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 ‘Dedicated to Goddess Nemesis’




 Story Synopsis
 
What is it like to serve a dungeon mistress? What is it like to submit to a powerful, cruel and imaginative dominatrix? Find out in this series of four themed stories involving Mistress Nemesis, her slave, Nano, and her transvestite toy and assistant, Vicky. Follow her as she torments her slave for confessing to using a false name when he first attended her. Watch her as she laughs at the ingenious predicament she puts her two slaves in at an isolated cottage. Revel in her enjoyment as she tortures and humiliates her slave at a fetish party. Finally, look on in awe at the severity of the punishment she dishes out to her slave for his depraved behaviour at the club. Be afraid, very afraid, because these stories contain extreme femdom action inflicted by a brilliant and wicked but fun loving mistress on her slave, whose only desire is to submit to her, whatever the pain and humiliation he has to suffer.



 Slave’s Confession
 
When I saw the words of greeting in mistress’s Christmas card it was like seeing a phantom from the past. There was a name. I had not seen or heard that name for several years. It was a false name that I had almost forgotten; which for me had been lost in the mists of time. The name itself is irrelevant. It belongs to the other world, not mistress’s world, and is of no significance.
 For some years I have attended and served in the dungeon domain of my mistress, Goddess Nemesis. Over the years she has trained me to submit to her and she has given me a new identity for use in her presence. My name is Nano. This name was chosen to signify my role; the most microscopic, insignificant piece of matter in the firmament of mistress’s world. My place is to devote myself to her pleasure and amusement.
 Now this other name, this false name, has come back to haunt me; its reappearance forcing me to reflect on the past. Seeing the false name made me recall how I had come to use it and the circumstances through which I first came to attend my mistress. After some consideration I resolved I must admit this false name to her.
 My mistress has chosen her name for a purpose; she is Goddess Nemesis, the goddess of fate and retribution. I knew that, in admitting the use of this false name, I would have to submit to her judgement and there would be some reckoning to pay. I could have chosen to forget; after all, the name had not been used for several years but in my heart I knew that would be cowardly. The day of my first visit to mistress after the Christmas break was soon upon me. I knew I could not submit to her with a pure heart without first making my confession. 
I was welcomed at the door by mistress looking magnificent in a black pvc bodice and a matching ankle length skirt. She ordered me to go through into the dungeon and undress in preparation for her appearance. I was soon naked except for the symbols of servitude that had been given to me and which I wear in her presence; a white wooden Celtic cross with the name ‘Nano’ inscribed on it, a triangular metal symbol in the shape of a chalice to represent feminine supremacy, which was attached to a pair of clamps that hung from my nipples and a padlocked chain wrapped around my cock with a tag with the name ‘Nano’ on one side and ‘Property of Goddess Nemesis’ on the other. There were the talismans I wore in her dungeon to symbolise my submission to her.
 I took up a supplicant position, spread-eagled on the floor to await her entrance. I was expectant and nervous. I heard footsteps by my side, the click of heels on the cold stone dungeon floor. I felt the brush of smooth pvc on my skin as the bottom of her black skirt brushed against me. She ordered me to get up from the floor and stand before her. The moment had arrived.
 “Goddess, may I have permission to speak with you about something?” I asked.
 Mistress looked at me quizzically; it was rare for me to seek such an audience.
 “Yes, Slave Nano, you may speak.”
 “Goddess, there is something I must admit to. The name you used in your Christmas card reminded me that when I called to make my first appointment to attend you, I used a false name.”
 “Is this a confession slave?”
 “Yes, it is,” I answered.
 Mistress’s penetrating gaze was fixed on me. She was listening intently. I could sense her weighing up what punishment would most fit my misdemeanour. 
“There are many that serve me who would seek not to reveal their true identity and I can understand why you might use a false name on your first visit to a dungeon mistress. That, in itself, is of no matter to me, I am only interested in who you are in my world. You have shown honesty in making this confession to me, but you must know Slave Nano that I cannot let this pass without pronouncing a judgement on you.”

 “Goddess, I only know I had to make this confession. I would rather suffer what retribution you decide than to continue to bear this falsehood.”
 I knew that a moment of reckoning was here. The tone of her voice altered subtly. She did not need to raise it to command her slave’s attention; the slightest change of inflexion was all that was needed to gain complete obedience. I detected a note of disappointment and anger. She had revealed herself as the goddess of retribution and I waited on her judgement with trepidation.
 “I’ll consider how to deal with you, but in the meantime you will feel the chains of slavery on you.”
 Mistress fetched her metal collar and put it around my neck, securing it with a padlock. I felt the cold weight of the metal on my shoulders; the physical burden mirroring my mental burden.
 “Now, you have the yoke of servitude on you, Slave Nano. Get onto my rack.” 
I climbed face down onto her rack as I had been ordered. I laid there silently. There was nothing that I could say now. I had made my confession. I had unburdened myself of my false identity from many years ago. I knew I would be punished. I could only wait patiently and accept Goddess Nemesis’s judgement, and whatever suffering that would entail, with forbearance.
 I felt the leather of straps being secured onto my wrists and ankles. I was stretched out on her rack, exposed and completely at her mercy. I heard the clank of chains and then the weight of the metal as they were spread over my back. The icy cold of the metal penetrated into my very being. Mistress worked quietly to secure me tightly onto her rack. A chain was passed between my genitals and the inside of my leg and tightened so that the cold iron dug into me and then passed up over my shoulders to hold my body down. I was completely immobile, chained down onto her rack with no means of escape. 
“Now do you feel the weight of servitude on you, Slave Nano?” her voice echoing around the dungeon, imperious and commanding.
 “Yes, Goddess, I feel the burden on me,” I replied.
 She dropped the remaining armful of chains onto my back and then moved them around over me. The tight restraints, the weight of the metal, the cold, the pain of the nipple clamps pressed against the rack, and now the strange sensation of the chain links being spread over me was intoxicating. I was completely in her control. My body had been given over to her completely.
 “Slave Nano, the physical presence of these chains re-enforces my ownership and dominance over your body. Whilst I’m gone, I want you to reflect on the surrendering of your mental spirit into my keeping. This is not something I can take from you; it must be given freely and whole heartedly, as a gift for your Goddess. ”I heard her footsteps echoing on the stone floor as she left her dungeon. I was alone; left to speculate on what punishment she would inflict when she returned. It was hard to know how long I was kept in captivity, an hour, perhaps longer. My mind drifted into the dream like state a slave experiences when placed in restrictive bondage. The restraint of the chains, the sharp pain of the clamps on my nipples, the waves of coldness all conspired to concentrate my mind. There were also the mental challenges; I reflected on what I had done and how to atone for it and I contemplated the punishment I would have to face. Time passed until all these sensations and emotions built up into a crescendo of feeling; a yearning desire for her to return, an overwhelming need for her presence. How long would she be? How long would I have to wait until she returned to continue my torment?
 I heard the sound of movement from outside her dungeon door. I was tied down and could not see her, but I sensed she was stood by my side. She did not speak. She did not need to say or do anything. Her presence filled the chamber. She started to release the chains from around my body and then the cuffs and collar.
 I eased myself down from the rack, my limbs unsteady and my head spinning from the tight bondage. I stood up and faced her, drinking in her wondrous presence. She had changed now and was dressed for a ceremony. She was wearing a dress with a purple satin underskirt covered in black lace material and a bodice in woven colours of black and purple, all in a pagan style. Her costume was completed by a headdress of stones with one pendant purple stone resting on her forehead. She looked magnificent and stunningly beautiful as I stood humbly before her. She was the perfect figure of a pagan priestess prepared for the conduct of some arcane ritual.
 “Slave Nano, the next stage of your penance has arrived.”
 She removed the nipple clamps and the attached chalice symbol. I felt a surge of pain as the blood rushed back to the tips of my nipples. Then she removed the wooden cross with my slave name, ‘Nano’ written on it. She hung them both from a catch upon the arched window in her dungeon. They dangled there, mocking me, a symbol of Goddess Nemesis’s displeasure. I recognised the significance of this act; these were the symbols that provided me with my identity in her realm. I immediately felt a sense of despair and desolation.
 “Put these clothes on,” she commanded.
 Mistress handed me a black full length lycra body suit. I worked myself into the suit pulling the bodice tightly around my body for mistress to zip the back up. I was offered a pair of long black gloves and a black lycra hood. There were two eye holes but the rest of my head, including my mouth, was entirely covered.
 “Slave Nano, the thing that most concerns me is that I’ve given you a new identity. Don’t you remember the ceremony that I conducted for your baptism and naming?”
 “Yes Goddess; I remember that ceremony very well.”
 My mind drifted back to the ritual in mistress’s dungeon. I remembered it vividly. Some occasions are so intense and meaningful and my baptism ceremony was one such moment. I recalled being laid out and wrapped tightly in cling film, like some bizarre fetish christening gown. I remembered the climax of the ceremony in which a mirror was used to reflect the image of her white masked face alongside my encased head. It was an emotional experience for me, being named and welcomed into Goddess’s domain.
 “You’ve shown bravery in admitting your false name to me. But, Nano, the most significant thing for me is not the name from the other world; it’s that when I gave you your new identity as Slave Nano it turns out that the old one it was exchanged for was a false one.”
 As always she had struck at the heart of the matter; the significance of her words weighed down upon me.
 “You realise what this means Nano. It means that I’ll have to conduct a rededication ceremony so that you can be baptised again now that you have finally refuted all false names and identities. That is an ordeal you will have to prepare yourself for in the future.”
 She flicked a switch and the dungeon was plunged into darkness, save for the glow of a lamp at its far end. I stood next to her before a mirror that reflected an image of our faces; hers radiating the power and beauty of the Goddess, mine a faceless black mask with two disembodied eyes. I could see the symbols of my servitude swinging forlornly from the window catch in the corner of my eye. She turned towards me and I turned to look at her. Our eyes met. Her icy gaze pierced right through me and penetrated my very soul. I was captivated, utterly in her control. I could only wait Goddess Nemesis’s judgement on me with trepidation, powerless to do any more than submit completely to her. Mistress’s cruel, mocking, voice rang out.
 “Look at yourself Slave Nano. Do you see what you’ve become? You’ve had your identity taken away. The symbols that gave your life meaning in my world have all been removed. You are nothing. You are a shadow. You are a formless shape doomed to wander aimlessly around my domain. What do you think of yourself now?”
 “Goddess, I am nothing, just an empty shell that you have created. I feel lost and rejected.”
 I was despondent at the spectre of being cast out of her world. I had expected a physical punishment, but this was much crueller. Goddess Nemesis knew that the mental anguish of rejection was a far harsher punishment for a loyal slave. Why would I expect anything different? Her treatment of me was cruel, but fair, to turn my falsehood about my name against me by taking her name away from me and turning me into this shadow.
 “Slave Nano, follow me,” she commanded.
 Mistress led me back past the rack to the other end of her dungeon and made me stand in front of a full length mirror. At the base of the mirror she had placed a candle on a red bowl that cast its hazy light upwards. I looked at myself in the mirror, a black featureless shape in a skin tight suit. I was still the same size and shape, but somehow I had almost disappeared among the black equipment and the dark shadows cast by the flickering candle against the looming black walls surrounding me.
 “Slave Nano, do you see what you’ve become? No identity, no shape, a shadowy object that will lurk in the corners of my dungeon with my other implements of torture.”
 The forbidding gloom of her dungeon, illuminated only by a single flame, weighed heavily on me. The dark walls closed in on me. I observed the line of floggers, whips, masks and chains hanging threateningly from the wall. I sensed the presence of her heavy equipment, her throne, whipping bench and the rack, behind me. 
I visualised myself being left to wander aimlessly amongst the equipment and implements, invisible to the eyes of other slaves. I would be like a long discarded and forgotten whip that perhaps one day, if I am lucky, might be remembered and picked up to be used again for mistress’s pleasure. 
“Slave Nano; until a new baptism ceremony returns your identity to you, you’ll be destined to haunt my domain, a nameless, shapeless shadow.”
 Mistress bent down and picked up the red bowl with the flickering candle. As she stood up she cast a meaningful glance across at me.
 “Follow me, Slave Nano. You will learn to feel what it is like to be a shadow, kept in the dark, away from the light of Goddess’s presence, left to drift aimlessly through her world.”
 She held the candle in front of her and led me through into another chamber in her dungeon. I was mesmerised by her presence and could only follow her command. A cold chill enveloped me as I stepped into the unheated room. This was mistress’s grey room, her place of isolation and confinement. In the centre was her isolation box and to my left two cages for imprisoning slaves, one on top of the other. The corners concealed other means of securing slaves to the wall. The shutters of the arched window in the old chapel that formed her dungeons were shut permitting only a sliver of dim light to seep through. The grey walls reflected a gloomy light, which the flame of the candle could not penetrate. This was a place of loneliness and isolation.
 “Imagine how it would feel, Nano, to be a forlorn and featureless form left in isolation and forgotten, deprived of the Goddess’s presence.”
 I felt the weight of her words and the oppressive gloom of the chamber bear down upon me.
 “It would be terrifying Goddess. Please don’t leave me in this place and forget me.”
 “Do you see Slave Nano, how your shadow melts into the dark and the cold? I wonder who would ever find you if you were left?”
 A feeling of desolation crept over as I stood next to mistress in this room surveying the atmosphere of isolation and desperation.
 “Follow me, Slave Nano.”
 Mistress led me out of the cold and gloom of the grey room. She stepped serenely back through her dungeon holding out the red glass bowl and flickering candle before her. I followed in a trance, the formless black shadow she had created. Mistress was leading me through all of her chambers, showing me what it would feel like to be turned into a forgotten slave, left to haunt her world. We passed through the gateways that marked the entrance to her dungeon and entered through the door into her private chamber. I knew this was her special and private space created for her own pleasure and for a slave to be allowed into here was a special privilege. 
This chamber was better lit. There were no shutters blocking the daylight from the arched windows and light poured through the panes of lightly stained glass. In this light Goddess was now revealed to me in all her beauty and magnificence. The subtle weave and rich purple colours of her dress were illuminated. The stones of her bejewelled headdress shone in her ebony black hair. Her eyes glittered with perspicacity and authority. I silently paid homage to her daunting pagan beauty. 
She looked around the room and nodded acknowledging to herself this space of beauty that she had created out of a dilapidated chapel. 
“Do you see, Slave Nano, the Goddess’s private domain?” 
She gestured for me to survey the room. 
“Yes, Goddess, it is a space worthy of a Goddess.”
 Indeed, it was. The focus of the room was her throne which stood in the centre in front of large mirror; a place where slaves would kneel before her and pay homage to her power and beauty. There were instruments of torment; a large clear plastic cage for imprisonment, a cast iron medieval style torture chair directly opposite her throne and hooks built into the floor and ceiling for suspending slaves. But this was no dungeon, it was a private chamber decorated with curtains, wall hangings and ornaments of Goddess’s own choice in a gothic style to create a very special ambience.
 “Yes it is, isn’t it? Thank you Nano,” she responded, gently nodding her head in appreciation of the compliment that had been paid.
 “You know Slave Nano that this is Goddess’s gothic room, her own special place. Only privileged slaves are permitted to enter this room. What would it feel like to haunt this room as a shadow? To blend into the atmosphere only to look on rejected and forgotten as other slaves are allowed into Goddess’s presence to devote themselves to her.”
 I became aware of her purpose in bringing me to her private chamber. It was to allow me a cruel insight into this place of beauty that I would never be able to experience as a shadow. It was to make me understand the full significance of being kept out of her world.
 Now she offered up the red bowl and candle for me to carry carefully downstairs to the final room in her domain; the medieval barn. It was dark, cold and foreboding. Its high ceiling reached up to the rafters of the roof of the old chapel. A full body metal cage hung menacingly from the ceiling. A second rack ran alongside one wall of the chamber. The shadows hid other implements of torture.
 “Kneel down against the rack,” she ordered. 
I got down to my knees in a position of supplication to her. She applied wrist cuffs, stretched out my arms and secured me to the side of the rack. 
“You will remain here until I return.”
 I was left alone again. I felt cold and desolate. I had been stripped of my name and identity. I had been turned into a formless shadow. Goddess had shown me what it would be like to be left in this nameless and shapeless state to wander purposelessly around her domain. I felt rejected and desperate. My head dropped in contemplation of my shame. Was there a way back for me? Could I be admitted back into her world? I did not have as long to wait for her return this time. I heard movement and lifted my head to see her silhouetted in the doorway in the dungeon gloom. There was another figure alongside her, her transvestite toy and assistant, Vicky.
 Mistress’s voice rang around the chamber, “Look at him. There is the slave of no name.”
 “Sorry madam, I see no slave, are you sure he’s there?”
 “Yes, look closely, there in the gloom. Can you make out his head and outstretched arms,” mistress laughed. “My slave has given me a false name and now his identity has been stripped from him so that he is only a shadow. He’s a pathetic creature, don’t you think?”
 “Yes, madam,” she replied.
 “And now he has another ordeal to face. Now he must face pain and humiliation.”
 Mistress applied metal clamps to my balls. She took up the controls of the TENS unit and operated them. The pain built up in my balls until the electric current shot through me. I couldn’t stop myself from letting out groans of anguish as my body convulsed with the flow of the current controlled by mistress. There was a short respite. I allowed my head to drop onto my chest, my breathing heavy with the pain inflicted by her. It started again, another surge of pain as the current flowed through me.
 “He should be taught a lesson, don’t you think Vicky?”
 “Yes, undoubtedly madam; he has deceived you and now he should pay the price for it.”
 “Yes, that’s right, he should.”
 By now Vicky stood over me, his erect cock in front of my face. At mistress’s command I felt it pushed into my mouth.
 “Suck it, Slave Nano.”
 I knew I had no choice. I accepted my task enthusiastically sucking hard on the slave’s cock. I sensed the only way back into her world was to serve her dutifully in anything that she required from me. Whilst my mouth was filled with cock mistress applied her crocodile clamps onto my nipples. The pain of these was fierce and intense. She applied another shock of electricity through my balls. My head was reeling with the intensity of the sensations. I kept sucking and mistress kept the current flowing through me.
 Once Vicky’s cock was removed from mouth I was at my lowest point. The combination of mental torment and physical abuse had brought me to a point of despair. 
I begged with her, “Please Goddess, please let me back. Please don’t leave me like this. I would do anything for you. I would serve you in any way, but please don’t leave me as this shadow.”
 My voice was pleading and desperate. I could not face being left in this limbo. 
“Anything, Slave Nano?”
 “Yes Goddess, anything to be welcomed back.”
 I meant it. It was no idle boast. That is the power that Goddess has over her slaves. I needed desperately to prove I could continue to be a loyal servant, despite my error. 
I heard mistress laugh.
 “Did you hear that, Vicky? He would do anything. Shall we hold him to that when I hold my slave party in a few weeks?”
 “Yes, madam, I think you should.”

 “Shall we have my slave girl penetrate and use him? Shall I have the other slaves abuse him for my amusement?”
 Mistress was cruelly mocking me now. But, I knew also that she was not joking, that my punishment would continue. 
She dismissed Vicky and I was alone again with Goddess Nemesis. She had released me and I stood next to her in the gloom of the medieval barn. She was still resplendent, the perfect image of a pagan goddess.
 “Do you see yourself, Slave Nano?”
 There was a mirror on the far side of the chamber. I had to strain my eyes but through the darkness I could see an image of myself, a shadow, stood next to her.
 “Yes, Goddess, I can see myself.”
 “And do you have anything to say for yourself, Slave Nano.”
 “Goddess has made me understand the full significance of using a false name. I only know I would still rather confess and suffer your wrath. I believe I can still serve Goddess with an honest heart.” I begged desperately with her, “Please Goddess, please let me back. Please don’t leave me in limbo like this. I would do anything for you. I would serve you in any way, but please don’t leave me as this shadow.”
 I saw her nod quietly as if she understood my plea. There was a change in her look. She was no longer Goddess Nemesis, the avenger, the perpetrator of retribution. She was Goddess Nemesis, the wise, the all-knowing, the forgiving. I dared to think there might still be hope for me.
 “I understand why you gave the false name. I know why you had to admit to it. You were right to confess these things to your Goddess. You have served me dutifully over these past years and I believe your heart is true and that you can continue to serve. But, your ordeals are not over, Slave Nano. Beware slave, you say you will do anything for me and I will hold you to that.”
 My relief was palpable. Mistress had chosen forgiveness. This was one of her many skills; she would dismantle you and then offer a chink of light and start to build you up again. I was like a jigsaw that she had patiently put together and broken up into a thousand pieces scattered across her dungeon floor. And now she had started to make up the jigsaw again. She had selected all the edge pieces and put them together so that there was the outline of the jigsaw but nothing filled in. That was how I felt.
 “Thank you Goddess. I only want to submit to you and serve you faithfully.”
 “Yes, slave, I am willing to give you another chance to serve me.”




 Slave’s Cottage Adventure
 
‘No Network Coverage’. I stared at the message on the screen of my mobile. Damn. Everything up to now had worked out so well. I had planned everything so carefully to get away for the day. 
I had been invited by Mistress Nemesis, the dungeon mistress I serve, to join her for the day at a cottage one of her other slaves had rented for the week. The day had been booked in my diary for weeks and eagerly anticipated. The generous invitation, the promise of outdoor bondage, the expectation of some exciting and different scenarios fuelled by mistress’s furtive imagination was an opportunity too good to miss.
 Slaves have to show great ingenuity, especially when juggling the world of home and work with their mistress’s demands. I had created an excuse to get out of a management team meeting at work. Let’s face it, where I would rather be, a boring business meeting or held in open air bondage submitting to Goddess Nemesis? There was no contest. The offer to serve mistress in the cottage was too wonderful an opportunity to pass over. 
An elaborate edifice of cover had been laid and I was relieved when I was finally on my way. I had trusted to my own careful planning and to fate, which, being controlled by Goddess Nemesis herself as the goddess of fate and retribution had never let me down yet. My journey into the other world, Goddess’s world, that wonderful place of submission, pain, bondage and humiliation, had been easy. It had been a crisp clear morning, a beautiful drive with hardly any traffic and marvellous views of the fells still coated in early morning frost. Everything had been going to plan when I had arrived at the village exactly on time.
 ‘No Network Coverage’. Everything had been working out perfectly, until now. Here I was in a remote hamlet in the Cumbrian fells. My instructions were to call mistress from here so I could be picked up from the village. Not all was lost. After all, I did still have directions to the cottage. But mistress’s instructions were quite explicit and it is really not a good idea for a slave not to follow them to the letter.
 This hamlet was so isolated, just a few cottages and a church nestled in a dale between two brooding fells, but, there was a telephone box, a good old-fashioned red telephone box. Perhaps I could get through to her mobile from there. I traipsed back from the lay-by in front of the church where I had parked to the phone box but still could only get a voice mail message. This was one of those occasions when a slave had to use his initiative. This can be very dangerous; how often does a slave land himself in trouble for doing the wrong thing when he makes his own decisions? I had no option but to drive up to the cottage.
 I returned to my car and took the track off the road, across a cattle grid, over a river and then up the hill to a wonderfully isolated cottage overlooking the hills on the opposite side of the dale. As I approached the front door I saw mistress in a black satin dressing gown and Vicky, her transvestite assistant, dressed in his day clothes, behind the glass front door. They opened the door and ushered me in silently gesturing to me to enter and hurriedly hustling me into the kitchen.
 “Perfect timing Nano,” whispered mistress, “Vicky was just setting off to the village to pick you up.”
 It appeared that no mobile could get a signal in this isolated spot. I had arrived at just the right time and saved Vicky a drive down into the village. It seemed I had made the right judgement and would escape punishment for not following mistress’s directions. I didn’t think it would make much difference; I anticipated she would find something else to punish me for, but that’s to be expected when you have offered yourself up as a dungeon slave.
 “Vicky has got the clothes you need to change into. Keep very quiet,” mistress implored. “Slave Peter doesn’t know you’re coming today, it’s going to be a little surprise for him,” said mistress, a wicked glint in her eye.
 She clearly had elaborate plans for the day. 

Vicky brought a black lycra all in one suit to change into and whilst mistress changed into her ‘play’ clothes, Vicky led me through into the cottage’s lounge where I was made to lie face down on the hearth rug in front of the fire place. Vicky hog-tied me, my wrists behind me and secured to my ankles. I would stay in this position until mistress was ready for me. I heard footsteps and a whispered conversation above me in the bedroom where mistress must be putting her other slave into bondage. 
The nipple clamps underneath my lycra suit pressed against me, every so often sending a wave of pain rippling through my body. I held my breath. I knew I must stay completely silent. Whatever mistress was plotting it was based around Slave Peter not knowing there was somebody else in the cottage and the last thing I wanted to do was let out any squeak of pain and give the game away. I would not be very popular if I spoilt the little surprise mistress had planned.
 I tried to take my mind away from any distress from the tight bondage and the pain from the nipple clamps by guessing what mistress might have planned for the day. I’d had a chance to orientate myself and get some feel for the brilliant opportunities provided by such a secluded spot for outdoor play. Mistress herself had hinted at some of the things that might be in store. Seeing the brooding isolation of the cottage first hand had provided me with an insight into its potential. It was so quiet, so beautifully isolated. You couldn’t possibly be disturbed up here. It was in the middle of nowhere, set high up against the fells, far away from the farm I had passed on the way up from the village. I could understand why mistress was so excited about the place. There were great opportunities for outdoor play and surely there was no chance of being disturbed up here? 
I eagerly speculated on what might happen to Slave Peter and me. Mistress’s brilliant imagination would no doubt have come up with numerous scenes that she could act out. I visualised myself spread-eagled out in the little walled garden below the cottage, my wrists and ankles secured to metal stakes. Perhaps Slave Peter would be tied tightly to a tree, the rough bark digging into his back. I imagined us both naked, open to the elements and also exposed to the risk of discovery. But this place was so isolated this was unlikely. Perfect for outdoor play; virtually no chance of being caught out but still a little residue of doubt in our minds.
 Mistress would have our bodies stretched out and bound, ready for torture, or perhaps just to be left out there cruelly in the November chill whilst she retired to the cottage with a big mug of steaming tea watching out of the kitchen window and laughing at her slaves’ predicament. When she thought we’d been left in the cold long enough she would come back out to the garden. In my head I could hear the conversation that might take place.
 “Are you cold, Slave Nano?”
 “Yes, Goddess,” I would shiver.
 “Would you like me to warm you up Slave Nano?”
 “Yes, please Goddess.”
 She would laugh at me as she stood over my staked out body and hitched up her skirt. 
“Don’t worry I’ll warm you up with something steaming and hot,” she exclaimed.
 What a wonderful scenario that would be I reflected as I quietly made slight adjustments to my arms and legs to ward off any risk of cramp whilst I was hog-tied on the carpet in front of the fire place.
 The fire place; now there was potential for some scary play on a cold November day. I imagine roaring flames in the hearth, my legs spread wide, one foot either side of the fire place, my cock and balls dangling in front of the dancing flames, just far enough away that they would not get burnt but close enough to make me squirm before the intense heat of the fire. And mistress before me, taunting me, holding a red hot poker underneath my balls and making my restrained body dance to escape from it..
 “Slave Nano, you know one day Goddess will put her mark on you, don’t you?”
 “Yes Goddess.”

 She smiled malevolently at me, the red tip of the red hot poker glowing in front of my eyes.
 “Perhaps today will be the day I decide to do it, here in this cottage. Perhaps I will brand you with this poker right now.”
 Who knew, I reflected, still hog-tied in the living room, maybe that was the fate that awaited me today. Perhaps mistress had taken Slave Peter out to collect fire wood and they would return and light the fire and prepare for this special ordeal for her slave. It was possible, with Goddess Nemesis anything was possible. 
Then another thought occurred to me. Mistress had mentioned that just behind the cottage there was a railway that crossed the fell at one of highest points along its route. I imagined Slave Peter and me high up on the fells next to one another tied onto a fence. Perhaps she would leave us both naked or maybe hooded and dressed in fetish clothing. Whatever state of dress, or undress, mistress would leave us in her intent would be clear; to leave us tied so we couldn’t escape, so that when the train trundled past the passengers would look out and see us both. I could hear her now.
 “Vicky, hurry with those ropes, the train leaves the station in ten minutes; we must have them ready.”
 “Yes, madam, I’ll tie Slave Nano for you whilst you do Slave Peter.”
 “The passengers will see them as the train goes past Vicky. They might be mistaken for scarecrows; they will be my little fetish scarecrows.”
 “Oh, yes, very amusing madam.” 
We would be left there exposed, open to public view, prepared for humiliation as mistress and Vicky retired behind a bush to watch. We would hear the train approaching in the distance. We would feel the tension build up inside us. We would experience the embarrassment of exposure as the train slowly passed. We would see the shocked and curious faces of the passengers as they stared out of the window at these two strange figures. As the train passed we would hear mistress laughing in the bushes, delighting in our humiliation. 
My reverie was broken as the door of the living room opened. Vicky had changed and was transformed into mistress’s trans-sexual assistant in her fetish basque, skirt and mask whilst mistress was resplendent, as always, dressed in her black pvc cat-suit. I have had my fantasies about what might happen to me; this was the reality. This was the moment where I discovered what mistress’s real plans were. My heart thumped with anticipation and excitement. I didn’t care what it was. It could be scary, humiliating or painful; I didn’t care, all I wanted was to submit to her and let her have her wicked way with me. 
Vicky pulled up a chair and mistress ordered me to sit down. Another chair was placed directly opposite me. I was still dressed as a black shadow, the black lycra body suit stretched tightly over my naked body, a black hood over my head, the clamps, still pressing tightly on my nipples, hidden underneath the suit.
 Mistress and Vicky were sorting out ropes whilst I waited expectantly. She soon got to work. Her skilled fingers manipulated the ropes and put them tightly across my body and against the chair. On one occasion she untied a knot and re-traced her steps so that she could get the knot in exactly the place she wanted it. She,s an artist, I reflected, as I patiently sat being put into bondage. I watched the skilled rope-work and the elaborate pattern of ropes and knots emerge against my black shadow of a body. Eventually mistress was satisfied that my restraint was complete and stood back to admire her work. 
 “There we are Nano, now you can’t move,” she whispered in my ear as she leant over me, “now you belong to me.”
 “Goddess, I’m completely in your control. You can do anything with me,” I whispered back, breathless in my desire to serve her. 
As a final touch mistress placed a white mask over my black lycra hood completing my transition from slave to object. Although I was unable to see what I looked like I still felt keenly how I had been stripped of my identity and transformed into Mistress’s play-thing.
 I was conscious that it was crucial I didn’t draw attention to myself to the other slave who I knew was upstairs, bound and waiting to join this scene. 
My head was reeling with the tightness of the ropes, the pain of the nipple clamps and the proximity of mistress’s pvc clad presence by my side. I was blindfolded before they both departed from the room, leaving me alone with dark thoughts about where this play would lead swimming around in my head.
 Soon I heard movement at the door and another figure being ushered into the room and into the chair facing mine. I chuckled inwardly to myself. He had no idea. No idea that he was not alone, no idea that mistress had invited me here. 
I sat still and silent. I recognised that mistress’s ingenious play was based around Slave Peter not knowing there was somebody else in the cottage. I tried to control every breath, every movement, to do nothing that would make him aware of my presence in the room. I heard mistress and Vicky working quietly with the ropes, preparing the other slave in readiness for the moment when I would be exposed to him for the first time.
 I soon sensed they had finished their work. The scene had been created, the room full of expectation as the two helpless slaves were about to be revealed to one another. Vicky lifted up my blindfold as, at the same time, mistress removed Slave Peter’s.
 We were facing one another; two seated and bound mirror images of each other. White ropes against black body suits, an identical pattern of lines and knots restraining us both in a position of helplessness. We were masked twins reflecting one another, our faces stripped away and replaced by anonymous white masks representing how Goddess had turned us into iconic figures co-joined in complete servitude. Looking across at Slave Peter I could see how I must look myself. It was as if we were two reflected images with an invisible mirror between us. I could see how complete and final the transformation was, how mistress had moulded us both into what she wanted us to be; the white masks symbolising the surrender of all control into her hands. Her wonderful vision had been executed to perfection.

 I was better prepared than Slave Peter, I could sit back and admire the craftsmanship and artistry in the execution of this image of two identical slaves facing one another, facing a common fate in the hands of Goddess Nemesis’s wicked deviousness. I had said before on witnessing the marvellous imagination of mistress’s creations that she is an artist, that her slaves should be an installation in an art gallery where her work could be admired by everybody. 
Whilst soaking in the scene I had also been looking across to my slave doppelganger to see his reaction. Shock and surprise, a quick glance to one side to see Goddess Nemesis and then to the other to see Vicky until the realisation that he was not alone, that another slave has been smuggled into his cottage, dawned on him and that the possibilities for mistress’s inventive play had been doubled. 
“Look at them Vicky, two ‘mangas’, two identical characters in a black and white cartoon,” mistress announced, admiring her handiwork.
 “Yes, madam, they look magnificent,” Vicky replied. 
There we sat, reduced to black and white cartoon representations of real people. We were stripped of our identity and left only with the one that Goddess Nemesis has created for us. We were two characters in her fetish fantasy world, a comic strip containing slave twins, Vicky and Goddess herself, the creator and artist manipulating the characters to her will, to amuse and bring pleasure to herself. 
Satisfied with the scenario she had created now it was time for her to have fun, for the torment to begin. She started with me. She squeezed the nipple clamps hidden beneath the lycra suit. My nipples, already throbbing and sore felt a surge of pain through them. My body jerked with a spasm of pain and a I gripped tightly onto the arms of the chair to try and control the agony coursing from the tender nerves of my nipples to my head. Mistress was unaffected by my plight, it only incited her to squeeze more tightly and induce more gut wrenching pain from her slave. She laughed and pointed this out to the other slave.

 “See how he’s suffering for me. Look how he grips onto the arms of the chair.”
 Slave Peter must have known it would be his turn soon. Mistress attached some nipple clamps to him through his black suit. Then she administered the same punishment to him so there were now two slaves with raw and tortured nipples for her to play with. 
Mistress produced not one, but two TENS units, two little packs of electrical fun to torment two helpless slaves; a double treat for a wicked dungeon mistress. The wired pads were attached, one to my balls, another to my cock. She turned the current gradually up and the sensation turned from a throbbing to a needle sharp pain running through my cock and balls. Mistress was enjoying this, I could tell. My ‘manga’ double had the same torment inflicted on him. This time I watched him twist and squirm in pain, just as he was watching me only minutes ago. She was revelling in this; two identical slaves being made to watch each other being tortured, what pleasure for her, what ingenious torment for her to witness and enjoy. Then she had another inspired idea to take the play to another level.
 “Vicky, let’s wire them both up to the same unit and punish them both at the same time and see which one of them can endure the most,” she laughed. 
One unit was set up in this way, with one set of wires running to the pads on my cock and balls and another set of wires to Slave Peter’s. Mistress pressed the buttons to increase the current to our genitals. I gasped in agony and gripped onto the arms of the chair again. There was hardly a flicker from Slave Peter; either his levels of endurance were greater than mine or I was the one getting the greater force of the current for some reason. I didn’t know why; all I knew was I could feel the sharp needle like pain penetrate my balls making me jump and squirm in agony. Goddess and Vicky were enjoying the show.
 “Vicky, I’ve a brilliant idea. Let’s have the two ‘mangas’ punish each other.”

 This was a flash of inspiration from mistress. I didn’t think it was planned but she was having such fun this subtle devious little twist to her game suddenly came to her. Mistress and Vicky manipulated the wires. She placed the little plastic covered control unit in my hand and showed me what to press.
 “Nano, it starts from 0 and goes up to 8, just press this button,” she explained showing me what to do. “Let’s have a little game and see which slave gives in first.”
 Slave Peter had a unit too. I felt pain but nothing like the intensity of my earlier torture at the hands of mistress. Maybe Slave Peter was showing some sympathy for a fellow slave or perhaps I was just lucky and the current was not getting through to the same level. I pressed the button from 0 to 1, which had little effect on my slave twin. Then I pressed the button from 1 to 2. This time I could see Slave Peter visibly squirming in his ropes on the other chair. Then I pressed the button from 2 to 3. This had an immediate impact. He grunted in pain and his body convulsed against the tightness of the ropes. I could see he was in real distress and pulled the intensity down again and then back up, but never needing to go beyond 3. I didn’t want to spoil mistress’s game by going too far, just far enough for her to see him squirm in pain.
 Mistress and Vicky were getting great enjoyment out of this little game. She was laughing her head off. I kept pressing the switch from 0 to 3 and back down. I was feeling some pain in my balls but nothing like the intensity I seemed to be able to inflict on poor Slave Peter. After a while he dropped his control to the floor as if in surrender to say that he had had enough of the game and, seeing this, I turned my control back down to zero. 
That’s brilliant Vicky, two slave ‘mangas’ torturing one another.”
 Mistress was in stitches. She was still chuckling to herself as she started untying the knots on my rope bondage.
 Suddenly Vicky whispered intently, “Madam, there’s somebody outside.”
 The whole room froze for a second. Vicky was alert to the situation and swiftly moved over to the window and drew the curtain.
 “Where are they Vicky?” 
“I just saw a man walk past”
 “Did he see us?” she asked.
 All four of us froze in terror. What could anybody be doing up here? The thought of what he could have seen, two men in black lycra suits tied to chairs, Vicky dressed in basque and pvc skirt with a white mask on and mistress, magnificent in her black pvc cat-suit. What an eyeful he would have seen? What would he make of such a scene if he had caught just a glance of it through the window as he passed?
 “No, I don’t think he did see us. He walked straight past.”
 There was a collective sigh of relief around the room. Mistress continued to untie me. 
All four of us froze again. There was a knock on the door. None of us dare say anything but there was an inaudible gasp of “oh shit” from all of us.
 Then there were desperate whispers.
 Slave Peter was starting to get anxious.
 “One of us must get dressed and answer the door.”
 I was untied now and stripped off my black suit.
 “I’m nearly ready. I’ll get dressed and go to the door,” I offered.
 But as soon as I let the lycra suit fall to the floor I realised what a stupid suggestion that was. My clothes were in the kitchen. The front door was between us and the kitchen and was glass fronted. We were trapped in the living room, our day clothes somewhere else in the cottage.
 “That’s no good Nano, he will see you,” whispered mistress.
 There was another knock. Slave Peter was panicking.
 “Quickly, untie me; somebody has to go to the door.”
 Goddess and Vicky worked as quickly as they could to untie the knots. Luckily, Slave Peter had some long johns on underneath his lycra suit and he went to the door in these.
 The three of us stood silently listening to the conversation at the door. I was torn between shock and laughter. I glanced across at mistress. I was sure she was trying to hold herself back from laughing. No-one wanted to get caught in such an embarrassing situation, but I couldn’t help but see the funny side of the predicament.
 We could all overhear what was being said. The man was a tradesman called in by the owners to do some work on the cottage. Slave Peter explained he was a writer and needed complete quiet and mustn’t be disturbed all week, which was why he’d chosen a cottage in such an isolated place. 
Did the tradesman believe him? I guessed we would never know for sure. It must have looked strange, the age it took for somebody to answer the door when there were clearly people in the cottage. Had he heard the furtive whispers from the cottage’s lounge? Did he get a glimpse of us all in fetish gear and bondage? Had he seen in the room at the side of the cottage where the bags with mistress’s equipment were? If he did, he’d have a funny tale to tell at the village pub that evening about the strange deviants who were staying in the cottage on the fell. 
The spell for the rest of mistress’s adventure had been broken. By the time we sat down at the kitchen table to share a nice lunch Slave Peter was calmer and we could all see the funny side of nearly being caught.
 “Just think,” said mistress, “it could have been worse. I could have had Slave Nano staked out on the lawn and you, Slave Peter, tied to a tree. There would have been no hiding or escape then. Imagine how embarrassing that would have been!”




 Slave’s Fetish Club Visit
 
“Slave Nano, you know you must be on your best behaviour tonight, don’t you?”
 “Yes Goddess,” I replied.
 I stood before mistress, hooded and wearing only a pair of skimpy black pvc briefs as she gazed meaningfully into my eyes. Tonight was an important day for me. My mistress, Goddess Nemesis, had brought me and her transvestite toy, Vicky, to a fetish club. I had taken part in mistress’s slave training days and fetish parties in her own dungeon and been offered up to other mistresses or called on to service other slaves in her presence. She had trained me thoroughly in servitude. She was continually creating new scenes for her slaves but this would be a completely new experience for me. I would be paraded in front of a room full of people at the club and be required to perform any task she required of me and that could be anything, as I had come to expect the unexpected when serving Goddess Nemesis. I recognised what a privilege it was to be invited to attend such an event and equally knew I was Goddess’s slave and however I behaved would reflect on her skills as a mistress. Her admonishment to be on my best behaviour was well taken.
 “You will be called on to do anything that I desire. Anything, Nano! Do you understand what that means?”
 “Yes, I know Goddess needs a slave who is capable of doing anything for her pleasure and amusement. I assure you that Goddess can rely on her slave to submit completely to her.”
 “Good, I certainly hope so. Right Nano, you wait here whilst Vicky and I get changed.”
 I sat on my own on a settee in the lobby of the upstairs of the club where there were a series of bedrooms all fitted out with large leatherette beds for the swingers nights that the club was used for when it was not fetish night. I visualised what it might look like on that night with naked couples writhing on the beds fucking. I knew that tonight would be very different. I was here for Goddess’s pleasure as Slave Nano a tiny cog in her world of domination and fetish fantasy.
 After a few minutes she emerged from the room where she had got changed. She was wearing her black pvc cat suit and a choker with a red jewel set in it around her neck with her flowing ebony hair streaked red. As always she looked magnificent. She had a satisfied expression as if she knew her presence would make an impact on the club and that when she went downstairs to the bar and dungeon rooms heads would turn as everybody gasped at the stunning figure before them.
 “Nano, I’ve got a task for you. Lace up my boots for me please,” she ordered.
 That lovely submissive feeling welled up in me as I got down onto my knees at her feet. This was where I belonged, on my knees, serving her. I admired the shiny pointed black boots that were on her feet but still unlaced. It was my task to lift up silver eyelets that stood out from the boots and thread the laces through them. I felt so privileged to be offered this task and the opportunity to help her get ready. 
“Can you see what you have to do Nano? Make sure you don’t miss any of the eyelets,” she admonished.
 “Yes Goddess,” I replied.
 I set to my task carefully pulling the metal eyelets up and threading the laces across each other to create the criss-cross pattern across the tongue of the boot.
 
“Nano, I want them tight on my feet, so I can feel the boot but looser around the ankles.”
 As instructed, I pulled the laces tight at the bottom and loosened them around her ankles and calves.
 “Good that feels right now Nano, thank you. Just make sure the legs of my cat-suit are tucked in.”
 I gently smoothed the pvc of her cat-suit so it tucked neatly into her boots.
 “Now where has that Vicky got to?”
 As soon as Goddess said that Vicky emerged from another of the bedrooms. Lucky Vicky, if she had been much longer she would have been in trouble. Vicky was dressed for a night of fetish fun as well in a black pvc dress, a petticoat, her hair in bunches and white mask.
 To complete the fetish costume mistress had chosen for me for the night Vicky helped me put on iron ankle and wrist cuffs and secured a heavy metal body cage around my abdomen. So, now weighed down with these symbols of servitude we were all ready. As we were preparing to make our grand entrance downstairs another mistress came into the lobby where we stood. 
“Oh my, but you look absolutely stunning my dear. What a wonderful little fetish assemblage you’ve created.”
 The mistress’s voice rang out with a perfectly formed enunciation. She had chosen a very different fetish attire from mistress. Her look was that of a severe and sharply tailored suit, which seemed in keeping with her voice and demeanour.
 Mistress smiled. All of her thought and effort in forming the right look for herself and her slaves had created the impact she was looking for. 
“Thank you,” she replied, smiling.
 “I’m Mistress Pony-whip, and you are?”
 “Mistress Nemesis.”
 “And are these two your slaves?”
 “Vicky here is my toy and this is my slave, Nano.” 
She tweaked my nipples with her long finger nails. My nipples stung but I tried not to flinch. I knew my place was to take this kind of punishment and I dared not show Goddess up in front of another mistress at the first challenge. Besides, I knew there would be much worse for me to endure later.
 “May I?” asked Mistress Pony-whip as her fingers reached out for my nipples.
 “Of course, that’s what he’s here for.”
 Mistress Pony-whip took her turn at squeezing my nipples and twisting them. 
“I find it’s so important for a mistress to have slaves to do her domestic chores for her. Of course, I find that they can be totally useless at times however hard one trains them, but what can you do, what can you do? You just have to keep punishing them until they learn to do tasks properly, don’t you find my dear?”
 “Are you here on your own?” Mistress asked.
 “Yes, at the moment, but I’m expecting my sissy slave, Priscilla, to arrive later. I expect she’ll come flouncing in, probably in something frilly and pink. She’s helpful to have around and I reward her nicely when she’s done well but they are all hopeless at times aren’t they? And then you find you simply have to discipline them, don’t you? It’s a pleasure to meet you dear. Anyway, I expect our paths will cross later in the night.”
 Mistress Pony-whip left us to explore the rest of the upstairs rooms. Goddess Nemesis turned to me.
 “Did you hear that Nano? A sissy-slave. Perhaps I’ll have you servicing her for Mistress Pony-whip. How would you like that?”
 “Whatever you desire Goddess.”
 The three of us went downstairs to explore the club. At the bottom of the stairs the first open door we came to was an exit leading out to a paved courtyard, its walls painted with erotic murals.
 “Hmm, very interesting,” said mistress, “this is very secluded; there are some interesting possibilities for outdoor play here. I wonder if that’s allowed. What do you think Vicky?”
 “Yes madam, maybe we could.”
 “Oh yes, that would be OK. It’s not overlooked, nobody can see you out here,” said one of the organisers of the club who had happened to overhear the conversation.
 Whilst mistress and Vicky were scouring the area to assess the options we saw a blonde woman, or it might have been a transvestite, go up to a young man and take his enormous erect cock into his mouth to suck it. This was the kind of behaviour I might have expected at a Fetish Club and it was also a warning as to the kind of thing that might be in store for me.
 Vicky pointed to some railings on a flat roof outside the first floor.
 “We could tie Nano onto those.”
 “Hmm, we might be in view of some of the other buildings there. I think perhaps we ought to play safe and keep to the courtyard. After all, we wouldn’t want to offend anybody, would we?” Mistress smiled.
 “There’s the chairs,” said Vicky taking hold of one of several plastic chairs scattered across the courtyard.
 “Yes, I think a little bit of chair bondage would do nicely.”
 Vicky pulled up a chair and positioned it in front of the courtyard wall at the far end where anybody coming out into the yard would see.
 “Sit down there Nano,” she ordered.
 I sat down carefully, the heavy weight of the cuffs and body cage weighing against me. Vicky went back to mistress’s bag to fetch some rope. A few people at the club who had come outside for a sit down and to enjoy the late evening sun gazed on curiously as she set to work.
 “Vicky, take the metal cuffs off, we’ll need something else for this.”
 “Here you are,” one of the onlookers called out to mistress, “you can use these.”
 She produced a pair of purple velcro cuffs which Vicky secured to my wrists.
 I knew Goddess Nemesis was an expert at rope bondage and that by the time she had finished with me there would be no chance of escape. I would be left outside in the summer night for everybody to gaze on and admire how completely my mistress had subjugated me. My wrists were tied together and then secured behind the chair. Dextrous fingers threaded the rope around my thighs and across my chest where it was knotted and then tightened and pulled back down to my thighs so my torso and the iron body cage was pressed against the back of the chair. Mistress stepped back to admire her handiwork and curled her lips into a sadistic smile.
 “Now, here’s the thing Nano, we might be out of sight here but you really wouldn’t want to draw attention to yourself by making too much noise, would you?”
 She tweaked one of my nipples. I grunted as my body pulled against the ropes in a spasm of pain as I strained not to scream out.
 “No Goddess.”
 “Only, as you can see, there’s those business units beyond the wall and, of course, you never know who might hear.”
 She squeezed my nipples again.
 “Aaaah. Yes, I know Goddess.”
 “Of course it doesn’t matter if you are exposed but you really wouldn’t want to attract any attention to your Goddess and get her into trouble now, would you?”
 She twisted my nipples hard.
 “No Goddess,” I simpered.
 “And, as you know, a busy main road is just, what, no more than fifty yards away. All those people driving past in their cars, strolling along the pavement going about their business and all in ear shot. You really wouldn’t want them to hear you, would you?”
 She fixed her eyes on mine; that wonderful cruel gaze that signalled she was having fun playing with her slave. Then she squeezed again.
 “No, Nano, you really don’t want to draw attention to yourself do you? You’ll just have to take your punishment and suffer in silence won’t you?”
 “Yes, Goddess,” I muttered.
 Mistress had me completely in her control now. And it wasn’t just that I was physically bound to the chair; she also knew she had me mentally captivated with her teasing. The exquisite pain of the nipple torture, the thrill of being left out and exposed, the edginess of the risk of discovery and the effort of controlling my grunts and groans; all these conspired to catapult me into a submissive daze. Like a frightened rabbit fixated by the headlights of an oncoming car I was mesmerised by her. Unable to move but at the same time having no desire to move either; just an overwhelming desire to surrender myself to her as she teased me into submission.
 Meanwhile Vicky had brought some of mistress’s electric devices from her bag. Goddess pushed the skimpy piece of black pvc over my cock and balls so they were exposed and then Vicky switched on the vibrating massager and pressed it against my cock to try and excite me. The gentle vibrating motion sent a tingling feeling through my genitals to my head but I had to resist as I knew mistress would be displeased with me if I got aroused.
 Then mistress attached sticky pads to my balls, the wires threading back to the control she held in her hand. I was going to have to endure yet more torment. Goddess turned the switch and I could feel the current throbbing through my balls. She edged it forward a little bit more and there was a tingling sensation. She notched it up further until little shots of pain surged through me. I gasped and breathed heavily but was just about able to restrain myself from screaming out loud. The switch was turned back down and I had a few moments respite to catch my breath. Goddess continued to taunt me.
 “Nano, just think, there’s all those people just a few yards away. They’ve no idea what’s going on in here. Just imagine what they’d think if they knew. Imagine if they heard you screaming.”
 The switch was turned up high again. My body convulsed in spasms of pain. It was turned down again.
 “You’re not going to draw attention to yourself by squeaking, are you?
 “No, Goddess.”
 The current was increased again. My breath expelled in short gasps. My head was reeling. It was turned down again.
 “So, tell me Nano, how does it feel; to be out in the open, just yards from other people, so close to being exposed?”
 “Oh Goddess, I know I must control myself. I know there are people passing by, I know the main road is close, that it would be so easy for someone to hear me. But I know I can’t risk exposing us Goddess.”
 “And do you think you can manage that?”
 “Yes Goddess.”
 “Really?”
 Her eyes gazed into mine, fierce and cold. The current on the switch was turned up even higher and this time Vicky was behind me as well, my nipples between her fingers as she squeezed the already tender pieces of flesh. The pain coursed through me. My body strained against the ropes and it took every effort of will not squeal. The current was turned back down again. mistress was smiling. She had her little bit of fun, for now. 
After Vicky had untied me mistress turned to me and said, “Now Nano, there is another task you have to perform for me. I want you to get down on your hands and knees, crawl across the courtyard to the lady who leant me her cuffs and thank her for me. Then, you will ask her for permission to kiss her shoes.”
 “Yes Goddess.”
 I got down onto my hands and knees, the heavy iron body cage still pressing against my mid-riff and crawled all the way along the courtyard. The small pieces of gravel dug into my hands and knees but I knew I had to perform this task to mistress’s satisfaction so I did not flinch. I was soon on my hands and knees at the lady’s feet. She looked down at me with disdain and took the purple cuffs that were offered her.
 “My mistress, Goddess Nemesis bids you greeting and thanks you for the use of your cuffs. She has also asked me, if I have your permission, to kiss your shoes as a token of thanks.”
 “Yes, you may,” she replied offering her shoe to me. 
I bent down and touched her shoe with my lips through the mouth hole in my hood. It felt deeply humiliating to be there on my knees in front of a total stranger kissing her shoes in front of her friends. The lady must have felt so superior having another mistress’s slave worship her feet. But at the same time it felt right that I should be used by mistress in that way. I was serving her here in this club so she could parade her dominance over her slaves and show how she could make them do whatever she wanted for her. 

After the lady was satisfied I had kissed her boots thoroughly I was permitted to crawl back on my hands and knees to mistress.
 “Good Nano. You may get up now. Vicky, I think we will go inside into the dungeon now.” 
Mistress led the way indoors and down the stairs into the dungeon area of the club. It was still quiet at that time and not many of the people at the club were playing or using the equipment. It was a large and atmospheric space with several large pieces of bondage equipment. It was decorated with erotic murals; a seductive bare-breasted girl wrapped in black rope, a sultry dark haired woman in arm length rubber gloves and thigh high rubber boots crouched between two Doric pillars. All of these contributed to the dungeon ambience.
 “Look Nano, there are lots of dark corners where a slave can be put,” said mistress meaningfully as the three of us looked into a cell fitted out with only a bench covered in leatherette.
 I could see she was looking around weighing up which piece of equipment she wanted to play with. 
“Vicky, remove Nano’s body cage, I think we’ll have him on this whipping bench.”
 The heavy iron was removed and I obediently climbed up onto the bench on my front to await the next stage of my torment at the hands of Goddess Nemesis. There were some straps attached the bench that Vicky tightened up but mistress did not want to have me wriggling in discomfort as she dealt with me so she tied ropes around me to secure me tightly to the bench.
 My back-side was now exposed for punishment. From my face down position I couldn’t see what instrument she had chosen to punish me with but I heard the familiar dull whack of an object against my arse and the initial stinging pain from the first stroke. Mistress continued with several more.
 “Now, Vicky, I think we’ll have this inside him as well.”
 I knew what was coming next when I felt a gentle probing to find my arse-hole and then felt a butt-plug being pushed into me. It slid in easily. Perhaps mistress was being generous to me today and had chosen a smaller butt plug or perhaps the fetish club dungeon atmosphere had relaxed me into such a submissive mood that I was ready to receive anything. She worked the plug deep inside me pushing it in and out. I could feel the object filling me. It was humiliating knowing there were now several other people looking on but also strangely satisfying to give myself up to mistress in this way; to know that every orifice of mine belonged to her and that she could do whatever she wanted with me.
 I overheard a brief exchange with one of the onlookers at the club.
 “How would you like to change places with that one?” She asked pointing to me.
 “Oh no, I don’t think so,” came the reply.
 “Oh don’t you fancy it?” mistress laughed, “you never know, I might be able to persuade you.”
 She now switched back to beating me again with the flogger, the butt plug still in my back-side. I could feel the hard strokes and my arse reddening. Mistress had started a conversation with another onlooker but I couldn’t hear what was being said. She approached me, bent down and put her lips close to my ears.
 “Did you hear that Nano?”
 “No Goddess,” I muttered.
 “This one says he’s up for anything. Up for anything Nano,” she said threateningly, “you know what that might mean don’t you slave?”
 My heart churned. I knew exactly what that might mean and I knew I had pledged to serve mistress in any way she desired at the club. I also knew she was capable of having a complete stranger enter me as she watched on in amusement. But instead she turned to Vicky.
 “Vicky, are you getting excited?” she asked.
 “Yes, sorry madam,” she replied.
 I could hear the rustle of Vicky’s skirt as mistress inspected her. She led Vicky to where my head was strapped down facing the floor. 
“Nano, you will suck on Vicky now.”
 Vicky stood in front of me as my mouth searched for her penis, my tongue stretching out to lick her cock. I continued like this seeking to take the cock in my mouth whilst mistress continued her punishment, each stroke forcing me harder until it reached a crescendo of pain and humiliation and she was satisfied with the punishment she had administered.
 I was untied and unstrapped from the bench. I was still feeling woozy from my previous bondage and punishments. The dungeon was busier now and there were several onlookers milling around observing some of the play that was going on.
 “Right Nano, perhaps I shall put you away in one of the dark corners of the dungeon whilst Vicky and I relax.”
 She had sent Vicky off to find a suitable corner to tie me up in but when she came back she reported that none of the cell rooms had anything to tie ropes onto. Whilst Vicky had been investigating the dungeon to find an isolated place to tie me up my eye had been drawn to the spider’s web rack that was next to the whipping bench. I had seen one of these before at another event and was fascinated by the idea of being trapped in a web and I was convinced that mistress would also find it amusing. I knew there was the risk of angering her but I couldn’t resist the opportunity to suggest it.
 “Goddess, there is an alternative, you could always tie me up onto the spider’s web and leave up there for everybody to see.”
 There, I had done it. I looked into mistress’s eyes to gauge her reaction. There was definitely rage there, anger that a mere slave, indeed the lowliest of her slaves, should suggest to her what should be done to him. I expected that and took that risk when I made the suggestion. But I think there was a glimmer of something else in her eyes. I believe she was also intrigued at the prospect of seeing her slave tied up in the spider’s web and that the idea of it appealed to her.
 Her voice was strict and admonishing.
 “So, Nano. You want to be tied onto this web of ropes do you?” She fixed her gaze meaningfully onto me, “you should be very careful what you wish for slave. You never know it may come true, but in ways you don’t expect.”
 By now she had positioned me against the web of ropes and Vicky had passed her some ropes to tie me up with. My arms were spread out across the ropes and both mistress and Vicky worked together to tie me onto the rope-work frame. 
“Spread your legs Nano,” she ordered.
 I stretched my legs out and these were also tied onto the ropes. As mistress was tying my body onto the ropes, she faced me, her eyes glittering with malice.
 “So, you want to be put on display, do you? Do you see this slave Vicky? He wants to be put on show for everybody to see. He wants to be the centre of attention doesn’t he? Well we’ll see how much he likes being that, won’t we?”
 “Yes madam,” Vicky agreed.
 “Nano, you realise there will be a penance to pay for this, don’t you?”
 “Yes Goddess.”
 “When you next return to my dungeon I will put you away. I will put in my isolation box and leave you. I will put you away and forget about you whilst I deal with another slave. How will you like that?”
 “I’ll accept anything you wish to do with me Goddess.”
 She had stopped working with the ropes and stared at me.
 “It won’t be very nice for you, will it slave? Locked away in the darkness, alone and neglected.”
 “No, Goddess.”
 Mistress and Vicky had finished their work and stood back to admire the image of this slave hanging onto the rope web. I was conscious of people looking on in the background watching the scene unfold but I didn’t feel self-conscious. After all, this was what I was here for; to give myself up for my Goddess’s pleasure, to be hung up and displayed, to be treated as an object by her so she can attract the stares of onlookers admiring the dominance Goddess Nemesis wields over her slave. 

And mistress was the spider. She was a black widow spider looming over me in her black pvc cat-suit; a black fetish spider stalking her trapped prey and playing with it. And I was trapped and helpless, in no position to do anything but be devoured by her.
 “So, Nano, how does it feel to be trapped in your mistress’s web.”
 “I feel like a tiny insignificant fly Goddess, trapped, and completely at your mercy.”
 Mistress was brandishing her flogger threateningly. She whipped the end of my cock with its tip. A pain shot through me. She laughed. She licked my cock again with the whip and my body shuddered in response, but there was no escape whilst I was restrained in the rope web.
 “I warned you to be careful what you wished for, didn’t I Nano? Because you never know how it’s going to turn out for you, do you?”
 “No Goddess.”
 “Vicky, would you like to use your red leather whip on Nano?”
 “Oh yes madam,” Vicky replied.
 So now I was being treated to a double punishment; the whip on my back side slapping me through the rope threads of the web and mistress’s flogger with its sharp painful clips on my cock.
 “There you are Nano, you wanted to draw attention to yourself, you wanted to be a spectacle. Now I’m going to leave you up there whilst Vicky and I sit down and you will be left hanging there, trapped in the web of your own desires for all to see.”
 Mistress and Vicky sat down on a settee just across from the web frame. By now the dungeon had filled out with people watching the play. Mistress Pony-whip, who we had met earlier in the night, had also come down to the dungeon and she was now with her sissy slut, Priscilla. He was dressed in a fetish black pvc French maid outfit with a frilly white hat and apron. Mistress Pony-whip lifted up her sissy slut’s skirt and apron to show off his petticoat to Vicky. She struck up a conversation with mistress.
 “It’s so lovely to see you again. I do hope you’re having a delightful time. This is my sissy slut, Priscilla. He’s usually very good aren’t you my dear? But, of course, he can be very naughty. You know sometimes he gets taken out into the open with his other friends dressed in his sissy clothes, but you know I simply had to put a stop to that, didn’t I Priscilla? It’s just not right for mistress’s sissy slave to going out like that without permission. Are your slaves ever naughty?”
 “Oh yes they are, I know exactly what you mean,” mistress replied with a sidelong glance at Vicky who suddenly looked very sheepish.
 “Of course, I do praise him sometimes when he does good work around the house, don’t I Priscilla.”
 “Oh yes, madam. Thank you, madam.”
 “But, however hard she tries she never quite gives complete satisfaction and then one simply has to punish them, doesn’t one?”
 Mistress smiled knowingly.
 The two mistresses, Goddess looking beautifully fetishy in her black pvc cat suit and Mistress Pony-whip looking austere and severe in her smartly tailored jacket and skirt, started to discuss different events they had attended. They soon turned to the subject of pony play. Mistress Pony-whip took up the subject enthusiastically in her precisely enunciated tone of voice.
 “Of course Mistress Nemesis, I adore pony play. I’d love to have a proper pony stables of my own but unfortunately in my home it’s just not possible. I’d love to have slaves trotting round a paddock for me or pulling me along in a cart whilst I whipped them. Priscilla, come over here.”
 Her sissy slave responded obediently.
 “Now, I want you to show Mistress Nemesis how you can do pony play for me.”
 I looked on fascinated from my vantage point strung up in the spider’s web of ropes. It struck me that with her long elegant legs Priscilla was ideally suited for pony play.
 “No Priscilla,” Mistress Pony-whip scalded, “you must lift your legs up higher. There, now that’s much better. Now canter for me.”
 This time Priscilla pranced across the dungeon floor stretching out his long legs in front of him in a very effective representation of an obedient pony.
 “No, No Priscilla. You haven’t got the right action. It should be more fluent and graceful. Stretch your legs out further. Try again.”
 After several attempts Priscilla finally completed the demonstration of pony play to Mistress Pony-whip’s satisfaction.
 “Yes, now that’s much better isn’t it Priscilla. That’s a good girl. You can stop now.”
 “Thank you mistress,” he replied.
 After the show of pony play mistress struck up a conversation with the transvestite with the long blonde hair and sleeveless dress we had seen early in the evening sucking on the young man’s cock, who had come to sit next to her on the settee. I didn’t hear what they were talking about until at one point I noticed mistress looking across at me.
 “Of course, if you want somebody to play with, I have my slave tied up there.”
 “Would he mind?” the transvestite, who was called Sarah, asked.
 “Ha!” Goddess laughed. “He’s my slave. He doesn’t have any choice in the matter.”
 My heart jumped. Mistress was planning another piece of play to amuse herself and I had already seen what this transvestite was capable of. At her command Vicky led the transvestite over to the spider frame where I was still hanging helplessly exposed on the web. I was about to face another ordeal. The transvestite flicked her blonde hair and shot a glance at me. Her hands reached down and she started fondling my cock. I knew mistress would be displeased if I was aroused but I couldn’t stop the stirring of an erection in my loins. Sarah continued gently touching my cock and balls. My head was spinning. I offered up little resistance. I knew I was succumbing to the sensuous touch of the blonde transvestite and now my cock was hard and erect.
 Sarah knelt down and took the end of my cock into her mouth, her full red lips sucking on me enthusiastically. She was a skilled and practised slut, she knew exactly how to keep me on the edge of coming. Her lips slid up and down my cock. I felt on the point of coming when mistress approached the web. She wanted to contribute to my predicament and, perhaps sensing that I would come any moment, sought to draw my attention away from the sensuous pulling on my cock to prolong my torment. My nipples were already raw from their torture earlier in the night but that would not stop Goddess Nemesis. She took one between her fingers and squeezed hard. My body strained against the ropes and my cock spasmed in Sarah’s mouth with the pain, which only made her suck on me harder. 
“Vicky, use your whip on Nano,” Goddess commanded.
 I felt the lash of Vicky’s red leather whip on my back-side. My head was reeling with the combined torment of so much pain and pleasure at the same time. The pain inflicted on me had pulled me back from the brink, but I knew the outcome was inevitable, that I would not be able to resist my final humiliation in front of the onlookers at the club. Transvestite Sarah, knowing that I had reached a point of no return, pulled her sensuous lips away and wrapped her long fingers around my cock and started to pull. All of the time mistress was twisting my nipples and Vicky was striking me with her whip until finally, in a crescendo of pain and pleasure, I came, releasing my cum all over Sarah’s hand. She did not stop masturbating me. She carried on making sure every last drop was milked from me and bringing me to a state of ecstatic exhaustion as my body strained against the ropes. I was left hanging on the ropes spent and panting.
 Goddess looked into my eyes with one of her icy stares.
 “I warned you to be careful about what you wished for. You’ve had pleasure and disgraced and debauched yourself now in front of all these people. “
“Isn’t he allowed to come then?” asked Sarah.
 “Oh no, this slave isn’t permitted pleasure. He’s only here to serve me. Isn’t that right Nano? And, although it might have greatly amused me to see my slave in this predicament, he knows there will be retribution to pay for it when he returns to my dungeon, don’t you Nano?”
 “Yes Goddess.”
 I knew mistress would be displeased I had succumbed to the temptation of the transvestite’s seduction and would face a severe punishment when I next attended her.
 “Nano, you still have a service to perform. You must clean your disgusting mess off Sarah’s hands.”
 Sarah held her fingers in front of my face and I could see the globs of sticky come on her hand. She put her fingers through the hole in my hood and into my mouth for me to lick my own cum off her. I knew I had to perform this task and set about it voraciously, licking Sarah’s fingers enthusiastically until every piece of cum had been cleaned up.
 “There’s more here Nano,” she said pointing to a large piece of cum on Sarah’s upper arm.
 The transvestite put her arm in front of me. I strained forward and put my tongue out of the mouth hole in the hood to lick up the last piece of thick white spunk off her arm.
 “Good Nano. We will have you down now. You can have a little time to yourself now to recover from your ordeal. Vicky and I are going upstairs to do some bondage on one of Mistress Pony-whip’s friends.”
 I relaxed and reflected on the delicious torment Goddess Nemesis had subjected me to over the last few hours until Vicky came back down to the dungeon to see if I was ready to join them again
 I followed her up to one of the bedrooms to see mistress perched on the end of one of the large padded couches with one of Mistress Pony flick’s companions by her side hog tied, his legs tied to a bed post. Mistress Pony-whip and her sissy slave Priscilla had been sat in the corner watching and, no doubt, admiring mistress’s skilled rope-work. The night was drawing to a close and the club would be closing soon.
 “Would you like me to un-tie you now,” she asked.
 “Yes, thank you mistress, but honestly I could stay on here bound like this for hours.”

 Goddess Nemesis smiled. I recognised the far-away voice and gaze of somebody who had been drawn into her world and been mesmerised by it. I speculated if, like me, his life would ever be quite the same again after meeting her.
 “I don’t know where Vicky’s disappeared to. I expect she’s sneaked off downstairs to watch that tattooed girl slave being whipped. Nano, will you untie this slave for me.”
 “Yes Goddess,” I replied, only too eager to be of use to her.
 I set about untying the complex mesh of ropes mistress had formed around the man’s body. This was where I belonged, serving her. As I went about the task I was overwhelmed with a feeling of devotion and affection for the generosity of spirit of this wonderful Goddess, who I had the privilege to serve. It was she who had offered her slave up for other visitors of the club to play with, who had openly invited people to watch and join in and it was she who had now offered to tie up another mistress’s slave. I felt that, despite my lapse in allowing myself to come for which I knew I would face my own personal nemesis, she had created the impression at the club she had wanted. I was in do doubt that everybody at the club that night who had encountered her would remember Mistress Nemesis, which is exactly how it should be. 




 Slave’s Punishment
 
I knew that there would be a reckoning to pay for my behaviour at the club. For a slave like me to give in to my own sexual relief at the hands of the transvestite when I should have been there only to serve mistress was reprehensible behaviour. She had openly warned me what to expect in the voice mail message summoning me to her dungeon. I had been thinking all week about what punishment she might have in store for me and now that reckoning was nearly upon me. I had been tied to the cross in the corner of her dungeon, my arms and legs spread out and chained to the wooden beam and left there to wait for mistress’s retribution with my symbols of my servitude weighing heavily on me.
 She appeared, dressed in the same black pvc cat suit that she had worn at the club, with Vicky at her side.
 She announced her appearance, her voice clear and harsh, “So, Slave Nano, you have come to receive your punishment for your behaviour at the club. You know why you have to be punished severely, don’t you?” 
“Yes, Goddess,” I replied.
 “You know that you were invited to the club to serve me and assist in my pleasure, don’t you? But what do you do? You allow yourself to get aroused by the transvestite Sarah, don’t you? You put up hardly any resistance. And then….and then what Nano?” she castigated, her voice rising to a crescendo, “You get sexual pleasure. You come all over her hand – she had spunk all up her arm, didn’t she? That’s disgusting behaviour for a slave, isn’t it? I expect better from you. And after all the training you’ve received at my hand.”
 “I know, I’m sorry Goddess.”
 “Sorry…..sorry! That’s not good enough Nano. And another thing. You know that you tried to influence what I was going to do with you, didn’t you? You know that’s not allowed. I decide what to do with you, don’t I? You submit to what I want and nothing else. You are my slave, you can’t pick and choose.”
 “Yes, Goddess, I know I did. I’m sorry; I thought that you would find it amusing to see your slave tied onto the spider’s web.”
 Her eyes flashed with anger. I had said the wrong thing.
 “Nano, you didn’t do it for my pleasure, did you? You did it for your pleasure. You wanted to be tied up there and exposed. You probably wanted the transvestite to play with you. I saw you Nano, watching him when he was sucking on that young man’s cock in the yard outside. You were probably thinking then, I hope that transvestite would suck on my cock, weren’t you!”
 “Yes Goddess.”
 Her voice was raised. I had never seen her so angry with me and I knew it was deserved; that I had let her down at the club.
 “You were debauched Nano, weren’t you. You were a debauched and disgusting mess; all that come over TV Sarah’s hand. Now you have to face your punishment, don’t you? Now you must face the wrath and retribution of Goddess Nemesis.”
 “Yes Goddess, I know I must submit to your justice.”
 She turned to Vicky.
 “Get him down off there Vicky. And when you are down, take off all your sacred symbols I have given you, you won’t be needing those.”
 I did as she commanded and was soon stood naked before her except for the black leather hood over my head. The whipping bench had been moved into a position in the corner of the dungeon where it was next to a mirror.
 “Get onto that Nano. Now you will pay for your debauchery and your insolence.”
 I climbed onto the whipping bench. I could see how it had been arranged in conjunction with the mirror in such a way that I would have to witness my punishment, that I would see every part of my humiliation. 
“Can you see yourself in the mirror Nano?”
 “Yes Goddess, I can.”
 “Good, I want you to see your punishment. You wanted to be debauched in public view; well I’ll show you what debauched really means,” she barked at me angrily.
 Mistress had put on a large black strap-on and she stood in front of me, my mouth in front of it, my body strapped down so I could not move or resist. I could see the whole scene reflected in the mirror side on; the strap-on sticking out from mistress’s cat suit and my hooded head, waiting for her to push it into my mouth. 
“You will be taken today Nano. I’m not pleased with you and you’ll be punished and debauched today.”
 She pushed the strap on into my mouth. I could feel the hard rubber pushing into it. I tried to suck on it but mistress wanted more than a false cock sucking today, she wanted retribution for my behaviour. She pushed the strap on harder and further so it went deep down my throat. I gagged on it. She pulled it back just slightly and said firmly.
 “I don’t care if you gag Nano. I don’t care if you throw up with this strap-on in your throat. You’ll take this punishment for me.”
 And with that she pushed the strap-on even harder and further down triggering a gagging reflex in my throat but she kept thrusting her hips making me gag again and again. I felt humiliated; but there was nothing I could say or do. I knew she was right, that Goddess is always right. Her judgement was fair. I knew when I entered her dungeon today that I would face a severe punishment but I also knew I had to embrace it and let mistress use me how she wanted to. I knew it was only through taking her punishment that I would be welcomed again into her dungeon and given the chance to serve her again.
 She pushed the strap-on deep into the back of my throat until after making me gag several more times she withdrew. I gasped for breath trying to recover from the mouth-fucking I had received.
 “Don’t think your punishment has finished already,” she said moving around to my back-side. 
I knew what was coming next. She mounted the whipping bench, pushing the thick black strap-on into my arse and stretching me wide open and then she thrust hard. I felt the full force of her anger as she entered me. Vicky positioned herself in front of me. 
“Vicky, make him suck on you whilst I’m taking him.”
 Vicky pushed his cock into my mouth so I was being taken at both ends and I could see it all out of one corner of my eye reflected in the mirror. I was being made to face up to my humiliation.
 Mistress withdrew the strap-on momentarily. Then she started with another form of torment. I felt the clasp of metal close on my balls and let out a gasp of pain as she released the clamp for it to grip tightly onto my balls. They were forceps and they were connected to one of mistress’s TENS electric units. She turned the current up and the pain coursed through my body making me strain against the straps securing me onto the whipping bench.
 “I’m going to turn it up full now Vicky so I can really make him suffer. That’ll teach him.”
 It hardly seemed possible but the intensity of the pain increased. It surged through me, my body contorting me with the agony of the punishment and my unrestrained head flailed around wildly trying to take the pain.
 “That’s no good,” Goddess called out, “Vicky take hold of his head and stop him thrashing about.”
 Vicky gripped onto my hooded head, but I was still jerking up and down with the pain, and then I heard a tearing sound. Oh no, I thought; as if I wasn’t in enough trouble. My flailing around as Goddess punished my balls had made me tear the stitching on her hood. I was in even more trouble now.
 “See this Vicky. Do you see what this slave has done? He’s ripped my hood. You’ll have to get that fixed Nano or buy me a new one.” A mischievous and malicious tone came into her voice. “I know, you’ll have to get that mended somewhere. You’ll have to go and explain how you have torn a dungeon mistress’s hood and how she has ordered you to get it sewn up. How humiliating will that be for you?”
 “Yes, Goddess, I’m sorry. Of course I will do that for you.”
 “I haven’t finished your punishment yet. Vicky, I’m going to fuck his arse again and I want you to be ready to come in his mouth whilst I’m fucking him. The lubricant has dried up, but I don’t care, you are going to have to take it anyway Nano.”
 Mistress mounted me again. This time she pushed in even harder and deeper. I felt the walls of my arse spread as she penetrated me. I had never been taken so deeply and harshly with a strap on before. But that was not the end of my suffering. She took the skin of my balls between her finger nails and squeezed tight, very tightly. Her long painted nails dug deeply into the already tender flesh of my balls and once more my body was contorting in pain. I glanced in the mirror and I could see that she was really angry with me…very angry. There was a steely determination in her eyes to extract the greatest possible suffering from her slave. She released her fingers, but only so she could concentrate on savagely fucking her slave with the strap-on. She held onto my hips and pushed in harder and deeper, penetrating into me further than she had ever done before.
 “Go on Nano, take it. You’re going to be really fucked and debauched today.”
 The thick black strap-on thrust harder and harder. I glanced into the mirror. I could see the hard rubber penetrating into me in long thrusts and the shiny black pvc of mistress’s cat suit fucking me relentlessly with a speed and force I had never experienced before. I could see Vicky by my side, a plastic bag over his erect cock, masturbating hard, waiting for the order from mistress to thrust his throbbing cock back into my mouth as she fucked me harder.
 The three figures were locked into the scene as it headed for its climax. Mistress in control, beads of sweat appearing on her brow as she forced herself into her slave to make him suffer. Vicky was by my side frantically wanking himself. I was a tied down and helpless victim being justly punished by a severe goddess. Sweat was pouring off my abused body with the exertion of taking the strap-on. I could see in the mirror the sheer physical effort Goddess was putting into my punishment. Her cat-suited body was moving faster and faster and I could see the strain of the effort on her face. But she did not stop. She wanted me to suffer today and was putting all this effort into my punishment to show how angry she was with my behaviour.
 Vicky moved around to my front. He must be close to coming now. He thrust his cock in my mouth and forced me to suck on it as he continued masturbating with his hand. 
“Take it Nano, take your punishment.” Goddess called as she fucked me harder and harder.
 Vicky gasped in relief as he spunked in my mouth. He had the plastic bag over his cock but I could still feel the cum spurting into my mouth through the thin plastic. I could even taste its salty flavour on my tongue. Mistress gave a few more hard thrusts before withdrawing.
 “That’ll teach you Nano,” she said with disdain as she walked away leaving me punished and humiliated on her bench.
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