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AUTHOR’S NOTE

PROLOGUE

(A brief extract from later in the story)

It was over a week since Ana had been strapped to the whipping post, on the stage at the Maidens of Nenuphar pleasure house on Akkadis. The twelve stripes were still clearly visible across the firm hemispheres of her breasts, but they were beginning to heal. The gentlemen had certainly enjoyed the show; Ana had been fully booked in the ensuing days, being required to entertain several gentlemen every night. The other girls had also been busier than usual. Mrs Knott had been correct in her belief that a flogging in a brothel was good for business, as well as encouraging the girls to try harder. It was especially entertaining if the girl performing in the starring role was already a few months pregnant. 

Though still bitterly ashamed of what she was required to do, (both on the stage and in the bedrooms upstairs) Ana was relieved that more customers were selecting her for their evening’s entertainment. She would certainly achieve her earnings target this week. Mrs Knott would be pleased with her, and she was unlikely to be chosen to perform in the Wednesday Night Entertainment next week.

Nevertheless Ana’s heart sank when she saw Mr Granicus arrive in the lounge bar. He sat down and ordered a drink, and Ana was told to take it to his table. She had every reason to be afraid. This was the man who had ordered her to be whipped. She had tried her best to please him, to make him enjoy her, but he had still been angry. What if he was still angry? What if he wanted her punished again? 

Mrs Knott accompanied Ana to Mr Granicus’s table. “Oh, how lovely to see you, Mr Granicus,” said the manageress. “I was so glad you could come to watch our little entertainment the other Wednesday. And Ana is pleased to see you again too, aren’t you, dear?”

Ana was in fact terrified, but she knew what to say. She had rehearsed her words thoroughly. She sank to her knees and touched her forehead to the floor at Mr Granicus’s feet. She performed the gesture gracefully, though scarcely a few weeks earlier she could never have guessed that she would one day wear the brand and the ear tag of a brothel slave or have to perform this servile obeisance. 

“Sir, thank you for having me disciplined,” said Ana. “I deserved it. I am very sorry I behaved like that. It won’t happen again. I promise. I really am very sorry I displeased you.”

Granicus grinned. “It’s all right. Actually I wasn’t really displeased.” This was entirely true. Granicus had not considered the matter particularly important. He would have forgotten the incident if Mindi had not reminded him and rather spitefully suggested that he should make a complaint. 

Ana made obeisance again, this time in genuine gratitude. “Oh, thank you, sir. Thank you sir. Thank you, sir,” she said.

Mrs Knott smiled. Perhaps the girl had learned her lesson. “That really is very generous of you, Mr Granicus,” said the manageress. “And I think Ana has something else to say.”

Ana was still kneeling. “Yes, sir. Sir, I’ve been learning a new dance. I was hoping you would like to watch it. May I go to the stage now and dance for you?” Ana glanced at Mrs Knott, hoping the manageress would be satisfied with her recitation.

“Yes,” said Granicus. “You may. But first, I think I’d like to see your breasts. Take off your top.”

Obediently Ana unbuttoned her short cropped waistcoat and removed it. She blushed hotly, conscious of his eyes upon her breasts. They were firm and shapely, thrusting proudly forward from her smooth stomach which was just beginning to show the bulge of her pregnancy. The bruises were still clearly visible, but they were no longer swollen. Immediately after the whipping they had been a single reddish purple welt. Now they were twelve separate narrow stripes, brownish purple in colour and fading to yellow at their edges. 

Granicus reached out to feel Ana’s breasts. He stroked the nipples with his thumbs. Ana knew he must have noticed how they had hardened in fear. Despite her shame she looked into his eyes and smiled as if enjoying his attention. He squeezed harder. Ana winced. It was still painful, but she was not surprised that he wanted to fondle her. Many men had kneaded her breasts in the days since she had been whipped.

Granicus had satisfied his curiosity. “All right,” he said. “Go and dance now.” Ana stood and retrieved her top. “No,” said Granicus. “You can dance topless.” 

“Oh, I think Ana can do better than that, Mr Granicus,” interjected Mrs Knott. “Ana would like to dance for you completely bare. It’s her way of saying ‘Thank you’ for being so understanding. Ana, take off your skirt too, and then you can show Mr Granicus your new dance.”

“Yes, ma’am, yes, sir. Thank you, sir,” said Ana. Shyly she curtsied and removed her skirt and hurried to obey, completely bare, burning with shame, but determined to try her best to please.

1: DOCTOR’S ORDERS

Ten newly purchased slave girls were being put through their paces at the Maidens of Nenuphar, and taught how to serve and entertain their customers. 

Four of them were local girls, the daughters or young wives of men recently condemned as traitors. Their families had been executed by the secret police, but Amanda, her daughter Honeysuckle, Roxana and Anemone had been spared (if that was an appropriate word) and instead condemned to servitude. 

The other six were Leah, her sister Rebekka, Aimee, Carys, Nysha and Clara. They had been captured when an interstellar passenger liner, the Evening Star, was boarded and plundered. They had been transported beyond the frontiers of the Empire and sold into slavery at the Rose Garden, a slave market on the fiercely independent planet of Akkadis.

The ten girls were now listening attentively to their instructress. When Rebekka shyly hesitated at one point, ashamed to obey one of the instructress’s commands, she received a sharp stroke of the cane across the back of her bare thigh. The other girls hurried to obey promptly. The instructress was an unsmiling woman in her mid thirties named Ronika, herself a slave but elevated to the position of deputy manageress of the Maidens. Ronika seemed to take a particular pleasure in disciplining the girls.

They had been taught how to serve drinks in the lounge bar and to practise the art of conversation. It was very important to smile, they had been told. They must always appear both happy and genuinely honoured to be serving their gentleman. They must always be charming. The best pleasure slaves were intelligent, the instructress said. A good starting point was to encourage the gentleman to talk about his favourite subject, which was invariably himself. 

They were also taught how to entertain their gentlemen in bed. They were given detailed instructions on the techniques they might employ to make his experience as enjoyable as possible They practised these, as far as is possible for two women, in pairs, desperately ashamed and horrified but anxious to cooperate. 

They were taught some of the things they might do or say to make a gentleman want to ask for them again, either by name or number. They were each given a target for their weekly earnings. Any girl who failed to achieve her target should expect to face the consequences. 

They looked at each other in despair, absorbing the facts of their new reality. Anemone was the pretty dark haired young widow of a synthetic chemist who had been accused of treason and executed. She was known to the others simply as Ana. Ana could not imagine how she could bring herself to do what would be required of her. But the new girls had all been made to watch the last Entertainment Night, when Aimee was flogged, and Ana knew that she could not defy the manageress. She tried to force from her mind all thought of what was to happen the next day. It was too horrible to contemplate.

They were taught the art of massage, and of how a pleasure slave should bathe a man. They spent several hours practising dance steps, at first wearing their skimpy costumes and then naked, appalled to learn that they would sometimes be expected to dance publicly for the customers on the little stage in the lounge bar, either topless or completely bare. 

The manageress, Mrs Knott, did not of course expect them to become accomplished pleasure slaves in a single day. That would take time. For today it was sufficient that they learn enough to be merely adequate. Their very inexperience would lend to their charm. They need know only enough to meet their weekly targets and prevent them from being chosen for the next Entertainment, they were told. With experience would come skill. They would learn to love their occupation. If they were good, they would receive tips and these tips would count towards their weekly targets.

For Carys, Nysha, Leah, Clara and Aimee the tuition was perhaps less humiliating than for the others. The crew of the Vengeance Is Mine had used them as their common playthings, as virtual pleasure slaves, for the duration of the voyage to Akkadis. Commander Bual had been correct in his opinion that their experiences would help them to survive in the life that awaited them. 

Bekka, Roxie and Honey were virgins. While just as frightened as the others, they understood that they would not have to serve any customers upstairs the following day, although they might be serving drinks in the lounge bar, or dancing. Mrs Knott would have to find a very special gentleman for each of them, she said: someone who would pay a great deal of money to break them in. Again they exchanged glances, appalled by this new revelation. 

They were still digesting the awful reality when Binka arrived with a message from Mrs Knott. They were to go immediately to the medical room where they would have ear tags fitted. They would then prepare for an inspection by Mrs Knott. After that, they were each going to see the doctor.

An hour later, the ten new girls stood still, straight and silent, beneath Mrs Knott's critical gaze. They were dressed identically in white cropped tops and panties. Each girl’s hair had been trimmed, parted in the centre, and plaited. Each now wore an ear tag in her left ear, and each pierced earlobe now throbbed hotly. The tags depicted a tiny pink heart, the badge of the Akkadis Leisure Group, the company which owned the Maidens of Nenuphar and all its pleasure slaves. The same pink heart was displayed on the front of each girl’s panties, with the motto, ‘We Love to Love,’ embroidered in cursive script in a semicircle over the heart. 

All Akkadis Leisure girls were ear tagged. It was company policy, they were told. The ear tags which Toltok had fitted on the Evening Star girls had been removed at the Rose Garden, and now Bowser had fitted the new ones. Each girl had stepped forward in turn, dry mouthed, to be tagged. Each had gasped or whimpered as Bowser squeezed the pliers shut, and then returned to the line. None had dared complain.  

Then Ronika ordered them to pose for photographs. They were told to smile sweetly and pose prettily, individually and then in groups of three or four. They had already seen photographs of all the Maidens of Nenuphar girls displayed in the entrance lobby where customers first arrived and they were mortified to learn that their own pictures would soon join those of the other pleasure slaves, a humiliating, permanent and public record of their new status. Worse still, they knew that their photographs and names would appear in the Maidens of Nenuphar photobrochure on the infochannels. 

For Roxie, Ana, Amanda and her daughter Honeysuckle, the humiliation was worst of all. They were local Akkadisi women. Any one of their old acquaintances might view the advertisements and see them scantily dressed as pleasure slaves and learn of their degraded status. 

At that moment they were joined by the other pleasure slaves. The entire complement of the Maidens of Nenuphar was to receive its quarterly medical examination and treatment. They were ordered to undress and form a queue in front of a small table. The ten new girls were sent to the back of the queue. 

Honey heard someone say that the doctor had arrived. Ashamed, she looked towards the front of the queue to the small table, to see if it was a man or woman.

Honey saw the doctor and her heart sank. It was Dr Nargal, her parents’ friend; her father’s friend, really, who sometimes visited them for dinner. Used to visit, she corrected herself. He had sheltered them overnight when they were fleeing the authorities. She could not let Dr Nargal see her like this, naked in a pleasure house. She simply could not. But with mounting panic, Honey realised that she had no alternative. She looked around for Amanda, her mother, to ask her advice, but Amanda was several places behind her, at the very back of the queue.

Honey looked at the girls in front of her in the queue. There were perhaps thirty or more of them, she thought, standing quietly, all completely bare and awaiting the medical inspection. She could see only their backs, but they all looked pretty, she thought. Carys and Nysha were in front of Honey and the other new girls were all behind her. So far the doctor had seen neither Honey nor Amanda.

Honey watched with mounting dread as the first girl in the line was called forward. It was Binka. The doctor spoke little, occasionally giving instructions or writing brief notes. He inserted a probe into Binka’s mouth and waited a few seconds before it bleeped. He glanced at a hand held monitor. Satisfied, he ordered her to bend down. She immediately spread her feet wide apart. Taking care to keep her knees straight, she bent forward and touched the floor.

This time Nargal inserted the probe deeply but carefully into Binka’s vagina. Again it bleeped. “All clear,” said the doctor, and made a note. The slave girl was free from any venereal infections. She was fit for purpose. Rather unnecessarily, the device had also checked Binka for pregnancy.

But the doctor did not tell Binka to stand. Instead, he picked up a syringe and pressed it firmly into Binka’s right buttock. “Hold still,” he said. Binka had squirmed. “Good girl,” he said when he had finished. Two further injections followed. Binka was now protected against most infections and she need not fear becoming pregnant. The protection would last for at least three months. 

Nargal slapped her on the buttocks and said simply, “You’re done. Next!” Binka straightened, curtsied, and hurried away. The relief was visible on her face. The next girl stepped forward to receive the same treatment, which was delivered with equal speed.

The third girl was a pretty, fair haired twenty year old named Emily. She was an Imperial, captured two years earlier in a raid on her home planet of Rhodopea. She had been at the Maidens less than a year, and had particular reason to feel nervous. 

Emily knew that the injections gave protection from most venereal infections; almost all of them, in fact, except for a particularly dangerous contagion commonly known as ‘crusts.’ 

Her problem was that she thought Mr Granicus might have crusts. Mr Granicus visited the Maidens fortnightly, and invariably selected Emily to entertain him. He was a creature of habit. The girls of the Maidens of Nenuphar gossiped and speculated that Mr Granicus might be ‘crusty,’ as the expression went. 

In fact, ‘crusts’ was vanishingly rare. Nevertheless it was at least a theoretical possibility, and quarterly tests for it were a legal requirement for all licensed pleasure houses. Dr Nargal could not sign off the medical certificate for the Maidens of Nenuphar without testing all the girls for it.

Mrs Knott had heard the rumour and dismissed it entirely. There had not been a case of ‘crusts’ at the Maidens for years. It was true that Mr Granicus’s attitude to personal hygiene was careless, if not downright cavalier. But foul breath, body odour and sores did not necessarily indicate ‘crusts,’ and it was not for a pleasure slave to question a gentleman’s lifestyle choices. Mrs Knott did not concern herself with the overwrought imagination of a foolish slave girl. 

Emily herself knew that her fears were probably unfounded, but she also knew, or thought she knew, what happened to pleasure slaves who contracted ‘crusts.’ They were removed from the pleasure house immediately and either destroyed or sent to the Arena, which amounted to the same thing. Everyone said that.

Nervously, Emily stepped forward. Nargal inserted the probe into her mouth. He did not consider it necessary to rinse it between patients. Emily’s heart was thumping as she waited for the bleeps. She was a pretty girl, tall and slender. It seemed to take an age for the doctor to look at the monitor. Expressionless, he said, “Bend,” and Emily obeyed and waited for him to insert the probe. At last he spoke.

“All clear,” said Nargal, and Emily felt dizzy with relief. The injections were painful, but that did not matter. When Nargal slapped her buttocks and said, “You’re done. Next!” Emily curtsied, grinned broadly and thanked him. She was safe, for another three months at least. Even Nargal smiled as she ran cheerfully to fetch her clothes.

With mounting dread Honey realised that the queue in front of her was disappearing quickly. It was now the turn of Carys, the first of the new girls. The procedure was similar, except that Nargal began by squeezing and prodding the former starship stewardess’s breasts. The pretty blonde blushed, but cooperated obediently. Nargal administered the tests and injections and then dismissed her. Relieved, Carys curtsied, thanked him, and make a hasty retreat. Nysha stepped forward to the little table.

Honey stood at the front of the diminishing queue now, no longer able to hide behind Nysha. She was in full view of the doctor, standing a few feet from him, bare and blushing and shyly covering her pudenda and breasts with her hands. 

When she heard the doctor say, “Next,” Honey stepped forward as if automatically. Mrs Knott was beside him. “Stand straight,” she said. Honey dropped her hands to her sides and stood perfectly straight, burning with shame. She was slender, with small but firm pointed breasts and straight, golden blonde hair. She was eighteen. Uncertain what to say, she remained silent as the doctor first examined her breasts and then inserted the probe into her mouth.

Satisfied, Nargal said, “Bend.” 

“This one’s a virgin,” said Mrs Knott.

The doctor nodded. “Yes. Glowing a pretty shade of pink,” he remarked, carefully inserting the probe. The law made no exceptions. Honey winced only slightly. “I see you’ve got the dam too,” Nargal added. He was speaking to Mrs Knott. Honey knew that a ‘dam’ was what farmers called an animal’s mother. Nargal had noticed Amanda at the back of the queue. 

The monitor bleeped and the doctor was satisfied.

The first injection stung the most. It was the contraceptive. The others also stung, but not as much. Honey remained bent over until Nargal slapped her buttocks and said, “Good girl, Honey. Next time you won’t blush. You’ll be used to it. Next!”

Honey curtsied as she had seen the other girls do, thanked the doctor and gratefully made her way to where Carys and Nysha had been told to wait. They stood comforting each other, still bare. The ordeal was over, for now at least, and Honey found it impossible not to cry. None of them had any wish to sit down on their bruised buttocks. In moments, Roxie joined them, shaking and tearful, and then Ana.

Amanda was the last in the queue. When her turn arrived, the reason for the breast examinations became apparent. Nargal pressed and squeezed Amanda’s breasts. She winced, blushing hotly. She wanted to push his hand away, but dared not.

“You want gel, then?” asked Nargal. The question was directed not at Amanda, but at Mrs Knott. 

“Yes. Two hundred and fifty mils each, do you think?” Mrs Knott suggested. 

“Better make it two hundred. You want them firm, not enormous.”

“Yes, the gentlemen like them firm,” replied Mrs Knott. “Very well. Can you do it now? Binka, take her to the medical room.” 

To Amanda, Mrs Knott added, “Don’t look so miserable, girl. It’s for your own good. The boys will like you with some gel in your tits. At your age you need all the help you can get.”


2: ROOM FOR IMPROVEMENT

Biosilicon gel…. The use of biosilicon gel for breast enhancement has of course been illegal throughout the Empire and most independent worlds for several centuries. There are safer ways of enhancing a woman’s breasts, and indeed her self-esteem, ways which do not incur the risk of cancer and painful disfigurement in later years….

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

In the medical room, Binka ordered Amanda to stand with her back against an upright post. She fastened Amanda’s wrists together, above her head and behind the post, with the strap looped over a hook so that she could not lower her hands. Moments later, Nargal entered the room and Binka left. 

Amanda was mortified, conscious of her nakedness in front of her former family friend and aware that her breasts were lifted and thrust forward. She understood what Mrs Knott had ordered and she was horrified by it. But now there was a tiny glimmer of hope.  For the first time, she was alone with Nargal.

“Sebastian,” she whispered quietly but urgently, “Seb, please, please, you have to help us. You’ve seen Honey. We think they’ve got Tom, too. Please, Seb, maybe you can – ouch! Ouch!” Amanda’s sentence was cut short by two sharp strokes of a cane across her thighs.

“Do you ever think about other people instead of just yourself?” retorted Nargal. “I will not get involved in treason. And you will in future address me as ‘sir’ or ‘master’ at all times. Do I make myself quite clear?”

“Yes, yes, sir,” replied Amanda, shocked by the ferocity of his response. 

Nargal looked at Amanda carefully. She had blonde hair, an excellent figure and a lovely face. Her stomach was flat and smooth, her skin firm and toned. She had been from a well-to-do family and able to afford to look after herself and maintain her appearance. Despite her thirty-eight years Amanda was strikingly beautiful. It was quite apparent where Honey got her looks from. Akkadis Leisure had done well to purchase both the dam and the filly, Nargal thought. Amanda’s breasts were of a good size. It was necessary only to firm them a little. 

Amanda began to cry quietly. The men will like me more, with gel in my breasts, she thought. That’s what Mrs Knott said. That’s all that matters now, she realised fearfully. She no longer existed for herself or for Michael, but merely to give pleasure to men, to Mrs Knott’s ‘gentlemen.’ She watched Nargal go to a cupboard and begin measuring, mixing and heating the required quantity of gel. He carefully drew two hundred millilitres of the thick, hot fluid into a large syringe and attached a needle. The syringe was as large as a beaker of tea and half full of the thick, translucent grey liquid. The needle was as long as her fingers and quite thick, perhaps two millimetres thick. It had to be; the liquid, even heated, was thick and viscous.

The prohibition on the use of biosilicon gel did not of course apply to slaves. It was a very cheap and effective means of improving a slave girl’s appearance and earning capacity, provided that the owner was willing to accept the risks. After ten years or so the gel would lose its plasticity and become an inflexible, brittle and possibly very painful mass. Often it was surrounded by cancerous tumours. 

For the purposes of Akkadis Leisure though, the gel was ideal. The company was not concerned with Amanda’s future. Realistically, she had very little future. The life of a pleasure slave did not lend itself to longevity. Amanda had perhaps several years of use as a pleasure slave remaining before she reached the end of her useful life. If she was later used for breeding, her physical appearance would no longer matter.

Amanda whimpered and tried to twist away as Nargal brought the syringe closer. It was an instinctive but obviously futile reaction.

“Don’t wriggle,” said Nargal. “If you wriggle, it will hurt more.” 

It’s going to hurt, thought Amanda. 

“And don’t scream,” Nargal added. “I want you quiet. Quiet as a mouse.” He whispered the last few words, and grinned.

Nargal stood behind Amanda and began massaging her breasts, kneading them to prepare them for the gel. She blushed hotly, but managed to remain silent except for occasional whimpers.

Next he stepped around to her front and took her right nipple firmly between thumb and forefinger and pulled. With the syringe in his other hand, he pressed the needle firmly into her flesh. Amanda closed her eyes, clenched her teeth and winced. She heard as much as felt the needle, worn by years of use, tear into her mammary tissue. Mrs Knott did not waste money on unnecessary equipment and Nargal did not consider it his responsibility to supply new needles. By an effort of will Amanda managed to restrain herself from crying out. Only a gasp and a whimper escaped her. 

Nargal noticed, and was impressed. The woman knows what is required of her, he thought, and is determined to do it. She wants to survive. She will serve her owners well. 

Amanda felt the warm fluid filling her mammary glands, flowing and spreading through the passages within her breast. 

At last the doctor withdrew the needle, but he was not finished with her breast. Three times more he inserted the needle, so that the gel was injected to the left and the right and above and below her nipple. Not since she had been nursing Tom had her breast felt so full and heavy.

Nargal was satisfied. He went to fill the syringe again, giving Amanda a brief respite. With mounting dread she watched him prepare the syringe again, to use on her other breast. 

Again she winced and gasped as it penetrated her flesh. At one point Nargal grinned, aware that he had been painfully clumsy with one of the injections.

Amanda’s breasts were throbbing painfully and the engorged glands were stretched full with the gel when Nargal stepped back to admire his handiwork. This time he did not squeeze her breasts. The gel must be allowed to set, or his work would be ruined.

“You see, it doesn’t hurt if you keep still,” he said. “Later, you can look in the mirror. I think you will like what I’ve done.” He paused. “In a few days I’ll come back.” As he spoke, Nargal slid his hands down over Amanda’s slim waist, feeling her smooth taught flesh. “I’ll ask for you. I do a lot of work for Akkadis Leisure. They are quite generous. I don’t have to pay. It’s a perk of the job.” He slid one hand down to her crotch, sliding it over her labia, and squeezed her buttocks with his other hand. 

Disgusted both by his words and his actions, Amanda dared to say “Please, no sir.”

“But not tonight, Amanda. No-one must touch you tonight. It would press your breasts and ruin their shape. The gel has to set first. Tonight, your arms have to be kept above your head, so that your breasts don’t sag. Tomorrow, the gel will be set. It will be firm, but flexible.” As he spoke, Nargal fitted a supporting bra to Amanda and lowered her wrists a little down the post. Her hands were still held above her head, but at least she could sit down. 

“I think I’ll have Honey, too,” Nargal added. “Not yet, obviously. Not while she’s still a virgin. I don’t imagine Mrs Knott’s generosity would extend that far. But when she’s properly broken in I can’t see that there’d be any objection. I’ll give her a good seeing to. I’ve often admired the way she walks, you know. I like the way she wiggles her buttocks. Is that deliberate, do you think, or is it natural in some women?”

“Master, please, please not that. Not Honey, please not Honey,” interrupted Amanda, who had completely forgotten her distaste of calling him ‘master’.

“Your circumstances have changed,” said Nargal, his voice hardening once more. “And so have Honey’s. You must understand that. You are an intelligent woman. Honey is young. She will adapt easily. I’ve seen it before. After a few weeks here she’ll spread her legs as soon as a customer snaps his fingers. She’ll learn to love it. Allow me to give you some advice, Amanda. Do not be recalcitrant. You need friends now. You both do. Not enemies.” 

He paused, and returned to his earlier train of thought. “I suppose it’s instinctive in some women to walk like that. It’s all a matter of evolution. Over thousands of years it must have given women a slightly better chance of survival. And their offspring. You’ve probably evolved that way, to please your men.” 

Nargal cleaned and tidied his paraphernalia and left.

Alone, Amanda considered the meaning of Nargal’s attitude. He no longer considered Amanda and Honey his friends. Did he betray us? she wondered. Did he lock us in his basement and contact the Commission for Public Safety? 

Already, Amanda’s arms were beginning to ache. She looked down at her breasts. They were heavy and engorged, but thrusting forwards provocatively.

Amanda was terribly afraid that Mrs Knott was right. The men were going to like her breasts very much.


3: CARROT AND STICK

It is better that some should be unhappy than that none should be happy, which would be the case in a generous state of equality. 

Samuel Johnson

“Oh, Mr Bapan, how lovely to see you,” said Mrs Knott. “We haven’t seen you for a while. Have you been away?” Mrs Knott sounded friendly, charming and professional, politely and genuinely interested in Mr Bapan. She was wearing a smart black evening gown. 

Mr Bapan smiled and nodded and then looked back towards the stage, where three pretty girls were dancing in time to the music. “Mr Bapan, I’m afraid Suki is no longer with us. But this young lady is very keen to meet your acquaintance. Her name is Ana. May we join you for a while?”

Mr Bapan took another sip of his drink, looked away from the stage and studied Ana carefully. “She’s rather like Suki actually,” continued Mrs Knott. “She’s very sweet and keen to please. She’s new, she’s quite young and still very shy, but she’d love to get to know you better.”

Mr Bapan was pleased with what she saw. Ana had a sweet face, firm breasts and lovely figure, although her hair was dark. Suki had been blonde. Like all the girls in the Maidens that evening, she wore a thin, silky, strappy dress which was low cut, with sides split up to her thighs. It displayed Ana’s lovely figure to full advantage, while still leaving something to the imagination. 

Mr Bapan grinned. “Sit down,” he said.

“Sit down, Ana dear, don’t be shy. No, not there, sit next to Mr Bapan. He won’t bite. You won’t bite, will you, Mr Bapan?” smiled Mrs Knott. Ana swallowed and sat where she was told, trying to control her rising panic. She understood the consequences if her client this evening was not satisfied. 

Mrs Knott was pleased that Mr Bapan did not ask where or why Suki had gone. He was a very sensible gentleman, Mrs Knott thought. He had liked Suki but he would be just as happy with Ana, who was, after all, very attractive.

The business with Suki had been unpleasant. She had been a good girl, keen to please, very compliant and a good little earner, Mrs Knott thought. Suki had been at the Maidens of Nenuphar for two years. Mrs Knott would have liked to keep her there for another five years or so before sending her for breeding, but fate, in the form of an extremely unpleasant customer, had decided otherwise.

The customer concerned - even Mrs Knott did not consider him a gentleman - was a young man named Artur Thrux. Thrux had been rough with Suki. A little roughness was to be expected now and again. Gentlemen could not very well be rough with their wives, and they sometimes considered a visit to the Maidens of Nenuphar an excellent opportunity to expend some of their frustrations, their irritations with everyday life. Mrs Knott knew and naturally understood this. Usually no permanent damage was done. 

But on this occasion the young man in question had become carried away. He had bitten Suki very severely, especially on her breasts. In particular, one nipple had been almost entirely chewed off. Suki, having already been fastened in a brace, had not been in a position to struggle, but when young Mr Thrux began to unfasten her, she had scratched his face. The client had a wealthy uncle, a powerful man named Senator Thrux who could have made terrible trouble both for Mrs Knott and for Mrs Carno, the owner of Akkadis Leisure. 

Thankfully the Senator and Mrs Carno had resolved the matter amicably. The Senator had compensated Akkadis Leisure for the full value of the pleasure slave on the understanding that Suki was discreetly destroyed. She was in fact sent to the Arena. A disfigured pleasure slave was not good for business. Mrs Carno had agreed that no-one from the Maidens would ever mention that the Senator’s nephew was responsible for the incident. It was a fair compromise. A slave who struck a free man or woman could be impaled in Akkadisi law. At least in Suki’s case, her owners would receive full compensation for the girl. 

But Mrs Knott sensed that her own career had been damaged, too. She was expected to anticipate and prevent such unpleasantness. She knew that Mrs Carno had not forgiven her. 

Mr Bapan knew nothing of any of this. He put his hand on Ana’s thigh and squeezed, testing its firmness. The man is a complete stranger, thought Ana, but he is prodding and squeezing me as if I were an item on a market stall. A polite housewife would not squeeze a loaf of bread or a piece of fruit in a shop like that. 

His hand moved up to her breast and squeezed it through the thin fabric of her dress.  She knew she must not protest. Then he began to unfasten the bow at the back of her neck. In a moment the front of the dress would slip down, exposing her breasts. Did he not realise that she was wearing nothing beneath the thin dress? She knew that she must on no account push his hand away. Such discourtesy to one of Mrs Knott’s gentlemen would be unforgivable. But for an instant her self control snapped. Twenty-two years of modest upbringing in a respectable family could not easily be erased. Desperately she wriggled away and covered her breasts with her hands.

Even in that moment of desperation she realised that she had made a dreadful mistake. She had been told never to resist a gentleman’s attentions. On the contrary, they were to be encouraged. She glanced at Mrs Knott and was dismayed to see a flash of anger in her eyes. 

“I do apologise, Mr Bapan,” said Mrs Knott. “She is very shy. Ana, put your hands down by your sides.” Defeated, Ana obeyed. “Good girl,” said the manageress.

Mr Bapan surveyed the breasts, now exposed to his uninterrupted gaze. They were not too big, but of good size, firm with no sign of any tendency to sag. Ana was glowing pinkly. Next, Mr Bapan slid his hand along Ana’s thigh, beneath the split skirt of her dress. Mrs Knott smiled inwardly. It was time to leave Mr Bapan’s alcove.

“Would you excuse me, Mr Bapan? Just ask Petra if you’d like to take Ana upstairs.”

Ana glanced at Mr Bapan’s drink. It was almost full. He was drinking slowly. Surely he would finish the drink before he took her upstairs. Perhaps he would not take her at all. Perhaps he would just watch the girls dancing on the stage. They all looked very pretty. The first three had gone, and a different girl was dancing now, on her own. Surely if Mr Bapan just wanted to sit and drink and perhaps talk to Ana, she would not be punished for that?

Suddenly Mr Bapan lifted his glass, tipped back his head and drained his drink. “Let’s go upstairs,” he said. 

From two of the other alcoves, Nysha and Aimee each saw Ana being led out. She was holding Mr Bapan’s lower arm with both of her hands, in the feminine way they had all been taught. They paused at a cash desk where Petra, the deputy manageress on duty, accepted the prescribed payment of fifteen solidi. Ana and Mr Bapan headed towards the elevator portal and out of sight. 

It had taken a long time, but Mr Bapan had eventually finished. He had done everything that he wanted to do to Ana, and Ana had done everything that Mr Bapan demanded. Now she knelt, entirely bare, with her back perfectly straight and her palms pressed together in supplication as she had been taught. It was a degrading position, a blasphemous parody of the position in which devout monophysites like Ana received the blessing from their priest. Ana hated it. Bapan had not given her permission to dress.

“Thank you for choosing me tonight, master,” Ana intoned. “Have I been satisfactory?” Her own voice sounded strange in her ears as she uttered the words and smiled as she had been instructed. This was the moment of truth. If Mr Bapan was not satisfied, he might complain. Then it might be Ana on the stage on the next Entertainment Night. Ana desperately wanted Mr Bapan to be pleased with her. He had seemed kind. He was patient when he told her what to do and she had tried her very best to make him happy. If she had still failed to please him then she might displease other gentlemen too. Ana understood the consequences. 

Now fully dressed, Mr Bapan reached into his pocket and pulled out a coin. It was a tiny coin, called a prime, worth one tenth of a solidus. There were ten seconds to a prime and ten primes to a solidus. Bapan put the coin to Ana’s mouth and she took it in her lips as she had been taught, transferred it to her hands and resumed her position of supplication. “Thank you, master! Thank you, master!” she said. Her smile was genuine, now. He had given her a tip, and so he must be pleased with her. Surely he would not complain, if he had given her a tip. Ana reached out and took his hand and said, “Master, please come back soon. Choose me again. I will learn how to make you happy. Please!”

The man ruffled her hair and said, “Good girl.” 

He likes me. He likes me! Ana thought. She beamed, suffused with gratitude and relief.

Only after he had left did Ana realise that Mr Bapan had not made a note of her name and number. Her number was on the badge on her dress, but Ana had not been wearing it for very long before he had told her to take it off. Suppose he forgot both her name and number?

Then the full import of what she had done, dawned upon Ana. Was it really only a few days ago that this nightmare had begun? If she had been asked then, she would have said that she would have preferred to die rather than be unfaithful to Piers. She and Piers had been married for only four months. In the last two hours Mr Bapan had required her to do things that Piers had never asked for. She had not merely given her body to another man. She had accepted payment for it and been grateful. In her heart she knew it. If only for an instant, she had been genuinely grateful to receive that coin. Still on her knees and still entirely bare, Ana slumped forward, shaking and weeping with shame. 

She was still curled up in that position when Binka, who had been sent to look for her when she did not reappear, found her.


4: THE TRAINEES

How pleasant it is to have money.

A.H. Clough

It had been a busy night in the Maidens of Nenuphar. When Ana was led upstairs by a customer, Aimee and Nysha both watched with sympathy mixed with fear for their own predicaments. Within minutes they were each taken upstairs to meet a similar fate. 

Aimee in particular had an especially busy evening. It was only two days since the Wednesday Night Entertainment in which the pretty blonde had been stretched over a frame and flogged by Bowser. She still bore a dozen deep purple stripes across her buttocks, and her services had been requested by a number of gentlemen who had watched that performance. 

Carys and Leah had been sent to dance on the tiny stage while Bekka, Honey and Roxie, each wearing white dresses and white ribbons in their hair intended to proclaim their virginity, were sent to serve drinks at certain tables. Mrs Knott was determined that the three virgins should each receive the best possible start in their new lives and she made a point of introducing each of them to those gentlemen she knew to have expensive tastes.

One of the customers who saw Carys dancing, asked for her to be sent to his table. Carys was an attractive blonde who had been a stewardess aboard the Evening Star. Shortly afterwards she too was taken upstairs. 

Leah was sunk in despair. She had seen four of her companions hired and led away. She did not want to be taken upstairs, but she was terribly afraid of what might happen if she was not chosen at all. Would she be selected for next Wednesday’s entertainment, or would she be given a second chance? Did Mrs Knott seem like the sort of person who gave the girls second chances? And what if it happened again? What if the gentlemen simply did not like her? All the girls at the Maidens seemed to be so pretty, so beautiful. How could Leah possibly compete? She did not think Mrs Knott would tolerate failure for long. What happened to failed pleasure slaves on Akkadis? What was done with them? She had heard people talking about girls who were sent to the Gilded Cage or to the Arena. What happened at those places?

Leah tried not to look at the faces of the men watching her as she danced. She was wearing a tiny microbikini, little more than several tiny triangles of cloth held together by cords. Earlier, the other girls were also wearing microbikinis when they danced, but to her dismay Leah saw Petra tell several of them to remove their costumes and dance completely bare. Would Leah, too, be required to dance naked?

Minutes later, she saw Petra approach the stage and gesture to her. With her heart in her mouth, Leah approached the edge of the stage and knelt to hear her instructions above the loud music.

“Go to Table 18,” said Petra simply. “You’ve been booked.”

By the time Aimee and Nysha were showered and perfumed and returned to the lounge, Leah had been taken upstairs. Aimee and Nysha were sent to dance and later both were taken upstairs again. 

Leah had been correct in her surmise. Later in the evening she, Carys, Aimee and Nysha were each told to dance naked. The same requirements as to costume, or lack of it, applied equally to all the Maidens of Nenuphar except the three virgins. They had each danced, but they had been allowed to wear short white dresses throughout their performances. This was not to spare their humiliation but to draw attention to their virginity and excite interest in them. 

Ana was not required to serve again that evening. Mrs Knott was, on this one occasion, willing to spare her. Of all the new girls, only Amanda, still recovering from her breast enhancement, was not required to serve at all that night.

Leah was very pretty, with dark hair and an attractive figure, like her sister Rebekka. She had worried needlessly that the men would not like her. She, Carys and Nysha were each booked twice that evening. Aimee was taken upstairs no fewer than five times. It was almost four in the morning before she was allowed to return to the large dormitory, where the girls slept on mats neatly arranged in rows. Amanda hugged her, and all the new girls, unable to sleep, comforted her.

They spoke in hushed whispers. They were forbidden to talk in the dormitory. They needed their sleep. They must be fresh and ready for the next day. The gentlemen liked the girls to be bright eyed and cheerful, not half asleep.

The new girls exchanged their stories. Some men had been kind and patient, others harsh and demanding. Some were generous. One man had given Nysha a tip of two solidi. Others give no tips at all. They had, after all, paid their full fee in advance. 

The girls all hated accepting the money, but they were required to do so. They handed the money straight to the deputy manageress on duty, who recorded the girl’s name and the amount in a ledger. This was, in effect, their pension fund. It would be returned to them, Petra explained, when their useful lives were over. The tips they earned also counted towards their weekly earnings targets. If they made a lot in tips, it would help them to avoid punishment.

Over the following days the girls served different men and began to learn the skills they would need to survive. To her shock, Ana soon realised that she could no longer remember precisely how many men had used her.

Amanda was now serving along with the other girls. She had been spared for only one evening. Mrs Knott’s prediction was proved correct. With her enhanced breasts and already lovely face and figure, Amanda was proving very popular.


5: THE GIRL WHO MADE A MISTAKE

Whether a pretty woman grants or withholds her favours, she always likes to be asked for them.

Ovid: Ars Amatoria

It was early in the evening and the Maidens was fairly quiet. Jak sat at Table 16. Beside the table stood Amanda and Honeysuckle, with Ronika who had brought them to the table.

“I want to see your tits. Take off your tops. Both of you,” said Jak coarsely. 

Amanda and Honey obeyed immediately. They stood very straight, blushing beneath his scrutiny. They each glanced at his features, trying to read his expression and guess his intentions. They knew they were both still in terrible trouble. Perhaps if Jak was pleased with them their situation would be mitigated a little. Jak had influence. Desperately they hoped for some sign of approval from him. 

Jak seemed undecided. “The skirts too,” he said. The two young women unfastened their brief wrap skirts and allowed them to slip to the ground in the approved manner. They stood blushing beneath his unhurried scrutiny, awaiting his verdict. His eyes lingered on their breasts and then moved down to their waists, noting their smooth flesh and their crisp sharp Rose Garden brands. Finally he said to Ronika, “All right. I’ll have them both.” Amanda and Honey felt relieved. 

Just a few months ago the thought of disrobing and standing naked for the inspection of any man, let alone a lout like Jak Zadkine, would have been utterly, utterly unthinkable. Honey had known Jak for years. They had gone to school together. They had been social equals, then. But that was before Honey’s father had been accused of treason and killed. Honey and Amanda had been arrested by the secret police, condemned to slavery, branded, undergone obedience training and sold. Now they were slaves in a brothel, and Jak was a paying customer. 

Everything had changed. Honey and Amanda themselves had changed. Their shame was mingled with relief. That was what it meant to be a slave: to disrobe at a man’s command and to look into his eyes and hope above all to see some hint of approval in his expression. 

“You can go,” said Jak to Ronika, who curtsied and left. She too was a slave, although one who was in authority over other slaves.

“Sit here, next to me. One each side. No, you fool, leave the clothes where they are.” Amanda and Honey obeyed. They sat close to him, with their bodies pressed against his.

“Thank you for choosing us, Jak,” said Honey. “I was hoping you would come for me.” She spoke the words she had planned in case this nightmare moment ever happened. She had guessed it might, but she had not realised that Amanda would be with her. 

Jak squeezed Amanda’s breast and she closed her eyes and mouthed a silent, “Oh!”

“I want a Sandwich,” he said, standing. They knew that Jak was not ordering food. Amanda and Honey had been warned that since their performance last Wednesday night they would in all likelihood be required to provide many Nenuphar Sandwiches. 

“Oh sir, yes!” said Honey. “Thank you, sir,” said Amanda. 

At the cash desk, Amanda held one of Jak’s arms affectionately in both her hands. Honey rested her cheek on Jak’s shoulder. Once, long ago, Jak had pestered Honey to go out with him and Honey had rejected him. Those days were gone now, Amanda knew. Tonight Jak would use them both as whores and they would both try their utmost to make certain that he enjoyed every moment of his evening’s entertainment. 

Later, upstairs, Jak said, “Spread your legs….No, not like that. Hold your ankles. Higher. Wider. That’s better.” Amanda sensed the tone of irritation in his voice and hurried to obey his every command. “Keep your ankles wide. And high.” Amanda’s arms and ankles ached. It was uncomfortable, but Jak was in no hurry. He seemed to be making it last as long as possible. Even when he finally rolled off her, Jak was not finished. “Now with your tongue,” he said. “No, not you. I want Honey now.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Honey, hurrying to obey. 

From her office, Mrs Knott watched with approval. She was not recording it, but she was pleased that Amanda and Honey were learning the skills they would need to survive in their new lives. 

Mr Bapan was nice.

Nice, of course, was a relative term, thought Ana. If Mr Bapan paid the fee to take Ana upstairs, he expected to receive satisfaction for his money. But he was not deliberately cruel. He spoke kindly to her and he usually gave her a reasonable tip. At first she had felt bitterly ashamed to be given tips, but now she understood their importance. Twice she had been warned by Mrs Knott that her weekly earnings were low. On one occasion, only the accumulated sum of her tips had saved her from a caning. Tips were important.

Tips, indeed, were now more important than ever. The new girls at the Maidens were faced with two options. They could either learn to accept their new lives or they could retain a secret hope of somehow escaping from it. Although they knew that escape was vanishingly improbable, they could not help but hope. Amanda, Honey, Ana and Roxie had recently decided in secret to try to retain at least some part of their tips and not to hand them over. They would pool their resources, pitiful though they were, and hide them. If ever an opportunity arose to improve their situation, a little money might possibly mean the difference between failure and success.

It was late on a Tuesday evening, a relatively quiet time at the Maidens. A smiling Ronika had told Ana that she had been booked. She should go immediately to Table 2. Ana expected to find Mr Bapan waiting for her there. He visited the Maidens every week. At least it meant she would not have to serve other men.

Ana was wearing a square of thin white cloth, folded diagonally into a triangle and wrapped around her waist and tied at her right hip. She also wore a small white top, buttoned in front and called a waistcoat although it was cut so short it actually left her waist bare. She was a pretty girl, dark haired with a slim figure although the bulge of her pregnant stomach was just beginning to show. Ana still found her scanty costume humiliating, although the other girls at the Maidens, whether in the reception or serving as waitresses or sitting with customers, were all dressed similarly.

Amanda and Roxie were dancing on the stage, also wearing the same costume. Then Petra went to tell Amanda to go to Table 8. She had been hired. Roxie continued to dance alone. When Ana arrived at Table 2 she was surprised to see that it was empty. Perhaps Mr Bapan had popped out to the toilets. 

Then she felt a fist close firmly on her hair from behind and twist, holding her tightly. It must be Mr Bapan, she thought. He was playing a joke on her. His other hand slid under her arm and squeezed her breasts. “Oh sir, hello sir,” grinned Ana. 

Then she was able to turn her head and see the face of the man fondling her. It was not Mr Bapan. The ugly face of Mr Granicus leered at her, grinning with anticipation. Ana squealed and twisted away, but Granicus was still holding her hair. He slapped her face sharply and Ana came quickly to her senses. 

It was not that Mr Granicus was especially cruel. He was not like Mr Thrux, Ana thought. It was just that she was expecting Mr Bapan, who was kind to her, and Mr Granicus had a rather severe expression. Ana was frightened of him. He also smelled. It was not merely his breath and his crotch that smelled. It was all of him, all over, Ana thought. Mr Granicus had selected her once before, although he usually chose Emily. But Emily had already been booked this evening and so Mr Granicus had decided to try Ana again.

But now Ana had annoyed Mr Granicus. No girl at the Maidens could ever afford to displease a customer. Ana knew that, and she was afraid. “Sir, I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I thought you…I’m sorry,” she said. “I apologise. Please forgive me, sir.” 

Still holding Ana’s hair, Granicus marched her swiftly towards the cash desk. Ana was obliged to run to keep up. Briefly she glimpsed Mr Bapan sitting at another table with Mindi, laughing and drinking. For an instant she hated them both, but she did not have time to dwell on her sense of betrayal. 


6: CAN YOU FORGIVE HER?

Mr Granicus had complained about Ana, despite her best attempts to mollify him. 

Ana had tried very hard to make Mr Granicus pleased with her. The pretty brunette tried hard with all her customers but she had tried especially hard with Mr Granicus because she knew that he was angry with her. She did her very best to make sure Mr Granicus enjoyed her. Afterwards she slid down to his crotch, lovingly licking it clean and covering it with caressing kisses. She sensed that he liked that. She wondered if his visits to the Maidens were the only times when his manhood, or indeed any part of Mr Granicus, were ever cleaned. The smell of this part of his body was worse than his odour generally. 

Ana had very nearly succeeded in assuaging Mr Granicus’s anger. He had not complained about her immediately. It was only a week later that he spoke to Mrs Knott, after he had returned to the Maidens and chosen Mindi to entertain him. Mindi had told him that although it was extremely rare for a girl at the Maidens to be rude to a gentleman, if it ever did happen the manageress needed to know about it so she could make sure such a thing never happened again.

And so Mr Granicus had spoken to Mrs Knott. Mrs Knott listened to his story and apologised wholeheartedly. Then, bristling with anger, she sent for Ana. 

Ana was terrified. This was not how a Maidens of Nenuphar girl conducted herself, the manageress ranted. Maidens girls must always be courteous, charming, sweet, loving and obedient. Every Maidens girl understood that it was an honour and a privilege to serve any gentleman who chose her for his entertainment. Maidens girls remembered their motto: ‘We love to love.’  Rudeness could never be tolerated. Never. It was fortunate indeed that the gentleman concerned had chosen to return to the Maidens. There were any number of other pleasure houses in Akkad City to which he could have given his custom. The Maidens of Nenuphar might have lost a very good, regular customer because of Ana’s discourtesy.

Ana apologised profusely, but Mrs Knott had already reached a decision. There had not been a flogging at the Maidens for some weeks, when Aimee had been stretched over the stool. The gentlemen liked a flogging every so often. It was time for another one. Mrs Knott had been obliged to cancel the last one, a fact which still rankled with her. The fact that Ana was almost five months pregnant would add a certain piquancy to the spectacle, Mrs Knott thought. The gentlemen always enjoyed something a little different. Of course there was a chance that it might damage the whelp she was carrying, but the company did not mind taking occasional risks. 

Ana was due to be sent to the breeding farm soon anyway, to have her baby. A good whipping would generate some custom for her in her remaining weeks at the Maidens. And because of Ana’s pregnancy and because she happened to have especially fine breasts, the manageress decided that on this occasion the whipping post would be used instead of the flogging stool.

It was Wednesday night. The lounge bar of the Maidens was crowded. Ana was on the stage, strapped to the post. 

She was bare except for a white towel which was wrapped around her and tucked in, which covered her from her breasts down to the top of her thighs. She looked lovely, Mrs Knott thought. The gentlemen would be impressed. Her hair was arranged in kittentails and tied with bright yellow ribbons. She wore a gag and a blindfold, but they could not conceal the beauty of her features. 

Ana stood with her back to the post and her hands raised above her head. They had been lifted high, drawn behind the post and strapped together. The strap passed over a hook embedded firmly in the back of the whipping post so that she could not lower her arms. 

A wide leather collar had been fastened around Ana’s neck so that she could not look down.  The customers of the Maidens of Nenuphar would want to see her face. 

There was a crossbar just below her feet, fixed to the whipping post. It was almost a yard long. Ana’s feet only just reached the crossbar. Her ankles were stretched wide apart and fastened to straps at each end of the crossbar. Ana was obliged to stretch her legs perfectly straight and stand on her tiptoes to relieve some of the weight on her arms. She whimpered and squirmed uncomfortably. 

Ana was grateful for the towel but she wished it had been a wider one which covered more of her thighs. She feared that because it was so short and she was on the raised stage, and she could not press her legs together, the spectators would be able to see that she was wearing nothing underneath it. Worse still was the possibility that Bowser might simply remove the towel. Ana could see nothing through the blindfold but she knew that Mr Bowser was on the stage with her.

Bowser checked his handiwork. He was satisfied. It was time to begin. 

Ana’s fears were proved correct. Bowser reached out and plucked away the towel. Ana squealed in protest through the gag but the sound was hardly audible as the audience cheered their approval. 

Mrs Knott was also watching with satisfaction. The girl looked absolutely lovely, she thought. Ana was stretched out as tightly as if she were on a frame. Gravity itself was doing the work. Ana was hanging by her wrists from the whipping post so that her breasts were lifted and thrust pertly forward from her slender torso. Her long slim legs were spread invitingly wide and her toes were clinging precariously to the crossbar below her feet. Her head was lifted proudly by the collar. Her mons was plucked perfectly smooth and her labia presented for the delight of the crowd. A little to their left and up, the Rose Garden brand was clearly visible. The curving bulge of Ana’s stomach, five months pregnant, was thrust unmistakably forward.

Bowser was going to use the chabouk instead of the rattan. The gentlemen liked some variety and Mrs Knott always found that the chabouk had a salutary effect on all the girls. It would put an end to the current spate of rudeness and disobedience once and for all, she thought.

Bowser lifted the terrible instrument for the spectators to see. It was made of hard, stiff leather and it was over a yard long. The handle was as thick as a man’s finger and it tapered to a long narrow tip.

The audience murmured in appreciation and amusement. They knew that such a whip could be applied with considerable power. Its tip could be made to slice through the air at great speed and cut into the girl’s flesh with terrible, ruthless force. They were interested to see Ana’s response.

Ana heard the murmur and the laughter. From beneath her blindfold she could not interpret their meaning, but she feared that they boded ill.

Bowser reached out with the tip of the chabouk and tickled Ana’s left nipple.

She was taken by surprise. She squealed in protest and tried to squirm away, an effort which was naturally doomed to fail. One of her feet slipped from the crossbar and she yelped more loudly as her full weight was suddenly hanging from her wrists and her arms were tugged sharply upwards. She squirmed in discomfort and tried desperately to regain her toehold on the crossbar. 

The audience laughed, but Bowser appeared to lose his temper. He was not truly annoyed. He had expected this, but his profession occasionally required some acting skills. Furiously he raised the chabouk and brought it down in a vicious stroke across Ana’s thighs, just as she had managed to place a foot back onto the crossbar. She squealed in pain and slipped from the crossbar again. As she struggled frantically to regain her precarious perch, Bowser again brought the chabouk down across her thighs. Ana yelped and squealed in helpless panic. Through her gag she was trying frantically to apologise but her words emerged only as a series of mewing whimpers.

At last she managed to replace both her feet on the crossbar and stood panting and terrified, with her legs stretched taut and wide and her breasts thrust out and rising and falling as she gasped for breath. Bowser did not raise the whip again. He had established his point, and Ana understood it. No matter what happened, she must keep her feet on the crossbar.  

Instead, he took her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, squeezing and massaging it. Ana squealed vocally through her gag at this indignity and tried to twist her body away from him, but she nevertheless managed to retain her foothold.

He pursued this joke a little further, stroking Ana’s labia and inserting his finger. She squealed more loudly still and squirmed more vigorously, but was careful this time not to allow her toes slip from the crossbar. The audience laughed again, more loudly. When Bowser inserted his finger more deeply, Ana yelped and wriggled more energetically still. The audience laughed once more.

Bowser did not repeat the gesture again. Instead, he removed the blindfold. It was time to begin.

For the first time, Ana saw the scene which surrounded her. The lounge bar of the Maidens was full to capacity with men of every description. There must have been two hundred spectators or more. She noticed several gentlemen she had seen before and many she had not. Roxie was due to be dancing later in the evening and a group of her former students had come to watch. There were also several Atkoi. There were even one or two women, including Mrs Grant, the lady who had hired Honey. Mr Granicus was there, watching. Ashamed, Ana could meet the eyes of none of them.

Then she saw Mr Bapan. He was sitting at a table with Mindi. Mindi was pouring his drink and smiling and whispering something in his ear. Mr Bapan looked at Ana, and laughed.

Overwhelmed by shame and a sense of betrayal, but unable to hide or even turn away, Ana closed her eyes.   

Mrs Knott allowed the customers to drink in the scene for a few moments. Then she spoke. “When you’re ready, Mr Bowser. A dozen strokes across the breasts. Firm to hard, if you please.”

The audience murmured with approval. 


7: CAUSE AND EFFECT

No man is a hypocrite in his pleasure.

Samuel Johnson

It was going to be worse, far worse than Ana had expected. She had hoped it would be only six strokes. Physically, Bowser was very strong. Ana was very afraid. 

Bowser raised his chabouk for the first stroke. He did indeed intend to apply it firmly. There was no possible reason not to. 

Ana turned her head towards Bowser and whimpered audibly in terror. These would be worse than the strokes across her thighs, she knew. She closed her eyes and heard the whistle of the whip as it cut through the air and the sharp ‘crack’ as it cut into the flesh of her breasts. 

Then Ana forgot all about the discomfort in her arms. She forgot her humiliation and betrayal and she forgot about Mr Bapan and Mindi and Mr Granicus. She was writhing in pain and yelping and squealing vociferously through the gag and twisting energetically and wriggling. She was arching her back and alternately thrusting her breasts forward and then shaking them from side to side. Nothing mitigated the pain, nothing at all. Her toes slipped from the crossbar again. She did not care that the audience were cheering and laughing as her breasts bounced provocatively up and down. She knew only pain.

Bowser waited for Ana to settle down and regain her position. Then he raised the chabouk again. Ana was trying desperately to apologise for what she had done and to beg for mercy. She was whimpering and shaking her head so sincerely and so piteously that Bowser lowered the whip again, grinning, as if he intended to show his victim some mercy. The whimpers subsided a little. Then he raised the whip again and Ana began urgently whimpering once more. Again, Bowser lowered the whip.

But Bowser did not prolong the game. The audience might become bored. He raised the chabouk again. Again Ana desperately shook her head, whimpering in fear. 

Then Bowser delivered the second stroke. 

Two weeks later, Mr Granicus returned to the Maidens. He had booked Ana.

Ana had been fully booked for over a week after the whipping, serving several gentlemen every night. The other girls were also been busier than usual. Ana was relieved. Mrs Knott was pleased with her and she would certainly achieve her target this week.

When Mr Granicus arrived and ordered a drink, Ana was told to take it to his table. Mrs Knott accompanied her.

“Oh, how lovely to see you, Mr Granicus,” said Mrs Knott. “I was so glad you could come to watch our little entertainment the other Wednesday. And Ana is pleased to see you again too, aren’t you, dear?”

Ana knew what was expected of her next. She had rehearsed everything. She sank to her knees and touched her forehead to the floor at Mr Granicus’s feet.

“Sir, thank you for having me disciplined,” said Ana. “I deserved it. I am very sorry I behaved like that. It won’t happen again. I promise. I really am very sorry I displeased you.”

Granicus grinned. “It’s all right. Actually I wasn’t really displeased.” This was entirely true. Granicus had not considered the matter particularly important. He would have forgotten the incident if Mindi had not reminded him and suggested he report it. 

Ana made obeisance again, this time in genuine gratitude.”Thank you, sir. Thank you sir. Thank you, sir,” she said.

Mrs Knott smiled. Perhaps the girl had learned her lesson. “That really is very generous of you, Mr Granicus,” said the manageress. “And I think Ana has something else to say.”

Ana was still kneeling. “Yes, sir. Sir, I’ve been learning a new dance. I was hoping you would like to watch it. May I go to the stage now and dance for you?” Ana glanced at Mrs Knott, hoping the manageress would be satisfied with her recitation.

“Yes,” said Granicus. “You may. But first, I think I’d like to see your breasts. Take off your top.”

Obediently Ana unbuttoned her short cropped waistcoat and removed it. Granicus looked at her breasts. They were firm, shapely hemispheres. The bruises were beginning to heal. They were still clearly visible, but they were no longer swollen. Immediately after the flogging they had been a single reddish purple welt. Now they were twelve separate narrow stripes, brownish purple in colour and fading to yellow at their edges. 

Granicus held one of Ana’s breasts. She looked into his eyes and smiled as if enjoying his attention. He squeezed. Ana winced. It was still painful. She was not surprised that he wanted to fondle her. Many men had kneaded her breasts in the last two weeks.

Granicus had satisfied his curiosity. “All right,” he said. “Go and dance now.” Ana stood and retrieved her top. “No,” said Granicus. “You can dance topless.” 

“Oh, I think Ana can do better than that, Mr Granicus,” interjected Mrs Knott. “Ana would like to dance for you completely bare. It’s her way of saying ‘Thank you’ for being so understanding. Ana, take off your skirt too, and then you can show Mr Granicus your new dance.”

“Yes, ma’am, yes, sir. Thank you, sir,” said Ana. Shyly she curtsied and removed her skirt and hurried to obey, completely bare.

Ana danced a tsittandi, an Atkoi slave dance. It was an energetic dance and very uncomfortable for the pregnant Ana, but she tried her best to smile sweetly at Mr Granicus.

And all the while, Mrs Knott watched. She saw Ana catch Mr Granicus’s eye and wave at him and wink suggestively. It was a pretty gesture, Mrs Knott thought. Later, when Granicus took Ana up to a private room upstairs, Mrs Knott watched on a screen in her office. 

The manageress was satisfied. It would not be necessary to punish the girl further.    

A few days later, Amanda, Honeysuckle and Ana were summoned to Mrs Knott’s office. The three girls knelt, wondering whether the manageress was still angry with them despite their respective punishments. Hearing footsteps they tensed, making sure they were kneeling straight and perfectly upright. 

Mrs Knott entered, together with a smartly dressed gentleman. He wore a business suit and carried a walking cane, a black rod with a gold finial. The manageress invited the gentleman to sit and then said, “These are the three girls. That’s the filly of the blonde one.” She indicated Honey as she spoke. 

The man nodded. Honey and Amanda had both seen him before. He had been sitting near the front the evening before, when Petra had sent them to the stage to dance for him. The man merely looked at them. At one point he had withdrawn a small notebook from his pocket and written some notes. Then he had simply left. 

The three slaves eyed the man’s rod nervously. Were they to be punished? Or was the rod merely an affectation, an accessory which some formally dressed men occasionally carried on Akkadis? 

Amanda, Honey and Ana were ordered to disrobe. The man examined them thoroughly and dispassionately. He looked at their faces and figures, their breasts, thighs, legs and buttocks, but he did not appear to derive any personal satisfaction from it. His interest seemed more professional, almost scientific. 

One at a time the three women were required to lie on a table while the gentleman prodded and pressed their stomachs and deeply probed their intimate parts. It was Amanda’s turn first. “She’s very well preserved,” the man remarked. “I see you’ve had her breasts done,” he added. “It won’t matter, though.” Amanda did not understand the remark, but she dared not interrupt him. 

When he examined Honey, he said. “I can see where she gets her looks from. You’ve done her breasts too, I see.” 

When it was Ana’s turn, he noticed the stripes but did not comment on them. Ana gasped as he pressed her stomach firmly and slowly. “Five months, you say? Yes, I suppose it’s time I took her,” he commented. He enquired about their ages, weight and other statistics, all of which Mrs Knott had available. Eventually he said, “Good. They’ll do. We need new blood. I’ll send the van tomorrow. Have them ready early. The gravid one and the dam, I mean. Not the filly, obviously. She can stay here for a few years yet.”

The man left. Ana and Honey were both weeping, mortified but not understanding what had just happened. It was Amanda who plucked up the courage to ask Mrs Knott, “Please, ma’am, excuse me, ma’am, but are we being sent… somewhere?”

“Somewhere? No, you’re not being sent Somewhere,” smiled Mrs Knott, amused by her own joke. “That was Mr Iratos, the farm manager. You’re going to the Farm! You’re going to Seven Fountains!”


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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