

Dominant on a Cruise

A BDSM Femdom Story

Part 2 of Undercover Dominatrix

By Riley Paine

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Copyright © 2020 Riley Paine

This is a work of fiction. Names, businesses, places, and events are products of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.


Want two free erotica stories? Join my mailing list!

I’m giving away two exclusive stories to subscribers of my mailing list: ‘Slut in the Library’ and ‘In Chastity and Pegged by a Goddess’. If you like dominant women, chastity, and college settings, you’ll love these stories. And they’re totally free! To access them and get updates on my upcoming releases and special offers straight to your inbox, subscribe to my mailing list:

https://mailchi.mp/af093f618e68/twisting-fantasies


Contents

Contents

1. A Second Detective Undercover

2. Putting on a Performance

3. Making Plans

4. Artemis Hunts Again

5. The Twins

6. Finding a Target

7. The Message

8. Finishing the Job

9. Epilogue

Get Two Free Erotica Stories!

More from the author


1. A Second Detective Undercover

A cab dropped Jim off at the edge of the harbour, out of sight of any spying eyes. The detective moved through the shadows of shipping containers and cranes overhead. Burnt yellow lights blared across his path. Glistens on the night-time sea shone at his side. Seagulls clattered from the battered sea rocks and jumped up each time a wave struck across their perch.

In the distance arose Jim's destination: the Diamond Empress. The opulent superyacht stood out amidst the shadows of cargo ships and the miniature pleasure vessels dotted around it. A white hull was somehow illuminated brilliantly under a dark, cloudless night. And somewhere inside, Jim hoped, was his partner.

For two weeks Lara had been undercover as a dominatrix at Club Olympus. It was a role she quickly found herself fitting into. But their operation—aiming to find proof of the media tycoon Lorenzo Diamante's drug trafficking operation—was building up to this one party, hosted by Club Olympus and, hopefully, the right place to find hard evidence of Diamante's criminal dealings. In the last minute the venue had been changed to the Empress, and Jim had lost contact with Lara. Only by infiltrating the party did he have a chance to find her, and hopefully bring Diamante to justice.

Two bouncers stood at the gangway, barring Jim's entrance.

At their request, he gave the name of his cover: "John Byron." They found him on the guest list and he was let through, after handing over his baggage to be checked. They assured him it would be taken to his cabin.

A few operations undercover had Jim well-prepared to adopt the mannerisms and charisma he needed to find out all he needed. But as he entered the Empress he felt his guard drop, just for a moment.

"Welcome to the Diamond Empress, Mr..." A woman greeted him with a sparkling smile and bright emerald eyes. Her red hair was full and voluptuous, but Jim's eyes were instead drawn to her body which was decorated by a lattice of leather straps which ran from her thighs to her neck and only just covered her crotch and nipples.

"Oh, um, Byron. John Byron," Jim mumbled, trying not to stare at her almost-bare breasts.

"Please follow me. The first night of the cruise is all about settling in. All guests can indulge in our complimentary drinks and other...pleasures."

She turned and led Jim through the narrow corridors of the ship. He was eager to follow with his eyes mesmerised by the butt cheeks clenching and releasing as the woman stepped down a set of stairs.

A door was opened and they stepped through into what could only be described as an atrium that was somehow both a casino and a stripclub. Cocktails were passed around the players at their games: poker, blackjack, and craps. All the staff were women, and all wearing the same short blazers and cocktail skirts as uniform. And amidst it all were a series of four stripper poles, all in use. Jim was drawn to the display of legs and tits and asses on display as the women stretched and curled and pirouetted around.

"Before I leave you, Mr Byron," the redhead said, turning to the detective. "Club Olympus hopes you enjoy the voyage, and all our guests receive a complimentary dance. Oh, Sapphire?"

A stripper answered to her call. All she wore was a simple pink g-string. Her large tits, with pierced nipples, swayed as she walked over. 

"Does this gentleman want a dance?" she asked, swishing her strawberry-blonde hair.

The redhead looked at Jim for his answer. Knowing that he was undercover and had to keep his ruse up, he nodded his head.

"Excellent," Sapphire said. "Follow me, sir."

She took him by the hand and strolled from the atrium and down a corridor, dark and secluded. They went into a private room. It was small, with only a table positioned in front of the comfortable-looking armchair.

"Take a seat," Sapphire said as she closed the door.

Jim, feeling a twinge in his pants as she walked over, found his eyes glued to her tits. Glistening with pink glitter, they were impossible to look away from.

"Do you like the view, sir?" she asked, swaying her hips and beginning to dance in time with the electronic music throbbing through the speakers overhead.

Jim nodded, finding himself tongue-tied.

"You can touch if you want." 

She suddenly moved forward and straddled him, pushing her crotch against his erection and moving his hands to her tits. 

"See? It's better this way."

"Yeah...fuck," Jim gasped as she rubbed against him, putting pressure on the cock straining against its constraints.

"You like that?"

"Mmm."

"You know...Club Olympus is a bit more relaxed than other strip clubs." Sapphire ran a thumb under the waistband of Jim's pants, lightly scratching his stomach with her long nails. "And as you'll be with us for a couple of days, I don't see why you shouldn't be given a proper welcome."

Jim knew what she meant. As her fingers worked on his belt, unbuckling it, he found himself helpless. If he put up a struggle, he knew Sapphire might go and tell the other girls about the strange guest who didn't want a bit of fun. And either way, his cock was desperate to be released from its confines. Jim lifted his ass off the seat so his pants could be pulled down. His cock, hard from all the teasing and grinding, was happy to be set loose.

"Mmmm, wow, you're so big," Sapphire purred as she got onto her knees and stroked him.

Jim didn't care whether she was just saying that to make him happy. He was proud of his six inches and all he could focus on was the pleasure of the stripper's fingers grasping it so delicately yet firmly. He was surprised, too, when she suddenly leaned forward and took him in her mouth.

"Oh my god," he moaned and squirmed as his cock disappeared down her throat.

Demonstrating a lack of gag reflex, Sapphire took in his entire length with complete ease. She pulled up then pushed down, stimulating him completely handsfree, while her tongue lapped against the underside of his shaft. She bobbed up and down. The head of his cock never quite left her mouth. She only ever paused to catch her breath for a moment before descending again, keeping up an unstoppable blowjob that had Jim shuddering as he found himself about to climax after only a couple of minutes of stimulation.

"Fuck," he groaned. "I'm, fuck...Saph...I'm."

The stripper didn't care what he was trying to say, but she could feel his cock begin to pulse and swell to its thickest size. She plunged down over it and held its entire length in the tight warm of her mouth. Even as Jim began to buck his hips, she didn't release it. She simply moaned sensually as cum was shot down her throat. Powerful convulsions ran through Jim's body and out of his throbbing cock. He released everything into her until he was completely drained.

Sapphire swirled the warm load around in her mouth, tilted her head back, then swallowed. Jim watched in a daze as his cum disappeared down her throat.

"Welcome on board," she said with smile.

Jim just sank back, thinking. Perhaps it was a good thing this had happened. Besides, he now had the clarity of mind to conduct his investigation and look for Lara without being distracted by all the sensual revelry on the cruise. With that thought, he decided to probe the stripper while he had her alone.

"I know Club Olympus isn't famous for just being a strip club," he said leadingly. "Are all its services available on the cruise?"

Sapphire smiled at him as she sat on his lap, avoid his softening cock, and put an arm around his shoulders. "There's a lot on offer on this cruise. If you're referring to the Goddesses...you'll have to talk to the Madame. I wouldn't have pegged you for a kinky guy. But I'll feign ignorance and say I don't know much about what they get up to. I am just a lowly stripper."

She pouted and fluttered her eyelids, before standing up.

"I had better get back to work," she said, checking her hair in a mirror hanging on one of the walls. "But I'll let the Madame know that you're interested."

Jim watched her leave then followed her out a minute later, after making sure his clothes were still in order and not completely dishevelled.

*****

The detective re-joined the main party, and for around half an hour enjoyed himself with a couple of drinks and a few rounds of blackjack. He even managed to get chatting to some the other guests. They all seemed standoffish at first—as would be expected from criminals—but they slowly loosened up as the alcohol kept coming. Jim realised that, actually, they likely didn't think themselves as criminals. They came from all walks of life, from all over the world, and the one thing they each had in common was being incredibly rich. The contracts they were hoping to secure, even if they involved crates full drugs, were just part of their business. In fact, Jim found the most difficult part of keeping up his cover to be acting as if he belonged in this high-class group of people. None of them made direct reference to their criminality, but the talk of their supercars and fifth houses and opulent soirees were difficult for the lowly detective to keep up with. He almost lost track of the various houses of his own that he conjured up to join in with their discussions, and he was almost glad when a woman put his hand on his shoulder and asked his name.

"Mr Byron?"

"Oh, yes?" He turned round, feeling as if a teacher had caught him being naughty at school.

"Madame Hera, pleased to meet you." She shook his hand, all the while looking stunning in a regal purple dress that hugged her figure so well. Jim gulped, having heard a lot about the Madame from Lara. "I'm the hostess of this fabulous gathering—are you enjoying yourself?"

"Certainly."

"Good. Now, I hear that you are interested in more of what Club Olympus has to offer. I'm sure you have an idea of what services we provide, but I always find that an in-person demonstration is a much better way to get a grasp of what's on offer. Would you like to follow me?"

Jim stood up and, once again, found himself being led by a beautiful woman further into the unknown depths of this strange yacht. He knew that if he was going to find Lara he would need to become acquainted with the upper echelons of the club—the goddesses. He followed the Madame, who Lara had never mentioned was so attractive, out of the atrium and down a set of stairs into the lower bowels of the ship.

"As I'm sure you're aware," Madame Hera said, not turning around as she kept walking further down the dimly-lit corridor. "Any session with our girls is strictly confidential and, over the course of this cruise, completely free. Our wonderful benefactor Mr Diamante has made sure of that."

"Will I be able to meet him?"

The Madame laughed. "That would be very unlikely. Mr Diamante is a very private man. Ah, here we are."

She paused outside a cabin door and looked at the detective curiously.

"I'm sure you'll enjoy yourself. Please indulge yourself with this taster and if you ever want to organise another session later in the cruise, just come and speak to me. Bear in mind that our girls do need a rest and they are all in high demand, so such an impromptu session as this might be difficult to set-up. Anyway, go right in. I believe we're about to weigh anchor."

Her heels echoed down the corridor as she left Jim outside the door. He was surprised by her apparent prescience: a porthole showed the lights of the harbour slowly become more distant as the Diamond Empress pushed out to sea. Jim was well and truly on his own now. But there was nothing to do about it than keep pushing forward with the investigation.

He turned the door handle and stepped in, immediately seeing the dominatrix standing with her back to him. She stood strongly in high heels and wore a full-body black catsuit. Her legs were long in the tight latex, her ass looked firm and round in the glossy material, and her dark hair fell in wavy locks down her back.

"Hello there, slave," she greeted with a familiar voice, turning around as she heard him enter. "Have you been a bad—"

She froze in shock as she looked at Jim, and he starred back at Lara.


2. Putting on a Performance

"Hi, La—"

"Quiet, slave!" Lara barked, stopping Jim from saying her real name out aloud. "Close the door and come here. Now."

Jim, in a daze and quite entranced by the sight of his partner in her full dominatrix attire, shook himself out of his trance and closed the door before hesitantly approaching.

"I am Goddess Athena. You will refer to me as Goddess and you will do exactly what I say. Understood?"

Jim, shocked at this persona he had never before witnessed, nevertheless remembered that they were both undercover and had to keep that way. He nodded, finding himself unable to speak.

"Stand still and close your eyes. I want to get a good look at you."

Jim followed her commands, hoping Lara knew what she was doing. She paced slowly around him then stepped right behind him. Her hands trailed over his body as he felt her breath on the back of his neck.

"You took your time," she whispered. It took a moment to realise that she wasn't in dominatrix mode. "The room is bugged. Cameras and microphones. Just play along. Make it convincing."

Jim found himself holding his breath at the unexpected intimacy of her whispers, and he exhaled loudly as she stepped away.

"I asked you to take your clothes off!" Lara suddenly shouted, resuming her act. "Or do you need to be punished?"

"No, Goddess. Sorry." Jim felt a feeling of submission strike him as her domineering tone was directed at him.

"Good. Then strip for me. Now."

Jim knew that Lara was only trying to keep their covers up, but he didn't know how much of this was necessary. Or how far she was going to take it. And he couldn't lie to himself, ever since Lara had been undercover at Club Olympus he had often imagined what sorts of things she got up to. Now, she was right in front of him. Those fantasies were becoming reality. And she looked gorgeous in her latex catsuit. The zip was only halfway up her torso so a tantalising view of her cleavage was on display. Jim immediately regretted staring too long and as he stood there in only his underwear he could feel his erection pitching a large tent.

"I want everything off," Lara said. "Go on."

Jim took a deep breath before revealing himself completely to his colleague who was gazing with a look of intrigue at his hard cock.

"You are such a dirty boy," she said. "Already hard and I haven't even touched you. But maybe I shouldn't be so surprised. The thought of a beautiful goddess like me dominating you must be driving you wild. Still, I think you deserve some punishment. Get on your hands and knees."

Jim, still surprised by how seriously she was taking it, got onto the floor. He was very aware of how hard his cock was, despite his recent orgasm. Lara was right. The thought of her dominating him was turning him on. Even hearing her commands and harsh tone was sending a thrill through his body. But it didn't prevent him from panicking mildly at the sight of her standing over him with a heavy-looking flogger.

"Have you been spanked before, slave? Properly, I mean. By a woman like me." Lara moved behind him.

"No, Goddess."

"Then I'll go slightly easier on you. Slightly."

"Ow!" Jim yelled at the unexpectedness of the first strike that landed on his exposed asscheeks. 

"Silence slave. I know you can take this."

Jim gritted his teeth and his body tensed as he received more blows to his backside. Each seemed to build upon the pain of the previous, and the sensation of an initial stinging soon rose in a crescendo into a burning that had him more vulnerable for more strikes. 

Lara was making a conscious effort to go easy on her partner. She knew that, unlike most of her clients, he wasn't well-experienced in the BDSM scene and would benefit from some easing in. But the flogger in her hand seemed to disobey an effort to lighten its strikes. Instead, it hit him with audible contact and left red marks. And Lara, as always, enjoyed the power it filled her with. She had to force herself to let the instrument fall loose in her hand and think of something else to do with her partner.

"Is that enough punishment for you, slave?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"That's just a demonstration of what might happen if you displease me. Now, stand up. I've got something perfect for you."

Lara spanked him on the ass then grabbed him by the elbow, leading him over to a St Andrews Cross at the side of the room. The grand wooden apparatus looked imposing to the submissive detective, who had to put his entire trust in his partners as she pushed him against the cross and strapped him to it, arms stretched above him and ankles below. He forced to keep himself up on the balls of his feet. Utterly helpless now, he could barely move his limbs.

"And you're still so hard," Lara said as she trailed a hand in a large circle, over his stomach then down and across his thighs, never quite touching the thick erection at the centre of her attention. Lara knew that once she did there could be no going back. Her partner was completely in her hands. But seeing how turned on he was provided all the motivation she needed. "So, slave, what should I do with you? Do you want me to touch your cock?"

"Yes, Goddess," Jim answered, completely truthfully.

"Hmm." Lara let her finger hover an inch from the hard shaft, then gave it a firm flick that sent it bouncing. "There, I touched it. Satisfied?"

"No, Goddess."

"Well, you had better learn, slave, that you're not in charge here."

Lara ran her two hands up Jim's stomach and to his chest. She let her nails scratch him ever so lightly, just enough to make him grimace and exhale in frustration at not being able to escape.

"Your nipples look like they need some attention," Lara said, pinching them firmly then twisting, making Jim grunt in pain. "Come on, a big strong man like you must surely be able to take more torture than this." Lara laughed, knowing how many scrapes, bruises, and much worse injuries Jim had suffered while on duty. Her pinches were nothing compared to what he was used to. She wandered over to a collection of toys hanging from her wall then returned a moment later with some nipple clamps. "Hold still, slave," she ordered as she clipped them onto Jim's nipples, which were now hard from being played with. "Do you like those, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Good."

A short silver chain ran between the two clamps, allowing Lara to tug on them lightly whenever she pleased.

"Do you think your cock deserves some more attention now?"

"Yes please, Goddess." Jim's pleaded seemed genuine. His erection hadn't subsided over the course of Lara's teasing; instead it had become harder and even more frustrating.

"Maybe you do deserve it..."

Lara suddenly grabbed his balls and squeezed.

"You want this sort of attention?"

Jim shook his head and whimpered. Lara released his balls then wrapped her fingers around his shaft.

"Or do you prefer this?" she asked as she gently stroked him.

"Yes, Goddess. I prefer this."

Lara smirked and continued stroking. She enjoyed seeing the look on Jim's face: the biting of lips, the fluttering of eyelids. A few simple movements of her hand had him in such a deep state of bliss.

"Do you want me to go faster?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara stroked faster, but as she did she tugged on the chain connecting the two nipple clamps. Jim groaned in both pain and pleasure until he couldn't take it anymore.

"Please stop, Goddess."

"Hmm. Okay."

Lara released the chain and, at the same time, let go of his cock.

"There you go," she said. "Some relief for you."

"I'm so horny, Goddess."

"Oh are you? I couldn't tell." Lara laughed and trailed a finger over the throbbing cock, watching it bounce in desperation. She then formed a ring with her thumb and index finger and encircled the sensitive head. "Prove how desperate you are, slave. Fuck my hand."

Immediately, Jim began to buck his hips. He thrust them forward as far as he could, pushing into the ring Lara had created. She didn't make it easy for him. As soon as he penetrated too far, she pulled her hand back, denying even the full extent of what was only minimal pleasure. She kept her fingers tightly around his head. Her hand moved in synchronisation with his hips, preventing more than a teasing sensation.

"How frustrating is that?"

"Very, Goddess," Jim grunted.

"Is this better?" Lara suddenly stroked him hard and faster, causing his body to tense up at the overwhelming change of stimulation.

"Mmm, yes...Goddess."

Lara let go again and laughed at the sight of his bouncing cock, looking so angry and eager to burst.

"Were you close to cumming, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Then tell me next time, slave. I don't want you squirting without my permission. Understood?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara began stroking again, this time much lighter. She just focused on moving his foreskin back and forth while staying away from the head of his cock. With all the attention on the centre of his shaft, the stimulation was frustratingly limited. But with the recency of his last edge, Jim felt the swell of an orgasm as the pressure in his cock grew.

"I'm close, Goddess."

Lara removed her hand and slapped his balls, which had become tight with the approaching climax. "Good slaves need to learn that their orgasms do not belong to them."

"Yes, Goddess."

"You're happy to agree with that because you think that'll please me. And if you please me, maybe I'll let you cum. Is that right?" Lara wrapped her fingers around the engorged shaft but only gave what felt like micro-strokes, hardly providing any stimulation lest he got to the edge too quickly.

"No, Goddess."

"No? In that case, you won't mind if I leave you tied up like this and just...I don't know...not let you cum at all."

Jim was silent apart from his quiet whimpers of pleasure.

"See, I'm tempted to introduce you to Goddess Nyx. Have you met her?"

"No, Goddess."

"I don't think you'd enjoy what she does with her slaves. But then again, you wouldn't have much choice. See locks them up in chastity and keeps them under control with the promise of being unlocked, the promise of being given an orgasm. But the thing is, she doesn't need to stick with those promises. She keeps them locked up, completely chaste, for weeks, or months. Some of her slaves, or so I hear, have been kept in chastity for years. They've learned to cum just from being pegged. Which I think sounds like so much fun. Don't you?"

"No, Goddess."

"Oh? So you just want to cum whenever you want?" Lara moved her hand up to the head of his cock and gave it a flurry of fast strokes. She was having fun teasing her partner.

"Fuck, yes, Goddess. God...I'm gonna—"

"No." Lara let go. "No you're not. Not until I want you to."

"Fuck..."

"What is it, slave?" Lara rubbed a single finger on the sensitive spot on the underside of Jim's cock, driving him wild.

"I'm so close."

"Are you really gonna cum from one finger?"

"Oh my god...maybe..."

Lara laughed and took her finger away. Precum dripped from Jim's throbbing cock. Its convulsion grew in intensity. He couldn't stop it from twitching. Even after his blowjob from Sapphire he was so intensely horny and could feel an orgasm about to explode out. Despite receiving absolutely no stimulation, he was helpless to the opening floodgates.

"Fuck, I can't hold back."

"Are you cumming, slave?" Lara watched in fascination at the straining cock, on the verge of shooting its load. "Because I don't think you deserve any more pleasure from me. I never gave you permission."

"Fuck..."

After hanging on the edge for what felt like a minute, the tell-tale pulses of orgasm could no longer be contained. His entire body shuddered as his cum sprayed out in powerful shots. The ripples of agonising pleasure from his ruined orgasm had his heart racing and his teeth gritted teeth as he released a groan of frustration. The cum splattered onto the floor and continued to pour out even as his cock stopped throbbing. As the strings of white slowly dripped onto the floor, Jim struggled to catch his breath. The cruelness of his partner to deny him any real satisfaction had caught him completely off-guard.

"Enjoy that, slave?" Lara asked with an accompanying tug of his nipple clamps.

"Eurgh. No, Goddess."

"Too bad, slave. Now, what should we do with you?"


3. Making Plans

Lara didn't tease Jim for too much longer; it was clear to her that his post-nut clarity had him itching to be released. She made sure to take a mental image of him strapped naked to the St Andrews Cross, his limp dick still with a bead of cum shining on its tip, then she let him down and allowed him to get changed. He seemed unsure of how to precede now that their session was over.

"I've been asked to take you to your cabin," Lara said, remembering the instruction Madame Hera had given to the Goddesses during their briefing earlier that evening. "When you're ready, that is."

"Thank you," Jim answered as he slipped his shoes on. "Err, Goddess."

Lara smirked. "Good slave."

When he was ready, she led him out of the room, down the corridor, and up a few flights of stairs. Jim, between marvelling at the size of the yacht and the sight of Lara's ass in her tight latex catsuit, realised how easily he had become lost within it. A few floors up, she paused outside a door and waited for Jim, who was distracted by the glimpses of black ocean outside, to catch up. Then she entered into the cabin and let him explore it. Like a room in a high-end hotel, the modern decor and warm lighting was welcoming and it was fully-furnished for a comfortable stay, even with an ensuite. Jim's luggage was waiting for him by his bed.

Lara, having shut the door, moved over to a stereo system. "Why don't you unpack. Here, unwind with some music, then I'll leave you in peace."

Music burst out of the speaker, louder than Jim liked, but before he could tell Lara to turn it down she had moved right up to her.

"I don't know if this room's bugged but we can't take the risk," she said with a whisper barely audible above the throbbing bass.

"I know," Jim answered. "Are you okay?"

"I'm fine! But we need to be quick: Diamante's on the ship but not even us Goddesses get to meet him. Only the Madame does. Anyway, listen, one of his top lieutenants, Pritchard, is in charge of making sure the contracts go smoothly. I'll focus on him, if you can keep track of who's involved in the dealings, who the major players are, and see where the money's going."

"Understood."

"Let's not seem suspicious. I've gotta go." Lara went and turned the music down. "Sorry if that was too loud. Your dinner will be served downstairs when you're ready. If you want to see me or any of the other Goddesses, just let any of us know." 

The gorgeous dominatrix gave Jim a wink then left him to his own devices.

*****

Later that evening, when most of the guests were too drunk, tired, and drained to pursue any more sessions with the girls of Club Olympus, the Goddesses relaxed in their dormitory. Lara shared a bottle of wine with Artemis and Demeter. Each of them was exhausted from the first night of the cruise, but they were all desperate for the first chance to share gossip since the yacht had set sail.

"So Demi, what the hell happened to you?" Lara asked, still wearing her tight catsuit.

"You wouldn't believe it, this guy loves eating his own cum," the blonde Goddess said, laying down with a towel wrapped around her waist but her large tits exposed. "But, like, that's all he wanted. So all evening I had him tied up and attached to the milking machine. He seemed happy to just sit there with the machine ramming a dildo into his ass and the masturbator making him orgasm like, I don't know, eight times? I lost count. So did he. But anyway, once I'd collected all his cum he didn't just want to drink it from a glass, oh no. He wanted to eat it off me! So I had to untie him then lie down and poor all his cum over me. Then he licked it all up."

"Wow," Lara said.

"Wow," Artemis echoed, still wearing her strappy black attire. "What about you, Athena? Any fun stories from today?"

"Not really..." Lara mused. "I did ruin one guy while he was strapped to the St Andrews Cross. That was fun."

"We all know you love your ruined orgasms."

"So, Diamante, do any of get to meet him?" Lara asked, deciding to take the opportunity to investigate.

"Nope," Artemis replied. "He's very particular. We don't even see him. He's never been to the club. Pritchard is the one who mingles with us. He's the tall British guy."

"I've heard about him but never seen him," Lara said. "What's he like? Does he...you know...have sessions with anyone?"

Artemis and Demeter shared a looked, and the redhead replied: "He has sessions with everyone. I already saw him today."

"And I'm seeing him tomorrow," Demeter said. "I'm sure he'll ask for you soon."

"I hope so." Lara had an idea. "Demi, when you see him, do you mind mentioning me? Just say that I want to have a session with him."

"Sure honey. But why are you so interested in him?"

"Oh I don't know. I guess I just like tall British guys."


4. Artemis Hunts Again

Jim, having had to accept the offer of a session on Saturday morning by the alluring and persuasive Madame, was guided to a private room where a Goddess was waiting for him. He found himself watching helplessly as the redhead grabbed his tie and pulled him closer. He knew who she was. Lara had told him everything. Artemis, the Goddess of the Hunt, had chosen him to be her play thing.

"Are you ready for some fun?" she purred, pulling him closer then shoving him onto the bed at the back of the room.

Jim collapsed, mesmerised as she began to strip. "Yes, Goddess."

"Mmmm. I'm glad you know how to talk to me. So, what do you want to do, fuck me?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Artemis, her hands barely covering her sumptuous breasts, grinned. "If you wanted to fuck someone, you should have taken one of those strippers. With me, you get a whole different world of fun."

Jim gulped and felt his cock press against the confines of his trousers as Artemis pulled her hands away and let him take in the full view of her tits.

"Would you like to fuck these, slave?" She pushed them together, exaggerating the deep cleavage between.

"Yes, Goddess."

"Then you'd better strip for me. Take everything off and show me what you're hiding from me."

Jim gladly did as requested. Within a minute, he was sat on the bed stark naked.

"Wear this like a good little slave," Artemis commanded as she fixed a collar around his neck. A leash hanged limp from a ring attached to it. "You will do as I command, understood?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Jim felt a tug on the leash and he was pulled off the bed and onto his knees.

"To cut to the chase, slave, I want you to fuck me. It's a simple as that. But first you've got to get me wet. So lick my cunt, slave. Now."

Jim was pulled closer, into the warmth between Artemis' legs. He licked her eagerly, enjoying the taste. The Goddess groaned and bit her lips as her obedient slave pleasured her with his tongue. She squeezed her thighs together and fondled her breasts. And before she got too carried away with herself she pushed Jim away.

"Stand up, slave, time to get you sorted. Because I don't trust you to not spill your load as soon as your cock enters me. So, I need to desensitise you somewhat."

Artemis grabbed a handful of condoms from a bedside drawer and approached Jim again, who looked at them with curiosity. 

"Already at attention for me?" she said, gazing wickedly at the cock that had been hard ever since she had revealed her tits. 

"Yes, Goddess."

"Well, good. Because I have some things for it to wear."

Artemis opened one condom wrapper and began to apply the latex sleeve to Jim's erection. He moaned gently at the feel of her fingers rolled the condom down over the length of his shaft.

"Don't get too excited, slave. Because we haven't even started yet."

She took another condom and applied it over the first. Jim's cock was beginning to feel the added tightness of the experience.

"See, I prefer someone with a bit more girth than you do. So I'm hoping this might make things work out better for the both of us."

Artemis unwrapped a third and with no less grace than the previous two she rolled it tightly over the hard shaft.

"That looks much better, don't you agree slave?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Good, because I think you're just about ready for a good fucking."

Artemis, with the leash in her hand, lay down of the bed and pulled Jim towards her with a sharp tug. He was thrown onto all fours on top of her and he looked with bewilderment at the beautiful body beneath him.

"What are you waiting for, slave? Fuck me. Now."

"Yes, Goddess."

Jim could hardly believe what was being asked of him. But he couldn't hesitate now. He pushed his hips forward and found the wet entrance where his face had been moments earlier. Artemis' intense arousal was evident and allowed his cock, mummified in latex, to push in without any resistance. They both moaned at the immediate pleasure. But while the dominatrix was clearly receiving intense satisfaction from Jim's continued fucking, the undercover detective could hardly any more stimulation than a slight pressure on the sensitive tips of his cock which sent waves of teasing electricity through his body. 

But it was wholeheartedly frustrating. The pleasure was enough to drive him wild, but nowhere near enough to cause the ecstatic spasms visible in the groaning woman below him.

"Faster, slave," she whispered between convulsions. "Faster!"

Jim could not relent. He had to please her. And if he had any chance of reaching an orgasm himself he had to fuck faster and harder than he had ever done. As his cock grew harder from the teasing pleasure, its constraints grew tighter around it. The pressure became more and more focused around the length of the frustrated shaft. Jim fucked harder, hoping soon that the stimulation might become enough to build his pleasure to its peak.

Artemis shuddered in climax as Jim continued to ram his cock in her. Her eyes rolled back and her knees trembled. She squeezed her tits, groaned in pleasure, and pulled on the leash to bring her slave closer to him. Jim, seeing that his time was running out, tried his hardest to find his own orgasm. But he could not come close, not before Artemis had recovered enough to push him off her.

"Enough, slave," she said, breathing heavily. "How's your cock feeling? Had the release it wanted?"

Jim, now standing, looked down at the condom-encased appendage. It raged hard and unsatisfied, throbbing within its confines. Artemis laughed at the pain expression on the undercover detective's face.

"Cheer up," she teased, moving to gather her clothes. "You were lucky enough to fuck me."

"Please, Goddess," Jim said tentatively. "Can I cum?"

Artemis, putting her clothes back on, looked at the raging erection and smirked. "Nope. You'd better sort yourself out. Masturbate if you want, but another session is starting in this room in a minute!"

Jim, not knowing whether or not she was messing with him, hurried to get his own clothes as the dominatrix made her way out the door.

"Thank you for letting me use your cock, slave," she smiled, stepping outside. "See you around."

Jim hastily removed his collar, dressed himself, then rushed out, seeing no one else around. He found a bathroom in which to remove the condoms hanging from his softened and sore cock then made his way back to the bar. If he couldn't be satisfied by a good orgasm, perhaps a stiff drink would do the job.


5. The Twins

Lara had warned Jim of the twins, so when he saw them approaching him from across the room his heart beat faster and he tried to look away. An hour had passed since his encounter with Artemis, and he had hoped for more of a rest before interacting with anyone else. But the sight of their hypnotic hips swaying in their tight black mini dresses as they strolled through the groups of gamblers and strippers was a sight that begged to be viewed. Were they coming over to him? It looked like it. Jim just sipped at his drink and remained seated at the bar. He turned away, browsing the drinks on display behind the counter. The bartender, another beautiful sight, served another guest, and Jim was glad to continue the moment to himself.

Until a firm finger prodded him on the shoulder.

"Why are you sitting here all alone?"

"There's so many ways to have fun on this boat."

Jim found himself flanked by the twins, who introduced themselves as Goddess Enyo and Goddess Eris. Their gorgeous olive skin looked incredible where their breasts swelled beneath the confines of their tight black dresses. The material rode up to the top of their thighs which pressed in close towards Jim's trousers. He looked between the two of them, stunned that they had decided to just approach him like this.

"Why do you look so disinterested?" Enyo asked.

"I'm just enjoying a drink," Jim answered.

"Have you been worn out?" Eris questioned.

"Something like that."

Jim felt two hands on either thigh. They moved inside then up, almost cupping his balls.

Enyo kissed his neck. "We've heard a lot about you."

Eris purred in his ear. "Goddess Athena was impressed by you."

"Goddess Artemis loved your obedience."

"And I heard someone else loved the taste of your cock. Sapphire, was it?"

"Now we want a turn," they said in unison, fondling Jim through his pants. He was too distracted to recognise which one spoke next: "Room 314. Fifteen minutes."

The twins left him sitting at the bar, an erection pulsing in his pants. The bartender flashed him a knowing smile then gave him another drink. Jim tried not to down it immediately. But as fifteen minutes passed his glass was soon empty and he had to stagger up off his seat.

*****

Room 314, a small cabin with not much more than a single bed, was gloomy and empty when Jim entered. He looked around, wondering where the twins might be, but found a note lying on the bed next to a set of handcuffs.

"Get naked and cuff yourself to the bed," the note read. "We'll join you in a minute. E & E."

Jim didn't want to hesitate in case they arrived to find him having disobeyed them. He stripped down completely, his cock hard with the excitement of it all, and lied back in bed. He then cuffed his hands to the headboard and relaxed back. With his arms chained above him he had nowhere to go. But his worry of being trapped alone, putting himself in the hands of these two Goddesses, was quickly evaporated when they burst through the door with wicked smiles on their faces.

They approached him, not speaking, and paused only to drop their dresses to the floor. Nothing was underneath but their naked bodies, tanned and toned and with matching pairs of tits.

"Have you been waiting long?" Eris asked as they stepped closer, hips swaying seductively.

"Don't answer, slave," Enyo said. "We don't really care."

"But we're glad to see you've done what we said."

"You are so subservient. This cruise has treated you well."

Eris kneeled on the bed to the left of Jim. "And look at your thick cock! Getting hard for us already."

Enyo sat to his right. "What should we do with this..."

Eris trailed a hand up Jim's side. He shivered at the touch while his cock grew harder. Enyo leaned over and kissed the tip. Jim moaned as her lips stayed there for a moment, sucking gently, before peeling off. The two twins looked at each other, wicked grins on their faces, and kissed. 

Their mouths pressed against the other. Their tongues danced together and explored their two mouths. Jim could only watch as they made out. Their hands strayed over their bodies and his, but only ever lightly touching his cock at a few chance moments.

When one of Enyo's hands, previously occupied groping Eris' breasts, began to stroke him firmly and fully, Jim could only moan and strain against his cuffs. And the pleasure only lasted a minute before the hand withdrew, leaving Jim harder and more desperate than before.

So it was much to his excitement when he saw them descend, lips still pressed together, towards his throbbing cock. The twins continued kissing, even as their mouths brushed against the underside of his shaft. Slowly, they parted. Their lips put their attention on Jim. They kissed up and down his shaft on either side, sending little rushes of pleasure through him. The frenzy of little pecks made Jim crazy with lust, and it wasn't long before the twins were going in for more. Eris was sucking his shaft while Enyo sucked his balls. Jim shifted and struggled as they utterly consumed him, driving his pleasure to its extremes. But they were pros; they knew how to control his orgasm. Eris wasn't too tight as she sucked, not allowing Jim to be pushed to the edge. And meanwhile Enyo continued to play with his balls while her hands scratched his chest and twisted his nipples.

Eventually, the stopped. Both came up to breathe and left Jim's cock covered in a glisten of saliva. They looked at him mischievously. They kissed his shaft again then slowly moved their lips together and began to make out in front of him. Jim was helpless but to watch. Their visible passion and their stretching, flexing feminine forms were driving him wild.

Their hands played with their tits. Then Enyo reached round to grab Eris' ass, and Eris responded by running her thumb over Enyo's wet pussy. They both moaned. Now both fingered the other, their pussies wet and dripping right over Jim's desperate cock. The twins continued to pleasure themselves. Their bodies were joined at their hands, lips, and even their tits which were being squeezed flat as their chests pushed in together.

They were an inseparable form of pleasure, glowing and groaning with orgasmic delight. And Jim was helpless, only able to watch and wish he could feel even a slight bit of what they were experiencing.

Clearly, the two girls knew what the other liked. They knew their bodies, they found the right spots to tease and finger, and this familiarity was bringing them both to orgasm within minutes of this sexual frenzy.

They breathed as one with their mouths interlocked. Their breasts rose and fell with deep breaths in and out. Juices dripped over Jim's shaft as the twins climaxed simultaneously.

They were frozen, statuesque for a moment as their orgasm shuddered through. Then, smiling, they slowly peeled apart and looked at Jim.

Eyeing up the glisten of their juices on his shaft, they descended again. With tongues out they licked Jim's cock and balls. Over its full length they licked and licked, stimulating him with nothing but their tongues. Jim's knuckles clenched at the delicate but unrelenting pleasure.

Eventually they took him in their hands and held it pointed at the ceiling. They both gripped him by the base of the shaft, fingers tightly around it so it pulsed hard.

The twins smiled at Jim, who could feel the pressure in his cock rising just from the tight ring of fingers around it. The head was thick and pulsing. A bead of precum glistened from the tip. Eris bent over and licked it up. Then Enyo joined her.

The twins didn't stop. With only their tongues they pleasured the head of Jim's cock. They lapped around it over and over. Once they had him moaning, they focused only on the frenulum. They worked as one. Their two tongues targeted the same sensitive spot that made Jim struggle. But he could only move his legs from under them. And his hands were securely cuffed.

The twins continued. Even as Jim's cock began to pulse, his muscles clenching, they remained with their tongues darting against him. There was no more they needed to do. They were bringing him to climax and he was helpless to it.

With such a light but focused stimulation, the orgasm built up slowly but strongly. The warm pleasure grew in his cock. Soon, every twitch, as he could longer prevent his contractions, felt as if it would be the final one to bring him over the edge. But time after time he was proven otherwise. With the tongues so lightly pleasuring him he remained in this state for what felt like eternity. The twins, their eyes fixed on his, smiled and continued working. 

Then the pulse of an orgasm finally broke through. The tongues continued. The intensity shuddered through him and fired out with large loads of cum. The first, in a sudden expulsion, hit him on the chin. The next on the chest. The following three covered his stomach, surprising Jim with the volume he still had inside him.

The twins only relented once the cock dropped onto his stomach and lied in the pool of cum. Despite their restrained touches, his orgasm hadn't been a ruined one. Rather, they had made it all the more intense and powerful and now, in the afterglow, he was in a complete daze.

"From what I've heard, I'm surprised you have anything left in you," Enyo said, smiling at the mess.

"This is what we're good at," Eris replied. "We can make men cum over and over again. Whether they like it or not."

"If you want to find out what that's like, just ask for us."

"We'll be happy to play with you more."

The twins got off the bed and pulled their dresses back on.

"Oh, I nearly forgot." Enyo hurried over with a key and unlocked Jim's wrists. "There you go. It would have been a nightmare if you were locked in here. Or, actually, if only we knew you were here it could be quite fun. Anyway, um, we need to get back. Take these as a souvenir if you like. Ciao!"

She handed Jim the handcuffs and he watched the twins leave, their asses looking amazing as usual in their tight dresses. Slowly, he summoned the energy to sit up and get changed. With no towel or tissue in sight, he had to put his shirt on over the strings of cum. When he was ready, he rushed out to find his way back to his cabin for a shower.

.


6. Finding a Target

On Saturday afternoon, as Jim enjoyed himself with more of the girls, Lara lounged in one of the back rooms with Artemis. They were both in nothing but robes, relaxing before being called for their next session. 

"Who have you got next?" Lara asked, looking over at the redhead who was nursing a champagne flute.

"A guy who I always have in the club. He's typical for the most part. But to climax he likes to do it sixty-nine."

"That's quite normal?"

"Yeah, except I wear a strap-on while we do it."

"Oh. Wait, so he's sucking your cock while you suck his?"

"Exactly! It's interesting. Easy for me, though I do wish he'd just lick me out sometimes!"

Demeter walked in before Lara could ask more about it. The blonde was in her typical full black dominatrix attire, complete with a whip attached to a belt at her waist.

"Lara! He's ready for you!"

"Who?"

"Who do you think?" Demeter dropped onto a couch, exhausted.

"Wait, the British guy?"

"Yeah, Pritchard!"

Lara had asked to see him, but she hadn't had high hopes that Demeter would be able to follow through with the request so soon.

"He's in room three-twenty."

"Oh, great. Thanks, Demi."

"It's no problem, honey. He seemed to like the idea."

"I'd better head up."

"There's no hurry. He won't be going anywhere."

"What have you done to him, Demi?" Artemis asked, laughing.

The three dommes talked a while longer before Lara decided she needed to head upstairs and see Pritchard. She went only in her robe, as per Demeter's suggestion that outfits didn't matter, and as she made her way to the designated cabin she realised that she didn't have any plan of action. Somehow she needed to get information from him. But how? Maybe she could beat it out of him. Literally.

*****

Demeter had left Pritchard in a bind when she had finished her session with him. Lara walked in to see him already tied spread-eagle and face down to the bed in his cabin. Soft purple rope secured his wrists and ankles to the bedposts. A blindfold covered his eyes, and a strip of tape kept his mouth shut.

Lara, seeing him naked and vulnerable with his ass exposed, knew he was in the perfect position for her.

"Who do we have here?" she said as she shut the door securely.

"Mmmm."

"Sorry?" Lara smirked, loving the sight of this helpless man who she had seen before strutting so confidently around the ship. It was perhaps the most underappreciated aspect of this job: seeing some of the wealthiest and most powerful men reduced to slobbering, dripping, horny messes who would do anything for just a second of stimulation. Even Pritchard, hearing Lara come in, was straining to see her. But it was to no avail. And as his body twisted and shifted, his cock grew in its position pressed beneath his stomach and the bed.

"Goddess Demeter seems to have treated you well, and she's left you in the perfect state for me."

Lara dropped her robe to the floor and padded closer to the bed. She paused and examined the naked masculine form in front of her, trussed up and ready for whatever she wanted to do. And as she thought of her next step, she played gently with her tits and ass and pussy, enjoying the moment to just feel her own body. The horniness that came naturally from her undercover role often got in the way of needing to do her job as a detective. And now, she needed to be level-headed. 

Fortunately, Demeter had left a large assortment of toys. Lara immediately grabbed a vibrator and hopped onto the bed. She straddled the man's back and whispered in his ear:

"It's been a long day for me. So I hope you don't mind if I get myself off. Goddess Demeter said she edged you real hard earlier, so maybe it will be difficult for you to listen to me cum. But if you're a good boy, maybe you'll get a reward."

"Mmmmmmm."

Lara ignored him and switched the vibrator on. It was a pink g-spot massager. Perfect for bringing her to climax. She teased the bound slave briefly, running it over his taint and his exposed balls to cause him to shiver and moan in frustration, but she quickly brought the focus back to herself.

When she said it had been a long day, she meant it. Already Lara had had three sessions with different clients, and each had been taken to the limit of both their time constraints and kinks. But none had given Lara any sexual relief. She had spanked and whipped and fucked and sucked, but none had provided her with an orgasm. So now, as the massager whirred against her clit, she didn't need much to be brought to climax.

As she felt the swell of warmth deep within her, Lara made sure to moaned aloud to make the slave as frustrated and as jealous of her pleasure as possible. She ran a hand through his ruffled quiff of hair, pulling lightly as the pressure started to released. She groaned. Her knees pressed in tightly against his torso. As she came she dropped so that her body pressed into his. She had to grip his shoulders as the other hand remained between her legs. And as her climax subsided she felt a sweat dripping from her chest onto his back.

"Wow," she panted. "That's exactly what I needed. Maybe I should just leave you here, it's not like there's anything you can do to satisfy me now."

She began to sit up, but then moved back and peeled the tape off Pritchard's mouth with one quick and painful rip.

"Mmm-ooww!" he yelled.

"Quiet, slave. Speak only when spoken to."

"Yes, Goddess," he answered with a distinctly English accent.

"Did Goddess Demeter tell you who I am?"

"Yes, Goddess. Er, you're Goddess Athena."

"That's right. And what did she tell you about me?"

"You'll punish me. Badly. But if you enjoy it, you'll let me cum. She kept me on the edge for so long."

"Enough. Be quiet." Lara spanked him on the ass. "You are right. I'm going to punish you. I mean, what else are you good for?"

The undercover detective stood up off the bed and went to the selection of toys. She picked up a cat o' nine tails whip and felt the weight of it in her hands, how it swayed as she swished with her hand, and how the nine tails dropped when she brought it to a stop. 

"This will be perfect for making your ass red," Lara said as she returned to the bound man and listened to the crack of the whip. He couldn't see it, but he winced at the sound that had him imagining what pain it might cause. "Are you ready, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara struck his ass and laughed. "Good."

She whipped him again, enjoying the sight of him squirming. As she brought the flail down upon him again and again his grunts of pain became louder and louder. And Lara had to stop herself taking it too far. She paused and examined the red marks on his ass.

"Did that hurt, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess?"

"Was it too much? I'll stop if you want. But that does mean you don't get to cum."

"No, Goddess, please. Please let me cum."

Lara whipped him. "Not yet. We're nowhere close to the end. Understood?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"If you want to cum, you'll have to please me."

"I'll do anything, Goddess."

Lara struck him and smirked. "Good. Why don't you tell me a little about yourself. I've seen you strutting around like you own the place, but you hadn't seen any of us Goddesses until Demeter. Why's that?"

"Ow!" Pritchard yelled in response to a particularly punishing smack. "I have a lot of work to do, making sure all the deals go smoothly."

"So all these people buying drugs get to have sessions with us on the house, meanwhile you simply don't have the time to have fun. That must be so...hard."

"Yes, Goddess. Ahh."

"Especially with us walking around the place in plain sight, and all the strippers with their tits out. It must have been torture." Lara continued to whip him with a regular rhythm.

"Ow! Yes, it was, Goddess. It was difficult convincing Diamante to give me a couple of hours off for this."

Lara smiled to herself, glad to know she was getting closer to finding out more from him. "And why did you see Goddess Demeter, when you had us all available?"

"Diamante recommended her. He said she's his favourite. Ow!"

"Oh? And who's your favourite?"

"I...er." Pritchard yelled as he was whipped hard, across his back this time. "You, Goddess. Definitely you."

"But, hold on, I thought Diamante didn't see any girls?"

"Only Demeter. And she has to keep it secret."

Lara thought for a moment, surprised to hear to Demeter had kept it so secret. But she realised that Pritchard could soon become suspicious, so she decided to hold off probing him further.

"I think I've punished you enough. This way, at least. Just rest where you are while I get ready."

As the slave relaxed, his ass and back bright red and stinging, Lara grabbed the strap-on she had been eyeing up earlier. The pink dildo, only about five inches long, curved upwards gently, and the detective envisioned it perfectly sliding into her slave's exposed ass. She covered it with lube then hopped onto the bed, kneeling right behind his two scarlet cheeks.

"I think you deserve a good fucking," she said as she rubbed the tip of the dildo against his opening. "Don't you agree, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess."

From his position face down, Pritchard's cock was hard from the stimulation of rubbing against the mattress. But Lara grabbed it and pulled it back so it was exposed. And as she slid the dildo into his loose ass, she gently stroked his cock.

"Mmm, do that feel good, slave?" she asked as she began to fuck him. 

"So good, Goddess," he groaned in response.

"Mmm, yeah, I like fucking good little slaves. Your cock is enjoying it too." She watched as it swelled in her hand while the curved dildo slid all the way in and out of his ass. "Do you want it harder?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara fucked him harder and faster, but was careful to leave his cock wanting more. She hardly stroked it. Instead she just kept a tight ring of her thumb and forefinger around his sensitive head. Her fucking had his hips bucking and his cock pushing ever so slightly through this tight ring, creating an excruciatingly limited but intense pleasure. And as a drop of precum was squeezed out of the tip, Lara knew she had him right where she wanted.

"Ooh, you're leaking for me, slave. Are you close to cumming?"

"Yes, Goddess. Please stroke me harder. I'm so close."

"Why would I do that, slave? If you've got this close without proper stroking, I shouldn't need to start now."

"Please, Goddess. I'm gonna cum."

"Oh, are you?"

Lara spanked his ass as she fucked him as vigorously as she could. She pounded against him. The harness of the strap-on almost came loose with the intensity. And as she continued, her finger and thumb remained tightly around his cock. Being so erect, its position held beneath him was both uncomfortable and led to an even greater burst of pressure and his orgasm began to force its way out.

"Euuurrgghh," he groaned through gritted teeth.

"That's right, cum, slave. Fucking cum." 

Lara's thighs slapped against his ass cheeks. She watched as the cum squirted out of his hard cock. She felt the pressure pulse through the tight ring of her finger and thumb. Each load gushed out beneath where she fucked his ass. The white load spilled beneath her knees and pooled on the mattress. And gradually, as Pritchard relaxed and Lara slid the dildo out of him, the cum seeped into the sheets and left a dark, damp mark.

"How was that, slave? Worth the wait?"

"Yes, Goddess." He sounded exhausted, breathing deeply against the pillow on which his head rested.

"Good. I hope you'll be less distracted while you work."

"I can't make any promises. Especially not if I see you around."

"If you have the time, do ask for me again." Lara realised that he might continue to be a good source of information if she could get another session with him.

"I will, Goddess."

Lara got off the bed and sorted herself, taking the harness off and putting her robe back on. Then she moved round to examine Pritchard's blindfolded face. She knew he was quite handsome beneath the material, but part of her wanted to keep him obscured and helpless.

"I'm going to untie one of your hands, slave," she said as she fiddled with the tightly knotted rope. "Then you can do the rest."

"Yes, Goddess."

Pritchard felt the knot securing his right wrist loosened and was able to pull it free. He then struggled with his left hand and eventually got it loose. Before working on his ankles, he pulled down his blindfold and looked around the room. Goddess Athena was nowhere to be seen.


7. The Message

The final day of the cruise passed astonishingly quickly for Jim, who had decided to make the most of his time by continuing his investigation. This of course meant getting to know the other goddesses. But he found that one, the sweetly innocent and incredibly buxom Demeter, was not fazed by the questions he asked about the nature of her work or the interesting clients she had. Instead, she took his intrigue to be an awkward attempt at flirtation, and before he knew it Jim was led to a room and tied suspended from the ceiling despite his lacklustre protests.

The undercover detective had his mouth taped shut before he could interrupt the session, and his mind soon turned away from his investigation as Demeter brought out a large fleshlight.

For at least half an hour she teased and toyed with her slave, and only when Jim's cock was bursting for release did she finally pump him to climax. 

The tight yet soft fake pussy was filled by his cum as he let himself be completely milked dry by the Goddess.

"Only a couple hours till we dock, sweetie," Demeter informed him as she began to untie his bonds. "If you wanted another session with one of us, you'd better decide quick."

"Thanks," Jim said after his gag had been ripped off. "But I might just have a drink and relax."

"Sounds lovely. Although, while I remember, Goddess Athena wanted me to pass on a message. Sounds like something special. You must've given her a good impression."

"What is it?" Jim was intrigued by what his colleague might have been planning.

"She's getting something ready in your cabin. Asked that you be patient and only come up later, just before we dock."

"Okay..."

"Maybe a farewell treat." Demeter winked as she eased Jim down and helped him stand upright. "You okay now, hun?"

"Great, thanks."

"Well I had fun. Hope you did too."


8. Finishing the Job

On Sunday, the final day of the cruise, all the clients were drained in more ways than one: money, energy, and cum. All the deals had been made and the clients had celebrated with plenty of gambling, drinking, and fucking. For the Goddesses of Olympus, that meant time to relax. Only a few sessions had been booked in the few hours before the Diamond Empress docked. Lara thought she didn't have anything lined up. Not until Madame Hera knocked at her cabin door.

"Athena, someone's asked to see you," she said, remaining in the doorway. "An hour before we knock. Okay?"

"Yes, Madame. Who is it?"

"That's confidential. You'll know when you see him. I've said he can use your cabin. So have it in good condition. Understood?"

Lara, peering at the mess of bed sheets and clothes behind her, nodded curtly. "Yes, Madame. Of course."

"Very well. Enjoy the last stage of the cruise."

*****

Lara spent the next few hours mulling over who might have asked to see her. It could have been any of the clients she had had sessions with who wanted to see her again. Or, she thought, could it be Pritchard? Lara had asked Demeter to arrange another session. If she could come through again it would fit perfectly into Lara’s plans.

And when a knock on her cabin door shook her alert and she hurried over to answer it, she beamed at the sight of Pritchard.

"Hello, Goddess," the British man greeted her.

Lara, head to toe in her favourite black latex catsuit, looked up at him and smiled. "Why am I not surprised, slave?"

"I did say I wanted to see you again," he grinned. "We've only got an hour until we dock, so I'm making the most of my time while I can."

"Well, we best not delay then. Come with me."

"We're not using your cabin?"

"I have somewhere better in mind."

Lara led him down the corridor and to the location she had planned. When they got there, to Jim's cabin, Lara made sure there was no one around to see as they entered.

"What's different about this place?" Pritchard asked, looking around.

"Silence, slave. This is somewhere a bit more private. I don't want the other guests disturbed by your screams."

Pritchard gulped, anxious and excited, and followed her in. Lara, having already prepared all the equipment, was not willing to beat around the bush.

"Get naked and lie on the bed, slave," she commanded. "You will be mine from now until when this ship has docked. Understood?"

"Yes, Goddess. I am yours."

Lara, impressed by the muscular body she was seeing for the first time from the front, eagerly cuffed his hands and feet to the bed so he was secured spread-eagle.

"You’ve got a great cock,” she said, seeing his thick erection standing alert.

"Thank you, Goddess."

"And what do you think I should do with it?"

"Whatever you want, Goddess."

"Do you think you can stay hard for me? Even if I don't touch you?" Lara knelt between his legs, getting closer to his hard cock.

"I'm not sure, Goddess."

"Well, if you want to really impress me, you will show how aroused I get you."

Lara looked at him then down to his cock. It was engorged and inviting. She desperately wanted to reach out and wrap her fingers around it, but decided that could come later. Instead, she fingered the zipper at the front of her catsuit. She toyed with it, listening to it clink. Slowly, she pulled it down. Pritchard's eyes remained fixed on the zip aa it trailed down her chest. His cock twitched in anticipation. The black latex pulled apart and gradually revealed the white of her breasts.

"You don't want to offend me, do you slave?" she purred as the zip lowered and she let her tits push out of the constraining latex. "Stay hard, slave. That's the only way you'll enjoy your time with me."

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara took her breasts and her two hands. She squeezed them together, creating a deep valley of cleavage which had Pritchard's cock twitching as he imagined feeling his raging shaft enveloped by her soft flesh. Then she tilted her neck forward and licked her nipples. The left, then the right. Her tongue darted out and in. It swirled around her areola in delicate spirals and she repeated on both sides until her nipples were erect and hard as they could be. 

Pritchard was forced to watch her teasing performance. It was no challenge at all to sustain his throbbing erection. Lara noticed and smiled. She could hardly stop herself from reaching out and grabbing it. And she decided there was no need to hold back from enjoying herself.

Pritchard tensed himself in anticipation as the Goddess leaned forward. There was no more teasing. She cut straight to the chase and wrapped her lips around his cock. Immediately the bound slave moaned and his knees shivered. The pleasure of the Goddess' blowjob was intense and unabating. And as soon as Pritchard felt an orgasm rising, all pleasure vanished.

"You didn't think it would be that easy, did you?" Lara asked as she watched a string of her saliva drip down the large cock in front of her eyes. "You've got such an impressive member. What should I do with it?"

"Whatever you want, Goddess."

"Hmm, well. Okay then!"

Lara gave the shaft a resounding slap which left it bobbing back and forth and caused a sharp inhale of pain from her slave. 

"Too much for a big guy like you?"

"No, Goddess."

"Really? What about this?" Lara smacked his balls and received a louder response. "That hurt more?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Because I'm having fun."

Lara slapped him a few more times, each one earning her a louder yell from her slave.

"So, I might stop. I might not. Maybe if you answer a couple of questions you'll earn that reward."

"Yes, Goddess. Thank you, Goddess."

"So," she said with another spank as she decided to go down a road of no return. She could see through the porthole a glimpse of distant coastline. "What does Diamante do with his money?"

Pritchard, after a moment to register the question, shook his head and looked at her, flustered. 

"What?!"

"You know, all this money moving around. And not just on this cruise. It must end up somewhere."

"I...why would I tell you?"

Lara smacked his balls, harder than before. "You're in no position to say no."

"I don't know! Honestly!"

Lara studied him, seeing truth in his expression. She also noticed the intensity of his erection fading away and took hold of it, stroking him firmly and keeping him pumping with blood.

"Don't lose focus now," she said. "See, I can be kind too. Don't you like my rewards?"

Pritchard shook his head. "No, please, Goddess Athena you need to release me. Diamante will want to see me. I realise I don't have time to finish our session."

Lara laughed at his feeble attempt to goad her into releasing him. "You like role play then? You can just say your safeword if you really want to be let out. Otherwise...I'm just gonna keep playing with you."

Pritchard couldn't remember his safeword. And as Lara kept stroking him, he struggled to even know if he had one.

"Where's Diamante going once the ship docks?" Lara knew she was running out of time to ask questions.

"I..."

The slave received a firm slap to the balls.

"His villa in Tuscany. He's getting flight. That's all I know."

Lara smiled. "Good. And what about..."

An announcement echoed through a speaker in the room. It was the Madame: "We will shortly be docking. Please return to your cabins to collect your belongings."

"Oh shoot. Looks like we're out of time. Hold on one minute."

Lara got up and rummaged around the room while Pritchard struggled in his bondage, desperately trying to force his way out.

"Here we go," Lara said. "Open wide!"

She stuffed a worn sock in his mouth and laughed as he looked at her with disgust and contempt.

"Don't worry, it suits you! And what's this? You're still hard? Hmm...I ought to leave. But, it would be too cruel to leave you frustrated like this."

Pritchard moaned through his gag as Lara grabbed his hard cock and began to jerk him off. Whether his strains were in reaction to the pleasure or a signal of his increasing frustration at Lara's manipulation, the Goddess didn't care. This would be the last opportunity to toy with him.

"Oh you are all ready to burst," she observed, rapidly stroking him up and down. "Go on then, slave. Enjoy it while you can."

"Mmmmmmmph," the bound man released as his cum erupted out and Lara let it fall from her grip.

"Sorry, slave!" she laughed, watching the throbbing cock bounce in frustration as cum continued to squirt out.

Pritchard could do nothing but embrace the sensations of the ruined orgasm.

Lara didn't even wait for his cock to stop twitching. "Anyway, that's all we've got time for. Sorry we couldn't have another session together," she said as she zipped her catsuit back up. "Just relax now. My friend will find you and take care of you. He's not so nice as me though."

Lara walked out the door without further ado, leaving Pritchard naked, covered in cum, and bound to the bed waiting for Jim to find him.


9. Epilogue

Lara passed Jim on the staircase down to her room. With no one around, they paused and the undercover dominatrix handed over a handcuff key and told her partner what to expect when he entered his cabin.

"That's, erm, okay," Jim responded, looking quizzically back at her. "Listen, Lara, I've been in contact with he mainland. As soon as we dock, this ship will be bordered by police. I'll have Pritchard detained, but you'll be arrested along with everyone else here. Just stay calm, play along, and everything will be sorted."

"Just make sure you get Diamante, Jim. He's somewhere onboard. Don't let him get away."

*****

Shortly after, the Diamond Empress had docked. The deep rumble of engines quietly faded to silence as Lara was changing into something more comfortable before her theatrical arrest.

"How you getting along?" Artemis strode in, already wearing her more casual gym gear.

"All good, all good," Lara replied. "Have you seen Demi? She better not be with a client still!"

"Oh, you don't know? She went with Diamente."

Lara paused. "Diamante? What do you mean?"

"They flew off together. The Madame arranged it. Demi’s going to be his personal dominatrix."

"Artemis, what do you-"

Lara was interrupted as a loud banging on the door announced the arrival of the police.

The be continued…
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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.
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Despite being an experienced detective, Lara must take on her most challenging operation yet: taking down the nefarious media tycoon Lorenzo Diamante. But this means going undercover at the prestigious Club Olympus, an establishment that caters to all the kinks of their wealthy patrons - from chastity to bondage.


Lara dons the title of Goddess Athena and joins the dominatrixes of Club Olympus. To remain undercover, she has to adapt to the role, remove her inhibitions, and embrace her femdom nature. Whether she has to pleasure or punish her patrons, the operation will only be successful if she can play a convincingly dominant woman.
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