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Prologue

The man swung helplessly from the ropes that bound him to the ceiling. His naked body was contorted so he was forced into a hogtied position, his knees bent and his arms tied behind his back. He watched the floor move away from him as a mechanical pulley system hoisted him up until he was suspended at seven feet above the tiled floor. He was already drooling from the ring gag that held his mouth open.

"I don't think I've ever seen someone so vulnerable, don't you agree, Goddess Demeter?" A redhead stepped into his eyeline, her body encased in a tight purple latex catsuit that exaggerated every curve of her slim body.

"Oh, absolutely, Goddess Artemis," answered the blonde who came to stand by her partner's side. She was wearing a matching outfit, and despite the heeled boots that added some height she wasn't quite as tall as the redhead, though her incredibly voluptuous ass and tits made up for it.

"I could play with him all day if I wanted."

The bound man watched as the fiery-haired dominatrix, Artemis, stepped beneath him and slapped his cock which had been hanging limply from his body, pointing down to the floor. The strike was gentle, making him grunt quietly, but it did the job of sending a wave of arousal through him that was enough to make blood rush through to the shaft that she was examining like an antique in a museum.

"There we go," she said. "It doesn't take much to get him excited."

"I'm not surprised when he gets to watch the two of us have fun with him." The blonde, Demeter, joined her partner standing under him, but her hands reached up to a different part of his body. "Though he should learn that we're not just here for his pleasure."

She flicked both his nipples, making them hard, and then she pinched them, causing a groan of discomfort to echo out from his gagged mouth.

"Is that too painful for you?" she asked, pulling them unrelentingly.

"Mmmpphh," the man tried to answer.

"What's that, slave?" The blonde twisted his nipples, not giving him any mercy.

"Oh, don't be too harsh on him, Demeter," the redhead then interrupted.

"Hmm, fine."

The man sighed with relief as his nipples were finally given a break from the torture.

"Maybe he does deserve some pleasure to go along with that pain." Artemis reached up to his cock which had grown fully erect from the excitement of being dominated by the two gorgeous Goddesses. "Does that feel better?"

"Mmmmmm."

The man moaned as she began stroking him, her hand sliding smoothly up and down his hard shaft. She knew exactly how much pressure to apply, how tightly to grip him, and how fast to stroke to make him quiver with pleasure. Even in his restrictive bondage, his limbs shook in response to the extreme delight of her touch.

"He's getting so excited already," Demeter said, marvelling at the sight of his cock throbbing in Artemis' hand. "Fuck, it's turning me on so much. It's not fair that he's the only one who gets to feel good."

The man could only watch, looking down at the two women as he continued to be stroked, amazed at the sight of their beautiful latex-clad bodies. He was even more surprised, and thrilled, to see Demeter embrace Artemis. She touched her partner's breasts and ass. She kissed her neck. She even felt down between her legs. And all the while, the redhead didn't take her hand off the man's cock, nor did she slow down. But she moaned with pleasure as Demeter touched her, even though their outfits didn't allow access to where she really wanted to get touched.

"Are you trying to distract me, Demeter?" she asked, staring up at the cock but very much enjoying the attention she was receiving.

"Why would I do that?"

"I won't be able to keep stroking him if you continue with this."

"Oh, what a shame...but I'm sure he won't mind."

The two women kissed, and with the passionate embrace Artemis let her hand slip off the cock above them so she could return the favour and touch the busty blonde.

The man stared at their performance. His cock was throbbing, desperately wanting to be touched again, but the sight of the two women making out almost made the frustration worth it. The glossy purple latex made their ass cheek look so plump and inviting, especially as they grabbed each other's and squeezed. They almost began grinding together at one point, becoming so worked-up that they needed some stimulation, but they were able to keep their composure and soon turned their attention back to the man suspended above them.

"Mmm, did you enjoy that, slave?" Artemis asked him, grinning at his cock that was still twitching with excitement.

"Mmhmm." The man nodded.

"Would you like us to continue? Or...would you prefer I stroked you again?"

It seemed like an impossible choice for the man, who desperately wanted to have the best of both worlds.

"Stop teasing," Demeter then said. "I think he deserves both."

The blonde this time was the one to grab his cock and stroke, satiating his desires. She also turned to Artemis, put her arm around her waist, and pulled her close so that they could kiss again. His cock swelled in her hand as he watched.

The more she stroked and the more they kissed, the more the pleasure inside him grew. He moaned softly every time her palm swirled over the tip of his cock, and before too long he was drooling uncontrollably from the ring gag.

"Look at that," Demeter said, reaching out to catch a string of saliva as it dangled towards the floor. "Thank you, slave."

She coated his cock with the saliva, using it as a lube to stroke even more easily so as to increase the pleasure he was feeling.

"Fuck this." Artemis stepped away and out of sight for a moment. "He's not the only one who should be having fun."

She returned with a large wand vibrator. It buzzed loudly when she switched it on and placed the head against her crotch. Despite the latex, the vibrations did their magic and provided her pussy with incredible pleasure.

"Want to share?" Demeter asked, biting her lip at the thought of what the toy could do to her.

"Of course."

The redhead grinned and the two women resumed making out. With their bodies pressed together, Artemis held the vibrator between them. As they kissed they shared the sensations it sent rippling through the thin latex of their costumes. They grinded with more intent, knowing that nothing was going to stop them from getting what they desired.

Demeter kept one arm reaching up to stroke the man's cock. It was leaking precum now as he felt his orgasm growing nearer, encouraged by the crescendo of moans coming from beneath him. A drop gathered at the tip then fell down onto the bridge of Artemis' nose.

"Oh wow," she said, wiping it away with a finger. "Look at this."

"Gimme!" Demeter took the redhead's finger in her mouth and sucked the precum off, the taste heightening her pleasure. "Mmm, that tastes good. Fuck...I'm close. And it looks like he's about to cum."

"So am I," Artemis answered. "This vibrator is...wow...so powerful."

"He's going to burst right over us." Demeter grinned, looking up to see the cock pulsing in her hand. "Fuck...slave, do you want to cum?"

"Mmmhmmmm," the man moaned desperately, feeling himself approaching the edge as the blonde continued stroking.

He stared at the two women, watching their bodies writhing as they too neared orgasm. Every part of him needed to cum, to release everything that had been building inside him, and he saw his cock pulsing thicker than ever as it pointed down at the Goddesses and at last shot the first rope of cum over them.

It sprayed across their faces, white and hot. They had turned to look up at it, welcoming it all as their own shared climax struck them, thundering through their bodies from where the vibrator continued to buzz. Another shot of cum struck Demeter across the forehead. She laughed, both in amusement and from the extreme sensations overcoming her, and she directed his cock towards Artemis, who received another spray that hit her chin and splattered down the front of her latex catsuit.

More and more cum shot out, covering their faces then dripping down over their necks and curves of their breasts. The man was utterly spent, and when Demeter finally let go he could only let his head drop as he swung gently in his bondage, completely drained of energy.

"Fuuuuck," the blonde said at last. "That was incredible."

"I know." Artemis switched the vibrator off. "I can't believe I hadn't used this wand before."

"Me too. And look how much he enjoyed it."

"You've got some in your hair, Demeter."

"So have you!"

"Here, let me just..."

Artemis scooped some cum off her partner's forehead. Then she sucked it off her fingers and gave a moan of satisfaction.

"Mmm, yum."

"That's enough fun, Artemis," Demeter said, stepping out from under the man. "I reckon he wants to be let down now!"

Once the redhead had finished licking her fingers clean, she went to help the blonde with the mechanism. Together, the two Goddesses lowered the man to the floor then untied him. They removed his gag but he was too speechless after what he had witnessed and experienced that he just lay there trying to gather his strength.

"There's a shower through there," Demeter said to him, pointing to a door. "Thanks for visiting Club Olympus."

"Yes, and thank you for your cum," Artemis said. "You're welcome back any time."

The Goddesses strode off, leaving him to recuperate. When they walked down a corridor and were finally out of earshot, they laughed for a moment about how easy he had been to dominate before Artemis remembered something she had been wanting to tell her friend.

"Oh hey, I hear there's a new girl in the club interviewing for a place here."

"Another stripper?"

"No, silly, I mean as another Goddess."

"How exciting!" Demeter beamed, always thrilled about having someone else to join their ranks. "I do hope Madame Hera goes easy on her."

"You know just as well as I do that she won't."

"True...I wonder what name she'll get!"

"Actually, I recommended one to Hera: Goddess Athena."

"Athena..." Demeter thought about it and seemed to like the idea. "We've not had an Athena before. It's got a good ring to it."

"Exactly. But anyway..." Artemis quickened her pace as she saw a drop of cum drip from her hair and onto her chest. "Come on, Demi, I need a shower."


Dominant in Olympus


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. Premium, 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 eyes 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 because I'm single 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 proposition. 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 patrons 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 surrounding 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 to 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 are 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 to bedposts. 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 things work around here. Does that sound fair?"

"Very."

"And you should understand that downstairs is for the rabble. 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 inform the client 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 lucky today, Mr Jenkins," she declared to the man sitting 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 warmth of the lips caressed 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 a 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 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 a taste of 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 just 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 as 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." 

As to 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 hung 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 to 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 indicated 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 lay down 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 can of 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 it 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?" Enyo 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 the 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, doubling up, 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 of the shower. "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 to be 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. Against all odds, 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 trail 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 his every heartbeat. She stroked him, enjoying the feeling of his body squirm beneath her as she gently fed him 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, and her work hadn't left her any time to try dating. 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 the 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 upon 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 Empress. 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 or your safety."

"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."


Dominant on a Cruise


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. At 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 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 the constraints of his pants.

"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 hands free, 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 warmth 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 a 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, avoiding 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 of 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 of 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 of 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 ten houses and opulent soirees were difficult for the lowly detective to keep up with. He almost lost track of the various properties 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 around, 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. Because 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 confidently in high heels and wore an attractive 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 stared 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 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 almost inaudibly. 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 before she hurt him too much.

"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 was 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 plea 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 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. She 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 he 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 proceed 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. "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 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 ask." 

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 with 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 pour 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." She laughed, remembering her colleague's first session in Club Olympus.

"So, Diamante, do any of you 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 I've never seen him," Lara said. "What's he like? Does he...you know...have sessions with anyone?"

Artemis and Demeter shared a look, and the redhead replied: "He has sessions with everyone at the club. But it doesn't sound like he's had time for it so far on the cruise."

"I'm seeing him tomorrow," Demeter said smugly. "Hera organised it. I'm sure he'll ask for you soon. You are still the new girl, after all."

"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 an already-naked 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. And now she was out of the strappy outfit she wore when she welcomed him to the yacht, he was even more struck by her beauty.

"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 sitting on the bed stark naked.

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

"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 as 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 somehow."

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 on 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 pained 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, 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 watched 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, they 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 no 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 him, 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 had inside him.

The twins only relented once the cock dropped onto his stomach and lay 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, Artie?" Lara asked, looking over at the redhead who was nursing a champagne flute.

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

"That's not unusual, is it?"

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

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

"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 short 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 on the bed in his cabin. Soft purple ropes 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 sexual 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 moan 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 release. 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've hardly paid attention to us Goddesses. 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 that 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, does 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 around 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 rest 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 where he was 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 vagina 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 going to get something ready in your cabin. Asked that you be patient and only come up later, just before we dock."

"Okay..."

"Maybe it's 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 dock. 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 in 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 he's 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 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 a 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 the cock 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 as 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.


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 the mainland. As soon as we dock, this ship will be boarded 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 Diamante."

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.


Dominant in a Villa


1. Suspension

The mosaic patterns of the Knossos room swirled kaleidoscopically around the bound man as the ropes suspending him upside down from the ceiling twisted and spiralled, pushed by the unseen hand of the woman who had put him in this position.

His wispy hair grazed the hard floor below. His hands were tied firmly behind his back with rope running through them from the ceiling above and then through the complex harness around his crotch and waist that kept him secured without much exertion on his body. His legs were also spread vulnerably apart, with his ankles attached to their own ropes.

"Have you had enough yet, slave?"

The dominatrix circled around, coming to stop in front of the man. He looked at her long, bare legs and tried to peek up her plaid skirt, but before he could see whether or not she had any underwear on she pushed his face with the sole of her heeled shoe, making him swing forward and back.

"I asked you a question and you ignored me. Lick this clean as punishment."

She stuck the toe of her shoe in his mouth, forcing him to suck and lick the smooth black leather.

Meanwhile, she placed a hand on his hard cock. It had been tormented mercilessly throughout their session and was now red and throbbing. His balls had also been tied together and, like the rest of his bound body, they were attached to the ceiling beam above, isolating them and making them so much more vulnerable.

"Does this hurt, slave?" The woman began tapping his balls, just with two fingers. It was a light but constant rhythm.

"Mmhmmm."

"I can't hear you." She removed her foot from his mouth.

"Yes, Goddess!"

"Well that's because it's meant to."

Her tapping became slightly harder every time her fingers came down over him. What started out as a dull, throbbing pain soon turned into an aching hurt in his balls that was amplified by the tight rope that bound them.

"Please, Goddess, mercy please," the man exclaimed.

"Aww, fine."

She stopped, instead trailing her hand over his cock.

"Would you prefer I touch this instead?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Not yet." She smacked his ass, making his suspended body quiver. Then she slapped him again, more and more, until each cheek was bright red.

"Enough, Goddess! Please!"

She only stopped when she thought his begging seemed genuine, and she noticed the clock on the wall.

"Oh dear, slave, looks like it's nearly time to say goodbye."

Her hand returned to his cock. With only her forefinger and thumb, she made a ring around the head and stroked just half an inch up and down.

"Is there anything you want to ask me, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess. Please can I cum?"

"I don't know. Can you?" She stopped moving her hand but kept a firm grip around him. "Try your hardest, slave. Fuck as best as you can."

The man did as she ordered, trying to thrust forward and back to push his cock in and out of the ring her finger and thumb had formed. It felt good at first, focusing on the sensation around the tip, but soon he began to tire and he lost coordination. Without the core strength to carry on, his body swung to and fro uselessly and prevented him from effectively targeting her hand.

"That's disappointing," she said, holding him steady so he was motionless again. "But I won't let you go home with nothing. Open your mouth and keep it open. And lift your head up to look at me."

With gravity on her side, she didn't need to aim his cock. Instead she just stroked it, eager to see if her plan was going to work out as she envisaged.

Her slave moaned and she soon saw his muscles clenching as he approached climax. To give one final bit of encouragement, she parted her legs and gave him a view of her pussy. But before he could stare for too long the dominatrix made sure to stand to the side as his cock throbbed in her hand. Then, having become an expert at recognising whenever a man was close, she took her hand away.

"Enjoy your ruined orgasm slave," she said gleefully. "And keep your mouth open!"

His cock hung there for a long moment, right on the edge. It visibly pulsed, once, then twice. He couldn't stop it. On the third his cum shot out. It narrowly missed his head, instead splattering on the floor. But the next load sprayed out and over his forehead. It began to drip down and into his hair when another shot came, landing directly on target, partly over his lips and mostly into his waiting mouth.

"Bullseye!" The dominatrix laughed, watching as the rest of the cum dribbled out and trailed slowly over his stomach, then chest, then over his neck and face.

"You're lucky you didn't catch more. Swallow it, slave," she ordered. "Is it all gone?"

"Yes, Goddess Athena."

"Good. We're done for today, slave. Someone will come to let you down shortly."

*****

Lara was eager to strip off her slutty schoolgirl outfit when she got back to the dressing room. In fact, she was all but ready to go home. It had been a long day of sessions in Club Olympus and she felt more drained than all the guys she had made cum.

She was glad then to not see any of her colleagues in the time it took to shower and put on her normal clothes, and so she rushed back home before anyone could intercept her for a chat.

But more strenuous than any physical fatigue was the constant worry she had been burdened with for the last weeks since returning from the cruise on the Diamond Empress. One of her co-workers and friends, Demi, or Goddess Demeter as she was known professionally, had left with the media tycoon and criminal Lorenzo Diamante. Whether this was Demi's choice or not, Lara didn't know. And as an undercover detective, she had felt more hopeless than ever that she hadn't been able to find any leads on her whereabouts.

So it filled her with a cautious sense of hope when her partner called her, just as she got back to her apartment.

"Jim, what is it?" Lara asked, knowing that it had to be important. They had kept minimal contact while she was undercover.

"Lara, hi, well...I have good news and bad news. Lots of bad news."

"Fuck." Lara crashed down on her couch, her feet aching from wearing heels all day. "Tell me the good news. I need some positivity today."

"Okay, sure. Well, we found Lorenzo. Or at least, Interpol did. He was tracked going to Italy. There's a villa there. We didn't know about it because it's not owned by him. It's his mother's. But she's been staying in the Bahamas for the last few months so Diamante certainly isn't there to see family."

"And Demi?"

"A blonde was seen traveling with him. Matches her description, so it's looking likely."

"Good, thank you, Jim." Lara breathed a sigh of relief, knowing now that at least her friend was alive.

"I'm afraid that's where the good news stops." Jim paused as if scared to go on. "So, yeah, the chief has called off the investigation into Diamante."

"What the fuck?" Lara instantly sat up. "Why?"

"There's nothing we can do now he's out of the country. Resources are stretched as they are. It's the same reason why the chief wanted you to come in. He already called off your operation."

"Our operation." Lara could hardly contain her anger. She had been requested to terminate her undercover operation and return to her normal duties, but after all she had been through, after coming so close to Diamante, she hadn't been able to let it go. "So what now?"

"Lara, I'm sorry. You need to come in."

"I can't, Jim. Not now."

"I know. And the chief knows. But you need to come into the office. It's the only way to revoke your suspension."

"My what?!"

Jim sighed. "I'm sorry, Lara. You've been suspended. For refusing to obey orders, yaddah yaddah. The chief has it out for you, that's all. Why don't you come in tomorrow? I'll back you up. We'll straighten things out."

Lara dropped back, lying flat on the couch, her dark hair sprawling in mess. Her whole life had been turned upside down, but somehow she was more certain than ever about what she had to do.

"Jim, do you trust me?" she asked quietly.

After a pause, he replied: "Always, Lara."

"Because now that we know where Diamante is, I think I can get to him. I just need two people to help: you, and Madame Hera."

"Whatever it is you're planning, I'll admit I’m stupid enough to go along with it. I'll be by your side, Lara. But how is the Madame going to help?"

"If it means creating business for the club, she'll do anything. Trust me on this one, Jim. Give me a couple of days then I'll contact you. I know we can do this."

"What do I need to do?"

Lara relaxed, her heart rate slowed as she saw the plan taking shape in her mind.

"Get ready to go to Italy," she said, before hanging up the phone.


2. The Villa

The Italian sun beat down through the wide open windows of the villa, heating its large open corridors and hallways and foyers which shone nitid with their dazzling mosaic floors and marble walls.

On one balcony of this giant, surprisingly empty and quiet building, lay one such person who most appreciated the golden rays in this most tranquil place. Every day for the last few weeks, Demeter had taken half an hour to drop into a sunbed and allow her body to be bathed and bronzed by the shining light. And, with no one else around for most of the time, she took the opportunity to do so naked. Over the weeks, her large breasts and crotch browned just as much as the rest of her body. For the first time in her life, she had no need to worry about tan lines.

But when she first arrived at this secluded Tuscan villa, Demeter knew she wasn't here for a holiday. Her host, and her patron, had brought her here for a reason. But Lorenzo Diamente could be a difficult man to figure out. On the helicopter flight from the cruise, he had barely said a word to her. Demeter was told by Madame Hera beforehand that he had requested a special contract be made, but the details were not disclosed to the young Goddess. Yet she went along with it because she was a professional. And in her line of work, she knew not to ask too many questions.

When they first arrived at the villa, Demeter was left alone for the first day. She had time enough to explore and settle in, but only within the building and the large boundaries of the walled estate. Lorenzo, meanwhile, had been in an endless series of meetings with his small group of henchmen. Demeter had waited tirelessly to hear any instruction from him, having no idea what she had been brought here for. Then, when she woke up the next morning, she found the villa empty. No one else was around, it seemed, until she went downstairs to find Lorenzo sitting in the grand dining room with breakfast for two already prepared.

He had been completely cordial, pulling out a chair for Demeter before sitting across from her. He welcomed her to his home and explained, quite calmly and frankly, what had happened. A police operation had put an end to their cruise. Fortunately, he had prior warning and managed to escape in time. And even more fortunately, he had time enough to organise bringing Demeter along with him.

For the blonde, this was the first time hearing about the police operation. She wanted to ask about Club Olympus and all her friends there, but she decided not to at that moment. It was only at a later point, when Lorenzo was in a more vulnerable position, that she was able to question him and put her worries to rest.

Her host had continued, going into details as to what Demeter was expected to do. Lorenzo was now lying low. He was isolating himself from the world, hiding within his favourite home and hoping that, in time, the spotlight would move away from him and he would be able to continue his business internationally. For now, he would remain in the villa with only a small security force patrolling the border wall. And, to pass the time, Demeter had been brought along to help.

So she sat finishing breakfast as he described what he wanted from her and what he liked.

The main item that he talked to her about, after some tangents and stories, was his desire for chastity. This took Demeter by surprise. She had supposed that Lorenzo, like any man with his wealth and power, must enjoy having sex with who he wanted, when he wanted. But, as he explained, she began to better understand him.

"I've had the world's classiest escorts," he said, pausing only to sip on his espresso. "I've had a whole harem of beautiful women living in this very villa, doing whatever I asked of them. They sucked me, they fucked me, they played with each other when I wanted them to. Can you imagine having a dozen sublime bodies desperate to touch me, and to be touched by me? That's what my money can do."

Lorenzo took a bite from a peach. It's juices dribbled down his chin and he wiped it with the back of his hand.

"But after years of this, what can I say? I'm bored of it. You may think you know power, but that's only during your job. For me it's endless, tireless. It has to be. Otherwise I would not survive this world. But, do you know when I first let myself be vulnerable?"

Demeter looked into his eyes and, after a moment in which she had been thinking the question was rhetorical, she shook her head.

"It was my first trip to Club Olympus," Lorenzo continued. "I was hesitant at first. It took a few sessions to really give up my power. It wasn't just about being tied up and helpless, it was the thrill of fully submitting to a woman like yourself, to willingly give up any agency and obey the commands of another. Do excuse the irony, but I had never before known how liberating that could be. And so the final element that sealed my desire to submit, you now understand what that was?"

Demeter had heard rumours of what he liked, though she was tentative about giving such a simple answer. She finished swallowing a mouthful of coffee then said, "Chastity?"

"Bingo. But I have never had the chance to test my limits, to commit to long term denial, to an abstinence imposed by both the hard metal of a cage and the dominating hand of a woman such as yourself. And so that is where you come in. For the remainder of my time here, you will be my dominatrix, my keyholder. You may do whatever you want with me. But please let me offer you this one rule: I am not allowed to have an orgasm. I don't care how much I beg, or how much I leak, please be stronger than my weak male mind. It will be an experiment. It could take weeks or months, but I want to see how I am affected over this long period of denial. You can keep me caged, or you can unlock me. But do not trust me to sustain my current self-control. You must not let me cum. Is that okay, Goddess Demeter?"

"Yes, sir. If that's what you want."

"It is."

Lorenzo stood up and went to a side cabinet, out of which he took a few sheets of paper, stapled together, and a small, square box.

"This is a contract," he said as he moved around the table and approached Demeter, placing the paper down in front of her with a pen. "If my word isn't enough for you, or if I do get so desperate that I beg for an orgasm, that contract overrules anything I might say in my delirium. It states what I have already told you, but please read it. I have already signed. You can put your signature below mine."

Demeter read over the contract, seeing that it did in fact repeat what she had already been told. Seeing no surprises, she took the pen and signed.

Nodding and satisfied, Lorenzo then placed the box down and opened it.

"This now belongs to you. Once you take it, I am yours completely. You cannot call me sir anymore. And I will no longer talk to you as I have done. You will not be my guest or employee. I will be your slave."

Demeter examined the metal chastity cage nestled within the velvet-lined box. It was small and unassuming, yet somehow it also seemed quite precious like an heirloom or piece of jewellery. And it had a surprising weight to it when she picked it up, even with the strong bars that made for a secure but open design. Demeter knew enough about chastity to know that those spaces allowed for easier access to clean, perfect then for long-term denial.

"I am yours, Goddess," Lorenzo said, dropping onto his knees.

Demeter ran her fingers over the cage, wondering what to do first. She then saw, still in the box, a key. It was attached to a valuable-looking silver chain and she took it and put it around her neck.

"Well then, slave," she said, looking down at her new subject. "Let's have some fun. Strip for me."

Lorenzo hurriedly unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his tanned and toned muscles underneath. Then came his trousers, socks, and underwear. He had no hesitation about showing off his large cock that was already hard from the excitement.

"When was your last orgasm, slave?"

"Three days ago, Goddess."

"I see." Demeter remained seated as she examined her new naked slave. "As I understand it, your dedication to denial should go hand in hand with my control over you. So I want this experiment to start from today, after I have made you cum with my own hands. This will ensure that the last bit of pleasure you'll remember will belong to me. And then we will properly commence with complete denial. Is that understood?"

Lorenzo nodded, knowing it made sense to take one final opportunity for pleasure. "Yes, Goddess."

"Good. Then stand here and put your arms behind your back. Whatever happens, you will keep them there."

She twisted her chair around and he stood next to her, legs apart and hands behind him like a soldier at ease. His cock stood out hard and firm and she began to stroke with one hand.

"Try to enjoy this, slave," she said. "I may tease you in the future, a lot, but it will never lead to a release like it is now."

"Thank you, Goddess," Lorenzo moaned, embracing the pleasure rising within him.

"Remember, slave, I am here to dominate you. And now you have handed me control, your cock is mine. So you will cum when I command it."

"Mmmmm."

Demeter's hand gripped tightly and stroked smoothly up and down, feeling him throb harder and harder.

"Keep your hands behind your back, slave," she ordered, seeing the look on his face that showed him close to climax.

A few more faster pumps had made Lorenzo silent as the flood of orgasm began to bubble over. His cock pulsed. Demeter felt it. And she took her hand off him.

"Slave, cum!" She commanded, grinning at his look of frustration as she gave his balls a single slap. "Enjoy what little pleasure you can find."

Cum erupted as the ruined orgasm swelled over. Unable to hold it in, Lorenzo had to use all his willpower to keep his hands behind his back. Every shot of cum had his cock desperate for any touch. But he couldn't disobey his new mistress. And she kept her hands off, watching the white load splatter against the tiled floor.

"It's important to learn, slave, that I'm not here to give you pleasure. You will suffer because I say you will. And when I lock you in chastity you will not even have the memory of a full orgasm to ease your frustration. But before we get to that point, there's a mess on the floor that you need to clean up. Get on your hands and knees, now."

Lorenzo did as he was told while his cock slowly softened and grew small. He looked at the puddles of cum.

"Lick it clean, slave. All of it."

Demeter spanked his ass as if driving him forward. He leaned down, tongue out, and lapped up his cum. He didn't hesitate or question the command as he cleaned it all up.

"Good," Demeter said, pleased to see him so obedient. "Now stand up. It's time to lock you away."

With his limp cock in front of her, she put the chastity device on. The ring went first, snugly behind the balls, and then the short shaft that was stuffed full. Lastly, she locked it securely and wiggled the cage around, glad to see there was no room for it to slip or for him to escape.

"Well, slave, how long do you think you should be locked up for?"

"However long you say, Goddess."

Demeter smiled and fondled his exposed balls, watching his cock trying to grow again as it pressed against the silver metal bars. "That's absolutely right."


3. Special Delivery

A few days later, Demeter was making the most of its amenities and the relationship she had with her host. Enjoying a lazy morning, she was lounging on a couch wearing nothing but a green silk gown while she read one of the few English books she had been able to find. Her legs stretched straight out in front of her and rested neatly on Lorenzo's back. Naked and unmoving, he was a perfect footstool for her. He was already perfectly obedient, remaining on his hands and feet without complaint while keeping his back as straight and as stable as possible.

"Are you expecting anyone?" Demeter said when she heard a rap at the front door.

"No, Goddess."

"I suppose I should answer it. You're not exactly in a good state."

She knew that it could only be Lorenzo's guards at the door, having dealt with them a couple of times before. They were instructed to bring up to the villa any delivery that had been dropped off at the gatehouse on the edge of the estate, but that was the extent of their interaction with either Demeter or Diamante. They were used to the crazy sights and sounds of the orgies previously held in the villa and so each time they showed up they remained incredibly professional, not showing a hint of curiosity at what might be going on inside the grand villa and not looking too hard at Demeter's various outfits. She had even been given the authority to make her own requests for deliveries, and as she walked over to the door she made a mental note to ask for new books.

"Ciao, miss," a guard greeted when she opened the door. "Delivery, for you it says. We can bring in?"

"Oh my word!" Demeter looked at the size of the crate behind him and promptly stood aside to let him and three other guards struggle to carry it in. "You can leave it there," she said, seeing them huff and puff before placing it down in front of the grand staircase in the foyer. "Thank you."

"Preggo, good day, miss."

The guards left and Demeter looked at the crate. It looked at least six feet long and half her height. What might be inside she had no idea.

"Slave!" she called.

Lorenzo crawled out from the lounge, having been hiding from his guards, and pattered over on all fours with a look of curiosity that matched the dominatrix’s.

"Any idea what this is?" Demeter asked, seeing her name clearly printed on the label that hung off one corner.

"No, Goddess."

She found a note scribbled in a familiar handwriting. "A gift to serve and entertain. From Hera. Hmm...I suppose we should open it then!"

Demeter ordered her slave to prise open the crate that quite easily swung open on its hinges once a couple of latches had been taken off.

"Holy fuck," she muttered out loud as she looked at what was inside.

Lying on their backs next to each other and tied with straps to panels at the bottom of the crate were the twins from Club Olympus, Enyo and Eris. Not only that, but they both complete naked apart from cloth gags that they were biting down on.

"Mmmmmm!" They both moaned and wriggled, laughing once they saw the look of shock on Demeter and Lorenzo's faces, their bronze bodies squirming.

"What are you doing here!" Demeter asked as she took the gag out of Eris' mouth. Enyo, the larger-breasted of the two, scowled at having hers kept in.

"Madame Hera sent us," the bound woman said.

"So he's getting two more mistresses?"

"No, Goddess. You're getting two more slaves!"

"Oh."

"We have been told to serve you however you please. Whether or not that means helping to dominate him."

Lorenzo looked from the twins to Demeter and back again, but he didn't want to speak out of turn.

"Well..." Demeter was still processing the new situation. "Slave, untie them. I suppose we should get them acquainted with the place first."

"Yes, Goddess."

Lorenzo undid the straps binding the twins and helped them clamber out of the crate. The task was made difficult by the numerous travel bags that had been piled in around them.

"Now, if you are both my slaves, show me and kneel," Demeter commanded. While she had her gripes with the twins when they were her colleagues, seeing them both kneel obediently while naked in front of her gave immense satisfaction and instantly her mind went racing with thoughts of what she could do with them.

"Mmm," Enyo moaned, still gagged with drool dripping from her lips.

"What? You want me to take that out?" Demeter laughed. "I don't think so. Eris, you agree with me, right?"

Eris looked at Enyo sheepishly. "Oh, of course, Goddess. Whatever you command."

"Excellent. I should introduce you, Lorenzo, to the twins, Enyo and Eris. Kneel beside me and let's see if they're as good a slaves as you've become for me. Girls, standing up."

The twins stood up immediately, towering over Lorenzo whose caged cock showed how much he was admiring their naked bodies.

"Eris, kneel again. Enyo, spread your legs." Demeter was glad to see them obey each order without hesitation.

The gagged woman looked surprised by instruction, knowing where it seemed to be leading.

"Eris, use your mouth and make her cum."

Already kneeling and facing Enyo pussy, Eris smiled and moved closer. She began to lick and suck, pleasuring her counterpart expertly. It took a lot to resist the urge to grab her ass and pull Enyo in, but Eris obeyed her new mistress and used only her mouth.

"See how obedient they are, toy?" Demeter said to Lorenzo, who was staring lustfully at the performance. "You've got some competition on your hands. Just watch now, and imagine that orgasm that you'll never have."

"Yes, Goddess."

Before too long, Enyo was thrusting her hips into Eris' face. She moaned into her gag and drooled uncontrollably. And as she climaxed, her eyes screwed shut and Eris unrelentingly drew every bit of pleasure out of her.

"Good," Demeter smirked, pleased to know the twins were now also her willing slaves. "Eris, remove her gag, then come here."

Eris did as she was told, stepping over to Demeter.

"Good slaves know about pleasure, just as they know about pain. Slap him."

Eris slapped Lorenzo on the cheek, making him grunt.

"And again, other side."

A bright red colour burned on his face following the smack.

"Good girl. Now, I assume I can trust you two not to be in bondage all the time?"

"Yes, Goddess," they said in unison, Enyo being pleased to finally talk.

"Great. Tell me, what's in those bags that arrived with you?"

"Clothes, Goddess. And more toys for you."

"Okay, take them upstairs to the guest bedroom, top of the stairs and to the right, the one at the end of the hall. I’ll check out the toys later so just unpack your clothes then come back down here. You can make us some lunch. I know of plenty of ways you can both be useful."


4. Double Trouble

"Enyo, Eris, come here. Kneel at my feet."

After only a couple of days since their arrival to the Tuscan villa, Demeter had whipped the twins into shape and made them her perfect, obedient sex slaves. They crawled towards her in their usual attire: fully nude apart from the black collars around their necks that were often attached to a leash.

But Demeter didn't need a lead to pull them into position; they came over and kneeled in response to her words.

As for her other slave, Lorenzo was standing with his arms stretched above him, cuffed and chained to a beam overhead. His legs were forced apart by a spreader bar attached to his ankles. And his cock, still caged, twitched at the sight of the naked twins moving so seductively on their hands and knees.

In the old cellar, half of which was still filled with racks of wine, boxes of provisions, and barrels full of preserves and beer, Demeter had found it the best spot to practice some of her more intense teasing sessions.

As the new lady of the house, she was happy to wear whatever she found comfortable. Today that was a yellow sundress. It was loose and flowing, and her nipples poked out through the thin material. She had spent most of the day outside in the sun while keeping Lorenzo tied as he was. But now she was ready to put him to the test, and she had brought the twins down to help out.

"How does it feel to be trapped in your own villa?" Demeter stood several feet in front of Lorenzo, with the twins between her and him.

The bound man mumbled something into his ball gag while looking down, not at the floor but to where the flowing dark hair of the two twins touched their perfect round asses.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" Demeter took a step closer, standing over the twins and running her fingers through their hair while they purred affectionately. "Today I want to give you a taste of what you're missing, what you willingly gave up. I'm going to make you regret it."

The blonde pulled up the front of her skirt, showing off to the twins that she wasn't wearing anything underneath. But Lorenzo couldn't quite see, only catching a glimpse of her bare thighs.

"Girls, make me cum," Demeter ordered, grinning as her two slaves almost pounced on her. They nearly fought over her pussy, trying to be the one to taste it. "Play nice," their mistress ordered, letting her skirt drop over their heads.

Enyo was the first to claim the prize. Her tongue burrowed in and she lapped up Demeter’s sweet juices. But Eris wasn't left with nothing. Her fingers grasped at the firm cheeks above while she licked her mistress' taint.

Lorenzo squirmed. He could only watch as Demeter, his usually strict and unwavering dominatrix, quivered and almost lost her composure. She bit her lower lip. Her hands had to hold onto Enyo's head out of necessity. Her knees were shaking too much she would have otherwise lost balance.

"Mmmmm, fuuuuck," she moaned, her chest becoming flushed. "That's gooood. Fuck. Yes. Just there."

The twins had swapped places and Eris had found her clit. Meanwhile Enyo found space to reach up and finger Demeter. The sensations were overwhelming but she didn't want it to stop. Her pulse quickened and, giving in the tongues and fingers pleasuring her, the Goddess climaxed.

"Oh fuck, mmmmm, ahhhhh," she exclaimed, her whole body shaking as she came, her pussy dripping while Eris continued to flutter her tongue against her.

"Stop, stop," Demeter had to say finally, when her orgasm subsided fully and she became too sensitive. "Wow. You've both learnt well."

While she was in control of the twins, Demeter had taken the opportunity to train them not only in obedience but in pleasuring her exactly how she liked it. They knelt before her again, visibly pleased by the good job they had done. They smiled, their faces wet.

"Do you enjoy serving me?" Demeter asked.

"Yes, mistress," they said in unison.

"But which of you is the better slave, hmm?"

They looked at each other and responded, "I am!"

"Time to prove it, then. The first one to cum is the loser. So you need to try and make the other cum first if you want to win my affection. Go on. I'm watching."

Instantly the twins wrestled each other on the ground. Their slim, bronze bodies intertwined. Hands grabbed flesh. Legs coiled and pinned other limbs. There was moaning and panting and yelling as they fought to get the other into position, and Demeter watched, amused.

Eventually Enyo came out on top. She pinned Eris down, arms around thighs, and began to lick her out.

But now she was stuck in a sixty-nine position, Eris grabbed Enyo's ass and returned the favour, tasting her pussy and making her writhe.

"Do you see how desperate they are?" Demeter said to Lorenzo, having stepped around the twins to stand by his side. She trailed a hand up his body, making him shudder. "Orgasms drive them crazy, make them desperate, obedient. Don't you wish you could join them? Have your cock stroked and licked?"

"Mmmm."

"I know you do, really." Demeter smacked his ass and stepped behind him. Her hands reached around and her nails clawed at his thighs, so close to his bulging caged cock. "Do you want some relief? Because I can't give it to you. Although, I could at least unlock you. Would you like that?"

He nodded his head. "Mhmm."

Demeter's hands ran up his front and she pinched his nipples. "Prove to me how desperate you are. If you can leak for me, then maybe I'll let you out. It shouldn't be hard. Your cum must be desperate to escape. So show me. Just one little drop."

She finally released his nipples as the chorus of the twins’ moaning echoed louder. But neither had orgasmed yet.

"Would it help if I stroked you?" Demeter whispered in Lorenzo's ear. "Just like this."

Her fingers rubbed over his cage. It was almost too small to hold properly, but she could still move up and down and stimulate it just enough for him to feel her where his cock bulged between the metal bars.

"Fuck," she moaned. "Isn't it just so hot watching them like that. Mmm, I wish I could stroke you properly. I'd love to see how much cum you've got in those heavy balls of yours."

"Mmmmm." Lorenzo squirmed in his bondage, feeling the intense pressure of his cage growing to unbelievable heights.

"Are you leaking yet?" Demeter noticed the tip of his cock glimmer with precum. She rubbed it in with her thumb. "You need to do better than that. I want a proper drop. You should be making a puddle on the floor."

"Oh fuuuuckk," Enyo suddenly yelled, her body compulsing on top of Eris'. She had reached climax, unable to escape the furious tongue of the other twin that still pleasured her pussy. Eris held on tight, refusing to let go. She had narrowly escaped orgasm, but now she had to face the frustration of feeling so close while Enyo writhed in ecstasy.

"Enough of that, on your knees, both of you," Demeter barked at them.

It took a while for the twins to pry themselves apart. Their bodies were glistening with sweat as they breathed heavily.

"Good girl, Eris. You'll get a reward for holding off."

As Demeter took her hand off Lorenzo's cock, a drop of precum leaked out and fell slowly like a glistening thread until it hit the floor. The twins both stared at the display of pure, pent-up arousal. They both loved the taste of cum and had struggled to be without it during their time at the villa.

"Looks like you deserve a treat too," Demeter said to the bound man. "Do you want to be unlocked?"

"Mmhmm." He nodded, desperate to relieve the pressure of his aching cock.

"Very well."

The blonde took the key from around her neck and slowly turned it in the lock. With his cock so engorged, the cage didn't come off easily. But after a few tugs it finally pulled loose.

Lorenzo's cock sprung free, big and throbbing. The base ring remained on behind his balls and the shaft, acting like a cock ring that increased the vigour of his erection.

"Wow," Demeter gasped, almost taken by surprise. It had been a few days since she had seen him free, and the effects of denial and the metal ring made him look bigger than ever. "I’m not sure about the twins, but I'm impressed. And I know these two. They love to fuck. Especially big cocks like yours. Would you like that? Do you want to feel their tight pussies around you as they fuck you? Just imagine how good that would feel to shoot your load and give one of them a big juicy cream pie."

Lorenzo looked at the twins kneeling before him. They were almost salivating at the sight of his throbbing, leaking cock. He knew Demeter was only teasing him. But he didn't know if he could have turned down the offer if he was unbound and had the chance.

"Of course, I don't trust you not to cum immediately," Demeter said. "Looking at the state you're in, one pump inside a tight pussy would take you over the edge. I have no doubt about that. Eris, come here."

Demeter ordered her slave over, directing her to kneel closer to Lorenzo so her face was inches from his cock.

"I know you want to taste him," Demeter said. "You've been deprived for too long, so that will be your reward. But not yet."

Next, the Goddess had Enyo kneel directly behind Eris, so her breasts pushed into her back.

"Eris, you're only allowed to use your tongue. Lick him, taste him, as much as you want. But only with your tongue. And you've got a time limit. Because Enyo is going to make you cum. And when you do, game over. Understood?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Good, then begin."

Eris stuck out her tongue and lapped up the precum still hanging from the tip of Lorenzo's cock. She moaned, both in response to the taste and to the touch of Enyo's hands that wrapped around her, playing with her wet and desperate pussy while squeezing her breasts against Eris’ back.

"You'd better cum quick," Enyo whispered as she rubbed the others' clit, jealous that she couldn't taste him too.

Eris had licked up all the precum but she wanted more. Even as Enyo fingered her unrelentingly, she ran her tongue up and down the length of the thick shaft, trying to coax out more.

Lorenzo was struggling against his bonds, finding the light touch torturous. It kept him so hard and throbbing and, in his incredibly aroused state, close to reaching the edge. But it wasn't enough to take him over. Demeter knew that as she spanked him and pulled his nipples, all the while listening to Eris reach her climax.

"No no no," the slave moaned, unable to escape the sensation filling her body. All she wanted to do was properly suck on Lorenzo's cock and swallow his load. But she couldn't disobey her mistress, and Enyo's firm embrace seemed to pull her back.

Eris managed to get one last lick around the tip, savouring the taste, before being lost in the throes of orgasm. She fell back on top of Enyo who still fingered her.

"Uhhh, mmmmm, aaahh."

The cellar echoed with her yells of passion. She squeezed her tits and let herself be overcome, so much so that she didn't notice another bead of precum drip from Lorenzo's cock and onto the floor between her legs. He had been left shaking as he imagined how amazing it would have felt to experience the pleasure that Eris was.

"I think that's enough teasing for the day," Demeter said to him as the twins slowly recovered, untangling themselves and getting back to their knees. Eris especially seemed to glow with delight. "Did you enjoy your treat, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess," Eris beamed. "Thank you, Goddess."

"Good. Why don't you two get showered and prepare us some dinner. I'll be up later. For now, I need to deal with this slave."

The twins scurried off, giggling about something, and Demeter turned her attention to Lorenzo.

"You need to get back in your cage," she said, picking up the small metal device while his cock still throbbed big and hard. "But it looks like it won't fit. Can you get soft for me?"

"Mmmm," Lorenzo responded, knowing it seemed impossible in his current state.

"Hmm. Well, you need to, and quickly. Why don't I give you an incentive. For every minute it takes to get this cage back on, that's one full day in chastity. And I mean full chastity, no unlocking." She looked at a big antique clock on the far wall, it's hands silently ticking around a cast iron face. "It's half past now. So if it takes us to the hour, that means no unlocking for thirty days. Understood?"

Lorenzo nodded, although he knew the proposal was harsh.

"Good. Then let's begin. And to make things fair I won't touch your cock. Well, only to get the cage on, of course. But that doesn't mean I can't touch the rest of you."

She kissed his cheek and caressed his chest. She gave a gentle peck to his neck and to his ear, where she bit lightly at his earlobe.

"Did you think I was going to make this easy for you?" she whispered. "I like you in chastity. It makes you so much more obedient, so much easier to control."

She scratched his skin lightly as she drew fingernails over his chest and down his stomach, stopping only an inch away from his cock.

"Still not ready to go back in, huh?"

Demeter moved behind him. Lorenzo shivered as he felt her breath on his neck. He tried as hard as he could to distract himself from her but she was making it impossible. She smacked his ass, making him clench and send a rush of blood through his cock. A finger then trailed down between his cheeks, running against his taint but not quite touching his balls.

"Looks like you want to be in chastity for weeks," Demeter laughed. "At least that seems like the way things are going. Your cock is just so defiant. Maybe it knows this is the last time it will taste freedom for a while."

There was still no sign of his erection dying down. Demeter's hands continued to caress his body, massaging one part then slapping another, cruelly denying him any moment free from her touch.

"How ‘bout I make you a deal?" she whispered in his ear while tweaking his nipples. "Next time I let you out of chastity, I'll let one of the twins suck your cock. Properly, not just the tongue. Would you like that?"

Lorenzo nodded.

"I thought so. But of course it's up to you when that'll be. Just imagine how amazing that would feel after spending so long locked up, will that help make you go soft? Just picture the two of them kneeling at your feet. They love sucking cock so they'll be begging me to let them get a taste. You saw how eager they were earlier, but you don't know how good they are. They give the best blowjobs in Olympus."

Demeter knew her words were hindering, not helping, Lorenzo's situation, and smiled to herself when he shut his eyes and tried to think of anything other than what she described.

"Picture Enyo's lips around you. I think she deserves a taste, don't you? She can deepthroat better than anyone I know. She would take you inside her effortlessly. Just imagine how amazing that would feel to have your cock inside her as she sucked, your tip touching the back of her throat. She has this little trick where she uses her tongue. She swirls it around the tip of the cock while she continues to suck. You won't believe how quickly this makes guys come. A minute of that is all it takes. And she swallows too. Picture it, your cock pumping every last drop of cum down her tight throat. And don't forget Eris. She'll be sucking on your balls, making sure they're not forgotten. I know you wouldn't be able to last more than a few seconds with them working you like that."

Demeter stepped back, amused to see his cock still throbbing and leaking. Lorenzo was unable to shut out her words, and he had been picturing quite vividly the scenario she had described, almost feeling the sensations of that fantastical blowjob.

"Ten minutes, slave," the dominatrix tutted. "At least ten days locked up. How much longer will it be?"

She waited, deciding to be more merciful by not teasing him so furiously. Eventually his erection began to subside and she approached with the cage in hand.

"Ready to try?" she asked, already pushing the cage over the head of his cock. But the sensation instantly made blood rush back in and he grew once again. "Really, slave? You're only making things worse for yourself."

"Mmmmmm," Lorenzo groaned despairingly as Demeter withdrew the cage, seeing no point trying while he was completely hard.

So they waited. Lorenzo tried not to pay attention to the clock that seemed to be ticking by faster than ever. Demeter paced up and down, now impatient. Finally, when his cock had gone completely soft, she approached without a word and put the cage on before the stimulation could trigger any further arousal, the precum acted as a lubricant to make the job easier. And as the key turned in the lock his cock unsurprisingly began to bulge again within it's metal bars.

"About time, slave," Demeter said, having not expected it to take this long. "So that's twenty-five days. Nearly four weeks!"

Lorenzo groaned, frustrated by his own body's performance that had caused this extended period of chastity.

"Sorry, slave, it's your fault. You need to learn to control that cock of yours. Anyway, what was the point of being hard when I was never going to let you cum?"

Demeter laughed and slapped his balls, making him grunt in pain. "Well, I'm going to check on the twins, make sure they're not up to no good. You can stay here to cool down. I'll fetch you later. Bye!"


5. Arrival

A few weeks later, Demeter hurried to answer a knock on the door that she had been expecting excitedly since receiving a message from Madame Hera some days before. She strode through the villa in only a pink bikini that struggled to contain her breasts, having spent the morning by the pool while Lorenzo was kept busy by the twins, and when she answered the door she squealed with delight to see a familiar face standing there, wearing a chic striped dress that looked perfect in the Tuscan sun.

"Athena! It's so great to see you!"

The blonde threw her arms around Lara, who was just as happy to see her friend safe and well.

"You heard from Hera then?" the undercover detective asked, glad to know that her plan had worked.

"Yes, and she said you were bringing someone with you. Oh, hello!"

A man crawled in through the door behind Lara, covered neck to ankle in a black latex catsuit. A matching mask over his head completed the look, and a hole for his mouth was zipped shut so he could only groan a hello.

"He's a client," Lara explained coolly. "Hera agreed for him to come along. Worth it for the money. The club's been desperate for business ever since the cruise."

"Oh no, tell me everything! I've been so out of the loop!"

The two Goddesses sat in the lounge and caught up with each other, desperate to hear the others' story since last being together on the Diamond Empress. Demeter also explained the situation with Lorenzo, about his long-term denial and the strict prevention of orgasm. The slave kneeled patiently at Lara's feet, and crawled obediently behind her when Demeter went to give them a tour of the villa.

She showed off all its features and amenities before heading down to the cellar where some giggling and grunting could be heard.

"Girls, enough of that," she ordered as they came down the stairs.

Enyo and Eris, naked as usual, dropped to their knees in front of Lorenzo who was tied, also naked, to a chair. They had just been teasing him relentlessly, fondling his balls, masturbating in front of him, pressing their tits into his face, and even sucking on his caged cock which bulged desperately in its confines.

"We have a new toy to play with," Demeter said as she, Lara and the new slave approached. "Goddess Athena owns this chastity slave, but I'm sure she'll share him with you."

"That's right," Lara said, grinning at the twins who looked surprised to see her. "I'm not so strict on his orgasms so you'll have a cock to play with that you might enjoy more. But don't forget that I still control him and he isn't to be touched without my permission."

"Yes, Goddess," the twins said in unison.

"Good."

Demeter then went over to Lorenzo, drool dripping from his gagged mouth.

"And you will obey Goddess Athena just as well as you obey me, understood?"

"Mmm." He nodded.

"But don't think she'll be easy on you. And definitely don't think she'll let you cum. Because you are still not allowed."

"Mmmhmmm."

"Athena, you've arrived just in time for something very exciting. This slave here has spent the last four weeks in strict chastity. He hasn't been let out of his cage. Tomorrow is the day that he'll finally be unlocked."

"How exciting!"

"Let's get you and your sub acquainted with the twins. Then we can set up for tomorrow's events."

"That sounds wonderful," Lara said.

*****

After an afternoon of teasing, pain, and pleasure, followed by a dinner cooked up by the twins, Lara took her slave down to the cellar for the night. There was a massage table prepared for him to lie down on, with straps to keep him secure. Lara ordered him to take his catsuit off first and then she restrained him limb by limb.

In only his mask and chastity cage, one that completely encased his cock in an impenetrable metal shaft, he was tied down by the leather straps. One even went over his forehead, another across his waist, and one wrapped over his chest and shoulders, completely preventing any movement but the slightest wriggle.

"Are you comfortable, Jim?" Lara finally asked when she was sure her partner was secured.

"Yes, thanks," he replied after she temporarily unzipped his mask.

"Sorry about all that you had to endure. But I think we convinced them."

"That's alright." Jim's ass and nipples were sore from the punishments that had been inflicted on him, and his cock ached from straining against its cage for so long. But he was comfortable now, and glad for a moment of rest.

"Well, I should head upstairs before they suspect anything. I said I'll help Demi tease Lorenzo before he gets unlocked tomorrow. I'll get you in the morning and hopefully we can find all the evidence we need to call this in. I'll try and keep Demi focused elsewhere. I don't want you to be the focus of her attention, or the twins’! And as long you keep the mask on they won't recognise you. I told them you requested complete anonymity so we should be okay. Goodnight, Jim."

"Goodnight, Lara."

Jim's mouth hole was zipped back up again and Lara lowered the eye mask that came attached to the hood, plunging him into darkness before she went back upstairs.


6. Bound in the Cellar

Jim lay alone in the cellar, tied naked to the table. The leather mask kept him in darkness. His cock remained soft in its cage. Nothing told him what was going on upstairs. Lara and Demeter could be up to anything with their host.

He tried to turn his thoughts away, but after some time, during which he had drifted in and out of sleep, he was startled by the sound of the door opening at the top of the stairs to the cellar. Giggles echoed down into the chamber. He heard the tapping of light footsteps approaching.

"Look what we have here," a woman's voice purred.

"A perfect play thing locked away...what a waste," a second answered.

Jim knew them instantly, and his body tensed in anticipation.

"So, Enyo, what should we do with him?"

"I don't know, Eris, it's such a shame that his tool is locked up and useless."

"Such a shame."

Jim shivered as he felt fingernails trace over his torso. They lightly scratched his skin and pinched his nipples. Lips kissed his neck and pecked his bare shoulders. His cock swelled in its cage. Despite his arousal, Jim felt safe in his chastity. Lara and Demeter owned him and had given strict instructions not to be played with anyone other than them. Yet the twins, he knew all too well, played by their own rules.

"I wish there was a way to play with this thing." Eris toyed with his cage. "It's wrong for any woman to own it completely for themselves."

"If only there was a way to get him out of this little predicament..."

The twins giggled. Jim knew something was wrong.

"I hope you don't mind, toy, but we've been a bit sneaky while Goddess Athena has been busy."

"Mmm?"

"I'm sure she won't notice her key is missing."

"Mmm!"

Jim felt the cage be unlocked and he knew there was no use in struggling.

"Wow, would you look at that," Enyo said as the cage sprung open. Jim's cock swelled to full size instantaneously. "He looks happy to be let out."

"He’d better share that happiness!" Enyo grabbed his cock and stroked, eager as ever to play with a helpless manhood. "Come on, toy, we're all slaves here. We deserve to have some fun together."

"Mmmmmmm." Jim shuddered at the pleasure. Finally released, he knew the twins would have their fun however they liked. And if Lara wasn't going to stop them, then he might as well enjoy himself.

"Fuck, it tastes so good." Eris licked over the length of the shaft and swirled her tongue over his engorged head. "Here, have a go."

Enyo joined her. "Mmm, yeah. You can feel how desperate he is. Poor toy."

Eris stroked and fondled his balls. "Don't you think this cock looks familiar?"

"Mmm? Oh, I suppose it might feel familiar. You've got a better cock memory than me."

Jim's heart beat rapidly as he worried they might find out who he was and remember him from their encounter on the Diamond Empress. There was nothing stopping them from taking his mask off. If they did that, there was no telling what would happen next.

"I don't know, Enyo, and frankly I don't care. He's probably one of Athena's regulars who we've serviced." Eris slapped his balls. "Lucky toy, travelling all the way out here with your Goddess. Bet you weren't expecting to be playing with us too?"

"Mmmmm."

"I think I need a go on him, Eris. Time to really make use of him."

"Go ahead!"

"We've really been missing proper cock." Jim felt Enyo climb on top of him, straddling his hips. "So just sit back, toy. Let me make the most of you."

"Mmmmmmmm."

Jim moaned as she plunged her tight pussy down over his throbbing cock. She was already so wet and worked-up, needing no easing in and going straight to fucking him hard and fast, letting him ram deep inside her as she bounced over him.

"Don't you dare cum, toy," Eris whispered in his ear. "Not before we're finished with you."

"Mmmmm."

Eris too got on top of him, her knees either side of his head and her pussy pressing against his face. "Lick," she commanded authoritatively. "Show me how you please Goddess Athena."

Jim ate her out obediently. He was glad for the distraction from what was happening behind Eris. Enyo was still riding him hard and moaning orgasmically, knowing that the basement was well-soundproofed. Jim tried to focus more on the movement of his tongue and jaw, rather than the pleasure intensifying in his cock. What he couldn't see were Enyo's hands reaching forward to cup Eris' petite tits, fondling them as both twins grinded their way towards orgasm.

Jim could hear their breathing deepen and their bodies tighten. They both rode him to climax and found the peak simultaneously. It was a struggle for him not to clench his cock and allow it to find his own release, just as it was a challenge to continue pleasuring Eris' wet pussy with his aching jaw. But he managed to persevere, finding himself exhausted as the twins finally dismounted.

"Mmm, fuck, that was good."

"It was...but I get his cock next time though, agreed?"

"Hmm, I guess that's only fair."

Jim heard the sound of kissing. His cock still throbbed, dripping with precum and Enyo's juices.

"Thanks for the ride, toy," she said, kissing around his chest.

"You did good. I understand why Athena is so fond of you." Eris lightly stroked his thigh.

"We'd better head upstairs before someone notices we're gone!"

"Oh yeah, you're right!"

"Mmmmm!" Jim screamed into his gag, which triggered a chorus of laughter from the twins.

"What's wrong? Is there something you wanted? We've already let you out of your cage as a treat. We should just put you back in it. You don't want Athena coming down to find you like this!"

"Mmmmm..."

"Aww, poor toy. Don't you think he deserves something else, Enyo? I mean, he did treat us both well..."

"Hmm, I guess so."

"Hear that, toy? You want to cum, don't you?"

"Mmm!" The undercover detective nodded eagerly.

"Then be quick. We'll make sure you don't leave any...evidence. Come on, Enyo."

Jim braced himself. The twins' two mouths enveloped his cock. They kissed and sucked up and down his shaft, sending him spiralling into an abyss of pure pleasure. Soft and wet and warm, they worked hungrily over him, using every flitter of the tongue and pursing of the lips to bring him towards climax. As they felt his cock pulse, getting close, Enyo plunged down and deepthroated him, making his hips buck wildly as her tongue swirled and he felt his orgasm near. Eris sucked on his balls, fitting both in her mouth and coaxing out the cum inside them.

Even without the order to be quick, Jim couldn't have lasted a minute of this intensity. His cock erupted with a body-shaking tremor as he moaned into his mask. His hot, thick cum spewed into Enyo's throat. She held down throughout the climax, letting every shot fill her while her lips remained clamped around the bottom of his shaft. Eris continued sucking his balls until every drop had been drained from them.

As Jim finished, lying exhausted on the bed, Eris prodded the other twin and asked: "Please can I have some?"

Enyo, having been about to gulp down her mouthful, rolled her eyes. She leaned over and let some of the cum dribble out onto Eris' outstretched tongue. They both swallowed the load eagerly, even going back to lick any residual cum that remained on his cock. As it softened and Jim's heart rate returned to normal, the cage was put back on and he was returned to the state he was in before the twins' arrival.

"Hope you enjoyed that, toy," Enyo said. "We won't tell Athena if you don't! And don't worry, we'll return the key without her noticing so no one needs to know about this."

"Let’s do this again sometime," Eris laughed. "We both really miss the taste of cum so thanks for helping out!"

Jim just nodded his head lazily, exhausted from their activities but feeling utterly satisfied as he listened to them leave.


7. The Search

Jim drifted back to sleep before he once again heard the cellar door opening and awoke. But this time it was the sound of heels that had him perk up. It could be Demeter or Lara, and he prayed that it was his partner coming to give him some reprieve.

"Good morning, Jim, it's only me."

Lara began to untie him and he breathed a sigh of relief.

"Thank God it's you Lara," he said when she had unzipped the mouth hole. Next came the eyemask which she pulled up and he looked happily at her smiling face, taking in the sight of her in a stunning black jumpsuit and heels that somehow added an extra air of authority to her demeanor.

"What's wrong now?"

"It's those twins, Lara. They stole your key and unlocked me!"

Lara felt around for the key and found it around her neck as usual. Then she cursed under her breath. "Damn it, Jim. I'm sorry. I put it down for a moment when I went for a shower. It was back by the time I had finished so they couldn't have had much time with you. What did they do?"

"Lara, they made me cum," Jim confessed as he sat up, the last of his restraints loosened.

She raised an eyebrow. "They made you?"

"Well, it's not like I didn't enjoy it. But they told me not to tell you or Demeter. She won't be happy if she finds out."

"You're right," Lara agreed. "She did say you're not to be played with by them. She'll treat the twins harshly for this but I don't think you'll escape punishment either."

"We don't need to tell her then, do we?"

Lara thought for a moment. "No, we don't. And I'll pretend like you never told me, so the twins will think they got away with it. Even though they really do deserve some sort of punishment. Hmm, I'm sure I can make that happen either way. But that doesn’t matter, we've got more important work to do. Put this on. You're still my slave."

She handed him his catsuit which he took and slowly squeezed himself into.

"Demeter is still with Lorenzo," Lara said. "I may have to join her again so it'll be up to you to find the evidence we need. I’d imagine he’d have something like a safe to keep his private documents."

"And if I can find it?" Jim asked as he pulled the tight latex over his legs.

"Then we'll need the combination. Which I may have to get out of him. I'll come up with something, but it might mean you'll need to distract Demeter. Don't worry about that yet. Just focus on finding anything that could be important. Ready?"

"Ready." Jim was back in his snug black catsuit, the bulge of his cage very prominent.

"Then on your knees, slave," Lara said, smirking. "You still need to play the part in case someone sees."

*****

Lara's cautious attitude proved necessary when they ascended from the cellars, Jim crawling behind her, and entered the lounge to find the twins slouching naked together on one of the ornate armchairs. They rushed onto their knees at the arrival of the Goddess and barely managed to hide two smiles when they saw Jim.

"Why aren't you two working?" Lara asked. "I told you to clean."

"We were just taking a rest, Goddess Athena," Enyo said.

"I don't believe you. I'm about to take my slave for some anal training, but I don't want you both lazing around while I'm preoccupied. So let's find something to keep you entertained."

Lara gestured for Jim to stay where he was while she went over to a heavy wooden chest at the side of the room, one of the many nooks that kept her and Demeter's equipment. She pulled out a roll of purple bondage tape and a large wand massager, and then approached the twins.

"On your backs," she ordered.

They lay down on the floor, their naked bodies waiting for what was to come. Jim watched as Lara took the tape and bound Enyo's ankles together before moving up her legs. In one unbroken strip she wrapped it tightly around nearly every inch of skin, next securing her knees and thighs. Then her arms were pinned to her sides with layers of tape around the wrists and elbows, and finally it was wound a few times over her mouth and eyes. Once Enyo was mummified and gagged, Lara did the same with Eris who was looking quite excitedly at her fellow slave. Their hair poured out over the top of their covered, encased bodies as they wriggled around.

But Lara wasn't done yet. She took the vibrator and taped it between Enyo's thighs so that the head was pressed against her pussy. Then she rolled both girls onto their sides and, with some difficulty, taped them together, facing one another.

Eventually they were cocooned as one purple mass, face to face, crotch to crotch. And when Lara turned on the vibrator, it affected both of the twins who squirmed and moaned in intense delight.

"I might just leave you like this for the rest of the day," Lara said, although over the sound of the loud vibrator that echoed throughout the villa she wasn't sure that they heard.

She turned to Jim and beckoned him over. "Follow me, slave. Time to stretch your ass."

Jim crawled over to Lara and followed her out of the room, looking back to see the twins wriggling around on the floor, shifting only a couple of inches here or there as their bodies seemed to gyrate and push around like worms. Unable to move their limbs, they were reduced to only grinding their hips together, with the vibrator in between gifting them both with so much pleasure focused on the one spot that they needed it.

As Jim and Lara headed upstairs, the sound of one of the twins moaning orgasmically reached their ears, but the dominatrix ignored it and paused to speak.

"I told Demeter I'd help her out so I'd better return to her. That way I can make sure she doesn't wander off and find you while you go searching. I don't know where you should start, so good luck I guess."

"Okay, Lara," Jim replied, still on his knees. "Take care."

Lara strode away down to the master bedroom at the end of the hall where Lorenzo was being kept. Jim looked around at the many other doors standing shut and picked one at random. Checking the coast was clear, he stood up and entered.

It was another bedroom, small with only a single bed. It was lightly furnished as if it were rarely lived in. There was a wardrobe that was completely empty inside. He checked behind it and under the bed, but there was nowhere else to search, only the balcony at which he stood for a minute or two, enjoying the view of the pool below and the dusty green garden that sprawled out towards the unseen perimeter wall of the estate.

Wanting to waste not a moment longer, Jim tried the next room. It was much the same as before and he searched everywhere he could. For roughly half an hour this routine repeated over and over again as he searched every room he could, eventually having to check back downstairs.

He paused to see the twins still mummified in the lounge. They had moved a few feet across the floor and had twisted around with one now on top of the other. Jim thought it was Eris on top. She writhed desperately and almost whimpered as she was hit by another climax that sent shockwaves through her body. The unrelenting vibrator worked tirelessly and Jim's cage grew tight as he listened and watched, incredibly aroused to see them so helpless for once.

He could have watched them all day, especially when Enyo soon had her turn to cum while Eris' amazing ass clenched as she grinded her hips back and forth. But he had a job to do.

Jim padded silently around them. There was no safe in the lounge or the kitchen or anywhere else he looked on the ground floor. So he tried the cellar, where he knew the many racks and barrels could make for perfect hiding spots.

Eventually he found something. The barrels and kegs were mostly empty. They sounded dull and hollow as he tapped with his knuckles. But he came to one in the corner, set further back against the wall, that clearly had something inside. And it was even too heavy to lift up. So when he pried the lid open, desperate to find the prize, he grinned once he saw the metal front of a safe.

Out of pure desperation and hope he jiggled the handle but, as expected, it didn't budge. It needed a combination. The creak of a door opening startled Jim and he put the barrel lid back on, his heart thundering.

"How long do you think we can leave him like that?"

It was Demeter's voice. Lara answered.

"Hours. He was begging for mercy but he'll soon be desperate for more attention."

"Good. And the twins? I thought they'd been well behaved?"

"They're too used to being Goddesses. It's important to remind them that they are still our subs."

The two women came down the stairs into the cellar and stopped once they saw Jim already there, having dropped to his knees instinctively.

"What are you doing, slave?" Demeter asked, surprised to see him there. She wore a flowing floral skirt and a baby blue halter top.

"It's okay, Demeter," said Lara, staying calm. "I asked him to come here. Did you do what I requested, slave?"

Jim looked up at his partner, only catching on to what she meant after a moment of hesitation. "Yes, Goddess."

"Good."

"What did you ask him to do, Athena?"

Without skipping a beat, Lara answered: "To pick a bottle out for tonight." She gestured to the wine racks, covered in dust but well-occupied. "So what will it be, slave?"

Jim came over to choose one out, pretending to have already decided on it. Meanwhile Demeter went to gather the equipment she had come down for, including a strap-on which she attached around her waist. With her back turned, Jim gestured over to the barrel that contained the safe. Lara smiled and nodded in acknowledgement.

"This will be good for Lorenzo, won't it?" Demeter asked.

Lara paused, as if in thought, before replying. "You know what, my slave here could do with some anal training. I did say he'd need some today."

Jim looked in horror up at Lara, wondering why she had gone and made that suggestion. She mouthed a "sorry" to him when Demeter wasn’t looking.

"Let me find some more toys for him then, there’s plenty here!" the blonde said.

"In that case you stay with him." Lara went and picked up an anal massager and some lube. "I'll go sort out Lorenzo, make sure he doesn't get bored."

"Okay!"

"Behave yourself, slave," Lara said to Jim as she went off upstairs, leaving him alone with Demeter who grinned, her strap-on pointing right at him.


8. Dripping Knowledge

For the best part of a day, Lorenzo had been tied spread-eagle to his bed, completely naked and teased mercilessly by the two Goddesses. After being unlocked for the first time in twenty-five days his cock had been made to leak more than it had ever done before in his life. He had been edged over and over until he was begging to cum. But Demeter would never let him, and Lara was happy to go along with their little experiment.

So when she returned to him, after he had only a brief moment to cool down, his cock sprung back to life out of sheer anticipation, and desperation, of being touched again.

Lara closed the door behind her and kneeled at the end of the bed, watching his cock already throbbing. Lorenzo was blindfolded and gagged with tape securing a pair of Demeter's panties stuffed inside his mouth.

She leaned forward, her dark hair brushing against his thighs. She pursed her lips. Gently, she blew cool air on his hard cock, making it twitch. Lorenzo groaned and could only wait for her next move.

But Lara didn't touch him. She sat back and smirked with the anal massager ready in her hand.

"It's just me, slave," she finally said. "Demeter is busy with my other slave. Do you know what she's doing with him?"

Lorenzo shook his head.

"She's fucking him. She’s making him a perfect little anal slave. Actually, she was going to do that with you. Are you glad she found someone else to play with?"

Lorenzo nodded and shivered as her sharp nails trailed over his thighs.

"Well, sorry, slave. Because I'm not leaving your hole unused."

Lara applied some lube to the massager and pressed the tip between his butt cheeks, making him tense up.

"Relax, slave. Enjoy this and I'll give you much more to enjoy too."

The massager pushed in easily. Lorenzo moaned as the ribbed silicone entered him, one ridge at a time. His cock throbbed even harder, almost uncontrollably so. It seemed to swell and grow more than ever as his ass was filled and Lara inserted it all the way in.

"Demeter told me she trained you well," she said, slowly pulling it halfway out before going back in. "I know you love it really. Just look at your cock. It's so big, so eager. Does this feel good? Feeling this massage your prostate?"

"Mmmmmm." Lorenzo's entire body seemed to clench as he was penetrated by the massager. His cock leaked, spilling drops onto his stomach that made Lara aware of how easily he could mistakenly be tipped over the edge.

She buried the massager in him and stretched over to rip off the tape from his mouth then remove the underwear soaked in his saliva.

"Who should you thank for this pleasure?" she asked, now fucking him harder.

"You, Goddess Athena," Lorenzo rasped.

"And who do you prefer dominating you? Me or Demeter?" She finally took the base of his cock in her hand, not stroking but gripping it tightly and making the blood rush through it.

"I like you both, Goddess."

Lara bent down and in one slow movement licked up the underside of his shaft, swirling around the tip to taste the precum before withdrawing and smiling at the astonished look on his face.

"Answer that again, slave," she ordered.

"Mmmm, fuuck. It's you, Goddess. I prefer you."

Next Lara put her lips around just the head of his cock and sucked lightly, making him moan desperately.

"And do you want to cum?" she asked after pulling back.

Lorenzo just moaned and didn't answer the question, too worried about it being a trick. So Lara sucked him harder and deeper while still fucking his ass, then she asked again.

"Do you want to cum? We don't need to tell Demeter. She doesn't need to know."

"Yes, mistress. I, I do. I need to cum."

"Then do one thing for me." Lara pushed the massager all the way in and left it there, while her hand stroked ever so slowly up and down his cock that looked like it could erupt at any moment. "Tell me the combination of the safe downstairs in your cellar."

Lorenzo's cock throbbed in her hand. Right on the edge of orgasm, precum leaked onto her fingers and he could focus on nothing else but the insane desire to cum. All his attention was on the warm pleasuring pooling inside him, and the intense pressure in his cock that needed more than anything to be released. So he would have done anything to be pushed over the edge and in his state of horny delirium he hardly thought twice about what question she asked. His answer was an instinctive reaction to his primal need to cum.

"Sixty-seven. Fourteen. Fifty-nine."

"Thank you, slave. I will report my findings back to Demeter."

"What?"

Lara took her hand off his leaking cock and, leaving the massager embedded within him, she got off the bed and said: "She'll be interested to know that you would have gone behind her back to cum. Even if it meant giving up the combination to a private safe. I pity you, slave. I know she won't be happy."

"But Goddess!"

"Enough whimpering, slave."

Lara stuffed his mouth with the panties again and put the tape back over the top, effectively muffling him.

"Cool down, slave. See you later."

"Mmmmmm."


9. The Climax

Naked apart from his mask, and positioned on all fours with his cage throbbing within its cage, Jim felt the shaft of Demeter's strap-on fill his ass as she fucked him from behind, kneeling as she took him doggy-style. She had applied plenty of lube to the dildo, allowing it to easily slide into Jim's tight hole. He had been surprised by how pleasurable it felt, and how it made his cock pulse hard, desperate to be let out.

Demeter had started him out slowly. First she used a small butt plug to ease him into the feeling of something inside him. Then she used a larger one and ordered him to crawl around the cellar while keeping it in. And once he was more used to it, she moved to properly fucking him, and now his cock was dripping and needy.

But before she could decide on what to do next with him, Lara returned.

"Your slave was begging to cum," she said as she came down the stairs and had to hide a look of pity when she saw Jim in his submissive position, ass completely filled. "He would have let me make him cum if I continued."

"Sounds like he needs some punishment," Demeter said, sliding the dildo out in one smooth motion.

"Yes. But let him wait for it first. Anticipation adds so much more to the experience. Can you do me a favour and take my slave upstairs? The twins should have learned their lesson by now. Let them out to play with him."

"Are you not joining us?"

Jim saw Lara eying-up the barrel he had indicated towards earlier, and he knew she was going to try and access the safe.

"I just need to clean this off." Lara held up the anal massager still covered in lube. There was a sink and tap in the cellar that they often used for cleaning equipment so Demeter didn't question it.

"No problem, Athena, I'll take him up," the blonde said as she unbuckled the strap-on, before pulling Jim by the leash and heading upstairs with him crawling by her side.

"I'll only be a minute," Lara said, her heart beating hard as she thought this could be it. Her operation was nearly at an end.

*****

The twins were a sweaty mess on the floor, still mummified together by the purple tape. But they had now gone limp as if sapped of all energy. The vibrator still buzzed angrily though they seemed to have become numb to its effects, only grunting or twitching here and there in response to its endless whirring.

Demeter ordered Jim to kneel while she went to turn off the vibrator and unwrap the tape, much of which had stretched and loosened during the twins' struggles.

"How many times have you both orgasmed?" Demeter asked with genuine curiosity.

"I don't know, Goddess, I lost count," Enyo said, the first to have her mouth ungagged.

"Too many," answered Eris, the second to be freed.

They both slumped on the floor, chests rising and falling with each deep breath. They didn't seem to care that Jim was there watching, nor that Demeter was standing over them impatiently.

"Well you're not here to be lazy," she said, pulling them up by the hair and making them squeal as they rose to their knees. "How are you feeling? Numb? Sore?"

"So sore, Goddess," Eris said.

"Well tough. I want you both to finger yourselves while you watch me. Go on. I don't care if it's uncomfortable."

Reluctantly, the twins played with themselves. Their pussies were sore but they found enough pleasure to enjoy themselves as Demeter went back over to Jim.

"Get on all fours," she ordered, happy to see him do as he was told. His caged cock hung between his thighs as she got on one knee and smacked his ass.

"Mmmph," Jim grunted. The zip over his mouth was still shut and the mask was tight enough to stop any verbal expression.

"Your ass needs some more punishment," Demeter said as she spanked on the other cheek.

She repeated this over and over again, making Jim grunt louder. After twenty spanks she paused.

"Girls, come here."

The twins crawled over and Demeter stood up. She then pulled up her skirt to reveal her bare pussy.

"Slave, lick me out," she said to Jim as she unzipped the hole in the front of his mask and he got onto his knees ready to taste her. "Girls, spank him. As much as you want. You've got until he makes me cum. Which...oh fuck...won't be long."

Demeter had been incredibly turned on after making Lorenzo drip and moan all day, and her arousal had grown even more as she fucked Jim. But she hadn't had any release of her own, so now as she felt the tongue working inside her, buried deep, she felt as if it wouldn't take long before she came.

As Jim licked, he was spurred on by the ferocious spanking from the twins, who only held back enough to prevent the palms of their hands from stinging too much. Each hit hurt him a little bit more than the last. He could feel his ass becoming red. Every spank seemed to drive him closer in between Demeter's legs, his tongue working deeper, licking her juices and making her moan.

She grabbed his hair and held him close. Jim couldn't escape the spanks. He was desperate to finish the job if only to avoid further pain.

"Right there, slave," Demeter moaned, her legs beginning to tremble. Her pussy was desperate. She needed more. The heat of orgasm grew sweltering as the tongue lapped against her clit and made her convulse as she climaxed, juices gushing out. Her knees shook. She released an echoing groan of pleasure. And Jim continued to give her every last bit of satisfaction as the twins reluctantly stopped spanking him.

His chin dripped with saliva and Demeter's juices when she stepped away and pulled her skirt back down, covering herself once again.

"He's very good at that," Lara said, having arrived to catch the finale of her partner's performance with a twinge of jealousy.

"Oh, Athena, you saw that, did you?" Demeter fanned herself and tried to catch her breath.

"Yes. And don't you think he deserves a reward now? I've done everything I needed down in the cellar so it's about time for some fun."

Lara winked subtly at her partner, walked over, key in hand, and bent down, smiling, to zip up Jim's mask and gag him once again. Then she unlocked him. His cock sprung forth big and hard and eager to be touched, but instead he was led by his leash over to a big armchair.

"Help me secure him," Lara asked Demeter, who came over to assist in tying his ankles and wrists securely to the chair.

"What's your plan, Athena?"

"He's been a good boy. He deserves to cum. But I want to offer the twins a chance to taste him. It has been too long and I know they're desperate for it."

Lara looked at Eris and Enyo, both still kneeling on the floor. She didn't let on to the fact she knew what they did with Jim overnight. She thought her partner deserved another treat for putting up with her scheme, especially after putting his ass on the line.

"Girls, come here."

They twins crawled over and stopped in front of the chair, both looking desperately at Jim's hard cock.

"You're going to play a game of blowjob roulette," Lara explained. She looked at Jim and wished she could see the expression on his face under his mask. Only his eyes were visible, but she put the blindfold over them to increase his sensory deprivation. "You'll each have ten seconds to do what you like with him, using only your mouths. It will alternate between you, and whoever makes him cum is the winner. The prize, of course, is swallowing his cum!"

The twins looked at each other. They couldn't believe their luck, having already tasted Jim not so long ago. But they didn't complain. The sight of his cock, throbbing and desperate for pleasure, was enough to make them almost salivate.

"This sounds fun," said Demeter, going over to sit on a couch. "I'll watch and think of a punishment for the loser!"

"Eris, you start." Lara took out a phone and got a timer ready, then she looked at the girl knelt between Jim's feet. "Go!"

Eris leaned forward and put her lips around the thick cock in front of her. She sucked hard and took half of it inside her mouth before coming out again, slowly bobbing up and down and making Jim moan.

"Enyo, your turn, hurry."

Ten seconds passed incredibly quickly for the givers and the receiver. Enyo pulled Eris back and took the cock in her mouth. Then she twirled her tongue around the head. It was dripping precum and she purred with delight as she tasted it.

"Swap," ordered Lara.

Jim's hands gripped the armrests. For a moment his cock was free, then he felt Eris take her turn sucking him. Her mouth was so warm and tight. Her tongue played teasingly against his shaft. He couldn't stop himself from bucking his hips and trying to push deeper inside her but she pulled back, stopping him, and before he knew it Lara had commanded them to switch again.

As Jim's cock twitched helplessly, expecting Enyo to resume her blowjob, he felt only a light flicker of a tongue against the underside of his cock. It was teasing, as if she didn't even want to make him cum yet. But it still drove him wild. His cock pulsed harder. He felt a bead of precum leak out and promptly get licked up. And when the next order came to swap he was even more desperate for pleasure.

Eris didn't toy with him. She just sucked, hard, her head moving up and down his shaft as his knees began to tremble and his pelvic muscles clenched. He was so close. She knew it from the way his cock throbbed thicker than before. But she couldn't finish the job in her allotted ten seconds.

It had been Enyo's plan to tease him enough so he was ready to burst for her next turn, and she was sure everything was working out perfectly. Without easing in, she deepthroated him, taking his entire cock inside her as he pulsed harder than ever, right on the verge of cumming.

He felt the floodgates just about to open, teased to completion by Enyo's tongue darting against the sensitive underside of his cock as she kept deepthroating him.

But then, just as the first shot was about to burst out, she was pulled away.

Lara had shouted to swap and Eris wasn't able to catch the first spray of cum that arched out and splattered over the floor. For an agonising moment, Jim thought his orgasm was going to be ruined. But then Eris brought her mouth down around him and he was given full, satisfying pleasure as the next shots of his hot cum sprayed the back of her throat.

Her lips sucked tightly around him as her mouth was filled by the creamy liquid. Jim's body shuddered, expelling every last drop. His cock pulsed hard like a cannon. The ecstatic warmth consumed his body as he finally felt the sensation subside.

"Eris is the winner!" Lara declared, glad to see her partner so satisfied.

Eris greedily swallowed every last drop that she had collected while the other twin watched begrudgingly.

"But Goddess," Enyo complained, "I'm the one who actually made him cum. I took him over the edge. She just caught his cum."

Lara smirked and said: "Oh, maybe you're right. You should get to swallow some cum too. Look, there's plenty on the floor that needs cleaning up."

While Enyo begrudgingly licked up the mess on the floor, Lara put the cage back on Jim's cock and began to untie him.

"It's about time I gave my slave a wash," she said to Demeter, who had been enjoying a moment off her feet. "Lorenzo should be ready to go back in his cage too."

"You're right," said the blonde, getting up off the couch. "And you girls go prepare dinner."

Lara led Jim away and up to one of the bathrooms in the villa. After locking the door, she turned the shower on so they wouldn’t be overheard and let her partner stand up and stretch his legs.

"Look," she said, showing him her phone. "The safe held everything we needed. I got pictures of it all, evidence of the transactions he's made, contracts he's signed. There's so much here."

"So what happens next?" Jim asked after his mask was unzipped.

"The police are on their way."

*****

Lorenzo and Jim ate dinner out of dog bowls, on their hands and knees on the floor while the Goddesses and the twins sat at the dining table. An hour had passed since Jim's orgasm and Lara had to resist the temptation to look at her phone constantly. She was waiting for the moment that she could finally let her guard down.

Jim was back in his catsuit while Lorenzo, caged and horny after over a month of denial, was naked, his mouth a mess as he tried to eat as best as he could with no utensils. They both looked up, startled, when a knock on the door interrupted the conversation Demeter had been having with Lara while sharing the bottle of wine Jim had picked out earlier.

"Oh, I'll see who it is," said the blonde, having no idea who it was.

She left to go and answer the door. Lara's heart beat fast. Jim turned to her and they shared a look. Was this the end?

"Polizia!"

A gruff voice shouted in Italian from the entryway. Lara stood up. Enyo and Eris looked around, completely confused about what was going on as a team of uniformed men burst into the room, paying no attention to the naked twins.

"Signore Diamante," one said, holding an arrest warrant out of the man kneeling naked on the floor with food around his mouth.

Lorenzo had his arms cuffed behind his back and two of the police officers grabbed him and pulled him up. Demeter appeared, completely bewildered and slightly terrified.

"What's going on?" she screamed.

"He is under arrest," one officer said to her in an accented voice. "We only need him."

Lorenzo was manhandled out of the room, his cock still caged and bobbing up and down as he was dragged away. Lara could only watch as the results of her months spent undercover finally came to an end.


Epilogue

Lara had wanted to break her cover as soon as the police searched every square inch of the villa while she waited in the dining room. Jim even looked at her expectedly, but he was still following her lead. And as Demeter sat down, still trying to process what was going on, Lara felt an intense desire to remain in her role. It felt right, at least for now, to continue being Goddess Athena.

So she was, and Jim remained her slave. When the police left, Demeter contacted Madame Hera and within the hour two cars were sent to take them all to the nearest airport where a plane was waiting.

It was a quiet journey. Even the twins weren't their usual playful selves. They watched the news of Lorenzo's arrest. Stories had already broken about how he had hidden out at a villa with an unknown dominatrix, supposedly spending kink-filled weeks spanked and whipped and led around on a leash. Jim left them as soon as they landed, ready to return to the police chief while Lara and the others went back to Club Olympus.

"You guys! What the hell happened!" Artemis, her red hair knotted and sticky with cum from a recent session with a client, rushed over and hugged Lara and Demeter as soon as they exited the elevator. They saved most of the explanation for Hera, but Lara realised as soon as she had stepped back inside the club that this was where she belonged. And when they spoke to the Madame, there was no suggestion that the undercover detective was under any suspicion. In fact, Hera ended the conversation with a question: "I’m sorry you had to go through that. It’s not the intention of Club Olympus to serve criminals, I can assure you. You'll need some rest now, but can you come in for a session tomorrow?"

Lara said yes without hesitation. There was nothing more that she wanted than returning to a normal session, and as she returned home she found herself planning what tools and techniques she would implement for the first client.

Then Jim called, as she had expected.

"You see the news?" he asked, sounding tired but nevertheless triumphant. "They still haven't managed to get that cage off his cock."

"It's more than Diamante deserves," said Lara, picturing him in chastity and sitting in jail.

"And what about you? After this success the chief said he'll have you back. Fancy coming into the office, partner?"

"Jim," Lara sighed before breaking the news. "Hera doesn't know what we did. Goddess Athena lives. And...I want to keep working at Club Olympus."

There was a pause on the other end of the line before Jim responded.

"I thought you might say that. But, look, there are plenty of other guys who you could get dirt on for us. Those clients in Olympus, I know of one for sure who deserves some jail time. If only we had someone on the inside to whip some information out of him. What do you say?"

Lara, who used to dream of being a detective all her life, had already been torn by the decision to instead commit herself to Club Olympus. But now, with what Jim was suggesting, she could get the best of both worlds. She could help to bring in criminals while still fulfilling her ultimate dominatrix fantasies.

She closed her eyes, picturing herself back in a leather corset, whip in hand while a man knelt before her, and she answered with one word: "Deal."

The End
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