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PROLOGUE

Milford Smirke was ready to begin. The chariot race had ended and the spectators at the Arena were waiting for the next performance. 

Brutus, too, was ready. The bull had smelled the bait, as it were, and was keen. Smirke could tell. 

The girl was waiting in the holding room. She was ready too, physically if not emotionally. She was blonde and pretty and young, which was unusual. Usually they bought him broken down old hags, women who had served ten years in a pleasure house and were dirt cheap and no good for anything else. But this one was in her early twenties. Her name was Suki. Apparently she was a trained pleasure slave, a good one, but she had offended a customer in some way and Akkadis Leisure had sent her here to make an example of her. 

Brutus was self evidently very ready. Smirke had sprayed a little of his special scent in the air. He believed Brutus knew what was going to happen next. The animal’s penis was already engorged and Smirke applied a gel to it so that the bull could achieve deeper penetration. Brutus was making a grunting noise. That was a good sign, Smirke knew. 

A dozen pretty young women, all bare, were struggling to carry an enormous timber bed to the centre of the Arena, under the direction of one of Smirke’s assistants. The twelve girls also knew what was going to happen next. They had guessed. They felt terribly sorry for Suki but they were grateful that they themselves would not be starring in this performance. 

The crowd cheered. They too knew what the bed was for. This was the event they had been waiting for. 

The bed was essential to raise Suki’s hips and support Brutus. It was built of very thick timbers. It was waist high and about five feet square. The thick planks were not visible, as the bed had been neatly draped with an ornate embroidered coverlet, which looked luxurious and rather expensive. 

Suki was led unresisting out towards the bed. She was blindfolded, but she heard the cheers and whistles as soon as the crowd saw her. She was clutching a sheet around her otherwise naked body. She was beautiful and slender, with a lovely figure and long blonde hair. 

1: THE UNPLEASANT PROFESSION OF MR SMIRKE

Full citizens of Akkadis, like Imperial citizens, received an allowance. This was sufficient to live on, albeit poorly. Over generations, many grew used to poverty and lost the dignity of self reliance. In law they were citizens and highly privileged. In reality they were powerless. As no one likes to feel unworthy, many visited the Arena and the pleasure houses to remind themselves that there were people worse off than themselves. In the Arena, they were lords of all they surveyed.

Poltiss, V: A Social of Akkadis (Academe Press: Tolon, 3024)

From a holding room at ground level, Suki stood on tiptoes to watch the chariot race from a tiny grating high in the wall. She did not want the race to end. She was entirely bare and clearly more than attractive enough to be competing in this race, but Suki knew she had been singled out for a special purpose. Something was going to happen to her this afternoon. It would be after the chariot races. She had no idea what was planned for her, but Stephanie had told her that Mr Smirke’s landcar had arrived at the back entrance of the Arena, and the news had filled Suki with dread. Suki had been sent to the Damsels from another pleasure house, the Maidens of Nenuphar. She had been sent to the Damsels to be punished, and now she feared that the hour of that punishment had arrived.

Suki had not always been a slave. She had a vague memory of a childhood home surrounded by huge trees in an endless forest. She thought she had once had parents and siblings, but she had been captured and brought to Akkadis, to a farm where she was raised. She had no idea of her original name, or even the planet of her birth.

Eventually Suki had been bought by Akkadis Leisure and sent to the Maidens of Nenuphar, to be a pleasure slave. She thought the gentlemen there liked her. That was until her unfortunate meeting with a young man called Mr Thrux.

Mr Thrux had hurt Suki. He had bitten her nipples very severely and Suki had panicked and scratched him. It was only a moment of panic. She had realised straight away that she had made a terrible mistake, but by then it was too late. Mr Thrux had a relative, an uncle who was very rich and very powerful. He was a senator. Suki knew that now. Mr Thrux’s uncle had come to see Mrs Knott and Mrs Carno. Mrs Carno had been furious.

Suki had begged not to be sent away. She would have preferred any punishment, a flogging, the Saddle, anything rather than being sent to the Arena. But Mrs Carno had been adamant.

Suki’s injuries were almost healed now. In her short time at the Damsels, she had tried hard to be very good to all the gentlemen who chose her. Perhaps if she was popular enough, Mr Percival might want to keep her. But Suki knew, deep down, that she was being saved for a special event at the Arena. 

Mr Percival had bought a lot of new girls recently. Some had been captured in the raid on the Evening Star and others in the raid on Hyperion. Some were local Akkadisi girls. Suki knew that when Mr Percival bought a batch of new girls, he often disposed of some of the older ones. He tended to keep the number of girls at the Damsels roughly constant. That was what the older girls said, anyway. And being ‘disposed of’ often meant being sent to the Arena, not to run in the races but for the other games which were held later in the afternoon.

The first event, or performance of each Games was usually fairly harmless. Often it was a chariot race or sometimes a steeplechase, a three legged race or a game of bladderball or a rodeo where riders on real horses had to lasso the bare girls who were running and pretending to be horses. Sometimes the girls had to sing and dance too. The ‘Damsels’ would be bare for all of these performances. It was terribly humiliating, but not especially dangerous. 

But later in the show there were sometimes other games, games which were rather more sinister. Suki feared that one of those performances would be next, and that it would involve her. That was why she did not want the chariot race to end.

She had been told to undress and go to the holding room to wait. She was afraid. The fear was like a heavy weight in the pit of her stomach. Stephanie had been in no doubt about the vehicle. It had Mr Smirke’s name on the side. ‘Animal Antics,’ it said. ‘M. Smirke, Proprietor.’

The holding room was small, with a tiny window with a fibresteel grating high on one wall and a very solid thick wooden door with a small rectangular hole cut in it, also with a grating. Suki was tall and slender. She stood on tiptoes so that she could look out of the grating and watch the chariot race. Her long blonde hair hung down her back, almost to her slim waist. Her hands held the window ledge and her breasts, small but firm, pointed forward.

While she was looking, Suki suddenly became aware that she was herself being watched. There was the face of a man looking at her through the small grating of the door to her right. Suki gasped in surprise and tried to cover herself, despite her training. It was a sharp, nasty face, she thought. For a while the man stared at her, without speaking. Then he was gone, as suddenly as he had appeared.

Suki’s legs felt weak and she realised she was shaking. The cold hand of fear clutched her heart tighter still. She had never seen the man before, but she did not need to be told who it was.

Suki had just seen Mr Smirke.

The new girls from the Evening Star, Juliet, Janina, Annamarie and Fern, and those from Hyperion, already knew what life at the Damsels would entail. They had not yet begun work in the pleasure house but they knew what would soon be expected of them. They were to be pleasure slaves, required to entertain male customers who visited the house. They would serve them drinks in the bar, dance for them on the stage, and if chosen, entertain them in the bedrooms upstairs. Once a month, they might participate in The Games. This was at best utterly humiliating, but if their work in the pleasure house was in any way inadequate or they failed to meet their earning targets, or especially if a customer complained about them, it was entirely possible that they might find themselves participating in the more unpleasant performances which were held later in the afternoon. 

To organise some aspects of these games, Mr Percival sometimes called upon the services of outside contractors. One of these contractors was a man named Smirke.

Milford Smirke was aware that the chariot race was almost over. He was ready. Brutus, too, was ready. He had smelled the bait, as it were, and was keen. Smirke could tell. The girl was waiting in the holding room. She was ready too, physically if not emotionally. She was pretty, and young, which was unusual. 

Smirke was pleased that the girl was pretty. Brutus deserved the best. Usually they bought broken down old hags, women who had served ten years in a pleasure house and were dirt cheap and good for nothing else. This one was young, though, in her early twenties. Apparently she was a trained pleasure slave, a good one, but she had misbehaved on some way and Akkadis Leisure had sent her here to make an example of her. 

Smirke knew of Akkadis Leisure. He never did any work for them, but he occasionally bought well used pleasure slaves or retired breeding slaves from them, raddled old slummocks that cost next to nothing and were ideal for use in his business.

Smirke was, in essence, an animal trainer: a very good one, and a very specialised one. People paid a lot of money to see his animals perform with women. His shows disgusted them, but they still paid handsomely to come and watch. At present on his smallholding Smirke had highly trained baboons, bulls, hyenas and zebras. At least he called them zebras; in fact it was very difficult to train a true zebra. Smirke’s zebras were in reality stallions and male donkeys, meticulously painted with indelible dyes to resemble zebras. It was only a white lie. The spectators would not truly care even if they knew. They only cared about what the animal could do.

Smirke nursed a grievance against society. People simply did not recognise or understand the skill, professionalism and hard work which his vocation required. True, he was well paid; but Smirke would have liked something more. He would have liked recognition. Great men of science or telescreen actors or aircar racing drivers received fame and fortune. Some were even awarded high honours, like the Order of the Golden Lizard. Smirke was surely no less of a genius. He was an artist, a professional. He had singlehandedly pioneered this type of entertainment and he was still its greatest exponent. 

Training a beast like Brutus was not simply a matter of pumping him full of pharmaceuticals to increase his virility and vigour. Medicine played a part, but that was only the first step. No animal would ever naturally have sexual relations with a woman, even if the woman was covered in appropriate animal skins. Animals are not governed by their sense of sight, as men are. Animals are governed by their sense of smell. Man is in fact almost unique in this respect, a distinction which Smirke understood and employed to his advantage.

In addition to males, he kept females of each species he used on a separate part of his property, downwind from the males. When they came into heat he collected their secretions in sealed vials. Each animal had to be meticulously trained from an early age. It must never, never be allowed to see or smell the female of its own species. If it did, it was ruined forever for Smirke’s purposes. 

Each animal had to be very gently and gradually encouraged, at first by a woman who had volunteered to help and who had first been sprayed with the scent collected from a real female of that species. Smirke often used former pleasure slaves for this purpose. They were cheap, and had usually learned to act, to some extent at least. He promised them freedom and money if they cooperated.

Over the course of several such encounters, the animals would grow in confidence. No animal is naturally sexually aggressive towards a resisting female, but with confidence the animal’s sexual aggressiveness tended to grow. When the animals were ready, Smirke’s women helpers would have to employ their acting skills. They would pretend to be unwilling. They would scream and struggle, but they were never allowed to hit or hurt the animals in any way. Smirke’s slave women all understood very clearly that his animals were immeasurably more valuable than they were. 

At this stage, Smirke would also bring the part trained animals to the Arena, to introduce them to the noise of the crowd. Most animals are timid and would not perform in front of a wildly cheering, jeering, laughing or applauding crowd. 

Eventually, some animals could graduate to the final stage of training: Smirke bought up broken down old hags from the pleasure houses or from the breeding farms, for his animals to practise on.

These women were not required to possess any acting skills at all. Their struggles and screams were entirely genuine. The erect penis of a stallion is around two and a half feet long and over three inches thick. It has evolved in this way because length is necessary to impregnate the female, because of the shape and layout of her reproductive organs. A bull’s penis is a fraction shorter, but a little thicker. The women did not usually survive their first encounter with a bull or stallion. 

Baboons, because of their ugly appearance, large teeth, sexual aggression and tendency to bite when aroused, were another favourite of Smirke’s, although a woman raped even by several baboons will usually survive the ordeal. Hyenas, though smaller and not trained for sexual purposes, could also be very entertaining. Working in packs, they would attack any weak or defenceless creature. Smirke used them in conjunction with other animals, particularly when a number of women were to be sent into the Arena together.

Smirke had experimented with other animals too. Giraffes were very impressive but the crowds did not truly understand how difficult they were to breed in captivity and train, and he had eventually ceased to bother with them. No alien creatures were suitable. Non terrestrial animals had reproductive processes which were simply too different. Smirke had eventually found that by concentrating on bulls, horses, donkeys, baboons and hyenas he could provide the spectators with both entertainment and sufficient variety.

He had a natural talent with animals. He understood them. He certainly liked them better than he liked people. Not all of his animals proved useful, but as each animal lived many years it was not necessary to replace them regularly. Brutus was now three years old and just entering his prime. He was a magnificent beast, enormous, in excellent health, vigorous and sexually aggressive. He was confident in front of a noisy crowd, easily aroused and above all, reliable. Brutus was now Smirke’s favourite bull and Smirke expected to have many years employment out of him.


2: BREAD AND CIRCUSES

The chariot race had ended now. The winners, two girls named Carla and Nikki, had completed a victory lap, running slowly and waving to the crowd. 

Brutus was ready to begin his part in the next performance. He was self evidently very ready and keen to make a start. Smirke had sprayed a little of his special scent in the air. He believed Brutus knew what was going to happen next. The animal’s penis was already engorged and Smirke applied a gel to it, to help Brutus achieve deeper penetration. Brutus was making a grunting noise. That was good, Smirke knew. 

Outside, the fence along the middle of the Arena had been removed to give the audience a better view. The six fibresteel posts remained, connected at the top by a stout rail. 

A dozen young women, all bare, were struggling to carry an enormous timber bed to the centre of the Arena, under the direction of one of Smirke’s assistants. The crowd cheered. They knew what the bed was for. This was the event they had been waiting for. The bed was essential to raise Suki’s hips and support Brutus. It was built of very thick timbers. It was waist high and about five feet square. The thick planks were not visible as the bed had been neatly draped with an ornate embroidered coverlet which looked luxurious and expensive. Smirke heard the cheers and whistles as Suki was led out towards the bed.

There was another cheer and some applause as Smirke led Brutus out, and ribald laughter as the spectators noticed Brutus’ excited state. He made a splendid sight, Smirke thought. He was ten feet long, with his velvety reddish brown fur washed, brushed and shining and his hooves and horns painted with red varnish. The horns were not real. The real horns had long since been removed. These were made of harmless, flexible carbonite, but they were realistic and decorated beautifully with rings painted around them, like borbods’ horns.

Suki was blindfolded and wearing only a sheet. She offered no resistance as she was led towards the bed, immediately in front of the First Class enclosure. She was entirely ignorant of the elaborate arrangements which had been made on her behalf. She was fearful, naturally, but she hoped desperately that it would be merely a flogging or the Saddle which awaited her. Her blindfold was removed and she knelt in front of the First Class enclosure and made obeisance to the distinguished guests seated there.

Then Suki saw Alicia Carno seated in the front row of the First Class enclosure. She knew who Alicia was. Alicia was the daughter of Mrs Carno, the owner of Akkadis Leisure. Suki pressed her palms together in supplication. Perhaps even now, even at this stage, Alicia might show her mercy. 

But Mrs Carno’s daughter merely grinned and pointed to Suki’s right.

Suki turned and saw Brutus for the first time. It took a few moments for understanding to dawn. It had been planned this way. This was why Suki had been blindfolded as she was led out. The crowd hooted with delight as Suki looked at Brutus for a second or two and then panicked.

The habit of obedience, of accepting what is commanded of her, is ingrained deeply in a pleasure slave. The consequences of disobedience will always be terrible. But when Suki saw Brutus waiting and very visibly ready to begin his part in the entertainment, the enormity of what awaited her overcame Suki’s training. She had heard about Mr Smirke’s bulls. She stood, screamed in blind panic and struggled with the attendants, who tried to restrain her. No actress of the stage or telescreen could possibly have played her part so well. This was not feigned, the spectators knew. This drama was real, very real, and they watched in fascination.

Suki suddenly twisted and wriggled free from the men holding her. The sheet fell from her body and the crowd roared their approval. She was a beauty, tall and slender, with long blonde hair, curving hips and firm pointed breasts. Clearly she was no raddled old whore disposed of by a pleasure house or breeding farm. Only rarely did such beauties find their unfortunate way to the Arena: perhaps the unfaithful concubine of an unforgiving master, or a concubine sent there by her master’s bitterly jealous wife, or a pleasure slave who had contracted some incurable infection like ‘crusts,’ so that she had to be destroyed although she still appeared at first glance beautiful.

Suki dashed away and dodged around Brutus and behind the bed, evading Percival’s men for perhaps a minute, dodging and sidestepping them with the skill of a professional thunderball player. The crowd applauded and laughed in equal measure. Neither Suki herself nor the crowd realised that her brief moment of freedom had been planned. They were part of the performance. The men had been instructed to allow her to slip from their grasp.

Suki had nowhere to run to. She made a dash for the space in front of the First Class enclosure, threw herself to her knees and again made urgent supplication, beseeching Alicia to show mercy. 

Alicia threw back her head and laughed in unfeigned delight. It was an arrogant laugh, a condescending laugh, like the laughter of indulgent adults at the foolish antics of a precocious child.

One of Percival’s men seized Suki’s hair and jerked her suddenly to her feet. She yelped in pain and shock as she was lifted up and then bent backwards over the bed and fastened, spread-eagled on her back. Her wrists were strapped to two corners of the bed and her ankles were pulled wide apart and strapped near the feet of the bed, so that her knees were bent over it edges. A thick cushion had been placed beneath her hips, to raise them for Brutus’s convenience. Suki’s continued wriggling achieved nothing except to further entertain the crowd.

Smirke applied a generous quantity of spray from a small vessel and then a large dollop of lubricant gel to Suki. Brutus needed no encouragement though. The spectators were amused to see him barge forward so eagerly that Smirke had to twist suddenly aside as Brutus mounted the bed with his front legs and slid his body forward. For a beast so large, Brutus was surprisingly agile.

The bastards would have laughed if I was crushed to death, thought Smirked irritably.  He reached forward carefully to guide Brutus’s penis into place, and then jumped nimbly back, still conscious of his own safety.

Strangely, the last things Suki noticed as Brutus mounted the bed were his horns. The red rings reminded her of something she had seen long ago, something from her childhood before she was taken to Akkadis, but she did not have time to pursue the train of thought.

Suddenly the crowd noticed Suki’s squeals change in tone. They became higher pitched and longer and continuous, as if she hardly paused to draw breath. In the First Class enclosure, Alicia sipped her drink and put down her glass. Her companion, Jakob Zadkine, turned to her with a grin and said, “Ah, here we go.” 

Alicia did not reply. Jak turned back to enjoy the show. “Brutus seems to be enjoying it,” he added. Brutus was indeed enjoying himself, lengthily and vigorously. Alicia still did not reply, and Jak turned to her. He did not like being ignored. She stared unblinking at the scene, her lips parted and her back straight.

In the cheaper seats, the spectators were less reserved. “Hey Mick, does your Lizzie squeal like that when you’re on top of her?” called out one man above the noise of Suki’s shrieks. His friends laughed.

“Yes,” replied another voice, “but that’s not because of his prong, it’s because he’s so fat.” There was a ripple of laughter. Even Mick himself was amused.

Seventeen minutes later the sated Brutus grunted and backed heavily off the bed. Smirke had timed him. Suki had long since fallen silent. Mr Percival was feeling very happy. Smirke’s fees were extortionate, but a performance like this would certainly bring in welcome custom. The spectators were happy. Smirke was happy. Brutus was certainly happy. Everyone was happy.


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Friend of Akkadis: 

I hope you have enjoyed reading this short episode of the Atkoi Slave Girl series. 

If you can spare a moment, I really would appreciate it if you could write a short book review. It’s easy, quick and anonymous. Just click on ‘Write a review’ on the book page (where you ordered the book). Your opinion really does make a difference. I would really like to know your thoughts. Mention anything you liked or disliked. Are there any characters you would like to read more about? There is a ‘comment’ button on the book page too.

With thanks and sincere best wishes,

Henry Sparrowhawk. 

Three Oaks Farm, Yorkshire, June 2014.

cover.jpeg
HENRY
SPARROWHAWK

THE ATKOI SLAVE GIRL, BOOK 10





