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PROLOGUE

When Michael Alba was accused of treason and executed by the brutal secret police on Akkadis, his wife, Amanda, and his daughter, Honeysuckle, were spared death. Instead, they were condemned to slavery.

It is the year 2999. The ruthless Oligarchs who control the rogue planet Akkadis fear losing their stranglehold on power, and brutally seek to crush all dissent. The beautiful Amanda and Honeysuckle are helpless pawns in this political game. They are sold as ‘pleasure slaves’ to a brothel known as the Maidens of Nenuphar.

The owner of the brothel is a Mrs Carno, and her daughter Alicia has a grudge against Honeysuckle; an imagined grievance. They were at school together once, and Alicia relishes the opportunity to humiliate her former rival. The terrified Honeysuckle, a virgin, is deflowered by a wealthy client, a Mr Henderson. But still, Alicia has not finished humiliating Honeysuckle. The pretty blonde is paraded naked and inspected by her old acquaintance, Jak Zadkine. Later, Jak insists on having Amanda and Honey entertain him together.

But Alicia’s persecution of Honeysuckle is destined to have consequences which no one could have foreseen. Henderson is not who he seems. His real name is Scamander, and his treacherous plans, and Amanda’s thirst for revenge, will soon plunge the known galaxy into all out war.

1: NEIGHBOUR FROM HELL

Sir, your wife, under pretence of keeping a bawdy-house, is a receiver of stolen goods.

Samuel Johnson

Ten newly purchased slave girls were standing perfectly straight in the lounge bar of the Maidens of Nenuphar pleasure house in Akkad City, with their toes and heels together and their hands by their sides, their heads up and their shoulders back. Each girl had her hair arranged in kittentails. They had been bathed, perfumed, plucked of all body hair and beautified. None had a hair out of place. Each was dressed identically in a short blue dress with a slim waist and short flared skirt which came just to her thighs.

The new girls were afraid. On today of all days, they had every reason to be afraid. Mrs Carno, the sole owner of the Akkadis Leisure Group, was due to inspect them. They had been at the Maidens for a month, which was sufficient time for their progress to be judged. Suppose Mrs Carno did not consider that they had performed their duties sufficiently well? This woman owned them! They lived or perished entirely at her will. They might be punished or even destroyed, entirely on her whim.

Usually on her visits, Mrs Carno inspected the books and discussed the business in detail privately with Mrs Knott. Sometimes she visited the premises discreetly in the evening, sitting at a private alcove table and watching as the slave girls danced or chatted to gentlemen at the other tables or served drinks, and woe betide any wretched girl who was not sufficiently charming or vivacious or cheerful or courteous or whose dancing was not adequately graceful or energetic.

But on this occasion Mrs Carno intended to inspect only the new girls. Mrs Knott, the manageress, and Mr Bowser, were also present, but not Gumbo. Mrs Carno knew of the existence of the deformed creature but insisted that he was never present when she visited.

Amanda and her daughter Honeysuckle had a further reason to feel nervous. Mrs Carno had been their next door neighbour once, before they were proscribed and condemned to slavery. It was within her power to spare them from the horrors they now faced. Everything now depended on what their mistress decided when she saw them. It was unfortunate that they had not been on especially good terms with their neighbour. Mrs Carno’s daughter Alicia had bullied Honeysuckle for years at school.

Mrs Carno had already arrived. She was dressed expensively. Amanda recognised her jacket. It was from an exclusive designer and imported from Aurora. She wore a cinerium necklace. Her permed, highlighted hair and makeup alone must have cost a fortune.

She was making a statement, Amanda thought. The girls were all very pretty. They were beautiful, even, but they were as nothing compared to Mrs Carno. She owned every one of them, and the very clothes she wore were worth more than any one of their lives. Can such a woman feel compassion? Amanda wondered.

And yet Mrs Carno was known for her charitable work. She was a patroness of an orphanage for poor Atkoi children. Amanda and Honey hoped and prayed that she would not abandon her former neighbours in their hour of need.

Mrs Knott began speaking. She reminded the girls of how honoured they were to receive this visit from the owner of Akkadis Leisure in person. Then she introduced Mrs Carno to Nysha, the first girl in the line.

Mrs Carno looked carefully at Nysha. Nysha was a pretty eighteen year old blonde, tall, with a slender figure and small, firm breasts. She was from the independent world of Coromandel. Nysha had been on her way to Tolon to begin training as a nurse when the Evening Star was attacked, boarded and plundered. Now she was a slave girl in a brothel on Akkadis, learning an altogether different profession.

Mrs Knott read out the totals which Nysha had so far earned in fees and tips. Nysha was making good progress, the manageress said.

Mrs Carno seemed pleased and congratulated Nysha and asked her if she liked working for Akkadis Leisure. “Yes, ma’am! Thank you, ma’am,” replied the pretty blonde, with another curtsey. It was the answer they had been taught to give. Mrs Carno moved on to the next girl.

Nysha felt relief wash over her. Her heart was beating furiously, but Mrs Carno was pleased with her. She was safe.

The next girl was Carys. At twenty, Carys had been the only member of the crew of the Evening Star to be spared. She had been a stewardess. She had fair hair, firm round breasts and a lovely figure, although she was not as tall as Nysha. The gentlemen liked her, Mrs Knott remarked. She too was making satisfactory progress. Carys took her lead from Nysha and said, “Yes ma’am,” and curtsied when asked a question.

Next was Aimee, aged nineteen with long blonde hair and a tall slim figure. She too had been seized from the Evening Star. She had been travelling with her family from Borobudur to escape the troubles there and begin a new life on Verulamium, several hundred light years distant.

Mrs Knott mentioned that Aimee had been caned one Wednesday evening, not for any failing as her part, but to entertain the customers in the public lounge and to impress upon all the new girls the importance of obedience and achieving their weekly earnings quotas. The demonstration had been highly instructive.

Mrs Carno looked carefully at Aimee and said, “Then I sincerely hope you will not have to be caned again, Aimee.”

“Yes, ma’am… no ma’am, thank you ma’am,” replied the terrified girl, confused and flustered. She curtseyed twice, but Mrs Carno had already passed to the next girl.

The next in line was Leah, who was commended for her dancing, and then her sister Rebekka. Leah and Rebekka Hart were aged twenty and nineteen. They were both dark haired and slim, with firm breasts.

The next girl was Anemone, known to everyone at the Maidens as Ana. She was a local Akkadisi woman, aged twenty-two, dark haired, with full round breasts and a lovely figure. She had been married less than a year and was already pregnant when she and her husband had been proscribed and arrested by the Commission for Public Safety, the secret police.

“This is Anemone,” said Mrs Knott. “Gravid. Four months.”

Mrs Carno looked hard at Ana. Ana shyly tried to smile.

“Remove your dress,” said Mrs Carno bluntly. Ana obeyed. Disobedience was not an option available to the Maidens of Nenuphar. Mrs Carno pressed Ana’s stomach firmly, testing its consistency. Ana winced but managed to remain quiet.

Then Mrs Knott mentioned that a gentleman had complained about Ana. Mrs Carno’s expression hardened and she looked severely at Ana. It was true. The young gentleman had complained. It had not really been Ana’s fault. She had tried her best, but the man had been impatient and he had already drunk so much in the Lounge Bar that he had been unable to satisfy his desire. He had demanded a refund. Mrs Knott had apologised profusely and sent Binka to serve him instead. Binka was young and beautiful, but vastly more experienced than Ana. She had a charming, bubbly nature and apparently a genuine love of serving the gentlemen. It had taken her two hours, but she had managed to satisfy the youth in the end.

Mrs Carno looked at Ana. Ana saw that her mistress must have been beautiful, truly beautiful, when she was younger. She was still good looking. But her eyes were hard and angry, and her cheeks were tinged with pink. Ana could not meet those angry eyes. After a moment Mrs Carno said, “A complaint?” She paused. “I do not like the sound of that. I do not like that at all.” She paused again. “I trust that nothing like this will ever happen again, Anemone.” There was something menacing in her tone and the way she emphasized the word ‘again’ and used Ana’s name, that made Ana fear that she was in terrible trouble.

Like all the girls, Ana dreaded being chosen to take part in the Entertainment held every Wednesday at the Maidens. She also knew that Mrs Knott liked to provide some variety to the weekly Entertainment, and that some gentlemen thought it was amusing to watch a pregnant woman being flogged. Ana was already pale with fear when Mrs Carno turned to Mrs Knott and added, “I’ll discuss this with you later, Honoria. And I want a report on this girl’s progress in two weeks.”

Roxie was next in line. Roxana Keswick had been a trainee Inglic teacher when she and her family were proscribed. Her father had worked for the Reform Party. She was twenty, fair haired with firm round breasts and slim figure. She, too, was making good progress, Mrs Knott said. Relieved, Roxie curtsied when Mrs Carno had finished with her.

Finally, Mrs Carno reached Amanda and Honeysuckle. At thirty-eight Amanda was the oldest pleasure slave at the Maidens, but still attractive, with blonde hair and full breasts. She had obviously taken care of her figure over the years. Her husband Michael had been a lawyer active in the Reform Party. He had been killed by the secret police when Amanda, Honeysuckle and Tom had been sold into slavery.

The owner of Akkadis Leisure looked hard at Amanda, unsmiling and unspeaking. Mrs Knott explained that Amanda’s progress had been satisfactory. “The gentlemen like her,” Mrs Knott said. “She has the makings of a popular pleasure slave. She’s turning into a good little earner.” She went on to explain that Amanda had received biosilicon gel breast implants. Amanda stood in silent shame while the manageress and her former neighbour who was now her owner discussed her, as two farmers might discuss an item of livestock. Her breasts were no longer painful, but they were full and round and firm, swollen with the silicon gel, and Amanda was bitterly ashamed.

Mrs Carno looked at Amanda and said, “Remove your dress.”

Amanda bobbed a demure curtsey, said, “Yes, ma’am,” and obeyed.

Mrs Carno scrutinised Amanda. “Stand straight,” she said, lifting Amanda’s chin. Amanda thought she was already standing straight but she stood straighter still, with her shoulders back, glowing pink in her humiliation. Mrs Carno thoughtfully squeezed first one breast and then the other. They were both firm, round hemispheres. “Yes, I can see that some gentlemen would like that shape,” she mused aloud. Her tone suggested that she personally considered Amanda’s breasts rather vulgar.

This, then, was the answer to Amanda’s unspoken question. Mrs Carno regarded her as a whore, a slave no better than any other and indeed of lesser value than most, given her age. Amanda could expect no leniency, no special treatment.

Mrs Carno spoke again, this time directly to Amanda. “My agent also purchased your boy. He is on one of my farms. He will be trained to do useful work. If his work, and yours, is satisfactory, he will remain there. Perhaps one day you will be allowed to see him.”

Stunned, Amanda curtsied and thanked her mistress politely. Tom was alive, and working as a farm labourer! And now she knew for certain where she was, or least who owned him. And one day she might be able to see him, perhaps as a reward. But there was also an unspoken threat. If Tom’s or Amanda’s work was not satisfactory, he might not remain on the farm. What did that mean? Did it mean he would be sent somewhere worse, if Amanda’s service was not considered adequate?

“And finally, this is Honeysuckle,” said Mrs Knott. “She is also proving to be very popular with the lads. We’ve also had her giving Nenuphar Sandwiches, together with Amanda.” Honey, as she was known, had inherited her mother’s blonde hair, tall slender figure and striking good looks. She blushed hotly at the reference to entertaining clients together with her mother. It was a degradation which neither Amanda nor Honey would ever come to terms with.

Mrs Carno nodded. “Yes. The dam and the filly look very similar. Those breasts are the only difference.” To Honey she added, “Remove your dress, Honeysuckle.” Honey obeyed, mortified but compliant, and stood looking straight ahead while Mrs Carno scrutinised her and squeezed her breasts. “It’s a pity their breasts aren’t more similar in size. The gentlemen would like that. Perhaps the filly ought to have some gel too. We’ll have to consider that.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Mrs Knott nodded.

The inspection was over. Mrs Carno addressed a few words to the new girls. Their progress had been good, for beginners, but Akkadis Leisure set a very high standard which they must all maintain. They were all new to the brand and the company understood it would be hard for them at first, but they should not expect allowances to be made indefinitely. (Ana thought this remark was intended for her in particular.) Some of them were Imperials. Imperials were not especially popular on Akkadis at the moment and they should not expect an easy time. Others were proscribed Akkadisi women. No one liked a traitor. But if they put their old lives behind them and began afresh, they would be judged by how they performed, not their past crimes. They should all contribute and pay their way. No one owed them a living. If they did their best for Akkadis Leisure, then Akkadis Leisure would always look after them. It was a question of loyalty. Mrs Carno left unspoken the corollary, the threat of what would happen to any girl whose efforts failed to live up to expectations. She did not need to point out the obvious. They all knew what had happened to Suki.

Mrs Carno looked carefully at each girl. None of them dared to return her gaze. Satisfied, she headed for the office, accompanied by Mrs Knott. The new girls were dismissed. Some dissolved into tears and hugged each other for support and reassurance. Amanda and Honey wept in disappointment and humiliation, despite the glimmer of hope they felt for Tom.


2: OPEN ALL HOURS

Though this may be play to you

‘Tis Death to us.

Aesop’s Fables, 398

It was late, and a relatively quiet evening at the Maidens of Nenuphar. Amanda had been sent to serve drinks in the lounge. She had been there only a minute when she saw the man she knew simply as Mr Henderson sitting quietly and drinking a beer, watching the girls dancing on the stage. Bekka, Emily and Wendy made a pretty sight, scantily clad and gyrating to the music.

Amanda still hated the sight of Henderson and her feelings must have shown. In a quiet moment, Aimee managed to whisper, “What’s the matter, Manda? You look awful.”

“I’ve just seen that bastard at Table 4. His name’s Henderson. He’s the one who… who chose Honey.” Amanda found it hard to speak of what had happened. Henderson was an Imperial visitor, a wealthy man. Honey had been a virgin when she was bought by the Maidens, and Henderson had deflowered her. Later he had insisted on having Honey and Amanda entertain him together, a service which at the Maidens of Nenuphar was called a ‘Nenuphar Sandwich.’ Some gentlemen found that amusing, Amanda now knew; especially if the two women were sisters, or as in this case, a mother and daughter. Amanda still burned with shame when she remembered it. “He made us both… entertain him. Together, I mean,” she explained quietly to Aimee.

“Oh Manda, Manda, I’m so sorry.” Aimee squeezed Amanda’s arm and glanced in the direction of Table 4. An icy hand seemed to grip her heart and her voice turned cold. “I know that man. Yes, he is a bastard. But his name’s not Henderson. It’s Scamander. He’s a priest. It’s because of him I’m here.” She paused a moment. “He killed my family.”

Amanda heard the cold hatred in her friend’s voice. She had not known that Aimee was capable of such deep loathing. “A priest? Aimee, are you sure? I was told he was a businessman. An Imperial.”

“I don’t know. Maybe he is,” replied Aimee. “Maybe Scamander isn’t his real name. But it’s the same man. Definitely. Everyone on the Evening Star called him Archpriest Scamander. Or Reverend Father,” she added bitterly. “It’s definitely him. I’d never forget him. It was disgusting. He made me… I was a virgin… he promised he’d save my family if I did what he wanted. But they were dead. They were dead already. Afterwards he… he gave me to the other men. They all… they all used me that night.”

Amanda touched her friend’s arm. “Shh - Petra’s seen us.” Seeing the deputy manageress, Aimee composed herself, picked up the tray of drinks and hurried to Table 11 while Amanda went to collect some empty glasses. They were supposed to be working, not gossiping.

But it was too late. Petra had seen them talking. The deputy manageresses of the Maidens, Petra and Ronika, were both former pleasure slaves themselves, women who had been successful in their day but by their thirties had been given supervisory roles.

Both were grateful for the opportunity. Most pleasure slaves, when their useful lives were over, were sent to one of the farms belonging to Akkadis Leisure, either for breeding or to live out their days as farm labourers. At least that was what they were told. None ever returned to the Maidens to describe first hand their new lives. There were rumours, though, which circulated among the girls. Some said that unwanted, useless slaves were simply destroyed, or sent to places like the Zoo or the Gilded Cage or the Arena, to entertain the crowds; or simply set free to starve, with no way to make a living and no right to draw the Citizen’s Allowance. As a consequence, both Petra and Ronika had every reason to perform their duties diligently and not to turn a blind eye to any shortcomings.

“Go to the reception,” said Petra to Amanda.

“Yes, miss,” said Amanda and obeyed instantly.

The reception was a large anteroom which customers passed through as they entered the Maidens. Amanda joined Leah, Carys, Ana and a dozen or so other girls. They sat in two rows in raised benches, in a brightly illuminated area behind a low partition. Gentlemen arriving at the Maidens entered through the reception and sometimes selected a girl from those waiting there. The girls were expected to wave at the gentlemen and smile and try to be chosen. The gentleman could ask for a girl by name or by number, if he so chose. Some men selected a girl in the reception and others proceeded straight into the lounge. As tonight was a quiet evening, Amanda hoped she would not be selected at all.

Aimee fared worse. Petra said to her simply, “Go and dance. Take your top off. The place needs livening up.”

Aimee Pembroke felt the weight of fear pressing down in her stomach. She would have to dance topless with the hated Scamander sitting within easy sight of her. The pretty blonde unbuttoned her brief cropped top and hurried to the stage and ascended the three steps. She was wearing only a short, thigh length flared skirt, split on both sides.

Petra signalled to the three pretty girls already on the stage that they could leave. Aimee would be dancing alone: alone, in her humiliation.

The next song was a lively Atkoi tune. Aimee’s breasts were smallish and yet firm and conical. They did not bounce noticeably as she danced. She swayed rhythmically to the music. She stole a brief glance towards Table 4 and realised to her dismay that Henderson, or Scamander, was looking straight at her. She concentrated on her dancing. She was in enough trouble as it was without Petra saying that her dancing was careless or slovenly. Aimee was terribly conscious that as she moved, Scamander or any of the gentlemen could see quite plainly that she wore nothing underneath her scanty skirt.

And a worse fear gripped Aimee. Suppose Scamander booked her and took her upstairs? The thought brought back her worst memories of her nightmare voyage on the Vengeance is Mine, when she had been obliged to entertain Scamander, knowing what he had done to her family.

Aimee saw Scamander gesture to Mindi. Mindi hurried over to him, curtsied, and listened to his instructions. Then she hurried to Petra, to relay the message. With heavy heart, Aimee saw that Petra was coming to the stage.

“Go to Table 4,” said Petra.

For the briefest moment the despair was visible on Aimee’s face. In that instant the real Aimee was visible. Then she forced herself to smile and curtsey and say, “Yes, miss.” Her pleasure slave mask had returned.

The pretty blonde curtsied again when she reached Scamander’s table but seemed too terrified to speak. She stood straight, with one arm shyly covering her breasts.

Scamander looked at Aimee for a moment before speaking in the same arrogant, lazy, drawl which she remembered so well and loathed so utterly. “It appears that Bual is responsible for stocking every whorehouse in Akkadis,” he said. Bual had been the leader of the brigands who had attacked the Evening Star and sold the abducted women to the Rose Garden. “Put your arm down,” he added.

Aimee complied, still dumbstruck.

“The tune you are dancing to is a ‘tsittandi,” Scamander continued, “an Atkoi slave dance from Akylas. Traditionally, the slave girls there dance naked. It would therefore be appropriate for you to do likewise.” He paused. “Remove your skirt.”

Aimee curtsied and said, “Yes, sir,” very quietly and did as she was told. Scamander sipped his beer but did not immediately speak again. He simply watched the blushing girl. She stood very straight, with her feet together and her hands by her sides. She knew she must not try to cover herself. He had told her once already to keep her hands by her sides. Girls at the Maidens were under very clear instructions: it must never be necessary to tell them something twice.

“I have forgotten your name. What is it?” Scamander said, after a few moments.

“Aimee, if it pleases you, sir.”

“Ah yes. You are wondering whether I intend to take you upstairs.”

“Yes, sir,” she replied, her heart sinking.

“It is not my usual practice to walk down the same road twice. Life is too short.”

“Yes sir,” Aimee replied. She did not know what else to say. She tried not to let her relief be too evident.

“Fetch me another beer. Then you may go back to your dancing.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir,” Aimee replied. She curtsied and hurried to the bar.

Aimee had been told more than once that when she walked she wriggled her bottom in a very attractive way. It was neither deliberate, nor conscious. Now she hurried to the bar, entirely bare, trying harder than ever not to wriggle her bottom. She did not meet the eyes of the men looking at her. She was trying desperately not to draw attention to herself.

It was an attempt doomed to fail. After taking Scamander his drink, Aimee ascended the stage again to continue dancing, still completely bare. Within minutes, one of the men - not Scamander, but another - had booked her and taken her upstairs.


3: PRIDE AND PREJUDICE

Though the first settlers on Akkadis were Atkoi, they now number less than ten percent of the population generally, dwelling mostly in sparsely populated rural areas and certain districts of Akkad City. They form an underclass and are poorly represented in universities, the professions and the Senate….

Poltiss, V: A History of Akkadis (Academe Press: Tolon, 3024)

Honey, Leah, Carys, Mindi, Dahlia, Anthea and half a dozen other girls sat in two rows in the reception room of the Maidens of Nenuphar. Each wore a long, silky, pale blue dress, low cut and split up to her thigh, and a badge displaying her number. Each girl’s hair was worn in kittentails and each smiled sweetly at every customer who entered the building, and waved in the feminine way they had been taught.

Some gentlemen would select a girl in the reception. Others would walk right through to the Lounge Bar. There was no shortage of choice at the Maidens. Every evening a different selection of girls would be on display in the reception, from which a gentleman might make his choice, like different delicacies waiting to be chosen at a buffet meal or an assortment of chocolates in a presentation box.

It was a spacious room and the girls sat on cushioned benches behind a low partition or barrier. The seating area was brightly lit. The rear bench was raised on a platform and the new girls had all found that sitting there, they felt very exposed to the gaze of the gentlemen. The front bench was not elevated, but it was much closer to the partition and therefore nearer the gentlemen as they came to make their selection, which also made the feel vulnerable. The gentlemen never stepped over the partition. They looked, made their choice, and told the concierge.

On this occasion Honey was sitting in the front row, between Mindi and Dahlia. It was eight o’clock and the Maidens was becoming busy. Two gentlemen entered the room and Honey’s heart began thumping in panic. She tried to keep a fixed smile in case the concierge, who on this occasion was Mr Bowser, saw her, but she dared not meet the gentlemen’s eyes. To her relief she realised that the first man had walked straight into the public lounge.

Each side of her, Mindi and Dahlia waved and smiled cheerfully at the second gentlemen. They wanted to be chosen. For a brief instant Honey panicked as she realised that the man had glanced at her, but then he looked at Dahlia.

Dahlia was a pretty girl, slim with dark hair. She was smiling and pressing her hands together in supplication, begging to be chosen. The man grinned and read the number on her badge. He turned to the concierge’s desk and Bowser called out Dahlia’s number. Her face lit up with delight and she hurried to the gap in the partition and thanked the man for choosing her. She held his arm affectionately and they walked together into the lounge bar and thence to the elevator.

But Honey’s relief was short lived. Moments later another gentleman entered the reception. She tried not to catch his eye, but she glanced at him and noticed his clothing, his hairstyle, his demeanour and even the smell of strange food on his clothes. She tried her best to contain her horror and revulsion.

The man was an Atkoi.

Honey and the other Akkadisi girls who had arrived at the Maidens with her, had been shocked to learn that there were pleasure slaves who were expected to serve Atkoi men. Prostitution itself was disgusting; but with an Atkoi! It was darkly rumoured that some men who liked to experiment with variety sometimes consorted with Atkoi slave girls, but such men would be socially shunned if their conduct ever became known. And it was of course unknown for an oiku woman, a free woman, to have relations with an Atkoi man. It was simply not done.

But in places like the Maidens of Nenuphar, it was done. Here, the rule of the market place applied. True, most Atkoi were poorly educated and very rarely had the money to spend at places like the Maidens. It was a luxury establishment, as Mrs Knott often told the girls. They were very fortunate to be there. But any Atkoi who could afford it and chose to visit the Maidens, would be made welcome. Their money was as good as any gentleman’s.

The Atkoi seemed in no hurry to proceed into the lounge. He looked at each girl in turn. Mindi smiled and waved at him. She had been born a slave, Honey knew. She had never known any self respect.

Then Honey realised that the Atkoi was looking at her. She was revolted, but then she realised something else. She knew this Atkoi. He was Musad. Musad, their gardener, before her family had been proscribed, before this horrible nightmare had begun. Musad, who had been dismissed for looking at her in an improper way. She had known at the time, a year ago, that he was looking at her and told her mother, and her parents had dismissed him immediately. But now he was looking at her again, and grinning, and no one was there to stop him.

Musad looked at the number on her badge. It was thirty-seven.

“Thirty-seven,” said Musad under his breath, as if committing the number to memory. He ignored Mindi, who was actually trying to attract his attention. He turned to the concierge’s desk. There was a pause. Then Bowser called out, “Thirty-seven,” in just the same way that he had called out Dahlia’s number, or any other number, as though it was entirely ordinary and natural to send a nice girl out to be debauched by an Atkoi man.

Like an automaton, Honey stood and walked out of the enclosed area, towards the Atkoi, and curtsied. She curtsied to an Atkoi. Honey had never before realised that one day she would have to curtsey to an Atkoi.

Amanda had been serving drinks when saw Honey enter the room with the Atkoi. Sickened to her stomach, she had struggled to keep hold of the tray of drinks. The Atkoi sent Honey to fetch him a drink. My daughter is fetching a drink for an Atkoi, thought Amanda. That is what we have become.

Then Petra told Amanda to go to Table 24.

The young man who had summoned Amanda glanced several times at her breasts. He seemed to like them. He seemed to want to talk, though. Some men did. As soon as she could politely turn around to see Honey, she did so. Her daughter was sitting at the table now, with the Atkoi. What was he doing with his hand? She could not see his hand because of a screen next to the table, but she saw the despair in Honey’s eyes.

Then the Atkoi drained his drink and stood, and Amanda realised it was Musad. Honey stood too, and followed him towards the door leading to the lift. Amanda watched in horror as Honey disappeared from sight. my daughter is being taken upstairs to be undressed and fondled and ravished by a dirty Atkoi gardener and I am simply watching, she thought. I can do nothing to put a stop to it and nobody else will stop it.

“I’m talking to you. Are you bored?” For the first time Amanda realised that she had been looking away while the young man or boy who had summoned her was talking. This youth was perhaps eighteen or nineteen, an age group sometimes more likely than older men to take offence and make a complaint. Amanda could not afford to have a complaint made against her. No girl at the Maidens could.

“Oh sir, I do apologise. Truly, I am sorry.” Amanda could think fast, and she could be very charming, but she had no idea of how much of this fool’s conversation she had missed. “Sir, do please forgive me. I was distracted. It won’t happen again.” She touched his hand fleetingly, as though by accident. Then she remembered what he had been talking about. “Aircar racing! It looks so exciting! I would love to ride in an aircar! But you must have nerves of steel! It looks terribly dangerous, when they fly under the bars.”

Mollified a little, the youth took a sip of his drink, and then reached out and stroked her breast. Amanda closed her eyes as if in ecstasy and softly murmured “Oh!” and held his cupped hand to her breast.

“Let’s go upstairs,” he said, standing.

“Oh, yes sir!” said Amanda latching on to his arm. “Yes, please!”

On the morning after she had been hired by Musad, Honeysuckle’s breasts were injected with biosilicon gel.

Mrs Carno had first made the suggestion when she was inspecting the new slave girls. It was not that there was anything wrong with the natural size and shape of Honey’s breasts. They were indeed quite lovely. They were not large but they were firm enough, conical and pointed. Mrs Carno had merely wondered aloud whether some gentlemen might prefer Honey and Amanda’s breasts to appear more similar in size and shape. It might make sense to market them as a matching pair to any gentleman who wanted a Nenuphar Sandwich. 

But a suggestion from Mrs Carno had almost the force of law at the Maidens of Nenuphar, and Mrs Knott felt it would be diplomatic to act on the idea. Honey was therefore sent to the medical room to endure Dr Nargal’s fondling, kneading, stretching and injecting, much as Amanda had endured the same treatment a month or more earlier. At Mrs Knott’s suggestion, the doctor injected two hundred millilitres of gel into each of her breasts. Honey’s breasts were now full and thrusting, although not quite as large as her mother’s.

Three days later, Honey was sent to Table 21. It was six o’clock and the Maidens was still fairly quiet. Like all the girls at the Maidens that evening, Honey was wearing a cropped waistcoat and short flared skirt which showed off her figure beautifully. To her surprise she found Alicia Carno and Jak Zadkine sitting together at the private alcove table.

Alicia was Mrs Carno’s daughter. Until half a year ago, Honey had been at school with Alicia and her friend Jak. That seemed like a different life now, a different world. Now Honeysuckle was a slave and Mrs Carno was her mistress.

“Come here, girl,” said Alicia, leaning back in her chair. “Jak, this is the little surprise I was telling you about. Honeysuckle, you remember Jak, don’t you?”

“Yes, miss. Good evening, miss. Good evening, sir,” replied Honey, curtseying politely to each of them in turn. She could hardly forget Jakob Zadkine. She was taken aback by seeing him now, and humiliated that he should see her here, serving in a pleasure house.

Jak had made her life a misery at high school with his endless unwanted advances. He had begun politely enough, inviting her out, but his manner had gradually become more menacing. Alicia had wanted Jak for herself and she had become bitterly jealous, and directed her spite against Honey. Alicia was popular. She and her circle of friends had persecuted Honey until even some of the teachers realised that it had gone too far. Even Tom had been persecuted by Alicia and Jak’s hangers on.

But the Carno family was very influential and it had been Honey and Tom who were expected to change schools, rather than Alicia and Jak.

This evening, Alicia was dressed smartly and expensively. She would in fact have been quite pretty, had it not been for her tendency to wear too much make up, and for the sulky expression usually on her face.

But she was not sulking now. She seemed quite pleased with herself.

“Jak and I are engaged. We are going to be married,” said Alicia, waiting for a response.

“Congratulations, miss. Congratulations, sir,” said Honey. Honey realised that Alicia was taunting her. Perhaps she even imagined that Honey would be jealous.

Jak would certainly have preferred to marry Honeysuckle if the Alba family had not been proscribed. Honey was more attractive than Alicia and also a nicer person, a fact that even Jak could see. The Albas had also been quite well to do. The Zadkines considered themselves an important family and Jak was expected and indeed wanted to marry a bride of equivalent wealth and social standing. But Honey had not wanted him, and it was too late now. Despite her obvious beauty Honey was now entirely worthless for the purpose of marriage.

Alicia would do perfectly well instead, though. Jak did not care about the source of the Carnos’ wealth, only its quantity. Mrs Carno had promised Jak and Alicia a generous dowry.

Honey, as a rival, was already destroyed. But Alicia, insecure as she was, had not yet finished with Honey. “Do you enjoy being a pleasure slave here, Honey?” asked Alicia.

“Yes, miss.” Honey blushed, but she knew she was on dangerous ground.

“Have you been working hard?”

“Yes, miss,” said Honey, blushing deeper. She was mortified both by the topic of conversation and by having Jak and Alicia scrutinising her and discussing her.

“I hope you have. There is no place for slackers in Akkadis Leisure. We expect you to pull your weight. You must not expect special treatment, merely because of your acquaintance with my family. And stand straight and curtsey when you address me.”

“Yes, miss,” Honey stood straighter still and curtsied again.

“You are a pretty little thing, aren’t you, girl? Jak, do you think she’s pretty?”

“Yes, yes, quite.” He replied, before he realised where the conversation was leading.

“But you don’t still fancy her, do you Jak?”

“Oh no. No, of course not.”

“Not even a little bit?” Alicia persisted.

“A pleasure slave in a brothel? Of course not.” He spoke thoughtlessly, not intending to hurt Honey, but the insult stung all the more for being unintended.

Alicia looked at Honey and smiled triumphantly. She had proved her point. “Take off your top, Honey,” she said bluntly.

Honey saw the hardness in Alicia’s eyes and she was afraid. She unbuttoned her waistcoat. Beneath it, she was entirely bare. Her breasts were now full, firm hemispheres which jutted proudly forward. They still ached from the gel implants.

Mortified, she felt Jak’s eyes on her breasts. He said nothing. He merely stared.

“What do you think of her breasts, Jak?” asked Alicia.

“They’re…quite nice,” he replied cautiously.

“I think they’re rather vulgar. They look sluttish,” said Alicia, “but I suppose for a girl like this they’re all right. I expect some men like girls to look like that.”

Alicia paused for a moment, appearing to consider. Then she said, “You know what, Jak? I think she ought to have her nipples pierced. Like those girls at the Arena. What do you think, Jak? With breasts like that, I’m sure she’d love the chance show them off more.”

Jak agreed with his fiancée. Honey wanted to protest, but did not dare interrupt. Alicia said, “Very well then, Honeysuckle. Report to Mrs Knott tomorrow, to have your nipples pierced. Tell her I sent you. And if you’re good, I’ll buy you a pair of nipple rings, pretty silver ones with pendants, like earrings. Your customers will like that. Until then you’ll have to have plain rings.”

And so the matter was settled.

Then Alicia said, “Now, take off your skirt, too.” Alicia knew quite well that the girls at the Maidens served naked beneath their skirts or dresses.

Honey froze. She was ashamed to disrobe completely in front of Jak, but terrified to disobey a direct command. “Miss, please…” she said.

“I’m waiting,” said Alicia. To Jak she added, “I’m afraid she never was overly bright.”

Close to tears, Honey released the clasp which kept the wraparound skirt fastened shut. To have these two people who had once been her enemies but her social equals, scrutinising her now as a naked slave, was worse than having to undress before men who were complete strangers.

She stood for their inspection, straight and bare, with her toes and heels together and her arms at her sides. Mortified, she felt Jak’s eyes inspecting every inch of her body. They lingered on her mons, plucked and smooth. She looked straight ahead, not meeting their eyes. She felt dizzy with shame.

Alicia smiled. “What do you think, Jak? If she wasn’t a whore, would you still find her attractive?” Again Alicia watched Honey as she spoke, to see the sting of her words take effect.

Jak said, “Well yes, I suppose in that sense, yes, she is attractive.”

“Oh Jak, you are disgusting!” laughed Alicia in mock horror, placing the emphasis on the final word. “Jak, did you know that she goes with Atkoi? Atkoi! It’s disgusting!” Alicia pretended to shudder in horror. She paused for a moment before continuing. “And he must have enjoyed himself because he gave her a tip. A tip, from an Atkoi!” To Honey, she said, “That’s right, isn’t it, girl? He gave you a tip! How much did he give you?”

“Yes, miss. Half a solidus, miss.” Honey spoke quietly. She realised that Alicia must already know the answer to her question.

And then the realisation struck Honey: Alicia had herself arranged the incident with Musad. She had given him the money, or arranged for someone to give it to him, on the understanding that he took it to the Maidens and hired Honey.

Alicia snorted in pretended derision and amusement. “Half a solidus! Oh Jak, you can’t really think a girl like that is attractive, surely?”

“Well no, I suppose not.” Jak was just sufficiently intelligent to realise that he was being manipulated.

“Jak dear,” said Alicia, turning and holding his hand affectionately. “Jak, I’ve got another little surprise for you. It’s here, on Wednesday night. You remember that horrible creature I told you about? The thing called Gumbo, that my mother insists on keeping here?”

“Gumbo? Oh, yes. What’s the surprise?”

“Oh Jak, if I told you that, it wouldn’t be a surprise any more, would it? Wait and see. Now watch this.” Alicia turned to Honey. Again the hardness returned to her voice and she said, “Go to the stage, girl. I want you to dance for us. No, leave the dress. You can dance naked. You want the gentlemen to see your breasts, don’t you?”

“Yes, miss,” said Honey. She curtsied again and hurried to obey.

Jak and Alicia both enjoyed watching Honeysuckle dance, though for entirely different reasons: Alicia, to humiliate her imagined rival and demonstrate her power over her, and Jak out of lust, pure and simple.

Jak Zadkine had wanted Honey since he had first seen her at school, but she had never allowed him so much as to touch her. Now he was watching her dance naked for him and she was as desirable as he had imagined. He would come back to the Maidens later, without Alicia, and this time Honey would do everything he wanted. No one would tell Alicia.

Later, Honey spoke to Amanda about her fears for the following Wednesday. Mother and daughter both came to same conclusion. Alicia must have arranged for Musad to hire Honey. He must have been given the money. But Alicia was planning a further surprise for Wednesday, for Entertainment Night. It involved Gumbo and it must involve Honey somehow. Given the magnitude of Alicia’s spite, it might include a flogging. As Gumbo was involved, it would almost certainly conclude with the creature being allowed to publicly ravish Honey, for the amusement of the crowd.

Amanda would have done anything to save her daughter from being defiled in such a way, but she could think of no way to avoid it.

Then she had an idea, a plan. It was not a terribly good plan. It was risky and it might not work, but it was better than no plan at all.


4: CRIME OF PASSION

Abaddon Virus: Very few diseases of extraterrestrial origin are harmful to humankind; their structure is simply too different from ours. The worst exception to this rule is the highly adaptive Abaddon Virus, often known as Toad Virus. Its symptoms begin with a sore throat, dizziness and vomiting, resulting eventually in death in fifty percent of cases.

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

Amanda woke early. She had hardly slept. It would be three hours before Petra or Ronika roused the sleeping girls. She crept out of the low ceilinged dormitory and along the corridor. No one would stop her. She did not intend leaving the top floor of the building. She carried a small bottle of oil, the type of oil which the girls at the Maidens used to massage their gentleman customers, and a toothbrush and toothpaste. She was bathed and perfumed. Her golden hair was arranged in kittentails and she was prepared as if for the most particular of gentlemen. She was wearing a tee shirt and short blue skirt of the type with which all the Maidens were issued, to wear in their off duty hours. She moved silently. If her plan was discovered it might land both Amanda and her daughter in terrible, terrible trouble. At the very least they could expect a flogging.

Amanda crept into Gumbo’s tiny room. She was immediately struck by the foul, pungent air. There was no window. There was an extractor fan but Gumbo never used it and no one else had ever switched it on for him. Gumbo was left largely to his own devices. He did his work, which was anything that required hard physical labour but little or no intelligence, and he was allowed to eat in the kitchen, but no personal interest had ever been shown in him.

Amanda controlled her revulsion at the smell. She paused a moment. Perhaps she would acclimatise to it after a short while.

She knew that Gumbo’s condition was not contagious. It was rumoured that he was the offspring of a breeding slave, a woman who had been infected with Toad Virus while pregnant. No one knew why the baby had not simply been aborted, or destroyed at birth. For some reason Mrs Carno had taken responsibility for him and sent him to the Maidens to be fed and housed. Perhaps despite what Amanda had thought, Mrs Carno’s charitable work was not entirely for the sake of appearances.

Whether or not Gumbo’s appearance was really caused by Toad Virus, it was certainly repellent. His own mother could not have looked at him without revulsion, Amanda thought. His skin had not formed properly. It looked red and raw. His lips were not properly formed and his wide mouth sloped down at both sides, giving him a fishlike appearance. The effect was enhanced by his lack of a chin. From below his mouth, his skin sloped directly to his neck. He had only two small holes where his nose should have been, and his ears were like two tiny folds of flesh. Amanda had never been this close to him, and found the experience shocking. His head was small, and he had only tiny wisps of thin dark hair. His arms were unnaturally short and his clawlike hands each had only a thumb and two webbed fingers. Physically, he was strong. His legs were shorter than normal, but his penis was of enormous size. When erect, it was more than ten inches long, and unusually thick.

The girls of the Maidens all feared Gumbo. They feared his repulsive appearance. They feared that they would be given to him for an hour for his pleasure and perhaps to entertain the crowd on a Wednesday night, if their work was not satisfactory. They feared his enormous manhood and the fact that he was able to satisfy his lust in front of a laughing, jeering crowd. The cruel joke of fortune which had left him so horribly deformed had mercifully spared him any sense of shame. To Akkadis Leisure, Gumbo was an asset. Perhaps that was the real reason Mrs Carno tolerated him, Amanda thought.

This is going to be horrible, Amanda thought. Disgusting and horrible. But I will do it. For Honey, I will do it.

She knelt down next to Gumbo on the dirty mat which covered the floor and very gently stroked his head. “Gumbo, sir, its Manda. It’s me, Manda.” She whispered. His eyes were open, but he was perfectly still. Does he sleep with his eyes open? she wondered. Is that physically possible? No, he was looking at her, awake but silent. Amanda could not fathom what thoughts, if any, passed through his mind. “Sir, it’s me, Amanda,” she repeated.

Gumbo was fully dressed. He seldom if ever removed his clothes. Bowser had tried to force him to have a bath once, but Gumbo had become violent and eventually Bowser had given up. It did not matter greatly. Mrs Knott made certain that the customers did not meet Gumbo in person. They only ever saw him if he was assisting on an Entertainment Night.

Gumbo was aching from some painful bruises at the moment. He had had a fight with Bowser two days earlier. After an evening’s work was finished, Bowser would sometimes enter the girls’ dormitory and select a girl for his own disportment. He often chose new girls, recent acquisitions at the Maidens. On the night before last he had entered the dormitory and ordered Amanda, Honey, Roxie, Ana, Nysha, Clara, Aimee, Carys, Leah and Bekka to remove their clothes and stand at the end of their sleeping mats. After scrutinising each one, he had selected Bekka and ordered her to follow him, still entirely bare.

In the corridor outside they had seen Gumbo, who was usually asleep by this time. Bekka squealed and covered herself with her hands as best she could, but Gumbo had already seen her. He grabbed hold of her. Bowser angrily pushed him away.

Gumbo was genuinely surprised and shocked. “Gumbo want girl,” he said, trying again to grab her. Bekka screamed.

“You can’t have her, you ruttocking freak,” said Bowser. Bekka wriggled away and cowered behind Bowser. She did not want to be taken to Bowser’s room, certainly; but anything would be better than being given to Gumbo.

“Gumbo want girl,” said Gumbo. “Pretty girl.”

“Don’t you understand, you ruttocking freak? You can’t have her. Now get out of my way.”

“Pretty girl. Pretty, pretty girl. Gumbo want!” Gumbo was angry now. He usually accepted his lot in life. He seldom had ideas, but when a thought did occur to him it tended to persist. “Pretty girl. Gumbo want now!” The shouting and Bekka’s hysterical screaming had woken the deputy manageresses. Only Mrs Knott, in her quarters on a lower floor, remained unaware of the commotion. The simplest solution for Bowser would have been to let Gumbo have Bekka, and choose another girl for himself. This was what Bekka, and her sister Leah who was by now watching the incident, were chiefly afraid of. But Bowser did not want to back down in front of so many witnesses, not even slaves.

The ensuing fight was brief but violent. Gumbo was probably as strong as Bowser, but Bowser was by far the more intelligent fighter. Gumbo relied on his anger and brute force, flailing his fists wildly and striking several blows on Bowser’s face and body. Bowser dodged, punched, kicked, and headbutted. Gumbo, overcome by anger and lacking the intelligence to understand that it was a fight he could not win, fought until Bowser kicked away his feet, stamped on his throat and kicked his head against a wall.

Bowser turned to the pleasure slaves. “Stop that damned noise. Get back to bed. Not you, girl, you’re coming with me,” he said, propelling Bekka forcefully along the corridor.

The girls hurriedly obeyed. It was a dangerous thing, to irritate Bowser when he was already angry. Leah lay awake fearfully, awaiting her sister’s return. Bowser was angry. Would he direct his anger at Bekka?

Now, two days later, Gumbo was still stiff and sore. What emotional pain he felt, and how much of the incident he could remember, Amanda could not tell. She gently stroked his head again and quietly said, “Hello Gumbo. It’s me, Manda. I’ve come to visit you.” Then very gently she kissed him on what would have been his lips if his face had been normal. Amanda suppressed a shudder. Then she kissed him again. She wondered whether he had sufficient physical sensation in his skin to enjoy such contact.

Then, to her surprise, he put his hand around one of her kittentails and stroked it. “Pretty. Pretty, yellow,” he said.

“Yes. Manda is pretty. I like you, Gumbo. Manda likes you.” She began to unbutton his shirt. She would not undress herself, not yet. It would be important not to let Gumbo become too excited, too soon. She wanted to retain at least some control over the situation. Beneath Gumbo’s dirty shirt was another layer which had perhaps once been an undershirt.

“Gumbo is very handsome. Gumbo is strong. Manda likes Gumbo,” Amanda said. She managed to remove both of his upper garments. Layers of loose dead skin stuck to the undershirt as she peeled it off. She poured on some oil and gently began rubbing it in.

Gumbo closed his eyes ecstatically. “Nice,” he said. “Nice.” Then he said, “Gumbo likes Manda.” Amanda’s heart leapt. He could remember her name, at least for a short time. It was a start.

With this encouragement, Amanda began the next stage of her seduction of the diseased creature. She began kissing him softly on his chest and gently tickling his skin with her tongue. Very slowly she moved her face down towards his waist. She unbuttoned his trousers and tried to take his manhood in her mouth.

She hesitated a moment, gagging on the musty odour, but she swallowed her bile and forced herself to continue, for Honey’s sake.  She tried to keep eye contact with Gumbo as she had been taught, even while her head was bobbing up and down, until Gumbo closed his eyes in ecstasy.

Over the following two hours Amanda managed to undress Gumbo completely and massage him, before he insisted on coition. She had hoped to delay that moment a little longer, until she had managed to coax him into the shower. There was a shower cubicle in his room. Amanda doubted whether he knew how to use it on his own. But Gumbo had become insistent and Amanda had acceded to his wishes. To make him angry now would not only be dangerous but would also ruin any hope of her plan working.

Again Amanda fought the impulse to gag on his fetid breath and wished she had been able to brush his teeth. It was while Gumbo was on top of her, his face inches from hers and furiously convulsing in ecstasy, that she realised something about his face. It was a parody of a human face, similar but different. It was a face which an alien might have drawn if it was an intelligent creature but had only once ever seen a human being. But there was something about the features which looked familiar, reminiscent somehow of a normal person she had met or seen. But who?

With a satisfied grunt, Gumbo finished. For a while he lay still. Then he began squeezing her breasts and nibbling her nipples again. Amanda tried not to look at his facial features. She closed her eyes and whimpered joyfully, as if enjoying his attentions.

Alicia. The thought came to her suddenly, unbidden. That was who Gumbo reminded her of. Alicia Carno. Mrs Carno’s daughter. It was his eyes. It was definitely something about his eyes. Immediately she dismissed the thought. It was not possible. It was simply her imagination, surely. She looked at his eyes again. No, it was definitely there, in his eyes. And yet he did not look anything like Mrs Carno herself. And his hair was darker than either Alicia’s or her mother’s.

But now was not the time to be distracted. Amanda had a task to perform.

This was the first time that a woman had shown Gumbo kindness. He had never before enjoyed intimate relations with a willing woman. When a girl required disciplining, she was sometimes given to Gumbo for his amusement and to entertain the spectators, but Gumbo knew they hated to go with him. After he used a girl on the stage, the customers would not want that girl, not for days afterwards.

Gumbo did not know how long he had been at the Maidens. His sense of time and its passing was vague. He did not know where he had come from, nor was he curious to know.

He allowed Amanda to lead him to the shower and wash him. It was not unpleasant. Afterwards, she dried him. More dead skin peeled off. She rubbed in more oil. It was soothing. Gumbo liked the oil. Amanda knelt and kissed his manhood once more, slowly, lovingly. She used the skills she had learned from Michael and at the Maidens and showed Gumbo delights he had hardly imagined.

“Manda loves Gumbo,” she said. “Be nice to Manda. Be nice to Honey, too,” she added. “Be kind to Manda. Manda loves you. Be kind to Honey. Honey is my daughter. Honey is Manda’s little girl. Manda loves Gumbo.” Amanda spoke slowly. She kept her message simple and repeated it often. It was a message which contained a promise. She would visit Gumbo again, Amanda said.

Eventually Gumbo gave the response she had hoped for. “Gumbo love Manda. Manda nice.”

“Thank you, Gumbo. Thank you, my dearest. And Honey is nice, too. Remember, Gumbo, be nice to Honey. Never hurt Honey. Be nice to Honey. Don’t do bad things to Honey.” She kissed him again, lovingly.

Before she left, Amanda made Gumbo promise. He repeated the words, but did he understand them? And if he understood, would he remember them? She would have to remind him. She would keep reminding him. She affectionately kissed Gumbo goodbye and hugged him, and listened at the door before opening it quietly and creeping back to bed. No one had seen her. She wanted to shower again, but it would have to wait.

Two evenings later, Amanda visited Gumbo again to reinforce her message, and this time someone did see her. It was Wendy. Wendy told her friend Mindi, who was Amanda’s only enemy among the girls of the Maidens. Mindi was a spiteful young woman who was always keen to ingratiate herself with Mrs Knott and her deputies.


5: I KNOW WHAT YOU DID LAST NIGHT

Abaddon Virus: ….Those who survive usually make a full recovery, but children born of mothers infected during pregnancy often suffer grotesque mutations of the skin, face, limbs and internal organs. Outbreaks in recent decades have been mercifully rare. They occur mainly in groups of individuals living in close proximity, where contagion is swift.

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

Clarence Pettigrew Bowser was not usually considered an especially kind man. His chosen profession was not one which particularly lent itself to demonstrations of kindness towards his fellow man. And on one occasion when he did perform a small act of kindness, the ultimate consequences of his gesture were both unintended and vastly disproportionate to the act itself. Even Bowser himself never realised the consequences which ultimately flowed from his gesture.

It was the morning after Amanda’s last visit to Gumbo’s bedroom in the Maidens of Nenuphar pleasure house. The girls had finished their morning exercise session and were making their way to the dining room.

Suddenly Ana felt a hand firmly grip one of her kittentails, twist, and push her head sharply against a corridor wall. She squealed in pain. Other girls hurried past. The buzzer had sounded. They must not be late for breakfast.

“Shut up, you fat slut, or you’ll be sorry,” said a voice. It was Mindi. “You went with Bapan again. I warned you. He’s mine. He always chose me, even before Suki. If you go with him again you’ll be sorry. I’ll give you such a hiding that when your whelp’s born it’ll still be black and blue.”

This venomous speech was delivered quickly and quietly. Mindi broke off suddenly when she heard Ronika approaching. Both girls hurried to the dining room. They could both be punished severely if they were caught fighting.

Ana queued up and received her bowlful of Akkadis Agrisupplies ‘Happy Pig’ pellets, doused in a generous serving of warm water which helped to soften the pellets and release the juice. She sat down to eat with the others at one of the long tables. They were each required to finish their bowl. 

After a few minutes, Bowser called Bekka up to the top table. He had finished his own breakfast. Naturally Bowser did not eat animal feed. The staff had bacon and eggs.

Bowser did not especially like the whites of fried eggs. The yolks were pleasant enough, he considered, but the whites were at best rather tasteless and at worst rubbery. He had eaten his bacon and toast and the egg yolk and drunk his tea, but left the egg white. He would give Bekka the remains of his egg.

Bekka was in favour with Bowser. He was pleased with her performance a few nights before, on the night of his altercation with Gumbo. Although Bekka was new to the brand, she was obedient and eager to please. Bowser considered her deserving of a small reward.

Bowser sometimes chose to reward a girl he considered to have performed good service. It made him feel magnanimous. He did not give monetary tips to the girls. A reward of food was more than adequate, he considered. Real food, (rather than the kind manufactured by Akkadis Agrisupplies) was expensive on Akkadis. For a slave girl it was a rare luxury.

Bekka curtsied and thanked Bowser and returned to her place, carefully carrying the egg on a side plate. She was pleased to have it. It would be a welcome change from the unrelenting sameness of a pleasure slave’s usual diet.

“Don’t touch that egg,” hissed Mindi quietly. “Give it here. Now.”

Bekka looked at Mindi in amazement and saw the ferocity in her eyes. Can I defy Mindi? Bekka wondered. She wanted to keep the egg. Bowser had given it to her. She deserved it.

Ana, Amanda, Nysha, Lucie and several other girls watched the unfolding drama in silence. Mindi was clearly in the wrong, but none of them wanted to intervene. It would not be a good idea to cross Mindi. She was physically strong and a spiteful bully. She was very intelligent and could be very charming when she chose. Many of the gentlemen liked her. She had also gone to considerable lengths to ingratiate herself with Mrs Knott, Petra and Ronika. The girls even speculated that she might one day be made a deputy manageress.

“Do I have to tell you twice?” said Mindi. “Give it here, you ruttocking slut, or you’ll be sorry.” Bekka’s resolve crumbled. She dared not defy Mindi. She handed over the egg. Mindi took it without thanks.

Having consumed the egg, Mindi turned her attention back to Ana. “As for you, you fat slut, if you touch Bapan again your life won’t be worth living.”

“It’s not my fault,” pleaded Ana. “Do you think I want to be here?” she whispered, urgently.

“I’ve seen you waving at him in reception. And on the stage.”

It was true. Ana dared not reply. Would Mindi truly risk hurting her baby? It was company property, she had been told. But Mindi was vicious. She was not rational. She might do anything.

Finally Amanda spoke up. She felt intimidated by Mindi, but she hated to see her friends bullied and she felt a little ashamed of not speaking up sooner. “Leave her alone,” she said. “We’re all in this mess together. We should be helping each other, not quarrelling.”

“And who asked you, slut? Hey, girls, Amanda sneaks out at night to get laid by… Gumbo!”

Mindi’s friend Dahlia snorted into her pig pellets, splashing gravy onto the table. “It’s true,” persisted Mindi. “Wendy saw her. She told me. How’s your ‘boyfriend,’ Amanda? Don’t you get enough attention from the customers, Amanda? You want more? Oh, I see, you just like it rotten!” Mindi, Dahlia and their friends chortled in delight.

Amanda did not reply. Her secret had been discovered, she realised, by the worst possible person.

Mindi warmed to her subject. “Hey, Amanda, suppose half his rotting prong comes off inside your pouch next time he’s ruttocking you?  Suppose you can’t get it out? What’s wrong, Amanda? You’ve gone all quiet. Is that what happened? Have you got bits of his prong stuck inside you?” Mindi and her allies chortled louder than ever.

“Middle Table! You’re not here to gossip!” snapped Bowser. The girls fell silent immediately.

Mindi mouthed a silent threat to Ana. “I’ll deal with you later, you fat slut.”

By the end of breakfast, every girl at the Maidens knew about Amanda and Gumbo.

By midday, Ronika knew. It was not actually against any rules, but it was certainly bizarre. Being given to Gumbo for an hour was considered a serious punishment by all the other girls at the Maidens. Ronika wondered how she could use this information to the greatest benefit to herself. Perhaps she should inform Mrs Knott.

Mrs Knott was beginning to find Alicia Carno’s suggestions on how to run the Maidens of Nenuphar more and more unwelcome. The manageress did not like to have a spoilt, pushy eighteen year old girl tell her how to do her job, but since the girl in question was the owner’s daughter, she felt it was politic to accede to her request.

Amanda and Honey had been correct in guessing that Alicia had planned a very unpleasant Wednesday evening for Honey. The performance would begin with a flogging similar to that which Aimee had received, but administered by Gumbo. This was to be followed by a second act, in which Honeysuckle would be fastened to a stout bench on the stage, with her legs apart and her knees raised so that Gumbo could publicly satisfy the lust which administering a flogging invariably aroused in him. The crowd would certainly enjoy the spectacle, Mrs Knott assured Alicia. They would howl with laughter, shriek with derision and groan with disgust, but they would not take their eyes off the spectacle.

No one that evening would seek to hire Honeysuckle, but all the other girls would be kept busy until the early hours. Entertainment Night was always good for business. Alicia was delighted, and looked forward keenly to the following Wednesday. This was the surprise she had promised Jak, and it would cure him of Honey forever. Of that, Alicia was absolutely certain.

Gumbo would also be excited.  He too would look forward keenly to Wednesday night. Mrs Knott was equally sure of that. She always explained to Gumbo slowly and clearly several times before an Entertainment what would be required of him. This was Gumbo’s special task, which no one else could perform. Bowser would happily administer a flogging but would not consider intercourse in public. He was not an animal, he said. Only Gumbo could do something like that. Gumbo did not do it for payment, or because he was ordered to do it. He did it because he loved his job.

But Gumbo refused outright to play his part in the planned Entertainment. At first Mrs Knott was surprised. He had never before demonstrated reluctance to participate in an Entertainment. Never before had he even shown any awareness that the female lead in such a display was a human being capable of thought and feeling.

And yet on this occasion he said, “Gumbo not hurt Honey.” When Mrs Knott pressed him to elaborate, he added, “Honey nice.” Once made up, Gumbo’s mind could not be altered. He could not be forced to do it. Amanda would have been proud of his response.

Then he added innocently, “Manda nice.” It was this final detail which aroused Mrs Knott’s suspicion. Amanda had taught Gumbo too well. Mrs Knott spoke to Ronika, and Ronika told the manageress everything she knew.

Mrs Knott turned white with anger. She was now faced with the humiliation of telling Alicia that her planned surprise would not be possible. Alicia would tell Mrs Carno. Mrs Knott would appear incompetent. Of what possible use was a manageress who could be manipulated by a pleasure slave?

She would have to come up with an alternative plan: a simple flogging, perhaps, or the whipping post, or maybe the Saddle. But none of those alternatives would be as entertaining as using Gumbo. Mrs Knott knew that she had been outmanoeuvred.

Then she had an idea. Amanda and Honey had performed together beautifully for Mr Henderson. Their Nenuphar Sandwich had been superb. Henderson had been delighted. There was no reason why Amanda and Honey should not put on a public performance, just the two of them. It would be a lesbian act, a display of all female love. It would satisfy Alicia’s desire to degrade Honey, and it would delight Mrs Knott’s gentleman customers. It would certainly require considerable training beforehand, for both the women, but there was still sufficient time for several intensive rehearsals before the next Wednesday evening. She sent for Amanda and Honey, to confront them.

The fact that Mrs Knott’s anger seemed controlled made if no less frightening for Amanda and Honey. Mrs Knott could not allow pleasure slaves to subvert her staff, she said. Amanda had taken advantage of Gumbo’s mental weakness to manipulate him. They had abused the kindness and trust which Akkadis Leisure had shown them. Did they not realise how fortunate they were to be here? They were disgusting, dishonest, disloyal, promiscuous, selfish, manipulative and untrustworthy. Mrs Knott would not tolerate such behaviour at the Maidens of Nenuphar. It was a reputable house. They would have to face the consequences of their disgusting behaviour. They would both face the severest of punishments, a Twelve Up Twelve Down. Bowser would be instructed not to spare them at all.

Amanda and Honey were both taken aback by the ferocity of Mrs Knott’s anger and the severity of their punishments. It was worse than they had imagined. They knew what a Twelve Up Twelve Down was. They would be stretched over the flogging stool and receive a dozen stakes of the cane on their buttocks and then fastened to the whipping post to receive the same number to their breasts. All this would be administered publicly in the crowded Lounge Bar to entertain the crowd. It would be awful, absolutely terrible, they knew. Mr Bowser was very strong. They would endure it because they had no choice, but the punishment was inhuman, savage. Honey was close to tears. Amanda was too shocked even to weep.

But there was worse to follow. Amanda’s presence at the Maidens of Nenuphar was no longer considered appropriate. She had proved herself unworthy. She would be sent to Seven Fountains Farm, the slave breeding farm which belonged to Akkadis Leisure. There she would be used to breed slave babies for the company. She could expect to remain there for up to twelve years and produce a dozen whelps. When her useful breeding life was over she would be sent to the Arena.

As for Honey, she too would be sent for breeding. There were women at Seven Fountains Farm who had borne thirty babies for the company. Honey was still young. Perhaps she would set a new record before she too was eventually sent to the Arena.

Honeysuckle and Amanda looked at each other, aghast. To be sent for breeding was the worst horror. To be hooded and covered by an unknown male slave was degradation enough, but the thought of their future children being conceived and born in slavery was unendurable. They would be raised knowing no other life, with no knowledge of their parentage. Their daughters would be born and bred to be concubines if they were fortunate, or else pleasure slaves. In their turn they would be bred from, and their children and their children’s children would be used in the same way, perhaps forever. This was the horror which surpassed all others. It was worse, even, than being condemned to the Arena, which would at least mean a swift death.

They knew they were staring into an abyss from which there could be no return. Honey was weeping and gasping for breath, unable to speak. Amanda begged, she implored Mrs Knott for mercy. Had she and Honey not served all their customers properly? No gentlemen had ever complained about either of them! Yes, she deserved to be punished. She understood that. But surely not like this! They promised to be good. They would do everything that was ever required of them. They had learned their lesson. Truly, truly they were contrite.

Mrs Knott remained stony faced. She sent them away. She would consider the matter and inform them of her decision later.

They awaited Mrs Knott’s decision in utter misery. Amanda realised that instead of protecting her family she may have condemned her descendants to the horrors of servitude for untold generations.

When the summons eventually came they went to Mrs Knott’s office and made obeisance in the Atkoi fashion, as if to a customer, touching their foreheads to the floor. They did not raise their heads until spoken to and when they did they knelt with their hands together, neither daring to speak.

Mrs Knott had decided to give them a chance. They would perform together, on a Wednesday evening, in an act of lesbian lovemaking. If their performance was good - and it would have to be exceptionally good - their punishment would be reconsidered.

Amanda and Honey thanked Mrs Knott profusely for her generosity. Their performance would be good, they promised. They made obeisance again, and then they were sent straight to Ronika to begin practising at once.

In the meantime Mrs Knott contacted Alicia. The owner’s daughter was satisfied with the proposed new arrangement. The manageress breathed a sigh of relief. For the moment at least, the manageress was out of trouble.


6: DANGEROUS LIAISONS

Plazak, Mara Filomena, Miss. Attorney General of the Commonwealth of Akkadis 3002-3028.

Government Gazette (Government Stationery Office: Akkadis, 3031)

It was Wednesday night at the Maidens of Nenuphar and the lounge bar was full.

Before the show began, the large room had been filled with the usual hubbub of voices, laughter, the clinking of glasses and the sound of gentlemen waiting to be entertained. Pretty waitresses hurried back and forth, serving drinks.

Now the show was underway and the room was quieter, with only an occasional murmur of approval. The lights had been dimmed so that the lounge bar was dark, except for a pool of light on the stage where two women, both bare, were performing.

Honeysuckle lifted her hips from the floor, gasping and whimpering delightedly in response to Amanda’s probing, stroking fingers. She tried to force all thought of the audience from her mind.

In a dimly lit and secluded alcove, a woman, perhaps in her forties and wearing a wig and a headscarf, sat discreetly, alone, watching the stage. She had arrived in large dark glasses which she had dared to remove only when the act began and the lights were dimmed. Dressed as she was, her closest friends or colleagues would not have recognised her.

That was her intention. The woman’s name was Mara Plazak and she was most anxious to remain anonymous. She was a successful and highly respected lawyer, well paid and now approaching the height of her career. She had everything to lose should the scandal of her unescorted presence in such a place as this become publicly known. Her career, professional status, social standing, friends and even family would be lost to her. Akkadis was a conservative community and although it was accepted that some women might become successful professionals, any hint of promiscuity or unnatural taste would certainly ruin her. Slave girls existed to satisfy the desires of men, but ladies were expected to be just that: ladies, chaste in thought and deed, and when they were not being chaste they should at least be heterosexual.

Miss Plazak was neither. Since her early youth she had believed herself the equal of any man and her career success had, she considered, proved her right. She knew that men visited such places as this, so why should she too not explore the delights they afforded?

And they certainly did afford delight. She watched the stage carefully. The compere had said that the two girls were in fact mother and daughter. They were certainly very similar in appearance, although Miss Plazak wondered whether the older one was really old enough to be the mother of the younger. The age difference between them did not appear to be sufficient. But whether or not they were related they were both remarkably attractive.

Miss Plazak employed a secretary, an attractive young woman about whom she enjoyed fantasising. But either of these two girls was easily more attractive than her secretary. Both were blonde, with beautiful faces and gorgeous figures, tall and slender, with curving hips, slim waists and full, firm breasts.

Although Miss Plazak considered herself the equal of any man and superior of most, she did not ascribe the same lofty value to all women. The slaves at the Maidens and similar establishments obviously belonged in servitude, she thought. She took another sip of her drink. This was her fourth visit to the Maidens on a Wednesday night, and the best performance she had yet seen. A few weeks ago there was a young Imperial girl who was caned. The time before that, she had watched a horrible creature, vaguely human, some sort of xenogene probably, having sexual relations with a wriggling, squealing slave girl. Another time, a girl was put onto a device they called the Saddle.

After the main performance there were always girls on the stage, dancing. The Maidens of Nenuphar certainly knew how to put on a good show.

Mara Plazak felt more relaxed, now. Although there were very few ladies in the audience, no one had remarked upon her presence or paid much attention to it. At first she had been fearful of discovery. She had chosen The Maidens out of all such establishments because it was on the furthest side of the huge city to her own home and office.

The two girls on the stage had undressed one another and were now kissing and fondling each other. They were naked, although the younger girl wore nipple rings. This was followed by a comprehensive display of lesbian lovemaking. There was something very compelling about their performance. It was convincing, as though they were genuinely inhibited and ashamed to be performing together in this way. The thought that they might truly be mother and daughter, performing under real duress, aroused Miss Plazak still further.

For Honey, even the rehearsals with no audience except Ronika or Mrs Knott, had been a torment of humiliation. Now she tried to close her mind to the knowledge that Alicia and Jak and two or three hundred other men and several women were watching her. She closed her eyes and whimpered and thrust her hips forward again as she felt Amanda’s finger rhythmically moving. She and Amanda had been made to rehearse their routine over and over again. Next, she knew, they would be kissing and sucking each other’s breasts and then pudenda. After that it would be the dildo.

Honey had blushed when Ronika had first shown her the instrument. She guessed what it must be for. They had found it was not painful, if inserted gradually. But to pretend to enjoy it, to squeal and yelp in feigned delight before an audience at once amused, aroused, disgusted and contemptuous, was utter torment.

At last it was over. Amanda and Honey knelt to the audience and made obeisance. The bright lights which shone on the stage dimmed, and the audience clapped, cheered and called for more. Mercifully Mrs Knott did not require them to perform an encore. She would keep the audience hungry for more. While they were still applauding, Miss Plazak ordered another glass of wine. It would be her last that evening. She must remain in control. She already felt a little light headed.

It was Carys who took her order, curtsied and hurried to do her bidding. To Miss Plazak’s surprise, the drink was brought to her table by the manageress herself. On the stage, the two young women had been replaced by six dancing girls, dressed only in white bikinis and number badges. The bikinis glowed brightly in the intense purple light on the stage. The girls were Miranda, Roxie, Leah, Bekka, Mindi and Anthea.

Mrs Knott introduced herself and after some preliminary small talk asked Miss Plazak whether she would like to meet any of the girls personally. Miss Plazak’s heart was beating furiously. She was about to enter into dangerous territory.

“Yes,” she said. “Number thirty-seven. The blonde girl, who performed this evening. The daughter. I want to… take her upstairs.” Miss Plazak had heard the expression used.

To Miss Plazak’s relief, Mrs Knott expressed no surprise. She simply said. “Of course, Madam. Yes, she’s a lovely girl, very sweet. You’ll like her. Her name is Honeysuckle. She’ll be thrilled to bits when I tell her.”

Honey had already been booked for that evening, but a time and day was agreed and Miss Plazak was told about a discreet entrance she could use which did not require her to enter through the lounge. Miss Plazak was grateful. Mrs Knott seemed to understand everything.

That night Amanda and Honey did not sleep. Neither of them yet knew whether Mrs Knott’s fury would be assuaged by their performance or whether a horrible punishment still awaited them both. They guessed that they would learn their fate the following morning.

They were correct. After breakfast Petra told them to report immediately to Mrs Knott. They went to her office and knelt humbly and contritely to await her verdict.

Mrs Knott was pleased with their performance, but she had no intention of telling Honeysuckle and Amanda so. As a manageress she prided herself on knowing how to get the best out of her staff.

Instead she told them that their performance had been an adequate first step. Their punishments were to be postponed, for the time being at least. If they both continued to try their very best to make amends, their punishments might be reduced and eventually perhaps even reconsidered altogether. But they were certainly not out of trouble yet. Their conduct would have to be exemplary henceforth. They would be performing similar lesbian displays in future Entertainment Nights. Mrs Knott would be thinking of ways in which to improve their act still further.

There was also a brief message from Alicia. Their show had been amusing. They were to receive a tip of five solidi, to be shared between them.

Honey and Amanda thanked Mrs Knott profusely. 

The day and the hour of Miss Plazak’s appointment had arrived.

A smiling, cheerful Binka, accompanied by Honey, who was terrified but trying her best to smile anyway, escorted the lady to one of the private rooms. Miss Plazak was pleased to see that the door could be bolted on the inside. This was a detail which had concerned her. The door was very solid. It looked sound proof. No one could possibly interrupt them, not without the master key. A tray with wine and glasses had been provided. Binka curtsied to Miss Plazak and departed.

Left alone with Honey, Miss Plazak turned her stern gaze on the pretty blonde. It was an expression she had often successfully used on professional rivals or their clients, to unsettle them. After a few moments of silence, a pause calculated to establish her command of the situation, Miss Plazak said, “Remove your top, girl.”

It was extremely important, Miss Plazak knew, to establish from the very beginning that she was the mistress and Honey was the slave. These girls were trained to obey and please and defer to men, but they might take advantage of a woman who allowed them to do so. She had been warned of this by an acquaintance who shared her tastes and interests and she was determined not to suffer the humiliation of having a pleasure slave take advantage of her.

Miss Plazak had removed her scarf, wig and dark glasses. She had noticed a cane hanging from a hook on the back of the door. There was a dildo provided, too. Miss Plazak was pleased. She had been too embarrassed to bring such a thing with her.

Honeysuckle obediently removed her top. She stood blushing shyly as Miss Plazak scrutinised her. The girl had excellent breasts, Miss Plazak thought, firm, full hemispheres, pert and thrusting. Her blonde hair was shining. Her waist was slim and her stomach flat and smooth.

Miss Plazak felt a thrill of pleasure. This must be what men felt when they came to a place like this and hired a girl like this. Now she, Mara Plazak, felt it too, the power, the thrill that made her heart leap and hot blood course through her veins so powerfully that it almost made her dizzy. She felt more alive than she had ever felt. Why had she never done this before? She could afford it. Why had she wasted years of pleasure?

“Fetch me that cane,” she said.

Honey curtsied and said, “Yes, ma’am.” She fetched it and handed it to Miss Plazak.

Honey stood straight and still, eyeing the cane with profound nervousness. Miss Plazak flexed the cane and tested its weight and then used it to lift Honey’s chin and turn her cheek, first to the left and then to the right. Honey tried to look into the lady’s face. Was she angry? She looked severe. Honey hoped the lady was not going to cane her breasts. She looked away quickly, not daring to meet Miss Plazak’s eyes.

Miss Plazak thoughtfully stroked Honeysuckle’s breasts with the tip of the cane.

“What is your name, girl?” she asked.

“Honeysuckle, if you please, ma’am.”

“It will serve.” Miss Plazak paused a moment. “When a man brings you to a room like this, Honeysuckle, I imagine you take considerable care to be obedient and submissive to his will.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Honey.

“Do you imagine that I will be any easier to please than a man?”

“Oh no, ma’am, no ma’am,” said Honey anxiously.

“Do you imagine that I will be forgiving, if you prove less than satisfactory?”

“No, ma’am. No ma’am,” said Honey, shaking her head.

“Then I believe that we understand each other,” Miss Plazak said slowly. Although she maintained her severe expression she was delighted with Honey’s responses. The girl was very well trained. “Remove your skirt,” said Miss Plazak.

Honey loosened the cord which fastened the long, slim skirt, allowing it to drop carelessly to the floor in the way she had been taught. She knew she would have to satisfy the woman’s disgusting desires and appear happy to do so. The lady must never guess at the revulsion Honey felt. It was worse than serving a man. It was not merely unchaste and immoral. It was unnatural. This was where her mother’s disobedience had led them, Honey thought bitterly.

“And the panties,” said Miss Plazak. These were fastened with tiny bows, one each side, which Honey pulled. She blushed as Miss Plazak scrutinised her body, smooth and entirely bare now. The girl had been plucked of all body hair, Miss Plazak noted with approval. Her legs were smooth and toned. She was blushing prettily.

“Listen to me very carefully, Honeysuckle,” said Miss Plazak. “My name is Mrs Grant. You will never tell anyone I have been here. If you do, then quite simply I will have you destroyed. I will know that you are responsible. I will purchase you and I will have you sent to the Arena and Mr Smirke and his zebras will make short work of you. I can afford to purchase you very easily. It wouldn’t even make a dent in my income. Do you understand me quite clearly, Honeysuckle?”

Honey nodded and said “Yes, ma’am, Yes, ma’am. I won’t tell a soul. I promise, ma’am.” She clearly took the threat very seriously.

“For your sake, I hope not,” replied Miss Plazak. “You will not find me easy to please, but if you are good, if you are very good, you will find that I am generous,” she concluded.

“Yes, ma’am. Yes, Mrs Grant. Thank you, ma’am,” said Honey.

“Now go to the bed. I would like a massage. I believe you are trained.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

In her office, Mrs Knott watched with satisfaction. Honey was performing well. More importantly, the so-called Mrs Grant was going to considerable lengths to remain anonymous. Clearly she had a lot to lose. That meant Mrs Knott had a lot to gain.

Mrs Knott was recording the whole encounter. She already had a very interesting collection of audiovisual recordings of various gentlemen with Maidens girls. They included the nephew of a senator, an oligarch, the wealthy Imperial visitor Henderson and every wealthy, influential or powerful man who had visited the Maidens in the last two years. The so-called Mrs Grant, who was obviously using a false name, was the first lady she had recorded.

Mrs Knott had no savings, no stocks or shares, no bonds, no real estate and no pension fund. Instead she had only her collection of audiovisual recordings of clients. She had once heard a lawyer speak of something called ‘intellectual property,’ and she thought of her recordings as her portfolio of intellectual property. They were her knowledge based financial securities.

When old Mr Carno was alive, she had not needed such things. She had had a good job. Mr Carno trusted her. Now, because of his widow, she could lose everything. That was why she needed her portfolio. If she was ever ruined she would bring down Mrs Carno with her. The scandal would ruin Akkadis Leisure. No one would believe that Mrs Carno was unaware of what was happening.

Mrs Knott was no fool. She knew that some of these men were very dangerous. She would begin by blackmailing Mrs Carno herself. Mrs Knott would make it plain that if anything happened to her, the recordings would be sent out automatically to wherever they would do most damage. That would be her life assurance.

Mrs Knott had no intention of threatening anyone just yet. There was no hurry. She was still refining her plan and adding to her collection. She watched the so-called Mrs Grant with Honey on the bed, in the large bath, and on the bed again. Honey was kneeling between Mrs Grant’s thighs, gently licking her labia. Honey’s head was bobbing gently up and down. Her arms were stretched out so that she could simultaneously stroke the lady’s nipples. Mrs Grant was clearly enjoying herself at considerable length. The recording would certainly make interesting viewing for someone, one day. Mrs Knott smirked. She wondered whether there was a Mr Grant.

The lady was becoming more talkative, almost friendly, as the evening progressed. Perhaps she would become a regular customer. Perhaps she would even let slip a clue about her real identity.

She told Honey to pour her a glass of wine. “Get one for yourself, too, Honey,” she added.

Honey hesitated, but Miss Plazak reassured her. “It’s all right. I’ve hired you for the whole evening. You won’t be…having any other customers tonight. Here, come and lie beside me again. Do that thing you did before. With my nipples. Yes, like that. Oh, yes, that’s good. Good girl.”

Later she said, “Now tell me about yourself. How did you end up here? Were you born in servitude, or sold by your parents, or what?”

Honey smiled and took a deep draught of the wine. She was intelligent and could be charming, a talent she had inherited from her mother. Talking was certainly preferable to the alternative and so she talked until late. They lay together naked on the bed and finished the wine. When Mara Plazak left the Maidens she gave Honeysuckle a tip of fifty solidi.

As Honey knelt to accept it, she said “Mrs Grant, please come back. See me again. Please.”

Miss Plazak could hear the sincerity in the slave girl’s voice. 


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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