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AUTHOR’S NOTE

PROLOGUE

In the lounge bar of the Maidens of Nenuphar, Roxana Keswick had been sent to the stage to dance. It was mortifying, but Roxie dared not disobey. Then, halfway through the first song, she realised that one of the gentlemen sitting and drinking at Table 3 was Mr Bolventor.

Maurice Bolventor, the Principal of Akkad City State Senior School Number Eleven, had given Roxana her first teaching post. If Roxana’s father had not been accused of treason and his whole family proscribed, Roxie would by now have been almost fully qualified. Instead, the pretty trainee teacher had been arrested, branded and sold to a brothel.

And now Mr Bolventor was here. Here, in the Maidens of Nenuphar, and Roxie was dancing topless on the stage in the lounge bar for the entertainment of men, wearing nothing but a square of cloth folded diagonally into a triangle and tied around her waist. Would Mr Bolventor think she had chosen to dress like this? No, surely he would realise that if she was alive at all, she must have been condemned to servitude.

Roxie continued to sway her hips and breasts in the graceful yet erotic style all the girls had been taught. There was an Atkoi tune playing, rhythmic and compelling. The Atkoi were barbarians, but their music was exciting. They were barbarians who had acquired the most modern warships and weapons systems, but that was no longer Roxana’s concern. Perhaps Mr Bolventor would not recognise her, Roxie hoped. With her long fair hair tied in kitten tails and her slender figure, she must look similar to all the other girls. 

She dared to glance again, briefly, at Table 3. This time she knew Mr. Bolventor must have seen her. He was looking directly at her. She tried to interpret his expression. Was he sympathetic, or merely disgusted? She dared not stop dancing. For a moment she looked away, flustered and mortified. 

Then she risked another glance. He was still looking. Roxie wanted to cover her breasts, to run and hide, but she dared do neither. Is it possible to die of shame? she wondered. What can he think of me, dancing topless in a brothel? 

She answered her own question. He would think she was a whore, because she was.

1: CLASS OF ‘99

He in a few minutes ravished the fair creature, or at least would have ravished her, if she had not, by a timely compliance, prevented him. 

Henry Fielding: Jonathan Wild, Book 3, Chapter 7

“Yeehar! Let’s see what you’ve got! Yeehar!” Several more puerile meaningless yells filled the air in the public lounge of the Maidens of Nenuphar. One or two irritated customers glanced at the author of the noise and then turned back to their drinks or their girls or the girls dancing on the stage. Mrs Knott and Petra glanced at the young man with rather more concern. Several of the girls who had not yet been reserved and who had not yet met their weekly earnings targets, squealed in pretended delight. The youth, in his stupidity, imagined that they were amused by his witty banter. 

Mrs Knott told Petra to keep a careful eye on him. He had not visited the Maidens for several weeks. Perhaps he was ashamed of what he had done. More likely his uncle had warned him to keep a low profile. This was the young man who had disfigured Suki so badly that she had to be destroyed. He had impaired Mrs Knott’s career and prospects. He was also a former pupil of Roxana Keswick and had been the bane of her existence when she was a trainee teacher and before she had been proscribed, arrested and sold into servitude. 

His name was Artur Thrux.

In his own mind, Thrux was cool, casual and confident, a master of witty repartee, a good friend, a bad enemy, worldly-wise and a popular ladies man. To everyone else, he was a fool.

To Mrs Knott, he was a dangerous fool, but possibly a useful one as he was a very free spender. Initially he had bullied his widowed mother into lending him money, loans which would never be repaid. When this source of income was exhausted, Thrux turned to his uncle, an influential senator and a wealthy man.

Senator Thrux considered Artur both a fool and an embarrassment, but he would try to prevent the boy from disgracing the family name any further. He owed his late brother that much. He had used both his influence and his money to hush up the matter of the damaged pleasure slave.

To the girls of the Maidens of Nenuphar, Artur was both a dangerous and a frightening fool. True, he was sometimes very generous, a fact which they could not afford to overlook, but he could also be cruel: unpredictably cruel. 

He would often arrive with a small coterie of friends, two or three hangers on who were obviously using him, or rather his money. Artur bought them drinks and women. In return, they encouraged his antics and laughed at his jokes. 

And now he was here again, accompanied by the same three acolytes. 

On their previous visit some while before, they had selected Suki to provide their evening’s entertainment. They had paid generously to take the girl upstairs and take turns with her. Binka had heard Suki’s screams and called Bowser, who put an end to their sport. Thrux had been livid at the interruption. 

Mrs Knott had realised immediately that Suki would be unable to work for some considerable time. Even when she had recovered she would have unsightly scars. Gentlemen did not like scarred girls. A few stripes of a cane were all very well, but permanent scars gave a very poor impression of the establishment. Mrs Knott had been uncertain how to proceed and had decided to inform Mrs Carno.

Mrs Knott still felt the sting of humiliation which she had felt when Mrs Carno arrived at the Maidens in person to see Suki and her injuries. Though she did not say so in as many words, it was clear that she considered Mrs Knott responsible for allowing the incident to happen. Mrs Knott was in charge.

Mrs Knott had always felt a little uncomfortable dealing with Mrs Carno. Mrs Knott had been born and raised in slavery and eventually made a deputy manageress of one of the company’s smaller pleasure houses. Then, twenty-two years ago, Mrs Carno’s late husband had freed her and made her manageress of the Maidens of Nenuphar. She adopted a surname and learned to speak and dress like a free woman.

But when Mr Carno died and his widow took over the business, Mrs Knott sensed that the new owner disapproved of her. Perhaps Mrs Carno felt that a freed slave should not be put in such a responsible position. And yet Mrs Knott worked hard and was a competent manager of the business. She had always met her targets, at least until this year. Her poor turnover recently was because of the economic conditions and all the talk of impending war rather than through any failing on her own part.

What Mrs Knott did not realise was that her employer was herself very frightened. Senator Thrux sat on the Entertainments Licensing Committee of the Commonwealth of Akkadis, a body which had the power, if it so chose, to close every pleasure house which belonged to Akkadis Leisure. Worse still, the Senator was in possession of certain personal information about Mrs Carno, which if it became public knowledge would destroy Akkadis Leisure and the Carno family. No matter what it took, Senator Thrux would have to be appeased.

Fortunately for Mrs Carno, the Senator was himself anxious for the matter to remain secret. A compromise had therefore been agreed which satisfied everyone concerned. The Senator reimbursed Akkadis Leisure the full value of the damaged slave girl, and Suki was disposed of. She was in fact sent to the Arena, and warned not to gossip or repeat her story. The other girls at the Maidens were also told never to discuss the matter.

Mrs Knott would have liked to bar Artur and his hangers on permanently, but he was extravagant with his money and Mrs Knott had earnings targets of her own to meet each month. One thing was certain, though: she must never, never allow such an incident to happen again, and if it did, she would deal with it herself without Mrs Carno knowing. Mrs Knott knew how fortunate she was to have her current position. If she lost it, there would be no second opportunity. The prospects for a freed slave in her fifties on Akkadis were grim indeed.

Thrux and his sycophants sat at a table where they could see the stage. Leah and two girls named Mindi and Heidi were dancing. 

Then Amanda happened to walk past, carrying a tray of drinks. Like all the girls serving that evening, she was wearing a short cropped top which buttoned in front, and a short flared skirt. Her costume left no doubt about her lovely figure. 

The more experienced Maidens of Nenuphar would not have walked so close to Thrux’s table, but Amanda was new and could not have known the danger she was in.

One of the sycophants, a youth named Stobbins, reached out and slapped Amanda firmly on the buttocks. She squealed, startled, almost dropped her tray of drinks and tried to flee, but Stobbins firmly grasped her skirt. “Come here, slut,” he said. 

Amanda, uncertain what to do, looked to Petra for guidance. Should she join Stobbins? If so, what about the tray of drinks which had been ordered by a gentlemen at another table? Petra nodded to Amanda to join Thrux’s table and sent Carys to deliver the drinks.

Thrux looked at Amanda. “First of all, get your kit off, and then you can get us all a beer,” he said. “Then maybe you can dance for us, and if you’re lucky we’ll give you a damn good ruttocking.” His sycophants cackled.

Amanda had been at the Maidens long enough to know that such a command could not be disobeyed. Shaken, she removed first her top and then her skirt. Beneath, she was naked.

“That’s a nice pair you’ve got,” said Thrux. “Hey Stob, feel these. I think she’s had gel put in. Is it gel, girl?”  Thrux and Stobbins squeezed a breast each.

“Yes, sir,” said Amanda quietly, burning with humiliation as the two louts fondled and prodded her.

“Now get us four beers and be quick about it. Then I’ll tell you what we want next.” Amanda hurried to get the beers, looking straight ahead and trying not to think about the men looking at her naked body as she walked across the busy lounge. Stobbins got up and wandered over to the bar while Thrux and the others sat watching the stage.

It was at this point that Roxana and Honey entered the room and made their way to the bar, to report to Petra. They were wearing short white tops, close fitting and low cut, which lifted their breasts, and long white skirts which came to their calves although they were split up to their thighs. They were a little more modest that the costumes of the other girls, Roxie thought, although still dreadfully embarrassing. They each wore two long white ribbons in their hair. Their costumes proclaimed their continued virginity. They were not yet available for general use, but they soon would be. Tonight, they would be serving drinks.

Suddenly Roxie felt a firm hand grasp one of her kittentails. She could not turn her head to see who it was, or why, but she heard a voice. It was a voice she recognised, and her heart sank.

“Hey, Art, look at this,” it said. It was the voice of her former pupil, Stobbins, and the only person she knew named Art was Artur Thrux. She had marked both of their assignments the night she had been arrested, that awful night. 

Roxie felt herself propelled firmly towards the other side of the room. Unresisting, she hurried to keep up with Stobbins.

“Hey, Art look what I’ve found,” Stobbins repeated loudly. One or two gentlemen looked up. They were not concerned about Roxie. They were merely annoyed by this second loutish outburst of noise that evening. Thrux also looked up, irritated. He did not like being told what to do, not under any circumstances, not even by a friend.

But when he saw what Stobbins was bringing to their table, Thrux could hardly believe his good luck. The sneering grin which Roxie remembered from the classroom reappeared.

Roxana Keswick looked just as Thrux remembered: fair hair, almost blonde, with a very pretty face and attractive figure. When Roxie had been his teacher and he was her student, he had delighted in humiliating her. Now she was a pleasure slave in the Maidens of Nenuphar and he was a paying customer. It seemed almost too good to be true. But it was true. It was true, and he would enjoy his good fortune to the full.

Roxie had complained to the Principal, Mr Bolventor, once about Thrux’s behaviour, and he had been suspended for a day. But Thrux frequently missed school anyway, and Roxie was not entirely certain that he was even aware that he had been punished. When he returned to school he made a point of leaning back in his chair, grinning and leering lecherously at Roxana. He kept whispering to his friends and laughing, and Roxana was sure that he was making lewd remarks. Three of those friends were with him now: Stobbins, Danielz and Ottinger. They were grinning. Thrux was smirking arrogantly, just as Roxie remembered, his face replete with angry red pimples beneath spiky ginger hair.

Thrux spoke first. “It’s Miss Keswick,” he said with mock respect. “How lovely to see you, Miss Keswick.” He paused while his friends laughed. “Miss Keswick, I had no idea you had an evening job.” They laughed louder, and Thrux warmed to his subject. “Miss Keswick, are you sure your dress meets with regulations?” This question was met with more laughter still. Roxanne had once reprimanded Thrux for the state of his school uniform. “Miss Keswick, your dress is really quite immodest. It is unprofessional. Your tits are bursting out of your top.” Roxana stood blushing, uncertain what to do or say, while Thrux and his friends rocked with laughter. 

Thrux continued. “Oh but Miss Keswick, forgive me, I do apologise. Of course, your dress is perfectly professional, for you. You are dressed as a whore.” There was more cackling.

“Hey, Art, shall we give Miss Keswick some extra tuition?” said Ottinger, entering into the spirit of the entertainment.

“Yeah, an oral exam,” said Stobbins, not to be outdone.

“I’m afraid we won’t be giving Miss Keswick a lesson on this occasion,” said Thrux. “She’s dressed in white. She’s still a virgin. Isn’t that right, Miss Keswick?”

It was a direct question and Roxie was obliged to answer.

“Yes, sir,” she said quietly, mortified.

“You hear that, lads? Miss Keswick is a virgin. Don’t worry, Miss Keswick, they’ll soon cure you of that here.” He paused while the others cackled. “How much do they want for your cherry?” he demanded. 

Roxie saw that Thrux was no longer smiling. He had stopped his game of pretended respect as suddenly as he had begun it. Roxie did not yet know about Suki, but she sensed that she was in danger, terrible danger.

“Three thousand solidi, sir,” she replied quietly.

“Three thousand solidi! You hear that, Stob? No whore’s worth that. Least of all this one. What’s your name, girl?”

“Roxie, sir, if you please.”

That was how she had been told to introduce herself. The new girls had all been told they would retain their original first names. Since their legal status was that of slaves, Akkadis Leisure had the right to name them as it chose. In practise the decision rested with Mrs Knott, and she was satisfied that their names were all appropriate. Only if she considered a name particularly unattractive or if there was already a girl of the same name in the house, did she change a name. Slaves did not, of course, have surnames.

“Roxie. Well, Roxie, when they’ve found some fool to pay for your cherry, we’ll come back and break you in good and proper. You’ll be squealing till you’re hoarse. Now you can go. Go and fetch that other slut, the one with the tits.”

Roxie hurried away. Dismayed, she knew that if Thrux so chose he could do precisely what he had said and there would be nothing she could do to prevent it. For just a little longer, Roxie was safe from Thrux and his sycophants. They could not afford three thousand solidi. But soon, very soon, Roxie would become affordable. She would be available for the standard charge of fifteen solidi. Roxie realised with sickening certainty that Thrux had not been idly boasting. He intended to do precisely what he had said. 

Seeing Amanda appear with a tray of drinks, Roxie managed to say, simply, “They want you.” She was shaking uncontrollably and crying. Petra excused her, and Roxie hurried from the lounge.

“Come and sit here, slut. Next to me,” said Thrux to Amanda. “I want to feel those tits again.”


2: MY LITTLE EYE

Article 207, Section 8 (e): A freedman shall be subject to the penalty of execution by strangulation if he is found to be guilty of any of the following…. blackmail (category 1)…

Akkadis Criminal Code. (Government Stationery Office: Akkad City, 2991)

Roxie knew that the moment she had dreaded for so long, had finally arrived. Artur Thrux had returned to the Maidens of Nenuphar. 

It was early evening and the Maidens was already becoming busy. Gentlemen sat at many of the tables, sipping drinks and watching the stage, perhaps in the company of one or more of the Maidens. On the stage, Leah, Emily, Nysha and a girl called Dahlia were gyrating to a cheerful Atkoi tune with a powerful repetitive beat. Other girls were busy serving drinks. They were all dressed alike in long silky blue dresses, cut low at the neck with slim waists and long split skirts. Roxie thought they looked like nightdresses. She still found the costume embarrassing despite her five weeks at the Maidens. The girls were all dressed alike on any given day. Mrs Knott or Petra or Ronika selected the costumes before opening time.

Roxie was carrying a drink to the gentleman at Table 31 when she saw Thrux and his sycophants enter the lounge. Her heart turned cold with fear. She felt dizzy and nearly dropped the tray. Thrux went to the cash desk and spoke to Mrs Knott. With her heart thumping, Roxie hurried to Table 31. Perhaps the gentleman there would want her to stay with him. She hesitated a moment, and asked, “Sir, is there anything else you require?” There was not. Perhaps a hint of desperation in her tone had put him off, or perhaps like many of the gentlemen he simply wanted to sip his drink quietly and watch the stage.

Roxie was left with no alternative but to report to Ronika, the deputy manager on duty. She glanced towards the bar, wondering whether she could delay the inevitable by visiting the other tables to see if the gentlemen there required anything. Perhaps she was worrying needlessly. Perhaps Thrux had no intention of reserving her.

Then Roxie saw Ronika gesture to her. It was the merest flick of the wrist and one finger, but Roxie knew it could not be ignored. Ronika beckoned, and Roxie obeyed. 

Being used by Dako for a fortnight had been horrible, utterly horrible and disgusting, but he had been a stranger. It was nothing personal. Thrux and his friends were different. They were her former pupils. Now they were in a position of power over her and intended to enjoy it to the full. And they did have the power; all the power. Roxie was entirely helpless.

“Go to Table 10. You’ve been booked,” said Ronika. It was as simple as that.

Roxie curtsied and said, “Yes, miss.” No further command was necessary. Roxie had been trained to obey. The training of a slave girl on Akkadis was nothing if not thorough.

She could already hear the harsh cackle of their laughter and see Thrux’s short ginger hair and face red with its angry pimples. His face looked angry even when Thrux was cheerful.

Possibly, just possibly, there was something she could do. It was a very slim hope but it was the only idea she had been able to think of, despite her best efforts. At twenty, she was almost a fully trained teacher. Had it not been for the writ of proscription she would by now be nearly qualified. Thrux, although physically bigger than her, was only eighteen.

She would call upon his better nature, his residual respect for authority. There was a certain tone of voice she had heard her more experienced colleagues use, which she had tried to emulate in the classroom. She would use it now. It was serious and it expected and therefore commanded respect, yet it was not condescending. Above all she must not seem condescending.

Thrux spoke first. “Here’s the whore I sent for. Get your arse over here, girl.”

Now was the moment. “Artur, listen to me please. I am aware that you did not enjoy school. Nevertheless, you must understand….”

“Kneel! Neck!” snapped Thrux, not allowing Roxie finish her sentence. Instantly, automatically, Roxana knelt and placed her hands behind her neck, linking her fingers together. It was a command she had been taught, a movement she had been required to repeat thousands of times, day after day in their training sessions, along with her dancing and physical exercises. Such a command could never be ignored. It must be obeyed instantly. The movement was now automatic, as though her body obeyed before her mind even had a chance to respond.

Thrux’s three friends grinned but did not laugh. They took their cue from Thrux himself. Roxie dared for an instant to look at his face. He was furious. She could not meet his gaze. Thrux hated to be told what to do. He hated anyone in authority. He hated the tone that Roxie had used. 

“Listen to me, girl, and listen good.” Thrux spoke slowly, deliberately. Roxie knew that she had made a serious mistake. She had made him angry. “You will address me and my guests and every man in this whorehouse as ‘master.’ You will speak when you are spoken to and do as you are told and if I have to tell you again I will have Bowser stretch you over the frame and flog you till the skin peels off your butt. Do you understand me, girl?”

“Yes, master,” she replied, terrified by the ferocity of his anger.

“Take your dress off,” he said bluntly.

Roxana did not dare to disobey, but neither could she bring herself to remove her only shred of modesty. She had never before been ordered to undress in the public lounge. In her desperate dilemma, she uttered the word, “Please…” so quietly that Thrux could hardly hear her.

Thrux looked at her.

“Please, master….” she said.

“What?” he said, irritated.

“Master, I’m new here. Please… I can’t take my dress off with all these people here. Please. I haven’t got…anything on underneath it.” The commanding, teaching tone was entirely forgotten now. Her voice conveyed only despair.

Thrux merely turned to his grinning friends. “I think that counts as disobedience, doesn’t it?” They grinned and laughed and nodded.

“Please, no master, I’m sorry. I’ll do it, I’m sorry. I’m sorry, master,” she gabbled all at once, unfastening the buttons and the strap so that the dress dropped down to her waist. Roxie had been warned about disobedience. All the girls had been warned. They would get into terrible trouble for disobedience. Roxie realised that this was going to be worse than she had imagined, much worse. Already men sitting at the tables nearby had turned to watch the unfolding drama.

“Stand,” said Thrux. Roxie stood, clutching the dress around her waist with one hand and covering her breasts with the other. She had been clearly told in training never to do that, but this was in the public lounge. How could she possibly let go of the dress so that it slid to the floor and stand brazenly, entirely bare, with her hands at her sides in a crowded public lounge bar?

“Hands down. At your sides,” said Thrux.

Defeated, Roxie obeyed and allowed the dress to fall to the floor. Pink with shame she stood for their scrutiny, straight and still. 

For a few moments Thrux was silent, drinking in the sight presented to him. Her fair, almost blonde hair was tied in two kittentails. Her ear tag glinted in the light from the rotating mirror ball. She had a pretty face and a very attractive figure. Her breasts were full but firm. Her waist was slim and flat, her hips beautifully curved and her legs were long and slender and smooth. As with all girls of the Maidens, all traces of body hair had been plucked from her. 

She felt Thrux and his friends scrutinising her bare flesh. They had been entirely correct to imagine that beneath Roxana Keswick’s modest professional clothes was a very desirable body. A little above her mons and to the right, the Rose Garden mark, firm, clear, straight and uncompromising, proclaimed her servitude.

Thrux spoke slowly. “Well, well. Miss Keswick has a Rose Garden brand. And a whore’s ear tag. What do you think, lads? Shall we take her upstairs and give her a good ruttocking? She looks good and ready for it.”

“Yeah, yeah, Art, let’s,” said Stobbins.

“No, Stob. Let’s not be in such a rush. You’re always in a rush, Stobbers. Let’s talk to Miss Keswick first.” The others grinned dutifully, not quite knowing what he had in mind. Thrux paused, looking at Roxana. Unable to move or cover herself, she was close to tears.

“Just look at her, lads. She walks around a public bar stark butt naked and spreads her legs for any man with fifteen solidi to spare. And she thought she ought to be teaching. Teaching!” He spat the word out contemptuously and turned back to Roxie. “Girl, did you really imagine that you could ever have been a teacher? Did you really think that trash like you ought to be teaching young people?” 

For Thrux this was a rather long and intellectual speech. He paused and glanced at his sycophants to make sure they had appreciated the full subtlety of his argument. They murmured in unanimous agreement. He was, after all, paying for their drinks and their evening’s entertainment. 

“Master, I did not choose to be sent here,” Roxie replied quietly, close to tears. She was conscious of the grinning men at nearby tables, watching the entertaining exchange.

For a moment Thrux was stumped, but Ottinger replied, “But you did choose to be here. Or your parents chose, which is the same thing. The moment they chose to betray the Commonwealth they made you traitors, and a traitor is worse than a whore.”

Thrux grinned. “Yeah,” he said simply. He had drained the shallow pond of his intellect and grown bored with this thread of conversation. “Now come here, girl,” he said. “Stand just here. I want to look at those tits properly.”

Roxana did as she was ordered. Thrux squeezed one of Roxana’s breasts. “Hey, Stobbers, feel these tits. These are real, not gel like that other whore. A whore ought to have proper tits.” Roxie closed her eyes, not daring to move but unable to endure the mortification as Stobbins and Thrux each fondled one of her breasts. 

“Spread your legs, girl,” said Thrux. “Wider.” Roxie sensed the irritation in his tone when she hesitated, and she hurried to move her feet further apart. “That’s better,” Thrux added. 

Roxie kept her eyes closed as Thrux first stroked her labia and then inserted his finger. She tried to pretend she was somewhere else, to pretend it wasn’t happening. After a minute or so Thrux said loudly, “Hey lads, she’s ruttocking well enjoying it!” Roxana heard the laughter, not only from Thrux’s friends, but from men sitting at one or two tables nearby.

The contraceptive injections which Roxie and the other girls at the Maidens all received, had several useful side effects apart from preventing pregnancy. One was to suppress their monthly cycles, which naturally increased their productivity and earning potential. It simulated the effects of pregnancy in other ways, too. Their breasts became a little fuller and their bodies responded more quickly to sexual stimulation, showing outward signs of arousal such as a firming of the nipples and vaginal lubrication. This did not of course mean that Roxie was truly enjoying being fondled or anticipated any pleasure from what Thrux and his friends intended to do to her. Her body, charged with hormones, was responding despite her will. 

Akkadis Leisure considered this a useful side effect. It made the gentlemen imagine the girls were enjoying their attentions and it lessened the discomfort for the girls of intercourse without foreplay. Roxie and the other new girls would have to serve as pleasure slaves for a year at least before all traces of modesty and self respect were erased from their characters and they derived any genuine pleasure from serving their clients.

Thrux understood none of this. “Go to the bar,” he ordered. “We want four beers.”

“Yes, master,” said Roxie. She bobbed a curtsey and stooped to retrieve her dress. 

“Leave that, you fool,” snapped her tormentor. “You’re a whore, not a teacher. Get the ruttocking beers. And run!”

Roxana ran. Her breasts bounced prettily all the way to the bar and she felt the eyes of every man in the lounge bar upon her. She returned to Thrux’s table with the drinks.

“Now go to the stage,” he said. “You’re gonna dance for us. And if you know what’s good for you, you’ll make it lively. I hope for your sake you know how to dance properly.”

Roxie moved automatically, gyrating to the beat of the Atkoi music, swaying to the simple but erotic moves she had been taught, trying to shut from her mind the fact that Thrux, Stobbins, Danielz, Ottinger, and a score of unknown men were watching every inch of her body and every move she made. After perhaps ten minutes, which seemed an eternity, Ronika came over to the stage and with a triumphant smirk, gestured for Roxie to return to Thrux’s table.

“Sit here, girl,” ordered Thrux, sipping his drink. For a while she endured more of Thrux and Stobbins’s fondling. Then Thrux stood and said, “Now you can come upstairs with us. You’re gonna get a damn good ruttocking.”

Thrux insisted that she walk ahead so that he and his friends could watch her as she made her way, still completely bare, across the lounge to the stairs, in front of the interested and amused gaze of several dozen gentleman customers.

A screen in Mrs Knott’s office enabled her to watch Thrux and his friends enjoy their evening’s entertainment. Roxie was very inexperienced. Until two weeks ago she had been a virgin. These would be her first customers after Dako, and Mrs Knott was concerned about letting the four young men have her. Roxie had to learn to cope, though. Mrs Knott would be doing her no favours, she reasoned, if she overprotected the new girl. Besides, Thrux was paying a hundred solidi for Roxie to entertain him and his friends. But if he got carried away as he had before, it would be essential to intervene before he did the girl any permanent damage. Mrs Knott would have to keep a careful watch on the proceedings.

Roxie watched horrified as Thrux loosened his belt. “Get on your back,” he said. “On the floor. Spread them. Wider.” Mrs Knott heard a thump and a yelp as Thrux sharply kicked one of Roxie’s knees. The girl had been to slow to obey. Then he knelt down to begin. 

Stobbins stretched Roxie’s arms back behind her head and stood with one foot on each of her hands, while Danielz and Ottinger each stood with their full weight on one of her feet. Roxie was spread-eagled, held in place as firmly as if she had been put in a brace, but considerably more uncomfortably. She whimpered, but did not attempt to resist. Sensible girl, thought Mrs Knott. At one point she cried out and Stobbins lifted one foot and pressed it onto her face. Her head was on its side and he stood for a while with one foot on her cheek and the other on her hand. After that Roxie whimpered a few times, but she did not cry out loudly.

Eventually Thrux finished, but Roxie’s ordeal was not over. Far from it: Stobbins took his turn next, then Danielz, then Ottinger. Bored with standing on Roxana’s hands and feet, they ordered her to hold one of her ankles in each hand. It was an exhausting position to hold for any length of time, but Roxie dared not release her ankles. It was over an hour before each had taken his turn. 

Next, they decided that Roxie should satisfy them orally as well. This would take longer, Mrs Knott guessed. They were already largely sated and Roxie was very inexperienced. Even on the tiny hand held screen, Mrs Knott could sense Roxana’s revulsion. Nevertheless it was something the girl would have to learn to do, Mrs Knott thought.

Thrux had ordered a bottle of brandy to be sent up later, and Binka was sent to deliver it. Roxie was busy with Thrux, her head bobbing rhythmically as she knelt before him. She was trying very hard to do it just as she had been taught, with slow, steady strokes. She did not pause or break her rhythm as Binka put down the tray of bottles and glasses and left. Her two kittentails swayed prettily as her head bobbed up and down. 

The others sat awaiting their turn with Roxana.  They discussed Roxie and her relative merits and demerits and then various Wednesday night Entertainments they had seen at the Maidens, and highlights of several performances at the Arena. They discussed the chances of different teams in the forthcoming aircar races at the Velocidrome, and then the political situation. They hoped that the Kzamate would give the Imperials a good hiding. None of them anticipated Akkadis itself being directly involved if there was a war, and they poured derision on the Emperor’s offer to come to the assistance of Akkadis if it was attacked. The offer was self interested and in any case unnecessary, they agreed. They discussed the merits of Imperial girls at the Maidens and other pleasure houses and agreed that Imperials girls made good pleasure slaves. Then they discussed Roxie again, and whether or not she was making satisfactory progress in her new occupation.

Neither Thrux nor his friends nor Roxie nor anyone else realised that Mrs Knott had made an audiovisual recording of Thrux with Roxana. She did not bother recording the other louts. But Thrux was the nephew of a senator, a wealthy and powerful man concerned with the honour of his family. If Mrs Knott did indeed lose her job this would be a valuable addition to her collection of audiovisual recordings.

When Mrs Knott had first had the idea of recording wealthy clients, the very thought had turned her cold with fear. She could almost feel the wire tightening around her throat. But she was an intelligent woman. She would do nothing unless her career was already in peril. She would mention the recordings to no one. If she ever did resort to blackmail she would begin with Mrs Carno. It would be dangerous to threaten someone like Senator Thrux directly. And she would make it quite clear that if anything happened to her, copies of the recordings would automatically be sent out to various individuals. No one would be able to stop the recordings being sent, even if Mrs Knott herself was dead. Above all, she would leave no proof that she had ever demanded anything.

But these arrangements could all be made later. Right now, all Mrs Knott needed were the recordings themselves. She switched off her camera and slipped the memory wafer into her pocket.

Roxie knelt in a corner of the room, shaking. “Let’s go downstairs. I’m thirsty,” said Thrux. They all stood, except for Roxie. Uncertain what was expected of her, she remained kneeling with her back very straight and her hands on her knees.

“Come here, girl,” said Thrux. 

Roxana stood and obeyed, terrified and still completely naked, trying to gauge his mood. Was he angry? 

“Do you think I was harsh with you, girl?” he demanded. 

Roxie was unsure how to reply. She was on dangerous ground. She shook her head and said, “No, master.”

 “This for your own good,” said Thrux. “You’ve got a lesson to learn, girl. You’re not a teacher. You’re a whore. No one owes you a living. This whorehouse didn’t buy you to keep you in luxury.” He paused.

“Yes, master,” said Roxana, and curtsied.

“You’ve got to earn your keep. If you don’t learn to make your customers happy, you’re not going to live long. They’ll send you to the Arena. One day you’ll thank me for this.”

“Yes, master. Thank you, master.” Roxie curtsied again.

Thrux reached into his pocket and retrieved a small coin. “Here,” he said, holding it out towards her mouth. 

Roxie took it in her lips. It was a prime, a tenth of a solidus. She transferred it to her hands, knelt graciously and made obeisance. “Thank you, master,” she said. “Thank you, masters.” 

“You’re not finished yet, girl,” said Thrux. “You’re going to serve us drinks in the bar.”

“Yes, master,” said Roxie again. She rose and curtsied again and followed Thrux and his friends. She would be serving them naked, she knew. She hoped there were not many men in the lounge bar. 

Thrux turned to her again. “You enjoyed it, didn’t you?” he said. 

Roxie had been told already how to respond to that question. “Yes, master,” she said quickly. It was important that the gentlemen should always know that the girls had enjoyed serving them.

Thrux nodded knowingly. “Yes. You are a whore.”


3: OLD SCHOOL TIES

On the stage, Roxie had just realised with utter dismay that one of the gentlemen at Table 3, smartly dressed and drinking and talking to his colleagues, was Mr Bolventor.

It had been Maurice Bolventor, the Principal of Akkad City State Senior School Number Eleven, who had given Roxana Keswick her first and indeed her only teaching position. He was in his fifties with dark, greying hair. Roxana had always thought that he seemed serious and dignified, as a principal should. She had always been a little nervous in his presence, but he had been kind to her and she was genuinely grateful. She felt beholden to him.

Roxana had completed the academic part of her training and had applied to complete her traineeship at Mr Bolventor’s school. He had been impressed by her references and her examination results, her professional and well organised approach to teaching and her willingness to work hard. She set high standards for herself and for her students. She genuinely wanted them to succeed. She was a little shy and obviously lacked experience but he realised that she had the makings of a good teacher. He had made up his mind that barring any unforeseen mishaps, he would offer her a position on the permanent teaching staff when her traineeship was completed.

Having her entire family proscribed by the Oligarchy was certainly an unforeseen mishap. Bolventor had been obliged to replace Roxana at short notice with a temporary replacement. He still felt that her replacement lacked Roxana’s patience and willingness for hard work.

And now Mr Bolventor was here! Here, in the Maidens of Nenuphar, and Roxie was on the stage dressed in a tiny so called skirt and a waistcoat, both of which she knew from experience made men want to look at her. She was here, in a brothel, dancing for the entertainment of men. What would he think of her? What could he possibly think? 

She was conscious that her costume left little to the imagination. It was the same costume that Ana and Aimee were wearing. The skirt consisted of nothing more than a square of thin gauze a yard across, folded diagonally into a triangle and wrapped around her waist and tied at her left hip. It left her left thigh exposed. In fact it left almost all of her exposed. Underneath it, she was bare. The top was a cropped waistcoat. 

Will he think I have chosen to dress like this? she wondered. No, surely not. He must know that I was proscribed, and that if I am still alive at all, I must have been sold into slavery. Surely the school would have been told. Another thought occurred to her: Is he here looking for me? Does he plan to rescue me? But if he sees me dancing like this, like a whore, will he still want to rescue me or will he just leave me here?

Then something happened which terrified Roxie more, more even than the thought of Mr Bolventor looking up at the stage. Petra was walking to the bar. She was carrying the bell. Roxie realised that it must be almost ten o’clock, and her heart sank.

The bell was rung on most evenings at the Maidens of Nenuphar at about ten o’clock. It was the signal for all the girls to remove their tops. The music would suddenly change to something with a forceful beat. Most pleasure houses began to empty after about ten o’clock. Mrs Knott naturally wanted the Maidens to remain full, or at least fuller than most.

With her heart in her mouth Roxana realised that at the end of this song she would have to remove her top, in front of Mr Bolventor and his friends and everyone in the lounge, and continue dancing with bare breasts, wearing only the scanty square of cloth. To make matters worse, Roxie was dancing alone. It would have been a little less humiliating if she had been among a group of girls dancing together.

Briefly she glanced at Table 3 again, and then looked quickly away. There were five men there, in business suits, and two of them were watching the stage. The others, including Mr Bolventor, were drinking, talking quietly, or listening and laughing. Mr Bolventor might look up at any moment. Would he recognise her? With their similar hairstyles, similar costumes and slim figures, perhaps he would not realise it was her. And yet he was sitting not twenty feet from her. She continued to sway her hips and breasts in the graceful yet erotic style which the girls had been taught. The Atkoi were not civilised, yet their music was compelling.

Roxie glanced at Table 3 again. Still Mr Bolventor was not looking at her. She tried not to keep looking at his table. They might think she was trying to attract their attention. She glanced back towards Petra. Petra was still holding the bell and talking to Ronika, and laughing at some private joke. Then she lifted the bell and adjusted her grip on it, and transferred it to her other hand. She appeared to be about to ring it when Ronika said something and Petra laughed, lowered the bell again and replied.

Roxie looked back towards Table 3. This time Mr Bolventor was looking straight at her. Unmistakeably, he had seen her. She tried to interpret his expression. Was he sympathetic or simply disgusted? She dared not stop dancing. For a moment she looked away, flustered and conscious of the thin cloth barely covering her hips. Should she look at him, or look away? She risked a brief glance back towards him. He was still looking at her. 

If Mr Bolventor recognised her, he might be able to get her out of this horrible, horrible place. Should she smile and wave at him? That was what the more experienced girls at the Maidens would have done. The dancing girls were encouraged to flirt with the gentlemen, to try to be chosen. But Roxie, in her shame and confusion, could not bring herself to do either.

Then the bell rang. It was a simple signal, a light tinkling of the bell, but to Roxana it was the crack of doom.

For an instant she hesitated. The other girls, those waitressing or sitting with gentlemen at tables, obeyed the signal. Then Roxie, too, removed her top. She dared not look towards Table 3 now. She heard a murmur of approval, a cheer of male voices, and those in the lounge who had not been watching now turned towards the stage. The girls who were sitting at the tables had all asked the gentlemen’s permission before removing their waistcoats. None were refused. A new song immediately began to play and Roxie began her new dance, livelier and more erotic. 

Burning with shame, Roxie wondered if it were possible to die of embarrassment. She thought not, although it would have solved all her problems. She controlled the impulse to cover her breasts.

Mr Bolventor must have seen her now. She dared to glance towards him, just for an instant. He was still watching her. The other men at his table were watching her too, and grinning. What would he think of her, dancing topless in a brothel? Shamefully she answered her own question. He would think she was a whore, because she was.

Roxie also had another problem. The rhythmic beat of the music was reaching its climax. Roxana, along with a number of other girls at the Maidens, had been taught the correct steps and movements for this dance. They had rehearsed them thoroughly. With Ronika and Petra watching, Roxie had no alternative but to perform the movements properly.

There was no help for it. As the music reached its crescendo, Roxie put her hands behind her back and thrust her breasts forward, sinuously twisting her torso and wriggling so that her breasts bounced from side to side for three beats of the music. She was supposed to look at the gentlemen and smile as she did this, but she could not bring herself to look at Table 3. Then, after counting three more beats, she turned her back to most of the audience, this time thrusting her buttocks back and wriggling them too, for three more beats. She heard the reaction of the audience. They enjoyed it. Some of the men on Mr Bolventor’s table clapped, and one whistled. 

Roxie felt the fabric of her triangular skirt waving as she moved. Would the watching men realise she was wearing nothing underneath? Roxie feared they would be left in little doubt. 

She turned to face the audience again, blushing crimson but still swaying to the music. She dared a fleeting glance at Mr Bolventor’s table. Unmistakably, he was still watching. The song ended and Roxie curtsied and pressed her hands together as if in supplication, as was required of her. There were some enthusiastic cheers and claps, and then the next song began.

For three more songs the agony of her exposure continued. Then Ronika, who had taken over from Petra, gestured to Roxie to step down. Daisy, Heidi and Nysha ascended the stage in her place.

Roxie was sent to waitress at tables 10 to 12. As she walked over, she felt the men’s eyes on her breasts. She glanced towards Table 3, but from this angle she could not see Mr Bolventor.

Another dreadful thought occurred to her. Suppose she was hired and taken upstairs now, and Mr Bolventor saw it? Girls were often hired after they had been dancing. Worse still, suppose one of Mr Bolventor’s friends or business associates hired her? 

Roxie returned to the bar to fetch the drinks her customers had ordered. As she returned, carrying the drinks, she was able to see Table 3.

Mr Bolventor and the other men at his table had left.


4: PORTRAIT OF A LADY

No woman so naked as the one you can see to be naked underneath her clothes.

Michael Frayn.

“Go to Table 14. You’ve been booked,” said Ronika simply. 

“Yes, miss,” said Roxie.

It was two days since the awful day when Mr Bolventor had appeared. Roxana did not know whether he had left in disgust at her antics, or to spare her further humiliation, or neither. Perhaps her presence had been entirely irrelevant to his evening’s entertainment with a group of friends. 

Tonight, mercifully, Roxie was more fully dressed. The dress code for this evening was the short, strapless black dresses which came down almost to their knees. They looked almost formal. The fabric was thick with a silky lining. They left the girls’ shoulders bare and drew attention to their cleavage. Before she had been proscribed Roxie would never have dared wear such a short dress but now she was grateful when the manager or her deputy selected them. There were five or six different uniforms that they might wear. Roxie’s favourite was the long, light blue dress, although even that was made of very thin, silky cloth and split right up to her thigh. The short, strapless dresses would have been her second choice. The skirt consisting of a folded square of cloth was the one she hated most. It was usually Ronika who selected that particular costume. Only rarely were girls at the Maidens required to dance entirely bare. That was usually much later in the evening. But tonight the Maidens were wearing the short black strapless dresses. 

Roxie made her way to Table 14, trying not to anticipate what fate awaited her this evening. What would the man be like? What would he make her do? Some were considerate, others were hateful, but even the kindest, most reasonable, expected to receive the entertainment he had paid for.

Table 14 was an alcove table. When she reached it she saw that the gentleman there was Mr Bolventor.

“Sir! Mr Bolventor!” Roxie curtsied, then blushed, confused. Should she address him as a teacher spoke to her principal or as a pleasure slave spoke to a customer?

Bolventor seemed to sense her confusion. “Miss Keswick,” he said half rising to his feet, but he was not being sarcastic as Thrux had been. “Roxana. Please sit down.” Gratefully Roxie sat at his table, with her knees pressed modestly together and her hands on her lap. Then she blushed, thinking of the night before last. He had recognised her. He had seen her breasts and watched her dance. He had remembered the number fastened to her skimpy skirt, and sent for her. Had he been searching for her to rescue her or had he found her by accident? And was he here now to help her, or to use her as a pleasure slave? But if the latter, he could have chosen any girl. He had chosen to ask for her. There was hope, then.

“Roxana, I was horrified when I found out what had happened. We all were. I am truly sorry. You must have had a dreadful time.”

“Thank you, Mr Bolventor.”

“Do you know… have you had any news about your family?”

“None. We were told to assume… the worst. I think I am the only survivor.” Roxana fought to hold back her tears. Usually she could control her emotions, but Bolventor’s kind words had broken through her defences.

“I am sorry. I am truly sorry. It’s a barbaric punishment.”

“Thank you. And have you? Have you heard anything… about my family?”

“No. They told us very little. Only that it… your situation… cannot be reversed.” For a few moments, neither spoke. Then they both tried to speak at once and both stopped, embarrassed.

“Go on,” said Bolventor.

“Mr Bolventor, is there any possibility that you can help me?” Roxie paused for a few moments. He did not reply. It was not sounding good. “Help me to get out of here?” she added.

“Roxie, I’m sorry. Legally, there is no procedure to appeal. I did ask a lawyer. Even if the… the house wanted to… sell you, and even if I had the money to spare, I would not be able to buy your freedom. The law requires you to be retained by a licensed… pleasure house.” He was clearly embarrassed to have to explain this. He looked at Roxie. She was attractive. She was very attractive. He had always known that, but with bare shoulders and arms, her soft, smooth skin was all the more alluring.

“Roxana, there is something else I think I ought to mention. You must realise that even if somehow you were allowed to leave here, you could not now re-enter polite society. I know it’s not fair, it’s grotesque, but it cannot be altered.” Roxie looked at Bolventor. Her wide eyes and shining hair gleamed in the light from the bar. She was wearing a lovely perfume, Bolventor noticed.

The Principal continued: “I confiscated this from a boy in the twelfth form. Rivaz. You probably remember him.” He drew a folded sheet of paper from his pocket. “It’s the Maidens of Nenuphar photobrochure. He printed it off from his inforeader. They’re not allowed to look up things like that, obviously, but you know how it is, we can never stop them entirely.”

Roxana unfolded the sheet. It was an advertisement. ‘We Love to Love,’ it began. It contained the address of the Maidens of Nenuphar, the opening hours, the table of prices, and pictures of all the Maidens girls, both in groups, in their different costumes, and individually. Roxana saw her own photograph halfway down, with a quotation below it: ‘Hi! I’m Roxie. I’m new here, but I’m very keen to learn and I’m eager to please you,’ it said. Roxie blushed. She knew that brochures such as this were blocked out of school inforeaders, but the school could do nothing to prevent students from reading and printing them at home.

“I’m sorry,” said Bolventor. “One of them saw your pictures and realised it was you. It generated considerable….interest. You know what boys in the twelfth are like. By morning break they all knew. I’m sorry, Roxana. I know Thrux has been here. I’m afraid you may get a lot more visits from your old students now. I’ve no control over what they do in their own time. Things have happened, Roxana, things beyond your control and mine. You couldn’t return to teaching now. The parents, the students, the governors…everyone would know. These things cannot be undone.”

“But Mr Bolventor, is there anyone you know who might be able to help me? Someone with enough money, who might help me, or even have someone in their house. I mean, I can cook, or clean, or….” her sentence trailed off.

“I think it would be asking someone a great deal to take that risk in the current political mood. I don’t know how much they tell you here, but things are changing fast. It looks quite likely that there will be a war. The Kzam is demanding more and more concessions and at some point the Empire will have to fight. I don’t really think Akkadis could stay neutral. The Oligarchs say they want to, but the rumours are that the Imperials are handing out billions of solidi in bribes. They want to take over the Naval base here. And the government is still publicly calling anyone with Imperial sympathies a traitor. The point is, it would be too dangerous to flout the law. I could not in good conscience ask anyone to do that. I would not risk my own family, so I could hardly ask anyone else to take such a risk.”

Roxie tried not to allow the desperation to show in her voice. “Sir, is there anyone, anyone you know who could get me out of here and help me hide and get to a ship to another planet, either independent or even… Imperial. I can work hard. I can do whatever is required.” Roxie spoke quietly, and glanced around as she spoke, in case she was overheard.

“Roxana, things have changed. Through no fault of yours, I know. But you cannot alter what’s happened. Neither can I. Your life has changed now, and you have to accept your new reality. If you want to live, then learn, and adapt to it.”

Close to tears, Roxie saw her last slim hope slipping away from her. “Mr Bolventor, it’s horrible here. It’s awful. Awful. They make us…sometimes… the customers….” Close to tears, she could not complete the sentence.

“Roxana, I think we have exhausted this line of conversation. I’m afraid I cannot add anything to what I have already said.”

That’s it, thought Roxana. It’s a dead end. Bolventor began to stand. Her last link with her old life was about to leave.

Then he said, “Come with me. We will talk upstairs.” She walked with him towards the elevator. Should she hold his arm, as she had been taught? Yes, she decided. Perhaps he intended to speak to her privately, to discuss his plans in secret. Whatever his intentions now, in public she must behave like a pleasure slave.

Upstairs in the bedroom, Bolventor closed the door. At last he was alone with her. She was very beautiful. Breathtaking, he thought. 

Am I an evil man? he wondered. I hope not. But I am a man. And I will help the girl. I will give her the help which is appropriate. The help which is possible.

He cupped her face in his hands, and drew her gently towards him. Her eyes opened wide in confusion. “Relax,” he said. “It’s all right.” Her lips were full and her perfume filled his lungs. He slid his hands down to her shoulders. Her skin was soft and silky smooth. He loosened the fastener which kept her dress closed.

Nothing was holding up the dress now, Roxie thought, except Bolventor himself as he held her. He stepped back and allowed the dress to slide down. She caught it just in time, before her breasts were exposed.

“No,” said Bolventor. “Let it fall.”

“Sir… underneath I’m… I’ve got nothing on.…” It was not her fault, Roxie thought. Petra made them all dress like that.

“Even so,” said Bolventor. It was not a request, Roxie realised. She let the dress fall, and shyly covered her breasts with one arm and her intimate parts with the other.

“No, put your hands down,” said Bolventor. “I want to see you.” He stood looking at Roxie, drinking in the sight. Her fair hair hung down to her shoulders, parted in the centre so that it framed her beautiful face, with her wide round eyes.  The perfect hemispheres of her breasts were firm, full but not overlarge. Her waist was slim and her hips curved beautifully.

When she was a teacher, Bolventor thought, I knew she was beautiful, but I never imagined she would be as lovely as this. If she had been born in servitude she would not be in this place. She would have been the concubine of a wealthy man.

Roxana was blushing hotly. It was charming, Bolventor thought. Unable to meet his eyes, she stared at the opposite wall. He reached out and stroked her breasts and squeezed them. “It must be difficult for you,” he said. “Were you a virgin when they….arrested you?”

“Yes, sir,” she whispered.

Bolventor traced her brand. “Rose Garden,” he said, quietly.

“Yes, sir,” she said again.

Then he stroked her labia. “Oh!” she whispered. Roxie was moist, he noticed. It was not that she was truly aroused. It was the effect of the injection, the contraceptive. She closed her eyes, blushing more intensely. Bolventor took her tightly by the upper arm and said, “Come here,” and led her to the bed.

Later, they talked. Bolventor was more relaxed. “Why do some of the girls here address me as ‘master,’ but others say ‘sir’? ” he asked Roxie.

“We can choose,” she replied. “We are told that either is acceptable. It depends on the girl, and the wishes of the gentleman.”

“Then I think it is better that you address me as ‘master.’ Several of the other girls do.”

“Yes, master.”

“I meant what I said, earlier. You must adapt to your new life. Your old life is over now.”

“Yes, master.”

“That does not mean that I will leave you here, forgotten.  Naturally I will help you. I will visit you when the opportunity arises. Whenever I come, I will help you. Financially, I mean. I know the girls here like tips.”

“Thank you, master.” She kissed him gently on the cheek. “Thank you.”

“Kiss me again,” he said. “No, not there. Lower down. Right down.”

“Yes, master.”

“Have they taught you what to do, precisely? I imagine they would.”

Roxie hesitated, and then said “Yes, master,” mortified.

“Good. Show me what you have learned.”

Roxie slid down the bed and began kissing his manhood. 

When Bolventor finally stood to dress, Roxie knelt in obeisance. True to his word, Bolventor did indeed give her a tip. It was five solidi.


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Friend of Akkadis: 

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

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.
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