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AUTHOR’S NOTE

PROLOGUE 

The girls in the chariot races at the Arena in Akkad City always ran naked. A dozen chariots were racing today, each pulled by two young women. Twenty-four girls, their lungs gasping for breath and their hearts beating close to exhaustion, each ran with every ounce of strength she could muster. None dared slow down.

Juliet glanced briefly, very briefly, to her left. Fern and Stephanie were running for all they were worth. Juliet saw their driver vigorously lash out with the whip, and she saw first Fern and then Stephanie wince and yelp as the flexible tip wrapped itself around their bare bodies and cut across their breasts. None of the drivers in today’s race believed in sparing the whip.

Each pair of girls had been taught to run in step, and as they ran their breasts bounced in step and their buttocks wiggled from side to side in step and their ponytails flicked from side to side, also in step. Their neatly lifted chins kept their pretty plumed headdresses upright and their legs were slender and toned. They made a lovely sight. The new girls, especially, were aware of the exhibition they made. They were mortified, but they dare not slacken their pace or lower their hands from the crossbars.

Each girl had a number painted on both her hips, and potential customers among the crowd could make a note of her number and later request her services at the Damsels in Distress. Conversely a spectator could identify his favourite pleasure slave and watch her running, or even cheer for her if he so chose, as some did.

It was a warm afternoon and the girls were sweating freely. The smooth plascreted floor of the Arena was covered in a thin layer of fine sand. This was not enough to slow down the chariots, but the sand which was thrown up by their running feet and by the wheels gradually coated their legs, hips, torsos, breasts, arms, faces and hair in a fine golden layer. Their sweat trickled in rivulets through the dust on their bodies, but still they ran, unceasingly, open mouthed and panting for breath, for the delight and amusement of the crowd.

Juliet felt another sting as the dressage whip swished across her calves, followed shortly after by a worse sting as it snaked around her body and cut across her breasts. This time, despite what they had been taught, a yelp escaped her lips. A moment later she heard her sister utter a similar cry. Their driver was a deputy manageress of the Damsels, named Donata. Donata knew the girls were exhausted, but the crowd liked to see them whipped into a sprint for as long as possible.

A few yards ahead was a chariot drawn by Hazel and Tamika, two girls who were also new to the Damsels. Both were brown haired, a little shorter than the Esk sisters, with slim, attractive figures and pleasantly rounded hips and breasts. Hazel was eighteen, and Tamika twenty-one. Their headdresses were pink. Juliet noticed Hazel’s buttocks wiggle with each step she took. She realised that her own buttocks must be making a similar display for the crowd, and that knowledge added to her misery. Men noticed things like that, she knew.

Hazel had six stripes across her buttocks. She had been caned two days earlier for disobedience, when she had first arrived at the Damsels. She had refused to remove her clothes in front of Mr Percival. Hazel was new to the brand. She would not make the same mistake again.

The stripes were an added reason why Juliet was running as fast as she could. At least Juliet did not have such stripes. Not yet, she thought bitterly. These monsters were utterly heartless. They had bought them like animals and they used them like objects, just to make money, without a shred of pity.

Hazel’s driver flexed the whip powerfully forward, and at the last moment tugged it sharply back. It was a move she had practised until she could repeat it confidently in motion. The whip cracked sharply and audibly on Hazel’s buttocks and she squealed loudly, instinctively arching her hips forward as if to avoid the pain. The crowd hooted with laughter, seeing the girl with buttocks already striped, wriggling and stumbling before she managed to regain her rhythm.

1: SHE SHALL HAVE MUSIC WHEREVER SHE GOES

‘The Games’, as they are known with no apparent sense of irony, have been held at the Arena since before the Luxor War. Once, they were genuine sporting events, with displays by female cheerleaders during the intervals ….

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

The sisters were level now with the little chariot drawn by Fern and Stephanie. Fern was their friend from the Evening Star. Stephanie had been bred in servitude. Now they all belonged to Damsels in Distress, a pleasure house similar to the Maidens of Nenuphar except that it also held the contract to stage the Games, a programme of entertainment held at the Arena on the first Saturday of every month. 

It was a warm afternoon. Akkad is situated in the temperate lowlands of Akkadis, far different to the cold dry plateau towards which Philippa Warburton was now being led by the Atkoi tribesman who had bought her. Geologically, the planet is said to be young, and gravity and weather have not yet levelled the vast differences in altitude, as they have on older worlds. 

Juliet and Janina were participating in the first event of the games. Juliet glanced again to her left. Fern and Stephanie were running for all they were worth. Stephanie was fitter, thanks to her regular training at the Arena, and Fern was struggling to keep up. The girls were matched by appearance rather than by ability, and Fern and Stephanie were both blonde, with attractive figures.

Their headdresses each consisted of a tiny pillbox hat held on by a strap which passed beneath the girl’s chin. Onto each hat was fixed several tall plumes, adding perhaps eighteen inches to her height. These headdresses were dyed in matching colours. Juliet and Janina’s were powder blue. Other pairs wore pale green, pink, turquoise or mauve. When Juliet had first seen the hats she thought they were rather pretty. She had not realised that she would be expected to wear only the headdress, and nothing else. 

Each pair of girls was harnessed together with a yoke into which their necks were fastened. The yokes were in effect wide, thick planks, each with two holes cut in them to accommodate their necks. They were split lengthways and hinged at one end so that they could be opened and fitted onto the girls before the race began. The yokes were decorative rather than functional. The wood was sufficiently thick to keep each girl’s chin raised so that her head was lifted prettily, but it certainly did not interfere with their breathing. They were all panting helplessly for breath

The chariots - connoisseurs referred to them as sulkies - were simple and light. They consisted of nothing more than two spoked carbonite wheels and an axle with a little seat attached to it, and a T shaped tongue which projected forward, effectively a long shaft ending in a handlebar. The girls stood, one on each side of the shaft, with their wrists holding the crossbar to push it. The yoke was fastened to the crossbar by a short chain, so that the girls had to run with their arms raised to shoulder height, and their breasts were lifted too; lifted, and thrust attractively forward.

The tinkle of the girls’ carriage bells was also audible to the spectators. The manager of the Damsels, as the establishment was commonly known, was a Mr Percival, who had long ago decreed that every one of his girls should have her body pierced in three places. Both nipples were to be pierced, so that a tiny ring could be inserted into each. More mortifying still, each girl had her left labium pierced, so that a third ring could be attached there, too. All the girls were of course plucked of all body hair.

When they appeared in the Games for a chariot race, a tiny bell, which they called a carriage bell, was attached to each of these three rings. The bells tinkled cheerfully in time as the girls ran and their breasts bounced.

Juliet knew that her driver wanted them to overtake Hazel and Tamika. Hazel, Tamika and several other girls who were now the property of Damsels in Distress had until recently been free and living on Hyperion, a planet ten light years within the Imperial frontier. A small, unnamed, unmarked vessel had landed unexpectedly in their town, a small community two thousand miles from the planetary capital, rounded up the defenceless inhabitants and carried off twenty or so women and girls. They had escaped into metaspace before the planetary authorities could respond. Eight weeks later, the victims had found themselves at the Rose Garden. There, they were branded and sold.

Even ten years earlier, such a thing would not have been possible. The planets on the edge of the Empire had been well defended then, and approaching vessels would have been detected on the very fringes of their solar systems. 

Times were different now. The Imperial authorities had chosen to pursue a policy known as ‘defence in depth.’ It was not necessary, they argued, to defend every square light year of the Empire’s borders. Naval fleets were stationed deep within the boundaries to respond to any large invasion force. Each planet’s own authorities would be responsible for security from rogue marauders.

In the case of Hyperion the problem had never before occurred. The planet’s resources were very limited and few precautions had been taken. An urgent measure was brought before the planet’s legislature to organise a rescue attempt but the matter was delayed by disagreement over who would pay for the mission, and by the time that question was resolved it was believed that the raiders must have escaped the solar system and have shifted into metaspace. Without knowing where they were headed, it would be impossible to follow them. The planetary authorities promised to be better prepared in future.


2: DAMSELS IN HARNESS

By the conclusion of the Luxor – Akkadis war, some Luxorians had been fortunate enough to flee in good time, but others were either enslaved or executed, some publicly in the Arena, along with Akkadisi accused of collaboration or disloyalty. Pleasure houses began to compete to provide vulgar interval entertainments which gradually grew longer and eventually replaced the genuine sports altogether. Little by little, the games declined to their present abysmal standard.

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

The driver signalled for Juliet and Janina to veer a little to the right. Juliet knew that Donata wanted them to overtake the chariot in front. They were running as they had been taught, with their legs in time, breathing in for two steps and out for two steps. 

The dressage whips were each about eight feet long. Most of their weight was in the handle, which was about an inch thick, stiff, and made of many thin strands of leather braided together. The whip tapered so that the last three feet were very thin, cordlike and flexible, and there were several knots in the last foot or so of its length. A skilled driver - and all the drivers were skilled - could use it with great accuracy to sting a girl’s calves, whip her thighs or buttocks, or let fly with a sideways stroke which snaked around the girl’s body, below her raised arms and across her breasts. This latter stroke was a popular one. The drivers found that it was an effective motivation, and it amused the crowd.

The sisters managed a sudden spurt of speed which enabled them to draw level with Hazel and Tamika. Janina saw their light brown hair flowing in the breeze as they ran, and saw Hazel wince from another sting of the dressage whip. Janina knew they had to overtake the other chariot quickly enough to cut in front of it and round the post at the end of the length. Once ahead, they could probably stay ahead, but if they rounded the post behind the other chariot it would take them most of the next length to draw level again.

The Arena was oval in shape, with a low fence dividing it lengthways. Along the fence were several tall fibresteel posts, connected at their tops by a rail. Light fittings attached to the rail could illuminate the Arena during night time events. Each complete lap was over a hundred yards in length. Surrounding the track was a barrier, and behind the barrier were the rows of steeply tiered seats. The cheapest tickets were for seats at the back, but even these afforded their occupants an adequate view. Tickets for the front row naturally cost more, and the most expensive tickets were for the First Class enclosure, which was halfway along one side, level with the front row but raised above it. Juliet and Janina edged ahead of the other chariot, veered sharply to the left and rounded the post first.

The new girls in particular were bitterly ashamed of being publicly displayed for the crowd’s entertainment. Mr Percival always insisted that new girls should appear in the Games every month, for three months after they arrived at the Damsels. This was to introduce them to the public and make them known to their customers. Later, when they had settled in, they would appear less frequently, unless they failed to meet their earnings targets. An anticipated outing to the Arena never failed to encourage his girls to greater efforts to delight and entertain their gentlemen, Mr Percival had found.

Despite the cheering and whistling, the girls could occasionally distinguish words spoken by spectators in the front rows. Annamarie Warburton, whose number was 22, was yoked to a woman named Hannah. To Annamarie’s dismay she heard a spectator shout out, “Look at the tits on that 22! I’ll have a bit of that later!”

The humiliation stung, but Annamarie did not falter in her running. Two months ago, Annamarie had been travelling with her husband, son and twin daughters aboard the Evening Star when the vessel had been attacked and boarded. Annamarie and the twins had been abducted and sold into slavery. Clara was in a pleasure house now, and Pippa had been sold to an Atkoi tribesman. 

To add to Annamarie’s humiliation, another spectator shouted out, “Hey, Bouncy! Your udders are bouncing,” as if informing her of something of which Annamarie was unaware. He grinned at his witticism and those nearby laughed.

The reference to udders was unfair. Annamarie’s breasts, though of a good size, were firm and round and very attractive. On her arrival at the Damsels a few days earlier, Mr Percival had immediately decided that Annamarie would benefit from having rather firmer, fuller breasts. He had ordered her to be injected with biosilicon gel. A cupful of the thick liquid was injected into each of her breasts. It had set beautifully, although her breasts still ached painfully as she ran. She was shamefully conscious of the way her breasts thrust forward, bouncing before her.

As if to draw further attention to them, Annamarie’s driver loosed a swingeing stroke of the dressage whip which curled under her arm and across her breasts. Annamarie heard the hiss and knew what was coming. She yelped, which further amused the spectators. 

“Hey, Bouncy! I like your tune!” called out the witty spectator, referring to the rhythmic tinkle of her carriage bells.

“Run, Bouncy! Run!” called another.

And despite her humiliation Annamarie did run, as fast as she could, with her mouth open and gasping for breath and her pony tail flicking from side to side and the sweat trickling through the dust on her body and her pert breasts thrusting forward and bouncing and her carriage bells tinkling their pretty tune.

One chariot was being drawn by two young women who were not only new purchases, but very visibly pregnant. Charlotte, twenty-four, and Rosie, twenty-six, had been seized on Hyperion in the same raid as Hazel and Tamika. They had been married to a doctor and a food processing worker respectively. Now they were entertaining the crowd at the Arena in Akkad City. Soon, Charlotte knew, they would be entertaining men privately at the Damsels, and the thought made her sick to her stomach. The batch of girls from Hyperion had been auctioned only a week before.

Approximately fifty-five to sixty girls belonged to Damsels in Distress at any one time. The pleasure house was managed along similar lines to others, like the Maidens of Nenuphar, except that it was larger and more profitable than most, thanks chiefly to its contract to stage The Games. Mr Percival believed in keeping several pregnant pleasure slaves at any given time, and he had been pleased to purchase Charlotte and Rosie when the batch from Hyperion became available. Both were very presentable indeed, and the doctor’s wife was particularly well spoken and well educated. The others seemed to look to Charlotte as a leader. The manager smiled. By tonight, Mr Percival imagined, Charlotte would be much better equipped to give her friends the right kind of guidance.

Mr Percival had insisted that Rosie and Charlotte compete in the race. He expected them to come last, but that did not matter. The crowd would find them entertaining.

Charlotte burned with humiliation at being put through her paces for the crowd. Her wide pretty mouth was now gasping for breath. Her breasts had always been small but firm. Now they were beginning to swell as the child within her grew. She could feel them bounce with every step she took. More than anything she would have liked to hold them as she ran, but that was not possible. She dared not remove either wrist from the crossbar, not even for a moment. 

Mr Percival had been entirely correct. They crowd found the sight of two pregnant women, desperately struggling to pull a chariot at speed, hilarious. Their driver was a former pleasure slave herself, now over thirty, elevated to the rank of deputy manageress and anxious to prove her value to Mr Percival. Like any slave at the Damsels she knew that if she was of no further use, she was expendable. She felt frustrated at having been given this pair to drive. She would certainly not be receiving the winner’s bonus, but she was determined not to disgrace herself entirely.

The driver chose that moment to flick her whip forcefully across Charlotte’s breasts. The doctor’s wife squealed and seconds later Rosie too felt the knotted cord. Both managed a burst of extra speed despite their exhaustion. A ripple of amused laughter passed through the crowd.

Most of the chariots had already lapped Charlotte and Rosie. Now they sensed another about to overtake them. It was pulled by Annamarie and Hannah.

Hannah was also from Hyperion. The raiders had selected their captives hurriedly, seizing both Hannah and her daughter Caitlin. 

At first the prisoners had hoped to be rescued or ransomed. They were not. Instead they were taken to the Rose Garden to be sold. Hannah and Caitlin were sold separately, like Annamarie and her daughters. This fact united Hannah and Annamarie in friendship. Both still felt the pain of their loss like a fresh brand. Hannah, like Annamarie, was in her late thirties but still an attractive woman. She had been sold cheaply. The Damsels had a particular use for cheap but attractive female slaves in their thirties.

Annamarie and Hannah inched closer to Rosie and Charlotte, but soon they would be approaching the post which marked the end of the straight, and Charlotte’s driver signalled for them to veer to the right, to block the overtaking chariot.

Charlotte and Rosie obeyed, but they lacked the skill of more experienced Arena slaves, and veered too suddenly and too sharply. The wheels of the two chariots overlapped and for the briefest of moments interlocked. Annamarie’s chariot was jolted, but righted itself. Rosie and Charlotte’s chariot was knocked off balance, veered sharply to the left and spun out of control. 

The momentum of the chariot and its driver threw the yoke forcefully forward and twisted it, flipping Charlotte and Rosie head over heels. The crowd erupted with howls of laughter. This was more than a race. It was slapstick comedy at its finest. The driver was unhurt, except for her pride. Furious, humiliated, and feeling that she was herself the object of the spectators’ mirth, she thrashed the two girls as they tried to scramble to their feet and begin pulling again. She succeeded only in panicking the girls and amusing the crowd all the more. 

“Here comes Bouncy,” said a voice in the crowd, and Annamarie knew she was passing the same section of seating where the man had called out to her before. She felt the sting of the dressage whip across the back of her thighs, above her knees 

“Ouch!” shouted one man. 

“Attagirl, Bouncy! Keep your melons bouncing!” added another.

AUTHOR’S NOTE

Friend of Akkadis: 

I hope you have enjoyed reading this short episode from 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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