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PROLOGUE

(i)

“Get me the dumb slut,” said Jak bluntly.

Roxana understood what he wanted. Jak knew that the Maidens had acquired a mute girl. The new pleasure house known as Seen But Not Heard was proving quite popular, and Akkadis Leisure did not want to be left behind. One of the new girls from the Maidens of Nenuphar had been sent to have the same treatment.

The operation to cut out a slave girl’s vocal chords was safe and inexpensive. The girl could be back at work in ten days. Roxana went to the reception and returned with the mute.

The girl was beautiful. She had a lovely figure, tall and slender, and a pretty face with dark blonde hair which she wore in kittentails which hung down prettily each side of her head. Like all the Maidens that evening, she wore a short, flared wraparound skirt and skimpy top. She glanced nervously at Jak and blushed prettily, feeling his eyes upon her. She smiled shyly, curtsied and pressed her palms together as if in supplication. She stood perfectly straight. Gentlemen did not like girls who slouched.

It was very important to make the gentleman like her, she knew. She could not speak any more, and it was more important than ever to show by her body language that she would be pleased and honoured to entertain the man and do everything he wanted. Everything.

Jak reached out and lifted her chin. He saw the scar, a vertical line on her throat. It was red and raw, but it was healing cleanly.

“She’s charming, isn’t she, Mr Zadkine?” smiled Roxana. 

Jak nodded. “All right. I’ll have her,” he said, and stood. 

The girl smiled. She held Jak’s hand and led him towards the till.

 (ii)

Emma was dancing on the stage. The pretty brunette was blushing and completely bare, thrusting and gyrating to the powerful rhythmic beat, repeating the steps she had been taught. As always when she danced, she tried not to meet the eyes of the men watching. It was too humiliating. That was why she had been dancing for several minutes before she saw the young man sitting at a table with Trixi, halfway across the room.

The young man was staring at Emma, transfixed. Emma did not know how long he had been watching her. 

The young man was Lance.

For the briefest instant Emma gasped and covered her breasts and pudenda, mortified to be seen by Lance like this, dancing naked in a brothel in front of a hundred men or more. Then she remembered her training. She continued dancing as if nothing had happened. She looked around for Roxana, hoping that her blunder had not been noticed. Girls at the Maidens of Nenuphar had been stretched over the flogging stool or sent to the whipping post for lesser offences than this. It was mortifying, but she had to dance as normal.

PART 1: WAR

1: SPOILS OF WAR

The Corps of Berserkers were the shock troops of the Kzamate, trained, indoctrinated and drugged to be violently aggressive counterparts to the borbods recruited by the Empire. They inspired terror in those they faced.…

Itchenor, E: The Causes and Consequences of the Atkoi War, Vol. 3. (Cornubium University Press: Nenuphar, 3020)

 The Imperial Fleet patrolling off Akkadis had been attacked. The result was worse than a defeat. It was a rout, complete and utter.

The Emperor coped poorly with any setback. He preferred certainty and permanence. “Seguier was meant to scare them off, not start a war,” he said. “Who actually fired the first shot?”

“We did. There was an Atkoi fleet on manoeuvres just outside Akkadisi space. One of the Atkoi cruisers tried to drop into close orbit around Akkadis. Seguier fired a warning shot. That’s all it was meant to be.” 

The Emperor said nothing. To allow an enemy cruiser into orbit around Akkadis would have meant conceding control of the planet to the Kzam. A cruiser could destroy any target on the planet at will. 

“Sir, there is one more thing,” said Arbuthnot-Samar. “The Kzam’s fleet. It’s led by Prince Ozim.”

“Ozim? He’s a nasty piece of work, I hear, but he’s not experienced. Why would the Kzam let him lead anything?”

Ozim was cruel. On a scale of cruelty he went above and beyond the pragmatic cruelty of most Atkoi rulers. He enjoyed cruelty for its own sake. This was the reason his father had given him command of the Central Fleet. But the Kzam was not a fool. Ozim’s military decisions would be guided by an experienced, trusted senior naval officer. 

The Great Kzam of All the Atkoi knew about his eldest son’s cruelty and he would not choose Ozim as his successor, whatever the boy or his mother might imagine. Nevertheless he would employ him gainfully. Those Imperial planets which surrendered swiftly would be shown mercy. But those who resisted would be punished with a severity which would be remembered for generations. Their people would not die in vain. Their example would bring conquest and peace to other worlds. 

This war was to be no smash and grab, no mere raiding party. The conquered worlds would belong to the Kzamate forever. They would be settled by loyal Atkoi, men who had served in the Kzam’s forces and who would be rewarded with land and property. The Empire was effete, corrupt and immoral. It needed cleansing. In its place Rurik would create a better Empire, a purer, more honest society, a more civilised polity. A barbarian merely destroyed. Rurik intended to create. But to create, he would need resources on a vast scale. He would have to capture Tolon. That was where the future of the Kzamate and the Empire would be decided.

If a straight line were to be drawn from Akkadis to Tolon, it would not, of course, pass directly through the solar system of any inhabited Imperial planet. But it would pass very close (in astronomical terms) to several such planets. The first of these was New Wessex, a temperate world which was already well on the road to prosperity. 

Ozim demanded its surrender. His orders were to conquer, to crush all resistance without mercy and to leave no Imperial toeholds behind the advancing line of Atkoi control. His father had told Ozim how much depended on his success. 

Ozim did not intend to disappoint his father. He would impress him with his diligence and ferocity. He would make his father want to name him as his heir. At the same time, he would enjoy his first command. 

For the thousandth time, April Parsons tried to shut out the memories of the past few days from her mind, but try as she might the horrible images kept forcing their way back into her consciousness. 

It had begun almost a week ago. The news reports said that the Atkoi fleet had demanded the immediate surrender of New Wessex. The planetary governor (who was appointed by the Emperor) and the Chief Minister (who was elected) had rejected the demand out of hand. An Imperial planet did not surrender to Atkoi raiders. The garrison would hold off any attackers until the Imperial reinforcements arrived. The Atkoi ships would be blasted out of space. They had offended the Emperor, and they would pay the price for their arrogance. The people of New Wessex were united in their defiance and proud of their resolve. 

Then the torment began. The five largest cities on the planet were blasted from above. These were not the precise, controlled blasts of a civilised enemy aiming to destroy military targets or strategic buildings. Each blast vaporised huge sections of a city, reducing it to dust. All the military bases were attacked, and most of the spaceports. New Wessex was unable to offer any resistance. With the capital city destroyed, no one was left even to surrender. As the blasts continued, the remnants of the civil authorities in the other cities and districts attempted to transmit their submission. They were ignored. Ozim would make an example of New Wessex. 

Living in a suburb some miles from the centre of one of those large cities, April had seen the blasts. The blasts and the fires had lit up the sky that first night. Her family had considered fleeing. They had a landcar, but the news broadcasts advised strongly against travel. By morning, the blasts had stopped, but a thick grey cloud of smoke and dust covered the city, making it difficult to breathe even several miles from the blasted areas. The news broadcasts had stopped. 

When broadcasts resumed, they were in the harsh tones of heavily accented Inglic. The Atkoi were in command. They had appointed a new planetary governor, called the Ul-Kzam, the Right Hand of the Great Kzam on New Wessex. The populace were ordered to stay at home. Anyone found out of doors would be considered guilty of sedition and executed. Those who stayed at home had nothing to fear. 

But the Ul-Kzam had also decreed a havoc, to last for seven days. The doors to all properties were to be left unlocked. Anyone locking their doors would be considered guilty of sedition. Anyone offering resistance would be considered guilty of sedition. Several divisions of berserkers had landed on New Wessex and would deal with any resistance without mercy. 

April’s father, Jared, explained that a havoc was an Atkoi tradition. It was barbaric. It meant that for seven days, their soldiers could do anything they pleased. They could enter any property, seize any goods or persons they chose, and no one was allowed to resist. 

April’s parents considered it best to comply in every way with the decree. They must give the invaders no cause to take offence. It was unlikely the Atkoi would visit their house. Surely they could not visit every house on the planet; but if they did come, then the family would be polite and cooperative and give them everything they wanted. They would not try to hide or bury any valuables. They would not provoke them in any way. 

For three days they waited nervously. Their doors were unlocked. They ate little. It would be necessary to conserve food. Nor could they waste water, as the supply had been cut off. Their power cells had recently been recharged and their electricity would last, provided it was used sparingly. 

By the fourth day it was still quiet and they dared to hope that nothing would happen.

At nine o’clock that evening, horror beyond words arrived at April’s home. 

For the first time the Parsons family saw flashes of neutrino blasts in their own neighbourhood. They heard screams and shouts, and several houses nearby were burning. Then there were more screams, closer to their own home. It sounded like Mrs Medina next door, or possibly her daughter, Ellen, who was April’s friend. Both girls were studying at the local university. Ellen was a pretty brunette studying to be a teacher. April was an attractive nursing student with fair, almost blonde hair. 

Mr and Mrs Parsons looked at each other. Sally Parsons shook her head urgently. Whatever happened, they must not intervene. For the sake of their daughter April and their son Allan they must not intervene, despite fearing for the safety of their friends and neighbours. 

Suddenly there was an intense, bright flash, visible through the darkened window. Jared Parsons crossed to the window to make it transparent, but Sally hissed urgently, “No! No!” and he stopped himself. They must not draw attention to themselves in any way. 

At that moment they heard a noise at the door. Four men in dusty Atkoi berserker uniforms swaggered arrogantly into the living room. Jared thought one or two of them had been drinking. Three were armed with neutrino rifles. Their leader carried a pistol. 

“All you, stand there. By wall,” he said bluntly, in heavily accented Inglic. 

“Good evening, gentlemen,” Jared began. “God bless the Kzam. Welcome to our home.” He had planned this speech. He wished his voice would not tremble so much. “How can…”

The Atkoi pointed his pistol at Jared and snapped, “You get on floor. All you.” Then he said, “Where is money? You. Fetch.” He indicated Jared. Jared handed over the money. There was very little actual money in the house, only a few credits, but Jared cooperated fully. They searched the house and took everything of value that was small and portable. They also took food and liquor. “Leave land car in front,” said their leader. “Supply officer fetch later.” Then to Jared’s dismay, he added “Give me money you hide.” As he spoke, the Atkoi raised his pistol and pointed it directly at Jared. 

They had not hidden any valuables. They had not dared to. But other families obviously had done so, and so now the Atkoi assumed everyone was holding something back. Desperately Jared and Sally shook their heads. April felt her heart thumping in panic. Suppose the Atkoi did not believe them? 

The Atkoi leader gestured towards April and Sally. “Two women. You stand,” he said. He looked at them critically. The younger one was a real beauty, he decided, the best they had found tonight. He would get a bounty for her. Even the older one was pretty. 

He grinned, and said something in Atkoi to his subordinates. One of the grinning men stepped forward and firmly took hold of April. She screamed and looked to her parents for guidance. 

Jared stood up. “Wait! We’ve given you everything we’ve got. The Ul-Kzam said that no one would be hurt if they…” but for the second time on that dreadful evening Jared’s sentence was left unfinished. The leader of the four Atkoi raised his pistol and blasted Jared, and then turned the weapon on April’s brother, Allan. 

In those two intense blasts of light, Sally Parsons saw her world destroyed.


2: CRY HAVOC

The cities of New Wessex have been vaporised, their inhabitants slaughtered by the million, enslaved, or driven out of their homes to starve. Everything of value is being seized and transported back to the Atkoi worlds. Factories have been stripped of their machinery and hospitals cleared of equipment. Even the planet’s food reserves are being commandeered and sent to Atkoi desert worlds where food is expensive. The work of generations, of centuries, is being destroyed. 

Unnamed refugee from New Wessex quoted on an Imperial news channel in 3000. 

The remains of both bodies slumped lifeless to the floor. Neither had screamed, although Jared had made a hissing, rasping sound as the heated air escaped from his lungs and past his vocal chords. The berserker’s leader gave his men further instructions. They grinned. Sally and April seemed too shocked to scream. They were whimpering, until one of the men ordered them to silence. With a supreme effort of will, they controlled themselves.

“You. Both you. Take off your clothes,” said the leader. April looked at her mother. “Else you get burnt like them, yes?”

Sally understood the point he was making. “Do what they want,” she whispered urgently to her daughter. Somehow, they had to survive this evening. Hesitantly, they removed their clothing until they were both wearing only their briefs. All four men had stopped their search of the house to watch the humiliation of the women. 

“All clothes. You waste time, I blast you.”

There was no helping it. They obeyed. 

“Put arms by sides.”

Sally and April stood side by side, entirely bare. The berserker’s leader had been correct in his initial assessment. They were both very attractive. Both were fair haired and nearly blonde, with straight shoulder length hair. Both were of medium height, with slim, attractive figures and curving hips. Sally, at thirty-nine, had full, round breasts. April’s breasts were smaller, but firm and conical. They both stood still, looking downwards to the floor a few feet in front of them and glowing pinkly in their misery and shame. 

One of the men said something in Atkoi, and the others laughed. Their leader explained for Sally and April’s benefit: “You both no hairs on body. They think very nice.” Again, they understood what he meant. Depilation was fashionable on many Imperial worlds, including New Wessex, and it was considered a usual beauty treatment. Sally and April were both depilated. They burned with shame. These Atkoi were peasants from Papegaai, unused to such a sight and fascinated by it.

One of the men reached out to touch April’s breasts. Sally pulled her daughter back and said, “Please! Sir, please don’t hurt my daughter. I’ll do whatever you…” but her words were cut short as one of the men slapped her forcefully on the side of her head, seized her by the hair and stuffed a piece of cloth in her mouth. It was an embroidered, ornamental cover which April had made for a small coffee table. He pulled Sally’s hands behind her back and snapped a tie around her wrists, fastening them firmly together. 

He was standing behind Sally and he pushed her elbows together and gave her a little shake. She was an attractive woman and her full breasts bounced prettily. He grinned and called to the other men, and repeated his demonstration for their benefit. They found it quite entertaining. 

Sally closed her eyes and tried to force herself not to panic. She felt her breasts bouncing again, and then the man was fondling her, squeezing and feeling her. Whatever they do, she thought, I must endure it. For April’s sake, I will endure. When they are sated, surely they will leave, and perhaps they will spare April. 

One of the other men fastened April’s hands behind her back. He looked around the room and noticed the dining table. It was solidly made, with a crossbeam connecting its legs. He ordered April to kneel and he tethered her wrists to the crossbeam with another tie. She would not be able to slide her wrists free. For good measure he tied her ankles together too. Their leader, who spoke Inglic, turned to April and said, “You stay here, girl,” as if she had a choice. “You not go nowhere. We come back later. We not forget you.” He said something to his men, and they all laughed. 

The four men led Sally stumbling along the hall to the main bedroom. April watched in horror. They tied my ankles together, thought April. But they have not tied Mama’s ankles.

They did not shut the doors. From time to time, April heard the men talking and laughing and she heard Sally’s muffled squeals and whimpers. 

They took a very long time. They had taken several bottles of beer or wine with them, the contents of Jared Parsons’ drinks cabinet. April tried not to look at the bodies on the floor. She pulled as hard as she could on the ties, but only managed to cut into her wrists. The core must be made of fibresteel, she thought. She concentrated on pulling on the tie, ignoring the pain and the intermittent yelps and screams from the main bedroom. 

After a long time April heard another scream, louder and more frantic than all the others. She tensed, sensing that something was about to happen. Then she heard the spit of a neutrino pistol, and a flash of light was reflected down the hall and into the lounge. The screams and whimpers ended abruptly. Horrified, April froze. There was a second spit, and a second flash. 

Then April heard a movement. The men will return any second now, April thought. They will return for me. Desperately, with all her strength, she tried to break the tie. It cut deeper into her flesh. She adjusted her hands and tried again.

Then the men returned to the room. One of them walked over to April and squeezed one of her breasts. She tried to twist away and said, “Please, no please.” He saw her bleeding wrists. He called to the others, who came to see. They spoke in their own language and laughed. It amused them, that she had imagined she could break a carbonite and fibresteel tie. Their leader looked at the cuts. They would not affect the bounty, he thought. With a tiny clipper, he cut the tie which fastened her to the table, and pulled her upright. Then he cut the ankle tie. 

This is the beginning, thought April. They’re going to start on me now. I want it to end quickly. Perhaps if I struggle, they will kill me quickly. 

But the men did not molest April at all. Their leader spoke. “You going to honeypot,” he said. “Later we come to honeypot, maybe we use you,” he added. April had no idea what he meant. They pulled her stumbling out of the house to a military personnel carrier parked nearby. 

April found herself in the company of perhaps two dozen other girls from the surrounding suburbs. She looked for Ellen, but Ellen was not there. From time to time the vehicle was moved and more terrified girls were ordered aboard.

It was light by the time they were taken to a large corrugated fibresteel building which looked like a factory. There were about two hundred prisoners, all female, already there. They comforted one another as best they could. One girl kindly gave April a garment to wear, a white underdress which became her only apparel. 

As the day progressed, more groups of prisoners were brought in. The room, large as it was, became crowded. April was dismayed to discover that her twin cousins, Zoe and Chloe Brewster, had been seized too. The twins were blonde and very attractive. Mercifully, they said that their parents were alive, as far as they knew. Their mother was April’s mother’s sister. The three girls hugged and clung to each other for several minutes. 

April also saw a group of six of her friends, trainee nurses from St Anthony’s Hospital.

St Anthony’s was the pride of the city’s health service, large, modern and very well equipped. There had been thirty-two nurses and trainees staying there, in the Nurses Residence. The soldiers had entered the hospital and demanded medicines, machinery and equipment, and seized twelve of the nurses. They had been taken to a police station, which the Atkoi had taken over, and locked in a cell overnight. During the night some Atkoi officers arrived and took away four of the terrified girls. They had not been brought back. The remaining eight girls were taken to the factory building the following day. 

It was late afternoon before anyone thought to supply the girls with food or water. When they did, long queues formed for the water. Bread was supplied, but fear suppresses appetite and many of them at little or nothing.

The prisoners brought in later in the day had snippets of news about what was happening outside. The Atkoi had organised work details. Groups of men were being conscripted to collect the bodies of people killed in the attack, or killed by soldiers afterwards. The Ul-Kzam did not want disease to break out. They were going from house to house, loading the bodies unceremoniously onto trucks and taking them into the countryside to dump in huge piles to be incinerated. 

One girl said that she had seen huge, horrible creatures, things called borbods, helping the Atkoi. Another said that this could not be right, because borbods were on their side. 

A pretty dark haired girl named Emily described how she had been seized trying to leave the city. Her family had decided to try to escape, late at night, in their land car. The streets were deserted. They had travelled several miles when suddenly a very bright light shore on them. They were ordered out of the car by several Atkoi soldiers with rifles. Their leader seemed to speak quite good Inglic. 

“What have we here? You thought you’d go for a little drive, did you?” he said. Emily was taken to a nearby police station and locked in a cell and brought to the factory the next day. She was terribly afraid that her family may have been executed. The other girls tried to reassure her. Not all the Atkoi were barbarians, they said. Her family had not tried to fight the Atkoi. They would surely not be killed for something as natural as trying to escape. 

Then April met a young woman named Jinni. Jinni had seen a terrible sight: a stake embedded in the ground, on which a young woman had been impaled and left to die. The stake had eventually pushed its way up through her body and out of the front of her stomach. It was a punishment, Jinni had been told. It was what the Atkoi did. The girl had been sent to the honeypot. In the honeypot one of the soldiers had chosen her, but she had struggled. She was to be an example to all of them. The girls in the honeypot must never offer resistance to a soldier who wanted them. 

April had no idea what Jinni was talking about. She remembered the name, though: honeypot. The Atkoi had mentioned the honeypot. With mounting dread, April listened as Jinni explained what the word meant. 

Every Atkoi military or naval unit had a sort of club where the soldiers could go to be entertained by girls. This was called the honeypot, a translation of an Atkoi word. The girls were, in fact, pleasures slaves. During the days of havoc the Atkoi soldiers could simply choose any woman and do as the pleased with her, but when things settled down they would have to go to the honeypot if they wanted a woman. They did not even have to pay. They were each allowed one visit every two weeks, if they so pleased. The Atkoi believed it was good for morale. It kept soldiers happy. Every Atkoi garrison on New Wessex would have its own honeypot. The men expected it. It was one of their privileges, their perks. There was usually one girl for every two hundred soldiers in the garrison.  

The honeypots required recruits. April, Jinni, Emily, Zoe, Chloe and all the other girls were being conscripted, procured to fill the honeypots. They had been harvested to stock the military brothels of New Wessex and perhaps later, other conquered planets, and for military bases on the Atkoi home worlds. They were camp followers. As the tide of Atkoi conquest swept forward, they would be moved with it. Others would be transported to different worlds in the Kzamate and sold as slaves. Soon the girls would be selected for different purposes and divided into groups to be sent to different destinations. The attack on New Wessex was not intended to be a mere raid. The Atkoi were not here simply to pillage it and despoil it and then make good their escape. It was to be a conquest, a permanent settlement. 

April was silent. The horror of what was happening was beyond words. Some of the other girls groaned. Others quietly wept.


PART 2: PEACE

3: BEST SERVED COLD

Woe to the vanquished. 

Livy, History V: 48

When April was first seized from her home on New Wessex, she had been possibly a little more fortunate than most of her companions. 

April and about sixty other girls had been sent to serve in the honeypots attached to the Atkoi units occupying the planet Tura. They were all branded with the bar and circle mark which would proclaim them forever not merely as slaves, but as property of the Kzamate Ministry of War, and as women who had belonged to Atkoi men. 

But April was chosen by a senior officer for his own exclusive use. She was blonde, with a very pretty face and good figure, and it was hardly surprising that she had caught his eye. She became, in effect, his personal slave and concubine.

Then after seven months some new recruits arrived for the honeypot, and the officer, who had tired of April, chose a new girl. April was returned to the honeypot to serve as the common plaything of any of the Atkoi soldiers who chose her for their entertainment. 

Eventually, the rumours began. Secretly the girls exchanged snippets of information they had overheard or been told. Some said that the Atkoi were now losing the war. Others said the Great Kzam was dead. They had no way of knowing whether the rumours were true or merely the wishful thinking of those who repeated them, but the girls could not help but hope that soon they might be set free. 

Then suddenly, the Atkoi divisions occupying Tura were ordered to evacuate the planet immediately, to go to reinforce Chimaera Bis. The girls themselves would not accompany the military. Transport was in very short supply. 

But their relief soon turned to dismay. They would not be set free. They would be ‘disposed of.’ April, together with thirty or so other girls including her cousins Chloe and Zoe, were sold to a private dealer who transported them offworld.

Their journey was a waking nightmare. They were confined naked and pressed together in a freight container no bigger than April’s bedroom back home on New Wessex, and allowed out only briefly each day to be fed, watered, exercised and to relieve themselves. Six weeks later they landed on Akkadis, where they were sold to Igor Bleeny, the owner of the Rose Garden, the largest and most famous slave market on Akkadis. 

The Atkoi were gone from Akkadis, and it was independent again, but even now that the war was over the girls were beyond the reach of the Empire. They could not expect to be freed. April despaired of ever returning home. Instead, April, Zoe, Chloe and their companions from New Wessex were sent to the Rose Garden. They were slavemarked, microchipped and prepared for auction. 

Igor Bleeny had had a good war. The Rose Garden had continued to prosper. When Akkadis regained its independence, Bleeny had reintroduced the ancient practice of branding slave girls upside down. They were strapped, naked and spread eagled on the huge wheel which was fixed upright in the courtyard of his establishment. The wheel was rotated until the girl was upside down, and then the brand was applied. 

Frequently, these were Imperial girls. In the aftermath of the war many captive Imperial women turned up in the slave markets of independent worlds. The fringes of the Empire were dangerous, lawless places now, and there had been an increase in the abduction and trafficking of slaves. On Akkadis, there was little sympathy for them or for the Empire in general. There were even several new pleasure houses specialising in Imperial girls. One, called The Upside Down Girls, was filled exclusively with girls who had been branded on the Rose Garden wheel. Another, known as Seen But Not Heard, was stocked entirely with mute pleasure slaves, girls whose vocal chords had been surgically removed. This was an enhancement which was becoming fashionable in the pleasure houses of Akkadis, which were always keen to offer their clients new treats to delight their senses.

 The Maidens of Nenuphar pleasure house had also seen some changes during the previous few years. Shortly before the war began, Mr Ipoletz, the wealthy gentleman who had taken Bekka’s virginity, had eventually realised that he had enjoyed her company so much that he had offered to purchase the girl. His offer had been passed on to the owner. It had been a good offer, more than fair, and she had accepted it. 

Bekka’s delight had been mixed with grief. Of course it was infinitely better to belong to just one man rather than to be the common plaything of any man with fifteen solidi to spare. If she pleased Mr Ipoletz sufficiently and perhaps even had a child by him he might keep her forever. It was rare indeed for a pleasure slave to be bought by a customer. Bekka knew how fortunate she was. Most could look forward only to years of serving customers, followed perhaps by a few years on a breeding farm where if they were lucky they might be allowed to live out their remaining years

But Bekka and Leah also knew that they were unlikely ever to meet again. Leah would be remaining in the pleasure house. She was glad for her sister. Bekka was getting a second chance in life. It was a slim chance, but a chance nonetheless. But Mr Ipoletz was leaving Akkadis. He was emigrating to another world, a neutral world, neither Imperial nor in the Kzamate, which he believed would not be drawn into the war. 

Leah did not even know the name of the world her sister would be taken to. It might have been Oriflamme, Luxor, Aurora Prime, Brizeaux, Chaminade, or any one of several others. The sisters were allowed, briefly, to say goodbye forever. Both were brave and tried not to upset the other. 

Later, Leah wept. For the first time on her life she was truly alone. She was as alone now as Nysha or Aimee. 

Several other girls had been sold, and others purchased. Others had been transferred to or from the Maidens; for Akkadis Leisure owned a number of brothels, as well as a slave breeding farm. Gentlemen liked a little variety, and they liked to see new faces at the pleasure houses they visited.

One of the girls purchased to serve in the Maidens of Nenuphar was named Emma. Emma was not born on Akkadis. Along with her brother, sister and parents she had emigrated there seven years earlier from Brizeaux, another independent world. Her parents had not been wealthy, but they were hard working and thrifty. They had managed to survive well enough until her father’s illness had obliged him to give up his foodstuffs delivery business and pay for expensive medical treatment which proved to be lengthy and ultimately fruitless. 

When Emma’s father died, his widow sold everything they possessed but was still unable to satisfy their creditors. They moved home several times, just managing to keep ahead of the bailiffs. 

The family knew they were in serious peril. Since they were not citizens, they could be condemned to judicial servitude. They fled again, this time renting a tiny room in a depressing tenement block. For a while they imagined they would be safe. There was no reason to believe their whereabouts had been discovered. 

Then unexpectedly they received a warning. The court had granted a writ of personal sequestration against them. Emma’s brother had also noticed a man in a business suit wandering around and asking questions. It could mean nothing at all, but the family decided to take no chances. They planned to disappear again in the early hours of the following morning.

But the bailiffs arrived first and the family found themselves at the Rose Garden. The mother and two daughters were branded and prepared for sale. Emma’s sister, Jacquie was probably the most fortunate. A virgin, she was purchased in a private sale. Her mother tried in vain to discover the purchaser’s name but was told that such information was confidential. Nor could she learn what had become of her son. 

Emma, unlike her sister, was not a virgin. The pretty eighteen year old was sent to auction with her mother. Right up until the last moment she had entertained a vain hope that her boyfriend would come to rescue her. 

Emma loved Lance devotedly. He had promised to marry her, but they were not formally engaged. He was still at university and his parents would not allow him to get married, not yet, he had said. But Emma knew that their love was strong enough to overcome any obstacles and she gave herself to him joyfully. But when her family’s fortunes changed so radically, Lance’s parents forbade him even to see Emma again. Then the bailiffs came, and Emma was taken to the Rose Garden.

Emma’s one hope was that Lance would save her. Of course he did not have sufficient money to buy her, but if only he had the courage to confront his parents and explain that they were in love and persuade them to give him the money, he could rescue her. He could buy her and set her free and they could still be married. 

Emma had even wondered what it would be like if he bought her but kept her as a slave instead of freeing her. She loved Lance. It would be strange to be legally owned by him, she thought, but it did not matter as long as they were together forever. 

Lance did not come for Emma, of course. She was bought by Akkadis Leisure and taken immediately to the Maidens of Nenuphar. She never learned what became of her mother. Less valuable lots were usually disposed of at the end of the auction, long after Emma had been collected by her purchasers. The terrified girl was put to work as a pleasure slave. She soon became popular with the gentlemen.

For Amanda Alba and her family, the war had led directly to the greatest change of all. Thanks to what Amanda had discovered, the Alba family were now not only free but richer than they had ever been. That could not bring Michael back to life, of course; nor could it undo the suffering they had endured over the past three years. Nevertheless there were scores to be settled, and the Alba family’s restored status and wealth would enable Amanda to repay some debts, with interest.

One of these old scores concerned Alicia Carno, Honey’s spiteful tormentor. In the purge against collaborators which followed the Atkoi War, Alicia had been accused of treason and condemned to servitude. Amanda had decided to buy her, to deal with her at her leisure. Alicia was young, and pretty. She would make a useful pleasure slave.  

Nor had Amanda forgotten Ronika’s treachery. Ronika had taken Amanda’s money, promised to help her escape and then left her to the mercy of the Commission for Public Safety. But Ronika was a slave. She belonged to Akkadis Leisure, and Akkadis Leisure now belonged to Amanda Alba. It did not occur to Amanda to show magnanimity to a defeated enemy. Her experiences had hardened her.

Amanda had decided to send Ronika to the Arena. She would feature in a brief but entertaining performance which Amanda had arranged. The Albas, mother, son and daughter, all watched the show. It featured a zebra. Amanda knew the stripes were only painted on, but it was superbly done; very realistic, she thought. She personally thanked Mr Smirke afterwards. He seemed genuinely pleased by her compliments. Ronika herself had made a dreadful fuss, Amanda thought. She screamed, squawked and wriggled throughout the show, but she survived for well over ten minutes.


4: THE UPSIDE DOWN GIRLS 

Woe to the vanquished. 

Livy, History V: 48

April Parsons emerged terrified onto the brightly lit platform of the auction room at the Rose Garden. On three sides, the tiered seats were crowded with men and a few women, scrutinising her. April quailed. Like all the girls sold at auction she wore only a very short white skirt which left her thighs bare, and a cropped bolero top which did not close at the front. Each garment bore the badge of the Rose Garden. She was blonde and pretty, tall and slender, with an attractive figure. She should easily reach the reserve price, thought the auctioneer. 

“Lot Ten,” he announced. “April, aged twenty. Imperial, from New Wessex. Daughter of a public official, and well educated. Trained pleasure slave.”

April wished the man had not mentioned that last detail. April wanted to be bought by a nice family who wanted a maid or a cook or a childminder. Why did he have to tell everyone she was trained as a pleasure slave? People would not understand that she was really a good girl, from a good family. 

The bidding began at six thousand solidi. April saw several buyers gesture with their hands or paper catalogues as the bids increased to seven thousand. Soon, one of those men would own her, April thought with dismay. In the second row there was even a woman bidding, a smartly dressed lady possibly in her late thirties, accompanied by two younger women. I hope she buys me, thought April. I don’t want to belong to a man again. Please God, not that again!  The lady looked beautiful, but rather strict and severe, April thought.

The lady conferred with her companions and made another bid. Seven thousand, five hundred solidi. There was a pause, and then April heard the tap of the gavel. She had been sold. 

“Sold!” saw the auctioneer, “for seven thousand five hundred solidi, to Akkadis Leisure.” April looked at the lady, but the lady did not seem to see her. She was already looking at her catalogue, at the particulars of lots still to be sold. April was led away. She passed Zoe, who was led onto the platform. 

April collapsed shaking on a bench in the holding room. What could Akkadis Leisure be? Some of the buyers had very strange names, like Yelps and Love Bunnies and Entertainment Unlimited and The Upside Down Girls and Seen But Not Heard. But at least she had been bought by a lady. That must be a good sign. 

The lady from Akkadis Leisure was in fact none other than its new owner, Amanda Alba. 

Amanda had soon realised that the Akkadis Leisure pleasure houses had been mismanaged, or rather hardly managed at all, under Alicia Carno’s ownership. Alicia had expected the company to provide an income without any effort on her own part. It was for this reason that Amanda had decided to attend the Rose Garden regularly, to restock her pleasure houses. She wanted Akkadis Leisure to provide its clientele with a little more variety. It had been losing custom to rivals like Top Heavy and Seen But Not Heard. The company needed to adapt, to change with the times.  

The girl called April was a good purchase. The gentlemen would like her.  She was ideal for what Amanda had in mind. 

The next girl, named Zoe, looked frightened. She should be, Amanda thought. Slave prices were lower than they had been for years and private demand was weak, but the pleasure houses were still buying. She was very pretty, though, slender and blonde. 

Amanda made a bid of seven thousand. She felt no pity for the girl. Amanda was intensely loyal to her family and her friends, but felt only loathing for the Empire whose machinations had brought death and unbearable suffering to her family. Amanda was no longer a Reformer. She was an Akkadisi, and she could never be anything else. 

Seven thousand, two hundred and fifty solidi. The auctioneer tapped his gavel. Zoe belonged to Akkadis Leisure now. 

At least I’ve been bought by the same woman as April, Zoe thought. At least I’ll know someone in this strange, terrible place. I hope she buys Chloe too. Maybe she’s a kind woman. Maybe she’ll buy us both to keep us together. There must be some good people, even in this place.

Zoe was taken to the holding room. Her twin sister, Chloe, was Lot 12. Chloe was indeed bought by Akkadis Leisure, though not as an act of kindness as Zoe had hoped.  The twins, together with April, were destined for the Maidens of Nenuphar where they would be used as pleasure slaves. There were already a number of Imperial girls at the Maidens, including Abi and Trixi, the sisters from Chimaera Bis who were already proving popular with the gentlemen.

There was one girl in the holding room who was more lonely and frightened than any of the others, but who was not an Imperial at all. She was a local Akkadisi woman. 

Alicia Carno sat silent and alone. She did not know how the Alba woman had suddenly become both free and rich. Nor did Alicia understand why she had been proscribed and condemned to servitude, although she guessed that Mrs Alba must somehow be responsible. She only knew that her worst possible nightmare had become real. Mrs Alba, whose family the Carnos had tormented and almost destroyed, had bought her. 

Alicia’s world had collapsed since the war ended. She had been spoilt, privileged, very rich and in retrospect, happy. Her mother had been murdered and Alicia had enjoyed owning the family business. She married Jak and they had been married just long enough to become bored with one another when another purge began. Alicia had been arrested, accused of having Atkoi sympathies, and proscribed. Jak had been allowed to go free, after signing documents renouncing his wife. 

The Commission for Public Safety and its headquarters at Diskobolus no longer existed. In its place was the Akkadis Bureau of Intelligence, which had proved quite capable of shouldering similar responsibilities. After three weeks in the custody of the Bureau, Alicia had been sent to the Rose Garden and prepared for sale. Unlike April, Zoe and Chloe, she was not already branded. She was put on the wheel at the Rose Garden, rotated half circle and branded. She was an ‘upside down girl’. Her brand was still painful. Now she had been bought by her worst enemy.


5: SEEN BUT NOT HEARD 

There is nothing which has yet been contrived by man by which so much happiness is produced as by a good tavern or inn.

Samuel Johnson

Two weeks had passed since the auction at the Rose Garden. 

Roxana Keswick was standing in the lounge bar of the Maidens of Nenuphar, near the till where she could see the stage clearly. She was wearing a smart black evening gown, as befitted a deputy manager of such an establishment.

Roxana was watching the stage carefully and critically. A lively Atkoi tune was playing and the new twins, Chloe and Zoe, were dancing. They made a lovely sight, pretty, blonde and slim, and dressed in short flared wraparound skirts and short cropped tops which barely covered their breasts. They were both making good progress, Roxie decided. They were becoming quite popular with the gentlemen. 

Roxana gestured to the twins. Relieved, they ran lightly to the bar. Their mortifying stint on the stage was over. They would be serving drinks now.

Roxie nodded to another girl who was already waiting to ascend the stage. The girl’s heart sank, but she obediently hurried to the stage and ascended the steps. She too was blonde and attractive, and she wore a short skirt like the twins, but unlike them she was topless. A number of gentlemen in the audience cheered, whistled and laughed. The girl’s breasts were full, firm and shapely, and they bounced prettily as she ran. She blushed deeply, but obeyed without hesitation. 

The girl’s name was Alicia. Once she had been called Alicia Carno. For a while she had been Alicia Zadkine. Now she was simply Alicia, for a slave neither needed a surname, nor was she permitted one. 

She’s pretty, thought Roxie. Ironically, she looks less tarty now than she did when she was free. She has to. No pleasure house can allow its slave girls to look like whores. That is the privilege of the free. 

Alicia was indeed very pretty now that the excessive make up which she had formerly worn was no longer permitted her.  Her breasts were full and large and firm because Bowser had recently injected biosilicon gel into each of them. He had followed the usual practice at pleasure houses such as Melons, and Top Heavy, and initially injected each of Alicia’s breasts with a quarter litre of the gel. A week later, when her flesh had stretched a little, he pumped in a further quarter litre, so that each breast had been filled with half a litre altogether. This was perhaps a little more than the late Mrs Knott would have recommended, but the gentlemen watching did not seem to object. They appeared to be thoroughly enjoying Alicia’s performance. Alicia’s breasts were still throbbing painfully, but the gel had set firmly and beautifully. Her breasts were full, firm globes jutting proudly forward.

At Table 1, a discreetly screened alcove, sat Honeysuckle Alba, sipping a small glass of white wine. She had come to watch Alicia dancing. 

Alicia ignored the discomfort in her aching breasts. She knew her old adversary was watching her perform and she was mortified, but she danced for Honey and for the hundred or so leering men in the lounge bar and tried her best to make her audience enjoy every moment of it. 

Alicia dreaded each Wednesday Night Entertainment as it approached. She feared that she would be chosen to perform. She also feared being sent to the breeding farm. Most of all she feared being sent to the Arena, and so she swayed and gyrated her hips and wriggled her breasts with all her heart. Perhaps, just possibly, if she made herself sufficiently useful, Mrs Alba might spare her.

Alicia thought that nothing could be more humiliating than dancing almost naked in front of a roomful of strange men, not to mention Honeysuckle Alba, especially now that she had the largest breasts in the Maidens of Nenuphar. 

Then she caught sight of the man sitting at Table 21.

It was Jakob Zadkine: Jak, Alicia’s ex-husband, who had divorced her to avoid being proscribed himself. He had not especially minded renouncing his wife. He had grown to despise her. 

Burning with shame, the pretty blonde forced herself to continue. Jak was grinning and watching her.

Roxana had also seen Jak sitting there. She allowed Jak to enjoy Alicia’s performance for a few minutes before sauntering over to him.

“Mr Zadkine,” she smiled. “Good evening, sir. Would you like Alicia to come and sit with you?”

Jak grinned and said, “All right. Go and get her. And I’ll have a beer.”

Roxana went to the stage. She sent Alicia to fetch Jak’s drink. 

A minute later Alicia appeared at Jak’s table, still blushing. She curtsied and put the drink on his table. 

“Come here,” he said. “Closer.” He reached out and squeezed Alicia’s bare breasts, first one and then the other.

“Oh! Jak! Please, Jak…”

“Keep still,” he said. “Take your skirt off.”

Blushing deeper still, Alicia removed her skirt which scanty though it was, was her only garment. She had already learnt that a pleasure slave at the Maidens of Nenuphar could not disobey a direct command from a customer. 

Jak scrutinised her carefully. Alicia was standing tall and straight. Her figure was good. Girls at the Maidens were kept physically fit, by a regime of regular exercise. Her breasts were firm and full and thrusting. She wore an Akkadis Leisure ear tag. Jak looked at her brand, crisp and clear, a little above her mons and to one side. “Rose Garden,” he remarked. “Did they put you on the wheel?”

“Yes,” said Alicia quietly.

“Mr Zadkine, would you like to take her upstairs?” offered Roxana.

“No,” he grinned. “I had enough of her before, for free. She’s not worth paying for. I like her tits though, with the gel.” To Alicia he added, “Go and dance.”

Alicia curtsied. “Yes, Jak. Jak, can I…please Jak, can I put on my skirt first?”

“No. Go to the stage and dance. Do that one where you shake your tits about.”

Dismayed, Alicia hurried back to the stage and began dancing a tsittandi, entirely bare.

“While you’re here,” said Jak to Roxana, “You can get me the dumb slut.”

Roxana understood Jak’s demand. He had obviously heard that the Maidens had acquired a mute girl. 

The new pleasure house known as Seen But Not Heard was proving quite popular, and Amanda had not wanted Akkadis Leisure to be left behind. She had sent one of her new girls to have the same enhancement. If the mute proved popular, Amanda would send more of her girls for the same treatment.

The operation to excise a slave girl’s vocal chords was safe and inexpensive. The girl could be back at work in ten days. 

Roxana hurried to the reception and returned with the mute.

The girl was beautiful. She had a lovely figure, tall and slender, and a pretty face with dark blonde hair which she wore in kittentails which hung down prettily each side of her head. Like all the Maidens that evening, she wore a short, flared wraparound skirt and skimpy top. She glanced nervously at Jak and blushed prettily, feeling his eyes upon her. She smiled shyly. It was very important to make the gentleman like her, she knew. Now that she could no longer speak it was more important than ever to show by her body language that she would be honoured and delighted to entertain the gentleman. 

The girl was April Parsons.

April stood with her back perfectly straight. She had been warned that gentleman did not like girls who slouched. She curtsied and whispered, “Good evening, sir. I’m April, if it pleases you, sir.” She pressed her palms together as if in supplication. This was how she had been taught to introduce herself to a customer. 

The removal of her vocal chords does not deprive a slave girl of all ability to communicate aloud. As the breath passes through her mouth, she can still move her lips and tongue to form the words, although she can never again raise her voice above a quiet whisper. Jak could barely hear April’s words above the music, but that did not matter. He was not interested in conversation. He reached out and lifted her chin. He saw the scar, a vertical line on her throat. It was red and raw, but it was healing cleanly.

“She’s charming, isn’t she, Mr Zadkine?” smiled Roxana. 

Jak nodded. “All right. I’ll have her,” he said, and stood. 

April’s face was lit up once more with a warm smile. “Oh sir, thank you sir,” she whispered gratefully. She held Jak’s hand and led him towards the till.


6: THE LAST GOODBYE

Laws are like cobwebs, which may catch small flies but let wasps and hornets break through.

Swift, Jonathan: A Tritical Essay Upon the Faculties of the Mind

A blushing, slim, pretty brunette named Emma had just taken a tray of drinks to Table 17 at the Maidens of Nenuphar. The ten o’clock bell had just been rung, and Emma had been obliged to remove her top. Roxana caught her eye. “Take your skirt off too,” said the deputy manageress. “Then go and dance.”

“Yes, miss,” said Emma. She curtsied and obeyed. 

A young man walked into the reception of the Maidens and paused to look at the dozen or so pretty girls sitting behind the low partition. They were smiling and waving, hoping to be chosen. They all had earnings targets to meet, and none wanted to be chosen to perform in the next Wednesday Night Entertainment.

Without exception, the girls were attractive and well presented. They were dressed in the short skirts and skimpy tops which displayed their figures so well, and they wore their hair in kittentails. 

The young man looked carefully at each of them in turn. He would not make a hasty decision. He was not a wealthy man. He was a student in his final year of study at the University of Akkad, and a visit to the Maidens was, for him, a costly treat to be savoured to the full.

Each girl wore a badge displaying her name and number. Carys looked pretty, he thought. So too did Clara: very pretty. Then he saw two brunettes sitting together, so similar in appearance that he guessed they must be sisters. Their names were Abi and Trixi. He looked carefully at Trixi. She smiled sweetly and pressed her palms together, begging to be chosen.

The young man made up his mind. He turned to Bowser, who was acting as concierge that night. “Twenty-four, please. The one called Trixi,” the young man said. 

Trixi squeaked delightedly and ran grinning to the gap in the partition and thanked the young man for choosing her. Together, they entered the lounge and sat at one of the small tables facing the stage.

Emma was still dancing on the little stage. She still daydreamed, sometimes, that Lance would come and rescue her. Realistically she knew that he would not want to marry her now, not after she had danced naked for every man who had paid the price of a drink at the Maidens, and been used by every man in Akkad who wanted her and had fifteen solidi to spare.

Most of the time, Emma tried not to hope. Hope only made her feel worse, because in her heart she knew it was a false hope. She did not think of the future, because she had no future. She would remain at the Maidens, or some other pleasure house, until she was too worn out to be of further use. By her late twenties the gentlemen would begin to tire of her. It would be harder to meet her earnings targets each week, and she would begin to be chosen more often to perform in the Wednesday Night Entertainments. That would get her a few extra customers, for a while at least. Then after another year or so, the company would send her away, either for breeding or to the Arena.

But just occasionally she could not help herself from daydreaming. Suppose Lance was looking for her. He might still be searching every pleasure house in Akkad until he found her. Surely he would understand that it was not her fault that she had become what she was. She would never, never have chosen to be unfaithful to him. She was not that sort of girl. It did not matter if he did not want to marry her. She would willingly be his slave. She would be his concubine, maid, housekeeper, childminder or whatever he wanted.

Emma was dancing naked to a lively Atkoi tune, thrusting and gyrating to the powerful rhythmic beat, repeating the steps she had been taught. As always when she danced, she tried not to meet the eyes of the men watching. It was too humiliating. That was why she had been dancing for several minutes before she saw the young man sitting at a table with Trixi, halfway across the room.

The man was staring at Emma, transfixed. Emma did not know how long he had been watching her. 

The man was Lance.

Emma gasped and for the briefest instant covered her breasts and pudenda, ashamed to be seen by Lance like this, dancing naked in a brothel in front of a hundred men or more. Then she remembered her training. She continued dancing as if nothing had happened. Anxiously she looked around for Roxana, hoping that her mistake had not been noticed. Girls at the Maidens of Nenuphar had been put on the flogging stool or the whipping post for less. It was mortifying, but she must dance as normal. When Lance realised it really was her, he would send for her and put an end to this humiliation. 

Emma carried on dancing, sinuously twisting and gyrating to the powerful beat. She continued for two more songs. Lance was still looking at her. Emma saw him speak to Trixi, then look at the stage again. The song ended, and Emma stood still and curtsied. The audience applauded. Lance watched her as she curtsied, naked, to a room full of strange men. The pause between the songs, when Emma had to stand still, was in some respects worse than the dancing itself. 

Then the third song began. Why did Lance not send Trixi to fetch her? Had he not recognised her? But if not, why was he looking at her so intently? 

Towards the end of the song Emma was relieved to see the deputy manageress approaching the stage. She knelt on the edge of the stage to hear Roxana’s words.

“You’ve been booked,” said Roxana. “Go to Table 5.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Emma, descending from the stage. She was confused. Lance was not sitting at Table 5. Lance’s table was much further from the stage. 

Then with sickening certainty, Emma realised what had happened. Lance had not booked her at all. Another man must have booked her. She hesitated for the briefest moment, but Roxana said, “Hurry up, girl, he’s waiting for you.”

“Yes, miss,” said Emma again. She could not delay any longer. She ran to Table 5. “Good evening, sir,” said Emma to the gentleman.

The gentleman was Mr Granicus.

Mr Granicus grinned and stood and reached out with his right hand. He took Emma’s left nipple firmly between his thumb and forefinger and walked her to the till. She stood beside him as he handed over the fee.

Burning with shame, Emma dared not look at Lance now. As Granicus led her towards the door leading to the elevators, Emma stole the briefest of glances towards Lance. Lance was still looking at her.

It was the last time that Emma ever saw him.


POSTSCRIPT

In the years that followed the Atkoi War, Kyra Welbeck helped to found the Imperial League for the Rescue of Distressed Ladies, a charitable body whose purpose was to rescue all victims of the slave traffic, and help them to begin new lives. The League rescued Nysha, Clara, Carys, Janina, Juliet, Daisy, Millie and several others who had been seized from the Evening Star. 

Officially the Akkadisi authorities agreed to cooperate fully with the League and allow its agents to inspect the pleasure houses to search for abducted Imperials. In practice the pleasure houses learned to evade and adapt to these arrangements. Amanda Alba, for instance, had contacts in positions of authority and was invariably warned of such visits before they took place. She would arrange for any Imperial girls to be moved away temporarily whenever a pleasure house was due to be inspected. Occasionally a few older Imperials, who were due to be disposed of anyway, would be left for the authorities to ‘discover.’ As the League paid compensation for the women they rescued, Amanda was always able to purchase replacement girls. Often the replacements were themselves Imperial. 

 Leah and Rebekka Hart were never found. Mr Ipoletz, who had purchased Bekka from Akkadis Leisure, was so fond of her that he allowed himself to be persuaded to buy Leah too, and he had taken the sisters with him when he emigrated to one of the independent worlds. No one at the Maidens knew precisely to which planet they had gone. It might have been Anckarstrom or Brizeaux, or possibly even Oriflamme. 

But the two sisters were grateful to Ipoletz and served him loyally. He treated them well. They each bore him several children, and when he died the sisters were freed under the terms of his will and given generous legacies. They remained with their children on their new home world. 

In total, fourteen survivors from the Evening Star were found: fourteen out of a total of two thousand, six hundred and fifty passengers and crew. Several of those fourteen had borne children in slavery and chose to remain with their children rather than return home. 

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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