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AUTHOR’S NOTE

THE STORY SO FAR

Roxana Keswick had been a trainee teacher, twenty years old and almost fully qualified, until that terrible night when the Commission for Public Safety, the dreaded secret police of Akkadis, had called. Her family had been accused of treason. Her parents had been executed. Roxie herself had been spared – if ‘spared’ is an appropriate word – and condemned to slavery. Their mistake, or rather Roxie’s father’s mistake, was to have been involved in the opposition movement on Akkadis, a fiercely independent world which in the year 2999 feared attack from its neighbours. 

At the Rose Garden, the most notorious slave market in Akkad City, the pretty blonde was branded, microchipped and subjected to terrifying obedience training. The she was sold to a brothel called the Maidens of Nenuphar. Still a virgin then, she was deflowered by a wealthy client.

But worse was to follow. To her dismay, the pretty blonde realises that Artur Thrux, her worst former student, and his coterie of loutish friends have discovered that she is now a helpless slave girl in a ‘pleasure house’. Thrux had always lusted after the pretty teacher; now she is unable to resist as he decides it will be amusing to have Miss Keswick entertain him and his friends whenever they visit the Maidens – either ordering her to dance naked on the stage, or entertain them in a bedroom upstairs. Ashamed and defeated, Roxie tries her best to submit and obey, to soften his hostility.

But Thrux has one last malicious plan for Roxie. He pays to have Roxie publicly disciplined for some imaginary offence. The chosen punishment is the most painful and degrading which The Maidens of Nenuphar has available: Roxie is to be put on the dreaded ‘Saddle,’ and it will be done on the stage of the lounge bar, on the next Entertainment Night, when the Maidens is full to capacity with gentlemen expecting to be entertained by a lively performance. 

They will not be disappointed.      

1: THE SADDLE

He bore the suffering of others with commendable fortitude. Trisagius

“Gentlemen, if you would like to come with me, I will show you to your table.” Roxana curtsied as she addressed the customers she had been sent to call, but Artur Thrux and his friends showed no sign of moving. Thrux merely looked at Roxie, grinning.

It was very important to be deferential to Mr Thrux. Roxie was courteous to all the gentlemen, naturally, but she was especially attentive to Mr Thrux. He had chosen her several times on his visits to the Maidens in recent weeks. Roxie learned that when he took her upstairs he liked her to lie with her knees bent and her ankles raised, holding her ankles in her hands. It was a very tiring position to hold for any length of time, but it was much better than incurring his displeasure. She always did her very best to please him. Recently he had not been particularly cruel to her, although she sensed his mood could change at any moment.

Now, Roxie blushed beneath Thrux’s gaze. She was uncertain what to say or do next.

“What exactly is the Entertainment tonight?” he eventually demanded.

“It’s the Saddle, master. One of the new girls is being put in the Saddle,” Roxana explained.

“What’s the girl’s name?”

“Ana, master.” Thrux’s grin broadened and he glanced at his friends, as if sharing a joke.

The four youths stood. “Show us the table then, girl,” said Danielz, sharply slapping Roxie’s buttocks.

“Oh! Yes, master,” replied Roxie. She dared not show outwardly the shame she felt at being manhandled by her former student. A number of gentlemen at the Maidens had slapped her buttocks before. Her rump was well rounded. It seemed to invite such attention. She showed the four gentlemen to Table 1.

The sturdy device known as the Saddle was already in place on the small stage. It had a wide, heavy base, necessary to prevent it from falling over. The Saddle with its rider would otherwise be top heavy. The base supported a sturdy upright carbonite post about five feet high. At the top of the post, about three feet long and two feet wide, was the Saddle itself, a padded cylinder covered in deep red leather. It looked like a small barrel on its side, fixed at about chest height above the stage.

It differed from any real saddle in one particular respect: halfway along its length, just where the rider would sit, protruded a phallus which pointed straight upwards. It was substantially longer and thicker than any real manhood. It was almost a foot high. It was red and shiny with a pattern of silver lines around its head. A thick electric cable ran from the base of the pillar, across the stage towards the bar.  Evidently the Saddle was ready to be ridden.

Roxie felt desperately sorry for Ana. She wondered whether the thickness of the cable was an indication of the strength of the current which would be used.

But Ronika had lied to Roxie. It was not Ana who was going to be put on the Saddle. It was Roxana herself.

 Less than five minutes later Roxana found herself standing on the little stage, behind the Saddle, wearing only a small sheet of thin white cloth. The cloth was wrapped around her and tucked in behind her back, covering her from her breasts down to her thighs. 

Roxie’s neck and wrists were fastened in a stock. She also had a small brass ring strapped to each of her ankles. She had never seen the Saddle in use and she could not guess what these rings were for. A cloth pad filled her mouth. It was taped firmly in place. Roxie was looking, wide eyed, at the enormous phallus projecting out of the Saddle. She seemed unable to drag her eyes away from the monstrous device.

She was also concerned about her costume. The slightest movement could cause the cloth to untuck and fall down from her. Underneath it she was bare. With her wrists fastened in the stock, held firmly each side of her neck, she would be unable to retrieve it. Would Bowser replace the cloth if it fell off? The lounge was crowded with gentlemen waiting to be entertained. Roxie knew it would be mortifying if the cloth fell off, leaving her bare.

Roxie had no idea why she was to be put on the Saddle. She thought she had met her targets every week. 

Within seconds though, she had an answer to her other unspoken question, about the white sheet. Bowser simply reached out and tugged it so that it fell instantly away from her. The audience cheered. Roxie was exposed to their view with her wrists raised and her breasts lifted. She whimpered helplessly in protest. 

Bowser gestured to Gumbo who was standing nearby. He understood. Roxie also saw and understood. Terrified, she saw Gumbo step forward. The Entertainment was about to begin.

Bowser stooped to take firm hold of Roxana’s left thigh while Gumbo held her right. Holding Roxana between them they each stepped onto a sturdy carbonite block, one each side of the Saddle, and lifted her up high, astride the Saddle. Taking care to position her properly over the phallus, they lowered her into place so that she was sitting upright on the Saddle. Gumbo was a little clumsy and lowered her rather too quickly, so that although the phallus was well lubricated, Roxie squawked in pain through her gag as her own weight pushed the unbending artificial manhood deep within her. 

The moment Roxana was placed on the Saddle, Bowser slid an elasticated rope through the rings fixed to each of her ankles.  He gave it a sharp tug before tying the ends together, so that Roxana’s ankles were pulled tightly together underneath the barrel of the Saddle. She squawked again. She was perched on the Saddle and held immobile by her legs, which were wrapped tightly around it. 

Roxie was impaled on the phallus. It was thrust deep inside her and she felt her whole weight resting on it, although resting was hardly an adequate word. Roxie was uncomfortable. She squirmed in the Saddle and tried to relieve the pressure. It did not help. Nothing helped.

Bowser stepped back to survey his handiwork. Roxie’s long fair hair hung down in two kittentails. Her chin was raised by the stock so that her blushing face was lifted prettily. She sat bolt upright with her back perfectly straight in an effort to lessen the discomfort of the phallus. With her wrists in the stock and her back straight, her full round breasts were thrust pertly forward. A girl on the Saddle always sat perfectly straight, Bowser thought. It encouraged good posture. They never slouched. 

Roxie’s humiliation was heightened by a sense of vulnerability. She was elevated above the stage, with the bright lights focused on her. Everyone could see her, customers and slaves alike. Her physical discomfort was added to the torment. 

The crowd seemed to be enjoying themselves. Roxie made a pretty sight, impaled like a butterfly on display for their delectation. They murmured in genuine appreciation of Bowser’s handiwork and a polite ripple of applause filled the public lounge. 

Bowser gestured towards a table near the stage. Roxie looked nervously in the same direction. She could turn her head from side to side, but not up and down. 

It was then that Roxie saw Thrux sitting at the table. This is why I am here, she realised. He wanted it to be kept secret, as a joke. That’s why Ronika told me it would be Ana in the Saddle tonight. As if he could read her thoughts, Thrux grinned and raised his glass to Roxie. It was an ugly grin. Beside him, his friends were also laughing. Ronika arrived at their table, holding a small control pad. Dismayed, Roxie saw Ronika show the pad to Thrux, and Roxie knew that now, more than ever before, she was in his power. 

A popular Atkoi tune with a rhythmic beat was playing and the coloured lights were pulsing in time to the music. Ronika turned a dial on the control pad, increasing the volume a little. Then she turned another dial, and Roxie felt the Saddle begin to vibrate.


2: RIDING HIGH

The whole Saddle was moving, bouncing up and down in time to the music, and the phallus was moving with it. At first, it was bearable. Then Ronika turned the dial a little further, which increased the speed of the Saddle. An appreciative murmur rippled through the crowd. Roxie’s breasts were bouncing now, as her whole body vibrated up and down. Mortified, she knew that the spectators were watching her breasts. Slowly the speed was turned up higher and still higher, until Roxie could bear the discomfort no longer. Though she did not know it, the dial was turned to eighty cycles a minute, which was nearly the maximum. It remained at this punishing level for almost a minute, until suddenly, to Roxie’s immense relief the speed was turned down low again. The vibration continued, but it was now a bearable forty cycles a minute.

But it did not remain bearable for long. Again, the tempo gradually increased to an unendurable level and again, after perhaps three minutes which felt to Roxie like ten times that, the tempo began to subside.

But this time Ronika had another surprise for Roxie. The Atkoi song was loud, lively and exciting. Just as it reached a crescendo, Ronika pressed a different button. Roxana yelped and squealed audibly through the gag, jerked both her legs and twisted her hips from side to side. She arched her body back and then forward again in an attempt to escape the pain. It had been an electric shock, applied directly to Roxie through the exposed wires on the head of the phallus. Her breasts were thrust forward as she arched her back provocatively, and she continued to twist, wriggle, kick and yelp for several seconds until, sore, confused, and exhausted, she ceased to writhe. The Saddle was still vibrating, bouncing her slowly up and down. Roxie’s squeals gradually subsided into a series of prolonged whimpers.

“Looks as if she’s enjoying herself,” remarked one of the customers.

“Loving it,” grinned another.

“Yes, look at that,” said a third.

Ronika pressed the button a second time. Again Roxie jerked wildly, arched her back and wriggled her hips helplessly, all the while yelping and squealing through the gag. Only when at last she subsided, did she become aware of the hoots of laughter.

Dismayed, the former teacher saw Ronika hand the control panel to Thrux. His face was lit up with glee. If Roxie could have spoken she would have begged Thrux to take pity on her. As it was she could not even gesture with her hands. She tried to plead with her eyes for mercy but she saw only delight on his face. His three friends plainly shared his excitement and glee. 

Then for a while, Roxie could neither think not see, because she was squealing and yelping and twisting her hips and breasts and arching her back again and again. Thrux had pressed the button again. 

The Saddle was still vibrating. For a moment Roxie caught a glimpse of Thrux’s friends leaning across the table, each trying to grab the control panel and press the button and enjoy for himself the thrill of making their former teacher yelp and writhe in uncontrolled spasms. One or more of them must have succeeded in doing so. Dimly Roxie was aware that the music was louder now. The speed of the vibration had also increased. 

Thrux clutched the control panel, chortling with glee, his red face with its angry pimples glowing with excitement. He was looking from Roxie to the controls and back again. As the music reached another crescendo he must have pressed the shock button again and again, making her leap and yelp helplessly in time to the music. He was encouraged by the audience, who began clapping at the same tempo.

Left to his own devices it would have taken Thrux some considerable time to tire of this simple sport, and Roxana would not have survived the evening. However, Mrs Knott had supplied Ronika with an override device which enabled her gradually to diminish and then entirely cut the power sent to the Saddle. When Ronika saw Roxie’s responses becoming progressively weaker, she put an end to Thrux’s sport altogether.

Thrux had paid a considerable sum to have Roxana put on the Saddle and he took it with ill grace when Ronika put an end to his entertainment, although he had been warned beforehand that it would be of limited duration. The music subsided and Roxie realised her ordeal was almost over. The audience applauded rapturously. Some chanted, “More!” More!” but Ronika was under strict instructions not to prolong Roxie’s torment. 

Mrs Knott was pleased. It would be a profitable evening. Aroused by the entertainment, the gentlemen would spend their money freely in the Maidens tonight. Ronika ascended the stage and waited for an opportunity to speak.

“Gentlemen…gentlemen… gentlemen, please….” The lounge quietened sufficiently for Ronika to continue. “Gentlemen, you have been watching Roxana. Roxie is quite new here at the Maidens of Nenuphar but we are very pleased with her progress. She is still a little shy,” (at this point there was some more laughter), “but she loves her work here. She can be very vocal. She squeaks a lot, as you can hear, and if you choose her you will find she likes you to enjoy the experience as much as she does. I am afraid she is already booked for this evening, but she is available from tomorrow. Her name is Roxie, and she is Number 33! This is the Maidens of Nenuphar, the Home of Live Entertainment! Gentlemen, please give a round of applause for … Roxie!”

The gentlemen and one or two ladies present did indeed applaud Roxie. She was lifted down and prodded to the front of the stage. Her legs were shaking and she felt weak. Then to her dismay she saw a face in the crowd she had not previously noticed: Mr Bolventor. 

Mr Bolventor was looking at her, and he must have seen the whole shameful performance. Instinctively she tried to cover her breasts and pudenda with her hands, forgetting in that moment that her hands were held firmly in the stock.

Bowser whispered to her, “Curtsey,” and Roxie dutifully did so. Ronika gave a signal for a bevy of girls to ascend the stage. The music began, and Carys, Honey, Nysha and Ana ran lightly up the steps to begin dancing, dressed in nothing more than very short split skirts and short bolero tops. 

Bowser said to Ronika, “Take her to the showers, then Room 16.” Ronika helped Roxie to stand upright.

Roxana wondered who had booked her. Usually after performing in an Entertainment, a girl was allowed to rest for the evening. “If you please, Mr Bowser,” she asked, “who has booked me? Is it Mr Bolventor?” She hoped it was Mr Bolventor. It would be humiliating, but at least he would be sympathetic.

“Bolventor? No,” said Bowser. “It’s Thrux.”

Mrs Knott had not recorded Roxana in the Saddle. It would not have been useful for blackmail purposes. She only recorded the rich and powerful.

But the manageress of the Maidens of Nenuphar was not as clever as she had imagined. Realistically she should never have expected to blackmail such powerful people successfully and escape the consequences. As it happened, those consequences would be worse, far worse, than either the manageress or anyone else could possibly have imagined. Though Mrs Knott would not be present to see it, the time was soon coming when war would rage across a thousand inhabited worlds, and Empires, Kzamates and Commonwealths would rise and fall as a consequence of Mrs Knott’s foolish plan.


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Friend of Akkadis: 

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

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

With thanks and sincere best wishes,

Henry Sparrowhawk. 

Three Oaks Farm, Yorkshire, June 2014.
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