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AUTHOR’S NOTE

PROLOGUE

Amanda hated being exercised naked, in full view of any of the farm staff, male or female, who chose to watch. And she was bitterly ashamed to be put through her paces while Dr Nargal stood watching. She glanced at her former family friend and looked quickly away. He was looking at her now, grinning. She was conscious that her full breasts were bouncing as she moved. 

Amanda was also afraid that Ezmay might choose to mete out her punishment at any moment. The welt across Amanda’s left breast was still burning. She wished she was allowed to rub it, to sooth the raw pain. She had been unable to help herself from crying out, from squealing in pain when Ezmay had delivered the crack of the whip. Amanda knew the punishment for shouting out when struck by the whip. It was another crack of the whip, an extra lash. And if Ezmay chose to punish her now, with Nargal watching, the humiliation would be unendurable.  

The thirty-eight bare breeding slaves were standing in straight lines. Ezmay always ran the girls naked. She told them it was for their health, but in reality the overseer, herself a slave, simply enjoyed humiliating and demonstrating her power over them. She took considerable pride in the fact that none of her girls had ever dared to complain about being exercised naked. 

Amanda was standing between Ana and Nessie. The girls stood perfectly still except for the rise and fall of their bare breasts as they panted for breath. Each girl had been given a thick wooden pole, about a yard long, which she held with a hand at each end. When Ezmay ordered, ‘Squat,’ they bent their knees and touched their hands to the ground, still holding the bar. When Ezmay said, ‘Lift,’ they stood, despite their fatigue, and lifted the bars high above their heads. 

Amanda had long since lost count of how many lifts and squats she had completed. At first the exercises seemed bearable. Now after forty or more repetitions the pretty blonde was close to exhaustion, but she dared not slow down. She knew that for Ana and Nessie, both heavily pregnant, the torment would be worse still. 

“Squat,” said Ezmay, and the girls sank obediently to the ground. “Lift,” said the overseer, and they dutifully stood with their arms raised high, supporting their wooden bars above their heads. Amanda felt her breasts thrust proudly forward. 

The thick vertical welt was three inches long, raw and purple across her left nipple. It must be easily visible, Amanda thought. Ezmay had delivered the cut of the whip fifteen minutes earlier, but still the overseer had not punished Amanda for crying out.  Perhaps Ezmay intended to show some mercy this morning. She could see that Amanda was trying her best with all the exercises.  And perhaps Ezmay understood how ashamed Amanda felt when Nargal came to watch the exercise sessions.

Nargal took advantage of every opportunity to exert his power over Amanda. He watched her, leering as Ezmay exercised the naked girls. Every day when the breeding slaves were lined up naked for medical inspection, Nargal fondled and squeezed Amanda. And soon she would be inseminated. Nargal had already told her that after she was pregnant he would be allowed to choose her for his own entertainment, and the prospect filled her with dread. Amanda knew that the farm doctor had betrayed her family to the secret police. Her loathing for her former friend was mixed with fear and shame.  

“Squat,” said Ezmay, and Amanda sank to the ground again. “Lift.” Amanda stood again with her arms raised, conscious that once more her breasts were presented for Nargal’s scrutiny. 

Since receiving the breast enhancements, Amanda was more embarrassed than ever by the size of her breasts. They were large now, pumped full of gel. She knew that men noticed her them. Nargal certainly noticed them. It was Nargal who had given her the enhancement, painfully injecting each breast with the silicon gel.

Amanda dared to glance at him briefly again. He was definitely looking at her. He was still smiling. He thought it was amusing, she realised, bitterly. Ashamed, Amanda looked quickly away. 

But Ezmay had seen her glance at Nargal. It was the moment the overseer had been waiting for. The slut has no sense of shame, Ezmay thought. She’s flirting with the doctor. Flirting and showing off her tarty looking breasts. Ezmay lunged forward powerfully with the dressage whip and at precisely the right instant drew it sharply back. The overseer spent every free moment practising with the whip, and this was an accurate lash and a severe one, even by Ezmay’s standards. Dr Nargal, Ezmay and every one of the thirty-eight bare slave girls heard the sharp crack as the tip cut pitilessly across Amanda’s right breast, perfectly centred across her nipple, matching the first stroke. To Ezmay it was a thrilling, deeply satisfying sound. To Nargal it was mildly amusing. To Amanda it signalled an unbearable blast of searing pain. 

Amanda uttered a loud yelp followed by a series of prolonged squeals which she tried desperately to suppress. For screaming or breaking position she could be punished yet again. Amanda knew that. Her face twisted in pain and for the briefest of instants she lowered her hands as if to clutch at the burning flesh of her breast. Then she controlled herself and returned to her correct position. She was whimpering and sobbing and gasping for breath, but she did not break position. Her arms were still raised and her breasts were still thrust forward. Nargal chuckled at her discomfort. Amanda’s face was twisted and tears of pain and humiliation ran down her cheeks, but she dared not break position to wipe them away.

Ezmay smiled inwardly. Dr Nargal had seen her handiwork. He would be impressed. He would be pleased.

The slut got what she wanted, thought Ezmay. The doctor’s noticed her breasts. And now she’ll have a matching stripe each side.

THE STORY SO FAR

Amanda was not born a slave. She was the beautiful, privileged wife of a successful lawyer until her husband was accused of treason by the secret police, and executed. It is the year 2999, and the rogue planet Akkadis is ruled by a ruthless council of oligarchs who fear losing their grip on power and brutally suppress all opposition. Amanda and her daughter, Honeysuckle, are condemned to slavery and sold to a brothel as pleasure slaves.

Worse is to follow. Amanda has offended Mrs Knott, the terrifying manageress of the brothel, and she fears being sent to a slave breeding farm which belongs to the same company. That would be the most degrading fate Amanda could imagine: to be regularly strapped to a bench, gagged and hooded, inseminated by a stud slave and forced to breed future generations of slaves, girls who will themselves one day become concubines if they are lucky or pleasure slaves or breeding slaves if they are not. As a breeding slave, Amanda could expect to remain of the farm for decades, producing one baby after another until her body is worn out. 

And no one quite knows what becomes of breeding slaves who have outlived their usefulness…

Fearfully, Amanda and Honeysuckle await Mrs Knott’s decision.  

1: CAUSE AND EFFECT

Amanda, Honeysuckle and Ana were summoned to Mrs Knott’s office. The three girls knelt, wondering whether the manageress was still angry with them despite their respective punishments. Hearing footsteps they tensed, making sure they were kneeling straight and perfectly upright. 

Mrs Knott entered, together with a smartly dressed gentleman. He wore a business suit and carried a walking cane, a black rod with a gold finial. The manageress invited the gentleman to sit and then said, “These are the three girls. That’s the filly of the blonde one.” She indicated Honey as she spoke. 

The man nodded. Honey and Amanda had both seen him before. He had been sitting near the front the evening before, when Petra had sent them to the stage to dance for him. The man merely looked at them. At one point he had withdrawn a small notebook from his pocket and written some notes. Then he had simply left. 

The three slaves eyed the man’s cane nervously. Were they to be punished? Or was the rod merely an affectation, an accessory which some formally dressed men occasionally carried on Akkadis? 

Amanda, Honey and Ana were ordered to disrobe. They obeyed, blushing beneath his scrutiny. The man examined them thoroughly and dispassionately. He looked at their faces and figures, their breasts, thighs, legs and buttocks, but he did not appear to derive any personal satisfaction from it. His interest seemed more professional, almost scientific. 

One at a time the three women were required to lie on a table while the gentleman prodded and pressed their stomachs and deeply probed their intimate parts. It was Amanda’s turn first. “She’s very well preserved,” the man remarked. “I see you’ve had her breasts done,” he added. “It won’t matter, though.” Amanda blushed at the reference to her enhanced breasts, but she did not understand his remark about it not mattering. She dared not interrupt him, though. 

When he examined Honey, he said. “I can see where she gets her looks from. You’ve done her breasts too, I see.” This was true. Mrs Knott that Honey’s breasts should also be enlarged and firmed, to match Amanda’s. Some gentlemen liked to have two girls entertain them together, and matching sisters, or in this case a mother and daughter, were ideal for that purpose.   

When it was Ana’s turn, he noticed the stripes across her breasts, but did not comment on them or ask why she had been disciplined. Ana gasped as he pressed her pregnant stomach firmly, slowly and repeatedly. “Five months, you say? Yes, I suppose it’s time I took her,” he commented. He enquired about their ages, weight and other statistics, all of which Mrs Knott had available. Eventually he said, “Good. They’ll do. We need new blood. I’ll send the van tomorrow. Have them ready early. The gravid one and the dam, I mean. Not the filly, obviously. She can stay here for a few years yet.”

The man left. Ana and Honey were both weeping, mortified but not understanding what had just happened. It was Amanda who plucked up the courage to ask Mrs Knott, “Please, ma’am, excuse me, ma’am, but are we being sent… somewhere?”

“Somewhere? No, you’re not being sent Somewhere,” smiled Mrs Knott, amused by her own joke. “That was Mr Iratos, the farm manager. You’re going to the Farm! You’re going to Seven Fountains Farm!”


2: A REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST

Son, may you be happier than your father. 

Sophocles

On her first evening at Seven Fountains Farm, Amanda saw Nessie.

Amanda and Ana had been woken early at the Maidens of Nenuphar, tied, gagged, hooded and left in the hall. For a very long time, nothing happened. Then they were taken to the van, a landcar with covered sides. They lay on some sacks on the floor of the van. They could see nothing, but the sacks smelled of ‘Happy Pig’ pellets.

The vehicle began moving. In Akkad City and its environs the plascreted roads were firm and smooth, but as time passed they realised that they must be travelling on unmade roads and later on rough farm tracks. The pregnant Ana gasped every time the vehicle jolted over a particularly large bump. The pretty brunette endured the discomfort; she had no choice. 

It was late afternoon by the time they reached the farm. They were unhooded and told to shower. They were each issued with underwear and a plain grey dress with the badge of Akkadis Leisure on the back and front. The dresses could be adjusted to fit a wearer who was heavily pregnant. Next they were taken to a small room and told to wait for the Medical Supervisor. 

When he arrived, Amanda and Ana stood and curtsied, but Amanda’s heart sank with dismay and she had to force herself not to show outwardly the loathing she felt. The Supervisor was Dr Sebastian Nargal.

Nargal examined Ana first. He confirmed that she was expecting a girl. She would be allowed to have the baby. Ana was relieved. The journey had been very arduous for her, but every mile that separated her from the Maidens made her feel a little better. She would be away from that horrible place until her baby was born and for several months afterwards. Most important of all, Akkadis Leisure seemed to value the baby. Ana wanted her baby to live. It was all that remained of Piers. Saving their baby was all that she could do for him now. Nargal said that Ana would be allowed to look after the baby while she remained at the farm. After that, Akkadis Leisure would look after it for her. Ana need worry about nothing. If she was ever sent back to the farm, she might even be able to see the child again. Ana hoped with all her heart that she could do so.

But Amanda was sunk in despair. She could not bear the thought of being covered and inseminated by a stud and made to bear a child who would know nothing except servitude, a child who would know nothing of her forebears, her family or her heritage. 

And there was a worse possibility still. Amanda was not young, like Ana. Ana would be returned to the Maidens when she was judged ready, a few months after she had whelped, as Nargal disgustingly expressed it. Ana was considered to have many years of useful life as a pleasure slave remaining to her. But Amanda was different. At almost thirty-nine years of age she might be kept at the farm, perhaps for years, to breed one baby after another. 

To make matters worse, Nargal seemed very pleased with Amanda. He spoke to a male assistant who was making notes. “She’s well preserved, isn’t she? A splendid looking creature,” Nargal said, lifting Amanda’s chin and turning her head. “Her features are quite exquisite. She’s got a daughter at the Maidens, too, you know. A useful little filly. Damn good in the sack, too. I’ve had them both. We must get a few more whelps out of this one. It would be a criminal waste not to.” Nargal’s assistant agreed with him. 

Amanda remained silent. It was not her place to comment. She simply stood, naked and burning with shame as they discussed her as though she were an animal. 

Nargal gave Amanda a number of injections, a powerful cocktail of drugs intended to clear her body of contraceptives, restore her monthly cycle, increase her fertility and make it more likely that when she did fall pregnant it was with a girl rather than a boy. Boys were no use to Akkadis Leisure. 

Nargal gave Amanda one further disappointing piece of information: Her son was not at Seven Fountains. Tom was now a work slave at one of Akkadis Leisure’s other farms. Nargal gave Amanda a proprietorial slap on the buttocks. “Put your clothes on now. You’re going to your dorm. You can meet the other girls there.”

It was in the dormitory that Amanda saw Nessie.  At first, Amanda could not be certain that it really was Nessie. She had not seen Michael’s former slave girl for nineteen years, and those years had not been as kind to Nessie as they had to Amanda.

Nessie spoke first. “Hello, Amanda,” she said.

Amanda hesitated. “Nessie?” she asked.

“Yes.”

It was an awkward moment for Amanda. Nessie had already belonged to Michael for several years when he became engaged to Amanda. Of course, Amanda had insisted that he dispose of the slave concubine at once. An older slave, a housemaid, would have been acceptable, but Amanda could not tolerate a pretty creature like Nessie, in her early twenties. Amanda told Michael it was a test of his love. If he truly loved Amanda, Nessie had to go. 

Nessie had guessed what was going to happen and her heart was filled with despair. She loved Michael and wanted him to keep her forever. Her situation was not unusual. It was what every concubine feared: that her master would marry and she would be surplus to requirements. 

She knew that as a slave facing resale in her twenties her future was grim indeed. First she would be sold by public auction. Her new master was unlikely to be as kind to her as Michael had been. In a few years he might sell her again. She might be sold several times over the next ten years, for successively lower prices to successively less discriminating masters. Worse still, she might be bought by a pleasure house. Eventually, when she was too old to be of use to her owners, she might be sent for breeding or simply turned out to starve.

Once, Nessie had found herself alone with Amanda at Michael’s house. The slave girl fell to her knees and beseeched Amanda to keep her. She would be a loyal servant, maid, housekeeper, childminder, anything. She would be useful to Amanda. 

Finally, in desperation, Nessie suggested that she could teach Amanda what Michael enjoyed in bed. The moment Nessie had uttered the words, she realised she had made a terrible, terrible mistake. 

Later, Amanda complained to Michael about the embarrassing encounter. Michael understood completely. He had never intended keeping the girl after he was married, he said. Nessie would be disposed of. He would make sure she went to a good home, of course. Amanda would never have to face Nessie again, he promised. 

The next day, Amanda and Michael went out to dinner together. When they returned to his house, Nessie was gone. Michael had arranged everything. The Rose Garden men had collected the girl while they were out. 

And now here she was, facing Nessie again in awkward silence. Traces of Nessie’s former beauty were still evident in her eyes, her cheeks, her nose and her mouth, but her body bore the signs of years of childbearing and almost continuous pregnancy. 

Amanda and Nessie exchanged their stories. After Amanda had last seen her, Nessie had been taken to the Rose Garden where she had been sold to Akkadis Leisure and sent to a pleasure house. Amanda was unable to meet her eyes when Nessie related this part of the story. Nessie had served as a pleasure slave for six years, first at the Maidens of Chalcedon and later at the Maidens of Nenuphar. Then, thirteen years ago, she had been sent to the farm. 

Since then she had borne fourteen babies and she was now heavily pregnant with the fifteenth. She had also had one pregnancy aborted because it was male. The drugs did not always guarantee a female foetus. Sometimes a boy was conceived. When that happened, the mother was given another injection to destroy the foetus. 

Most slaves on Akkadis were concubines or pleasure slaves. A few were in domestic service. But male slaves were rare. Most heavy work, naturally, was done by machinery and even a breeding farm needed very few studs. Amanda and Ana listened in horror to her story. Ana took comfort from knowing that her baby, as a girl, would be safe. 

There were thirty-eight women in the Maternity Compound, including Amanda, Ana and Nessie. Most appeared to be in various stages of pregnancy. All were, or had once been, remarkably beautiful. “There’s no point breeding from dogs,” Nargal had once remarked. Ana was now the youngest. The others ranged from their late twenties to their late forties.

During the day the women were employed in light manual work. This consisted mostly of sewing intricate patterns on ladies’ blouses, dresses, gloves and bags. Hand embroidered garments were both fashionable and expensive, and the sideline produced a useful additional income for the company. It was also considered healthy and beneficial for the women to be kept busy with some task while they were at the farm. Some of them would remain on the farm for decades, and boredom would have bred both mischief and depression. 

As well as the breeding women, their children under two were kept in the maternity compound. Every spring, those who had reached their second birthday were removed to another section of the farm and renamed. The children would never meet their mothers again, and never be told their original given names or the name of either parent. Similarly, the mothers were never told the new names of their offspring, nor of the studs who had fathered them. Insemination took place in strictly controlled anonymity and Akkadis Leisure kept their breeding records a closely guarded secret. 

Nessie had herself been born and raised in slavery. She had a vague recollection of having once had a mother. Her earliest childhood memory was of being handed over by her mother to someone else. She had not understood that she was a slave until she was about seven. 

Years later she had wondered about her origins. Had her parents also been born in slavery? For how many generations had her forebears been slaves? She used to fantasise about her origins. Perhaps her father had been a wealthy man, a great land owner or businessman who fell into debt, or perhaps his enemies had killed him and sold his children as slaves. Perhaps she still had a family somewhere, free, who might one day find her and rescue her. Or perhaps her father was a smuggler, not a vicious criminal but a daring adventurer who was eventually caught and his whole family punished. Or maybe her ancestor had been a war hero, a soldier who fought in a just but losing cause and his people were reduced to servitude.

Nessie had been a virgin when she was first sold at the Rose Garden to Michael, in a private sale. She had been terrified, but Michael was kind and she had fallen in love with him completely. She had hoped above all else that he would choose her to bear his children and that they would be free and escape the cycle of servitude forever. But that was not to be. 

Now, like all the women here, Nessie hoped that when each of her daughters were sold it would be to a private owner who would be kind and perhaps even love them. The girls born on Seven Fountains Farm were all sent to the Rose Garden to be sold when they reached eighteen standard years of age. They knew they would never be free, but they all hoped that their children might be. The worst possible outcome, the terrible possibility, was to be sold either to a pleasure house, or to a man with a love of cruelty. 

Again, Amanda could not meet Nessie’s eyes when she explained this part of her story. Nessie seemed to understand. “It wasn’t your fault,” she said. “We are all slaves now.”

Ashamed, Amanda tried to suppress the tears she felt welling up. Then Nessie reached out and embraced her, and Amanda could no longer stop the tears from flowing freely.


3: TO BE A FARMER’S BOY

Abaddon: Earth type planet, fifth planet of Herschel 265 in the Further Columbus Province. Discovered 2610, settlement began 2651. The colony was abandoned in 2699 after the outbreak of a virulent native infection known as Abaddon Virus or Toad Virus.

New Galactic Encyclopaedia (Infopress: Nenuphar)

Tom, the work slave formerly known as Thomas Alba, lay on his bunk and began to drift into sleep. It had been a hard day’s work, but not an unpleasant one. Life was not easy for any of the slave labourers, but Tom sensed that Mr Udrick treated him as well as he could expect. Mr Udrick was a reasonable man. Several times he had praised Tom for his hard work and progress. Once, Mr Iratos himself had praised Tom. 

It had not always been like that. When Tom first arrived at Seven Fountains, he had been beaten. Mr Udrick said he must not be lazy. 

Tom had been a boy then. He was a man now. He had grown up quickly, he knew. He tried hard, and was soon told that he would be taught how to operate and repair the irrigation and harvesting machines. Thanks to Tom’s hard work and progress, Mr Udrick said, his mother and sister had been transferred from their hard manual work on one of the company farms and were now working in one of the company restaurants. They were not allowed to visit, of course, nor even to exchange written messages, but Mr Udrick had passed on a verbal message to Tom. His mother and sister were grateful. It was thanks to Tom that their lot had been greatly improved. 

It was his parents’ foolish meddling in politics which had got the family into this dreadful mess. Tom understood that now. To disagree with the Oligarchs was madness. They were too powerful. Besides, they were reasonable men and their decisions benefited most people, most of the time. There would always be malcontents, of course. Sometimes they could be ignored, but sometimes troublemakers had to be dealt with for the benefit of everyone, especially with a war looming. That’s what Mr Udrick said, and Tom tended to agree. 

Tom’s father had got them into this mess, but Tom would get them out of it, or at least mitigate their situation. He had already helped his mother and sister. If he could work his way up to a responsible position on the farm, perhaps he could help them further. 

Mr Udrick encouraged Tom. As a reward for his progress, Tom had been allowed several visits to the stables where the slave girls were boarded. He had of course been gagged and hooded for these visits. All work slaves were, when they visited there. But it was a rare privilege. The other labourers all talked about such visits, but only one or two were ever chosen. He saw the respect, or at least the envy, in their eyes when his name was called out for this privilege. The girls were hooded too, so they could not communicate in any way, but he knew they enjoyed his visits too. Two of them, Kimbi and Sally, had each sent him messages saying how much they missed him and hoping he would be allowed to visit them again. Mr Udrick had given Tom the messages, with a grin. “That Kimbi likes you, Tom. You’re onto a good thing there,” he had said, once. 

Mr Udrick also gave Tom some useful man to man advice. Pleasure slaves were sometimes spoilt and vain. If ever one of the girls wriggled too much or seemed uncooperative, he should give her a sharp cuff. You had to be firm with them. That was all they understood. And if anything like that happened, Tom should mention it to Mr Udrick. Mr Udrick was more than capable of dealing with any nonsense like that. 

Mr Iratos had already decided the future course of Amanda, Tom and Honeysuckle’s lives, and the lives of their descendents for the next five generations. 

Behind a box of data cartridges in a locked cupboard inside a locked office in the farm’s administration building, he kept the stock book. It was safe there, he knew. The information was all held in a scruffy hand written book labelled, ‘Animal Feeds’. Mr Iratos himself had carefully copied all of the information from a much older book which Mrs Carno had then destroyed. The records went back centuries, right back to the slaves purchased after the Luxor War. The record appeared to be almost entirely complete. Only one page had been missing from the original book, a page which seemed to relate to about the time old Mr Carno died, just after the outbreak of Toad Virus. A lot of the slaves had died then, or been destroyed. 

The record showed the breeding lines of the slaves of the company now known as Akkadis Leisure. It included the names and numbers of every slave, male and female, their parents, offspring, and date of birth. It showed how each genetic line was related and the physical features of each slave. 

Seven Fountains Farm slaves were famous throughout Akkadis. For generations the company had prided itself on the quality of its produce. Mr Iratos and his predecessors had bred only from the loveliest females and physically finest studs. For generations they had been improving the stock, selecting the best features. If there was a girl in one of Akkadis Leisure’s pleasure houses with truly exceptional beauty, whether it be a delicately turned nose, a pretty smile, lovely eyes or lips or breasts or legs or any other feature, she would be examined by Mr Iratos and if selected she would sooner or later find herself at Seven Fountains Farm. 

He regularly visited the Rose Garden and other auction houses to seek out good breeding material. There were slaves now at the farm whose ancestors had belonged to Akkadis Leisure for centuries, and others who were newly acquired. The programme could always be improved upon. The later pages in the records were loose sheets on which Iratos recorded his plans for future breeding. Amanda, Tom and Honeysuckle already featured in the notes, together with the names and numbers of everyone they would be bred with. The plan included their descendents for several generations. 

Amanda, as she had feared, would now be used for breeding purposes for ten years or more. She would be impregnated and then sent back to the Maidens of Nenuphar for four months only. The pleasure houses liked to have one or two gravid pleasure slaves, and it made economic sense for a breeding slave to continue earning money if she was still fit to do so. But after this pregnancy, Amanda would remain permanently at the farm. 

Honeysuckle would continue at the pleasure house for perhaps another ten or twelve years. She would be worn out by then and ready for breeding. Ideally, Udrick would hope to get at least fifteen whelps out of her. And Tom was already in use as a stud. He had already covered girls from several of the old breeding lines and Iratos had further plans for him. Tom would be used to inseminate his mother. A little inbreeding did no harm and helped to strengthen certain desirable characteristics. Ana, the new girl brought in with Amanda, would be allowed to have her baby and then sent back to the pleasure house for a few more years. 

No slaves were ever conceived on Seven Fountains Farm using artificial insemination. The law forbade it. Neither Iratos nor Mrs Carno dared ignore the Oligarchs, any more than the Oligarchs could ignore the Church. 

In ancient times the Nizami conquerors had crossbred humans with alien life. They had created several races of xenogenes, some of whom survived in various places including remote regions of Akkadis. That had left a lasting revulsion for any kind of genetic engineering of human life. All the churches, monophysite and Arian, condemned such things as an abomination in the sight of God. The ecclesiastical authorities and public sentiment interpreted this strictly, to include even artificial insemination. 

But this was not a serious impediment to the business of the farm. Impregnation by the old fashioned method was effective and cheap. Besides, the girls enjoyed being covered by a stud. Most of them would spend many years at the farm starved of male company, and they had few enough pleasures in their lives.


4: RETURN OF THE NATIVE

Abaddon Virus:.…In the case of in utero infection, abortion is recommended, for which special dispensation was granted by Arch Patriarch Polycarp XII in 2712…

Family Medical Encyclopaedia (Cornubium University Press: Nenuphar, 2991)

Ana yelped loudly as the dressage whip hissed ferociously through the air and stung the back of her thighs. 

Dismayed, she continued running but waited for the inevitable consequence. Women in the maternity compound of Seven Fountains Farm were not allowed to cry out when the overseer struck them with a whip. If you cried out, you got a second stroke. That was the rule when Ezmay was conducting the morning exercises, which was almost every day. Ana knew that. She had tried her very best to remain silent but the ferocity of the sting had been simply unbearable. She had yelped without intending to. Despite her exhaustion, she increased her pace. Perhaps if the overseer saw that she was trying hard, the second stroke would not be as hard as it might otherwise have been.

Ana glanced briefly to her left. Ezmay was standing in the centre of the training ground. Around her, thirty-eight bare slave girls were running ceaselessly, panting helplessly and sweating despite the cold air. Ezmay held the long whip in one hand. She looked severe, but she was not looking directly at Ana. Perhaps she would be merciful this morning. 

Ana turned her eyes towards the front again and concentrated on running as fast as she could. It was uncomfortable. Ana was six months pregnant. She had been told that the morning exercise session would not harm her baby, but it was still very uncomfortable. Her breasts bounced, her pregnant stomach bounced, but she ran as fast as she could. 

Then she heard the hiss of the whip. The cord wrapped itself around Ana’s body and cut into her breasts with a sharp crack. This time the slave girl remembered to clamp her teeth firmly together so that only a muffled whimper escaped her lips. Again, she continued running without hesitation.

Ezmay grinned. As a childless, plain looking slave of nineteen she had little sympathy for the breeding slaves. They were lazy. They were spoilt. They were overfed. They were sluts. They were indeed little better than breeding animals. They needed disciplining and they needed their strength building up for whelping. 

Ezmay did not tolerate laziness. She ran the girls pitilessly. She did not spare the whip. She had no reason to. Unlike Manuela at the Rose Garden she did not have to consider the possibility that unsightly stripes might lower their value.

Ezmay made no allowances for the heavily pregnant women or for the older ones. She had already given Nessie two vicious lashes. Two raised purple welts now prominently adorned Nessie, one on each buttock. This was not because Nessie had screamed the first time. As an experienced breeding slave she had learned not to scream. Only an urgent muffled whimper had escaped her lips after each cut of the whip. Nessie was simply running too slowly. She was in her late forties and nearly ready to drop her next whelp and she was using her age and her condition as an excuse to run slowly, holding her stomach as she ran. She was trying to gain Ezmay’s sympathy, but Ezmay was not going to allow the lazy slut to get away with it. Of that she was quite determined. A stroke of the dressage whip was all it took to encourage a lazy slave girl to make a reasonable effort.

Not all Seven Fountains girls were blessed with great beauty. Occasionally it is possible for the offspring of a good looking dam and stud to be quite plain. There is an element of luck in genetics, and Ezmay was an excellent example of precisely such bad luck. Nature had dealt her a poor hand. Her face was narrow and her features were angular. Mr Iratos had hoped that she might blossom by the time she reached marketable age, but she did not. Nevertheless, Akkadis Leisure had given her every possible opportunity. At eighteen, she was sent to the Rose Garden along with the other Seven Fountains girls she had grown up with. 

But no one had wanted Ezmay. The girls who had been sent to market with her were sold, one by one, in private sales, but none of Runcik’s clients even wanted to examine Ezmay more closely. One of them had joked that she looked like a boy. Not wishing to accept defeat, Mr Runcik had put her in an auction. The reserve price was set at a five hundred solidi. Akkadis Leisure would have been glad to be rid of her at that price. 

Not a single bid was forthcoming. The Arena was not buying that week. Even a merchant who sometimes transported slaves up to the High Plateau to sell to xenogenes did not really want her. He had offered fifty solidi, but he had not seemed especially keen even at that price. 

Ezmay was returned to the farm, ashamed of her failure and terrified of what her future might hold.

Ezmay knew she was not pretty, like the other girls at Seven Fountains. She had always known it. Secretly she had feared and dreaded the day when was sent to market. Now her worst fears had been proved true. 

Her return to the farm was utterly humiliating. A group of breeding slaves had seen her. They guessed why she had been returned to Seven Fountains, and they laughed at her.

They laughed at her, and Ezmay felt her fear and humiliation turn into something new, something different. It turned to hatred. She realised that she hated all the breeding slaves and all the other slave girls. 

Iratos did not want to breed from Ezmay, and he ordered her to be sterilised. It was in any case unlikely that any of the men would ever want her, and the kindest thing would be to circumcise her too. Nargal performed the operations himself, two days later. 

As soon as Ezmay was well enough, Iratos ordered that for the time being at least she could make herself useful by helping the overseers. Ezmay was at least intelligent. If she proved competent she would be trained to become an overseer herself. She could begin by helping with the exercise sessions. 

Ezmay was being given a second chance. She knew that her best chance of survival lay in making herself useful to her owners. Whenever she was not on duty she devoted long hours to practising with the dressage whip and soon became skilled in its use. She was physically strong and not hindered by any sense of compassion for her charges. She was both forceful and accurate with the whip.

The dressage whip was rather longer than the ones used by chariot drivers at the Arena in Akkad City. It was about ten feet long. Half of this length was of stiff boiled leather. The handle was thicker than a man’s thumb but gradually tapered to a narrower stem. The other half was a more flexible cord. The tip of the cord had several knots tied tightly in it. 

The women under Ezmay’s tutelage knew that in her hands the whip and its cruel knots could cut into their bare undefended flesh and inflict terrible, terrible pain. Ezmay knew it too, and she thrilled in the sense of power it gave her. 

Within a year Ezmay realised that she had found her vocation. Mr Iratos was pleased with her. She was good at her job. For the first time in her life she was treated with respect. She began to insist that her charges address her as ‘ma’am,’ as though she were a free woman. 

Nevertheless she was always careful to be deferential to her superiors and all the employed staff of Akkadis Leisure. She knew that she was tolerated because she was useful, but her privileges could be taken away from her on a whim, for the slightest reason or no reason at all. There had been an overseer on the farm once, a slave woman who had been impertinent to one of the staff. Her punishment was to be sent to the Breeding Room, where she was strapped to the bench and hooded and gagged and covered in succession by every stud and every slave labourer on the entire farm. The message was clear. No matter how elevated a slave girl was, she remained a slave. Ezmay understood this clearly. The breeding slaves were terrified of her, but when a free man or woman spoke to her she stood to attention, called them ‘master’ or ‘ma’am’ and curtsied when they dismissed her. She made herself useful to the free staff, and they tolerated her. 

The physical training track was an oval no more than twenty feet wide and a hundred feet long. It was not large, nor did it need to be. It was ample for the thirty-eight women to run spread out along its perimeter. It was a cool morning, but the women were sweating. They would run until they were told to stop. From her position in the centre, Ezmay and her dressage whip could reach any of the women as they drew adjacent to her. 

Ezmay and her charges had noticed that Dr Nargal had arrived. He was standing, watching the training session. 

Ezmay always ran the women naked. She said it was healthy for them, but in reality it was to add to their humiliation and emphasise her authority over them. She took pride in the fact that none of them ever dared complain. 

Ana hated being exercised completely bare, in full view of the Medical Supervisor and any of the farm staff, male or female, who chose to watch. For Amanda the humiliation was worse still. She was mortified to be put through her paces while her former family friend stood watching. She glanced at Nargal and looked quickly away. He was looking at her now. She was conscious that her full breasts were bouncing as she ran. 

Amanda knew that it must have been Nargal who had betrayed her family to the Commission for Public Safety. If the CPS had discovered that Nargal was sheltering her family, he would have also been arrested. The fact that he was still alive and free suggested that he had himself informed the CPS of their whereabouts. He had probably claimed their property for himself. That was a privilege accorded those who captured proscribed traitors. 

She wondered whether Nargal had sold the house to Mrs Carno. Mrs Carno had always wanted the property, especially the land. Michael had twice rejected her offers. They had been generous offers but the land had belonged to the Alba family for centuries and it was not for sale. But Nargal would have had no such sentimental qualms.

Nargal had visited the Maidens and hired both Amanda and Honey on several occasions, both individually and together. Neither had dared confront or accuse him of betraying them. He had made it plain they could expect no favours from him. Instead, mortified and filled with self loathing, they had served his pleasure and complied with his every disgusting whim. 

Amanda dared another quick glance towards Nargal. This time, Ezmay saw her.

The new blonde girl is flirting with the doctor, Ezmay thought. She wants him to notice her. And she’s running too slowly.

Amanda would make an ideal target, Ezmay decided. She could make an example of the lazy slut and impress Nargal at the same time. Ezmay leaned forward and with a graceful flowing motion forcefully propelled the whip forward and then, just as the tip was about to make contact with Amanda’s bare flesh, sharply pulled it back. The whip cracked audibly, precisely on Ezmay’s chosen target: one of Amanda’s proud, thrusting breasts. 

The pain was unbearable. Amanda tried to suppress her squeal of pain, but it was simply not possible. She continued running, clutching her left breast and still gasping in pain and anticipating the second cut of the whip, her punishment for crying out.

But Ezmay did not deliver the second stroke, or at least not immediately. Instead, she glanced surreptitiously at Nargal and grinned inwardly. Nargal had seen her handiwork. He would be impressed.

Ezmay continued to run the girls for a little longer. They panted in the cold air and pounded the hard ground with their feet. Eventually she blew her whistle. The girls came to a halt and formed a neat line, grateful for any respite, no matter how brief. 

It was time for the next part of the physical training session. This was an unremitting routine of sit-ups, star jumps and other abdominal exercises intended to strengthen their pelvic muscles ready for childbirth. The training seemed very hard now, but they would be grateful for it when they went into labour, Ezmay had told them, more than once.

It was during the lifting and squatting exercises that Ezmay finally meted out Amanda’s punishment. Amanda was standing between Ana and Nessie. Every girl had been given a thick wooden bar to use. They held their bars with a hand at each end. The bars were each about a yard long. When Ezmay said, “Squat,” they bent their knees and touched their hands and the wooden bar to the ground. When Ezmay said, “Lift,” they stood and lifted the bars high above their heads. 

Amanda had long since lost count of how many lifts and squats she had completed. At first the bar did not seem very heavy, but after forty or more repetitions she was close to exhaustion but dared not slow down. 

“Squat,” said Ezmay, and the girls sank obediently to the ground. “Lift,” said Ezmay, and they dutifully stood with their arms raised high, supporting their wooden bars. Amanda felt her breasts thrust proudly forward. Her left breast was still burning from the cut of the whip. A thick purple welt had already appeared, a vertical stripe several inches high. 

It must be easily visible, Amanda thought. Nargal was standing a few yards in front of her, watching. Amanda looked straight ahead, ashamed to meet his eyes. Mercifully Ezmay must have decided not to punish her for crying out, Amanda thought.

“Squat,” said Ezmay, and Amanda sank to the ground again. “Lift.” Amanda stood again with her arms raised and conscious that once more her breasts were presented for Nargal’s scrutiny. She dared to glance at him briefly again. He was definitely looking at her: looking, and smiling.

That was the moment Ezmay had been waiting for. The slut has no sense of shame. She’s still flirting with the doctor, Ezmay thought. Flirting and showing off her tarty looking breasts. Ezmay lunged forward powerfully with the whip and at precisely the right instant flicked it suddenly back. It was an accurate lash and a severe one, even by Ezmay’s standards. Dr Nargal, Ezmay and every one of the thirty-eight slave girls heard the sharp crack as the tip cut pitilessly across Amanda’s right breast. 

Amanda yelped vocally. Her face twisted in pain and for the briefest of instants she lowered her hands as if to clutch at her burning flesh. Then she controlled herself and returned to her correct position. Amanda, with her arms raised and her breasts thrust forward, was sobbing and gasping for breath, but she dared not break position. Nargal chuckled at her discomfort. Amanda’s face was twisted and tears of pain and humiliation and shock ran down her cheeks, but she dared not wipe them away, nor even rub her burning right breast. In less than a minute a thick purple welt had appeared.

Ezmay grinned broadly. The slut’s got what she wanted, she thought. The doctor’s noticed her breasts. And she’s got matching marks each side, now. They’re symmetrical.


5: BEST OF BREED

Great minds discuss ideas; average minds discuss events; small minds discuss people.

Anonymous (Sometimes attributed to Eleanor Roosevelt).

That evening the thirty-eight breeding slaves stood in a neat line in their dormitory, each bare and each perfectly straight with her head up and her shoulders back and her heels and toes together. They were waiting for Inspection to begin. The Medical Supervisor would arrive at any moment. 

It was four weeks since Amanda and Ana had arrived at Seven Fountains, but they both still dreaded the humiliating daily ritual of Inspection as much as they loathed the physical training session each morning. It was worse for Amanda. To be squeezed, prodded and fondled by her former family friend was excruciating.

But most of the other women in the Maternity Compound were not desperately ashamed of being inspected naked. Some had been born in servitude. Most had spent years as pleasure slaves before being sent to the breeding farm. No modesty remained to them. In fact a sense of nervous but excited anticipation seemed to have infected some of the younger women in particular. 

The inspection would not take long. It was a routine matter. Those women with serious concerns would have visited Dr Nargal at the medical room earlier. Amanda, for instance, had been examined every day for a week. Nargal had tested her fertility with his instruments on each occasion. Clearly he believed she was almost ready to conceive. 

Nargal walked slowly along the line, glancing briefly at each girl and carefully pressing as instrument against a swollen stomach here and there. When he reached Amanda he squeezed one of her breasts, as was his usual custom. She winced as his hand touched her painful welt. 

He reached Zoey, a slender, pretty, dark haired twenty-eight year old in her second month of pregnancy. Zoey had been at the farm for almost two years and had dutifully produced two babies. 

Nargal tickled Zoey’s chin and her face lit up with joy. She knew what the sign meant. When Nargal continued along the line, Zoey excitedly whispered to her friends either side of her. 

Zoey had been chosen. She would be going to Dr Nargal’s room this evening. Any of the girls who were already pregnant might be chosen to entertain the male staff. Amanda was, for the moment, safe. She was awaiting impregnation and therefore off limits.

Nargal completed his inspection and said simply, “Kirsty. Ellie. Go.” The two girls so addressed squealed with genuine delight. Kirsty was blonde and Ellie, brunette. Both were in their late twenties and pretty, and both in the early months of pregnancy. They hurriedly snatched up their dresses and ran to the door, giggling. Ellie dressed herself as she ran. Kirsty did not bother. They knew where to go: Mr Iratos’s private apartment and Mr Udrick’s room.

Nargal turned to leave. Zoey snatched up her dress and without wasting time to put it on, ran grinning to catch him up. Her face was lit up by her happy grin and her breasts bounced and her dark hair flicked prettily as she ran. 

The girls of the breeding compound did not dread being selected to entertain the male staff as the new girls at the Maidens did or the prisoners from the Evening Star had done. They were lonely for male company. Tonight was unusual in that all three senior staff had wanted a girl. Sometimes, none were selected; often, just one or two. Since the men had so many to choose from, it was a privilege to be chosen. 

The older breeding slaves had little hope of ever being selected by the staff. For them, the only real sexual relief was when they were due to be impregnated. Even gagged and hooded, this was a pleasure which they awaited keenly. 

Like most slave women on Akkadis, they were explicitly and strictly forbidden from masturbating. This was not to say that they never did so, but it would mean a sound caning if they were caught by one of the staff or an overseer. The overseers were themselves slave women who were often stricter than the male staff about such matters. Ezmay was especially diligent in attempting to catch wrongdoers.

Those who repeated the offence were circumcised, if they were under thirty. Mr Iratos, like his predecessors, was conscious of the fact that breeding slaves and former pleasure slaves were habitually immoral. They required more encouragement than ordinary women to eschew their filthy habits. Kirsty’s friend Chloe, for instance, had found herself on the cutting table within days of arriving at the farm. It was excruciating at the time, but she had soon recovered. 

Those women who had passed their thirtieth birthday and who were therefore deemed less likely to be selected to entertain the male staff, were all circumcised anyway, to prevent them from falling into immoral habits. 

Dr Nargal was proud of his deftness with the scalpel. It was a quick procedure which did not require anaesthetic, he maintained, although some of the girls still chose to make a dreadful fuss. Nargal sometimes boasted that he could perform ‘the cut’ in under a minute, excising both the labia and the clitoris. This was no idle boast. He had demonstrated it to his colleagues on several occasions. Amanda had been spared only because she was due to be returned to the Maidens of Nenuphar after she was impregnated. She could wait another few months, Nargal thought.   

Of all the pregnant women, only Ana did not actually want to be chosen to entertain the men, but Ana, as a new and attractive arrival, had been chosen every night for several weeks, first by Iratos, then by Udrick and finally by Nargal. Eventually she had been walking around in a daze all day, exhausted by weeks of physical training and sewing by day and entertaining the male staff by night. Nargal had not been concerned. He simply said that Ana needed her stamina building up for childbirth. To make matters worse the other girls had been bitterly jealous of Ana during that time and several of them had been quite spiteful. She had been relieved when the men had eventually tired of her.

The following day, Amanda learned that she was going to be inseminated by a stud.

Nargal had appeared in the dormitory and simply said, “Amanda. Go to the Breeding Room.” 

Amanda stood up as if in a trance and obeyed. She knew what the command meant. This was the moment she had lived a thousand times already. No possible course of action she could take would alter its outcome in the slightest. The tests must have been positive. She had guessed they would be.  She hardly heard the whispers of “Well done,” and, “Have a good one,” from the other women, or the suppressed giggles. Their wishes were well intentioned, but for Amanda this would be an ordeal, not a pleasure.

In the breeding room, Nargal’s assistant said, “Put your dress on that chair and lie on the bench.” 

Amanda removed her dress obediently and folded it neatly. She had been taught to look after company property. Completely bare, she ascended the bench. 

Nargal’s assistant strapped Amanda into position, spread-eagled on the bench. Her legs were stretched uncomfortably wide apart. Her ankles were fastened to stirrups attached to posts each side of the bench so that her legs were raised. Her buttocks were raised by a firm cushion beneath her hips. Everything was designed to achieve the maximum penetration, to give the best chance of conception. Her arms were stretched out with her wrists each side of her neck. Her wrists, neck and waist were all strapped in place. 

“You’re a pretty little thing,” Nargal remarked. “When you’re gravid, I’ll have you again myself. I expect you’ve been lonely. But it won’t be long, now.” 

Am I supposed to be pleased, or is he deliberately taunting me? Amanda wondered. 

At that moment she heard the door open. She was unable to turn her head to see, but she heard Udrick and Iratos greet Nargal and his assistant. Dismayed, Amanda realised she was to be impregnated before an audience.  

“Is the stud ready?” asked Nargal.

“Oh, yes. Ready and willing. You know what he’s like,” replied Udrick. The others chuckled.

“Good. Let’s get started, then,” said Nargal. His assistant took a handful of lubricant gel from a large jar and smeared it onto Amanda’s labia. She felt his fingers probing and spreading the gel inside her. She blushed deeper still and winced, but did not dare to struggle or even object. Udrick, Nargal and Iratos watched dispassionately. Amanda closed her eyes, unable to endure the humiliation.  

“I’m going to gag and hood you,” said Nargal. “You’re not allowed to see the stud. He can’t see you either. Just relax and enjoy it. Pretend it’s me.” He stuffed the wadding into Amanda’s mouth, taped it securely and pulled the thick black hood into place. The last thing Amanda saw before she was enveloped in blackness was Nargal’s grinning face. 

Amanda heard muffled sounds and felt some movement of the couch. The man who was going to sire her baby had arrived. 

Unable to see or speak, he began exploring her body with his hands, stroking and squeezing her legs, breasts, nipples, and probing with his fingers deep into her vagina. It was uncomfortable, but Amanda knew she must try to keep still. Then he squeezed her breasts again quite firmly and she gasped, although nothing could be heard through the wadding and hood. 

She felt him begin to penetrate her. Amanda panicked. This must not happen. I must not become pregnant. It must not happen, she thought desperately. She wriggled wildly, twisting her hips from left to right. Despite the straps some tiny movement was still possible. At the same time she clenched her vaginal muscles as tightly as she could. 

Vaginal squeezing exercises had been part of their daily training routine at the Maidens of Nenuphar. Gentleman liked the girls to feel tight, Mrs Knott always said. Now, Amanda squeezed with all the force she could muster to push out the intrusive manhood altogether. 

The consequences were immediate. Amanda heard the blow and felt her head snap sharply to her right. As quickly as it had begun, her rebellion ended. Confused and dizzy she felt a second blow and this time her head snapped sharply in the opposite direction. The man was strong. Amanda tried to shout out, “Please, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, sir,” but only a whimper was audible. The third blow snapped her head back to the right. It was unnecessary. Amanda would not have resisted again.

She winced as he kneaded her breasts, squeezing them firmly as his arousal grew. Amanda moved with him, trying to make him enjoy her more. Perhaps if she was good,  very good, the stud would no longer be angry. 

Eventually she felt his semen shoot inside her, splashing deep within her. He relaxed and for a while lay still on top of her so that Amanda found it hard to breathe. Then he left, still hooded and gagged but guided by Nargal’s assistant. 

“She enjoyed that, once she got used to it,” said Udrick. Mortified, Amanda knew that the four men had watched the entire proceedings, although they had not spoken while the stud was in the room. The stud did not know he was being watched. He might not even know he was helping to breed a new generation of slaves, she thought. The company wanted his willing cooperation. He probably thought this was a reward for hard work. 

Nargal mumbled something and then added, “Pass me that cane.”

Amanda felt the cane touch her breasts. She tensed. She had been disobedient. She knew there would be consequences. He raised it and brought it down hard, once, twice and then a third time. Through the gag and hood, Amanda squealed wildly, uncontrollably. 

Nargal put the cane down. Three cuts would be enough. Amanda would not repeat the offence. They had been hard strokes and the pain was all the worse because of the two strokes from Ezmay’s whip the day before. Amanda had not until then realised quite how spiteful the doctor could be. 

Nargal made some notes on a form and the men left. Eventually the assistant removed Amanda’s hood and gag. She looked hot and flushed. She was glad of the cool air on her face. 

Amanda was left for another hour, strapped in place with her legs and buttocks still raised. The sperm must be allowed to penetrate as deeply as possible. 

A single treatment was usually sufficient, but Iratos and his team were thorough. Amanda was brought back to the Breeding Room every twelve hours for three days. Her act of rebellion was not repeated. Her breasts were sore and stung painfully when the man squeezed them but she did everything within her power to see that he enjoyed the experience. She arched her back and pressed her breasts against him. She raised her hips as he thrust within her and squeezed her vaginal muscles, not to expel his manhood but to better his enjoyment of her. She wanted Nargal to see that she was cooperating. Perhaps the stud would even tell Nargal that she was being good. Amanda hoped so.    

Amanda was not punished again. Later Nargal did some more tests. He congratulated her. She was pregnant. Amanda was both horrified and relieved. At least it meant that she would not be returned to the Breeding Room. 

Instead, pregnancy meant that Amanda was expected to entertain the off duty male staff whenever they required her to do so. Over the following weeks, Iratos, Udrick, Nargal and several other male staff each used her repeatedly, until they each tired of her. 

A month later, Amanda was in Nargal’s office for what she thought was a routine check up. He gave her another injection. He looked irritated. 

“Sir, may I ask… is anything wrong?”

“Yes. It’s wrong. But it can be cured. Your foetus is a boy.”

“Cure…cured? What… what does that mean? Sir?”

“It means I’m getting rid of it. That’s what the injection’s for. You can’t have a boy. We don’t need them. We keep very few male slaves.” 

Nargal saw the look of horror on Amanda’s face. “There’s nothing to worry about. It just means you’ve wasted a couple of months, that’s all. It’s good stuff, this. Very efficient. It’ll get rid of the brat in no time. In two days you’ll feel a sharp cramp, then you’ll squeeze it out. Come back here as soon as you feel the cramps. In another few weeks we’ll try again. Don’t worry. It’s unlikely to happen again.”


6: THE BEST LAID PLANS

Abaddon:... An imperial Quarantine Order promulgated in 2690 effectively isolated the planet from further direct contact, but did not prevent outbreaks of the disease on Quintero, Ratisbon, Echidna, Tolon, Hibernia, Cerberus, Picayune, New Bloemfontein and Rhadamanthus Bis in the following ten years, alone. 

New Galactic Encyclopaedia (Infopress: Nenuphar)

Everything happened just as Nargal had anticipated. Amanda’s baby was aborted. In time she was taken to the Breeding Room and became pregnant again, this time with a baby girl. 

She had been warned that although she would never be able to breastfeed the child because of her gel implants, her breasts would swell and try to produce milk. This might lead to an infection which could be quite painful. Usually the condition was treated with antibiotics. Only rarely was it necessary to insert a tube to draw out the unwanted fluid. Dr Nargal would check her progress regularly after she was returned to the Maidens. 

The baby growing inside her would be born in slavery. Ana and Nessie did their best to comfort Amanda. The three women became friends, and through Nessie they made other friends in the Maternity Compound.

Nessie was not the oldest woman in the Maternity Compound, but her last few labours had been excruciatingly painful. Each had been worse than the last. Quite simply her body, or at least the parts of it which were of use to Akkadis Leisure, was wearing out. But Nessie was what Nargal called a ‘natural breeder’. She became pregnant easily. This would be her fifteenth baby. Dr Nargal had promised her that after it was born, Nessie would be allowed to go to Happy Valley Farm. Nessie was afraid she might not survive the ordeal, but she was relieved that at last she would have a real hope of going to Happy Valley. 

Happy Valley Farm was where good Akkadis Leisure slaves were sent when they were too old to work. They did not have to work at Happy Valley, unless they wanted to. All the women had little cottages to live in. There was a swimming pool, and the food was good, with real food grown on the farm. It was set in beautiful countryside, not at all like Seven Fountains. Best of all, the women were allowed to have their children visit them there. 

Once, Nessie explained, she had had a friend called Rachael. Rachael was a breeding slave some years older than Nessie. When Nessie arrived at Seven Fountains she was sunk in black despair, and Rachael had looked after her. 

The two women became close friends. They shared a dream: that they could each go to Happy Valley when they retired, and spend many long restful years there together. 

But Rachael’s last few labours were terribly painful, and the most recent birth had been the worst of them all. Nargal insisted, though, that he wanted to ‘squeeze one last whelp’ out of Rachael before she went to Happy Valley. 

But it was Rachael who would be doing the squeezing, not Nargal. She simply could not manage another pregnancy. She knew she could not. She was due to turn fifty-one that year, and it would have been her twenty-fourth baby. 

Rachael never reached her birthday and she never saw Happy Valley Farm. It was a terrible, excruciating labour. Eventually Nargal performed a caesarean section. The baby survived, but Rachael did not. 

Nessie’s dream of retirement with her friend at Happy Valley could never happen, now. Nessie was afraid that she too might not survive this pregnancy. But if she did, Nargal had promised she would not be made pregnant again. She would go to Happy Valley Farm at last. It would be paradise compared to Seven Fountains, the doctor promised her.

Soon afterwards, Nessie went into labour. She survived the ordeal, but only just. 

Nargal kept his promise. He did not insist on her having yet another pregnancy. She was allowed to rest and recover in the maternity unit. In a week, Nargal said, she would be sent to Happy Valley Farm. Her baby would be allowed to visit her there. 

A week later, Amanda herself was sent to the small waiting room next to the farm entrance. She was to be returned to the Maidens that day. She expected to remain there for four or five months and then return permanently to Seven Fountains Farm.

“Good morning, miss,” said a young, feminine voice.

“Good morning, miss.”

“Good morning, miss.”

Amanda looked around, momentarily surprised. There was no one else to whom the polite greetings could have been directed. She had not been addressed with anything approaching such courtesy since that dreadful morning when the Commission for Public Safety had called. The three girls who had spoken had even stood and curtsied. 

“Good morning, girls,” replied Amanda. 

Amanda was dressed in her Maidens uniform again. The three polite girls were each wearing yellow pinafore dresses with white shirts. The broad yellow straps of their dresses crossed behind their backs and the skirts came down to just below their knees. Each had a yellow belt like a rope around her waist. These belts were called girdles and the loose ends of their girdles hung down from their right hips. They looked pretty and demure. They would not be wearing their uniforms for long, but they made an excellent impression while they did. All three were beautiful, Amanda thought, with pretty faces and lovely feminine figures. Two were blonde and one brunette. Their names were Tessa, Flora and Peony.

They did not sit until Amanda herself sat down. Amanda knew they would have been taught impeccable manners and etiquette, as well as domestic science, child care, dancing, physical education and general knowledge. They were the produce of Seven Fountains Farm and they were eighteen standard years of age and on their way to the Rose Garden to be sold. They were all virgins, of course. Akkadis Leisure was naturally strict about that. Soiled goods would do nothing for the company’s reputation, nor its balance sheet.

Amanda studied their features carefully. Perhaps one of them was Nessie’s daughter. It was not possible to tell for certain. 

Amanda was also on her way to Akkad City, to the Maidens. She chatted to the three girls while they waited for the vehicles which would come to pick them up. Naturally, the girls were fearful. Their years on the farm, safe and protected, were over now. Their new lives were about to begin. Within days they would be branded and sold to strangers. They knew they would have one chance and one chance only for a happy life, or even a bearable one. 

The girls asked Amanda for advice, for any tips she could offer. She tried to think of something useful to suggest, something they had not already been taught, but their training must have been thorough. “Find out what your master likes,” said Amanda, “and do it. Show him you enjoy whatever he does to you.” The girls blushed, especially Peony, the shy brunette. “If he is married, respect his wife. Make yourself useful to her.” Amanda paused a moment and then added, “and if he gets married after he has already bought you, for goodness sake don’t offer to teach his bride what he likes in bed. New wives hate that.” The girls nodded, attending to every word Amanda spoke. 

It was little wonder that free women, and wives especially, hated concubines and slave girls. How could any free woman compete with such creatures as these? They were delectable: beautiful, trained, obedient, and as eager to please as if their lives depended on it, which indeed they did. But a wife did not have to compete with a slave. She could simply persuade her husband to dispose of the girl. 

In less than nineteen years, thought Amanda, this new life inside me will be making this same journey. Will someone give her advice on what to do? And did Nessie once sit in this room, waiting to be taken to the Rose Garden? And Nessie’s mother, and her mother before her?

Then Ezmay arrived. Amanda, Tessa, Flora and Peony were hooded, tied and gagged and left to wait. Later, Amanda heard Nessie brought in. She too was hooded, tied and gagged. Perhaps they did not want Nessie to see the girls. Perhaps one of them was indeed one of Nessie’s daughters. 

Nessie’s emotions were in turmoil. She was being sent away from her new baby, but Dr Nargal had promised her that the baby would be sent to visit her. And at last her journey to Happy Valley would become a reality. 

The Rose Garden van arrived first, to take Tessa, Flora and Peony to market. Next, Mr Udrick’s assistant took Amanda in the Company’s own vehicle. Her bumpy ride back to the Maidens had begun.

Finally a vehicle arrived to collect Nessie. If she had not been hooded, she would have seen the vehicle and the inscription on its side. ‘Animal Antics,’ it said, and below that in smaller letters, ‘M. Smirke, Proprietor.’


7: I’VE STARTED SO I’LL FINISH

When Amanda arrived back at the Maidens of Nenuphar, she hugged Honeysuckle tightly. Honey was her last connection with their old life now that the world had become such a terrifying place. Among all the madness, the unreality and the horror, Honey was sane and real. Amanda’s friends also welcomed her back. 

Strangely, even Mrs Knott was glad to see Amanda again, although she would only be back for a few months at most. Amanda was attractive, charming and intelligent. Above all, she wanted to survive. She had turned into a very useful pleasure slave. Dr Nargal had been correct to remark on her skills. The gentlemen liked her. She was anxious to please. She always knew just what to do and say. She had learned her lesson and would not try to test the rules again. Perhaps if Amanda was not such excellent breeding material, and Alicia Carno had not insisted on interfering, Amanda could have remained at the Maidens for years. In time she would have made an excellent deputy manageress, Mrs Knott thought.

Within days of Amanda’s return to the Maidens, Mr Henderson appeared. Amanda was serving drinks, dressed only in a short, thigh length split skirt. It was late in the evening, and Ronika had ordered the girls to remove their tops. Amanda knew that his real name was Scamander, but she did not know that he was on Akkadis on Imperial government business. Terrified, she realised that Scamander had seen her. She saw him speak to Ronika, and Ronika gestured to Amanda.

Scamander had hired her. Dismayed, Amanda knew she had no choice but to go upstairs with the man she loathed even more than Nargal, the man whose cruel machinations had brought destruction to her family. 

“That is good,” Scamander said. “Very good. Use the whole length of your tongue, slowly. You have made excellent progress under my tutelage, Mrs Alba.”  Scamander delighted in addressing Amanda as Mrs Alba. It was a reminder of her old life and how far she had fallen. “It seems you have found your true vocation. You have learned a great deal in this house. Your late husband was quite remiss in failing to instruct you in such matters.” 

As a young man, Scamander would never have risked uttering such provocative language to a woman whose mouth was where Amanda’s mouth and teeth were now. But the years had taught Scamander that pleasure slaves were well trained. No rebellion was left in them, and he had enjoyed taunting his victims for so long that he now did it without thought. “I am rather glad I persuaded Mrs Carno to have you sent for breeding,” he continued. “An aptitude for whoredom must be heritable. Your daughter proves it, does she not?”

“Yes, master,” said Amanda, pausing from her employment just long enough to speak. She must not antagonise him. 

“I thought as much when I persuaded the Oligarchs to proscribe your family. Have you any idea how much it costs to bribe an Oligarch? It’s not because they’re honest. It’s because their sheer wealth makes them greedy. They won’t do anything unless their paid a roomful of cinerium.”

“Yes, master,” said Amanda. 

“I think I’ll ask Mrs Carno to send your daughter for breeding, too,” continued Scamander. “She can be covered by the same stud they used on you.” This was interesting, thought Scamander. Did he detect a slight hesitation in the woman’s movements? Was she struggling to control her anger? He glanced down. He could not see her face, only the blonde hair, rhythmically and dutifully bobbing up and down.

Amanda lived for two purposes only: firstly to rescue her son and daughter and secondly to exact revenge on those who had destroyed her family. If she were to lose control now and inflict terrible pain on only one of her enemies, she would never be able to help Tom or Honey or properly avenge Michael. 

But in her heart Amanda knew those things were not possible. A single, powerless person cannot defeat many powerful ones. Might not this be the best chance she would ever have of exacting even a modicum of revenge?

Scamander was still talking. “If they breed from Honeysuckle, the day may come when your granddaughters will benefit from my custom. You won’t be here, but I will be sure to tell them you were a good whore, of good breeding stock.”

Those were the words which changed the course of history. Scamander may have been about to add a further incisive witticism, but at that moment Amanda made a cutting riposte of her own. She bit Scamander’s manhood as hard as she could. 

Amanda did not hear him scream, so hard was she concentrating on her task. Neither was Scamander himself aware of screaming; only of trying to push Amanda’s face away from his groin and pushing his fingers as hard as he could into her eyes. Amanda averted her face and tried to drag her head away from his body while keeping her jaws clamped inexorably shut.  Having begun the task in blind fury she must complete it, she knew. If she lost her grip now, Scamander would live and Amanda would die in vain. 

She would die anyway, she knew, probably on the skewer. A slave who struck her master or any free man was impaled. If a society accepted slavery it had also to have terrible deterrents and apply them without pity. 

Amanda was encouraged by the forceful spurts of hot salty blood gushing into her mouth and over her face. Her teeth were having some effect. She twisted her hand, tightening her grip on Scamander’s scrotum. Together they crashed onto the floor but Amanda maintained her grip. Scamander desperately looked around for something to use as a weapon while simultaneously punching the top of Amanda’s head with his fists until she felt dizzy. 

There was no usable weapon within reach. Still screaming, Scamander dragged himself and Amanda to the door. He managed to unfasten the bolt before slipping in a pool of his own blood on the tiled floor. 

Although neither protagonist was aware of the screams, the noise could be heard in the corridor outside. The walls and doors of the Maidens of Nenuphar were solidly built. The architects had known that girls sometimes yelp and squeal and that gentlemen like privacy, but the sheer volume of Scamander’s screams exceeded the usual level of noise so greatly that Aimee, who happened to be walking past at the time, heard both the muffled screams and a thump as Scamander and Amanda together fell against the door. 

Aimee wondered whether to do something. It was late. Most of the gentlemen had left and most of the girls were already back in their attic dormitory. Then she heard a syllable which sounded like “Help!” and without hesitation she tried to push open the door. 

She nearly slipped in the blood. Confused for a moment, Aimee realised that it was the man screaming, not the slave, and that the man was Scamander. Again without hesitation, she closed and bolted the door, picked up a sheet and pressed it firmly to Scamander’s face, at the same time trying to shield Amanda’s head from the man’s punches. 

For a while the three bodies struggled voicelessly, Scamander and Amanda silent of necessity and Aimee out of choice. Amanda sensed that Scamander’s struggles were beginning to weaken and her heart leapt with joy. Suddenly her head pulled away from his groin and she spat the contents of her mouth onto the floor. She had severed it at last. 

For an instant Aimee wondered what it was. It reminded her of Tami’s windpipe, when that horrible Borbod creature had bitten out poor Tami’s throat and spat it onto the floor on that terrible night when the Evening Star was attacked. 

The helpless stump of Scamander’s manhood still attached to his groin was gushing a fountain of blood. Amanda tightened her grip on his scrotum and twisted harder. Can pain on its own kill a man? Amanda wondered, or will he simply bleed to death? I hope the pain kills him. 

Both women were kneeling across Scamander’s body with their full weight. Aimee was on his chest, pressing the sheet firmly over his face. “Do you want to live, Scamander?” she said. He nodded desperately. “You screamed like a girl, Scamander. You screamed like a girl.” 

Scamander looked into Aimee’s eyes and she knew that he remembered those words. He had spoken them himself once, long ago on the Evening Star, when he had told Aimee how her brother and father had died. Now he heard the words again. 

They were the last words that Peter Scamander ever heard.

After a while, Aimee said, “I think he’s dead.” 

“He might be unconscious,” said Amanda. 

“Is he still bleeding?”

“No. Not much.” Amanda forced her shaking hand to release the cleric’s scrotum. 

Aimee picked up his severed manhood and pushed it down Scamander’s throat. “Choke on it, bastard,” she said. She too was shaking. Amanda fought on overwhelming urge to subside into giggling. She knew she would not be able to enjoy her victory for long. 

“Thank you, Aimee. Thank you,” said Amanda more seriously. 

“What are we going to do now?”

“Are you expected back, Aimee?”

“No. It’s almost three. I was on my way back to the dorm.”

“Shower, Aimee. Get the blood off. Put my clothes on. They’re over there, they’re clean. Go back to the dorm and don’t say anything. I can’t deny I was here, but there’s no point you getting caught too.”

Aimee nodded. It made sense. “What about you, Manda?” she said. “What are you going to do?” 

“Wait here, I suppose, till they find me. I can’t go anywhere. And they’ll be checking the rooms soon. It’s late.” 

After Aimee had washed off the blood, Amanda said, “Aimee, listen. I don’t want to be skewered. Anything but that. Aimee, can you strangle me?”

“Pardon?”

“That bastard’s got a belt. You could use it on me. I think I could keep still and not struggle, if you did it quickly. But I don’t think I can do it by myself.”

Aimee did not reply at first. Then she said. “I’m not sure if I can. Not to a friend.”

Amanda looked at Aimee. Aimee added, “And they’d know you had someone helping you.” 

“Yes. Of course, you’re right. I’m sorry. I can’t ask you to do that. Go now. Go, before they realise you’re late. Aimee, I don’t think I’ll see you again. Give my love to Honey. Tell her I love her.” They both felt the impulse to hug, but could not. Amanda was still smothered in blood. 

Then Amanda said urgently, “Aimee, try to look after Honey. She’s too young for all of this. You’re strong, you can help her.” Aimee nodded, surprised to hear herself described as strong. She thought Amanda was the strong one. “Promise me, Aimee.”

“I promise,” replied the younger woman.

“Go now, quickly. While you still can.” 

It was Ronika who discovered Amanda and the body. She called Mrs Knott. The panicking manageress ordered Amanda to be locked in a cellar.

Amanda had been in the dark cellar for hours before she heard a noise. It was in fact an ancient bomb shelter, a relic of the Luxor War. They were common in the older parts of town.

The door opened. It was Ronika. She brought food and water. Amanda was not hungry, but the water was very welcome. 

“Try to eat something. You’ll need your strength,” Ronika urged her.

“What for? What good will strength do me?”

“You will need it, to escape,” said Ronika, and then paused for her words to sink in. “No, just listen. We might be able to help you. But you must do exactly what I say. Here, try this.” Ronika paused for a few moments. “I’ll come for you in two hours time. Gumbo will carry you outside in a sack with the rubbish. You’ll be given a bag containing food, clothes, a little money and some land cab tokens, and the address of a house. Memorise the address and then destroy it. Once you’re outside the front door, you’re on your own. Have you got that? Go to the address. They will hide you. Do you understand?”

“I… yes, I think so. But why… I mean, thank you, but why are you helping me?”

“Revenge. I have my reasons. That bastard had a lot of enemies. But there’s a price too. I know what you and the others have been doing.”

“Doing?”

“Keeping your tips. You, Honey, Roxie, the others. I’m not stupid. It must be quite a lot by now. I want a share. I want a thousand solidi from you.” Amanda thought for a moment and Ronika added, “Unless you can think of a better use for it. Or would you rather get skewered?”

“But how do I know… I mean, thank you, thank you, but how do I know you’re really going to let me go?”

“Because I’m ruttocking well risking my life for you, that’s why. If Dogknot had sent me, she’d just torture you until you told her where the money was. They won’t grease the skewer, you know. They never do, not for a slave. You’ll be writhing all day. I want to help you, but you can help me too.”

Amanda nodded. ‘Greasing the skewer’ meant giving the victim a quick death. “All right,” she said. “The money’s hidden in several different places. You’ll have to ask Honey. Tell her, tell her that her pet cat was called Smokey. That’s the code phrase. She’ll know how to find the money.”

Ronika had been correct to guess that several of the girls had been keeping and hiding their tips. Mrs Grant and Mr Bolventor in particular had been quite generous. Two hours, Ronika had said. Amanda tried to judge the time. If anyone came much before or much after that time, it meant trouble. It meant that Ronika had either betrayed them or been discovered. But if the door opened in about two hours, maybe, just possibly, there was hope. 

A long time later, Amanda heard a footstep. It was difficult to judge time, but it did indeed seem about two hours since Ronika had spoken to her. It’s either Ronika or Gumbo here to rescue me, Amanda thought, or it’s the police. Or worse still, the C.P.S. 

Then the light came on, dazzling her. The switch was outside the door. She heard someone entering the key code. 

The door swung open. A man stood in the doorway, but it was not Gumbo. He wore a uniform, but not of the regular city police. It was a uniform Amanda knew only too well. 

The man spoke. “I am Inspector Tozeur of the Commission for Public Safety,” he said.


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, July 2014.
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