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PROLOGUE

Aimee Pembroke was going to be caned. 

She was standing on the stage of the crowded lounge bar in the Maidens of Nenuphar, a popular brothel or ‘pleasure house’ as such establishments were known in Akkad City. She was fastened in a stock, a plank of wood with three holes cut into it to hold her neck and wrists immobile. The timber was thick, so that her chin was raised and her head was lifted prettily. She could not look down.  Her wrists were held in place each side of her neck. Anthea and Lucie each held one end of the heavy stock in case Aimee tried to struggle, although there was little she could do except to curl into a ball. Her ankles had already been strapped to the legs of the flogging stool, so that her legs were stretched wide apart. 

The lounge bar was busy with customers. Pretty, scantily clad pleasure slaves were busily fetching and carrying drinks or simply sitting with the gentlemen. There were more girls, dressed even more scantily, dancing on the stage and even on top of the bar where customers could reach out and touch them. The coloured lights were flashing and music was playing. 

Aimee was wearing a very short white dress which drew attention to her lovely figure. She had a slim waist, rounded flaring hips and long legs. Her face was sweet, her eyes wide with fear, and her long blonde hair was tied in two kittentails which hung prettily down her back. On her dress was a badge prominently bearing the number ‘51.’ A large wad of cloth filled her mouth completely, and her lips, which in happier times so often smiled, had been taped shut. Aimee felt the cloth gradually expanding as it became damp. It was uncomfortable. She would be able to breathe through her nose and make muffled moans or whimpers, but anything approaching clear speech would be denied to her until the gag was removed.

She blushed beautifully, conscious that she was the centre of so much attention and realising that as her hands were pulled back and lifted, her breasts were thrust forward and pressed against the thin fabric of her dress. The audience clearly appreciated the sight with which they were presented. There were murmurs of approval, and a number of shouts and catcalls, most of them indecent. Mrs Knott, the manageress, smiled. It was a good natured Wednesday night crowd, waiting to be entertained and willing to pay for it. They would not be disappointed. 

The flogging stool was immediately in front of Aimee. Its wide horizontal beam was level with her waist. It did not look like any stool Aimee had ever seen before. It was obviously not built to be sat upon. It appeared old and the wood was varnished dark brown. Aimee had been afraid even before she saw the structure, but actually seeing it and knowing that in a few moments she would be stretched over it, made her predicament seem more real, more immediate and more terrifying still.

She looked at the sea of faces around her. Dismayed, she knew that soon she might be required to serve as a pleasure slave for any of those men, if they could afford the modest sum of a few solidi. Aimee had been a virgin when she was abducted. Now she was a slave in a brothel. 

Some of the men were grinning, anticipating an entertaining display. Others were drinking or chatting to companions. On one table, a group of young men and one or two young women who appeared to be students from the University of Akkad were drinking and sometimes calling out comments, but their banter was good natured. Mrs Knott did not anticipate any unpleasantness.

Aimee, on the other hand, anticipated considerable unpleasantness. 

THE STORY SO FAR

It is the year 2999. Aimee Pembroke was a passenger on the interstellar liner, the Evening Star, when it was attacked, boarded and plundered by terrorists. Aimee’s parents, brother and grandmother were killed, ejected into space along with many other prisoners, but Aimee and several dozen other young women passengers were abducted and sold into slavery on the fiercely independent world of Akkadis. 

Man’s vast Empire holds sway over a thousand inhabited worlds, but its rulers have become weak. On the Empire’s borders the Atkoi tribes, human but long since reverted to barbarism, have acquired modern, faster than light warships, and their leaders cast covetous eyes on the prosperous Imperial worlds. War seems inevitable. 

And Aimee, a pretty nineteen year old blonde who was a virgin until she was captured, has become a helpless pawn in the ‘great game’ of Imperial politics and appeasement. She has been branded, publicly auctioned, and sold to a brothel.

Now read on….


1: THE MAIDENS OF NENUPHAR

What we have to learn to do, we learn by doing.

Aristotle.

When Amanda, Roxana and Anemone arrived at the Maidens of Nenuphar they were locked in a tiny room and told to wait. Honey was already there. Though naturally delighted to see her daughter, Amanda was dismayed to learn that Honeysuckle had been bought by Akkadis Leisure.

The following morning a pretty, cheerful young woman named Binka, wearing a badge on her waistcoat inscribed simply with the number ‘1,’ led them to the manager’s office. The Maidens of Nenuphar was a sizeable building with several floors and they glimpsed lifts, stairs, corridors, kitchens and staff quarters before emerging into a large room with tables, seats, a long bar stocked with many different kinds of drinks, and a small stage. The room was deserted as the Maidens was closed, and the mirror balls and coloured lights were unlit. The tables and seats further from the stage were raised to afford their occupants a better view. Some tables had partitions between them, creating little alcoves from which their occupants could see but not easily be seen. High on one wall was a row of what appeared to be large mirrors. This room, Binka explained, was the Lounge Bar.

It was then that the four newly purchased slave girls caught sight of a creature very approximately human in form, carrying an enormous keg of beer entirely unaided.

Amanda saw it first, the others a moment later. None of them dared to stare at it. They were in enough trouble already, without being accused of rudeness. Nevertheless they saw that it had very short legs, a round barrel of a torso and short thick arms terminating in reddish leathery hands, each with three webbed fingers with nails like claws. But its most horrifying features were its face and head. The face was covered in leathery skin, a deep pink, almost purple in colour. For a mouth it had a wide slit curving down on both sides like a fish’s mouth, with no lips and no chin in the usual sense; its lower jaw simply sloped down into its neck. It had small holes where its nose and ears should have been. Immediately above its tiny round eyes, its forehead receded so that Amanda wondered whether it was possible for the creature to have much brain at all. Its scalp was bare except for a few wisps of very fine black hair. Its exposed flesh had white patches of dead skin which were gradually peeling off. The creature seemed all the more horrifying because it resembled a human so closely. If it had been entirely alien in appearance, it would have been less shocking. Amanda knew she ought to feel pity for the poor creature, but she felt only revulsion and fear.

 Is it a xenogene? she wondered. Amanda had never seen a xenogene but she knew that such creatures existed in the remotest parts of the Great Plateau where it was difficult for true humans to survive and breathe properly. What heartless, inhuman cruelty it must have taken to create such creatures! But if it really was a xenogene, why had it been brought to the city?

In a moment Binka had led them out of the bar, through an archway and up some steps. She knocked on a door and a woman’s voice ordered them to enter. Binka grinned cheerfully and gestured them inside. The room contained a window which looked down onto the Lounge Bar below, and they realised that what had appeared to be mirrors must be one-way glass.

This was the office of the manager, or to be precise manageress, of the Maidens of Nenuphar. She was in her early fifties, with dark wavy hair beginning to turn gray. The woman stood. The four girls, also standing, had noticed a rod which lay on the manageress’s desk. In fact they could not keep their eyes off it. It appeared to be a goad, similar to the terrible object used by Manuela at the Rose Garden.

The manageress asked each of the girls their names, ages, and enquired about their backgrounds and education. Then she gestured to Roxie and said, “You. Remove your dress.”

Roxie, who of all the four women had reason to remember the goad, removed the Rose Garden dress.

“And the bra.” Blushing, Roxie obeyed, but covered her breasts with her arms.

“And the panties,” the manageress added.

This time Roxie hesitated. “Please, I don’t think I’m really meant to be here. You see, I--”

But the manageress never did hear why the pretty trainee teacher was not supposed to be at the Maidens of Nenuphar. Roxie never finished her sentence. The manageress’s hand shot out and struck the side of the Roxie’s head with her palm so forcefully that the girl’s head was whipped sharply to one side and she fell to the ground. Amanda, standing beside her, almost bent forward to help her up, but then remembered the goad.

“Stand up,” snapped the manageress. Roxie did not appear to hear her. “Stand up!” repeated Mrs Knott more forcefully, as though she were offended by Roxie’s rudeness and laziness in presuming to lie down in her presence. For several seconds Roxie was unable to comprehend how she came to be on the floor in the first place. She struggled to her feet with her head still spinning from the blow. 

The manageress seized Roxie’s ear firmly and twisted it, pulling the girl’s face close to her own before speaking. With new girls it was sometimes necessary to establish very clearly who was slave and who was mistress. Roxie stared into the woman’s angry, terrifying face. She had never seen anyone so angry before. She had not meant to make the woman angry, but she knew she was in terrible trouble now.

“Listen to me very carefully, Roxana,” said the manageress slowly. Her voice seethed with anger and as she spoke it became louder and angrier still. “My name is Mrs Knott. When you address me, you will call me either ‘Mrs Knott’ or ‘Ma’am.’ I do not mind which. But it must be one or the other. I will not have ill mannered little trollops in this house. Do you understand me, Girl?”

“Yes, Ma’am, I’m sorry, Ma’am,” said Roxie. Roxie’s face was held only inches from Mrs Knott’s face. She noticed that the horrible woman had a sty on one eyelid. The manageress must have been about the same age as Roxie’s mother, Roxie thought, but totally devoid of any maternal feeling. 

 “I am in charge of this house, Roxana,” continued the manageress, who was now almost shouting. “And you are wrong. You are meant to be here, because this in a whorehouse and you are a whore. When I tell you to do something you will do it and you will do it immediately. You will wear what you are told to wear. If you are good, you will meet nice gentlemen who will be kind to you. You will have pretty clothes to wear and you will have fun. It will be like having a party every single night. But if you are bad,” and at this point Mrs Knott brought her face even closer, “if you are bad I will have you sent to the Gilded Cage. It’s not a nice house like this. The men there are not gentlemen. They are rough. It’s in Agrinova, where the Marines base is. When the boys go off on patrol they know they won’t see a woman for six months, so they like to have a girl before they go. And when they get back they want a woman again. Sometimes the girls at the Gilded Cage have five hundred customers a month. A delicate little thing like you wouldn’t survive six months there. They’d ruttock you to death and throw out your carcase with the trash. Or maybe you’ll be sent to the Arena. Or the Zoo. The men don’t touch you at all at the Zoo. They just watch. So don’t you dare tell me you shouldn’t be here, Girl, just be thankful you are here.”

Specks of Mrs Knott’s saliva landed on Roxie’s face, but Roxie dared not wipe them away. She was confused and frightened. She was shocked that a lady who at first seemed polite and well spoken should use such vulgar language. She was still trying to digest the information Mrs Knott had imparted when the woman lifted Roxie’s face and calmly said, “Now answer me very carefully, Roxana. Are you going to be good?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Roxie again. “I’m very sorry, Ma’am.”

“Good girl. Take your panties off now.”

Still shaking, Roxie obeyed. “That’s much better. The rest of you, take your clothes off too,” added Mrs Knott.

“Yes, Ma’am,” the other three terrified girls all chimed together. Suddenly the manageress was calm again, but they sensed that her anger might erupt once more at the slightest provocation. None of them wanted to be the focus of that anger. 

Mrs Knott examined their features carefully. She knew her business well. All the girls were of the type that her gentlemen would like. The buyer had done his job well. Iratos could usually be relied upon. They had pretty faces, slim waists, firm breasts and good figures generally. They were educated, well spoken and intelligent. The one called Amanda, the dam of Honeysuckle, had obviously looked after herself carefully. She had a figure which many girls in their twenties would have envied. She had an attractive face and an excellent figure. Perhaps her breasts sagged very slightly, but that could easily be remedied. As for the two virgins, she already had one or two gentlemen in mind who would pay handsomely to break them in. There was a certain wealthy Imperial visitor in town who was throwing a lot of money around. His name was Henderson, and Mrs Knott guessed he was on Akkadis for business of some sort. Imperial visitors were rare, and Henderson must have connections in high places. Mrs Knott had been told to see that Henderson was looked after while he was in Akkad. The other important gentleman was Mr Ipoletz. Mrs Knott had the impression that he had recently come into a great deal of money. That was very good. Those who made their money quickly were sometimes apt to spend it quickly. Those who spent a lifetime accumulating their wealth tended to be more frugal.

“There is one other thing I must warn you about, and that is Gumbo,” Mrs Knott continued. She was calm now. Her outburst of anger had achieved the desired effect. “You have seen Gumbo. You saw him when you come through the Lounge Bar.” The girls realised that Mrs Knott was referring to the deformed creature they had seen earlier. Somehow having a name, even a ridiculous name like an animal, made him seem more pitiable. “Gumbo is strong and works very hard,” continued Mrs Knott. “He is an important member of my team. He carries heavy things, and if a difficult or violent gentleman comes in or if there is a fight, Gumbo will make the man leave.” (Mrs Knott might also have added that Gumbo did not require any payment, except for his food, a place to sleep and occasional use of one of the girls; but his remuneration package was no business of the new slaves.)

“Sometimes Gumbo is called upon to discipline one of the girls,” Mrs Knott continued. “He uses a cane to do that. It is a very unpleasant cane, made of rattan. A lot of gentlemen come to watch when Gumbo canes a girl. I like the girl to be bare when she is caned. Completely bare, and stretched over the flogging stool. I have found the gentlemen prefer it that way. They find it amusing, and they pay generously. We have a little show here every Wednesday night. We call it our Entertainment Night. Sometimes I let Gumbo cane a girl on Entertainment Night. Because Gumbo is very strong, he canes the girl rather hard. I have tried asking him not to cane them quite so hard, but he takes no notice. He gets carried away and he forgets to do what I tell him to do. This does not do any permanent damage to the girl, but it is very painful. A girl who has felt Gumbo’s cane once, always tries her very best never to feel it again.” Mrs Knott was speaking slowly. She did not want the new girls to miss any of the details. Honey and Ana gasped with dismay. Mrs Knott approved. They had not even seen Gumbo’s cane yet, and already it was having a salutary effect.

Mrs Knott continued. “But caning a girl makes Gumbo very excited. If he gets excited, and then he’s not allowed to have what he wants, he gets very angry. Very angry indeed. The other staff find it difficult to manage him. So after Gumbo canes a girl he is allowed a little treat. I allow him have the girl for an hour or two.” At this point the gasps gave way to horrified whimpers. “Gumbo is not very handsome,” continued Mrs Knott. “I do not think that even his own mother would call him handsome. Most of the girls do not like serving underneath Gumbo.” This was an understatement of epic proportions. “Gumbo is ugly, but his taste in women is as refined as any gentleman’s. Unless you happen to like Gumbo very much indeed and you want to have him on top of you for an hour or so, I very strongly suggest that you all do your very best to be very good and make every one of your gentleman customers very happy and pleased with you. If you do not, you will find yourself getting to know both Gumbo and his cane much more… intimately.” Mrs Knott smiled and paused for her new recruits to digest the full horror of her meaning.

“Tonight you will begin to learn what will be expected of you here. In the meantime, Binka will show you where to go.” Mrs Knott rang a little bell on her desk, and Binka entered the room immediately. The four girls stooped to retrieve their dropped clothes. “No, leave those,” said Mrs Knott. “You will not be needing them now. Binka will find you all pretty dresses to wear for tonight.”

Binka led the four girls, entirely bare, to a store room upstairs. They were frightened and humiliated by their interview with Mrs Knott but relieved to have escaped without punishment.

Binka seemed very friendly. She had a round, pretty face, with long dark hair and an attractive figure. She was twenty-one: just a year older than Roxie and a year younger than Ana, but infinitely more experienced than either. Mrs Knott and her gentlemen had been thorough in that regard.

They were further dismayed when Binka issued them with their new clothes. Amanda and Ana were each given a long pale blue silky dress, low cut, with narrow straps and split on one side right up to the waist so that their left thighs would be visible when they wore them. Amanda at first thought they were nightdresses; she was horrified to learn that they would be expected to wear them in public, in the lounge bar. Roxie and Honey were issued with slightly more modest long white dresses intended to advertise their virginity. 

For less formal occasions they were each given skimpy shorts, and tee shirts which had the words, ‘Maidens of Nenuphar,’ printed on them, followed by the heart shaped badge of Akkadis Leisure and underneath it a slogan which they thought was more degrading still: ‘The Luxury You Can Afford.’   

Binka also gave them each a badge bearing a number, which they were to wear while on duty. Amanda’s number was eighty-eight. This did not mean, though, that there were eighty-eight girls at the Maidens of Nenuphar. There were in fact forty. It was a medium sized house, one of a number belonging to Akkadis Leisure, which also owned the Maidens of Amaryllis, the Gilded Cage and several other houses, a shopping centre, restaurants, and farms which were used both for growing food and for breeding slaves.

Binka also explained that the whole of Akkadis Leisure belonged to a very wealthy lady called Mrs Carno. Amanda and Honey exchanged a glance, wondering if it were possible that their neighbour, their former neighbour now, owned Akkadis Leisure. They knew Joan Carno was rich. And yet it was absurd. Surely a respectable lady would not own a business like this. 

“You weren’t born slaves, were you?” Binka asked the four new girls. They said that they were not. “I didn’t think so. I can tell. It’s very hard at first, but you’ll get used to it.”

But Roxie, Ana, Honey and Amanda did not think they would ever get used to serving at the Maidens of Nenuphar.


2: A NIGHT AT THE OPERA

Life would be tolerable, were it not for its amusements. 

Sir George Lewis

It was Wednesday evening and the Lounge Bar of the Maidens of Nenuphar was crowded. The calendar on Akkadis, as on most worlds, Imperial, independent or Atkoi, was divided into weeks of seven days. Many attempts had been made over the centuries to devise more rational systems but they had proved neither popular nor lasting.

It was now several days since Amanda, Honey, Roxie and Ana had arrived at the Maidens. They were standing in the office of Mrs Knott, together with Carys, Clara, Nysha and Leah, the girls from the Evening Star who had been bought by Akkadis Leisure and had arrived at the Maidens the evening before.

The new girls had been ordered to watch the evening’s Entertainment attentively. Mrs Knott intended it to be an instructive experience for them all. All the new girls except for Aimee were present, and the absence of their friend worried the Evening Star girls in particular.

Mrs Knott began by explaining about the various types of pleasure houses in Akkad City. Every conceivable speciality was catered for. In some, the girls simply danced, bare, on a stage, and if they caught a gentleman’s eye they would be sent to a private room to entertain him. Other houses specialised in massage. Others were flogging houses, which gentlemen might visit to watch a girl being caned, publicly or even privately. Squeals of Delight was such a house, and so were Yelps and Love Hurts. The girls already recognised some of these names and they were appalled to realise that some of their friends were now incarcerated within them. Bonnie and Jasmine had both been sold to such establishments. Roxie’s heart sank as she remembered the sign outside Squeals of Delight. She understood, now, the slogan, ‘We Squeal, You Delight.’

Squeals of Delight was a long established pleasure house. Yelps was relatively new. It had initially been known as Yelps of Pleasure, but the owner of Squeals of Delight had taken it to court alleging breach of copyright. The names were too similar. The matter was eventually settled out of court. To avoid a costly case which he had no guarantee of winning, the defendant had offered to shorten the name simply to ‘Yelps,’ and the plaintiff had accepted this compromise. The owner of Yelps was not unduly disappointed. ‘Yelps’ was an easily remembered name with a certain snappy ring to it. In fact many of the staff and customers had called it ‘Yelps’ for short anyway, even before the name had been officially shortened.

It was reminiscent of another house, called simply Bumps, where all the girls were kept at various stages of pregnancy. The owners of Bumps also owned a breeding farm where the gravid slaves were sent in the later months of their pregnancy to bear their babies, or ‘drop their whelps’ as Mrs Knott delicately explained. Later they would be made pregnant again. They would be ‘covered’ by a male slave called a stud.

When a slave girl was inseminated by a stud, they were both hooded. Neither the stud nor the dam was allowed to know the identity of the other parent. The owners did not want slave girls falling in love with other slaves. That might distract the gravid girl from her duties when she was eventually returned to the pleasure house to begin work again. The girls born on the farm were sent to auction when they reached the required age. Male foetuses were simply aborted. There was little demand for male slaves.

Mrs Knott’s audience were shocked into silence by this explanation but the manageress pressed on. There were other specialist houses including Snips, and A Cut Below, where the new girls were all circumcised shortly after arrival. “Some gentlemen like them like that,” explained Mrs Knott. Nysha, who had become close to Daisy, wept when she realised what awaited her friend at A Cut Below. Then there was the Zoo with its displays of bestiality, similar to the Arena. At Gummies, all the girls had their two middle front top teeth removed. “It’s for when they use their mouths,” explained Mrs Knott. “We don’t remove teeth here at the Maidens; but you’re all going to have to learn to serve on your knees.” The girls’ expressions ranged from puzzled, to embarrassed, shocked, disgusted and horrified, Mrs Knott noticed. 

Other houses included Melons, and Top Heavy, which both specialised in big breasted girls. “Every new girl who arrives at Top Heavy has her tits pumped full of biosilicon gel,” explained Mrs Knott. “Some of them haven’t even got big tits when they’re bought. But they pump half a litre of gel into each tit to stretch them out. It hurts. Be glad we don’t do that here. We only do it if the girl really needs it.” The new girls were unanimously relieved to hear that last piece of information. But when Mrs Knott uttered the words, ‘if the girl really needs it,’ she glanced very briefly at Amanda. Amanda noticed the gesture but she had no time to consider its implications, because Mrs Knott was still speaking.

Such houses as Melons and Top Heavy were not to be confused with houses like Puppy Fat, and Puddings, which were known as ‘fat houses.’ All the girls in these latter establishments were plump. They were regularly administered with chemical injections to enhance their appetite and slow their metabolism. Typically they were fed on a diet high in sugar, flour and synthetic fats. At Puppy Fat, the pleasure slaves’ day began with breakfast: a bowl of prodigious size, filled with sugary porridge which they were all required to finish. Such girls were also exercised regularly, to keep their flesh firm rather than merely flabby. At Puddings for instance, the girls were exercised every Friday afternoon and gentlemen would come and sit on the balcony and be served drinks while the bare girls, sweating and panting for breath, were put through their paces in the large garden below.

Then there were the Cherry Orchard, and First Love, which specialised in providing virgins for wealthy gentlemen who were willing to pay for this luxury. Truly, the pleasure houses of Akkadis catered for their customers’ every possible taste.

But the Maidens of Nenuphar was like none of these. It was not a specialist house at all. It was, Mrs Knott explained, a ‘generalist’ house. The owner believed that Akkadis Leisure had grown into a great institution because it offered a little bit of everything. The gentlemen liked variety. They were bored by sameness. That was why they visited pleasure houses in the first place.

Of course the girls would serve the gentlemen drinks and dance for them. If a gentleman took a girl upstairs, she might be expected to bathe with him and massage him. The girls would be trained to do this in due course. But once a week, every Wednesday to be precise, the Maidens of Nenuphar provided a public display in the Lounge Bar. This was called Entertainment Night.

Sometimes the Entertainment took the form of a flogging. It was of course necessary to discipline a girl from time to time, either for failing to entertain a guest satisfactorily or for some misdemeanour on her part or simply because she failed to meet her weekly quota of earnings and satisfied customers. It was entirely logical to use this punishment as an opportunity to entertain the customers. In some respects, the flogging benefited the girl herself. Frequently a girl who was publicly caned enjoyed a period of popularity afterwards, with many more gentlemen requesting her company in the week which followed. Consequently she would easily attain her earnings target and be less likely to play a starring role in the next Entertainment Night.

Occasionally a client might consider it amusing to have a particular girl caned irrespective of whether she had caused any offence. Mrs Knott was a reasonable woman and if the gentleman was willing to pay for this privilege, she would usually oblige.

Pregnant girls, Mrs Knott added, were not exempt from providing the Wednesday Night Entertainment. Some of the gentlemen found this especially entertaining. At this point Ana tensed, hardly daring to breath. The Maidens of Nenuphar often kept one or two of its girls pregnant, Mrs Knott explained. The selected girls would be sent to one of the company’s farms to be covered. They were returned to the pleasure house to continue work for a few months and then taken back to the farm to give birth. Amanda, standing beside Ana, squeezed her hand.

Sometimes, instead of a flogging, or perhaps in addition to it, some other display was provided to amuse the gentlemen. There were no displays of bestiality at the Maidens, though. At the Arena (which was also called Damsels in Distress) and the Zoo, they used zebras, donkeys, bulls, baboons and hyenas to provide this type of entertainment, but Mrs Carno did not consider the investment worthwhile. Instead, the Maidens had something just as good and perhaps better, something which none of its rivals had. It had Gumbo.

Gumbo loved nothing more than to give a girl a good, lengthy ruttocking, Mrs Knott explained coarsely. She noticed that several of the girls blushed and would not meet her eyes when she used the vulgar expression. That was good. The gentlemen liked modest, shy young women, as long as they were ultimately obedient.

Gumbo was not only willing, but invariably keen to play his part enthusiastically in any Wednesday Night Entertainment he could. He suffered neither stage fright nor embarrassment. He seemed to lack many human emotions. But usually the girl who had featured in the Entertainment would, if asked, say that she would rather have been flogged than have Gumbo cover her. And a girl who had been covered by Gumbo would not enjoy any surge of popularity among the clients. She might indeed find it difficult to fulfil her quota in the week to come. Although the gentlemen would hoot with laughter and loudly applaud the performance, they would choose other girls to take upstairs afterwards to slake their lust.

And finally, Mrs Knott added, there was one other device which was sometimes put to use in the Entertainment. It was known as the Saddle. “But I will not tell you about the Saddle now. Perhaps in a few weeks, you may see it in operation. I think you will find it interesting. Now it is almost time to begin. Watch, and learn,” the manageress concluded.

Mrs Knott touched a switch, and suddenly the girls could hear the low murmur of voices and the music from the bar. It was busy with customers, and girls scantily clad in dresses like their own, fetching and carrying drinks or sitting with the gentlemen. 

There were more girls, dressed even more scantily, dancing on the stage and even on top of the bar where customers could reach out and touch them. The dancing girls were wearing bikinis which were each little more than a few tiny triangles of white cloth which glowed with an intense, almost bluish hue in the ultraviolet light which illuminated the bar and stage.

Suddenly, the music changed. The flowing, mellifluous dance music was replaced by a rhythmical beat. At this signal the dancing girls fled. Although the stage was now empty, the men at the tables who had been chatting or drinking now fell silent and paid attention as if waiting for something to happen.

An announcement began. It was Binka, full of smiles as usual. She was wearing a very short dress which barely covered her buttocks and upper thighs and which accentuated her slim waist and long legs. The dress was white, with blue edges at the top and bottom. A badge displayed her number, which was one.

Binka had not always been Number One in the Maidens of Nenuphar. The number had been allocated to her as an honour, in token of her services to the Akkadis Leisure Group, in the hope that other girls would emulate her charm, bubbly personality and in particular her earnings on behalf of the company. Her low number also accorded her certain privileges, and she was proud of it.

“Gentlemen!” began Binka. “Gentlemen, welcome! Welcome to the home of the finest live entertainment in Akkad City, for discerning red blooded men!” Some of the audience cheered and Binka smiled and paused before continuing. “Welcome to the Maidens of Nenuphar! It’s Wednesday night, and it’s Entertainment Night!” At this signal, all the girls screamed as if in excited joy and some of the men entered into the spirit of the occasion, clapping and cheering. The rhythmic beat of the music began again.

As they watched, Binka walked over to the side of the room where she took another girl by the hand. The second girl was wearing a short dress of a similar style to Binka’s, but plain white. Her badge number was fifty-one. The dress drew attention to her slim waist, rounded flaring hips and long legs. She had a sweet face and slightly wavy, long blonde hair tied in two kittentails which hung prettily down her back. Binka led the second girl around the large room so that the guests at all the tables could see her clearly. Then they turned to ascend the steps onto the stage. Even from up in Mrs Knott’s office, the girls could see that the blonde girl was white with fear.

The girl was Aimee.


3: TWIST AND SHOUT

Hi! I’m Binka! Me and my friends are waiting to meet you at the Maidens of Nenuphar. Come and visit us! You deserve a treat! And you can afford any one of us!

Extract from the Maidens of Nenuphar Photobrochure. (Akkadis Planetary Infoband)

The girls in Mrs Knott’s office watched in silence. They were afraid: afraid for Aimee and what was going to happen to her, and afraid of what it would mean for them.

Unresisting, Aimee Pembroke allowed Binka to lead her onto the stage. Before this ordeal began, Aimee had wondered what Kyra would have done had she been in her place. Would she have complied meekly or would she somehow have persuaded Mrs Knott to spare her? But what could she possibly have said to change the terrible woman’s mind? Outright defiance was certainly not an available option. But I will resist nonetheless, Aimee thought. No matter what they do, I will not scream, I will not cry and I will not beg. I will show them how a Borobuduri faces adversity. I will shame them with my courage. 

Now she was on the stage, Aimee felt more alone than ever. She looked at the sea of faces around her. Some were grinning, anticipating an entertaining display. This was, after all, the reason for their presence. It was called the Entertainment. Others were drinking or chatting to companions. Mostly the audience were men, male customers, although the female staff of the Maidens of Nenuphar, the slave girls, were sitting with many of the clientele. A display such as this was a good opportunity to persuade the gentlemen to part with their money. The girls would fetch the gentlemen drinks from the bar, and after the entertainment many aroused men would want to take a girl to one of the private rooms upstairs. This was the purpose of the Entertainment: to encourage business on what would otherwise be a quiet evening in the middle of the week.

As well as male customers and female staff, there were a very few female guests in the audience. The management of the Maidens of Nenuphar permitted lady customers, provided of course that they were not independent prostitutes plying their trade on the premises. But the occasional lady, perhaps escorted by a male friend and curious as to what went on in such places and possibly even excited by the Entertainment, could do no harm to the business. On this particular evening there were indeed several ladies sitting discreetly with their companions at various tables. One or two were probably single professional women in their twenties or thirties, and there was a group of several girls and young men who appeared to be students from the University of Akkad who were drinking and sometimes calling out comments, but their banter was good natured. Mrs Knott did not anticipate any unpleasantness.

Aimee on the other hand, anticipated considerable unpleasantness. She was filled with dread for what was about to happen. She knew it would be quite as horrible as anything Scamander or Boolg and Smales had done to her, and quite as bad as the auction at the Rose Garden, or being branded. She looked with dismay at the sea of faces, some lustful, some amused, but all eager and all keenly interested in what was about to happen.

Then she became aware of the solidly built wooden structure which dominated the small stage. This must be what Mrs Knott had called the flogging stool. It consisted of a thick round horizontal beam about waist high and four feet long, supported at each end by an A-shaped pair of posts to keep it steady. Planks at the bottom gave the structure stability and prevented any of the timbers moving. It appeared old and the wood was varnished dark brown. Aimee had been afraid even before she saw the structure, but actually seeing it and knowing that in a few moments she would be strapped onto it, made it seem more real, more immediate and more terrifying still.

Mrs Knott had by now left her office and made her way to the stage to preside over the proceedings. She was wearing a formal long black evening gown. As well as Aimee and Binka there were two other slave girls assisting the proceedings: Lucie, a pretty twenty-four year old blonde and Anthea, an equally attractive brunette, nineteen years of age. Lucie and Anthea were dressed alike in short cropped bra tops and thigh length flared skirts which were edged in blue to match Binka’s dress. Their numbers were displayed prominently on their tops. Both girls were anxious that the gentlemen should notice and remember their numbers. 

Lucie had not always been a slave. She was born on the outlying Imperial world of Aguesseau to well-to-do parents who had named her Lucinda. She had been abducted by Atkoi raiders six years before, taken to Akkadis, branded and sold at the Rose Garden. She had been purchased first by the Cherry Orchard and after a few months sold on to Akkadis Leisure. Now she was serving in the Maidens of Nenuphar. 

The first two years had been the worst. She had still hoped to be rescued then, but eventually the pretty blonde had accepted the inevitable and adapted to her new reality. Thanks to her good looks and cheerful personality she had become very popular with the gentlemen who frequented the Maidens. Lucie felt desperately sorry for the new girl, Aimee, but she also knew that nothing could be done to save her from her predicament.

Lucie and Anthea were smiling prettily and waving to the audience. They were pleased to have been selected to assist in the evening’s Entertainment. Unlike Aimee, their parts in the performance would be neither painful nor even especially humiliating. They were appearing only in supportive roles. Lucie had exceeded her earnings quotas in recent weeks and this was her reward. With the eyes of everyone upon her, she could expect to attract the attention of a number of gentlemen who might later request her services. Better still, she might even make new, regular customers.

Anthea had even more reason to be grateful for being allowed to assist in the Entertainment Night. She had recently failed two weeks in a row to meet her earnings target. This was not entirely her own fault. She was certainly a very pretty young woman and eager to please the gentlemen; but as all the girls at the Maidens were pretty and eager, and the targets were set deliberately high, none of them could afford to take success for granted. As a consequence of her failings Anthea had been selected to provide the spectacle on Entertainment Night a fortnight ago. She had been caned by Gumbo and then fastened to a bench and subjected to his clumsy but lengthy amorous attentions. The display had certainly provided ample entertainment both for the audience, who had hooted in both delight and derision, and for Gumbo; but it did nothing to help Anthea meet her earnings target in the week that followed. Consequently she was grateful to Mrs Knott for the opportunity to be seen in a better light. Anthea and Lucie both expected to exceed their earnings quota over the next few weeks.

Aimee was aware of none of these details. The music had suddenly stopped again and she felt the eyes of the entire room upon her. Even those guests who had been talking, drinking or laughing now turned their gaze upon her.

Binka guided Aimee across the stage and gestured to her to stand with her feet on a solid plank at the base of the wooden structure. At Binka’s direction, Aimee moved her feet apart so that each foot was next to a solid upright post. “Now keep very still,” whispered Binka.

Aimee felt Binka strap each of her ankles to an upright post. She could not have moved her feet then, even if she had dared try. They were spread wide apart and firmly fastened. Aimee was facing the audience with the beam of the flogging stool in front of her, almost level with her waist.

When the girl’s ankles were firmly secured, Mrs Knott said, “Good. Now the stock and brace.” Aimee had no idea what this instruction was intended to mean, but she was not required to know. There was a murmur of approval from some of the audience and Aimee realised that they understood precisely what would happen next.

Lucie and Anthea hastened to obey and lifted up a thick, heavy wooden plank from which had been cut three semicircular holes or bites. This was known as the stock. The largest of these holes was halfway along the stock and it was a little bigger than Aimee’s neck. They slid the stock into place from in front of Aimee, so that the bite fitted around the girl’s neck. The two smaller holes near each end of the stock were for her wrists.

Next, Binka stooped to lift a smaller piece of wood, the same length as the stock. This was called the brace. They placed it behind Aimee’s neck so that her neck and wrists were now entirely encircled by wood. Lucie and Anthea fastened the stock and brace together at each end with bolts and spun the nuts firmly shut.

Aimee was now held perfectly in position. The stock, like a very wide collar, lifted her head prettily. Her hands were lifted and held each side of her neck. She blushed beautifully, conscious that she was the centre of so much attention and realising that as her hands were pulled back and lifted, her breasts were thrust forward and pressed against the thin fabric of her dress. The audience clearly appreciated the sight with which they were presented. There were murmurs of approval, and a number of shouts and catcalls, most of them indecent. Mrs Knott smiled. It was a good natured Wednesday night crowd, waiting to be entertained and willing to pay for it. They would not be disappointed.

For Aimee, worse was to follow. While Lucie and Anthea stood gracefully smiling and supporting each end of the stock and brace and grinning and waving to gentlemen in the audience, Binka inserted a wad of cloth into Aimee’s mouth and attached a broad strip of adhesive tape to hold it in place. The wad was a large one and it filled her mouth completely. Aimee felt it gradually expanding as it became damp. It was uncomfortable. She would be able to breathe through her nose and make muffled moans or whimpers, but anything approaching clear speech would be denied to her until the gag was removed.

Next, Binka loosened the fasteners at the back of Aimee’s dress. Aimee now realised why she had been given this particular dress to wear. It was of an unusual design. It could be removed even while her arms and ankles were held. It would be the work of a few seconds to unfasten the back and the neck strap. 

Sensing that she was to be publicly disrobed, Aimee desperately tried to turn to Mrs Knott and beg her to reconsider, but she was unable to turn, and the words emerged only as a frightened whimper which amused the audience but did not delay Binka from unfastening the dress so that it dropped to the floor. Binka gracefully stooped to retrieve it.

Aimee was now exposed to public view with only the tiny triangles of a small white bra and skimpy panties to protect her modesty. The bra was fastened with ribbons tied behind her neck and back, and the panties were fastened with ribbons at each hip.

She was mortified to be exposed in such scanty attire but unable to move her hands or feet. She instinctively tried to crouch down and curl into a foetal position but Lucie and Anthea had been warned to expect something like this and they strained hard to keep her upright by supporting each end of the stock and brace.  Mrs Knott uttered the sharp commend, “Hold still!” and reinforced it with two sharp strokes of her rattan cane applied to the back of Aimee’s thighs, below her buttocks.

Mrs Knott wanted Aimee to understand clearly that in public her behaviour must be exemplary. Briefly the audience saw a different Mrs Knott. Instead of the charming, ladylike hostess, they saw for an instant the vicious tyrant which the girls themselves knew only too well.

Aimee squealed and arched her body forward so suddenly that the two girls supporting her were almost thrown off balance, but after that she remained still. Until she felt the first stroke she had not even been aware that Mrs Knott held the rattan. Now Aimee was gasping for breath and shaking, but determined not to risk receiving any further reminder to behave. On the table where the group of university students were sitting, one of the young men called out, “Ouch!” in pretended pain, and the others laughed.

“Gentlemen, please! Gentlemen, ladies and gentlemen, a few words if you please,” announced Mrs Knott. “I have pleasure in introducing to you a young lady named Aimee. Aimee is the star of our Entertainment tonight, and she--”

But Mrs Knott was interrupted by a loud call of, “Get Gumbo!” and several further shouts of, “Get her knickers off” and, “Get Gumbo on top of her.” Mrs Knott smiled patiently. She had no intention of allowing Gumbo to participate in this evening’s Entertainment, however keen he may have been. Gumbo had been employed in that capacity only two weeks previously when he had flogged and covered Anthea. The following week a girl called Helen had been put on the saddle. It was important that the Entertainment did not become too repetitive. Mrs Knott knew her audience. They liked variety. Perhaps next week it could be Gumbo again. The week after it could be the saddle and perhaps some new dance routines the girls were practising. But this week it was Aimee and the flogging, but certainly no Gumbo.

“Gentlemen! Gentlemen, shame on you! Gumbo is still tired out after his performance with Anthea,” quipped Mrs Knott. Many of the audience remembered that Gumbo’s performance had been surprisingly lengthy. They laughed. She had them on her side. The Maidens girls also laughed, except for Anthea, who wished the audience had not been reminded of that detail, but even she smiled politely. 

“But Aimee is a lovely young lady as you can see, she is well educated, and she was a virgin until very recently. I am sure you gentlemen can find a better use for her than having Gumbo on top of her.”

There was a murmur of laughter but no further calls for Gumbo. When Mrs Knott mentioned that Aimee was an Imperial, someone called out, “Then she belongs here.” Anti-Imperial feelings were running high and the man had spoken with the resentment which patriotic citizens of a weak country sometimes feel towards a neighbouring one which is guilty chiefly of being more successful than their own. “Gentlemen, Aimee is very inexperienced. She only arrived here a few days ago. She is shy, but very keen to learn, and she wants to please you, but you will need to teach her. I’m sure you’ll find her a quick learner.”

“Oh,” continued Mrs Knott, “I believe I forgot to mention to Aimee that here at the Maidens we like a girl to be bare when she is put over the stool. I always think that if a girl is bare, it adds a certain…pertinence to the occasion, don’t you think?” The audience laughed and cheered and howled their approval.

Mrs Knott turned to Aimee. “Aimee, my dear, would you mind if Binka removes your underwear? You look lovely in it, but I think the gentlemen would like to see a little more of you.” Aimee desperately shook her head and whimpered. “Gentlemen, I told you Aimee is still rather shy,” said Mrs Knott apologetically, and then added, “I shouldn’t worry, Aimee dear, they don’t really cover much of you anyway.”

Amid the laughter and shouts of “Get them off,” Binka pulled the cords which fastened Aimee’s bra and allowed it to drop to the floor. The gentlemen were not disappointed. Her breasts, while not large, were firm and pointed beautifully forwards. Then Binka pulled the ribbons on Aimee’s panties, first on her right and then on her left the left. 

Aimee could not look down. The thickness of the stock prevented that, but she felt the last skimpy shreds of her modesty fall from her body and she knew that she was now displayed bare, entirely bare, with her breasts lifted and her legs stretched apart and her mons plucked smooth so that she was more exposed and more naked than she had ever been, exhibited for the delight of the spectators. Even on the Evening Star, nothing had prepared her for this. The room erupted into a spontaneous roar of approval so loud that for a few moments even Mrs Knott could not make herself heard. Agonised, Aimee closed her eyes and tried to block what was happening from her mind.

But the spectators blocked nothing from their minds. They appreciated what they saw. Their cheers and catcalls made that plain. Mrs Knott stopped trying to speak for several moments and simply grinned happily. Anthea and Lucie smiled politely and continued to hold each end of the brace firmly. 

A number of men had already made a mental note of Aimee’s name and resolved to make her acquaintance more fully. Though she did not yet know it, Aimee was even now beginning to acquire the complement of clients which would enable her to survive in the Maidens of Nenuphar and help her to avoid participation in future Wednesday Night Entertainments.

Suddenly she was aware of a change in the mood of the audience. Instead of laughing and cheering, they were looking at something or someone behind her. There was a murmur of approval. It is about to begin, she realised. I will not scream. I will not cry. I will not beg.

She thought she heard Mrs Knott say something like, “And now the discipline,” but her words were drowned out by a cheer from the audience. Straining to turn her head, Aimee caught sight of a vision which made her heart sink. It was a man, dressed entirely in black. His face was obscured by a black leather hood or mask which covered his head down to his mouth. Holes were cut in it through which he could see. He wore a black, sleeveless tunic and black trousers. Aimee noticed the muscles rippling on his bare arms. Mrs Knott handed the man the rattan rod.

Aimee thought she knew the man’s name. It was Bowser, a male employee of the establishment. The black costume and mask served no purpose except to add drama to the entertainment. Bowser stepped forward, appearing to test the flexibility of the rod and making forceful whipping motions with it.

Aimee looked at the rod. It frightened her. She could not take her eyes off it. Like the flogging stool, the mere sight of the rattan made her predicament seem more horrible and real.

Mr Bowser is very strong, Aimee realised. He is going to cane me now, and he will use that rod.


4: WHAT A DIFFERENCE A DAY MAKES

The weak have one weapon: the errors of those who think they are strong.

Georges Bidault

Bowser demonstrated the force of the rattan, slicing it through the air vigorously. Aimee watched in dismay. Dimly she was aware of one of the female university students squeal with excitement. The rattan was as long as Bowser’s arm and as thick as his little finger. Aimee sensed from the way he flexed it that the rattan was dense and inflexible. She already knew that it was painful, terribly painful, even when Mrs Knott used it. But to have the hard unyielding rattan applied to her flesh by Mr Bowser, who was obviously strong, would be utterly, utterly unbearable.

Mrs Knott had also heard the girl student scream. Free women in the audience sometimes became excited when they were watching a girl being disciplined, perhaps imagining that they themselves were about to be stretched over the stool and caned. It was a fantasy which could only ever be enjoyed vicariously, never in person. None of the girls who belonged to the Maidens of Nenuphar were under any illusion that a caning could possibly be enjoyed. She also noticed that Aimee was staring at the rattan, transfixed. This was a characteristic behaviour in a slave. Unable to influence the outcome in any way, knowing only that she was to be disciplined, a girl’s mind would fixate entirely on the instrument of that discipline.

Suddenly Bowser stepped behind Aimee. She tried to turn her head to keep the rattan in view. “Face the front,” he instructed her. Aimee obeyed immediately. Bowser reached around her, placed his right hand firmly on her breast and squeezed.

The disgusting man was fondling her, in public view! For a moment Aimee’s outrage overcame her fear and she squawked in protest and squirmed forward. A mild ripple of laughter passed through the audience and Aimee realised that by struggling she was merely enhancing their entertainment.

“Hold still,” Bowser warned her, and to Anthea and Lucie he said, “Stretch her over.” The two girls holding the brace leaned Aimee forward. With her ankles still fastened securely, her hips were pressed against the thick horizontal beam and her upper body was bent forward and down until the brace was touching the supporting legs of the flogging stool. Aimee heard Lucie and Anthea each slide another bolt into place. She was now fixed immovably in place, bent almost double with her legs and ankles stretched wide apart. Her hips were resting on the beam and her upper body was sloping downwards. Aimee whimpered and squirmed in discomfort, although very little movement was possible.

She felt the stool being moved. For the first time, Aimee realised that it was resting on tiny wheels or castors. Lucie and Anthea rotated the stool until Aimee’s buttocks faced the audience, with her legs stretched apart so that her intimate parts were exposed to their view. Aimee herself was looking backwards between her own legs and could actually see many of the audience, framed upside down between her thighs. They must be able to see her face, her breasts, her legs, her buttocks, everything, Aimee realised, mortified.

Mrs Knott watched with approval. Aimee had a nice rump, she thought, and slender, shapely legs. The gentlemen would enjoy the show. She paused for just long enough for them to drink in the scene presented to them and then said, “When you’re ready, Mr Bowser.”

Evidently Mr Bowser was ready. Aimee felt the rattan tap her buttocks as though Bowser was marking the place where the first stroke would fall. Now it will begin, she thought. I am going to be caned.

Aimee heard the whistle of the first stroke and the sharp crack as it cut into her buttocks. Then a paroxysm of pain overwhelmed her and her actions became involuntary. She clenched her buttocks and thrust her hips first forward  against the beam and then up and then side to side, wildly clenching and unclenching her buttocks as though in the throes of sexual ecstasy. As if to accentuate the analogy she squealed lengthily and repeatedly. The squeals were high pitched and the rag in her mouth could not muffle the urgency of her tone.

The audience listened and watched in fascination. A few jaded clients laughed, but most watched in silence, drinking in every detail. The student who considered himself witty called out “Ouch,” again, and his companions laughed, but not as much as they had the first time. A female guest screamed and clutched her male companion, who grinned and slid his arm down to her waist.

Without exception, each of the girls of the Maidens of Nenuphar who were watching felt thankful that it was Aimee and not herself who was stretched over the flogging stool that night, receiving the attentions of Bowser and his rattan. They were neither malicious nor especially selfish, but each knew that she might have been chosen had Aimee not been selected.

Then Aimee felt the rattan tap her buttocks again, as Bowser selected the position of his second stroke. By now she had regained the power of thought. Why did this awful man have to cane her so hard? It was not necessary. She would be good. She would do whatever was required of her. She would never be disobedient. She would have promised them that, if only she were not gagged. Wildly she shook her head. She tried to cry out, “Please! Please! Please! Please! Please! Please!” begging Bowser or Mrs Knott to show some mercy, but her cries were audible only as urgent, shrill whimpers. Mrs Knott smiled. Aimee was performing exceptionally well. The audience were loving every moment.

The second stroke whistled through the air and made contact with a sharp crack. Again the witty student called out “Ouch,” and again Aimee responded with a frenzy of uncontrolled thrusting, wriggling, clenching and unclenching of her buttocks and shaking of her head and squealing.

After a few moments Aimee felt a third tap on her buttocks. She tensed herself for another vortex of pain. She heard the whistle of the rattan, but Bowser brought it down deliberately, harmlessly on one of the legs of flogging stool. Aimee reacted reflexively, squealing and gasping as though she had been struck. A murmur of genuine amusement passed through the audience. Mrs Knott was pleased with Bowser. He was an artist, a consummate artist. Any fool could stretch a girl over the stool and flog her, but it took a true professional to entertain a crowd like this.

Dismayed, Aimee realised that she had so far received only two strokes. There would be twelve altogether. Each was unbearable, and she had ten more to endure. She felt the tap on her buttocks, and then the third stroke.

By the fifth stroke Aimee had lost count. Neither Mrs Knott nor Bowser nor the audience were in any hurry. After the sixth stroke, Bowser paused. He gestured to Binka to come closer and he held out his long second finger towards her mouth. Understanding what was required, Binka moistened his finger so that it was wet with saliva.

Aimee felt the revolting man’s fingers sliding along her labia. Then she felt his finger actually penetrate her. It was the sort of disgusting thing that Scamander and Smales had done to her on the Evening Star, but even they had not done it on a stage in front of an audience.

Then she heard Bowser speaking to her. “You enjoy it, yes?” he said in poor Inglic. She shook her head wildly and whimpered. Perhaps he would show her some mercy. “But my finger, you like how it feel, yes?” He slid it in and out. Suddenly Aimee understood. If she cooperated, perhaps he would be lenient. She nodded vigorously. “You slide up and down,” he said very quietly. “You show people you enjoy it very good.” Aimee rocked her pelvis back and forth, as if enjoying the simulated coition.

“Oh did you see that? How disgusting! How can she do that?” remarked one of the girl students. Her friends mumbled something in agreement.

Then Bowser spoke again, very quietly, to Aimee. “Afterwards, I take you upstairs, I give you damn good ruttocking. You like that, yes?” Aimee nodded vigorously. Her kittentails, still hanging downwards, bobbed prettily. It was very important to show Mr Bowser that she would do whatever he wanted. She made a little whimper which she hoped he understood meant, “Yes.”

Then Bowser extracted his finger and began the second half of the Entertainment.

When at last Bowser was finished, Mrs Knott addressed the audience. “Gentlemen! Ladies! As you can see, Aimee is a lively lass!” Aimee winced as Mrs Knott punctuated each of the last two words with a firm slap on her buttocks. A dozen raised welts, some overlapping, already turning a deep reddish purple, crossed Aimee’s buttocks and the back of her thighs. “What this girl needs is a good hard ruttocking!” continued the manageress, again emphasising the last three words with three proprietary slaps to Aimee’s raised buttocks. “She would love to wriggle and squeal like that with one of you gentlemen on top of her! Wouldn’t you, Aimee dear?” she added, ruffling Aimee’s hair. Aimee nodded quickly and whimpered her assent, still with her head upside down. “That’s a ‘Yes’,” translated Mrs Knott. “But I am afraid Aimee will not be available to serve you tonight, as she is indisposed.” The audience laughed. “But she will be available in two days time. Remember, her name is Aimee and her number is fifty-one! What’s her name, Girls?”

The girls of the Maidens of Nenuphar dutifully trilled in unison, “Aimee, Ma’am.”

“And what’s her number?”

“Fifty-one, Ma’am.”

“And we’ve got lots more girls to suit every taste, and every one of them is very keen to please. Very Keen! Aren’t you, Girls?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” chorused thirty or more feminine voices, louder than ever.

Mrs Knott concluded by reminding the audience that the Maidens of Nenuphar was the home of real live entertainment, and all the girls and some of the guests cheered. The music began and those girls who had not already been selected by customers hurried to the stage, smiling cheerfully, to begin dancing. Even as Mrs Knott watched, one of her deputies, a woman named Ronika, fetched four of the dancing girls from the stage. Their presence had been requested by different clients and the four girls, three brunettes and a blonde, hurried smiling to different tables. It was going to be an excellent evening, Mrs Knott knew.

Aimee was unfastened. Aware that her ordeal was over, for now at least, she was shaking and crying uncontrollably. Binka helped her upstairs to the girls’ dormitory. Although she would not be serving any paying customers that night, she had an appointment to keep. Bowser had made her a promise and when his official duties for the evening had been completed, he intended to keep it.

In Mrs Knott’s office, the watching girls had been shocked into a silence broken only by the occasional gasp, at first of outrage and horror, then pity and fear. The Evening Star girls in particular wept for Aimee. Carys bit her fist as she watched her friend’s ordeal. They watched, and tried to look away, and watched again. Each knew it might have been herself stretched over the flogging stool. Each knew that next time, perhaps it would be. Each knew she belonged to a pleasure house, and each knew what Mrs Knott and the customers she called her gentlemen would expect of her. Each asked herself the same question: when she was required to serve as a pleasure slave, would she submit to what was required and learn to serve and please the gentlemen, or would she resist and face the flogging stool? And each girl in the depths of her heart decided upon the same answer. She would submit.

And in that instant, each of them was changed forever. Until that moment they were eight young women who had been abducted or proscribed. But by the time they had finished watching Aimee perform in the Wednesday Night Entertainment, they had become eight slave girls. Aimee, too, in her public torment, had reached the same decision. No matter what was required of them, no matter what Mrs Knott and her gentlemen demanded of them, no matter how disgusting the girl student sitting at the table near the stage thought they were, they would submit. Their bodies had been branded at the Rose Garden but their hearts and minds were marked no less indelibly, that night at the Maidens of Nenuphar.

It was then that they were informed of the shocking news. They would spend the next day, Thursday, being intensively trained in the duties which would soon be required of them. On the following day, the Friday, they would begin work in earnest as pleasure slaves.


POSTSCRIPT

Detested sport! Which owes its pleasures to another’s pain.

William Cowper: The Task

It was a busy evening in the Maidens of Nenuphar, three weeks later. Aimee was on her way to Table 19 when she heard a young lady’s voice. “Girl! Girl, come here.”

Aimee hurried over to the young lady, curtsied, and said “Yes, miss,” and stood tall and straight, waiting to take the lady’s order. The lady was in fact no older than Aimee. She appeared to be a student of the University of Akkad, accompanied by several male students. Aimee thought that she might even be the girl who had watched her being caned, but she could not be certain. Aimee’s head had been upside down during that ordeal and her mind had been on other matters.

“I recognise you,” said the young lady. “You were caned a few weeks ago, weren’t you?”

So Aimee had been correct. She curtsied again, and said, “Yes, miss.”

“What is your name, girl?” asked the young lady.

“Aimee, if it pleases you, miss.”

“Aimee? That’s a pretty name. Do you like working here, Aimee?”

Several of the male students were looking at Aimee, and she blushed, but she gave the answer which all the girls at the Maidens had been told to give to this question. “Oh yes, miss. They treat us well, here,” she smiled.

“It looked like a painful caning. Was it painful, girl?”

It was a foolish question, but Aimee was hardly in a position to tell her so. “Yes, miss,” she said.

“Are the stripes still visible, girl?”

“Yes, miss.”

“Take off your… do you call it a skirt? Take it off, anyway.”

“Yes, miss.” Humiliated, Aimee removed the garment. It was a scanty square of cloth, folded diagonally into a triangle and tied around her hips. Beneath, she was entirely bare..

“Turn around. Let me see,” commanded the girl student. Aimee turned, enduring the scrutiny of the girl and her companions. The stripes were merely narrow dark lines now, but still visible. The male students looked at Aimee. She was tall, blonde and slim, with smooth skin. Her breasts were not large, but firm and conical.

“Why were you caned, girl”

“A gentleman was not pleased with me, miss,” Aimee replied. Again, it was the answer she had been taught.

“You displeased a customer?” smiled the young lady. “That does not sound like a terribly clever idea. Not in your position. You’re an Imperial, aren’t you?

“Yes, miss.”

“Then I would suggest that you mind your p’s and q’s,” she added pompously. “Have you learnt your lesson now?”

“Oh yes, miss,” Aimee nodded emphatically.

“I sincerely hope so. Now run and fetch us five beers and a white wine. And don’t be long, there’s a good girl.” 

Gratefully Aimee curtsied, took the proffered coin, retrieved her skirt and hurried away.

AUTHOR’S NOTE

Friend of Akkadis: 

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

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

With thanks and sincere best wishes,

Henry Sparrowhawk. 

Three Oaks Farm, Yorkshire, June 2014.
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