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PROLOGUE

(A scene from later in the book)

Mr Ipoletz was impressed when the two girls entered the room. They were similarly dressed in white, low cut waistcoats which lifted their breasts and left their slim, flat waists bare. Their long white skirts were split on one side right up to their hips. Bekka and Roxie both shyly tried to take small steps, not wishing to expose too much of their legs to view. Both girls were barefoot, with an anklet of blue beads on their left ankles. Both were ear tagged. Both had slavemarks tattooed on their wrists. They were aged eighteen and twenty, Mrs Knott said. 

They curtsied deferentially to Mrs Knott and Mr Ipoletz, and then each girl shyly spoke as she had been taught.

“I am very pleased to meet you, sir. I am Rebekka.”

“I am very pleased to meet you, sir. I am Roxana.”

Each girl smiled nervously and blushed as she spoke. Bekka had a sweet, round face, with long dark hair. She was tall, with attractive breasts, slim waist and perfectly curving hips. She had spoken in a strange accent but was understandable. Indeed, her voice was rather attractive, Ipoletz thought. The second girl, Roxana, had fair hair and an equally beautiful figure although she was a fraction shorter. Her accent was local. She sounded well educated.

Ipoletz gazed at the two lovely creatures, breathed in their perfume and promptly dismissed any lingering doubts he had had. The only remaining question was which of them to choose.

“I’ll need to see more of them,” he said. 

“Of course, Mr Ipoletz. Bekka, dear, will you take off your top, please?” 

Despite Mrs Knott’s tone, Rebekka knew she was being told, not asked. She remembered what had happened to Aimee and knew she dared not disobey. In desperation she turned to Mrs Knott and silently mouthed a single word: “Please.” 

She found no sympathy in her mistress. “Go on, dear. Don’t be shy,” said Mrs Knott. Bekka knew she could hesitate no longer. She removed the waistcoat. Beneath it, she was completely bare. She blushed pinkly, feeling the man’s eyes on her breasts. Her breasts were small but firm, perfectly conical and pointed, Ipoletz thought.

Bekka would have been frightened even if she had been dressed modestly. Ipoletz was a horrible looking man. He was not elderly but he was bald, as though he chose to shave his head. He was rather flabby and he had a brash, aggressive manner.

“Now your skirt, too, dear,” said Mrs Knott. “And your panties. We’re all friends here. There’s a good girl.”

THE STORY SO FAR 

Roxana was a trainee teacher. Honeysuckle was the daughter of a successful lawyer. Rebekka was a passenger aboard the ill-fated interstellar liner, the Evening Star. All three are beautiful. All are virgins. And now, all three are slaves in a brothel.

They have been abducted, or their parents have been accused of treason by the authorities on the rogue planet Akkadis. They have been branded and sold into slavery. They have been spared, for a while at least, from having to serve the gentlemen who visit the Maidens of Nenuphar. Each girl understands what awaits her, but not the identity or character of the man who will take her virginity, or when, and the anticipation fills their hearts with dread. 

But Mrs Knott, the unspeakable manageress, had not been remiss in arranging their futures….

1: GENTLEMAN’S AGREEMENT

How pleasant it is to have money.

A.H. Clough

Petrus Ipoletz was a widower with two grown up children now living apart from him. He had for most of his life been very thrifty, a habit which had been necessary to build up his scrap metal business.

He had inherited the business from his father. His father had been merely cunning and thrifty, and had made an adequate living. But Petrus was cunning, thrifty and also unscrupulous, and that additional talent had been sufficient to let his business thrive. He had been willing to take certain risks, including making certain deals which were not entirely legal, and his business had prospered as a consequence. 

Then, three years earlier, he had invested a large portion of his capital in purchasing the entire engine cores of three interstellar liners which were being refitted. It had been a risk. He was not licensed to work with even mildly radioactive materials. But no one had discovered his activities and the gamble had paid off.  He had the huge engines broken down and most of the constituent metals separated and sold. A quantity of cinerium weighing almost three stones had also been recovered. He had retained this for several years. An acquaintance who seemed to know about such things had told him that the price of cinerium was likely to increase.

Increase it did. Everybody seemed to imagine that there was going to be a war between the Empire and the Atkoi Kzamate. This was quite probable, Ipoletz considered. The Atkoi frequently raided Imperial outposts, and probably always would. This would be another such raid. The Kzam would either be punished, as they always used to be, or bought off, as was more usual nowadays. It would not be a major war, he thought, and it would not affect Akkadis directly. Akkadis was neutral. 

Ipoletz eventually sold his cinerium for almost six million solidi and became overnight the wealthiest man he knew. His profit from the cinerium alone exceeded the total value of the rest of his business and investments combined.

But he was also conscious that he was growing older. Thrift entails postponing pleasures in order to enjoy greater pleasure at a later date. Now, surely, that later date had arrived. His children were both well provided for, certainly better than they deserved, and Ipoletz saw no reason why he should not spend a fraction of his fortune on indulging himself.

The exercise session had begun an hour ago and all the girls were tired. Each day they had at least an hour’s exercise, and usually more. All Akkadis Leisure girls did. Yesterday, for the new girls at the Maidens of Nenuphar, it had been a dance lesson. Today it had been floor exercises. 

They stood neatly in rows wearing tee shirts and jogging shorts. They had spent ninety minutes doing sit ups, star jumps and running on the spot. Within the first half hour they were all exhausted, panting for breath but not daring to stop. Amanda, a fraction older than the others, had slowed down a little during the running on the spot, but Ronika had seen her and delivered two vicious strokes of the cane across the back of Amanda’s thighs. Amanda had yelped loudly, but speeded up. No further discipline had been required.

They were trained to respond to orders immediately. On the command, ‘Kneel,’ they sank gracefully to their knees with their backs perfectly straight and the palms resting on their thighs. On the command, ‘Neck,’ they placed their palms behind their neck, with their elbows pulled firmly back. When the instructress said, ‘Palms’, they would place their palms together, as if in supplication, still kneeling. They were taught to make obeisance, gracefully sinking to their knees, touching their forehead to the floor and rising with equal grace when so commanded. All of these commands were repeated seemingly endlessly, hundreds of times, so that soon they began to respond automatically, without thought. In time, they would be taught many more commands, they were told. Exercise kept their skin firm and toned. It was good for their morale and helped to prevent depression. It also helped them to sleep well. All Akkadis Leisure girls had to have firm, flat stomachs, toned skin and bright eyes. Akkadis Leisure girls were healthy, happy girls, always cheerful and always eager to please. They must always live up to their motto: We Love to Love.

They curtsied when Mrs Knott entered the room and they all said, “Good afternoon, ma’am,” in perfect unison. They also tensed. Mrs Knott did not usually appear during a physical training lesson. It was a break from the norm, a change of routine. Any change was a cause for concern, they had learned. Roxie, Honey and Bekka in particular had every reason to fear the worst. Mrs Knott glanced at the three virgins and then said, “Roxie, Bekka.”

Both girls curtsied again and said, “Yes ma’am.”

“Come to the Private Lounge at six o’clock,” said Mrs Knott, and added to Ronika, “I want them bathed and perfumed.” She left.

The session continued for some time and they were unable to discuss the significance of the summons. Roxie and Bekka took little comfort from the fact that Honey had not been included. Honey herself was relieved to be excluded. She did not yet realise that Mrs Knott already had arrangements for her well in hand.


2: ARRANGEMENTS

When Mr Ipoletz arrived at the Maidens of Nenuphar, he was shown into the small, sumptuously appointed Private Lounge. Mrs Knott, as always, was a charming hostess.

“Oh Mr Ipoletz, it is good to see you again. Do please take a seat. Binka, go and make a pot of tea, there’s a good girl, and send in Roxie and Bekka. I think you’ll find, Mr Ipoletz, that one of these two young ladies is just what you are looking for. I’m a great believer in acquiring quality. I think you’ll be impressed. I realise some houses charge a little less, but I think that when you meet my two new girls you’ll see why.”

To be fair to Mrs Knott, this was not merely an idle sales pitch. Mr Ipoletz was impressed when the two girls entered the room. They were similarly dressed in white, low cut waistcoats which lifted their breasts and left their slim, flat waists bare. Their long white skirts were split on one side right up to their hips. Bekka and Roxie both shyly tried to take small steps, not wishing to expose too much of their legs to view. Both girls were barefoot, with an anklet of blue beads on their left ankles. Both were ear tagged. Both had slavemarks tattooed on their wrists. 

They curtsied deferentially to Mrs Knott and Mr Ipoletz, and then each girl shyly spoke as she had been taught.

“I am very pleased to meet you, sir. I am Rebekka.”

“I am very pleased to meet you, sir. I am Roxana.”

Each girl smiled nervously and blushed as she spoke. Bekka had a sweet, round face, with long dark hair. She was tall, with attractive breasts, slim waist and perfectly curving hips. She had spoken in a strange accent but was understandable. Indeed, her voice was rather attractive, Ipoletz thought. The second girl, Roxana, had fair hair and an equally beautiful figure although she was a fraction shorter. Her accent was local. She sounded well educated.

Ipoletz gazed at the two lovely creatures, breathed in their perfume and promptly dismissed any lingering doubts he had had. The only remaining question was which of them to choose.

“I’ll need to see more of them,” he said. 

“Of course, Mr Ipoletz. Bekka, dear, will you take off your top, please?” 

Despite Mrs Knott’s tone, Rebekka knew she was being told, not asked. She remembered what had happened to Aimee and knew she dared not disobey. In desperation she turned to Mrs Knott and silently mouthed a single word: “Please.” 

She found no sympathy in her mistress. “Go on, dear. Don’t be shy,” said Mrs Knott. Bekka knew she could hesitate no longer. She removed the waistcoat. Beneath it, she was completely bare. She blushed pinkly, feeling the man’s eyes on her breasts. Her breasts were small but firm, perfectly conical and pointed, Ipoletz thought.

Bekka would have been frightened even if she had been dressed modestly. Ipoletz was a horrible looking man. He was not elderly but he was bald, as though he chose to shave his head. He was rather flabby and he had a brash, aggressive manner.

“Now your skirt, too, dear,” said Mrs Knott. “And your panties. We’re all friends here. There’s a good girl.”

Mrs Knott paused while Ipoletz lifted Bekka’s chin and scrutinised her face. She smelled his sour breath and hoped her revulsion did not show in her expression. He stroked her breast, felt her waist and hips and then pressed his hand to her labia. Despite her best intentions, Bekka gasped and very nearly squirmed away, but Mrs Knott caught her eye just in time with a look which Bekka understood all too clearly. 

But Mr Ipoletz had finished examining Bekka.

“Roxie, I think Mr Ipoletz would like to take a look at you too, now,” said Mrs Knott. “Take your clothes off too, dear.” Roxie obediently followed Bekka’s lead. She blushed hotly as Ipoletz inspected her. He squeezed her breasts, testing their firmness.

“They’re charming, aren’t they, Mr Ipoletz?” said Mrs Knott. “I’m afraid they’re both very shy, but they’re obedient. We’re training them, but they’re very inexperienced. They’re both virgins, of course. I can show you their medical certificates.”

“Yes, show me. I’ll want to check for myself, on the night.”

“Of course,” nodded the manageress reasonably.

Roxie and Bekka stood perfectly straight, with their shoulders back as they had been taught. Ipoletz saw the Rose Garden brand on each of them, clear and sharp, a little to the right of each girl’s smooth, plucked mons.

Ipoletz was accustomed to making quick decisions. His instincts were usually proved right. “I’ll have that one,” he said. 

With unmitigated horror, Rebekka realised that Ipoletz had gestured at her. Roxie felt relief flood over her. It was selfish, but understandable.

“And you say she’s exclusively mine for two weeks?” he asked.

“Oh yes, absolutely, she’s entirely yours for two weeks,” Mrs Knott assured him.

“Good. And I’ll want a brace in the room.” 

The girls were dismissed. Ipoletz had already established that there was no room for negotiation on the price, which was set at three thousand solidi. He had tried to negotiate a discount. Mrs Knott had been polite, but firm. Ipoletz had pretended to be annoyed, but understood. He would pay the going rate.

Bekka and Roxie left the room, clutching their clothes. Suddenly turning dizzy, Bekka almost stumbled and Binka was obliged to guide her. My fate is a step closer now, she thought. It has been decided. That is the man. He is going to take my virginity. But when? 

And what is a brace?

Roxie knew, of course, that her reprieve would be brief. In fact she had to endure a similar ordeal again. This time it was a Mr Dako, a government minister rumoured to be a member of the Oligarchy, who had been plundering taxpayer’s money for decades, as had his father and grandfather before him. Unlike Ipoletz he had agreed to the full price without question. Mrs Knott wondered whether she should have asked a higher price, but on reflection she was glad she had not. Perhaps he had friends who might also become clients one day.

That left only Honey. Honey was being saved for a very special customer, a very important gentleman indeed. Akkadis Leisure had been approached by Senator Thrux in person, requesting that a visiting dignitary be looked after with particular care. The gentleman had very specific requirements. He wanted a virgin, and he wanted her to be blonde. The company had given instructions that such a girl be obtained, and their buyer, Mr Iratos, had purchased Honeysuckle partly with this purpose in mind. 

Mrs Knott had been both pleased and relieved to find that she had been trusted with such an important task. Despite the unpleasant matter involving Suki, Mrs Carno appeared to be giving Mrs Knott a chance to redeem herself. Perhaps her career could be salvaged after all. 

If Mrs Knott had known quite how powerful and important and dangerous the gentleman was, she would undoubtedly have been prouder still that her pleasure house had been chosen to entertain him. But equally certainly, she would never have dared to implement the plan which later proved so utterly disastrous to herself and to Mrs Carno and Senator Thrux and his nephew Artur and to everyone else concerned. Mrs Knott had been meddling in affairs which were more dangerous than she could possibly have imagined.


3: A MAIDEN NO MORE

Rebekka, meanwhile, was very nearly ready to be taken to Mr Ipoletz. She had been summoned to the preparation room, bathed, moisturised, perfumed, powdered and otherwise prepared for Mr Ipoletz’s pleasure. Mrs Knott set a high standard, but she was pleased with the result. Mr Ipoletz would be delighted with Bekka. Mrs Knott told her so. When Bekka asked for the fourth or fifth time whether it was going to hurt, Mrs Knott attempted to reassure her with her usual lie in these circumstances. It would not hurt much, provided she remembered what she had been taught and did exactly what Mr Ipoletz told her. He might look rather severe, but he would be patient with her.

In fact Mr Ipoletz did not strike Mrs Knott as very patient at all. He was jumped up, newly rich, ignorant and vulgar. He was not a gentleman, but his money was as good as a gentleman’s and that was what mattered. 

“Remember to smile,” she said to Bekka. “He’ll like you if you smile.” She stepped back to view Bekka objectively. She looked absolutely gorgeous. Mrs Knott was very nearly satisfied. She took each of Bekka’s cheeks in between the thumb and forefinger of each hand, squeezed hard and twisted sharply. Bekka gasped, but it brought a flush of colour to her cheeks. Then she did the same to Bekka’s nipples: she took each nipple between a thumb and forefinger, squeezed hard, and twisted. Bekka yelped, but her nipples swelled and thrust forward proudly. The effect would only last a minute, but that would be sufficient to make a good first impression. 

Bekka was given a simple white sheet to cover herself. Mr Ipoletz was already waiting for her in an adjacent room. Clutching her sheet modestly closed, Bekka was led into the room by Binka and Mindi, who prodded her forward and left discretely.

Bekka sank to her knees and touched her forehead to the floor at Ipoletz’s feet. 

“Stand up,” he said. Rebekka rose gracefully to her feet. She did not speak. She did not know what she was supposed to say, if anything. Ipoletz grinned broadly. “Drop the sheet,” he said. Bekka looked at him, wide eyed with fear, and obeyed.

Mrs Knott was observing the proceedings through a microcamera concealed in the ceiling of the room. This was illegal, of course, and a closely kept secret, but it was useful. She was not prying in any prurient sense. She simply had a professional and commercial interest in knowing how Bekka would perform.

Mrs Knott had been correct in supposing that Ipoletz was not a patient man. He was not especially interested in foreplay, and he was certainly not interested in conversation. He did kiss Bekka. She had a beautiful face and lovely lips and it would have been impossible for any man not to want to kiss her. Then he led her to the bed to enjoy the fruits of his expenditure.

To be fair, Bekka tried her best. She was obedient and unresisting until the point when Ipoletz tried to penetrate her. At this point, Bekka realised that despite her best intentions she was wriggling up the bed, away from him. Ipoletz did not seem annoyed by this. He simply told Bekka to fetch the brace.

It was a wooden contraption, with leather straps, Bekka realised, leaning against the wall on the corner of the room. It was quite heavy. Ipoletz watched as Bekka carried it and placed it on the bed. He told her to lie on the wide, polished wooden plank which he called the base, and he fastened each of her ankles to the lower crosspiece. Her knees were bent and her ankles were uncomfortably far apart, but held firmly in place by the leather straps. Her hips were raised a little by a padded leather cushion fixed to the base. There was another crosspiece at the top end of the base, to which he strapped her wrists and neck. Finally he fastened another strap at her waist. Bekka was fixed very snugly in position. She would not wriggle again.

Three hours later, Ipoletz left, grinning, and went to the lounge to have a beer. A very sore Bekka limped carefully out of the room, with stains of blood of her thighs. Mrs Knott, who prided herself on looking after her girls firmly but where possibly kindly, sent Leah to conduct her sister to the bathroom.

That night in the dormitory the other new girls, and her friends among the older girls, hugged Bekka and offered their sympathy and listened to her story. Roxana and Honeysuckle in particular were naturally anxious to learn what had befallen her, knowing as they did that a similar fate awaited them.

Mr Ipoletz, never one to waste money, arrived each day over the following two weeks, to maximise the return on his investment. Since he had paid a fixed sum to deflower Rebekka and use her for a fortnight, every visit he made to her reduced the average cost of all his visits. At the end of the fortnight Mrs Knott allowed Bekka a rare concession: two days of rest and recuperation during which time no service or work was required of her except for a little light exercise.

But before the fortnight ended, both Roxana and Honeysuckle had each faced their own nightmares. 

Dako had arrived for Roxie. He was thorough with her, but not deliberately cruel. He did not use a brace, and although he visited several times over the next fortnight he did not consider it necessary to extract every last solidus of value. It was, after all, public money that he was spending.

Then it had been Honeysuckle’s turn. In despair she had asked her mother’s advice, and Amanda had replied, ‘Submit.’ There could be no thought of resistance. The man they knew simply as ‘Mr Henderson’ was thorough, but dispassionate. Honey felt that he was not deliberately cruel. He simply regarded her as so unworthy that her feelings did not merit consideration. His tastes were comprehensive, and Honey was required to serve on her back, on her knees, on her stomach, and on the brace. Honeysuckle’s introduction to her new life was more varied and more thorough than either Roxie’s or Rebekka’s had been.

Honey tried hard to please Henderson. She knew that no intransigence would be tolerated at the Maidens, but she was naturally shy and mortified by what was expected of her. Henderson was not a patient man. He became irritable, which made Honeysuckle nervous and hesitant, which only worsened her predicament. 

After his first visit, Petra informed Honey and Amanda that Mr Henderson had been less than entirely satisfied with Honey. Next time, mother and daughter would be required to serve Henderson together.

They glanced at each other in dismay and shame. They had both been deeply shocked to learn that some men considered it amusing to have two women entertain them at once, especially if two of similar appearance were available. If two sisters, or in this case a mother and daughter were available, that was considered better still. In Mrs Knott’s establishment, this service was known as a Nenuphar Sandwich. It went by other names in other pleasure houses. Honey and Amanda had been told of such things but had not expected that they would be required to perform such a service, or at least not this soon.

The following afternoon, entirely bare, Amanda and Honey joined the envoy in a huge bath in one of the upstairs rooms. He seemed pleased with Amanda’s breasts. She sat facing him in the soapy water, holding his feet and sliding them slowly over her breasts. She stroked his manhood and whispered to Honey to imitate her actions. Despite their humiliation they both knew that it was essential to assuage his irritation. He had paid a huge sum of money to deflower Honey. If he made a complaint to Mrs Knott about Honeysuckle, the consequences would not bear thinking about. 

Afterwards, on the bed, they massaged him with warming oils and covered him with tiny tickling kisses, starting at his feet and slowly working up. They took turns to serve him orally. Whenever he told them to swap over, they each said, “Yes, master,” and obeyed immediately, smiling as if delighted to be accorded the privilege of serving him. Honey was horrified to see Amanda participating so competently. She had not imagined that her mother had known about such things.

Then he told Amanda to lie on her back. She obeyed. He told her to lift her legs into the air and hold one of her ankles in each hand. Again he took turns with them, eventually ejaculating into Honey. Finally each woman in turn was required to lick his manhood clean.

Amanda and Honeysuckle both found the humiliation unendurable, but neither woman dared show any sign of her revulsion and loathing. Afterwards they knelt with hands joined in supplication and Henderson gave Amanda a tip: a single solidus coin. “You can share it,” he said. They swallowed their pride and thanked him profusely. They assumed, as had Ana, that a tip meant that he was satisfied.

They had done what had to be done, and satisfied Mr Henderson. He left. The women bathed swiftly as they had been taught, but neither spoke and neither of them could look the other in the eye.


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Friend of Akkadis: 

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

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

With thanks and sincere best wishes,

Henry Sparrowhawk. 

Three Oaks Farm, Yorkshire, June 2014.
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