brought to justice.

"It won't be as simple as that," the sergeant said. "We'll need to do more than just arrest him. We need evidence of his entire operation, otherwise this'll all be a waste of time. So you'll both have to go undercover. Jim, you'll be a guest at the party."

"Sounds fun," he said, running a hand through his ever-messy hair. "I'll have to get my tux cleaned."

"And what about me?" Lara asked.

The sergeant looked at her. "Have you heard of Club Olympus?"

Lara shook her head but Jim answered, "The titty bar downtown?"

"Of course you'd know that," Lara interjected.

"Hey, I've never been."

"It's more than a strip club," the sergeant said. "They provide other services. High-end, exclusive stuff. Possibly illegal but we've never had enough dirt to bother with them. But from what we've found out, the party will be hosted by Club Olympus. And we need you on the inside." He gave Lara a serious look, and it took a moment for her to realise what he meant.

"Wait, you want me to go undercover as a stripper?"

"More than a stripper, I believe. Erm." He hastily looked down at a document on his desk. "More of a high-end escort. Providing services such as bondage, obedience training, something called CBT? The list is quite extensive."

Jim laughed. "You're going to be a dominatrix!"

"What!" Lara's eyed widened. "How can I be expected to do that? Sir, you can't be serious?"

"Sorry, Lara," the sergeant said. "I very much am."

"But why me?"

"Frankly, there's no one else in the department who has the, let's say, physical qualities that would make them convincing in the role."

"Take it as a compliment, Lara," Jim said. "He's saying you're the hottest one in the office."

"But, I..." Lara tried to protest. "What about Katie? She's hotter than me, and blonde! I know for a fact most of the other detectives would fuck her. I know I would."

The sergeant shook his head, all the while maintaining an unrelentingly straight face. "She's married, and has three kids. It wouldn't be right to ask her to be unfaithful."

"So just because I'm straight it's alright for me to fuck random guys just to maintain a cover?"

"Sounds like you won't just be fucking them," Jim laughed again.

"At the end of the day, it's up to you," the sergeant leaned back and kept his judicial gaze on Lara. "But this may be the only opportunity to catch Diamante. You'll only be undercover for a couple of weeks, a month max. You're a brilliant detective so I know you'll pull off the case. Diamante has gone unchecked for too long. His drug empire has led to the deaths of thousands. He profits off the most vulnerable and needy members of society. We need to put a stop to it."

Lara looked at the floor as she considered the preposition. She could spend the rest of her life catching petty thieves and drug addicts with no control of their lives, and the interminable cycle of depravity in the city would continue. Only through big takedowns of people like Diamante could real change be instigated. And if lives were on the line, there was no real decision. It was what she had her gun and badge for. It was what she had dedicated her entire life to. Saving others.

"Okay," she said, looking at the two men. "I'll do it."


2. Infiltrating Olympus

Two weeks later and Lara was once again sat at a desk, this time across from her hopefully temporary new boss. 

After all of her documents, forged by a specialist in the police department, had been checked and approved by the front office staff in Club Olympus, getting an interview was easy. As it turned out, not many girls sought-out applications for the role of professional dominatrix. While the strip club was well-known in the city, the other services it provided were not. The goings on involving the wealthiest members of society was more of an open secret. There was even a more discrete entrance for those clientele looking to stay away from the prying flashes of paparazzi.

So, when Lara strolled in one quiet morning and asked to apply to be a dominatrix, she was immediately given an application form. It was a plan devised between herself and Jim—be bold and upfront. And it worked. Her fake passport was taken for copying, she filled the form in, then she was invited up to be interviewed.

She was led through the club by one of the bouncers, a man who seemed to be three times wider and at least a foot taller than her. They passed through the main dancefloor where only a few girls twirled around stripper poles or strutted across the stage in what was no more than a skimpy two-piece bikini. A handful of patron watched from the various seats around the room. Lara tried not to stare at the tits of one topless girl who was in the middle of giving a lap dance to a suited man. The entire scene was bathed in a soft golden light. Alabaster pillars supported the surrounded upper balconies with designs like those found in Ancient Greece. Lara realised that it was all part of a single theme, centred around the name of the club. The green palm leaves, recliners, and mosaic flooring were all extra details which contributed to this modern and hyper-sexual recreation of Mount Olympus. And if that was the intention, who were the gods?

Lara's question was answered when she was brought upstairs to a private office and introduced to Madame Hera.

"I run the day to day business around here," she said, beckoning away the bouncer and sitting behind her desk, before gesturing Lara to take a seat. "Most of that comes down to managing the girls. And you want to join us do you?"

"That's right," Lara answered calmly, examining the Madame. 

She seemed almost ageless. Her composure and frame were that of a woman in her forties, perhaps, yet her skin was flawlessly youthful. Her hair, fairer than Lara's, was held up in an impossibly weaving series of plaits, and she wore a flowing deep purple dress that allowed only a modest view of her large breasts. She looked like royalty. And Lara felt increasingly intimidated as she sat across from the Madame. 

The undercover detective had opted to wear a tightly-fitted blouse, sheer only enough to show the outline of her bra, and a short black skirt. The choice had been difficult. She didn't know what strippers or dominatrixes wore to interviews. Her attire was at least professional while still indicating that she wasn't completely naive. It showed off her curves and her long legs which were thankful for the rest after walking up to the office in her heels.

"But I understand that you not here to be a stripper," the Madame said, looking back with shrewd eyes. "May I ask how you came to know about our high-end services."

Lara regurgitated the story she had concocted with Jim: "I've been a professional dominatrix for the last three years. One of my clients mentioned your club, after having visited the city on a business trip. I can't give his name of course. My services are completely confidential. But anyway, I was intrigued. And I recently moved here for personal reasons. As I'm sure you can imagine, I had to sacrifice my client base in the move and it can be hard to build it up again from scratch. So when I remembered what Club Olympus provided, it seemed like a no-brainer." Lara had to hold back a sigh as she finished her rehearsed speech. But despite the relief, she couldn't tell whether the Madame was convinced. Her steely gaze had remained unflinching.

"Confidentiality is only second to pleasing our clients," the Madame said. "So I'm glad you have experience within the industry. Some of our other applicants are loose-lipped hookers or college girls who have only just found out they like handcuffing their boyfriends. I have to say, you may have a position to fill in our little operation. We have an event coming up in a couple of weeks and we're a little short staffed. If you can start right away you'll have some time to get used to how we operate. Does that sound fair?"

"Very."

"And you should understand that downstairs is for the rabbles. The men who walked in for a cheap lap dance or, if they're lucky, a quick blowjob are not the same as the men who experience our services upstairs. In fact, the girls are different too. As a Goddess, you won't be mixing with the strippers. Understand?"

"Of course."

"Good. Back to confidentiality then. I don't know your name. And you will only ever know me as Madame Hera. The office staff have dealt with your records and given you the all clear, so that's all I need from them. From now on, whenever you are at the club or working for the club, you will go by a different name. How about...Goddess Athena? And just so it's clear, while you are a Goddess of this club you are not allowed to practice any other sex work or domination for money. We don't want clients recognising you. So, Goddess Athena, is that all clear?"

"Crystal."

"Good. Before we confirm your role, however, I need to know you're a worthwhile addition to the club and not just wasting my time." The Madame tapped a bell on her desk, one that wouldn't be out of place at a hotel reception. No less than a minute later, a young woman with fiery hair tapped at the door and walked in, wearing nothing but a bathrobe. "Ah, Artemis, this is Goddess Athena. Would you take her to the dressing room and have her ready to join you for your eleven o'clock."

"Of course, Madame." The redhead looked Lara up and down then gave her a half smile. "Am I showing her the ropes?"

"You shouldn't need to." Madame Hera looked at Lara. "She says she's well experienced. Introduce her to how the club works, but let her be the primary for your session. I'll let the client know that he'll be getting two goddesses for no extra cost. Go on then. Unless you're having second doubts, Athena?"

"No, Madame." Lara stood up.

"Good. Then do a good job and don't make a fool of Artemis or the club. I'll speak with you when you're done."


3. Under Covers

"Have you been shown around already?" Artemis asked as she led Lara down a long corridor, the floor and walls a shining red and white granite.

"I got a look of downstairs earlier," the detective said as she noticed the flashes of flesh that indicated that her companion was most likely naked under her robe.

"We don't mingle with the girls downstairs, or the patrons. We have a separate entrance, actually, I'll show you that later."

"Is Artemis your real name?" Lara realised it could just as much be her actual name as her goddess title.

"I'm Goddess Artemis," she said, smirking at Lara. "And you are Goddess Athena. We'll leave it at that. Come on, this is the dressing room."

Artemis a door into a wide open room lined with lockers and benches, almost like one used by a sports team. But along one wall were a series of chairs and vanities at which to apply makeup; one corner seemed to have a large shower area with next to no chance for privacy; and taking up another side of the room were a series of railings from which an assortment of clothes of all sizes, styles, and colours hanged.

"Do you need a shower first?" Artemis asked.

"Oh, um, no."

"Okay, you will after though. And, just to be clear, some clients are quite anal about their demands. In the future you might need to be clean for them. Are you shaved?"

"Yes." Lara had made sure to get herself completely groomed before going undercover. A couple of hours at a beautician’s had left her nails neatly done, her hair fresh and glossy, and her skin completely waxed and smooth, including around her crotch.

"Good. Assume that's the default and keep it that way. We only have one regular who actually asks for bush. Demeter was volunteered to cover that request thank god, I like feeling clean. Anyway, let's get into costume. I'll show you what to choose."

Artemis took Lara over to the racks of clothes and began to search through the myriad options.

"It's important to choose the right outfit to meet the client's desires. The guy we'll be seeing today is a regular. He's an easy one, actually. All he wants is some good old-fashioned bondage, bit of spanking. And, I guess most importantly, he wants to cum at the end. Overall, it's nothing compared to some of the guys we get. Here, take a look. These are the more classical dominatrix outfits. You choose one. I've already got my favourite."

Lara was almost mesmerised by the amount of shining latex on display. There were other colours on display further along, but today she would start off simple. Her fingers ran over the smooth material. She tried to imagine what would look best on her. Only when her fingers rested on the drawstrings of a corset did she feel drawn to a piece. She took it off the rail and placed it against her body, trying to imagine her torso fitting into it.

"Good," Artemis said, seemingly impressed by the choice. "It'll match mine, which isn't a bad thing. I'd say you just need some black underwear and boots and you'll be all set. We'd better get changed though so you need to hurry. Not long till curtain call."

Artemis loosened her robe and let it drop to the floor, amazing Lara by the display of her completely naked body. The dominatrix didn't seem phased about being naked in front of a stranger. Instead she started to dress herself in her chosen outfit. Lara had a hard time tearing her eyes away from her amazing breasts. The detective searched around for the other items that had been suggested to complete her look, then joined Artemis in the dressing area, which was no more than a few stools, coat hangers, and mirrors. 

As Lara stripped, she knew that any display of shyness wouldn't help convince anyone that she was a professional dominatrix. Instead, like Artemis, she had to embrace being naked in front of a stranger. Besides, very shortly she could be fucking a random man. Any inhibitions had to be banished.

"Looking good," Artemis said as she finished pulling up her thigh-high boots. They were red and shiny, just like her panties and corset. The outfit, as she had said, completely matched Lara's apart from the colour. And as Lara struggled to reach round the back of her own black corset, Artemis came to help. "Here, let me do that."

"Thanks. I'm used to slightly easier gear," the detective said, trying to embrace her undercover role.

"What sort of stuff do you usually wear?"

"Oh, um, a catsuit usually. It can be a tight fit, but at least it's only one piece." Lara felt her stomach compress as the corset was drawn tighter. 

"That's fair." Artemis huffed as she pulled again. "Okay, that ought to do it. Have a look in the mirror."

Lara examined herself, in awe at the unfamiliar sight. Her body had never before looked like this. Her breasts almost popped out over the top of the corset. They had never appeared this big. Her exposed thighs looked gorgeous in contrast to the dark boots below and the panties above. She had to admit, she loved the sight.

"Happy?" Artemis asked.

"Very."

"Artemis and Athena," the Madame's voice sounded from a before-unseen intercom. "Sparta room in five minutes."

"Shit," Artemis muttered. "I'm just gonna put some eyeliner on. Usually we'd spend a bit more time applying makeup but we need to hurry. You can do some now if you want, but I'd say you look good. It's better not to be excessive anyway."

She tottered over to a makeup table, leaving Lara to continue examining herself in the mirror as her nerves grew. Up until now, it had felt like a game of dress-up. But, now, that was all going to change. The operation was all down to how well she could perform.

In the preceding two weeks, Lara had tried to cram as much research in as she could. She almost felt like she was in college again, trying to rush the endless amount of revision before a crucial exam. But instead of reading academic books and studying past papers, her time was occupied by an endless stream of porn. And, where she found the audiovisual form limiting, she turned to smut. The abundance of videos and books she could find online was astounding. The range of kinks and fetishes she had never heard of before were bewildering. But, at the heart of it all, the endless portrayals of dominant women were, she thought, amazingly attractive. Whether they were dressed all in latex, wielded a whip like a professional, or held a man by his balls, Lara couldn't help but imagine herself in those positions. And despite technically being on the job as she trawled some of the filthiest parts of the internet, she had brought herself to orgasm more than any other two-week period in her life.

Yet she knew all those fictional and hyperbolised representations would do nothing to meet the reality of stepping into the thigh high latex boots of a real-life dominatrix. Or at least, she didn't think so. And in a few minutes she would find out.

"Ready to go?" Artemis called from the door, waking Lara from her daze.

"Yes, yes I am."

The two walked out into the corridor, Lara pacing a couple of steps behind Artemis.

"How long's the session?" the detective asked, trying to distract herself from the butterflies causing a frenzy in her stomach.

"Only an hour. Or maybe less if he cums before. He's not one who likes to stick around with the post-nut clarity, if you get what I mean."

"Right."

"Really, the club is a great place to be a dominatrix. Before their session with us the only person the client sees apart from the bouncers is the Madame. She discusses business with them, and money. She goes over their kinks, safeword, and all that stuff. Then tells us before we go in and start the session. So we have nothing to worry about apart from the performance."

As they rounded a corner, Madame Hera was waiting for them by a door.

"Hercules is still his safeword, Artemis, and nothing is different with his kinks," the Madame said. "So give Athena a guiding hand here and there, but remember that she needs to take charge too. Okay? He's all yours. Don't disappoint me."

She seemed to direct her last statement more at Lara, who gulped as she watched the Madame walk away.

"Ready?" Artemis said with her hand on the door.

Lara nodded, and followed her into the Sparta room.


4. Proving Her Worth

"Follow my lead," Artemis whispered as they strode into the room, their heeled boots echoing around the walls with each tap against the hard floor. "Someone's very luck today, Mr Jenkins," she declared to the man sat waiting for them.

There wasn't much in the room apart from a bed, on the end of which the client was perched. "Yes, Goddess," he replied.

"You're being visited by two Goddesses today," Artemis continued, standing a few feet in front of him. "And yet, you're already being disobedient. You do remember me, don't you slave?"

"Yes, Goddess Artemis."

"It's all well and good that you remembered my name, but you didn't seem to remember a little rule that we made last time."

The client looked at her for a moment, then after a realisation struck him he rushed off the bed and got onto his knees. "Sorry, Goddess."

"I told you to be waiting on your knees next time you saw me. At least you remembered with some prompting, but this isn't good enough. I might have let it slide, but...I'm not so sure Goddess Athena will be so easy on you. See, when I said that it's your lucky day, I made a mistake. Because now you've got to deal with the fury of my fellow Goddess. So, Athena, what do you think we should do with him?"

Lara stepped up next to Artemis and looked down at the man on his knees. He kept his gaze averted, staring blankly at the floor. The business suit he wore indicated that he had just come from work, or was perhaps just on a break, and he had the greying hairs of someone needing a distraction from their mid-life monotony.

"Strip, slave," Lara barked, not sure of what else she could ask of him. "I need you feeling vulnerable."

"Yes, Goddess," he said as he hurried to take off his clothes. His fingers fumbled at his shirt buttons, as if overcome by excitement.

"Good idea, Athena," Artemis said. "It will make spanking all the more painful. Why don't you go choose your favourite instrument while I keep an eye on him."

Lara followed her gesture towards a discrete cabinet at the side of the room. Inside was an assortment of bondage equipment and toys. What Lara assumed she was looking for was something to spank with. And her fingers were soon wrapping around the handle of a paddle, one which almost looked like it could be used for table tennis.

"Perfect," Artemis said as she returned. The client was completely naked and still on his knees. His cock, about five inches long, was already hard. "Stand up slave. We need to give your ass a punishment."

"Yes, Goddess." He got up, stretching out his naked body as he stood up straight.

"Keep your hands at your sides and take your punishment," Artemis ordered, before turning to Lara. "Athena, you know what to do. Count them out loud so he doesn't lose count."

"Of course, Artemis. I want to see him squirm."

Lara felt the words come naturally to her, just as the paddle in her hands felt as if it was where it belonged. Her fingers gripped its handle comfortably as she brought it up. She looked for a moment at the client's ass. White, large and exposed, it was right there waiting for her to punish it. In one large arc she aimed the paddle and brought it down upon his flesh.

"One," she said as the man grunted.

"He can take more than that," Artemis commented. "Can't you, slave?"

"Two." Lara struck again before he could respond. "Three."

"Look at his cock." Artemis ran a hand over it. "Throbbing even harder than before."

"Four. Five. Six."

"Maybe it deserves to be touched."

"Seven, eight."

"As long as his punishment continues."

"Nine. He's starting to turn red. Ten. I want his ass to burn." Lara couldn't help herself from goading him; she was consumed by her role as dominatrix. "Can you take ten more, slave? Eleven, twelve, thirteen!"

The client grunted as the spanking continued. Meanwhile, Artemis stroked his needy cock. Soon, the involuntary noises expelling from his mouth could no longer be put down to the pain or the pleasure but the combination of the two as his ass and his cock received more and more attention from the two Goddesses.

"Fourteen—silence slave, I don't want to hear your whinging—fifteen, sixteen." 

"You'd better listen to Athena, slave. You don't want to piss her off." Artemis strolled over to the cabinet then returned a moment later with a ball gag. "Perhaps this will help him behave."

The client let her gag him, and he was grateful for her hand to return to his cock while Lara continued to spank him.

"Seventeen. Eighteen. I like to see him silenced. Good slave. Nineteen. Twenty."

The client's hands, firmly at his sides, clenched hard as he endured his torture. When Lara paused, satisfied by the shade of red covering his ass, Artemis took her hand off his throbbing cock.

"I think that's enough of that," she said, watching it bouncing for more attention. "What should we do with him now, Athena?"

"Lie on the bed, slave. What do we have to bind him, Artemis?"

Artemis grinned at the suggestion and went to the cabinet while the client lay on the bed facing up.

"Let's tie him spread-eagle." Lara had seen the position countless times in the various media she had consumed, and now she was keen to try it out in real life.

Artemis returned with a bundle of chains and cuffs and passed some to Lara. "These will do the job. I'll take his feet; you do his hands."

"Spread your arms and legs," the detective ordered, examining the handcuffs she had been given.

The two dominatrixes bound the client limb by limb to the corners of the bed, while his hard cock indicated the enjoyment he was receiving from it.

"I think he's just about ready to explode. Athena, do you want to play with his cock this time?"

Lara crawled into the bed and straddled the client. "Oh I think I do. But he's not off the hook completely."

She slapped the hard cock in front of her. It bounced side to side then she slapped it again, causing the man beneath her to grunt. Her fingers tapped his balls and she felt his body squirming. Then she stroked his shaft, curious about the feel of the warm, hard cock. A few weeks ago Lara would never have dreamed of being in this position, controlling a man through sexual pleasure and pain. But now, looking down at his vulnerable body, the reactions on his face, and the pulses of his tortured cock, she wanted more of it.

And as Lara continued teasing the helpless client, Artemis moved in beside her. On her knees, she leaned over to Lara and began to kiss her neck. At first Lara flinched, not expecting the intimacy from her fellow domme, but as the warm of the lips carressed her skin she began to embrace it.

"You can finish him when you want," Artemis whispered into Lara's ear, too quietly for the man to hear. "I'm going to get myself off. He likes when a girl does that in front of him."

As she sensually murmured, Artemis reached a hand down to her pussy, pulling down the red material of her panties so she could access it. Lara, meanwhile, had to ignore her own feeling of arousal. She continued to work on the client's cock while Artemis moaned in pleasure beside her. The detective stroked harder and faster until the unmistakable groans of a male voice on the verge of orgasm filled the room.

"Make him cum, Athena," Artemis purred as her own orgasm overwhelmed her. "After all his punishment he...ah...he deserves it."

But as the cock throbbed in Lara's hands, so close to releasing its load, she remembered something she had seen time and time again in her pornographic research. If she wanted to prove herself a worthy dominatrix, she had to take initiative. She had to take control. And why should her slave get everything he wants?

"You're a lucky slave, because I'm going to allow you to cum," Lara said as the cock clenched, about to shoot its load. "But you won't enjoy it."

She let go. Her hands drifted to her sides as she watched the fireworks. Artemis was too caught up in her own pleasure to notice the ruined orgasm taking place beside her. The cock bounced angrily, straining for more stimulation. Then it shot out a burst of cum. It continued to pulse, each time sending a string of white hot cum over the client's stomach. All the while he was moaning through the ball gag that filled his mouth. His arms and legs pulled against their bonds. He covered himself until his cock dropped limp and drained.

Lara smiled at the mess she made, then her heart sank as Artemis looked and realised what had happened.

"Athena...you..." she stammered, staring at the mess of cum and the client's look of agony on his gagged face.

"What did I—" Lara didn't know what had happened to change the mood, but her heart raced hard and her cheeks burned hot.

"Just, let me finish up. Go take a shower."

Lara climbed off the bed, feeling in a daze. What had she done? Nothing, surely. She had been told to make him cum, and that's what she did. Was it so bad that she had ruined him?

The detective left the room, not seeing what was taking place behind her. She drifted back to the dressing room, stripped her clothes off, and took a shower, trying to think about anything other than what trouble she might be in.


5. The Verdict

Despite the shower having no curtain or anything else to separate Lara from the rest of the room, she didn't care. No one else was around. She just let the warm water wash over her while completely unable to stop worrying about what might happen next. But, when the doors to the dressing room opened, Lara panicked and jumped out of the shower to grab a towel.

"Don't mind me, honey," the arrival said with a trill voice. The young blonde, short and buxom, strode across the room in her yoga pants and sports bra as if she was ready for a session in the gym. "Oh, you're the new girl, right?"

Lara wrapped the towel around her, trying to cover her tits and pussy. "Yes, I'm La—um, Athena. Hi."

"Hey, I’m Demeter." The Goddess began to strip down by the racks of clothes. "Did you just finish your first session?"

Lara nodded and, as she dried herself off, felt compelled to share her experience with Demeter. Despite having only just met her, Lara needed to go through what had happened and try to work out what she had done wrong.

"Oh, so you ruined Mr Jenkins?" Demeter said after having listened to her story intently. "That's, erm, did no one tell you to stick to the specific kinks listed by the client? I know he just likes a full orgasm at the end."

"I thought I'd make it a bit more interesting..."

"Aww honey. I'm sure it'll be okay. The hardest thing about this job is knowing how far off script you can go."

"Are you sure it'll be okay?" Lara went to change into her clothes and Demeter dressed into a complex set of blue lingerie.

"Well, it'll depend on what Hera says." She noticed the downtrodden look on the undercover detective's face and went over to hug her. "You'll be fine, honey."

"Thank you."

At that moment the Madame's voice appeared over the intercom. "Demeter to the Corinth room. Athena, to my office. Now."

"You'd better hurry," Demeter said, giving Lara a nervous smile that didn't help at all to ease her nerves. "You don't want to keep her waiting."

"Thank you, Demeter. I hope your session goes all right."

Demeter, looking amazing in her bright lingerie walked with Lara out of the changing room. "You're very kind, honey, but this guy just likes being mummified while I sit on his face. Easiest job ever. I do hope I get to see you again."

The potential implication of Demeter's final statement sent another pang of worry through Lara, even as the short domme reached round for another hug. Caught off-guard, Lara returned the embrace then said goodbye. She watched Demeter's ass as she walked away. Then, taking a deep breath, she went to find her way to Madame Hera's office.

*****

"Athena, take a seat."

The Madame's greeting was no less icy than the first time Lara had met her. She was surprised, as she averted her gaze from the intense eyes of her new boss, to see Artemis sitting at the side of the room. She was still dressed in her red dominatrix outfit. Her arms were crossed and her face seemed to share the look of worry that Lara felt was visible upon her own.

"Do you know what you've done?" the Madame asked.

"No, I—" Lara didn't know where the sentence was leading, but she was still cut-off abruptly.

"I gave you explicit instructions. I told you the rules of this club. Meeting the express needs of our clients is of paramount importance. But, tell me, what did you do?"

"I made him cum, as I was told."

"There is a big difference, Athena, between a full orgasm and a ruined one. Artemis, did you ever tell her that Mr Jenkins likes ruined orgasms?"

The red-haired dominatrix, who had until this point been silent, answered with a shy shake of her head. "No, Madame."

"So, Athena, tell me why you did it?"

Lara felt herself blushing. It was like she was being told off by an old headmistress. "I thought it would make it more interesting. I thought he'd like something different."

"Well you thought wrong. Not only did you ruin his session with us, you ruined the trust he had in our club."

"I'm sorry, Madame." The shame that consumed Lara was intense. She felt ridiculous that she had gotten into this situation, and that she had likely gone and blown the operation because of her one little experiment.

"Apologies are not—" The phone on the Madame's desk rang and she answered it after a huff of annoyance. "Yes? … Yes. Okay." She put the receiver down. "Artemis, go to the waiting area and see what's going on. Then come back here straight away."

"Yes, Madame." She promptly got up and left, leaving Lara to sit there awkwardly.

"Mr Jenkins is still hanging around," the Madame told her. "Let's wait and see what compensation he wants. Then I'll decide what to do with you."

Lara gulped as she thought she saw a sly smile encroach on the Madame's thin lips. The two waited in silence. The detective dared not break it, lest she received more verbal reprimanding. Fortunately, Artemis returned not long after.

"Speak, girl," the Madame barked. "What did he say?"

"He, err," Artemis remained standing and looked between her boss and Lara, whose heart was thumping as she awaited the verdict. "He said he hadn't experienced that before—what Athena did—so he was quite shocked by it. But…he said that he's glad she helped him discover it, because he loved the feeling of her being in charge of his orgasms."

The Madame looked blankly at her while Lara absorbed what was being said.

"Oh, and he asked if he could have Athena for his session next week."

Artemis stood for moment more, awkwardly, as she waited for her boss' next command.

The Madame seemed to be carefully contemplating what to say, and Lara held her breath until she did. "Go home, Athena. When I know what to make of this all, expect a call. I have your number."

"Yes, Madame. Thank you, Madame." Lara got up and went to leave, hearing the Madame's shrill voice ringing behind her.

"Don't you have a client to fuck, Artemis?"

"Yes, Madame. Sorry."

Artemis rushed out and tapped Lara's shoulder as they both headed down the corridor.

"Hey, I'm so sorry that all happened. I should have been more explicit about all the rules."

"Artemis, it's okay." Lara smiled at her, noticing a genuine look of regret on the dominatrix's face.

"I really hope you can keep working here. I did tell the Madame everything you did. The good stuff, I mean. You were so natural, commanding, you'd fit right in."

"Thank you."

"I really mean it. I'll try and keep putting a good word in for you, if the Madame will listen. We need more girls like you."

For the second time that day, Lara felt the arms of a dominatrix wrap around her in a hug. She was shocked but quite touched by the displays of warmth that these girls showed. She would be sad to never see them again.

"You'd better get to your session," Lara said, prying the redhead off her. "I don't want you getting in trouble because of me."

"Okay." Artemis smiled at her. "Thank you. I hope I'll see you soon."

Lara left her and managed to find her way to the back entrance Artemis had spoken about. A bouncer showed her the way, accompanying her down an elevator which led into an underground garage. Lara walked herself out past the sparse assortment of parked cars. The quality of some seemed good indicators as to which the club’s clients owned. Stepping onto the street and glad to be back in daylight, Lara went home.

.


6. Moving Up

Despite having only spent a couple of hours in Club Olympus, Lara was exhausted when she got back to her inner-city apartment. She slumped onto her bed, still wearing her slightly slutty interview attire, but was disturbed by a phone call. Was it Madame Hera already?"

"Hello?"

"Lara, where are you? What happened?" Jim's voice burst through her phone.

"I'm at home," Lara replied slightly groggily.

"You were meant to call when you were done. Did they invite you for an interview?"

Lara hadn't realised how little her partner knew. "Yes. I had it already. The Madame wanted to see me straight away."

"Really?! You've met the Madame already? How is she?"

"A bit of a bitch. She wanted to test me, too. Like, in a practical sense."

"Wait, are you saying you've already done a session? With a client?"

Lara sighed and replied in the affirmative, then dove in and told Jim everything that had happened with her potentially losing the job already. She glossed over some of the details relating to the actual session, despite his surprisingly strong fixation on what she had to do as a dominatrix.

"So now I'm just waiting for a call. I'm sorry, Jim, I might have blown the operation already."

"Hey, don't blame yourself. Sounds like you did great. You might still be in the clear."

"Let's hope so."

"Take the rest of the day off, Lara. Let me know as soon as this Madame calls you."

"I will do."

"I'm still working on a way to get myself into the party. So don't worry, we'll catch Diamante one way or another."

"I know. Bye, Jim."

"Bye, Lara."

*****

Lara awoke early the next morning to find a voicemail waiting for her on her phone. She played it, instantly recognising the tone of Madame Hera.

"Athena, one of the girls is ill and I need someone to cover her session today. Come in at midday, unless you're no longer interested in working with us. I'm giving you one more chance, Athena, so don't test me again."

Lara got out of bed, beaming. It was just what she wanted to hear. Another opportunity to prove herself. Another opportunity to slip back into a pair of leather boots and dominate a helpless victim. Whatever the session would involve, she was going to prove herself capable and remove any concern the Madame might have.

The detective remembered to call Jim back, who seemed a bit more reserved by her return to the club.

"I hope you're not being put in danger, Lara. I don't want this Madame to screw you over somehow."

"Jim, relax. It's the clients who are in danger of me." Lara smirked as she pictured herself spanking Mr Jenkin. "It's the most fun I've had at work for a while. I'll be fine."

She said goodbye and got herself ready, changing into her gym gear as she had witnessed Demeter do the day before. When she drove back to Club Olympus, she remembered the underground garage she had exited from, and when she entered it today she was let in by a pair of bouncers who knew to expect her. One accompanied her up the elevator and Lara made her way to the changing room. Inside, Artemis was relaxing on a couch, wearing sweatpants and a tank top. She looked up and beamed at Lara when she came in.

"Hey you!" she greeted cheerily, rushing up to hug her. "I was so happy when I heard you were coming back."

"Hi, Artemis. Do you know if the Madame wants to see me?"

"She told me to take care of you. I guess I'm like your tutor now, haha. Your session is at half twelve so you've got a bit of time. Come chill with me. I just finished a session. My next one's this afternoon so I thought I'd just wait around."

Artemis sat back down and made room for Lara.

"What was your session like today?" the detective asked, wanting to learn more about the range of services the Goddesses provided.

"Oh, where do I begin? This guy loves anal. Being pegged, that sort of thing. So, anyway, I was fucking him from behind and he was making these squeals like a pig. His dick was hard but flapping around. And as I'm ramming this strap-on into him over and over again, he suddenly starts to shake. Like his entire body. Then, guess what? He starts to cum! I hadn't even touched his dick, but he's just cumming all over the bed. And I didn't even realise at first. I couldn't see. But the sounds coming out of his mouth were crazy. Anyway, I'm all worn out by that. Hopefully the next sesh isn't too hard."

Lara intently paid attention to her story, loving every detail of it. "That's crazy!”

The two women sat chatting for a while, passing the time and getting to know each other better. Lara was careful not to give away too many details of her personal life. Though it was hard to hold back when Artemis was so charismatic. They were only interrupted when two new girls walked in.

They looked like they could be sisters. Both appeared exotically Mediterranean: tanned olive skin, perky tits, hair darker and thicker than Lara's. One was slightly taller than the other, and they both strolled over in matching cocktail dresses as if they had just been to a party.

"Is this the famous Goddess Athena?" the taller one said. "I'm Goddess Enyo. This is Goddess—"

"Eris," the other interrupted. "We heard what you did. What a naughty naughty girl."

"Hi," Lara greeted. "Has everyone heard what happened?"

"All the girls upstairs know," Enyo said.

"Secrets don't stay secret for long up in Olympus," Eris continued. "How was the pegging, Artemis?"

"Fine, thanks." Artemis didn't reply so enthusiastically. In fact, her smile was quite obviously strained.

"So, Athena, we hear you've got Mr Tyler." Enyo smirked with her arms crossed. 

"Shit," Artemis whispered.

Lara looked at her. "What is it?"

"He's a handful," Eris laughed. "But I'm sure you'll be great. You are a pro, after all."

"I'll explain before your session," Artemis reassured the now worried detective.

"No you won't." Enyo came over and pulled her up from the couch. "The Madame wants to see you."

"Really? Now?"

"Yes. Better hurry."

"Okay okay." Artemis was being ushered out the door but she managed to look back and give a final piece of advice for Lara: "Athena, wear something simple. You won't need it for long."

The door was slammed shut behind her and the two sultry girls returned to Lara with seductive smiles. Enyo sat on her left, Eris to her right. Their hands touched her back and her thighs, stroking the lycra of her gym pants.

"So, Athena," Eris purred in Lara's ear. "Want to have some fun? We love exploring with new girls."

"What do you mean?"

The two tanned girls leaned across and began making out right in front of Lara's face. Their hands slid further up her thighs. Despite this abruptness of their advances, she found herself getting turned on. But then she caught a sight of the time.

"You ever had a girl eat you out?" Enyo asked. "What about two at the same time?"

As much as the thought could have had Lara submit to their offer, she knew she couldn't be late. Any excuse for Madame Hera to fire her had to be avoided.

"I really need to sort myself out before my session."

"Aww, please stay," Eris begged with a teasing, childish tone. "We'll make it so worth your while."

"I'm sorry." Lara managed to push their hands off her and stand up. "Maybe another time."

She was able to get to the clothes racks without any further distractions by the two girls, who had turned their attention to each other once Lara had rebuked them. Their mouths were clamped together with sloppy kisses, their hands groped the others' ass and breasts, and their moans of lust echoed through the room as Lara tried to focus on selecting an outfit.

She looked at the options, unsure of what to do considering Artemis' advice. What was so special about this client? Why was she expected to strip naked immediately for him? She thought of what Demeter had worn yesterday: her blue lingerie. It was quite a complex set, she remembered, but perhaps something simpler was an option. A strikingly red duo of bra and panties caught Lara's eye. When she stripped down, thankful to see Enyo and Eris still distracted on the couch, she found the lingerie fit her perfectly. Her tits were neatly encased in the lacy bra. Her ass looked great under the red stripe of the underwear.

"Athena, to the Mycenae room."

The Madame's voice announced through the intercom its short message, leaving Lara no time to second-guess her choice of attire. Barefoot, she went to leave the room but found herself being followed by the two other girls.

"Be firm with Mr Tyler," Enyo said.

"He's a strange one," Eris teased.

"What are his kinks? His limits?" Lara asked, getting slightly annoyed by them almost stepping on her heels. She reached the door labelled 'Mycenae' and paused outside.

"That would be a spoiler," Enyo smirked. "Madame wants to see what you can do with your famous experiments. So you're going in blind. Good luck!"

"And don't forget our offer," Eris winked. "We both want to taste you."

Unperturbed by the suggestion, Lara turned away from them and opened the door.


7. Worship for a Goddess

Despite all her free time that morning, Lara had only been concerned about pleasing Madame Hera and making up for her mistake. What she hadn't done was mentally prepare herself for her second client. It was her first time on her own, too. So when she looked up from closing the door behind her and saw the man already kneeling on the floor, she was almost surprised to see him there waiting so attentively. His eyes met hers. She looked at him, surprised by his youth and the overall attractiveness of his stubbled face and muscular body, which was completely visible as he was only wearing boxers.

"Do not look at me, slave," Lara commanded once she realised that he was waiting for her to begin the session. "I am Goddess Athena. I'm glad to see you already on your knees and ready for me."

"I have been well-trained, Goddess," Mr Tyler answered, his eyes fixed on the floor.

Lara slowly approached him, trying to stall as she thought of what to do with him. Somehow, she had to work out his kinks and not cross his limits, while not asking him directly. 

"May I ask who trained you?" Lara circled him slowly, observing his toned body.

"Goddess Nyx. She lets the other Goddesses play with me sometimes."

Nyx? Lara hadn't even heard of her before, which didn't help the situation. "Hmm, stand up. Let me get a good look at you."

The client stood up. He was a couple of inches taller than Lara, but she still felt dominant over him as he followed her command so obediently.

"Did Goddess Nyx train you to wait like that, on your knees and nearly naked?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara smirked at the bulge in his boxers, the result of his arousal. It was clear and day. All she wanted to do was grab it. And why shouldn't she? Her hand reached down and felt the bulge. It was hard. Not hard like an erection, but solid as metal. Lara hid her surprise at what lay beneath his underwear, and he remained unflinchingly looking at the floor.

"Take your boxers off. Show me it." 

What it was, Lara had a strong suspicion. And as the waistband was pulled down to reveal the shining steel of a chastity cage, she smiled at the sight of it. The solid tube of metal, only a couple of inches long, completely encased his cock. Only a glimpse of his tip was visible, and his balls hanged loosely below. Chastity was one of the genres which fascinated Lara the most when she researched her dominatrix role. The idea that a man would willingly give up his chance for an orgasm, and that a woman could so easily control his chance of release, amazed her. And now she could be part of that fantasy.

"Is Goddess Nyx your keyholder?" she asked, remembering the terminology, her fingers feeling that warm metal.

"Yes, Goddess."

"Good. Because I'm not in the mood for making anyone cum today. What I can do is try make your cock as hard as it can get in that cage. Does that sound like fun to you?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara kneeled. She didn't think it the most appropriate position for a dominatrix, but she wanted to tease him as much as possible. The thought excited her, knowing how torturous she could be to him. As her hand cupped his balls, she held out her tongue and licked them. Then she traced over the metal of his cage. The client must have been well-trained; he hardly squirmed an inch as Lara began to suck on his caged cock. Her lips wrapped around it, feeling how warm and thick the cage was. It was strange, being so smooth and short. She moaned gently as she sucked him. She smiled as she felt him shift slightly and the chastity device strained from his attempted erection.

"I wonder what I should do with you next," Lara mused as she stood up, satisfied by the visible discomfort on the client's face.

"I was told you would be my dessert."

"Excuse me?" Lara was baffled by his sudden comment.

"Goddess Enyo and Goddess Eris, I just ate with them. They said you would be dessert."

He indicate to the table set to the side of the room. On top of it: a can of whipped cream and a bottle of honey. Only then did Lara realise what the plastic sheets on the bed were for. 

"We'll indulge your little fantasy," she said, trying to think of what to do next. "As long as you continue to behave. Understood?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Good. Now, how is your caged little cock feeling?"

"It's uncomfortable, Goddess. You made it so hard."

"So will it be too painful for you if I showed you my tits?"

Lara didn't wait for a response, she simply unclasped her bra and took it off in one smooth motion. Her perky breasts were set free. Her nipples were hard with arousal. She played with them as the client watched, staring at the smooth curves and bountiful flesh that looked so amazing in her hands.

"You are beautiful, Goddess."

Surprised by the compliment, Lara was thrown off-guard. "Oh? I—be quiet, slave. I don't want to hear anything else from you. Wait by the bed."

She went to fetch the honey and cream then brought them over to where the client was now waiting. Rather than tease him too much, she pulled off her panties then lied on the plastic sheets covering the mattress. Completely naked and positioned beneath him, she was surprised how in control she still felt. The chastity cage was a visible reminder of her power. And the client's obedience as he was told to kneel between her legs did more to satisfy her dominant needs. His eyes were drawn to her exposed pussy in front of him.

"You'll only be allowed to touch me there if you continue to be good," Lara said, wielding the whipped cream in her hand. She shook it, then squirted a dollop on her taut stomach. "Eat it, slave. And be gentle."

The client bent forward, his hands either side of Lara for stability, and licked the cream. He took greater mouthfuls of it, consuming until he was sucking at Lara's skin. She shivered at the sensation. But something about it was exhilarating. And as his tongue lapped at her bellybutton, where some of the creamy whiteness had dropped into, she couldn't help a moan escape from her parted lips. But rather than wait for him to finish off the remaining smears, she squirted more cream onto herself. She circled her tits in two large spirals then finished the delicious artwork with a large dollop on each nipple.

"Continue, slave," she ordered, letting him move further up her body.

Before he finished, she took the honey and dribbled it in a golden lattice upon her body. Some dribbled down her sides. The rest was quickly lapped up. Her next squirts were aimed at her legs. The client had to shuffle backwards. He licked the long lines of honey up the smoothness of her legs. One side, then the next. Lara gasped as his tongue got closer to her pussy than it had before. The experience had turned her on to an unbelievable extent. She grabbed the cream again and pointed the nozzle between her legs.

"Eat it."

The slave, more voraciously than before, dove into the whiteness and lapped in up. His tongue was soon poking into the crevices of Lara's sensitive pussy. He was finding every last bit of cream, and all the while she was moaning in pleasure. She couldn't even tell if there was any left. But she didn't care. She put a hand on the back on the client's head and forced him in deeper. After all this anticipation, she needed him to pleasure her. Seeing Artemis masturbate the day before, then being propositioned by Enyo and Eris, had built up a need inside Lara which she hadn't realised until she felt the man's tongue on her. And inside her.

Her legs wrapped around his back, trapping him. His jaw worked hard. His tongue targeted her clit. Lara was frozen in ecstasy as her orgasm quite suddenly overwhelmed her body and she released all her tensions. The plastic sheets crinkled beneath her. The muscles in her legs loosened. The client came up to breathe, a smile on his face from his success.

"Slave!"

A voice barked from across the room. The client jumped off the bed and fell to his knees. Lara nearly did the same, feeling as if the word had been directed at her.

"Goddess Athena, has he been well behaved?"

Lara looked at the woman who had entered without being noticed, and who she was sure she hadn't seen before. The tall blonde looked like an intimidating figure. Her hair was held in a tight ponytail, and her body was encased in the black latex of a tight catsuit. It all made Lara feel more naked than she physically was. With messy hair and skin sticky with cream and honey, the detective was still recovering from her orgasm. 

"I—yes. Very well behaved."

"Good. Did you enjoy your dessert, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess Nyx," the man on his knees said.

The blonde walked over to Lara, her high-heels passing inches from the client. "You can go clean up," she whispered. "I'll take over the session with him."

Lara just nodded, feeling violated by the penetrating blue eyes that scanned her naked body. She hurried out of the room, forgetting the bra and panties still on the floor, and practically ran to the shower.


8. Perks of the Job

Eris and Enyo were still hanging around when Lara barged in. They watched as she ignored them, instead making straight for the shower. Her tits bounced as she waddled through the dressing room. A string of honey drooled down from one of her nipples.

The warm water was a welcoming sensation. She let it wash over her, not caring about getting her hair soaked. Her hands rubbed her wet skin. The cream washed off easily; the honey needed some scrubbing. But before she could pay attention to that, she felt two more pairs of hands on her.

"How was Mr Jenkins?" Eris purred, wrapping her hands around Lara's waist.

"Looks like he had a delicious time." Eris' hands moved up to Lara's tits.

The two girls had stripped down without the detective realising, and now they flanked her, letting the water splash onto their tits.

"He enjoyed eating out, but I enjoyed it more." Lara's reply was impromptu: something inside her had stirred, perhaps awoken by the client's tongue as it brought her to orgasm. Whereas before she would have turned down the two girls' advances, she now embraced them. 

"It's a rite of passage," Enyo said, squeezing Lara's ass. "Nyx gets all the fun being his keyholder, and all us other girls have to entertain his other fantasies. But it sounds like you made a way to enjoy yourself."

Eris moved her hands around her thighs. "Why don't we show you some more perks of the club?"

Lara gasped as her pussy received the exploring, pleasuring hands. "Girls, I—"

"Shhh." Enyo kissed her, shutting her up easily.

Lara shut her eyes. The soothing embrace of the water merged with the gentle hands and lips of the two girls. Even as Eris pressed her mouth against her pussy, the sensation was both delicate and passionate. It was nothing like Mr Jenkins' attempt. And every kiss, every lick, every suck made her knees quiver, her heart race, her pleasure rise. Lara didn't know what to do with her hands. She just ran her fingers through Eris' hair. And as Enyo brought her lips away to instead focus on Lara's tits, the detective leaned back against the wall, utterly consumed by the attention these two girls were giving her. 

As their pleasuring hands and tongues continued, Lara's orgasm rose towards a brink of explosion that shook her body and had the rest of the room turn invisible. Her attention was on nothing but her climax. It grew and grew. Warm like the steamy shroud that covered her from the shower. And in one almighty shudder it burst forth. She cried out, unintelligibly. The warmth pushed out from deep inside.

Slowly, her eyes opened and light returned. Enyo and Eris had already grabbed towels and were drying themselves when Lara remembered where she was. The dressing room was still empty, fortunately. She shuddered at the thought of the Madame walking in a few moments ago. Was this sort of thing even allowed? Lara didn't know.

"I hope you enjoyed that," Enyo said as she pulled her dress on.

"A proper welcome to Club Olympus." Eris winked, sliding her shoes on.

The two girls waved goodbye as Lara finally got out of the shower, her heartbeat only just returning to a normal rate.

*****

Artemis found Lara as the detective finished getting changed. The redhead walked in naked, her tits covered in cum, and hurried to shower. 

"How was Mr Jenkins?" she asked, washing the stickiness off her.

"Not as bad as he was made out to be." Lara came over to her so they didn't need to shout over the sound of the shower.

"He's okay, but a bit of a shock if you're going in blind. And I'm sorry about Enyo and Eris. I hope they didn't harass you too much. They can be more of a handful than most of our clients."

Lara smirked, deciding not to tell the redhead about what happened. "They weren't that bad. Just...quite upfront. Are they, um, related?"

Artemis shook her head and laughed. "We jokingly call them the twins, but no they're not related. Well, not as far as us girls know. But they are an inseparable package. They do all sessions together. For the rest of us that's a rarer treat, but I always enjoy it. My session with you was fun."

Lara smiled at Artemis and studied her pale body. Her hair had turned a dark, deep crimson as it became soaked through. The water rushed in fountains over her tits. Drips speckled her round ass. Lara had to try hard to resist reaching out and grabbing it.

"Do you fancy a few drinks tonight?" Artemis asked, noticing the wandering eyes on her body. "Me and Demy are going out to a bar."

"Demy?"

"Oh, Demeter. Have you met her?"

Lara remembered the short, cheery, blonde. "Yeah, I met her yesterday."

"She's the only other girl I'm close to," Artemis said as she grabbed a towel and stepped out the towel. "Which is ridiculous, considering I still don't know her real name. We don't want to risk breaking our contract with the club. The Madame would have a right fit if we knew each other as anything other than Goddesses. But I'm sure even Goddesses enjoying getting drunk once in a while, so as long as we keep our Goddess names I'm sure we're fine. Anyway, I'd love for you to come along."

"I'd love that too, Artemis." 

Lara caught herself beaming with joy. The last thing she had expected to gain from her undercover mission was a new friend. Maybe this would help her to enjoy herself more throughout her role as a dominatrix. And, frankly, she felt like she needed a drink or two after these first couple of days.

"Oh and you can call me Artie."

"Okay, Artie."

****

The Goddesses chatted and laughed a while, until Madame Hera burst into the dressing room without warning, wearing a flowing white dress.

"Artemis, do you have another session today?"

"No, Madame."

"Then go home and get some rest. You've got Mr Anders tomorrow at nine and Mr Malek at eleven. Go on."

"I'll message you the name of the bar," the redhead whispered to Lara before scurrying out the door.

"Athena, Goddess Nyx told me about your session."

Lara stood up, awaiting the feedback. But rather than critique or praise, the Madam skipped past that stage.

"You'll be contracted as a Goddess, now, just like the others." She passed over a document and a pen. "I expect this signed by tomorrow. Return it to me in the morning, then you can be put on rotation and I'll have a timetable for you. Everything clear?"

Lara smiled. She had been successful. Everything was going smoothly. "Yes, Madame."


9. Not the Final Climax

For nearly two weeks, Lara was consumed by the dominatrix lifestyle. Every day she went into a new session with a grin on her face. Her heart fluttered as she thought of all the excitement of the next hour and all the ways she might enforce her control over a man. And not only were these sessions filled with excitement, her life outside the club had been revitalised. Since her drinks with Artemis and Demeter, at which the three Goddesses preceded to get utterly smashed and were thrown out of at least two bars (Lara's memory was hazy as to a potential third), her friendship had developed with both of them and they preceded to meet up a few more times outside of Club Olympus. Their discussions were filled with gossip of their strangest sessions and weirdest clients. They were able to let loose about Madame Hera and all their gripes towards her. The other Goddesses were often subjects of their jokes, particularly Enyo and Eris who continued their teasing. Lara kept her encounter in the shower with them a secret, but she had a suspicion that the twins must have had their share of fun with the other girls at one point or another, Artemis and Demeter included.

And throughout all that, Lara kept in regular contact with Jim, who had continued to stake out and research the club and its links to Diamante's criminal empire.

"There haven't been many developments," he said over the phone on the evening before the party. "But everything will come down to what happens tomorrow. We need to get some dirt on him. As long as your cover is secure, I have confidence that we'll nab him for good."

"My cover is more than good. I'm actually enjoying it, Jim. And the compensation is great."

"You're still being paid for it?"

"Ooh yeah. I don't handle the money, but you wouldn't believe how much gets transferred to me at the end of each session.”

"Yes well you better not spend it. That'll soon be property of the government."

"I know, but if the cut I get is only a fraction of what some of these clients pay towards the club, the place must be getting tens of thousands every night. If not hundreds."

"Keep your records clean. It'll be a good paper trial for us to use when we want to seize Diamante's assets. Have you seen anything else going on? Anything dodgy?" A hint of concern was clear in Jim's voice.

"Not that I can see. The girls all seem cool with their work. The pay’s good. They're treated well. No reason for them to complain. And the clients are never in a position to put up a fuss anyway. Everything is pre-approved by the Madame too. I just follow the kinks I'm told to satisfy."

"Good, I suppose. Look, I need to go. My cover for the party is all sorted so I suppose I'll see you in there tomorrow."

"I'll look out for you. See ya, Jim."

*****

On the day of the party, Lara had only one session. She had her client mummified on the floor, an operation that had taken much longer than expected, and she stood over him like the Goddess she felt she was. Although naked—as he had requested—she was much less vulnerable than him. His body was completely encased by a layer of plastic wrap under a sealing cover of black tape. He was completely enveloped by it, apart from his cock. His face had enough holes to breathe through his nose, but his eyes were covered and his mouth taped shut. Even his ears were sealed, preventing little more than a muffled sound as Lara padded around him.

Throughout the mummification process, the client's cock had remained erect. Lara had deftly left it untouched. Putting him in bondage came first before the teasing. Now, after a few minutes where he remained helpless on the floor, it hung limp on the black tape. The soft, pink appendage stood out so clearly against the dark, shining material.

Lara looked at it, wondering what to do next. As much as she found this particular kink fascinating, she felt that it left her very little to do. The only thing to pay any attention to was his cock. And so that was what she did.

She knelt beside him and ran a finger over the soft flesh. It stirred almost immediately. Her index finger trailed over it again, from the bottom of the shaft to the tip, then lifted off. She repeated this a few times, each one causing the cock to swell more and more. With every touch, it tried to lift up and follow her finger as it moved off again. Soon, the six inches stood fully erect and ready for more teasing. So, Lara sat back and laughed.

She waited a moment, knowing there was no rush. She played with her dark hair, twirling it around and letting it fall over her breasts. She even played with her pussy, gently examining herself and masturbating only enough to build her excitement.

After a few minutes the erection began to subside. Before it could lose too much blood, Lara stretched her legs out and ran her feet over it. The shaft returned to life. Lara gave it a teasing footjob. She stroked it for just a moment before letting it drop from her curled toes. Then she grasped it again. Endlessly she repeated this cycle, never letting the cock rest but never letting it get at all close to a release of pleasure.

When Lara got bored of that, she shuffled over and straddled the mummified man. His cock was red and throbbing and she eagerly took it in her hands. Its warmth was exhilarating. The rushes of blood could be felt in her fingers with every heartbeat. She stroked him, enjoying the feeling of his body squirm beneath her as she gently fed his this much-needed pleasure.

As her hand moved over his shaft and Lara stared at the cock in front of her, almost looking as if it were floating amidst the sea of black material surrounding it, she came to a realisation: in the last two weeks as a dominatrix, she hadn't fucked anyone. Not a man, at least. Plenty of client's had given her oral—she had made sure of that—and there was the time with Enyo and Eris in the shower, but somehow she had not yet felt a real cock inside her during one of these sessions. The revelation had surprised her. It wasn't something she had avoided, just something she hadn't thought about. Maybe it was just a luck of the draw with her clients' chosen kinks. Artemis had certainly fucked plenty of them; she was happy to retell those stories. It was only by chance that Lara hadn't had the same opportunity. And as she thought more about it, she realised she now couldn't think of anything else. She wanted a cock inside her. She needed a cock inside her.

The mummified client's muffled protests as Lara let go of his cock were soon stifled as she inched forward and lowered her pussy over him. Her warm lips pressed against his shaft, pushing it against his stomach. She rocked back and forth, stroking him this way until the feeling became too much for her. Her arousal had grown intense. She couldn't wait anymore.

Slowly, Lara lifted herself up and pulled the cock into position. It throbbed. The head was pointed right for her vagina. She lowered down and let it penetrate her. She moaned. It slid further in. She dropped all the way down until she was sat back down on the client's lap, his cock buried deep inside.

It felt so incredibly thick. The sensation, Lara realised, was something she missed. And as she began to ride him, her moans echoed through the room just as loudly as his. 

Her hands pushed against the floor on either side of the client's chest. Her knees were positioned astride his waist. All she had to do was fuck. Her hips rocked back and forth. They slid his cock in and out. The head was pushed right against her clit, sending rushes of pure pleasure running through her body in electric convulsions. 

"Fuuuck," she groaned as her orgasm rose quite suddenly. Lara didn't care how loud she was being. Her client couldn't hear much anyway.

She rode him harder and faster. Soon, her arms moved to her tits and fondled them as she sat up straighter. Her natural lubricant had soaked his hard cock and she could now bounce up and down on it with ease. Nothing could stop her from slowing down. The hard fucking was all she wanted. All she needed to bring her to the edge. And she felt him get there too.

His cock clenched hard inside her. She knew what its pulses were doing. She could feel the warm loads of cum being shot inside her. And it was the final bit of pleasure, the coup de grace, to send her into the ecstatic throes of climax.

Lara rode him hard as all her pleasure seized her body and shuddered through. But she kept fucking; she needed every bit of sensation. The deep warmth exploded from within, just as the cock inside her continued to convulse and feed more of her desired stimulation. Every inch of it thrilled her aching pussy with a vibrant excitement. Lara's eyes were slammed shut. She was possessed by her orgasm, even as it began to fade.

The moans of the client, whose sore cock was still buried within Lara's pussy, gently beckoned her awake from the orgasm-induced daze. She flopped off him and lay on the floor, just feeling her chest rise and fall with each breath. Happy contentedness flurried through her. This, she thought, was the best end to a session ever. The rest of her time undercover should perhaps be committed to repeating this feeling.

*****

Later that day, as the setting sun painted the walls of Club Olympus a dazzling violet, most of the Goddesses had gathered in the dressing room. Lara, having hung around since her session earlier, sat chatting with Artemis and Demeter about what they might wear and how they might do their hair that evening. They were all waiting for Madame Hera to arrive and tell them about the party. When she did, flanked by two tall bouncers, she looked at her subjects as befitting her role as Queen.

"Listen up, there's been a change of venue for our party. Transport has been organised for you downstairs. Before you go, I have to ask that you leave your phones with Dom and Jed here. They'll look after them. It's a request of our sponsor, who as I'm sure you're all aware will not want to be disappointed."

The two bouncers moved around the room, collecting phones into a transparent plastic bag. As they passed between each of the dominatrixes, only receiving complaints from Enyo and Eris who were reluctant to give up their possessions, Lara panicked. She had no way of knowing where she was going, and soon she would lose her only way to call for backup. Would Jim be able to find her? There was no time to dwell on it; the two men were soon upon her. Lara gave a friendly smile and handed over her phone. She watched it being carried away then fell in line with the other girls as they began to make their way downstairs. Whatever this party was going to be like, Lara knew she had to remain embedded undercover.


Epilogue

Jim, half-dressed in a tuxedo as he readied himself in his apartment, became flustered as he received a call from the sergeant.

"Jim, what's going on?"

"Sir, I haven't been able to reach Lara. She said she’d make contact before the party, but there’s been no word from her."

"You've not heard? The party, it's not at the club. Our intel was off. Club Olympus is still hosting it, but they've changed venues. It's at a private yacht. The Diamond Princess. And guess who owns it."

"Diamente, the narcissistic son of a bitch."

"I hear all the girls have been moved there. You'd better get ready. You can't be late for the party."

"I won't be, sir. I need to check Lara's alright."

"Not just that. The yacht is moored in the harbour, but it won't be for long. Turns out the party is a 3-day cruise. You'll be cut off from support for a while so do not blow cover. That'll be the last thing you'll want. Make contact with Lara, then lay low. Don't risk the operation."

"I'll find Lara, sir. But if we can we won’t ignore Diamante. We'll get enough evidence to put him away for good."

To be continued…
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Locked Down: Six Explicit Lockdown Stories Featuring BDSM, Femdom, Discipline, Chastity, and More

A nurse reveals her dominant side to her flatmate.

A wife introduces chastity into her marriage.

A man submits to his boss over a videocall.

The six steamy stories in this lockdown-themed bundle has all this and more. Whether it’s the medical erotica of the two-part Femdom Nurse or the sensation play and bondage of Tied and Teased, each story depicts a woman taking control when bored and horny at home.

If you like femdom, BDSM, and value for money then this is the bundle for you!
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Twisting Fantasies: A Femdom Erotica Collection




For the first time, buy all four stories from the Twisting Fantasies series in this one collection. Read Adam's journey from dreaming of a BDSM relationship to living in one, as his girlfriend's roommate Amelia seduces him and reveals her love of femdom.


Chastity, masochism, and denial dictate Adam's new life as he learns to submit to the dominant Amelia. Check out the complete series:


Under Her Control: Fantasies and Femdom
Her New Toy: Pleasure and Pain
In Chastity for Her: Serve and Submit
Her Two Submissives: Tease and Torture 


Or click here to check out all my stories available on Amazon

Tell me your fantasies

Do you have a kink you’d like to see written about? One of your darkest fantasies you’d like to have me use in a story? Or do you want to get in touch about one of my stories you’ve read? Then send me an email – I’d love to hear from you!

rileyfpaine@gmail.com
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Keep up to date with news of new releases by following my blog:

https://rileypaine.wordpress.com/

Or follow me on Twitter:

@PaineErotica
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