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 Pandora
 Once again Pandora had experienced a disturbed and restless night. Once again she was woken by the sounds in her head, disembodied wails, sighs and groans calling out to her. She didn’t know what to make of them. Sometimes they sounded like cries of pain but there was another quality to them, like a yearning moan of ecstasy.
 Pandora went downstairs, swept back her long black hair into a bunch and switched on Nano Mk II, her voice activated electronic household management system. The screen jumped into life and a voice barked out at her from the loudspeaker. It was meant to sound human, but there was no disguising the android tone that distinguished it as an electronic device.
 “Good morning Pandora. It’s 8.30 am on 23 rd September 2108. My readings show high levels of CO2 and smog today so if you go out I advise you to wear your oxygen mask. God, you look awful this morning! Did you have another rough night?”
 Pandora thought it would make life interesting to buy a household management system with its own developed personality. This was a decision she was beginning to regret. Unfortunately, she could not afford a model with a computer chip in it that would actually be nice to her so she had to put up with a stream of irreverent banter every morning.
 “Just make me a cup of coffee Nano. Make it strong and black.”
 “Yes, it looks as though that’s how you need it.”
 At the sound of her voice command Nano did its work and activated the coffee machine, which in a few minutes time would produce a steaming cup of strong freshly brewed coffee.
 Her mind drifted back to the sounds that she heard every night. She had started to regret buying this terraced house. All her friends thought she was mad. They all lived in the new single person living units in the tower blocks in New Leeds that rose up after the recovery following the nuclear war with China decades ago. Nearly all the older properties in Leeds were destroyed but this group of back to back houses miraculously survived.
 Most people preferred the new communal living units with all the latest technology for 22 nd century living designed into them but Pandora found these too clinical. Perhaps her friends were right and she had made a big mistake. And yet, as soon as she had walked through the door, she had experienced a connection with this house. She felt that it called out to her in some way and lured her in. Typically for her, she acted on impulse and decided that this was the house for her. If only she could find the source of the mysterious sounds; did they come from the house itself or from inside her head?
 “I better remind you of your diary for today. You don’t look in any fit state to remember anything.”
 After collecting her coffee, Nano Mk II sprang into action again.
 “At twelve you are meeting your friend Linda for lunch at the cafe in the ‘Tree Museum’. At four that medium woman is coming here. And in the evening you are meeting your boyfriend at the bar. Personally, I don’t know what you see in him. I heard you making love the other night and even I could tell you were faking your orgasm.”
 Pandora was outraged.
 “What! You’re a household management system. I don’t expect you to spy on my lovemaking.”
 “You forgot to switch me off and I’m designed to respond to your voice. What’s a computer chip meant to do?”
 Pandora wouldn’t mind half as much if Nano Mk II wasn’t right. Her mind drifted back to that night. Even now she could feel his urgent grasp as he took hold of her face and forced her lips around his hard cock. She could hear his command to suck it and take it deeper into her mouth. She could feel him roughly entering her, his pounding thrusts inside her and then his seed emptying into her as he collapsed onto her, spent and silent. She pulled him tightly against her but felt disengaged and yearned for something more. It was then that the voices in her head started again, calling out to her, taunting her.
 “Cheer up, I’ll switch the water supply on and run a bath for you.”
 Nano Mk II did have some uses
 ***
 The doorbell rang. This was another thing that Pandora had doubts about. She had invited a medium to come to the house. A friend had suggested a psychic could make contact with the spirits that used to live in the house and this might help identify the source of the sounds that disturbed her.
 The woman entered. She was younger than Pandora expected, with long unkempt blonde hair and an other-worldly air. She introduced herself as Vicky. She asked Pandora if knew anything about the history of the house but she could offer very little.
 “It’s called no.4 Mao Lane, but it was almost certainly named something else before the Chinese occupation, beyond that I can’t really help you.”
 “Number four; that’s a significant number. It symbolises the four elements of air, earth, water and fire. It’s the number of Lucifer, the fallen, the banished fourth who came after the Trinity. It also represents the four horsemen of the apocalypse; death, war, plague and famine.”
 Yes, mused Pandora, and it’s also the number of the mono rail from Leeds to Pudsey, but she restrained herself from interrupting Vicky.
 “Tell me how you feel about the house and the noises you hear,” asked Vicky.
 “I only know that when I came to view the house I had an overwhelming feeling that I belonged to it. Since moving in I hear these noises that disturb me, a mixture of sighs, groans and deep breathing and sometimes squeals of pain, or delight, I’m not really sure which, it’s hard to say. I’ve no idea what they are, if they’re the spirits of people who lived in the house or if I’m just going crazy.”
 Vicky listened to her attentively.
 “I don’t think you’re going mad. There’s a very strong presence in this house. I felt it even when stood on the door step. I sensed powerful emotions; feelings of longing, anticipation, excitement, even fear, from people who have stood on those steps in another time. I sense men, mainly men, waiting on the step, waiting for sound of movement on the other side of the door, waiting for the turn of a key, until a door is opened and they are admitted. Admitted into what, I’ve not quite sensed yet. I get a very powerful feeling from below. Is there a basement?”
 Pandora led her downstairs to the basement. This was where Pandora chilled out. The wall at one end was taken over by a huge plasma screen that was her multi media centre. The space was engulfed with the smells that emanated from one of Pandora’s luxuries, the latest sensory control panel, which allowed the room to be infused with scents designed to reflect or alter her mood.
 “I feel a powerful presence in this room. I can begin to understand why this house seemed to speak so clearly to you. I’m starting to form a picture of how this area might have looked and how it’s been used in the past. I feel the cold dark of a dungeon. There was an iron gate and behind it a cage suspended from the ceiling. There were chains and dark corners from which there was no escape. I see a rack, a throne and all manner of implements of punishment and torture. But, above all there is the overwhelming presence of a strong and powerful woman.”
 “Great. So, I get the picture, my house used to be lived in by a tart with a whip. That’s all I need.”
 Pandora was getting sucked into the pictures forming in her head of how the room might have looked but she still couldn’t resist breaking the spell Vicky was trying to weave.
 “No, Pandora, listen to me, don’t be sceptical. I think you need to understand the spirits in this house to bring the sounds in your head under control. The messages I’m receiving are very strong. This is no common prostitute; this is a powerful dominatrix, a woman of supreme feminine authority who can command complete devotion from her male slaves.
 “I sense that for many years this was her place of refuge where she received her sub-missives. She was a figure of great beauty, wisdom and spirituality. She demanded and received absolute devotion from her slaves. Pandora, you certainly have some of that spirit inside you. That’s what the house is trying to tell you. Your connection with this place of worship of female supremacy and the voices you hear are evidence of this.”
 “Oh yeah right, like I’m some goddess; that’s a heavy thing to lay on me!” Pandora exclaimed.
 She was being flippant but Vicky’s speech had certainly gripped her attention. Was there any truth in what she was saying? Or was she in the hands of a skilled charlatan?
 “Pandora, if you don’t believe me then hear the voices from the past, from the spirit world. I sense them wanting to speak directly to you. Trust me, I am a genuine medium. My skill is in helping people try to find their true selves. I hear a voice in my head wanting to make contact with you, will you listen to it?”
 Pandora was well and truly spooked now. But there was something about the urgency and sincerity of Vicky’s words that persuaded her. She followed her instincts again.
 “Yes, I’ll listen.”
 The medium grasped her hand tightly, her eyes lost in concentration and her breathing heavy. When she next spoke it was as if the voice was coming from another place, calling from the house back through the mists of time.
 ***
 “My name is Slave Nano.”
 A chill ran down Pandora’s spine. Was it just a coincidence that her household management system was called Nano or was this some weird psychic connection?
 “I was privileged to be able to serve and worship the goddess in this house. Her name is Goddess Nemesis. It was in this place that she introduced me to the true path of devotion to the sacred feminine, where she led me, punished me and taught me the delights of servitude to her.
 “Goddess Nemesis is a figure of great power and beauty, whose imposing presence commands absolute devotion. Her beauty is stunning and it alone would be enough to invite adoration. Her eyes will pierce into a slave’s very soul and expose all weaknesses. But, her physical presence does not permit arousal in any of her slaves; they must remain controlled and submit themselves for her pleasure and amusement. I have been privileged enough to have experienced the ecstasy of being allowed into her presence.
 “These pitiful disembodied wails you hear are from those who have been denied her presence, who are calling out in hope that one day she might invite them back into her domain. They are not allowed into Goddess Nemesis’s presence neither in the physical world nor the spirit world because they have offended her, not served her adequately or quite simply because they are not suitable applicants for service. They are desperate and will drift in this purgatory always holding onto the hope, however slight, that one day they might be let back in.
 “The goddess has touched me with this knowledge. She has put me away in darkness so I can comprehend how these poor souls feel, so I can understand that I must serve her absolutely or be rejected into this place of limbo. In this the Goddess has shown great wisdom, because she knows that being shown this dark and lonely place with the haunting cries of rejected slaves will only spur her slaves on to greater devotion. Who would want to be left in this place and never be welcomed back into Goddess Nemesis’s presence?
 “The other sounds you hear are those of slaves who have been tested for their loyalty and endurance. You will hear the moans of anticipation and fear as goddess puts her slaves into restrictive bondage. Perhaps they are held immovable by ropes skilfully applied creating a tight web of bondage around their naked bodies. Goddess may choose to put them away in a leather body bag or isolation box with zips and doors so she can expose the parts of their bodies she desires to torment. Or, perhaps, she will encase her slaves tightly in cling film to create a mummified body that becomes her plaything. In all of these ways Goddess Nemesis will render them restrained and vulnerable, unable to escape her ministrations as she takes control and applies her wicked imagination to their torture.
 “You can hear the gasps of pain as nipple clamps are applied and metal clasps tighten around sensitive nerves. The slaves’ bodies adjust to the pain and they start to believe they might endure the torment only for goddess to squeeze and tighten the clamps until they squeal out in agony. They might think their ordeal is over until goddess pulls the clamps off their sore and aching nipples and the rush of blood to their tips sends another wave of pain rippling through their bodies.
 “You can hear whimpers as candles are held over the bodies of slaves, the flames flickering over them, illuminating the gloom of the dungeon. They feel the heat of the candle, they know what will follow and you can sense the fear of their anticipation. You can hear their gasps as the burning wax drips slowly and sensuously onto the end of their cocks. Their bodies jerk with the initial shock of impact and then relax a little as the luxuriant heat penetrates their skin until the candle is brought even closer and the next stream of burning wax drips onto their throbbing members.
 “They see her before them, a portrait of pure domination as she stands over them, dressed in figure hugging pvc, a strap-on attached to her waist, their arse exposed to her. They wince in fearful expectation as they know where goddess is going to put this. You can hear the groans of slaves as the hard rubber is forced into them and penetrates deeply into their back passages. You can hear goddess laugh as she humiliates them and uses them for her own perverse pleasure.
 “You will hear the guzzling of greedy slaves anxious to take every drop of her golden wine, whether administered in a spirit of humiliation by being emptied over a slave’s head in her toilet or as a reward served in a silver goblet; a liquid nectar more precious and luxurious than the most expensive champagne. You will hear the sound of slaves sucking up the dregs of food crushed by her feet or spat out onto the dungeon floor as the goddess provides sustenance to her slaves for their journey into submission.
 “This is only a selection of the torments, sensations and emotions that the goddess will put her slaves through. I have experienced all of these, and more, as every minute in the service of Goddess Nemesis provides a slave with new challenges.
 “No, do not think that to be admitted into Goddess Nemesis’s presence is an easy path, it is certainly not. It involves trials and ordeals through which a slave is constantly being made to prove his worthiness to be able to serve her. It is in this house that I have suffered and endured for the right to serve her. Here a slave’s levels of endurance were constantly being tested, levels of pain and humiliation being stretched and loyalty and sincerity always being examined.
 “If a slave should ever displease or fail the goddess then the retribution was severe and just. I know, because on my journey into servitude I have experience of these trials. I have been found wanting and had to experience the retribution of Goddess Nemesis. I have also experienced the euphoria of having endured and served the goddess well and that is worth every moment of agony or isolation. Goddess Nemesis has taken me on a journey of discovery about my true self. It is through her skill, her creativity and her forbearance at my faults that I have come to the realisation of my place in her world. It is through service to her that I have come to understand the power of the creed of the sacred feminine. Perhaps my story will help you to understand your true place. Perhaps the memories contained in this house can teach you something about yourself.”
 Pandora was transfixed now. All her doubt had melted away as she listened attentively, eager to hear more about Goddess Nemesis and her house.
 “What more can I tell you of the path I have trodden in servitude to the goddess. There is pain, suffering and humiliation. There is also exhilaration, joy and euphoria. Much of the time it can be hard to separate the two.
 “Pandora, I have told you my tale and part of the story of this house. Imagine you have the power to completely control a man; you can make him do whatever you desire for your pleasure and amusement, you can use his body in any way that you wish and you can manipulate his mind and, through doing all these things, you can bring the most extreme and exquisite pleasure to yourself. Because, make no mistake Pandora, this is the power that is in you. I have been commanded by Goddess Nemesis, who still lives in the spirit world, with this task of contacting you to make you aware that her mantle can pass on to you in this physical world. I urge you to reflect on this message.
 “I am sure you will agree Goddess Nemesis has named herself well. Goddess Pandora is an apt name, don’t you think? Whoever comes to serve you will approach you mindful of the box of myth and legend, but will they open a box of delights or a box of cruelty? The power is within in you to decide. You can be a box of surprises, of the unknown, that a poor unwitting slave unleashes upon himself when the catch is released.”
 Silence descended upon the room. Vicky, the medium, started to recover after the spirit of Slave Nano had departed. Eventually, Pandora broke the silence.
 “Phew! So, I’m a goddess spirit am I? Is that what the house is trying to tell me? Well that’s a turn up for the books, I really wasn’t expecting that! Well, I suppose I’d better go out there and get some worthless males worshipping me. My boyfriend would be a good start!”
 ***
 “You actually look awake this morning Pandora. Did you have another good night’s sleep?”
 Pandora had just switched Nano Mk II on. She had an enigmatic, satisfied smile on her face.
 “Yeah, I feel great. Things are looking good. I can even put up with you annoying me these days.”
 The revelations that explained Pandora’s special connection with the house and the nature of its former occupant were a life changing event for her. She started to assume the role revealed to her and found she adapted to it easily and naturally. It was as if she had finally discovered her true place. Immediately, the sounds that disturbed her so much receded and disappeared. It was as if the house knew she was ready to take up the mantle of the goddess who had previously cast her spell within its walls.
 She recalled the night a few weeks ago when she started to put her new insight into her potential as a dominatrix into practice. She could see the look on her boyfriend’s face as she started to take control of him, as she tied him to her bed, as she started to inflict the pain and as she gradually increased it, sensing how much his limits could be pushed and stretched. She could still feel the sense of empowerment as she wielded her riding crop with harsh strokes across his erect cock causing him to scream out in pain. She watched his potency wane until she aroused him again only to repeat the punishment so he could be trained to be aware that his cock was entirely in her control.
 Finally, when she was ready, she lowered herself on his erection impaling herself on him then, leaning over his spread-eagled body, took his nipples between her teeth and bit on them fiercely. She could still hear his agonised squeals of pain as she shuddered to her own orgasm, her body shaking in excited convulsions; her pleasure melding with his pain into one euphoric climax. She remembered his look of shock and surprise turning into acceptance and then besotted admiration and worship. The transition happened so quickly in him it was remarkable.
 Very quickly she knew she had complete control over him, that he now lived to serve her and please her and waited for every moment in her presence with an excited anticipation. She recalled how empowered she felt preparing for these sessions, dressing in her figure hugging pvc cat suit, pulling on her thigh high leather boots, flailing her long tail whip. She enjoyed the sense of theatre and drama dressing for this role gave her but she also knew the real power was from within her, that, whenever she chose, she could wield this over any subservient male.
 “Pandora? Is there anybody in there?”
 “Oh yes, I’m fine, I was just having a nice daydream.”
 ***
 Later that night she had her boyfriend hog-tied on her basement floor. She saw the look in his eyes; a mixture of anticipation, adoration and fear.
 She would seek out new sub-missives to dominate soon but in the meantime he would be a source of amusement for her.
 “You have been commanded that the name you should use now is Goddess Pandora. For forgetting that, you know you must be punished.”
 She inwardly smiled to herself.
 ***
 “A life style coach? You, Pandora. You’ve got to be kidding me?”
 Pandora was having lunch with her friend Linda at the ‘Tree Museum’ in the centre of New Leeds. Since the visit of the medium, Vicky, to her house and the assumption of her new lifestyle, Pandora had made contact with enough men who were willing to pay her a tribute for submitting to her that she had been able to cut her work down to part-time. In fact, there seemed to be an enormous untapped demand for what she had to offer. Seeing her enabled these men to connect with their submissive side.
 But she was having problems explaining to friends and family how she was able to give up full time work and wasn’t quite ready to be open about how she supplemented her income. She wasn’t sure how people would take it and was only too aware that her activities were so unorthodox and in conflict with the government’s morality policies that it wouldn’t be sensible for her to broadcast her lifestyle too widely. Still, that didn’t seem to stop the flow of clients for her.
 There was only Vicky, who had become a close friend and confidante and Nano MkII, her household management system, who knew she had assumed the persona of Goddess Pandora, the dominatrix. And even then Nano MkII hardly counted as it was only a computer. She had not yet told her boyfriend, Prometheus, that she invited other men into her house who were prepared to pay to submit to her. He thought that the investment she had put into recreating the basement of the house as the dungeon it had been in the past was all for his benefit; the fool! She felt bad about not opening up to Linda, but was waiting for the right moment and lifestyle coach was not an entirely inaccurate description of what she did. Clearly Linda was not convinced by her new occupation though.
 “Of course, why not? What’s so funny about that?”
 “Well, be honest Pan, you’re not the most together person. I just find it hard to imagine you sorting out somebody else’s life. Mind you, I’ve got to say, if you can bring about the kind of transformation as you have in Prometheus in the last few months then maybe I’m underestimating you. What have you done to him? He hangs on your every word, carries out every one of your instructions down to the tiniest detail, however onerous or dumb. And he has this look in his eyes; doting, adoring, as if he really does worship the ground you tread on. It’s amazing, whatever you’ve got there I could do with some of it.”
 Pandora had a playful glint in her eyes. Yes, she had got her boyfriend pretty much where she wanted him.
 “Well, you’ve probably got some of what it takes Linda, perhaps you just need a little coaching from me to bring it out,” said Pandora cheekily.
 Linda laughed, “Ok, you win, perhaps lifestyle coaching does suit you. Perhaps you do need to be impulsive, scatter brained and disorganised to understand how to help other people sort their lives out.”
 Pandora and Linda were meeting at the ‘Tree Museum’ for lunch. They strolled down the aisles of different varieties of tree planted in neat rows reading the captions with their names and where their native habitats used to be. This was one of Pandora’s favourite places.
 “Just imagine,” she reflected, “there used to be whole areas of the country covered by these, forests I think they used to be called. “
Every so often there was a sign in Chinese, now the official language of the country since its occupation, ‘It is forbidden to touch the trees’. English was still spoken but communicating in anything other than Chinese, especially in public, was considered suspicious behaviour by the cultural police.
 Pandora had to get back home for an appointment soon so the two women collected their respirators from the cloakroom to go their separate ways. They stepped outside into a hazy smog that permeated the whole of the city. In the distance there was a thicker, denser plume of thick smoke. The sound of sirens sliced through the air. A flashing of lights lit up the skyline. Muffled screams and shouts could be heard in the distance. A mood of tension and panic fanned out across the city.
 Pandora gazed out across the city from the steps of the museum.
 “The counter insurgency at work again,” she observed.
 “Quick let’s get away from here,” said Linda grasping her friend’s arm tight and pulling her into the smog filled streets.
 ***
 “What do you mean, I’m double booked. “You’re meant to look after my diary Nano,” Pandora protested.
 “No, I merely record and save what you tell me. You can’t expect me to read your mind. I don’t believe they’ve developed a computer chip that can do that yet, though I expect somebody’s working on it. You wouldn’t be able to afford a system like that anyway,” Pandora’s household management system taunted.
 Pandora rolled her eyes in disgust; Nano Mk II was being its usual rude, argumentative and incompetent self.
 “Anyway, remember, you’re a goddess now, you can get away with anything, can’t you. I’m sure you can come up with something.”
 There was a mischievous spark in Nano Mk II’s electronic voice. It had actually made quite a good point here; she could do anything she liked with her visiting slaves. That got her to thinking.
 ***
 A naked slave knelt before her. She still had a little time to play with him before the door buzzer rang again. She sat on her black leather and chrome throne with a tall gothic arch for its back. Between her and the slave was a small table. On the table was one of Pandora’s most treasured possessions, an antique box made of sandelwood and inlaid with ivory, a material now impossible to get hold of since elephants became extinct decades ago. Pandora was dressed in a short white dress and on her head was a crown made of artificial laurel leaves resting on her dark hair. The synthetic material was practically see through and hugged her shapely body tightly so that every feminine curve was accentuated. The dress was short enough to expose the firm white flesh of her thighs. This was her costume for the Greek Goddess Pandora. The effect was ethereal but also alluring and sexual. In this form she was a figure of supreme feminine temptation that her slaves would never be able to touch.
 “You kneel before me, a worthless slave here to do my bidding. What are you?”
 “A worthless slave, here to do your bidding goddess.”
 This was where the fun started; she felt the rush of feminine domination surge threw her veins. Her mere presence and voice were enough for this slave to be completely under her control. His will had crumbled in her presence. He would accept anything she said, anything she commanded. She could make him mimic any statement of servititude, obey any instruction she wanted to impose, accept any punishment she desired to inflict.
 “You will give your mind, body and soul up to me.”
 “I will give my mind, body and soul up to you goddess.”
 “You will do whatever I command and accept it with fortitude.”
 “I will do whatever you command, goddess and accept it with fortitude.”
 “Your only purpose in life is to serve me.”
 “My only purpose in life is to serve you goddess.”
 Pandora smiled to herself. Bloody hell, she was good at this. She felt the spirit of the Goddess Nemesis, her mentor from the past world, running through her veins.
 “Good. Today I have something different for you. Today, chance and fate will decide what your ordeal will be. You know of the myth of Pandora. In legend she was was the first woman created and she was granted all the attributes of the goddesses; beauty, grace, humour, intelligence, creativity, cunning, cruelty and sexuality. She was granted the name Pandora, meaning all-gifted. I am the heir to that goddess.
 “She was given a mysterious box and ordered to keep it closed. In myth, the box contained all of the evils that existed in the world; poverty, pain, hunger and sickness, all in the form of winged creatures. Her curiosity overcame her and Pandora opened the box, releasing all of these evils into the the world. The box before you is Goddess Pandora’s box. It contains not earthly woes and evils but the punishments and ordeals that you will release into the world of this dungeon, that you will have to face in the course of your servitude to me. Some involve extreme physical pain and hardship, some pyschological manipulation and humiliation and some practical domestic servitude. All of them are tasks that at some time you will need need to complete in your service to me.
 “You will select one of these and that will be your fate for the time you are allowed in my presence today. In myth and legend, there was also something else in Pandora’s box; that was hope, which also escaped into the world. When you open my box, you will also release hope, the hope that you will be allowed back into my presence to serve me. You may open the box now and choose.”
 The slave tentatively lifted the lid of Pandora’s ornately decorated wooden box and pulled out a slip of paper.
 “You understand that whatever is written on this paper will be your punishment for today. Fortune will decide what challenge you must face in this dungeon. It will be left to chance; even Goddess Pandora will acknowledge the fates and accept the will of the goddess spirits in determining your ordeal.”
 “Yes, Goddess Pandora.”
 “Now, the time has come. Unfold the paper and read out the command.”
 The kneeling slave anxiously awaited his fate. The paper was unfolded. The slave, reduced to a state of nervous agitation, began to read out.
 “You will be taken to the darkest and deepest part of the dungeon where you will be chained up and left in isolation.”
 “This must be your fate. Today, you learn despair by being denied my presence. But, remember, Goddess Pandora has also released hope into her dungeon and this is something you must cling on to. You must be prepared now.”
 Pandora attached metal cuffs and chains to the slave’s hands and ankles and a metal collar around his neck. The slave was taken through a secret door at the back of Pandora’s dungeon where he was led into a metal cage, chained to its bars and locked in.
 “I must leave you in isolation now, this is a test you must endure. You must understand this is not my doing. It is chance that has decided that you must be locked away.”
 “I understand, goddess, I submit to whatever the fates and the goddess spirits have decided.”
 Pandora returned to her dungeon. She picked up the box and emptied the paper slips onto the table. One of the slips unfolded, it read, ‘you will be taken to the darkest and deepest part of the dungeon where you will be chained up and left in isolation’. Pandora picked out another one and unfolded it, ‘you will be taken to the darkest and deepest part of the dungeon where you will be chained up and left in isolation’. She started to open another, ‘you will be taken...’
 Pandora smiled. Fates, my arse, she thought to herself. Oh well, that’s one slave out of the way for a bit and just in time to prepare for my next appointment.
 ***
 Pandora was still getting ready when the door buzzer rang again. She had her favourite pvc bodice and thong on, but was still grappling with her thigh high boots.
 “What’s the time Nano?”
 “It’s exactly 3.30 pm Pandora.”
 Was her next appointment early? No, he was pretty much exactly on time. Still, that didn’t matter. If Pandora said he was early, he was early, and he would get reprimanded for it anyway. He could wait on the door step for a few more minutes.
 A little while after the door buzzer went again. By now Pandora was ready and called on Nano MkII to release the door for her.
 Pandora had plans for this slave; she was going to try out her suspension winch on him. It was linked into her household management system so that it could do any heavy lifting for her or whenever she wanted to initiate a process by voice activation and keep her hands free for some other ingenious piece of torture. Now, she wasn’t convinced that it was such a good idea to entrust the control of dungeon equipment to Nano Mk II, but it would enable her to carry out some interesting activities she wouldn’t be able to do on her own and Nano certainly seemed to enjoy entering into the spirit of the world of domination, which she thought a bit strange for computer circuits. Perhaps some technical wizard where these household management systems were manufactured brightened her day by creating systems with dominant-submissive computer chips for the entertainment of their owners.
 She had taken the slave down into her dungeon. Her first slave was well and truly locked away and would not hear anything of what transpired in the main part of Pandora’s dungeon. She was sat at her throne with her naked slave worshipping her boots. She loved the submissive position of a slave on his knees slowly running his tongue all the way up to the top of her thigh high boots, delighted in watching the slave take the stiletto heel into his mouth and suck on it like a cock. Every so often she would point out a portion of the boot that he had missed or had not licked thoroughly enough and threaten him with severe punishment if he did not meet her exacting standards.
 After Pandora’s desire for this form of worship had been satiated she moved on to trying out her new suspension swing. Her slave was laid out on the floor strapped onto the swing, his mouth gagged with a ball gag, and then spreadeagled with his hands and feet cuffed and then secured to cords. One word from Pandora to Nano Mk II and the slave would be winched up, still in a horizontal position, but suspended at a level that she could entertain herself by abusing the slave’s body. The electrically controlled pulleys and cables were capable of pulling the swing, and the slave, into all kinds of interesting positions. Pandora whispered the command into the voice activation box and stood back in admiration as Nano automatically lifted the slave up so he was suspended in the swing. From this poistion Pandora could entertain herself with this poor slave’s body; apply nipple clamps, tie up his cock and balls, drip hot wax over his naked body or adminster any number of delicious punishments. She moved away from her suspended slave to find a candle and her lighter.
 As her back was turned there was a snapping sound then a whoosh and finally the whizzing of the mechanical winch. All this in a matter of seconds; all in the time it took for Pandora to turn round and see her slave, his wrist straps loose, hanging upside down from his ankles, his head about a metre from the concrete floor.
 “What the fuck!? You incompent idiot Nano, what are playing at?” her voice an urgent whisper into the voice activation device so that the slave couldn’t hear the exchange.
 “Well, these clever remote controlled devices are only as good as the people that work them.”
 “What’s that meant to mean?”
 “You hadn’t secured the wrist straps properly. I could see his hands were slipping out so I whipped him up into the vertical position before he cracked his head on the floor. If it weren’t for me you’d be clearing up squished slave brain right now!”
 “We’ll discuss this later Nano,” hissed Pandora.
 In the meantime, Pandora had to regain control of her session. The slave had heard nothing of the whispered conversation from within his hood. But there was a whimpering sound from the swing. Pandora approached. She knelt down in front of the slave, who hung like a bat from her dungeon ceiling. There was a look of abject terror in his eyes. He was still recovering from the shock of eagerly anticipating some gentle hot wax treatment to being whisked upside down in the space of seconds. Pandora stroked his hooded face gently.
 “There, there, my slave. You see, you must be prepared for anything. The Goddess Pandora lives up to her name; she’s full of surprises. You must submit to her every whim. You can expect anything to happen in her chambers. Her box has been opened and all of the strangest and most suprising ordeals have been released by her. There was a whimper and muffled grunt of acknowledgement from behind the hood. The door buzzer went again.
 “Who’s that? I’m not expecting anybody else am I?” Pandora called out to Nano Mk II.
 “Not that you’ve told me about anyway,” it replied still in a sulk after the incident with the suspension swing.
 “Well, at least take a look and tell me who’s at the door.”
 “Oh, this is turning out to be an interesting afternoon for you Pandora; it’s your boyfriend.”
 Pandora racked her brains. Had he said anything about dropping by this afternoon? Had she invited him? She really couldn’t remember and she wasn’t about to get any sense out of Nano at the moment.
 She turned to her slave, “You must remain suspended for just a little while longer. Goddess Pandora will return shortly to release you.”
 ***
 Pandora rushed upstairs as fast as her stiletto heeled boots would allow her. Nano had already released the door catch.
 “Hi Pandora, you were a long time, I thought you might have forgotten that I was coming this afternoon.”
 “Oh, no, of course not. I never forget anything like that. I was just a bit busy downstairs.”
 Pandora bit her lip. A distinct sound of groaning and whimpering came from the basement dungeon. Oh shit, thought Pandora.
 “Have you got someone else in your dungeon?”
 Pandora’s brain whirred into action. A goddess must be good at improvisation she reassured herself.
 “Yes, I’ve a special surprise for you today Slave Prometheus. I want you to take your clothes off and join me in the dungeon when you are ready. And what’s all this ‘Hi Pandora’; remember it’s Goddess Pandora to you.”
 “I’m truly sorry for my oversight Goddess Pandora.”
 “Believe me, you will be.”
 Pandora’s anger and indignation at being adressed so casually and her quick thinking had helped her restore control of the situation.
 ***
 By the time Prometheus had got himself undressed and prepared, Pandora had got her other slave back into a more comfortable horizontal position; well, as comfortable as it was possible to be with a couple of fierce nipple clamps on. When he entered she could sense Prometheus was a little taken aback at seeing another slave in the dungeon. She would start by warming him up and getting him into a submissive frame of mind before she unleashed what she expected from him. She admonished him for how he had addressed her earlier, she administered corporal punishment and even allowed him to kiss the the shiny black pvc bodice, which tightly hugged her lovely rounded back-side. She knew he would be putty in her hands now.
 “Today, Slave Prometheus, the Goddess Pandora has invited another slave into her dungeon to take you to another level in your path to servitude.”
 As she spoke she was gently caressing the body of the other slave inviting arousal in his flaccid cock.
 “Today, you must learn that service to the Goddess Pandora can mean service to other slaves as well, so you can be ready to provide her with entertainment. Today, Slave Prometheus, you will undertake a supreme act of humiliation for me. Today, I will watch you pleasure another slave. I will watch you take his cock in your mouth and suck him to climax. You will do this willingly in a spirit of submission.”
 “Do I have to, Goddess Pandora?”
 “What do you mean, do you have to?! Haven’t you pledged loyalty to me! Don’t you understand my control over you is absolute Don’t you realise that not to obey my command will mean a severe punishment, or even worse, rejection from my presence and my dungeon. When you offer yourself to a goddess, you can’t pick and choose the challenges you must face; it’s my right and privelege to decide these things. Don’t you understand this yet?”
 Pandora was furious at her boyfriend’s reluctance to carry out her command. Yes, it must have been a surprise to him to be ordered to carry out such an act but that was irrelevant. Pandora hadn’t counted on his arrival but she had to seize control of the situation and manipulate it to her ends.
 “Yes, Gooddess Pandora, I understand.”
 Pandora held Prometheus by the nape of his neck and genty encouraged him forward. The cock of the other slave was now fully erect. Prometheus’s mouth went over its head and eased down the shaft until the hard cock was enveloped in his mouth. Pandora whispered some gentle words of encouragement and support and stroked his face as his mouth moved slowly, and then more vigorously, up and down the shaft of the slave’s member.
 “You know you must obey me. You know you must do whatever I command, however extreme. This ordeal is a test of your loyalty and desire to serve me absolutely. In order to pass you must suck this slave to climax and take his load into your mouth.”
 At these words of encouragement Prometheus sucked harder, sliding his mouth up and down with fast even movements. The slave groaned, his body twitching in anticipation of the climax that was now inevitable. The slave jerked and moaned with the pleasure of his release as his erect cock emptied its load into Prometheus’s mouth.
 “Swallow it, my slave. Swallow it all, for your goddess.”
 ***
 Pandora strode into her living area with a look of satisfaction at a good afternoon’s pleasure. Luckily, Prometheus had to go somewhere else. She had spent a few minutes with him to help him come back down. The other slave was then untied and sent on his way; certainly a bit shaken at some of his experiences but, nonetheless, enthusiastic about coming to see Pandora again for some more of the same.
 “Bloody hell, I’m knackered. Dominating is hard work. Nano, pour me a drink of juice.”



 Nano Mk II’s teasing and ironic electronic voice piped up, “Pandora, all-seeing and all-knowing goddess. Far be it from me, a humble electronic servant to question the wisdom of the almighty one, but, before you get too settled I think there’s something you’ve forgotten.”
 “What is it now, Nano?”
 “I think you still have one of your slaves chained up in your cage. Now, I don’t know, you might want to keep him here all night, but I just thought I ought to remind you. You’ll only blame me if I don’t.”
 “Oh shit. Yes, I’d forgotten about him. I suppose I’d better release him.”
 The slave was eternally grateful for his ordeal. Pandora let him masturbate in her presence to relieve himself as she felt a little bit, but not too, bad about locking him away and forgetting about him,before letting him out into the world.
 “Well I thought that turned out quite well in the end despite the mix up with the appointments and the unexpected interruption.”
 “Oh yes, great. You locked one slave in a cage for three hours and completely forgot about him, you had another slave dangling from the ceiling for ten minutes and have turned your boyfriend into a cock sucking slut. Nice day’s work Pandora.”
 The door buzzer rang. Pandora sighed. Who could it be now? She certainly wasn’t expecting anybody. She looked in the spy hole in her door to see two official looking Chinese men in suits on her doorstep.
 “Well I suppose I’d better find out what they want. Open the door for me Nano.”
 The door release mechanism clicked and she pulled the door ajar and peeked around the corner. She was conscious that under her dressing gown she was still wearing her pvc bodice, thong and boots from the afternoon’s session.
 “What do you want?”
 An id card was flashed in front of her. Pandora only had time to register the symbol of the Chinese police and a photograph before she was bundled by the two men back into the house. Pandora was indignant.
 “Well, come in, why don’t you!”
 “We are investigating thefts in this area and doing some routine investigations. We’d just like you to come back to the police station with us to answer a few questions.”
 “I can’t see the point in that. I can’t help you with anything. Besides, I’ve had a busy day,” Pandora hissed irritably. “I’ll come down some other time.”
 “No, that’s not possible. You must come with us now.”
 Nano Mk II felt a nauseous wrench spread deep down into its electrical circuits. There was something disturbing about these two men. This was no idle chat about petty crime and Pandora hadn’t realised what was about to unfold. Silly Pandora; dallying with dissident groups and dabbling in a lifestyle that offended morality laws. This put her at serious risk but what could its circuits do about it? If it tried to warn her it wouldn’t do any good, she’d only abuse and ignore it. And anyway, all of these traits of Pandora’s were why Nano Mk II’s circuits registered pleasure at the roller coaster ride that was being Pandora’s electronic servant. After all, how many other household management systems got to see their operators in thigh high boots or help them torment slaves? It certainly beat doing the washing up!
 Nano Mk II immediately put itself into sleep mode and shut down all the lights on its control panel to give the impression it was switched off. It didn’t want these goons messing with its computer chips and it didn’t want them to think it was listening in on the conversation.
 After a few minutes Nano Mk II switched its systems back on just in time to see Pandora, a policeman either side of her, being forcibly dragged from the house abusing the two men with the kind of colourful language that Pandora usually reserved for it. The door clicked shut behind them.
 Nano Mk II’s reaction was terror; there was no doubt that Pandora had been taken away by the secret police. This was awful. But then another funnier thought flickered through its computer chips; bloody hell, she’s still got all that kinky gear on, she’s going to give her interrogators such a hard on!
 ***
 “Come to sunny Antarctica. Relax at a luxury hotel in one of its tropical resorts. Visit ‘Antarctica World’ and see what life used to be like when it was a frozen wasteland. Marvel at the animatronic Emperor penguins on their heroic walk to their mating grounds. We can make Antarctica your holiday paradise.”
 Vicky had her head set on and was flicking through television channels trying to find something amongst the hundreds of channels that wasn’t government regulated dross. The light on her visual intercom unit flickered and the message, ‘Pandora is trying to contact you,’ flashed intermittently. Vicky switched the intercom onto view and was immediately presented, not with Pandora’s sparkling eyes and smiling face, but a view of her empty lounge.
 “Pandora?”
 An electronic voice responded, “No, this is Nano MK II, Pandora’s household management system.”
 “Well, put Pandora on for me will you?” said Vicky irritably.
 “Pandora’s not here, she’s in trouble, big trouble. She’s been hauled off by two goons from the Chinese police, and not just regular police, the secret police. You’ve got to help. I’m desperate. I couldn’t think who else to turn to. You’ve got to find some way to help her. I don’t know what she’s done but she’s in deep shit. You’ve got to help.”
 Vicky was stunned. This monologue was bizarre on a number of levels. First, there was the desperate tone which, if you didn’t know should be impossible, could only be described as breathless. Then there was the emotion. She was listening to a household management system, nothing more than a sophisticated computer chip. Computer software companies had been working for decades to create a system that could mimic human feelings but had failed miserably. Yet, here was Vicky listening to Nano Mk II demonstrating classic signs of anxiety, fear and desperation. Vicky composed herself.
 “Wait, just hold on a minute Nano; there’s a lot here I don’t get. I understand Pandora’s been taken away by the secret police. That’s awful but what are you expecting me to do? If that’s the case, I’m powerless. I can’t break into heavily fortified buildings.”
 “You must do something, every minute is vital. Besides, I think there’s something you can do Vicky. You have a special power. I’ve seen you use it in Pandora’s house. You can contact other worlds. You can invoke spirits to help.”
 Vicky was stunned into silence. Yes. It was true she did possess a gift.
 She replied, “But you can’t use those powers in that way Nano. But look, I do know I can’t sit back and do nothing for Pandora. I’ll come around right away.”
 ***
 Pandora was naked, leaning against the wall in a cell, her knees pulled up, and her arms around them, rolled up into a ball. She surveyed the scene in front of her; a windowless, airless, brick box. She was almost certainly in the basements of the secret police headquarters for the northern sector of the occupied UK. The atmosphere was dark and dank but worst of all was the smell; the acrid aroma of dried urine and lingering scent of years old excrement filled Pandora’s nostrils. Even worse was the smell of fear and hopelessness; the lingering scent of broken, beaten people. Was she going to be another one of them; taken away, forgotten and left to be tortured and eventually left to rot in this place? What reserves of strength and dignity could she summon to help herself through this ordeal?
 She reflected back over the long day’s events. It seemed an age ago that she was cheerfully exchanging banter with Linda in the ‘Tree Museum’ and juggling the sub-missives who had come to serve in her dungeon. It even seemed an age since the two secret servicemen had dragged her cursing and swearing into their waiting car. She noticed how Nano Mk II had switched its circuits off pretty quickly when the two men appeared; the disloyal rat! It was odd that a household management system had the awareness to do that on its own initiative.
 She recalled being handcuffed and taken surreptitiously through the rear unmarked entrance to the building. She remembered the leering looks of the guards as she removed her dressing gown to reveal her dominatrix clothes. There were looks of shock and nervous laughter when they saw her in her pvc bodice and thigh high leather boots. She didn’t mind so much, it gave her a feeling of superiority and power to have herself revealed to them in that way. They may have jeered and exchanged comments to themselves in rapid Chinese but, underneath that surface, she could recognise they saw her as having a powerful and commanding presence.
 She remembered being ordered to undress and then taken through to one of the interrogation rooms where the same two plain clothes secret police were waiting, their jackets removed and the sleeves of their white shirts rolled up. The room was sparsely furnished; a table, a chair, some chains on the wall, splashes of dried blood on the floor and walls. She recalled being bound onto a chair, her wrists tied behind the back of it, her ankles tied and then a length of rope pulled tightly across her exposed breasts and around her body. She felt the pace of her heart, the feeling of foreboding and fear spread over her. Then she remembered pulling herself back from the brink, thinking how she would not give in to fear, threats, and violence. She composed herself, remembered who she was and summoned up all the fortitude she could muster. She braced herself for the ordeal she knew would follow.
 “Do you know why you are here? Do you know why you’ve been taken away dressed like the slut that you are?” one of them barked at her in Chinese.
 “No, I don’t know,” she answered in English.
 “In Chinese, you will answer in Chinese.”
 Pandora fixed him in the eye, “No, I’ll speak in English.”
 The back of a hand came crashing across her cheek. She felt a stinging pain and a trickle of warm blood running from her lips but she did not cry out and she did not remove her piercing eyes from him. In the end, it was the interrogator who could not hold her gaze and turned away.
 “I will speak in English,” Pandora repeated defiantly.
 “If you continue in this way, this is going to be a long hard night for you. If you co-operate with us then we can make it go much easier for you.”
 Pandora did not fall for that one. Whatever happened she knew being co-operative wouldn’t make a bit of difference. The second interrogator started to speak. Pandora could sense there was no good cop, bad cop, act here; these two were both sadistic bastards.
 “Do you think you are here because you like to dress in kinky clothes and speak in English? Tell me, do you know this man?”
 Pandora tried not to betray too much by her reaction but she was shocked. He had held up a photograph of her boyfriend, Prometheus. Pandora’s first reaction was, the bastard what has he been up to? Her second reaction was, the bastard, what has he got me into? Her third reaction was one of curiosity, almost a grudging respect. What has the bastard got himself involved in because whatever it is, he will be in even deeper shit than she is?
 Pandora answered, “No, never seen him before”.
 He might be a bastard and, if Pandora ever caught up with him again he was going to be in big trouble, but she was not about to betray anyone to these goons.
 She heard a sound she recognized well from her own skilful use of such implements in her own dungeon; the wisp of a cane through the air. Then there was a crack as it came down onto her bare breasts. She could almost see the red weal form across them.
 “We know you’re lying. Let me ask you again, do you know this man?”
 “No, I’ve told you, I’ve never seen his face before,” she replied nonchalantly.
 The cane crashed down again, once, twice, three times in quick succession, with unrestrained force. The pain cut through Pandora; a throbbing soreness pulsated across her breasts. But she did not cry out. She knew about his, she understood what this was; she had inflicted these kinds of punishments herself. She had an insight into how people could open themselves to this kind of pain and embrace it. She remembered thinking; if this was the worst they are going to throw at me, perhaps I can survive.
 “You’re not very artistic at this, are you?” Pandora goaded. “When I do this I create patterns, I turn my cane weals into a piece of body art. You people have no panache.”
 In response to this taunt the cane came crashing across her breasts again. Pandora could not remember how many times. She felt a raw piercing pain but, once the initial shock had passed, she let it wash over her and she tried to invite it in like an old friend. She smiled inwardly to herself. Her breasts were now covered in thick, dark, bloody marks. The discolouring and bruising had not taken hold but, whatever else happened, Pandora knew she was going to have aching tits for some time to come.
 She was suddenly jerked out of her inner thoughts. A bucket of ice cold water was thrown over her. The icy water soaked her, covering her bruised and battered breasts and dripping down from her long dark hair. She shook her head to try and get the water out of her face.
 She had angered the interrogators with her resilience and defiance. They were now both shouting and screaming at her in rapid Chinese. Pandora saw this as a good sign; when you lose your temper, you lose control. Pandora knew from her experience of inflicting her own form of pain and humiliation that the best punishments were coldly considered and calculated. Psychologically get a submissive where you wanted and apply pressure on them subtly but relentlessly until they succumbed of their own free will. That way you had them and you knew that from then on they would do whatever you desired. There was finally an intelligible but hysterical shout from one of the interrogators.
 “We know you’re lying? We’ve seen this man enter your house. What links does this person have with the resistance movement? Tell us what you know. Tell us what you know about the attack on the Ministry of Culture building today.”
 Pandora looked the two men in the eye; her dark hair a bedraggled and tangled mess, her breasts darkening with bruising. She scrutinised them with a gaze of withering superiority and contempt.
 “Nothing. I will say nothing.”
 She smiled to herself. The irony was she didn’t know anything about these things but she had no intention of giving that away and they would never have believed her anyway.
 They were enraged now. Blows came raining down across her face bloodying her nose and mouth.
 Then one of them untied her ankles and pulled out one of her legs, whilst the other started caning the bottoms of her feet. Bastinado. Pandora knew all about the sensitive nerve endings in the feet. She had occasionally done this to her slaves; those who had been particularly disobedient and could take that kind of discipline but sparingly and never using the full force she was capable of. This bloody hurt, more than anything she had ever inflicted on one of her slaves. She had to use all her self-control, all her strength of will to stop from crying out and breaking down.
 Finally, they had had enough.
 “Take her to the cells,” one of them said to the other and then he turned to Pandora, “this is only the start, we will break you; we will get this information out of you. Pandora spat some blood out of her mouth and summoned up the strength for one parting comment.
 “You know, I’m far better at this than you are. You lack subtlety and finesse. Sometimes less is more. You need a feminine touch.”
 Pandora remembered being dragged away to the cell where she found herself now, hunched up, cold, wet, beaten and bruised. She knew her plight was desperate. Being arrested for being a dominatrix was one thing but they had given away a lot of information and she now knew there were far more dangerous things they believed she had been associated with. The cold and pain began to grip her. She felt tears welling up in her eyes but she refused to let them flow. She wanted so much to collapse in a heap sobbing but she knew she must remain strong. She had given them nothing. She had used all her knowledge and strength as a dominatrix and goddess and had not been beaten or humiliated; at least not yet. But how long could she withstand this when there was no prospect of escape? Who out there could possibly aid her?
 ***
 Nano Mk II released the door as soon as it saw Vicky on the doorstep. She always considered that Pandora had an odd relationship with her household management system. She knew they could exchange banter but Pandora never realised how strange that was. She took it for granted and just joked that Nano Mk II’s computer chip had a defect. Now, here she was, in Pandora’s living room, about to have a conversation with a household management system about what they could do to rescue Pandora. This was truly bizarre.
 “Nano, I don’t know what I can do. You know what she’s like. She always sails close to the wind; there was always the risk her lifestyle could get her into trouble.”
 Nano Mk II spoke, its voice calmer and more composed, in its normal methodical automated tone but it started to express opinions and plans, which seemed odd to Vicky.
 “Vicky, I believe there’s something you can do. You can contact the spirit world. Pandora has a protector; she has somebody in the other world that can help her. You know she is one of a sisterhood of goddesses; you can invoke the spirit of Goddess Nemesis.”
 Vicky was stunned. She might have expected a scheme to contact people who could find out where Pandora was and why she had been taken into custody but this was not what she expected. Vicky focused on the monitor and speakers where Nano Mk II’s voice was coming from.
 “Nano, you don’t understand, it’s not that simple. It’s true, I do have a gift, but it’s the other world that contacts me. I can’t call on goddesses from the spirit world. I don’t have anything like that power. I can’t summon spirits back to do real stuff, like organise a jail break!”
 A voice replied from the speaker with an increasing sense of desperation,
 “But, you can try, can’t you,” it pleaded. “Look, do you believe that Goddess Nemesis is Pandora’s protector, that there is a connection between them and that she has been chosen in some way. Do you believe that?”
 Vicky hesitated, “Yes, I guess I do. I understand what you’re saying.”
 “Well, if you believe that, don’t you think Goddess Nemesis would want to know what has happened to Pandora? Don’t you think if she knew, she’d want to do something to help her?”
 “Well, yes, I suppose I do, but... ” her voice trailed off; she could see where Nano Mk II’s inexorable logic was heading.
 “Then you know what you must do. You know you must at least try.”
 Vicky could not escape this undeniable conclusion. Yes, she knew she had to try. It went way beyond what Vicky thought she was capable of but, yes, she had been persuaded. She had to at least try to help her friend.
 “OK, Nano. I don’t know if this can work. I can only put myself into a trance and see what happens, see if any spirits answer. But, yes, I’ll give it a go.”
 Vicky sat herself on the settee and composed herself, took a deep breath and blanked everything else out. She had done this hundreds of times before and it usually came naturally to her but this was different. She had never been in a situation where so much was at stake. She strained every sinew of her mind and body to reach out to make some kind of connection. She did not know how long she had been in a trance.
 She was in a place in her own head fighting a personal battle. It was like trying to prise open a safe door with her bare fingers but she couldn’t do it. It wasn’t going to budge. So many times, when it didn’t matter, she had eased through that door like strolling through mist but now, however hard she strained, she remained in this world. She came out of her trance pale, drained, and unable to think clearly through the exhaustion of the effort. She slumped back into the chair.
 “I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t make a connection,” she said, her voice weak with emotion.
 “Vicky, you have to try harder. Just think. Pandora is in some dungeon. She’s probably being interrogated now. She’s probably being tortured. We’ve all heard stories; if they think Pandora has any information they want they will use any methods to get it,” Nano Mk II’s electronic voice was raised and desperate.
 Tired, emotional and fearful for the safety of her friend Vicky lashed back,
 “You think I don’t know that? I’ve tried everything,” she pleaded. “I’ve strained every muscle in my body, every thought in my waking head but it just didn’t happen for me.”
 The emotional strain, the desperate attempt to get through to the spirit world had finally overwhelmed Vicky. She collapsed into the chair, bitter tears flooding down her checks; tears of failure, tears for her friend, tears for the fact that when her skills were really needed she could not summon them. She was inconsolable.
 Nano’s electronic voice spoke back in its strange electronic way empathising with Vicky’s plight, “I’m sorry Vicky. I know you’ve done your best.”
 ***
 Pandora was back in the interrogation room. Two uniformed officers had replaced the non-uniformed police. They were smartly dressed and composed, their cold eyes gazing out from peaked caps with the red star symbol of the Chinese military on. Pandora was more worried about these than her previous interrogators. They had a disturbing air of detachment and ruthlessness. They stood in front of the table in the middle of the room. On the other side of the table Pandora was tied to a chair but now with her hands handcuffed and resting on the surface of the table. The table was littered with different objects; clamps, chains, tools and various implements, obviously designed to upset their subjects. Pandora took a deep breath. She couldn’t deny this wasn’t having the desired effect on her. One of them had picked up a pair of pincers and was manipulating them in his hand.
 “We are patient. We know you have information we can extract from you. I won’t ask you lots of questions. I will just inflict pain on you until you speak. I’m in no hurry; this can take as long as you want it to take. There’s nobody knows you are here, nobody who can get you out of this but yourself.” He put the pincers down on the table next to Pandora’s handcuffed hands, “The choice is yours. If we don’t extract information from you, then we will extract your finger nails, one a day, one by one, until you give in.”
 His voice was calm and sadistic. Pandora had to admit he was good; that was neat work, building up the tension, trying to get inside someone’s head. Pandora glanced down at her beautiful long finger nails. They were still painted black, her favourite nail polish colour, though by now the varnish was chipped and broken. Yes, he certainly knew how to get to her.
 “You still do not have anything you want to say to us?”
 Pandora made eye contact with him and shook her head from side to side.
 The other interrogator untied Pandora and dragged her from the chair. Pandora’s body was like a limp rag doll and she had no energy in her body to resist. She was dragged back to the wall where her wrists were shackled into the iron cuffs hanging from the wall and her ankles similarly secured so that her limbs were fully stretched.
 One of them approached holding a metal rod with a wire attached to a portable power supply; a cattle prod or something like that thought Pandora. She heard the throb of the power source and she knew the device had been switched on. The probe was held in front of her eyes by the sadistic interrogator staring directly at her. He said nothing. The pair of them knew what would follow. He lowered the rod and ran it across Pandora’s thigh. Although she was trying to anticipate the throbbing metal, the initial shock still made her jump. As a result she unwittingly pulled at the cuffs on her wrists and ankles and felt the rough metal cutting into her skin.
 She had used electrics, violet wands and similar devices, but this was a shock on a completely different level. My god, she thought, trying to distract herself, my slaves have it bloody easy; if I get back I’m going to turn the charge up a bit. The metal probe was run over her forearm with the same agonising effect. This time she smelt the singeing of body hair, and flesh. When she glanced down she could see the trace of a burn mark on her arm. Then, and most painful of all, the prod was run against her already bruised and sore breasts. Her head was spinning with pain and a red haze crossed Pandora’s eyes. She felt she was going to pass out. Mentally she tried to hold herself together but her body switched off. She plunged into darkness.
 ***
 Vicky didn’t know whether to cry or laugh; a computer chip had just apologised to her.
 “Its Ok Nano. I know you’re only trying to do the best for Pandora. I feel there’s nothing more I can do now.”
 “Vicky, I’ve a suggestion, if you think you are up to it. Perhaps you are in the wrong place to make the connection. Perhaps you need to be downstairs in the cellars where Goddess Nemesis’s dungeons used to be. Can you summon up enough energy to try it?”
 Vicky jolted upright. Of course, Nano could be right. Place, and the resonances that locations have, can exert enormous influence on the spirit world. How stupid of her, she should have realised that herself. She felt an immediate injection of hope and optimism. She mustn’t try too hard this time. The connection would either be there for her or not.
 “Yes, I’m ready to try again in the dungeon.”
 Vicky went down into Pandora’s dungeon. She perched on Pandora’s pvc padded throne and nestled herself against its back resting her arms. She tried to visualise male slaves, Pandora’s at first, some of whom she knew by sight. She saw them knelt at Pandora’s booted feet, she saw them hung from her suspension frame, she visualised them tied onto the rack and stretched.
 Then she tried to drift further back. She tried to visualise another goddess from another time, tried to conjure up her commanding presence. She brought to mind the groans and screams of slaves that had passed through this place; the noises that had originally kept Pandora awake, which Vicky had been called on to remove. This time she used her mind to call them back. She heard the distant pleas of slaves, calling to be allowed into this place to submit to this supreme feminine presence. She reached out to the tears of suffering and joy that had been felt in this place as men have given themselves up to Goddess Nemesis. Her body may have left this place many years ago but Vicky knew that her spirit was still here. And then it happened; she felt a mist lifting from her eyes, she saw a transcendent light in the distance as the spirit world entered her. She sensed another voice come from her lips.
 “My name is Slave Nano. I have served the Goddess Nemesis and have passed into her world to serve her. Who dares to summon her from her resting place she shares with the goddess spirits?”
 “This is your namesake, Nano Mk II. I’m the household management system that serves Goddess Pandora. You may remember me from when you were summoned to this place before. You helped Pandora come to the realisation of her true being. I have sought you out to call on Goddess Pandora’s mentor, the Goddess Nemesis. Goddess Pandora is in serious trouble. She has been captured by secret police in this world and is in grave danger. Her life is under threat. This is why you have been called. Can you help her?”
 “Yes, I remember this place. I recall being summoned here before. I remember other times from the distant past. You have done the right thing. I will pass on your message to Goddess Nemesis.”
 The voice was fading fast but the connection lasted long enough for Nano Mk II to get his message through. Vicky’s eyes opened as she suddenly came out of her trance. She was exhausted with the mental effort but this time she was euphoric.
 “I did it, didn’t I? I know I made the connection, I could feel it. What happened?”
 “Yes, Vicky, you did it. I spoke to Slave Nano. I pleaded for him to help Pandora. He said he would pass the message on to Goddess Nemesis. We’ve done it Vicky. Thank you. You’ve given Pandora some hope. If I was able to I’d give you a big hug!”
 Bloody hell, thought Vicky, that’s a scary thought.
 ***
 Pandora remained chained to the wall, her aching arms and legs spread-eagled against the cold concrete. One of the interrogators had pushed a rubber implement up her cunt and her whole insides were throbbing. Pandora was in a daze wondering how much longer she could endure this and when her breaking point would finally be reached.
 The two uniformed guards had taken a break from torturing her and were enjoying a meal, shovelling rice into their mouths with chopsticks and drinking Chinese beer as if to taunt her. Pandora had given them nothing, neither confessing nor denying anything. What she did or didn’t know had become an irrelevance. Everything had come down to a battle of wills and Pandora’s desperate attempt to maintain her dignity in the face of the ordeal.
 Suddenly, she felt a shiver of cold run through her body. Not the cold of the icy water thrown over her by the interrogators to revive her. This was an altogether different feeling, like another presence in the room. Then the feeling shifted into a strange warm glow that permeated her body. She saw a hazy mist forming in one corner of the room. She was tired, hungry and weak and she could only think that she was hallucinating.
 The swirling fog started to take shape, gradually forming itself into a physical body. The two interrogators instinctively sensed another presence in the room and looked up from their food. What they saw left them transfixed. Before them was a female figure, which Pandora recognized as the embodiment of the dominant goddess spirit. Tall, dark and immaculately beautiful, she stood there her body wrapped in a black silk robe that shimmered in the stark bright light of the interrogation room. On her head she wore a tall black crown decorated with moon and sun symbols representing the darkness of her wrath and the light of her presence. In her hand she held a simple plain silver sceptre with the head of the Goddess Hathor, the Egyptian Goddesses of creation, at its end. She said nothing. She didn’t need to say anything. Her presence filled the room and that alone was enough to mesmerise and captivate the two secret policemen.
 They stood amazed and speechless at the vision in front of them. Silently, without need of any command or instruction, they undressed, leaving their uniforms draped on the floor. Silently, through the wordless command of the goddess they arranged the two chairs opposite one another and sat down. And then, without any command, the ropes, randomly thrown over the table and floor, took on a life of their own. Like snakes charmed in a Marrakech market square they rose up of their own accord and slithered across the floor to the chairs. They silently wrapped themselves around the legs of the chairs and then up around the bodies of the two men, knotting themselves, until they were tightly bound. Finally, the thickest ropes slid up around their faces and mouths to gag them. The two men were transfixed and could only stare in awe at the unfolding events. They could not comprehend what had happened to them and did not understand the mystical presence that had taken them and enslaved them.
 Pandora focused on the figure as she approached her. She was still not sure if this vision was a hallucination but her instincts told her the pure physical presence before her was real. The eyes of the two women fix onto one another.
 “I don’t recognise you but I know you from somewhere,” whispered Pandora, “I know you from some distant time in the past, I know you from places that we have shared, from some shared spirit. You must be Goddess Nemesis.”
 “Yes Pandora, that’s right. I am Goddess Nemesis. I am your protector and guide. I have been summoned from my world where I dwell with the goddess spirits. I have taken up a physical form again to come to your aid. I am only sorry that I could not have got here earlier. Come Pandora; let me get you down from there.”
 The padlocks on Pandora’s arms and legs unlocked themselves and the hideous object inserted into her was gently pulled out. At first Pandora wavered and crouched down to keep her balance as she adjusted her weight on her weak legs. Goddess Nemesis gently took hold of her elbows to support her. Pandora gazed up at her. She knew this was a goddess with a terrifying presence, who could make slaves quake by her very look. But the visage before her was entirely different; she saw the goddess of the life force, smiling, welcoming her, bringing her back to the world of the divine feminine they shared.
 At this sight Pandora finally broke. She threw her arms around Goddess Nemesis’s neck and pulled her body onto hers. Pandora nestled her bloodied and bruised face into her shoulder and Goddess Nemesis returned the embrace, pulling Pandora into her with an urgent emotional grasp as if she was willing them to become one conjoined body. And then, knowing that she was now safe in the hands of her mentor and protector Pandora unleashed all the emotions that had built up. Tears streamed down her face, cutting channels of joy and relief through her cheeks. She cried for the pain and savagery she had faced from her male tormentors; she cried for her bruised, battered and tortured body but above all she cried for the fact that her spirit remained unbroken. Eventually Pandora released her hold. The warmth and power in Goddess Nemesis’s body had transferred to her and eased some of the mental anguish she had suffered.
 Goddess Nemesis cast her eyes over Pandora’s body. She saw her swollen eyes, dried blood all over her face, the bloodied weals and bruises across her breasts and burn marks from the electric prod. She took Pandora’s hand in hers and kissed the tip of her finger. She gently stroked Pandora’s dark hair, lank with the sweat of fear, desperation and resistance.
 “You look terrible,” she said with a hint of a smile on her face.
 Pandora laughed, “Yeah, I’ve had better days, but, hey, I think I’ll still scrub up OK!”
 Her ordeal had not damaged her feisty spirit or sense of humour. Goddess Nemesis laughed, encouraged that Pandora’s spirits had already revived.
 She gently stroked Pandora’s face, “I cannot cure you of all your physical hurts, that will take time but my spirit will help you and there are many spirits in our pantheon of goddesses who are expert in the ways of healing who will come to your aid if you need them. I know that your beauty will be restored to you.”
 “I’m curious; tell me how you found me.”
 “You have your friend, Vicky, to thank for that. She summoned me from the spirit world. You also have Nano, your household management system, to thank. He alerted Vicky to the danger. It cannot be mere coincidence that he shares a name with one of my slaves. That computer system was obviously meant for you and there are strange unexplained forces at work here.”
 “Oh no, that’s all I need, to be indebted to Nano Mk II, I’ll never hear the last of it. What do we do with these sadistic bastards?” asked Pandora looking at her two interrogators now tied, gagged and helpless.
 “I am afraid we do not have enough time to teach them a real lesson, I do need to get you out of here. It’s a shame really; it’s all very well being a guide and protector but sometimes you miss the hands on work.”
 “We have more taste than to be as brutal as they were on me, but we have to leave our mark somehow,” Pandora replied.
 Pandora picked up some bull clips from the table of implements and passed two to Goddess Nemesis who immediately anticipated Pandora’s wicked little plan. Between them they secured the bull clips to the two men’s nipples and then, as a subtle little twist, they secured tightly strung cords between the two sets of clips. The cords were pulled so taught that the slightest movement by one would pull on the nipples of the other.
 Goddess Nemesis leant forward and whispered into the ear of Pandora’s main interrogator, “There, you see, that’s classy; subtlety and ingenuity, that’s far more fun.”
 “One more little thing before we go please,” said Pandora.
 She took the chop sticks they had used for their meal and placed one each side of their cocks and tightened them together with rubber bands. The two secret policemen look petrified now that the tables had been turned and their own resilience was being tested.
 “The final twist” said Pandora as she turned a set of chopsticks around 180 degrees and then a bit further for good measure.
 “That’s a nice trick,” said Goddess Nemesis admiringly, “who taught you that one?”
 “Oh no-one really, you know, sometimes a goddess just has an instinct for these things.”
 “We really do need to get you out of here now,” said Goddess Nemesis, “you’ll have to put on one of the uniforms on for now to get you out of the building and back home.”
 Pandora quickly washed her face with some water left in the bucket. She put on one of the uniforms, pulling her hair up underneath the peaked cap.
 “Mmmm, uniforms” she laughed, “I could use this.”
 Goddess Nemesis led the way furtively through a maze of passages until eventually they found a door to the outside world.
 “Pandora, this is where I must leave you. My world beckons me to return and my work here is done. You have suffered much, but that is often the way for our kind in this world. Take fortitude from all the goddesses and sacred feminine figures that have been punished in the past. You have had a lucky escape Pandora. You will have to leave this city and find some place to retreat and regroup. Take only your most trusted friends and slaves with you. I can see that you will only become stronger and more powerful for this ordeal. I have chosen well, you are truly worthy of my protection Goddess Pandora.”
 “Thanks. It’s a shame we have to be parted. I think we’d have made a great team if we had the chance.”
 Goddess Nemesis laughed. Through all her trials Pandora’s spirit had remained indomitable.
 “Goodbye Pandora. Remember that I am always looking out for you.”
 The two goddesses kissed and gave one another a final hug. As they broke apart from their embrace Goddess Nemesis’s physical form evanesced into a hazy mist as she passed back into her own world.
 Pandora scurried off into the streets of New Leeds elated that they had met but saddened that she had to be parted from her mentor and protector so soon.
 ***
 Vicky had just woken up from a deep sleep following her recent exertions. She was sitting on the settee drinking a cup of herbal tea made by Nano Mk II. They had done what they could; their message had been passed on. It was frustrating that all she could do now was wait and worry. She still did not know for sure if it was possible for spirits to return to do this kind of work.
 Suddenly the door opened. Vicky leapt up and Nano Mk II’s lights flickered in excitement and anticipation. But it was not Pandora, it was her boyfriend, Prometheus. He was anxiously looking over his shoulder as he entered. He was surprised to see Vicky there.
 “Where’s Pandora?” he asked.
 “She’s not here, she’s been taken away by the Chinese secret police” she replied.
 Prometheus looked white and ashen.
 “Oh shit, I never meant this to happen to her. I’m afraid I might have got her into this trouble. I shouldn’t be telling you this but I belong to a dissident group. We carry out reprisals against the Chinese forces. If what you say is true, I think Pandora must have been taken into custody because of me.”
 Before Vicky could respond, the door opened again. Stood in the frame was a figure in a Chinese army uniform.
 “Bloody hell, what’s this. I go away for a few hours and you have a bloody party in my house without me!”
 “Pandora!” three voices called out simultaneously.
 Vicky was gushing, “You’re safe. You can’t believe how relieved I am to see you.”
 Prometheus was more sheepish but was clearly overjoyed to see Pandora alive and safe.
 Nano Mk II’s response was typical, “There’s rough and there’s day after the night on the town rough but, bloody hell Pandora, you look really rough.”
 “Thanks a bunch,” Pandora said but she couldn’t deny she must have looked a terrible sight to her friends. “Look, I can’t hang around. I’m still in deep trouble and I have to leave here and go into hiding somewhere.”
 She turned to Prometheus, “I know your life is in grave danger. You have much that you have to atone for. You have put my life at risk and that is unforgivable. At the same time I believe you have courage and would take risks for me. You can redeem yourself by accompanying me but you will do so not as my boyfriend but as a slave. You must pledge yourself to me and serve me at all times. This is your choice, what will you do?”
 “I will follow you Goddess Pandora,” he exclaimed.
 “Pandora, I’ll come with you,” said Vicky. “There’s nothing for me here anymore and I’d rather exercise my skills as your companion.”
 “What about me? What are you going to do with me?” piped up Nano Mk II.
 “Well, I thought when the Chinese police get here, they’ll probably want to dismantle you and check your memory circuits.”
 “You can’t do that to me!” Nano Mk II was indignant.
 Vicky sprang to Nano’s defence, “Pandora, that’s not fair; without Nano I don’t think I’d have been able to get in touch with Goddess Nemesis to rescue you.”
 “Yeah, I know! I’m only kidding. Of course I’ll take Nano with us. We’ll just have to disconnect his chip and transfer it to a portable appliance.”
 Pandora turned to her slave, her companion and her electronic household management system.
 “This is not a retreat; we are only taking time out to regroup. I’m not beaten. My ordeal has only strengthened me. I’ve gone through a trial and passed it with the goddess spirit inside me fortified. I have met with Goddess Nemesis, my mentor and protector, and that has given me further inspiration. Follow me and we will fight back until our oppressors are removed.”
 “Shit, scary Pandora, I don’t know if I like the sound of this,” was Nano Mk II’s parting comment before the friends departed.
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