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PROLOGUE

 


The Misses Jane Carmichael
and Helen Hamilton are now both secretly immured in the Imperial
Harem of the cruel Sultan Abdul Hamid II, the tyrannical and
brutally cruel Sultan of Turkey, known in Europe as Abdul the
Damned but in the Moslem world as the Caliph, the Padishah and the
Shadow of Allah on Earth. So too is the
wife of a young Greek rebel from Crete, then still part of the
large Ottoman Empire - together with a former French
governess.

The Empire was run as a
police state under the tyrannical rule of the Sultan who ruled from
1878 to 1909 when he was deposed by the Young Turks.
Terrified of assassination, it was only in his
harem, surrounded by his scared slave women and guarded by his
loyal black eunuchs that he felt really safe.

The Sultan was also a
virile voluptuary, who enjoyed a large harem of mainly subjugated
Christian slavegirls, including the four heroines of this story.
The harem moved between the modern park-like complex of the Yildiz
Palace built on a hill overlooking the beautiful Bosphorus and the
large single building of the equally modern Dolmabahcheh Palace, down on the on the water's
edge.

What will now happen to
the two innocent English girls, as well as the Greek married woman
and the French governess? This is a
story, based on historical facts, of real male domination in a real
harem not very long ago.

 


Dramatis Personae

 


His Imperial Highness
Abdul Hamid II - the Sultan of Turkey and
of the Ottoman Empire

His Highness the
Kizlar Aghasi - The Chief Black
Eunuch

Agha Kasim
- The Agha of the Gedekli

Mjo - Agha Kasim's young assistant

Agha Vazid - The Agha of the Innocent Virgins

Agha Ali
- The Commander of the Balkan or Blue
Orta

Agha Manju
- The Agha of the Curved Bellies

Agha Selim
- The Commander of the Syrian or Green
Orta

Tulip - One of Agha Selim's assistant eunuchs

Shu-shu - The Sultan's pet white eunuch dwarf, in chare of his milk
maids

Agha Turki
- The Commander of the Greek or Blue and White
Orta

Madeleine
- A twenty eight year old French slavegirl,
formerly a governess

Helene, now
Anastasia - A thirty year old Greek
slavegirl from Crete, married to a rebel. (Crete was then still
part of the Ottoman Empire.)

Jane Carmichael
- An eighteen year old English slavegirl,
formerly a convent educated schoolgirl

Helen Hamilton
- A friend of Jane's also a slavegirl and also
eighteen

Fazileh-hanum
- A Turkish slave dealer

Ayab Bey
- Equerry to the His Imperial
Highness

 


 


The Story So Far

 


Agha Ali, eunuch Master of the Balkan Orta or Brigade of
slavegirls, and the fat Agha Turki of the Greek Orta are bitter
rivals. Agha Ali had thought that he had really achieved a coup. He
had acquired for his Orta not only a pretty virgin bride-to-be, on
the eve of her wedding in the now independent Romania, but also her
two virgin bridesmaids. But to his dismay the Sultan, having taken
their virginities, showed more interest in a married Cretan woman
of Agha Turki's Greek Orta.

Infuriated by the British Ambassador lecturing him on the
need to cut down on his harem, Sultan Abdul Hamid II offers his
Aghas a reward for producing a respectable and well educated
English girl. Eager to make up for the fiasco of his three Romanian
girls, Agha Ali acquired two pretty, innocent and well-brought-up
young English girls, who had both just left a convent where they
had been close friends. Both had corrupt guardians who would be
pleased to be well rid of their charges.

Miss Jane Carmichael and
Miss Helen Hamilton were invited to stay
in Constantinople by a school friend, Maria Mavroyeni. Helen's
guardian consented, but Jane's refused. Jane was left behind, then
could not believe her luck when she was offered a job in the
Ottoman capital - but this job was simply a trick of the slave
dealer Fazileh-hanum, who quickly sold her to Agha Ali.

Staying with the Mavroyeni
family in Constantinople, Helen started a
diary recording her impressions of the sophisticated life of the
European community. She was intrigued to see, from the outside, the
mysterious and shuttered harems.

Helen was thrilled
to be invited with her hosts to an Imperial Ball
in the huge and glittering Throne Room of the Dolmabahcheh Palace.
Her fresh English beauty attracted the attention of a young equerry
of the Sultan's, Ayab Bey, who pointed her out to the Sultan and
his senior black eunuchs.

It was tearful Helen who
two nights later parted from the young
British naval officer with whom she had half fallen in love. But
her train was stopped in the darkness and Ayab Bey came aboard. He
told an astonished Helen that he had orders from the Sultan himself
to escort her back to her friends in Constantinople, as he wished
to consult her sending his daughters to an English school. Her
luggage would be sent back later.

Flattered, Helen readily
assented. No one back in England would
ever know what had happened to her.

 


 



Chapter
1 - The Sultan

 


Dressed in a loose Turkish
robe, Sultan Abdul Hamid II was seated at his large desk in his
private apartment in the so called Little
Mabeyn, a large secluded and luxuriously furnished pavilion that
housed his harem within the modern Yildiz Palace complex. It was a
palace within a palace.

This complex was spread
over a beautiful park of lawns, tall cyrpess trees, winding lakes, and numerous pavilions and
chalets, all surrounded by a well guarded high wall. The Yildiz
Park overlooked both the Dolmabahcheh Palace and the beautiful
winding Bosphorus several hundred feet below.

The Sultan was reading
reports from his Secret Police on the ruthless way they suppressed
any sign of revolt in the Ottoman Empire - and in particular in the subjugated Christian provinces.
He was also studying figures from the Ministry of Finance, for
shortly he would be giving an audience to a tiresome group of
French and Greek bankers who were trying to make retrenchment and
reform a pre-condition for renewing a much needed loan.

The Sultan was a slight,
saturnine and bearded figure with a prominent hook nose that
probably came from his mother. She had
been an Armenian slavegirl, given to his father as a present by one
of his married sisters - she had caught the Sultan's eye at a party
she had given to celebrate the Moslem feast of Eid.

He had the piercing eyes
of a cruel and ruthless dictator and not for nothing was he known
in Europe as Abdul the Damned, for he ruled over the Ottoman Empire
with a rod of iron - and especially its
Christian provinces.

But he also had the look
of a sadistic voluptuary who enjoyed the pleasures of his large
harem and the feeling of power that came from simply possessing so
many beautiful women. Like most Moslem Turks, he did not look to
the many white women in his harem for
companionship, nor love. Moreover there
were far too many of them to be just for sex.

For his Moslem subjects,
his harem was a symbol of the virility of their Sultan, but for
himself it was to indulge his taste for sexual power
- power that came from owning a large number of
beautiful young women, kept locked away and strictly disciplined.
The fact that they were largely respectable Christian women, who
hated being incarcerated in his harem and were forced to pleasure
him by fear of the canes of their black eunuch overseers, made it
all the more enjoyable.

Although he much enjoyed taking
the virginity of horrified young Christian women, thereafter, like
many Turkish owners of Christian slavegirls, he normally preferred
to make the appalled girls submit to being sodomised or to use her
mouth and tongue.

 


The Sultan smiled cruelly as he
remembered how Agha Ali had recently bought a lovely and well
educated and respectable English orphan girl, Miss Jane Carmichael,
for his harem. She was now locked up in the Court of Innocent
Virgins awaiting her deflowering! Nor would she be his only English
slavegirl.

He again smiled cruelly as
he remembered how at the Ball he had just given in the huge Throne
Room of the Dolmabahcheh Palace, Agha Ali
had pointed out to him Jane's school friend, Miss Helen Hamilton,
another pretty orphan girl. She had been about to leave
Constantinople, travelling on her own - and, as she thought,
leaving for good. What a shock she was in for, for he had given
certain orders about her.

She had, he remembered,
been wearing an off-the-shoulder ball
dress that showed off her good figure and slender waist. She had
been dancing and flirting shamelessly with a handsome naval officer
from the British naval mission to whom, the Sultan had learned, she
was half engaged. The fact that she was evidently in love with
another man, an infidel, had made her all the more desirable -
quite apart from enabling him at least to feel that he was getting
his revenge on the interfering British Ambassador.

His black eunuchs would make very sure that Miss Helen
Hamilton never saw her English paramour again! Indeed, she would
soon learn that, just as the Sultan of Turkey ruled his Empire
through fear of his all-powerful secret police, so his harem was
ruled by fear of his all-powerful black eunuchs - and of their long
rattan canes and short cracking whips.

She would soon be jealously thinking that, just outside the
Yildiz Palace in the cosmopolitan suburb of Pera, other free young
English and European girls would be going shopping or to tennis
parties in Pera, or flirting perhaps with her own former boyfriend
at Thé Dansants in the Western-style hotels - all blissfully
ignorant that their former companion was now incarcerated in the
Imperial Harem.

Yes, two pretty young English
friends were now in his harem and to make it even more piquant
neither knew, at present, that the other was also here. Ha!

 


He smiled again at the
thought that although the harems of some of his ancestors had
exercised undue influence, his women were certainly kept in their
place as helpless slaves by their black eunuch overseers.
Ironically, as he was the only real man that the helpless Christian
women in his harem were allowed to see, they could not help
respecting, or even loving, such a dominant and powerful man
- as well as fearing and hating him.

Not since the Sixteenth
Century had a Sultan ever made a woman his Sultana
- when Suleiman the Magnificent had disastrously
married his favourite, a wildly ambitious Russian slavegirl called
Roxelana. It was an experiment that was never to be repeated, not
even by Roxelana's son, Selim II.

From then on, the Sultans
were all the sons of slavegirls and only the
Sultan's daughters and sisters had the
title of Sultana and were free. Even the four numbered Kadins, the
anonymous mothers of the Sultan's sons, remained slaves. They might
enjoy the privilege being allowed to wear the latest Parisian
fashions and of having their own apartments in the harem, but they
were still slaves subject to the discipline of the black
eunuchs.

 


To take his mind off the
difficult forthcoming audience interview, the Sultan put aside the
disturbing reports from the Secret Police and the Imperial Treasury
and picked up the daily report on his women from the
Kizlar Aghasi. He saw that Agha Ali's Balkan
Orta would be on duty again in a few days time - a duty that
entailed providing women for his pleasure during both his afternoon
siesta and at night.

He smiled. Poor Agha Ali!
He had been so humiliated when he, the Sultan, had ignored the
pride of Ali's Orta, his the three
luscious Romanian girls, an abducted bride and her two bridesmaids
no less. The Sultan had instead chosen a young woman produced by
his great rival, Agha Turki, from his Greek Orta: wife of a
captured rebel from Crete.

Ah well, doubtless the
turn of the Romanian girls would come again - perhaps indeed he might chose them the next time the
girls of Agha Ali's Orta were paraded for his inspection. Meanwhile
the snub to Agha Ali's pride had stimulated him into providing his
Master with not one very rare English slavegirl, but two - a quite
remarkable achievement.

To avoid confusion
with Helen Hamilton, he had given orders that
the married Greek woman Helene was to be renamed Anastasia. There
was an old Turkish tradition of a Master renaming a newly bought
slavegirl, to humiliate her. Although Anastasia had been not been
bought, but arrested, giving her a new name would suitably
denigrate both her and her husband, who was kept locked up in a
secret dungeon down below the harem.

His eye was caught by a
salacious French novel - the same novel
that his French slavegirl, Madeleine, a former governess, used to
read to him when she had been one of his Gedekli or virgin body
slaves - until he had taken her virginity, after which she had
reverted to her parent Orta, the Syrian one of Agha
Selim.

This reminded him that
kneeling at his feet on a cushion hidden under the big desk was the
virgin Gedekli on duty: a beautiful blond Georgian slavegirl.
Sensing her Master's change of mood, she
used her manacled hands to part his robe and to hold, reverently
and discreetly, the Imperial Manhood - ready to take it into her
mouth, either to arouse it with her tongue or, if the Sultan felt
the urge, to swallow the precious Imperial nectar.

Like all the Gedekli she
was trained to do both. Fear of her Agha's cane ensured that she would do both, eagerly and
silently. To make doubly sure, a little braided dog whip lay to one
side of the Sultan's desk - ready to correct the slightest sign of
hesitation.

Nonchalantly the Sultan
picked up a little chain that was fastened to the ring at the front
of her brass collar - a wide collar that
was designed to make a girl keep her head up and hence her
shoulders back and thus thrust her naked breasts
forward.

A little golden chain
linked the big, slender, golden rings that pierced her nipples. The
length of the chain had been carefully adjusted by the
girl's Agha to make her breasts hang
closer together to make an enhanced cleavage, which she had been
trained by her Agha to use, when required, to bring the still
virile Imperial Manhood into a full and proud erection.

She was wearing the erotic
dress of a Gedekli: white gloves so that her bare fingers would not
touch the Imperial Body; pretty turned-up Turkish slippers; and a
golden belt round her hips. Voluminous
silken leggings, like pantaloons, were suspended from the belt,
leaving her soft bare bottom on display from behind and, from the
front, the embarrassingly large and prominent black iron
infibulation ring worn by all Gedekli low down through their outer
beauty lips.

He looked down for a moment

Yes, the girl was keeping her knees well apart so as to show off
her humiliating black infibulation ring and the deliciously
degrading black oval shaped ring, painted round her beauty lips.
They were a sight that never failed to send a thrill of excitement
through his loins - as did the further sight of half circle of
erect peacock feathers that rose up behind her bottom.

The feathers were kept in
place by being attached to a leather plug that was thrust up her
bottom. In turn the plug was cleverly kept in placed by having a
little indentation going round it, which the girl's black eunuch Agha would ensure was gripped by the girl's
sphincter muscles.

This was all an outward sign,
and constant reminder to the girls, not only of their slavery but
also of their dedication to the intimate personal service of the
Sultan and to the Imperial Manhood in particular.

The enforced purity of the
Gedekli was an essential feature of their lives.

There was no need for
further protection to prevent a Gedekli from dishonouring the
All-Powerful, Padishah, the King of Kings, by secretly masturbating
behind his back. A closer inspection would have shown that beneath
the large infibulation ring, like all the Imperial Slavegirls even
including the four numbered Kadins, the mothers of
his sons, she had been cut, with the tip
of her even more sensitive clitoris neatly snipped off. Moreover
her sensitive and protruding inner lips had been neatly trimmed
back out of sight.

The large infibulation
ring would, however, ensure that a Gedekli's virginal hymen remained intact, ready for the day when
Sultan finally decided to take her virginity. After this she would
like Madeleine automatically leave the ranks of the Gedekli and
rejoin her parent Orta as a concubine. The ring also prevented her
from trying to make up for the loss of her clitoris by trying
desperately to masturbate up inside herself with anything suitable
that she might lay her hands on.

Not unnaturally the virgin
Gedekli would constantly day-dream about the precious manhood that
they were forced to tend with such loving care. Each kept wondering
fearfully what it would be like when finally, her days as a Gedekli
ended, her protecting infibulation ring would be removed and the
Sultan would thrust his well oiled manhood up into her, breaking
her hitherto carefully preserved hymen.

 


The Sultan felt that many of his
most satisfactory Christian concubines were former Gedekli, for
their duties had then made them familiar with the Imperial Manhood.
Indeed a Gedekli was trained to worship it like a God.

Moreover, as a further
result of their duties, they had became familiar with the
Sultan's love-making - for one Gedekli
was on constant attendance on the Sultan at all times, day or
night, trained to be ready to used her tongue to give further
pleasure.

The head of the anonymous
Gedekli on duty was now thrust up under his robe, her hanging bare
breasts, kept slippery with aromatic oils, touching his knee and
her tongue gently caressing his half erect manhood. Partly to make
her breasts hang more attractively closer together and partly so
that she could thus better pass on the oily slipperiness of her
breasts and so better prepare the Imperial Manhood for penetrating
a concubine, her ringed nipples were joined by a little light
chain.

 


 



Chapter
2 - The Patio of Curved Bellies

 


Suddenly a little bell rang. The
Sultan looked at his watch. Yes, it was the signal from Agha Manju,
that his girls, or his human brood mares as he preferred to call
them, were ready for his daily morning inspection.

The Sultan rose and opened
a locked door that led to a small curved staircase, at the bottom
of which was another locked door. Clearly he was well protected
from whoever was kept beyond this second door from getting up the
stairs and either escaping her fate, or attacking him in a rage of
despair. He unlocked this second door and
stepped into a well lit secret patio.

There was a smell like that of a
well cared for stables and indeed the secret patio seemed more like
a stables with a row of over a dozen straw lined narrow stalls
facing him.

The stalls were open in front
but divided from each other by high, strong looking, wooden
partitions. Under the thin straw covering, the floor of each stall
was cobbled like those of real stables, with a slightly sloping
central channel to allow liquid wastes to run to a rubber lip at
the front of the stall and fall into a open channel that was
covered by a metal grille that ran along the lowered passageway in
front of the line of stalls.

But instead of four legged
brood mares, each stall held an almost stark naked girl, each with
a differently curved belly. Each was kept
in her stall by a chain fastened to the ring at the back of her
collar to a solid looking ring set in the brick wall at the back of
her stall. Each was standing with her toes gripping the edge of her
raised stall and looking straight ahead with her manacled hands
clasped behind her neck with her white belly and pink tongue thrust
out for inspection.

The only article of clothing
worn by each girl was a special brassiere that supported from
underneath her increasingly heavy and milk laden breasts, leaving
her stretched nipples and the tops of the breasts well
displayed.

Furthermore, just as the
beauty lips of the Gedekli were infibulated to guard their chastity
and virginity, and those of the Innocent Virgins were sewn up to
protect their virginity, so the beauty lips of each of the girls in
the Patio of Curved Bellies were covered
with a silver filigree pouch, or breeding belt as it was called by
the black eunuchs.

This belt prevented them
from interfering with the half Dinka progeny that they were being
made to carry for the entertainment of their cruel Master.
Traditionally Turks enjoyed the sight in their harems of a few
beautifully curved bellies, especially if they were belonged to
Christian girls being subjected to forced breeding
- and the Sultan was no exception.

These breeding belts were
held in place by two little chains that ran round their hips and by
another chain that that went up between the cheeks of their
bottoms, with all three chains held
locked together by a padlock in the small of her back. The human
brood mares could pass their liquid wastes through the filigree
pouches.

But this was not all, for to
further prevent them from interfering with the steady progress of
their hated maternities, their hands were encased in stiff black
leather fingerless gloves. Like real brood mares they could not
grip anything and everything had to be done for them, though they
could still just pull to one side the chains running up behind them
to permit the passing of more solid wastes.

 


Standing proudly in front
of the stalls, a long whippy cane in his hand, was the much dreaded figure of Agha Manju, the Agha of
Curved Bellies. It was his responsibility
to parade every day before the Sultan a dozen beautiful, and
interestingly different, naked curved bellies.

These would range from
bellies which were only "just showing" to
at least one that was hugely and excitingly curved - thanks to Agha
Manju's skill in delaying deliveries. This was something which
might have been dangerous, were it not for the invariable small
size heads of the half Dinka progeny.

A further charming touch was
that the girls were arranged in their stalls so that as the Sultan
walked down the line of thrust out bellies, each became larger and
more curved. Agha Manju kept those girls with the smallest curved
bellies, those who had only recently been mated, on the left of the
line of stalls and those with the largest ones, approaching their
time of delivery, on the right: the place of honour.

At the other end of the
line of stalls stood Agha Manju's young
assistant black eunuch - for the Kizlar Aghasi liked all the Aghas
to have a young assistant not only to learn the ropes but also to
carry out another duty: that of being discreetly present in the
Sultan's bedroom when he was enjoying girls from his Agha's team.
The Sultan might have found the presence of the older Agha rather
off-putting but not that a mere boy or youth.

The girls of the Patio of Curved
Bellies, of course, took their turn, with those of the geographical
Ortas, in being on duty for the provision of girls that the Sultan
selected for his pleasure. Indeed he found that their curved
bellies made a provoking change in his bed from the flat bellies of
the other girls. His preference for sodomising a Christian girl, or
to using her mouth, made it easier for him to enjoy a pregnant girl
without risking or harming her progeny.

The boys' duties in the Sultan's bedroom were not merely to be
available immediately correct, with their canes, any sign of
recalcitrance from the girls, but also to note, and report to their
Agha, the manner in which the Sultan had enjoyed them and whether
they needed any further training or punishment.

Unlike the other black
eunuchs in the Imperial Harem Agha Manju and his assistant were not
dressed in a Stambouline, the black morning coats
worn in that era by all officials of the Ottoman
Empire. No, bearing in mind that they were supervising helpless
brood mares, even if they were humans ones, Agha Manju and his
assistants were smartly dressed in the breaches and gaiters of the
grooms of the Imperial Stables.

 


Agha Manju salaamed
respectfully to the Sultan and reported: 'Your human brood mares and fillies ready for inspection,
Your Highness.'

The Sultan nodded and,
followed by Agha Manju, moved over to the end of the line of stalls that held the girls who had most
recently been mated.

In an alcove next to the
left hand end of the stalls was the dreaded mating pit. In another
alcove, next to the right hand end of the stalls, was the equally
dreaded birthing stool with a cut away seat and below it a straw
lined basket to catch the progeny. But instead of the arms of a
normal Turkish birthing chair that a woman could grip, this stool
had no arms. Instead, above the stool, hung a bar to which a
slavegirl's hands would be strapped -
partly to keep her in the proper position for dropping her foal, as
Manju termed it, and partly to prevent her from interfering with
its delivery.

On the left of the line were two
empty stalls. As each human brood mare dropped her foal and was
returned to her Orta, so the remaining mares were moved up one
stall to the right.

'I've moved them all up to keep these for the French woman
and the woman from Crete,' Agha Manju explained. He smiled in
anticipation. Yes, having two older girls to be mated would be all
the more interesting, especially as they were be mated
simultaneously having first had their monthly cycles brought into
synchronism. Already he had ordered a special new double birthing
chair.

The Sultan nodded. The
sight of the former French governess, Madeleine, and Anastasia,
the renamed wife of a Greek rebel from
Crete, both regarding their swollen bellies with appalled dismay,
would indeed be a stimulating sight.

Agha Manju
was one of the most experienced eunuchs in the
Imperial Harem and was a trained midwife. He was also an expert at
picking out a succession of Christian girls, of different ages and
heights, as being suitable for a forced maternity - to be crossed
with one or more of the Sultan's giant African Dinka Black Guards.
Once mated, he kept them slim - the better to show off their
beautifully swelling bellies.

He also liked to use a
giant Dinka stallion on a girl because the larger progeny resulted
in a quickly well-showing belly - for the
greater entertainment of the impatient Sultan.

The nervous women in the
harem could not count on the Aghas of their own Ortas to resist the
demands of the Agha of the Curved Bellies for a girl to be sent to
him for forced breeding. On the contrary, there was fierce
competition between the rival Aghas for one of
their girls to be the next to be chosen for an enforced motherhood.
There might be no financial reward for a girl who successfully
excited the interest of the Sultan, by having her increasing
swelling naked belly regularly displayed before him, but for the
Agha of her Orta there most certainly would be.

Moreover the
girl's own Agha stood to gain financially
if, having dropped her progeny, she was then selected to join the
team of milkmaids who, their lactations artificially prolonged,
provided human milk for the Sultan under the supervision of
Shu-shu, his pet dwarf.

It was scarcely
surprising, therefore, that the Agha of Curved Bellies was regarded
by his colleagues with approval but by all the women in the harem
with fear and trepidation - for they
could never be sure when his approving glance might suddenly fall
upon them.

Once a girl was selected
for motherhood, the Agha of her Orta would hand her over
temporarily to his colleague, Agha Manju. He would then be in
charge of her mating and of her subsequent progress until she had
dutifully produced her little new mulatto slave, who would be
immediately taken away, to be brought up to labour on one of the
Sultan's estates.

During the selected
girl's maternity, her own Agha would, in
conjunction with Agha of the Curved Bellies, satisfy himself with
the state of her increasingly curved belly, making sure that it was
constantly shown off to the delighted Sultan. Then, when it was the
turn of an Agha's Orta to provide girls for the Sultan to choose
from, he would call back any of his girls from the girls from Patio
of Curved Bellies so as to give the Sultan a more interesting
choice.

 


The Sultan came down the
line of young pregnant women. Once again a feeling of power surged
through him - for they were all pregnant
by his order having been covered, to their horror, by one of his
Black Guards.

Standing up as they were
in the front of their raised stalls, their bellies were
conveniently level with his eyes and he only had to raise his hands
a little also to feel their swelling breasts. He noted the dates
painted in Arabic numerals on each girl's
swollen belly - the date of her mating and of her anticipated
performance on the birthing stool.

The Sultan smiled at the
thought of the girls desperately trying to see and make sense of
the dates so that they would at least know how soon they were due.
This was something which their cruel Agha refused to tell them and
there were no calendars in the Patio of Curved Bellies. Thus each
was kept in ignorance of how soon, gagged to muffle her cries, she
would be performing on the dreaded stool - before an audience not only of grinning black eunuchs but
sometimes also before the Sultan himself.

The
Sultan's interest clearly mounted as he
went down the line running his hand over the increasingly curved
bellies, and especially the greatly swollen ones of the last few
who were having to lean back to counterbalance the weight they were
carrying.

The belly of the girl at
the end of the line made an astonishingly prominent
curve. Unknown to her, Agha Manju had
used his skill and knowledge of the potions used back in his native
African villages to delay her delivery.

'Feel it, Your Highness,' reported Agha Manju proudly,
tapping his cane against it, 'already two weeks overdue - and I
think we can safely hold her back for another week. The bigger the
progeny when born, the stronger they are.'

Terrified by the taping of
the cane, the wretched girl was biting her lips to stop herself
from crying out. Somehow she managed to keep eyes raised and her
eyes fixed straight ahead as the Sultan ran his hands over the
fascinatingly huge belly. Perhaps might have her brought to his
bed, together with a girl with a lesser curved belly.
Yes, he thought, why not?

Agha Manju smiled
knowingly as he saw the Sultan's great
interest this girl girl's belly and guessed what was going through
his mind. Another large tip from the delighted Sultan was clearly
in prospect.

But there was also one girl
whose belly was still quite flat. She had been chosen for forced
breeding but the best conception period of her monthly cycle had
not yet come round and Agha Manju had not yet had her covered.

She was a very pretty girl and
clearly quite terrified by the outward signs of the fate that
awaited her: the curved bellies of her companions, the mating pit
and the birthing chair. Like the girl whose delivery was being
delayed, she was biting her lips in anguish as the Sultan came up
to her and ran his hand over her still flat belly.

'She'll be ready to conceive in two days' time, Your
Highness.'

The Sultan nodded. He
enjoyed attending a forced mating, watching from above as down in
the mating pit the terrified girl tried desperately to fight off
her selected giant black mate, or sometimes indeed two equally
eager mates.

But it was not only the
swelling bellies that caught the Sultan's
eye but also the increasingly swollen breasts and nipples. Indeed
he had now been joined by Shu-shu himself who, after the Sultan had
passed, felt each girl's hanging breasts. He noted carefully those
that were showing early signs of coming into milk and those which
by their size should make good milkers. And he checked that Agha
Manju had bound silken threads round the nipples to enlarge and
extend them ready for to offer her milk to her Master.

Alas, sighed the Sultan,
although he could have spent all morning examining his team of
brood mares, and discussing each them with Agha Manju, and the
milking prospects with little Shu-shu, all good things must come to
an end. He had an Empire to run, and must
get back to his desk.

 


 



Chapter
3 - Good News

 


Suddenly, back in his
office, there was a noise of softly padding feet. The Sultan looked
round, startled, and felt for his revolver - for he had a constant fear of assassination. However he
relaxed when he saw, dressed in a black Stambouline the salaaming
and hugely fat figure of His Highness the Kizlar Aghasi, the
Guardian of the Gates of Felicity, the Sultan's chief black
eunuch.

'Good news, Your Highness,' the black man began, his
numerous jowls quivering as he spoke. 'Your equerry, Ayab Bey, did
last night successfully and discreetly abduct the English girl,
Miss Helen Hamilton, from the Orient Express and she is now here in
your harem.'

The speaker may have been
very fat, but he was no figure of fun.
Inside the Imperial Harem the Kizlar Aghasi was all-powerful,
especially now that the Sultana Valideh was dead - the Sultan's
mother and the traditional joint ruler of the harem. He was the
Sultan's closest confidant, ranking with the Chief Vizier himself.
He wielded great influence in the Ottoman Empire, thanks to the
fact that he and he alone had access to the Sultan at all times,
even when he was disporting himself or relaxing in the harem. It
was this access that in the venal oriental culture of Turkey had
made him extremely rich.

'Your Highness, everything has gone to plan. Not only is the
first English girl still awaiting being deflowered in the Court of
Innocent Virgins, but the second one has also now
arrived.'

'Was she seen leaving the train?' the Sultan anxiously
asked.

'No, Your Highness. As previously arranged, the girl was
alone in a First Class sleeping compartment when the train was
stopped at the deserted and darkened wayside halt. She seemed
thrilled when Ayab Bey knocked and told her that he had orders to
escort her back to Constantinople, as you wished to discuss with
her the education of his children in England.'

He paused and gave a laugh.

'Thinking,' he continued, 'that she was returning to the
Greek Mavroyeni family with whom she had been staying, and that her
luggage would follow, she made no trouble as the train continued on
its way without her. Nor when she was invited to board the carriage
in which Agha Ali and his assistants were awaiting her - with a pad
of chloroform.'

'Excellent. I shall reward Ayab Bey accordingly.'

The
Sultan's young equerries each had their
own separate chalets in the grounds of the Yildiz Park, in which
they kept their own small harems of girls for use when they were
off duty. Doubtless, he thought, the Kizlar Aghasi could advise him
as to which of his many concubines he could lend to this
enterprising young man. He might. After he had enjoyed her, even
lend him Helen.

'And,' the Sultan added, 'I shall also reward Agha
Ali.'

Agha Ali was the Commander
of the Balkan or Blue Orta of the Imperial Harem to which Helen was
destined to belong - like her friend
Jane. It was he who had acquired Jane in response to the angry
Sultan's cry of: "I'd pay anything to the
first Commander of an Orta in my harem who can produce a pretty
English virgin for me to slake my revenge on."

It was also he who had
spotted that Jane, peering through a grille at the Ball at
the Dolmabahcheh Palace with the other of
the Sultan's collection Innocent Virgins, had excitedly recognised
her friend Helen dancing with her naval boyfriend.

Under the overall
supervision of the Kizlar Aghasi, the
Sultan's chief black eunuch, there was keen rivalry between Aghas,
the senior black eunuchs of the Imperial Harem. They each
commanded, with the military rank and privileges of a Bimbashi or
Colonel, the various regional or specialist Ortas or Brigades, into
which the harem of mainly Christian girls, from the subject
Christian provinces of the Ottoman Empire, was divided.

Like all efficient
military commanders, the Kizlar Aghasi
required his principal subordinates, the Aghas, to make weekly
reports of on the number of women under their orders, the state of
their health, and ignoring those "in season" the number available
for duty as concubines. He also issued strict written orders
regarding the maintenance of discipline in the harem, and listed
which Orta was on duty each day with the task of providing the
Sultan with a choice of stimulating sexual pleasure.

'And, of course, I will reward yourself, too.'

'Your Highness is too kind,' murmured the Kizlar Aghasi
smiling. It was gifts such as this that had made him one of the
richest men in Turkey.

 


'And what plans do you have for this delicate English
morsel?'

The Sultan usually left
such details to the Kizlar Aghasi and to the Agha commanding a
particular girl's Orta. But he particularly wanted to use this
girl, like her friend Jane, as a way of assuaging his rage, and of
secretly getting his revenge on the British - whenever that
interfering upstart of a British Ambassador started lecturing him
on the need to retrench, and to set an example by cutting down on
his harem.

Cut down on his harem? The very
idea! The loyalty of his approving Moslem subjects, and their
respect for him, largely depended on the well known fact that he
kept a large harem of mainly Christian slavegirls, controlled by
his black eunuchs. It made them proud of their virile Ruler.

'I understand, Your Highness,' replied the Kizlar Aghasi
respectfully, 'that she is still almost certainly a virgin, a
respectable English eighteen-year-old girl who, like her friend
Jane, has only just left a Convent school. As you know we have put
Jane into the Court of Innocent Virgins. To keep them apart, anyway
for the time being, I am therefore, subject to her virginity being
checked, giving this one to Agha Kasim to train up as one of your
Gedekli Maids of Honour.'

The Kizlar Aghasi paused.

'Your Highness will have noticed her buxom figure,' he added
significantly.

The Sultan nodded. It was,
of course, important for a Gedekli to have firm
breasts. For traditionally they were kept
naked to the waist, to help them arouse him before he took one of
his concubines.

'Unless, of course, Your Highness decides to take her
virginity immediately.'

'No, I think it would be more amusing to keep her waiting,
like the other English girl, not knowing when I will take
her.'

The Sultan rubbed his hands with
pleasure. It was one thing having the satisfaction of knowing that
one young respectable English virgin was locked up in his harem
awaiting deflowering to enable him to take a secret revenge on that
pompous ass of a British Ambassador. It would be as quite another
to have another English virgin also being degradingly made to serve
his most intimate bodily functions. That would indeed make an even
more continuing revenge.

The fact that they would
both be a secret revenge, with the Ambassador being blissfully
unaware that two young female compatriots
of his were incarcerated behind the locked doors of the Imperial
Harem and only a few yards from the audience chamber, would make it
all the piquant - and intriguing.

'And presumably,' he added, 'Agha Kasim will carry out the
normal preliminary steps.'

It was, of course, not
considered seemly for a mere Christian slavegirl to be able to
enjoy pleasure when being taken by the all-powerful Padishah, the
Shadow of Allah on Earth - nor to be able
to commit what was regarded as virtually the equivalent of
adultery, by secretly masturbating behind the backs of their black
eunuch overseers.

Accordingly
each was cut on arrival in the harem, the
sensitive tip of her precious clitoris snipped off. Not only did
this remove the ability of a girl to play with herself, or to
receive pleasure from another girl, but it also ensured that the
only pleasure a girl could now receive was from a man - her Master.
Moreover the removal of a girl's normal sensitive parts, gradually
made her rear entrance more sensitive - and this could only be used
by a man!

Furthermore, so as to
provide an interesting change for the Sultan, the
Kizlar Aghasi would periodically also select a
Christian girl for cut: with her outer lips also trimmed back and
allowed to heal together, leaving just a fading thin scar where
once were her pouting beauty lips. In this case only a second
little puckered orifice would be left, along side her rear one. It
was down through this newly formed orifice that the girl's natural
liquid wastes could be passed and up through it that her Master's
manhood could excitingly be thrust as an alternative to using her
closely adjacent rear one.

The Kizlar Aghasi nodded.

'Of course, Your Highness. And furthermore since the former
Gedekli, the French governess woman Madeleine, speaks English, Agha
Kasim has requested that she be temporarily returned to him to help
instruct this new English Gedekli in her new duties - especially
those of more intimate nature.'

The Sultan smiled. He thought of
a little French mouth opening wide, or a pointed little tongue
reaching up, to show English ones what they must do, was certainly
amusing.

 


 



Chapter
4 - The Terrified Waiting Virgins

 


The Sultan now rose from
his desk. Pushing aside the duty Gedekli
he walked over to the far wall of the room, followed by the Kizlar
Aghasi. He drew back two curtains one which was covering a screen
through which he could look secretly look down into the patio of
the Court of Innocent Virgins and the other a screen through which
he could look down into their bathroom.

He looked down at the half
dozen or so beautiful young Christian virgins, each nervously
awaiting her deflowering, that the Kizlar
Aghasi kept for him, under the control of Agha Kasim. The girls did
not yet know, in their innocence, just what was in store for them.
It was a sight that he enjoyed looking down at several times a day
as a distraction from his many cares as the Ottoman
Sultan.

Knowing that the Sultan
would normally enjoy taking break a hymen
once a week, as a change from his more experienced Kadins and well
trained concubines, the Kizlar Aghasi liked to maintain a stock of
a stock of at least half a dozen virgins. This would enable the
Sultan to take a keen and secret interest in each virgin over a
period of several weeks during his secret inspections - before
choosing her for his pleasure.

Before accepting a girl,
the Agha of the Innocent Virgins always satisfied himself that she
was genuinely innocent: she had never
seen a man's erect manhood and had little idea of the facts of
life. Then he made sure they were kept isolated from the other
girls in the harem - so as to maintain their innocence until the
moment when they were taken out singly to be tied down onto the
Sultan's bed to await their violation. After they had lost their
virginity they were never allowed back to tell their tale of horror
and violation to the other still waiting virgins.

The Sultan smiled cruelly
as he saw how several girls were sitting on a rug in what seemed to
be a children's nursery. There were
drawings of furry animals on the wall. There was a long simple
child's dressing table with a brass ornamented mirror and a similar
ornamented table on which were scattered children books of drawings
of Eastern animals: camels, Arab horses and lions and tigers. In
the corner were several pretty dolls and a large doll's
house.

Each girl was using a box
of crayons to colour in a child's
colouring book: the highest form of intellectual exercise that the
Agha of the Innocent Virgins allowed them. This typical childish
exercise contrasted vividly with the girls' voluptuous bodies and
erotic and revealing harem dress, each in the colour of their
parent Orta: transparent silken pantaloons, little embroidered
caps, turned up Turkish slippers and short open boleros that
revealed their excitingly differently shaped breasts.

The Sultan heard the girls
lisping like children as they called out to each other and proudly
showed each other, again like little girls, what they had
done. Their Agha did not allow them to
speak in a normal grow-up voice. "Keep your slavegirls with the
bodies of a grown woman but the minds of a child" was an old
Turkish proverb that Agha Vazid liked to follow in the Court of
Innocent Virgins. It was something of which the cruel Sultan much
approved.

The Sultan smiled again as
he saw the distinctively tall, blond, buxom figure of Jane, the
English girl whom Agha Ali had recently acquired for him. She, too,
was splashing like a little girl with three companions in the pool
of the patio and using her manacled hands to play with a big heavy
rubber ball, under the watchful supervision of a young black
eunuch, Mjo. He was holding a long curved bamboo cane, which he did
not hesitate to use to keep the girls all throwing the ball to each
other - for this was an exercise that
firmed up their breasts well.

Mjo was wearing the Arabic
figure three, in silver, in the lapel of his black
Stambouline. This denoted the number of
strokes of his long slender bamboos cane that he was authorised to
apply to the bared bottom of any white slavegirl whom he felt had
not showed them proper respect: answering them back, showing dumb
insolence or simply not coming running quickly enough when
called.

Thus the youngest and most
junior black eunuchs, like Mjo, had the rank of a Three Stroker and
would aspire to be promoted to the rank of a Six or Ten
Stroker - and perhaps eventually to that
of an Agha who had the authority to condemn a girl to twenty five
strokes of the cane or whip. Even the most junior black eunuchs
always carried their canes as a constant reminder to the slavegirls
of their authority and of the strict discipline which they imposed.
Woe betide any girl who failed to call even the youngest black
eunuch "Sir".

As was intended, the very
formality of the black eunuch boy's
morning coat contrasted sharply with that of his half naked or
naked charges. Indeed, Jane and the girls in the shallow pool were
all naked - except for the shiny brass slave collars locked round
their necks and the equally shiny short lengths of chain that
linked their manacled wrists. Neatly folded up by the side of the
pool were their skimpy harem dresses.

'Taking her will make a fine secret revenge the next time
the British Ambassador starts hectoring you about the size of your
harem,' murmured the Kizlar Aghasi, noticing that the Sultan was
looking at the charming naked figure of Jane.

The Sultan nodded. The same
thought had been running through his mind.

'And,' went on the chief black eunuch, 'Agha Vazid tells me
that she is deliciously ignorant of the facts of life.'

So much the better, thought the
Sultan.

'And,' continued the Kizlar Aghasi knowingly, 'quite apart
from the physical pleasure of taking her, simply secretly owning
her will also be a source of pleasure.'

'Yes, indeed,' agreed the Sultan. An English
slavegirl!

'And, perhaps, one day Your Highness's revenge could be even
greater if you let Agha Manju have her mated with one of your Black
Guards. She would make a delightful reluctant mother-to-be, made to
carry a big mulatto child in a well curved belly - perhaps together
with the other English girl, her friend, Helen.'

The Sultan grunted
appreciatively. Yes, that would be a
splendid revenge. He saw that Jane was wearing a white ribbon in
her hair - the sign that she was available for taking by him
without risking an unwanted conception. Agha Vazid kept a careful
eye on his Innocent Virgins' monthly cycles. Of course mistakes
were sometimes made, but the eunuchs were experts in making a girl
abort a child that could later cause dynastic problems.

The young eunuch
Mjo now called out an order.

Quickly Jane and her
companions ran out of the pool. Two picked up a skipping rope and,
nervously eying their guardian's whip,
began to sing a simple nursery counting rhyme. The eunuch pointed
to Jane with his whip and obediently she led the others to line up
to jump over it - competing, like little girls, to see who could
jump perfectly over the rope the most times.

How a sophisticated young white woman like Jane must hate
being treated like a child in this way by a young black boy. But
she certainly made a charming sight with her full young breasts
bouncing happily.

 


Just then the Sultan was
interrupted by a large lady dressed in fashionable European clothes
entering the room. The Kizlar Aghasi
salaamed respectfully and the Sultan smiled and greeted
her.

She was his favourite
younger sister, the Leila Sultan, the forty year old wife of a rich
Pasha who was now living once again in a villa in the Yildiz Park
whilst her husband was abroad. As the sister of the Sultan, she was
entitled to enter the Imperial Harem and had the run of the Little
Mabeyn, but in no way was she subject to its discipline. This was
just as well for, like her brother, she, too, had a discreet liking
for white slavegirls. Although the Kizlar
Aghasi might disapprove of this, it was something which the Sultan
was prepared to tolerate in a favourite sister.

Brother and sister embraced and
the Sultan explained that he was having a discreet look at a new
well educated English virgin whom he had recently acquired.

'Yes, my black eunuch told me about her,' replied his
sister. She looked through the grilled screen. 'Which is she?' she
asked eagerly.

The Sultan proudly pointed out
the beautiful Jane.

Leila Sultan took a long and
careful look at the naked blond English girl.

'You will enjoy owning such a lovely infidel creature,' she
said, 'especially as she is English. I see from the blue colour of
her dress that she belongs to the Balkan Orta.'

'Yes, doubtless Agha Ali will be looking forward to breaking
her in and training her as a prize concubine - until I decide she
should be handed over to the tender mercies of the Agha of Curved
Bellies.'

Leila Sultan laughed.

'Well, I see you've got her future planned out,' she said in
a sad voice that caught the attention of the Kizlar
Aghasi.

'No not really,' replied the Sultan. 'Nothing definite, just
being in my harem will be enough to slake my desire for revenge on
that wretch of a British Ambassador.'

'Well,' said his sister, in the wheedling tone that she knew
he found hard to resist, 'in that case, after you have taken her
virginity, why not let me have her for a spell?

'You?' said the Sultan in a surprised voice.

'Yes, I should enjoy having a swell educated, stuck-up,
English Miss as one of my well trained... personal
maidservants.'

A well trained personal
maidservant! The Sultan had no illusions about the sort of training
that the black eunuch of Leila Sultan would impose on the girl, but
why should he not indulge his favourite sister - after he had enjoyed the girl first?

The Kizlar Aghasi coughed warningly. He had already half
promised Jane to Ayab Bey.

But the Sultan ignored him
and laughed. Yes, he was thinking, why not? As Jane would still be kept locked up in the Yildiz Park,
if he wanted her back, he would only have to tell his sister to
send her over. He turned to the Kizlar Aghasi.

'Yes, I think we might well bear that possibility in
mind.'

The Kizlar Aghasi bowed, but there was a sour look on his face.
Quite apart from his natural distaste for the lesbian proclivities
of Leila Sultan, something that only a sister of the Sultan could
get away with in the Imperial Harem, what would Agha Ali, the
Commander of the girl's Orta, have to say? After all he had
acquired her as an investment.

'I should, of course, pay to hire her from her Orta
Commander,' Leila Sultan added as if in answer to the Kizlar
Aghasi's private thoughts.

The Sultan nodded and the large
figure of Leila Sultan, smiling contentedly, left the room.

 


Moments later, the Sultan
saw the jet black figure of Agha Vazid
appeare in the patio below. He pulled out a short black whip that
had been tucked into his cummerbund. There was a sudden crack of
the whip. The girls all stopped playing or colouring and stood up
straight.

The Agha cracked his whip
again and called out another order and the girls all silently lined
up. Another crack of the whip, another order, and running one behind the other the girls hastened into
the adjoining bathroom, followed by Agha Vazid and Mjo.

The Sultan moved over to another
wall and drew back another curtain which covered a screen that
looked down into this bathroom. As he watched, the blushing girls
humiliatingly lined up under the orders of the black eunuch facing
a row of large brass bowls.

There was another crack of the
whip and the girls slipped out of their pantaloons.

There was another crack of the
whip and the girls all stepped forward. Each of them now had their
ankles on either side of one of the bowls. They clasped their hands
behind their necks and looked straight ahead.

Another crack of the whip
and like well trained automata they bent
their knees so that each girl was half squatting over her
bowl.

'Get ready!' called out the young black eunuch in his
falsetto voice.

There was a long pause and the
Sultan saw that several of the girls were biting their lips.

Then the whip cracked
again and obediently, still keeping her hands clasped behind her
neck, each girl let her liquid wastes trickle down between her
sewn-up beauty lips and drop down into the bowls. Agha Vazid and his young assistant walked up and down
behind them, impatiently tapping with their canes the bottoms of
any girl needing further encouragement.

'Agha Vazid still maintains excellent discipline,' commented
the Kizlar Aghasi.

The Sultan nodded. He was
thinking of when the British Ambassador would next request an
audience and how delightful it would then be to know that Jane was
strapped down in his bed, ready to be deflowered.

Somewhat reluctantly, the
Sultan closed the curtains over the screens, and went back smiling contentedly to his
desk.

 


 



Chapter
5 - The Sultan Inspects What Has Been Prepared
For Him

 


The Kizlar Aghasi again coughed diplomatically.

'I thought that Your Highness might like to enjoy a little
celebration of the successful acquisition of these two girls. I
have therefore taken the liberty of arranging a rather different
enjoyment for Your Highness - a little surprise.'

'Aha!' exclaimed the Sultan. Not for nothing had he
appointed Agha Djevher to be the Kizlar Aghasi. Not only was he an
expert in the art of preparing and training a reluctant white girl
to give him pleasure but he always seemed to know exactly what
would arouse his somewhat jaded Master.

'And moreover, Your Highness, it is one that for which you
might like to interrupt your audience with the French and Greek
bankers.'

'Aha!' again exclaimed the Sultan, beginning to guess what
the cunning Kizlar Aghasi was driving at.

'The audience is not due to start for a few minutes and so
there is time for Your Highness to take a quick look and see what I
have arranged for you.'

Nodding, the Sultan again
rose to his feet, but this time used the lead fastened to the collar of the pretty kneeling Gedekli,
to lead her crawling behind him, the semi-circle of peacock
feathers swaying behind her bare bottom and her ringed and chained
breasts hanging down below her. Still holding the girl's lead the
Sultan followed the Kizlar Agasi who was proudly showing him into
the sumptuously furnished room next door.

'Aha!' again exclaimed the delighted Sultan. In the back of
the room was his large bed, but in front of it and facing him, were
two beautiful chained women. They were naked except for their
manacles, their little embroidered harem slippers and caps, and the
white gloves that all concubines had to wear when brought to the
Sultan's bed - lest they might have to touch the sacred body of the
Shadow of Allah on Earth. It was a combination that libidinously
set off their nudity.

Their faces were half concealed
by black leather muzzles. He was pleased to see that the two women
had the more mature figures of young women in their late twenties.
It would make an agreeable change from the usual young
slavegirls.

The Sultan looked at the
satisfactory way the Kizlar Aghasi had
arranged for the women to be secured - clearly being intended to be
sodomised as a welcome relief during the forthcoming inevitably
unsatisfactory audience with the wretched bankers. The girls were
now standing next to each other but were both kept tightly bent
over by chains attached to rings in the front of each of their
collars. These chains led down to rings in the floor.

Furthermore, to prevent
them from trying to avoid their fate by collapsing on the
floor, chains hanging from the ceiling had been
similarly attached to rings on the back of theirs collars. Both
sets of chains were taut, thus keeping both women not only
helplessly raised on the tips of their toes, but also tightly bent
over with their bottoms well presented and their full breasts
hanging down erotically.

The fact that they were
both mature young women, thought the delighted Sultan, made their
bottoms more rounded and all the more inviting. Behind each of the
girls was a low stool, of a height that had been carefully
calculated by the Kizlar Aghasi to enable
the short Sultan's manhood to thrust down into the girls' rear
orifices. Thanks to their manacled wrists they would not be able to
reach behind them to prevent the Sultan degradingly taking them up
their rear orifices.

'They have, of course, both been washed out behind and their
rear entrances will be stretched,' the Kizlar Aghasi
whispered.

He held up a strange looking
well greased wooden contraption whose purpose was both well known
and feared in the harem. It was shaped like the petals of a closed
tulip. But if the wheel below it was turned the individual petals
would open. The two chained women were looking at the apparatus
with horror, each imagining what it would be like when it was
thrust up their bottoms and the grinning black eunuchs would turn
the handle to open up the petals and thus stretch their rear
orifices, ready for penetration by the Imperial Manhood.

It was an apparatus whose
use called for care and experience. The black eunuchs knew that if
the petals were not sufficiently opened then the Sultan, who was,
of course, no longer in the first flush of youth, might not
maintain an erection sufficient to penetrate the
woman's sphincter muscles. If, however,
they were opened too far the girl would not be tight enough to give
proper pleasure.

'Good,' replied the Sultan looking the cringing women up and
own. Yes, they really were a delicious offering. He saw that there
were fresh cane marks across on their bare bottoms - witnesses to
their reluctance to be offered like this to their Master. That
would make sodomising them all the more enjoyable.

Furthermore, their black
leather muzzles would prevent them from committing the sacrilege of
insulting the Shadow of Allah of on Earth as he sodomised
them.

Meanwhile the well trained
Gedekli had knelt in front of him and had gently parted the
Sultan's robe. Soon, under the triple
action of her fingers, the feel of her slippery bare breasts and
the sight of the naked women, the Imperial Manhood began to come
into erection.

One of the
women's caps was blue and white, the
colours of the fat Agha Turki's Greek Orta. The Sultan gave a
little cry of delight as he recognised the thirty-year-old,
recently renamed Anastasia, whose rebel husband was chained up down
below in one of his dungeons. She had made a delightfully reluctant
concubine who had had to be beaten into submission and whom he had
enjoyed ravishing - much to the shame of her helpless husband. Yes,
the Kizlar Aghasi was right, it was time he further enjoyed her -
by sodomising her.

The other cap was yellow,
the colour of Agha Selim's Syrian Orta.
Again the Sultan was delighted to recognise Madeleine, the twenty
eight-year-old Frenchwoman and former Gedekli, whom Agha Selim had
acquired her for the Sultan whilst she was on her way back to
France home to find a husband having earned enough as a Governess
in Beirut to give herself a good dowry.

Not only had the Sultan
found it rather piquant to have a well educated Frenchwoman as a
Gedekli, but eventually taking her virginity had also been
particularly enjoyable - and made all the
more so by the thought that she would never now have the French
husband she had been saving up to attract with a large dowry, nor
even ever see any other man except himself.

Whereas it was often normal when a slavegirl entered his
harem for her to be given a new Turkish name, the Sultan liked his
European girls to keep their Christian names, or in the case of
Helene her new Christian name. So they were known in the harem as
Anastasia and Madeleine.

'Of course,' murmured the Kizlar Aghasi, 'like the bodies of
our two English virgins, those of these older infidel Christian
women are also calling out to be submitted to a forced and much
hated maternity - the progress of which Your Highness would
doubtless derive much pleasure from watching.'

The Sultan nodded eagerly.

'So, perhaps after Your Highness has enjoyed them, you will
allow me to speak to Agha Manju, and to the Aghas of their own
Ortas, about earmarking them for an early mating.'

'Why not!' agreed the Sultan.

Standing to one side of the women with his bamboo cane tucked
under his arm was the young black eunuch Tulip, holding a little
black whip in one hand and the two women's chain leads in the
other. Although the Sultan might perhaps have found the presence of
the Kizlar Aghasi, or any of the other older black eunuchs, rather
inhibiting when he took his pleasure, he would did not find that of
a young black eunuch to be the least bit disconcerting - any more
than he did that of one of his Gedekli virgins.

Tulip cracked his whip,
making the two women jump. 'Heads up!' he
ordered.

Above their muzzles their raised
eyes showed a mixture of horror and of hatred as they looked at the
gloating Sultan

The Kizlar Aghasi looked at his watch.

'The audience, Your Highness...' he murmured. 'It is time to
put on your uniform.'

The Sultan nodded angrily and,
again thrusting aside the wretched Gedekli, strode into his
dressing room where two more Gedekli were waiting with his gold
beribboned dress uniform and his well polished military boots.

'Keep the women there,' he called back. 'I shall return
soon.'

 


 



Chapter
6 - An Interupted Audience with His Imperial
Majesty

 


It was the sumptuous
drawing room of the Great Mabeyn, the pavilion that the Sultan used
for official business. The delegation of French bankers, reinforced
by their Greek friends, were droning on... retrenchment... reform... the need to balanced the
budget... cutting expenditure... cutting the expenses of the
Imperial Harem.

The Sultan was only half
listening to them. He had in his pocket a letter from his friend,
Kaiser Wilhelm, the German Emperor, offering him a substantial loan
should negotiations with the French and Greeks break down. But
there were strings attached to a German loan. Meanwhile these
arrogant Frenchmen and Greeks were insulting - treating him like a spoilt child who had overspent his
pocket money.

Idly his thoughts turned to his
French and Greek slave girls, Madeleine and Anastasia, nervously
waiting to be sodomised nearby behind the closely guarded doors of
the adjacent Little Mabeyn, his private harem. How shocked and
appalled these boring bankers would be if they knew about them.

After the humiliation of
the French bankers' last visit, it had
been a delicious experience to take the virginity that the twenty
eight year old former French governess had been so carefully saving
for a future husband. Gagged to prevent her putting him off his
stroke with her cries and strapped down onto his bed with a large
pillow raising her hips, she had been quite unable to prevent him
from penetrating her whilst he taunted her with never now being
allowed to see another Frenchman, never mind marrying
one.

Oh, how the frantic young
Frenchwoman had wriggled and protested. But all in vain, for
gripping her by the waist he had deliciously thrust through her
hymen before finally climaxing up inside her. He had expressed his
satisfaction by giving a substantial tip to Agha Selim, the
Commander of the Syrian Orta, who had produced this former
governess for the Imperial Harem.

It was a financial reward
that more than compensated Agha Selim for his outlay in acquiring
the girl. And, of course, as Agha Selim kept telling himself, her
life in the harem, as a counterweight to the annoying French
bankers, was only beginning. She should
prove an ongoing source of revenge for the Sultan - and thus also a
source of handsome profit for himself.

Yes, it had been a most
satisfying experience for the Sultan and his black eunuchs
- as had been violating Anastasia, the beautiful
wife of the young Greek rebel from Crete. Doubtless their
forthcoming sodomising, his favourite way of enjoying his shocked
Christian slavegirls, would prove equally satisfying.

The large figure of the black Kizlar Aghasi slipped quietly
into the room and whispered into the Sultan's ear: 'The women have
been stretched and made ready, Your Highness.'

The Sultan nodded smiled
cruelly. He stood up.

'You must excuse me for a little time, Gentlemen,' he said,
'I feel the need to visit my harem.'

With that, preceded by
the Kizlar Aghasi carrying his
gold-tipped cane of office, he went out of the room, leaving the
bankers flabbergasted. Just as they had seemed to be on the point
of persuading the wily Sultan to agree to a programme of financial
retrenchment, he had gone off to visit his harem. His
harem!

'Visit his harem!' exclaimed one of the French bankers as
the door shut behind the Sultan.

'It's his harem we want him to cut down on,' cried
another.

'How,' asked another of them, 'can we do business with such
a slippery and depraved oriental?'

'Because, Gentlemen,' answered their Greek Chairman, putting
a long finger to the side of his nose, 'we expect to make a lot of
money. We will wait.'

The Greek was experienced
in the ways of the sensual Turks.

 


Meanwhile, entering the
Little Mabeyn, the Sultan and the Kizlar
Aghasi had been joined by the smirking figures of Agha Selim, the
commander of Madeleine's Orta, and by Agha Turki, the commander of
the Anastasia's. Both were hoping soon to earn another substantial
tip - and with more to come now that Agha Manju had been alerted to
get both women's monthly cycles into synchronism - ready for their
simultaneous mating.

The cortege passed through
the small guarded door that led into the harem to be preceded by
falsetto cries of: 'Show respect to His
Highness!'

There was the sound of
whips being cracked, and they then passed through lines of
nervously curtseying half naked women, one line from each of the
Ortas, each being proudly paraded by their supervising Agha
- for none of them knew when one or more of his
women suddenly might catch the Sultan's eye. But the Sultan
scarcely acknowledged or even noticed these beautiful creatures. He
had something else on his mind.

 


 



Chapter
7 - Sodomised!

 


The Sultan came to the
side of the helplessly positioned women. His manhood began to
harden, beneath the loose robe into which the new duty Gedekli had
just helped him, as he felt, and lifted up, the
women's full breasts which were hanging
down below their chained and bent over bodies. Then he came behind
them.

He snapped his fingers at the
Gedekli who was now kneeling in the corner of the room. Hastily she
crawled over to the Sultan, her fan of peacock feathers swaying
behind her bottom and her bare chained nipples again swaying below
her.

Having seen the two
chained women with their well presented bottoms, she knew she must
now prepare the Sultan. Silently she slightly opened the front of
his robe. Delicately she brought out his manhood. She smiled as she
saw that his manhood was already half erect. Placing the Sultan's hands on her own naked breasts to
further arouse him, she reached up and, as she had been taught to
do, squeezed his nipples. The Sultan gave a little cry of
delight.

Then she took the Imperial
Manhood into her mouth and, expertly stroking and licking it,
brought it into a full erection. Then opening a little phial
attached to the belt that supported her pantaloons she carefully
poured a little oil onto her full breasts. Cradling the Imperial
Manhood within her cleavage she rubbed it
against her breasts to make it nice and slippery.

Finally, the Sultan thrust her
aside and approached the two bent over women and cringing women. He
nodded to young Tulip.

'Wriggle!' the boy ordered, emphasising his order with
another frightening crack of his whip.

Their bottoms now made a
most exciting sight. But, oh the shame, both young women felt at
having to wriggle their bottoms so degradingly - an erotic invitation to sodomise them

Which woman, the Sultan
pondered, should he penetrate first? Both seemed so inviting with
their beauty lips and well greased rear orifices well displayed.
Their long backs, slim waists and flowing hips resembled the
outline of a violin - something which he
enjoyed playing, though not very expertly. Now, however, he would
have the pleasure of playing very expertly on these two lovely
bodies.

Finally he pointed at
Madeleine and stepped up onto the little stool placed behind
her. With fingers still encased in white
gloves the Gedekli placed the tip of the Imperial Manhood on the
well oiled rear entrance of the young Frenchwoman.

'Push back,' ordered Tulip with a sharp tap of his
cane.

At the same time, the
Sultan thrust forward, gripping the girl's hips. His manhood slipped past her sphincter muscles and
drove up inside her. Oh, what a delicious feeling!

The Sultan looked down on
the Frenchwoman's slender back stretched
out helplessly before him. He reached further forward to feel the
woman's hanging breasts and the nipples that, as was usual in the
harem, had been extended by the black eunuchs binding them at night
with silken threads.

 


'Grip... Release... Grip... Release...' Tulip was ordering,
accompanying each order with a tap of his cane.

Poor Madeleine, scared
stiff by the threat of the cane, was desperately trying to grip and
relax her muscles in time with Tulip's
orders, despite the pain and humiliation of being so degradingly
penetrated up her backside for the first time in her
life.

Biting her lips, she
remembered how the Commander of her Orta, Agha Selim, had impressed
on her that her duty was to give pleasure to her Master
and not to expect any for herself. My
God, she thought, as she wriggled from the pain of the thrusting
Imperial Manhood, there was no question of any pleasure.

'Enough!' ordered the Sultan as he withdrew from the young
Frenchwoman. 'Now let's try the Greek woman. What's her new name?
Ah yes. Anastasia. Well I don't expect that her husband, that
rebellious dog of infidel, will exactly relish the news of her
sodomising by his overlord.'

The duty Gedekli
cleaned the Imperial Manhood with her
mouth. Again oiled it and massaging it to bring it back to
hardness. The Sultan then stepped up onto the stool behind
Anastasia and the Duty Gedekli pointed the Imperial Manhood at
Anastasia's rear entrance.

There was a muffled scream
from under Anastasia's muzzle as once
again the Sultan gave a sudden thrust and penetrated her up her
bottom.

Soon he was alternatively
happily thrusting in and out of her and then keeping still as Tulip
used his cane to make her "milk" him just
he had made Madeleine do.

'Enough!' the Sultan again ordered, wishing to draw out his
intense pleasure - a pleasure that was as much mental as physical.
So it went on for several minutes, with the Sultan alternatively
withdrawing from one woman just before he felt he was about to
climax and then being prepared again by the duty Gedekli girl to
penetrate the other. Finally, he erupted, with a cry of deep
satisfaction, up Anastasia.

With a satisfied sigh, the
Sultan went to the large bed on which he lay back and closed his
eyes. The duty Gedekli crawled up to the side of the bed
and, leaning forward, took the Imperial
Manhood reverently in her mouth to lick it clean.

Meanwhile, alerted by
the Kizlar Aghasi, the white dwarf
eunuch, Shu-shu, had quietly entered the room. He lead in two
pretty young girls, buxom but slim, by leads attached to the rings
on the front of their collars. They too were muzzled and were
dressed in the normal revealing harem dress. But their wrists were
manacled behind their backs.

Their full breasts were
pushing aside their open boleros disclosing nipples that seemed
even more extended than was usual in the harem. The girls were part
of Shu-shu's small team of milkmaids, whose refreshing warm milk
was reserved for the Sultan. They had not been milked for a whole
day and with their hands manacled behind their backs they had been
quite unable to relieve the pressure building up in their ever more
heavily laden breasts.

Shu-shu unfastened their
leads. 'Offer your milk to your Master,'
he ordered.

Sensing an opportunity for
the pressure in their breasts now at last to be eased,
they eagerly ran up to the dozing Sultan's bed
and knelt on either side of him, lowering their breasts down levels
with his mouth as they struggled to keep their balance.

Whilst lower down
the Gedekli was still licking the Imperial
Manhood clean, first one of the milkmaids and then the other
lowered her extended nipples between the Sultan's lips.

Their tiny dwarf overseer
used his cane to emphasise his order 'Let
down your milk!'

The delighted Sultan
reached up and squeezed first one pair of breasts and then the
other to send reinvigorating jets of milk
into his mouth. Meanwhile Tulip had unfastened Madeleine and
Anastasia from the chains that had held them so invitingly bent
over. He coiled them up - ready for the next time.

Then, leaving the girls still
gagged, he made them step over their wrist manacles so that their
hands were now helpless behind their backs. Then, when Shu-shu had
led away his two milkmaids, he made Anastasia and Madeleine lie
down, on either side of the Sultan and facing him.

Yes, Tulip thought, the
Sultan would be able to cushion his head against their breasts
during the night with no risk of these Christian girls being able
to scratch or otherwise harm him - nor,
being muzzled, able to disturb his sleep with their importuning. He
retired to a corner of the room, and stretched out on his
comfortable sleeping mat, cane in hand, ready to obey his Master's
wishes.

Simultaneously, the duty
Gedekli girl similarly stretched out on a sleeping mat, but this
time by the side of the bed. In her hand was a silver jar, ready to
receive the Sultan's liquid wastes should
he wish to ease himself during the night.

 


 



Chapter
8 - The Greek Rebel and His Pretty
Wife

 


'Well, you rebellious dog of an infidel, how did you like
idea of your wife being sodomised by His Highness the Sultan - may
Allah always protect him?'

The speaker was Agha
Turki. He was speaking in simple Greek, which as the Commander of
the Greek Orta he had learned to speak fluently. He was addressing a half naked and unshaven creature, who
was chained by his outstretched wrists and ankles to the front bars
of his dungeon. He was the rebel from Crete. On his back were marks
of the lash and behind him stood a black jailer holding a corbash:
a long black whip of hippopotamus hide.

He indicated a lovely thirty
year old Greek woman with the type of mature body that often
appealed to the Sultan. He was holding her by a lead attached to a
ring on the front of the shiny metal collar locked round her
neck.

She was
Anastasia, the rebel's wife, fetchingly
dressed in the blue and white silken pantaloons, open bolero,
turned up Turkish slippers and little embroidered cap of a
concubine of Agha Turki's Greek Orta. She had been made to raise
her head and grip her manacled hands behind her neck, a position
that made her breasts thrust out past the sides of her open bolero,
disclosing now extended nipples. She wore a black leather muzzle
with two metal bars underneath it that kept her mouth
open.

Secretly watching the
scene, hidden behind a screen, was the gloating figure of
the Sultan. Kneeling at his feet was the
duty Gedekli, once again her hands reaching up to part the Sultan's
robe and to caress the Imperial Manhood.

Holding Anastasia by her
lead, Agha Turki reached down and pulled down her pantaloons to bare her soft plump bottom, with the
marks of Tulip's cane still showing. Moans of protest came from
under her gag.

'Look at your wife's bottom, you infidel rebel, and say that
you are happy that His Highness enjoyed taking her up it...
Well?'

There was a pause and then
Turki is nodded to the black jailer, who slowly raised the corbash
high in the air. Then there was a scream as he brought it down
across the prisoner's back.

'Well?' repeated Agha Turki.

Then again the corbash was
slowly raised and seconds later there was another scream from the
prisoner - matched by another moan from
Anastasia. It was a scene that was repeated several times. Then
finally there was cry from the prisoner.

'All right!'

'Say it!' ordered Agha Turki grimly.

There was a pause.
Again the jailer slowly raised the
corbash.

'Stop!' cried the prisoner. 'Stop! I am happy... that His
Highness... enjoyed taking... sodomising... my wife.'

From behind the screen, the
Sultan again smiled gloatingly.

'And would you like him to sodomise your wife
again?'

Again there was a
pause. Again the jailer slowly raised the
corbash. He cracked it menacingly. Again there was a
cry.

'Yes, yes. I want His Highness to... sodomise... my wife
again.'

Then another black eunuch
stepped forward. It was dreaded figure of Agha Manju, the Agha of
the Curved Bellies. In his hand was his raised cane. He spoke
slowly to emphasis his words. His knowledge of Greek
was only slight but there was no doubting his
meaning.

'Then perhaps, Christian dog, you are also happy to know His
Highness has decided to punish your disloyalty by having your wife
mated with a Black Guard. Yes, she mated in front of you and under
my supervision, to produce a loyal little Moslem
progeny.'

'No! No!'

There were also moans of
horror from behind the woman's
gag

'Yes, His Highness is looking forward to seeing your wife's
belly becoming beautifully curved with black progeny - a sight that
he also wants to share with you.'

'No! No!'

'This news he send back to your village in Crete. It serve as a
warning to any other young men thinking of revolting against
Imperial Ottoman rule.'

'Oh, God! I shall be shamed for ever!'

'Yes,' cut in Agha Turki, 'but you should have thought of
that before so ineffectually trying to lead a revolt. And there's
more: later after she has dropped her black progeny and it has been
taken away to be reared elsewhere, she may have the further honour
of being kept in milk so that she can join His Highness's selected
team of milk maids - with her milk kept for the enjoyment of His
Highness.'

Again there was a moan from
behind the gag.

'Look!' continued Agha Turki. 'See how her nipples have
already been stretched, ready for being offered to His
Highness.'

He laughed cruelly.

'Yes!' then added Agha Manju. 'And perhaps it's time you met
her chosen mate - the father of her future child?'

'No! No!'

Agha Manju now brought forward a
huge black figure. The muscles on his well-oiled torso glistened.
He was naked and his long thick manhood hung down over bulging
testicles.

'This is one of His Highness's favourite Black Guards - a
real giant Dinka from the Soudan. Look, at the splendid manhood
that's going to penetrate and inseminate your wife.'

'God!'

The woman shook her head in
shedder disbelief.

'And look at the size of his testicles. Plenty of seed there
to make a good job of fertilising her. I've used him on other
Christian girls and we've never had a failure.'

The wretched prisoner gasped in
horror.

'And he'll not take her once, but several times to make sure
she does take, whether she likes it or not - and on the days when I
make sure she will be ready to conceive.'

Agha Manju paused to let
them both fully assimilate the import of his words
- and to for the hidden Sultan to enjoy the
scene. Then he turned to Anastasia.

'I hope, woman, you appreciate the honour that His Highness
is bestowing on you: motherhood and the production for your Master
of a strong mulatto that will be raised as a slave on his
estates.'

There was a sob from behind the
gag.

Agha Manju turned
to his colleague, Agha Turki. 'Perhaps,'
he said with a smile, 'we should allow our future mother to embrace
her lover.'

'Excellent!' laughed Turki. He uncovered a little opening in
the front of Anastasia's muzzle.

'Thrust out your tongue,' he ordered, emphasising the order
with a sharp tap of his cane that was rewarded by the tip of a
little pink tongue appearing in the hole in the muzzle. He nodded
approvingly and led Anastasia stumbling, with her pantaloons still
round her ankles, up to the grinning naked Black Guard.

'Stand up on your toes and reach up to kiss your lover,' he
ordered. But Anastasia shrank back in horror. Her manacled hands
pushed away the eager black giant. Agha Turki brought his cane down
twice across her bare bottom.

'Go on,' he ordered.

With a moan of despair Anastasia
obeyed the order.

'Thrust your tongue into your lover's mouth!'

It took another stroke of
his cane before this order was obeyed.
But it had an immediate effect on Dinka. With a roar of delight her
put his hands on her breasts and then pulled her to him.

Still watching, hidden behind
the screen, the Sultan reached down and thrust his manhood into the
waiting mouth of the duty Gedekli. Yes, he was thinking, this the
way that rebellious Christians should be treated.

The black
giant's manhood was now coming into a
huge erection.

'Down on your knees and pay homage to the manhood that will
be inseminating you,' ordered Agha Manju. He reached out and took
Anastasia's lead from Agha Turki, and forced her to kneel.
Anastasia eyes were wide open as she looked with revulsion at the
huge black manhood in front of her.

The Dinka reached down and
taking his erect manhood in his hand, he thrust into the hole in
the muzzle, whilst with his other hand he took hold of her hair to
hold her head quite still. Desperately Anastasia tried to avoid it, but with her mouth held open
by the metal bars, she could not prevent it being thrust down into
her throat.

'Suck!' ordered Agha Manju, raising his cane.

'A pretty scene!' commented Agha Turki to Anastasia's
helpless and shamed husband. 'Yes your wife is eagerly sucking her
lover's manhood - the manhood that will soon be inseminating
her.'

'And immediately afterwards,' added Agha Manju grimly, 'I'll
bring her to you, so that she can show you her beauty lips still
dripping with her black lover's seed, but now carefully sewn up so
that she can't interfere with the fertilising process - not with
her growing progeny.'

Meanwhile the giant Dinka
had been thrusting in and out of Anastasia's soft mouth. With a sudden roar he erupted, his abundant
seed jetting into her and overflowing onto the outside of her
muzzle.

It was sight that, had he not
been so busy sodomising Anastasia and Madeleine the night before,
would have made even the jaded Sultan similarly erupt into the
mouth of the beautiful Gedekli.

'But perhaps next time,' Agha Manju said to the shattered
Anastasia, and repeating it to her horrified husband, 'he wont be
wasting his seed on your mouth but will be jetting it up inside
you, with your body then eagerly ready to conceive. Just think of
that!'

 


 



Chapter
9 - Agha Kasim Surveys a New Recruit

 


It was two days
later - two days after the coach carrying
Miss Helen Hamilton and the two large black eunuchs had, before
dawn, drawn up outside a well guarded side entrance to the Little
Mabeyn.

To keep Helen quiet when
the effect of the chloroform had worn off, the black eunuchs had
given Helen a strong sleeping draught and as a further precaution
had gagged her and manacled her hands. So it was a silent figure
who, seen only by black eunuchs, had been discreetly carried into
the harem. On the instructions of the
Kizlar Aghasi, she was taken to the quarters of the Gedekli and
handed over to the young black eunuch Agha Kasim.

There, still drugged, she
had been undressed and the brass slave collar of the Imperial Harem
had been locked round her slender neck. Then she had been allowed
to sleep until the next day. She was now lying on a couch in the
Gedekli training room, covered only by a sheet, and discreetly
watched over through grille by Agha Kasim's black eunuch boy assistant, Mjo.

Earlier that morning Agha
Kasim had been busy discreetly supervising his girls as they
assisted the Sultan in his morning toilet and then bathed and
dressed him. He had checked the duty roster of his girls, making
sure that suitable girls would be in constant attendance on the
Sultan. Finally he had received back his former Gedekli, Madeleine,
from Agha Selim and had dressed her as a Gedekli again. He had also
connected her two nipple rings with the Gedekli's short connecting chain and had reinserted the
prominent infibulating ring that all Gedekli had to
wear.

Then having checked with Mjo
that Helen was still sleeping soundly, he had entered the Gedekli
training room to inspect his new English recruit.

 


Kasim was young to have
been promoted to Agha. When the Agha of the Gedekli had retired,
Kasim had been appointed to take over. A
feeling of pride flowed through him that the Kizlar Aghasi should
have entrusted this very special slavegirl to his care.

He smiled at the sight of
the diary that he had found in the handbag that she had been
carrying when she had unsuspectingly entered the coach. Earlier he
had, of course, confiscated her passport, address book and
traveller's cheques. She would not need
these now, he had laughingly told Mjo.

Also confiscated had been
a signed photograph of a British naval officer, and one of a pretty blond girl whom he recognised as the
English girl who had recently entered the Court of Innocent
Virgins.

He had at first thought of
confiscating the diary, for no European books were allowed in the
harem. It was their bodies he was interested in, not their minds.
Indeed, the Sultan had ordered that they be kept unaware of events
going on in the word outside the harem and kept occupied with
childish games and embroidery.

Similarly, although the
white women might pick up a little basic Turkish, they were not
allowed to learn to read the Arabic writing in which it was
written. They could not therefore read any Turkish books or
newspapers, nor any of the written orders that the
Kizlar Aghasi issued to his subordinate
Aghas.

However he had relented
about Helen's diary. He saw that it was
in English which he did not understand properly, but it would
doubtless make amusing reading later on for the Sultan as she
recorded her horror at finding herself a slave in his harem. He
would let her keep it.

 


Kasim Agha pulled back the
sheet that was covering Helen's naked
body. Yes, she was certainly a beautiful girl who with her long
dark hair, a fair complexion and above all firm prominent breasts,
would make a fine Gedekli. As the Agha of the Gedekli, he prided
himself on being a good judge of white breasts.

Agha Kasim had heard about the prudery of English virgins,
especially those brought up in a convent. That would make it all
the more be amusing to break her into her new duties. Doubtless she
had never even seen an erect male penis, never mind washed, sucked
and oiled one. Well, she soon would!

He had remembered the
problems he had experienced with another well educated young
European woman: the French former governess, Madeleine. Also coming
from a strict convent background and rather older than the
other Gedekli, she had initially been
shocked and horrified at the degrading and personal duties she shad
been made to perform as a body servant for the Sultan - but the
cane had soon broken her in.

Agha Kasim spoke no English. But as a good former governess,
Madeleine doubtless spoke good English. He had therefore that very
morning had a word with the Commander of her Orta, Agha Selim who
had agreed that he could borrow her back again for a few days to
work again as a Gedekli, chained by the neck to Helen and told to
instruct her in her humiliating duties.

Agha Selim had however
warned Kasim that as soon as Madeleine's
monthly cycle had been properly synchronised with that of
Anastasia, the wife of the Cretan rebel, then they were both going
to be mated. But that could take a little time and meanwhile even
Manju, the rapacious Agha of the Curved Bellies, had said he would
not mind if she reverted to her former duties for a few days -
provided he could control, and keep a close eye on, her monthly
cycle.

 


Still looking down at the
still sleeping Helen, Agha Kasim pulled back the sheet that covered
her and checked that the harem tattoo artist had tattooed the regulation Imperial Crest and Harem number
onto the backs of the sleeping girl's hands.

Even if a girl did somehow
managed to pass through the well guarded walls that surrounded the
Little Mabeyn and joined the veiled and shrouded free women in the
park outside, she would still, on leaving the grounds of the park,
have to show the backs of her hands to
the guards. With no escorting black eunuch to vouch for her, she
would immediately arrested and taken back to the Little Mabeyn
where her furious Agha would give her the thrashing of her
life.

Agha Kasim also checked that she
was fastened to the ring at the top of her couch by a loose chain
locked onto the ring at the back of her brass collar.

But what Kasim was
particular looking at were the girl's
beauty lips which he had ordered Mjo to depilate carefully whilst
the girl still slept. This had thrown into prominence her
protruding sensitive inner lips - something that the black eunuchs
did not like the sight of on a white woman. They would, he told
Mjo, have to be trimmed back so that the outer lips closed
naturally close together - making a long narrow hairless slit, like
that of child.

He reached down and parted
the top of the girl's beauty lips,
disclosing a surprisingly prominent clitoris. He gave a cry of
disgust for this was regarded by the black eunuchs as a sure sign
of frequent masturbation - something that was strictly forbidden in
all Eastern harems, where it treated as tantamount to adultery.
Slavegirls were there to give pleasure to their Master, not give it
to themselves or to each other.

 


 



Chapter
10 - Helen Finds Her Diary

 


Where am I? Why am I
naked? Who undressed me? Where are my clothes? And why are my wrists linked by a short chain? And why am I
fastened to a couch by a chain attached to a collar which seems to
be locked round my neck? How terrifying! Will I ever see the
handsome David Lyons again? I had so hoped that we might be
married.

I've only just woken up, but still feeling very drowsy. But
my precious diary is by my side and I'm quickly writing down my
impressions in it.

I'm all alone in an Eastern-looking room, lying covered by a
sheet. It seems to be a sort of training room. There are bars on
the windows. In the centre of the floor is what looks like a
valuable rug.

The last thing I remember
is being politely led down from the train in the darkness by Ayab
Bey, the Sultan's young equerry. He had
told me that the Sultan wanted to speak to me and that he was
taking me back to the Mavroyenis. Then I was ushered into a waiting
carriage. I have a vague impression of several black men inside the
carriage, apparently wearing formal Stambouline morning coats, but
I remember nothing more. Were they some of the Sultan's black
eunuchs that Maria's old black nurse used to talk about? But what
were doing there?

I can see daylight through
the barred window. It must morning, but I'm still feeling sleepy and I think I must go back to
sleep.

 


Later.

I must have dozed again.
But I'm wide awake again now.

I've just noticed that a crest, like the Imperial Crest that
I had seen everywhere in Constantinople and some Arabic numbers
have been tattooed onto the back of my hands, next to my manacled
wrists. They make me feel like an animal: numbered and permanently
marked with the crest of my owner. My owner? My God, was I now the
slave of the Sultan? But I'm not a slave! I'm a free woman, and an
Englishwoman to boot.

I've just looked under the sheets and saw that someone (who
for Heaven's sake?) has removed all my pubic hair!

And I've been dressed in some blue silken pantaloons. But they
seem more like leggings for they seem to leave my bottom
embarrassingly bare - they are fastened at my hips to a pretty
embroidered belt slung low down over my tummy. How odd!

The leggings also leave me
naked in front, embarrassingly displaying, as my pubic hair has
been entirely removed, my beauty lips -
as I had learned to call them from Maria's old nanny.

Oh my God! What has been
done to me? Have I been tricked and abducted into the Imperial
Harem? Oh my God! I remember how Maria's
black nurse used to say that, once in the harem, a Christian girl
was lost to the outside world. Had my abduction been so cleverly
done that no one will ever know what has happened to me? Have I
just mysteriously disappeared from the Orient Express?

But
there's no time now for any more writing.
I think I can hear footsteps and voices outside the door. I'm
scared stiff.

 


 



Chapter
11 - Helen Gets an Enhanced Cleavage and Learns
Her Fate

 


Suddenly the now wide
awake Helen saw two strong looking young black men come into the
room. She shivered as she saw that they were smartly dressed in
Stambouline morning coats and were carrying long thin whippy canes
with curved handles. They were speaking to each other in what
sounded to be Turkish and in strange
falsetto voices.

'Open your mouth!' Agha Kasim ordered her in
French.

Helen saw that the younger
eunuch, who looked scarcely more than a boy, was now holding what
seemed to be a black leather muzzle with a leather ball on the
inside and two straps attached to the sides.

'No! Get away!' she cried. 'Who are you? Where am I? What
have you done to me? I'm a free Englishwoman and I
demand...'

Her cries were cut off by the
boy thrusting the ball of the muzzle into her mouth. She tried to
struggle and spit it put but the older black man, who seemed to be
in charge, held her down helpless. Then whilst the boy held the
muzzle firmly in place over her mouth, the other man fastened the
straps behind her neck. She was now quite unable to say a word.

Then turning to his boy
assistant, Agha Kasim said in Turkish. 'Mjo, get her up! We need to get her breasts hanging closer
together and you can't do properly when a girl's lying
down.'

The two black eunuchs
lifted Helen up off the couch and set her on her feet under a rope
hanging from a pulley. Again she tried to
struggle, but they were far too strong for her. Her manacled hands
were raised over her head and a hook at the end of the rope was
passed through a ring in the centre of her manacles was fastened to
a hook at the end of the rope. Then her ankles were shackled apart
to rings in the floor.

Little moans came from
under Helen's muzzle as Mjo pulled down
on the rope, raising her up onto her toes. Satisfied, he then
fastened the end of the rope to a cleat in the wall.

Helen was now standing helpless,
still naked and muzzled, held up on her toes with her legs held
wide apart and her manacled hands fastened high raised high above
her head. She blushed as the older of the two eunuchs ran his hand
down over her body.

'Feel these young breasts,' said Kasim to Mjo. 'They're just
what we look for in a Gedekli.'

The boy eunuch felt and weighed
them with a hand that was surprisingly knowledgeable for one so
young. Helen was horrified at being examined like this by a black
boy, but there was nothing she could do.

Mjo nodded in
agreement. 'They'll milk well, too, later
on,' he commented.

'Maybe, but for the present she's going to remain one of my
virginal Gedekli,' replied Kasim angrily, 'and, meanwhile, Agha
Manju and that wretched dwarf of the Sultan's, Shu-shu, can both
keep their hands off her.'

Again the boy eunuch
nodded and, putting one hand in the small of her back to keep her
soft belly thrust out, he ran his other hand over it. Yes, he could
see that that it would look really delightful with a pretty curve
showing well. Undoubtedly the Agha of the Curved Bellies would soon
have his eye on it. Her firm breasts already stood out well and he
could also see that they would similarly attract the attention of
the Sultan's favourite white eunuch dwarf
as a potential future recruit to his team of milkmaids.

There was of course a
natural hostility and rivalry between the Sultan's black eunuchs and his white ones. Experience had shown
that white ones were ineffective as overseers in a harem, being too
soft towards their fellow white charges. Black eunuchs, however,
stood no nonsense from white women and so white ones were used,
rather, as confidential clerks and financial administrators where
their lack of male desire would stop them from trying to amass a
fortune by cheating the Sultan. Like neutered dogs they were
naturally loyal to their Master.

White eunuchs were not
normally allowed into the harem. Shu-shu, as the
Sultan's favourite dwarf, was an
exception.

'They'll look even better,' Agha Kasim added with a laugh,
'when we've given her the same treatment as her future
companions.'

He lifted up a breast and
started to play with its nipple. Despite the girl's moans of protest it soon became hard and erect. He
rubbed a special anaesthetising liquid over it, making Helen give a
little jump, but she had idea what was going to be done to
her.

Agha Kasim let the liquid take
effect and his assistant then handed him a needle which he had
first sanitised by holding it in a flame of a candle.

Carefully, Kasim now drove
the needle through the now desensitised nipple and then threaded
the end of a large slender gold ring through the little hole.
Ignoring the girl's moans of protest, he
then brazed the two ends of the ring permanently together. He
rubbed a little lubricating and healing ointment onto the ring and
pulled it to and fro through the little hole he had
made.

He stood back admiring his
work, thinking how nipple rings so improved the look of a white
woman's breasts. It was now the turn of
Helen's other breast and then he fastened a short light chain to
both nipple rings. This immediately had the effect of making her
breasts hang closer together. Kasim tried out several chains of
slightly different lengths before he was satisfied with the effect
and then brazed it the ends of the chosen one permanently onto the
two rings.

'Her enhanced cleavage,' he murmured with a smile, 'will
make a nice warm little bed for the Imperial manhood as she gets it
ready to penetrate one of his concubines.'

He touched one breast with
his cane. Helen tried to jump away, making her breast swayed to and
fro. Kasim was delighted to see how the nipple chain ensured that
other breast also swayed with
it.

Kasim now raised
his cane menacingly.

'Now, slave, you listen carefully,' he said speaking slowly
in broken French. 'You now slave in harem of His Imperial Highness,
the Sultan.'

'No! No!' Helen tried to cry out from behind her
gag.

'Yes,' she heard the eunuch continue, 'and there's no chance
of escape or rescue. No girls ever escaped from harem and no one
outside will ever know you here. You now secretly locked up in
Sultan's harem. You his slave.'

'No! No!' she tried to cry out.

'And I am Agha Kasim, black eunuch in charge of the
Gedekli.' He pointed to black boy. 'He, Mjo, my assistant. We now
your overseers.'

Helen remembered with a
shudder what Maria's former black nurse
had told her about the cruel black eunuchs who ruled Moslem harems.
How ghastly!

'And,' he went on, 'you now never again talk to, or even
see, any man close up - other than the Sultan, now your Master and
owner, and us, your black eunuch overseers.'

Again there were more muffled
cries and shakes of the head. The Sultan was now her Master? And
owner! And she would never see another man again? No! No! And this
horrible black eunuch really was in charge of her. My God!

But the black eunuch had not
finished.

'And you now a Maid of Honour of His Highness. Think of that
and feel proud. Very proud!'

Oh, thought Helen, so she
was going to be a sort of Lady in Waiting. Well, well, perhaps it
won't be so bad after all.

She was soon to be
disabused of that notion.

 


 



Chapter
12 - An Introductory Thrashing

 


'Soon I start explaining your duties as one of His
Highness's virgin body slaves, his Gedekli,' said Agha Kasim in
broken French. 'He like being attended on by beautiful white
virgins. But first I give you twenty strokes of my cane, in case
you get ideas above your station as a mere slave.'

She was going to beaten, to be
caned! No one had ever beaten her. And by this muscular-looking
black eunuch! She began to tremble with fear.

'Yes, twenty strokes of my cane.'

Twenty strokes! But why? What
had she done wrong?

'Twenty strokes make you a good girl in future,' smiled Agha
Kasim, as if talking to a child. 'Then you won't get another
beating, will you?'

He paused

'You have good look at cane,' he continued the black eunuch
in his broken French. 'It is sign of my authority over you. From
now on you fear it more than anything else in your
life.'

She saw that it was flexible and
made of a long bamboo rattan. It had a curved handle. It had a
silver tip at the end.

'Only Aghas have canes with silver tips,' explained Kasim
proudly. 'And after good caning from me, you soon realise you now
nothing but a slave - and under my orders. Yes, twenty strokes.
Five strokes on breasts, five on belly and five on bottom - and
five... well, that will be a little surprise!'

What! Helen shook her head in
horrified disbelief.

'Yes,' went on Agha Kasim, 'twenty strokes to make you
realise that from now on you exist only to worship the holy body of
the Padishah, the Shah of Shahs, the Allah's Shadow on Earth and in
particular the Imperial Manhood.'

The Shadow of Allah on
Earth? Did he mean the Sultan? Worship the Sultan's body? But how? And what did this black man mean by the
Imperial Manhood, thought the still innocent Helen.

'And you just remember: the slightest hesitation in you
doing your duty, or one word of protest, and you'll get not twenty
strokes of my cane, but thirty. Yes, thirty for insulting His
Highness. Think of that.'

Thirty strokes of this
black brute's cane! She would do anything
rather than risk that.

The black overseer then
came behind her whilst his assistant eased the rope that kept Helen
stretched up. She dropped back onto her
heels. But her feeling of relief was short lived. The assistant
first made her step over her manacles so that her hands were held
behind her back, and then took her over to a strong-looking wooden
stock. She was too frightened to offer any resistance.

Pointing with his cane, he
indicated to her to kneel own on the floor with her back to the
stocks, which had two pairs of matching holes, one low down to hold
her ankles and one higher up to hold her manacled wrists behind her
back. Deftly he closed the lower pair of holes round her ankles and
locked the lower stocks together. Then he pulled the arms of the
kneeling girl back and fastened the higher pair of matching holes
round her wrists.

Helen was now held
kneeling and pulled back slightly back by wrists, leaving her full
breasts thrust out and well displayed -
and below them her soft tummy.

Kasim came and felt her breasts
and then her belly, making his assistant pull her wrists back
further so that she was leaning back even more, making her breasts
thrust out even more in front of her.

He stood to one sided and raised
his cane. He took careful aim and the brought it down across the
tops of her quivering breasts. She screamed under her muzzle as a
line of fire seemed to stretch right across her breasts, making her
shiver her shoulders.

How, she wondered, could she
possibly stand any more strokes there? But she knew she would have
to.

'See how her breasts bounce and judder,' remarked Agha Kasim
casually to his assistant who eased her wrists slightly. He let
wriggle helplessly in pain for a full minute. The he nodded to his
assistant, who pulled her arms back again.

Four times the cane came
slowly down, each time leaving another weal across her breasts
above the nipples. Each time there was
another muffled scream - and more wriggling.

'Now for belly,' Kasim said. Again his assistant pulled
Helen's arms back and putting his hand in the small of her back
made her thrust out her tummy.

Again Kasim took careful
aim but this time lower down. Again here was whistling noise as he
brought his cane down across her belly, leaving a long red weal.
Again there was a muffled scream and again much wriggling.
Four more strokes slowly followed.

'Now get her bent over,' Kasim instructed his assistant, who
released the girl from the stocks. He made her step back again over
her manacles so that her hands were now in front of her and led her
over to where a bar was held by two triangular supports. There was
a black line on the floor.

'You keep feet behind line,' he ordered, waving his cane
menacingly. 'And you bend over and reach forward to grip
bar.'

Hesitantly she bent forward and
gripped the bar with her manacled hands. The boy then strapped her
wrists to it. She was now held bending over

'Up on toes!' the black boy ordered harshly, enforcing his
order with a sharp tap of his cane that made Helen jump. 'Raise
bottom in air! You stay like that or you get extra
strokes.'

Helen felt terrified and
utterly humiliated. Never in all her life had she been caned
- and certainly not by a black man. Moreover,
she realised as she raised her bottom, she was now displaying her
beauty lips to this awful young black eunuch. She also realised
that her cutaway leggings would give her bare tummy and bottom no
protection at all.

Suddenly she felt
Kasim's hand on her tummy.

'Up a little bit more. That's better! Now I give you first
stroke.'

There was whistling noise
behind her and then again she felt a line of fire, this time across
her bottom. Again she screamed behind her gag but this time was
able to raise first one foot and then the other to
ease the pain. How could she ever stand another
four strokes? She longed to beg for mercy, but her gag kept her
silent.

Kasim watched her wriggling with
the pain with amused contempt. How wonderful it was for him, a
simple black boy from the African bush, to be able to beat a white
woman.

'Back in position!' he ordered. 'Up on toes...
properly!'

He kept her waiting for
half a minute - for the purpose of this,
her initial beating, was not only to put the fear of God into her
but also to make her feel utterly degraded in being beaten by a
black man.

'Get her properly back in position,' Kasim said to his young
assistant.

The boy put his hand under her
belly.

'Get bottom up and thrust back for cane.'

Feeling utterly humiliated,
Helen thrust her bottom back.

'Two!' Agha Kasim suddenly called out. Again there was the
whistling noise, again the line of fire across her bottom. Again
she danced on her toes in pain.

Again there was a long pause.
Again she was made to assume just the right position.

Then the boy raising his own
cane and took the place of Agha Kasim.

'And you learn to fear me too,' he said. 'Three!'

Several times he swished his
cane through the air, and each time he laughed he saw Helen
clenching her buttocks.

Then suddenly he brought it down
across her immediately below the marks left by his superior.

Moments later Mjo
cried: 'Four!' and again there was a
whistling noise as, grinning happily, the boy brought his cane down
across the white woman's bottom. This was followed by 'Five!' and
another whistling noise as Mjo used the cane to make a pretty
ladder effect down Helen's bottom and the backs of her
thighs.

'Now for something different!' announced Kasim with a cruel
smile. 'The last five strokes will be with the
bastinado!'

The bastinado? What was that Helen wondered. She was soon to
learn.

 


 



Chapter
13 - The Bastinado!

 


Helen was left to recover for a
couple of minutes. Then Kasim came round and faced her.

'Now, you going to be good girl and keep silent if I remove
gag?'

Dumbly she nodded, eying the
cane nervously.

'Or you want another fifteen strokes?'

Desperately she shook her
head. She would do anything now not to risk another
thrashing - even though, she realised,
these strong young blacks had not used all their strength. She
shuddered at the thought of what might have happened if they
had.

'Right then!'

She saw Kasim gesture to his
assistant to unfasten her gag and release her from the stocks. Oh
the relief! She wanted to protest, to ask why she was here and what
was going to happen to her. But she did not dare to say one word.
All she did was to put one manacled hand up to her aching breasts
and the other behind her to ease the pain in her well striped
bottom.

She was led over to what seemed
to be a curtain covering a strangely shaped hinged grille, in what
seemed to be a small hole in the wall. In front of the grille was
high, cushioned covered, stool, on which Helen was made to kneel
with her manacled hands now fastened behind her back. She felt her
ankles being fastened close together in a sort of stocks.

Then the soles of her feet were
covered with thick grease. She tried to wriggle them away.

'You thank me for grease in a few minutes,' she heard Agha
Kasim say.

Mjo then pulled back the
curtain and raised the grille. Helen heard the sound of
girls' voices, but then suddenly her
head, and the naked top of her body, was thrust through the hole in
the wall.

She felt the grille being
lowered over her slender waist, very effectively locking her in
position with her breasts hanging down below her. She could now
neither move forwards nor backwards and with her hands fastened
behind her back was held quite helpless. She must, she realise a
trophy fastened to the wall, as she had seen back in England. But
instead of the head of stag or a tiger, it was the head and
shoulders of a pretty girl.

Raising her head she was
astonished to see that she was now looking into what seemed to be a
harem resting room with half a dozen
scared but very pretty white girls up kneeling up on big, brightly
coloured leather cushions. One girl seemed rather older. They were
beautifully made up in the Turkish fashion with their eyes out
lined in black kohl. They were all looking at her, with their hands
raised to their mouths in a gesture of horror.

But none of them spoke a
word and Helen saw the reason for their silence: standing quietly
in the corner of the room and watching
the girls was another, older black eunuch - also carrying a
cane.

Helen saw the girls were all
naked to the waist. Like her, their bare breasts were all being
kept hanging artificially close together by a chain linking their
nipples.

Were these the other Gedekli,
her future companions?

They all were dressed in
turned-up Turkish slippers, white gloves, matching little tasselled
caps on the side of their heads, and silken leggings, suspended
from a gold embroidered belt round their waists.

Behind each of the kneeling girls' bare bottoms, a pretty
coloured plume of long peacock feathers stood up, spread out behind
her in a half circle like a large fan - just like, she realised,
like those displayed by a male peacock. It was, she realised, a
very beautiful sight.

Clearly the girls were evidently
taking great care to keep their bottoms raised as they knelt up on
their cushions, so as not to crush these beautiful feathers. But
what was supporting the feathers? Surely not the gold belt?

Looking round hesitantly
at the black eunuch, as if seeking his approval, first the older
girl, and then the other ones, rose and came over towards her,
calling out little murmurs of sympathy, their peacock feathers swaying entrancingly behind their bare
bottoms.

But that was not all for
through the lower end of each of these slits was a large black iron
ring that stuck out prominently and which was matched by an
equally prominent oval-shaped circle line
painted in black kohl on the smooth skin around the outer lips -
rather like their black outlined eyes.

Astonished she saw that
the base of the swaying peacock's
feathers were attached to a black leather plug. And this plug
seemed to have been inserted - oh no - up their bare
bottoms.

She scarcely knew which
was more shocking: the nipple chains, the iron rings and pained
black circle or the peacock feathers stuck up their bottoms.
Certainly, all three were most striking - if not
beautiful. But poor girls! And how awful for the bodies of lovely
girls to be treated in this way - just for the delight of one
man.

The girls surrounded her
immobilised torso, stroking her cheeks pityingly and whispering to
her to be brave she was given the bastinado.

'It will hurt terribly,' warned the older looking girl in
perfect French.

The bastinado? That strange word again. Helen was about to ask
what they meant, but before she could say a word, she suddenly
heard a whistling noised coming through the lowered grill from the
room next door. The next second there as a burning pain - not, as
before, across the cheeks of her exposed bottom, but across the
sales of her tendered but well greased feet.

The pain was excruciating
and she screamed out aloud, making the watching girls silently
exchange commiserating glances. So this was the bastinado: being thrashed on the tender soles of the
feet.

'Silence!' came Agha Kasim's voice through the grille. 'Or
you get ten extra strokes.' Remembering his earlier threat, Helen
bit her lips. But quite apart from the pain there was also the
humiliation of being thrashed in front of these other girls. Or,
she wondered, was she merely being used as a way of terrifying them
and ensuring their future obedience?

But her thoughts were
interrupted by another stroke. Desperately she tried to smother her
cry of anguish, only to give way to hoarse scream as the girls,
trying to be kind, went on patting her cheeks.

Finally the last of five
strokes was applied and Helen felt her ankles being released. Then the grille was lifted up and she was
pulled back, collapsing onto the floor and rubbing the aching soles
of her feet.

'You lucky this time we put grease on soles of feet,' Agha
Kasim told her. 'Next time no grease and you no walk for a week -
just crawl.'

Oh my God, Helen thought.
She felt utterly broken.

The two eunuchs left her
for a few minutes to ease the pain. Then they put her feet aching
into little blue up-turned Turkish slippers like those she had seen
the other girls wearing. The colour of the slippers matched her
blue silken leggings. Then they pinned a pretty blue embroidered
cap slightly on one side of her head, leaving her long shiny dark
hair hanging down over her shoulders. Her
dress was completed by a pair a white gloves - and that was
all.

'You now dressed as Gedekli. Time you learn more of your
duties. Then I let you rest again on couch, before taking you to
meet your companions. Now listen carefully...'

 


 



Chapter
14 - Helen Again Resumes Her Diary

 


I just
can't believe it!

Oh what a terrifying time
I have had. For the first time in my life I have been caned. Yes,
me a grown woman, caned like a naughty child. To make it worse, I
was not caned by another woman but a man: my terrifying black
eunuch overseer, Agha Kasim - and also by
a mere black boy, his assistant Mjo. And even worse was the
bastinado.

And all this just to make
me frightened of not showing real eagerness in carrying out my
future duties as a Gedekli - no matter
how degrading.

I can hardly bear to think
about it, never mind confide it all to my diary. It was all too
shame-making - and the pain was quite
awful. But I shall now certainly be a good little special slave -
one the Sultan's Gedekli. It may sound rather grand being a Maid of
Honour but there seems little honourable about the dreadful
duties.

Two days ago I was a happy
free English girl, half wondering whether a handsome young officer
of the Royal Navy was going to propose to me. Now I'm a mere slavegirl in the Sultan's harem and one of
his Gedekli.

Agha Kasim told me how
the Gedekli were Christian virgin girls
and are responsible, not only for the Sultan's personal laundry,
but also for his personal hygiene. Always wearing our white gloves
so that our infidel hands did not touch the holy Imperial Body, we
have to dress and undress him, scent him and even wash and dry him
in his bath, paying particular attention to the Imperial
Manhood.

'You, like good European Christian virgin, also learn to
worship Imperial Manhood - it your God' Kasim told me in his quite
good French.

I learned that the Gedekli
are also "responsible for arousing the
Imperial Manhood before he takes one of his concubines and making
sure that it is properly erect - and for washing it afterwards."
I'm not quite sure what this means, for I've never even seen a
human "manhood", never mind "an erect one". Such things were never
been mentioned by the nuns.

Even worse was when
I learned that one of them had always to
be present, day and night, ready to direct his liquid wastes into a
silver bowl held by her between her bare breasts.

All that was bad enough but I
was horrified to learn that we also have to accompany him to the
Turkish style loo, down on the floor, when he relieves himself. We,
reverently, have to wash him afterwards with our hands, so that he
is spotlessly clean. Reverently! How, I kept wondering, could I
ever bring myself to carry out such a task?

'And you get twenty strokes of cane if Sultan not feel you
do task properly and respectfully,' Kasim added, as if anticipating
my horror.

It was a threat, I knew, that
would indeed now make me carry these horrible duties diligently and
reverently.

I can't help thinking about my great friend Jane. It was strange
that I never any replies to the letters I wrote to her. But, how
lucky she was that her guardian would not allow her to come out
with me and stay with Maria. If she had, then she, too, might have
ended up here as a slavegirl in the Sultan's harem.

 


 



Chapter
15 - Helen Learns the Ropes

 


'Now you meet your companions,' said Kasim, leading Helen
into the room where she had seen the other girls whilst she was
being bastinadoed.

There he replaced his cane
with a long carriage whip, like that used by the ringmaster in a
circus. He cracked it twice - there was
noise like two pistol shots.

Immediately the half a dozen
kneeling girls jumped up and started to prance round the room,
running one behind the other, their manacled hands clasped behind
their necks and their bouncing breasts kept artificially close
together by the chains linking their nipples. Their display of
erect peacock feathers swayed behind each of their bare bottoms
whilst their black infibulation rings stuck out in front of them.
Above the rings, their exposed outer beauty lips lay closed
together like the slits of little girls, with no sign of any
protruding inner lips.

They were raising their knees
high in the air, their eyes looking straight ahead. Occasionally
they would glance nervously at the long whip held by our black
overseer.

Kasim cracked his whip
again. 'Knees up high!' he warned. 'That
what His Highness like see.'

He turned to Helen.
'You go join end of line,' he said. 'Hands
behind neck and knees raised high - or you get whip.'

Scared stiff she joined the line
of prancing girls, feeling like a performing animal.

The long whip snaked
warningly round Helen's hips. 'Get knees
up more! Lean back!'

Terrified, she strained to raise
her knees yet higher. Finally they were halted and allowed to
kneel, panting, on the carpet. Then leaving his assistant to watch
over us girls from the corner of the room, Kasim turned on his
heels and went outside.

'You may talk - quietly,' announced young Mjo in a
self-important voice.

 


Once again the other girls all
crowded round Helen.

Soon they were all asking
each other a myriad of questions in simple French. But whereas the
girls wanted to hear news of the outside
world, Helen wanted to know about the Sultan - and about their
black eunuch overseer and whether what he had told her about her
future, apparently dreadful duties, was really true.

'But surely he can't expect a girl to wash and clean his...
manhood.'

'Oh yes my Master does, and expects you to worship it as
well,' replied Madeleine, the slightly older but still very pretty
girl whom Helen had noticed earlier. She was speaking in good
English, with an attractive French accent. 'And oil it before he
takes one of his slavegirls.'

'Oh how dreadful!' exclaimed Helen.

'Shush!' whispered Madeleine with a sideways glance at the
Mjo. Helen saw that he was playing with his cane - running
solicitously through his fingers the horrible instrument that had
played such a leading part in her thrashing. 'The slightest
criticism of the regime in the harem - and you'll get us both
beaten.'

Scared stiff, Helen
relapsed into silence for a moment. But,
oh the joy of being able to speak to some one again in English!
'You speak English!' she cried out. 'Where it did you learn
it?'

'I was a governess before being brought here and all
governesses, even French ones, are expected to be able to teach
English,' she replied, leading Helen to sit down with her on a
large coloured leather cushion.

'Oh poor you,' murmured Helen solicitously,

'Yes we're both now helpless European slaves of...' she
looked and say that Mjo was still in earshot '... our illustrious
Master.' Then she added in whisper: 'I had to submit to him two
days ago.'

'Oh no!'

'Oh yes, and it was horrible. But, listen, I've now been
temporarily sent back to being a Gedekli again, specially so as to
teach you the ropes. We're going to be chained together by the neck
so that you can see just what I have to do, and then copy me, until
you can obediently do it all perfectly. If you don't then we'll
both be beaten'

Helen caught her breath in
horror.

'I think,' said Madeleine, handing Helen a piece of paper
printed in Turkish in Arabic script on one side and in French on
the other, 'that first of all I should give you the Harem Rules.
You'll be expected to obey them and the black eunuchs enforce them
rigorously.'

Horrified, Helen read:

 


HAREM RULES

WARNING TO NEW CONCUBINES

You are now the personal
property of His Imperial Majesty who has the authority to use you
for any purpose he wishes, to dispose of you as he thinks best and
has power of life and death over you.

The Black Eunuchs are your
superiors. They are your overseers, your supervisors and your
trainers. In the Imperial Harem they have the authority of the His
Imperial Majesty and are responsible for enforcing discipline.

You must always
call a Black Eunuch "Sir"
except for His Highness the Kizlar Aghasi whom you must always call
"Your Highness".

If you ever
fail to show the utmost respect to a Black Eunuch, answer him back,
treat him with dumb insolence, fail to coming running when called
or are slow to obey an order,
then you will be punished for Impertinence to a Superior. The
punishment for a first offence is six strokes of the cane, and for
a repeated offence twelve.

You must keep yourself pure for
your Master, His Imperial Majesty. He is now your only source of
physical pleasure. Any attempt to give yourself or other women
pleasure will be treated as Unfaithfulness to His Imperial Majesty.
The punishment for a first offence is twenty strokes of the cane
and for a repeated offence you will be reported to His Imperial
Majesty for punishment as he may decide.

You will always
refer to His Highness as "our
Master" and never as "the Sultan"

You must at all times be in the
presence of a supervising black eunuch. If you are ever found
alone, or alone with another woman other than Kadin or Kalfa, then
you will be reported for Unfaithfulness.

 


'What's a Kadin,' asked Helen.

'They're our Master's four favourite concubines, the mothers
of his sons and the nearest thing to a wife. But, notice that even
they are subject to the discipline of the all powerful Kizlar
Aghasi and his Aghas.'

'And the Kalfas?'

'Well, traditionally they used to be the rivals in authority
of the black eunuchs and being women were kinder to us white
slavegirls. But since the death of the Sultan's mother, the last
Sultana Valideh, the Kizlar Aghasi has swept them aside and given
more power to the...' again she looked round to make that she could
not be overheard, '... the dreadful black eunuchs - and they really
enjoy treating us so cruelly.'

'Oh!'

There was a long pause.

Then, remembering something else
that the Agha had said, Helen could no longer contain myself.

'But surely,' she whispered blushing, 'we don't really have
to go with the Sultan to the... bathroom?'

'Oh, yes, we do - and when he wants to relieve himself,
too,' came the uncompromising reply.

'But that's horrible!'

'Maybe - but do you really want to get another twenty
strokes from our Agha? And thirty the next time!'

'Oh,' gasped Helen, dismayed. 'So it's true!'

'Yes indeed, and when he snaps his fingers twice that's the
signal for you to run behind him into the toilet, take off your
white gloves and kneel down behind him, hold his buttocks apart and
then get ready to wash him clean with your fingers.'

'Oh no!'

'Yes, and then you'll have to finish him off with your
tongue - inside and out.'

'Oh, no!

'Oh, yes!' Madeleine replied yet again. 'And if you show the
slightest hesitation, he'll tell Agha Kasim to thrash you. I know
because at first I just couldn't bring myself to do it, not even
for the Shadow of Allah on Earth.'

There was a long pause.
Finally Helen asked: 'But how long will I
have to work as Gedekli?'

'Usually for several months: until he decides he wants to
take your virginity. There's no escape.'

'Then what happens?'

'Then, like me, you leave the Gedekli and return, as a
concubine, to your parent Orta, to start a new Calvary.'

The shock was too much
for Helen and she burst into
tears.

'I see that you have not yet been trimmed and infibulated,'
she murmured sympathetically. 'Nor, I expect cut. That'll be next
thing they'll do you.'

'But why?'

Like most well brought-up
young girls in the Victorian era, Helen
had little idea of the pleasure of sexual intercourse, though
secret masturbation had given her a foretaste of it.

'They call it putting a girl into a permanent state of
Salat, or purity.'

'Purity?'

'Yes, the Turks and their black eunuchs have a horror of a
frustrated slavegirl being able to masturbate secretly behind heir
backs. They regard masturbation as a form of adultery and of a girl
being unfaithful to her Master.'

Masturbate! The very word made
Helen blush remembering on the one hand, the terrible warnings of
the nuns and, on the other, the great pleasure she secretly gave
regularly to herself.

'Well, like me and the other girls here, you soon won't be
able to give yourself any more pleasure.'

Just then Agha Kasim came
back into the room. He had taken off his black Stambouline morning
coat and was now wearing a surgeon's
smock over his waistcoat. His hands were encased in white rubber
surgical gloves and Helen was horrified to see that he was carrying
what seemed to be a shiny metal dish containing gleaming surgical
instrument.

Silently he beckoned to
Helen.

'I think he's come to do you now,' Madeleine whispered. 'Be
brave! Remember that there's nothing you can do about it and that
all the Christian girls in the harem have been done too. At least
the black eunuchs are skilled at it - and experienced.'

 


 



Chapter
16 - Debased!

 


Once again Helen was
kneeling on a cushion with her head and shoulders thrust through
the hole in the wall. But this time she was gagged and her manacled
hands were not fastened behind her back but had been brought
forward by the elderly black eunuch and fastened in front of her,
pulling her forward and holding her still. Then the black eunuch
thrust a lotion down Helen's throat,
which quickly made her feel drowsy.

This time, too, the
cushion was much higher and her ankles had been tied well apart so
that her intimacies were more on display than ever.
Feeling increasingly drowsy Helen could hear
Agha Kasim and the young Mjo laughing behind the screen, behind her
bare bottom. They were talking in Swahili, the lingua franca used in
East Africa, from whence came the black eunuchs of the Ottoman
Empire.

She tried in vain to close her legs. Agha Kasim smiled. He
liked a Gedekli to be coy and virginal - and so did the Sultan,
which was what mattered.

 


Agha Kasim parted the
girl's outer beauty lips and fixed
forceps to them to hold them apart. Then he rubbed an
anaesthetising liquid along the exposed inner lips.

'Now watch carefully,' he said to young Mjo. 'One day you'll
be an Agha too, and will be responsible for "doctoring" your new
Christian slavegirls.'

Then using a carefully
sterilised scalpel and surgical scissors he quickly snipped off the
sensitive protruding edges, rubbing an astringent lotion along them
to stop any bleeding. There were little muffled moans from Helen
from the other side of the screen that had been lowered over her
waist.

He then tickled the clitoris of
the drowsy girl until it was well engorged. Watched by an excited
Mjo, he bound its base with silken thread, making it even more
prominent larger. Picking up a little guillotine he expertly
inserted the sensitive tip of the clitoris.

Then suddenly he released
the guillotine - and snipped it off, just
as he had previously done to the other Gedekli girls in his charge.
Again there were only a few drops of blood.

It had been such a simple little operation, well within the
capability of a well trained eunuch like Agha Kasim. Indeed the
Aghas not only prided themselves on their skill, but also much
enjoyed the feeling of revenge on a member of the arrogant white
race.

Picking up a large needle, Agha Kasim made a hole in each of
the girl's outer lips below the entrance to her virginity; just as
earlier he had made little holes in her nipples.

But this time it was not a
slender gold rings that he inserted through the holes, but a large
black iron infibulation ring that jutted out prominently from her
now well displayed beauty lips and which held the outer lips
closed. Helen's transformation was
complete and like the other Gedekli, her infibulation rings would
ensure that she remained a virgin - until the Sultan decided
otherwise.

Agha Kasim smiled as he
thought how this girl Helen would no longer be able to seek the
forbidden joys of masturbation. To her dismay when secretly pushing
her finger down under the infibulation ring, to find her lovely
clitoris, all that she would now find was a little scar. Yes, it
was only a tiny operation, but one that
had a dramatic effect on a slavegirl.

Now she could only find
pleasure when actually penetrated by her Master's manhood, something that later on as a concubine she
would find herself longing for. It was a longing that would make
her desperate to catch the Sultan's eye. But meanwhile, as a
Gedekli, her beauty lips would be kept carefully ringed to protect
her virginity.

He smiled again as he ran his
hand along beauty lips held closed by the big infibulation ring.
Yes, they were held closed tightly enough to prevent her from
getting at the hymen that would be kept for the Sultan to break
through and yet loose enough to allow her natural wastes to slip
through between them.

 


 



Chapter
17 - Helen Find Out What Has Been Done to
Her

 


Several minutes later,
feeling less drowsy, I was released. Kasim Agha held me by the arm
proudly pointed a wall mirror. I gasped
as I saw how my beauty lips had been pierced by a big black iron
ring that keeps them close together but not so tightly as to
prevent me spending a penny.

'Oh my God,' I tried to call out under my gag, 'what have
you black brutes done to me?'

But my muffled dries of dismay
were greeted with cruel laughter from the two black eunuchs.

They then encouraged me to
explore further with my manacled hands.

I still felt very sore, but I
managed to push my little finger down under the ring to find my
secret and very precious little beauty bud. To my horror, I could
find nothing. Nothing at all!

It was a discovery that was
greeted with more cruel laughter by the odious Agha Kasim and his
horrible little assistant.

 


 



Chapter
18 - Helen Has a Taste of Her New
Duties

 


It is now a morning several days
later.

The day before, chained by
the neck to Madeleine, I had to take my place amongst the girls
attending on the Master as he took his morning. Each holding a
large Turkish towel and a bar of scented soap in outstretched
hands, we had to prance into the bathroom in a line, one behind the
other, our bare breasts and peacock feather tails swaying prettily,
whilst Agha Kasim cracked his whip to
make sure we raised our knees high in the air.

Oh how ashamed I
felt - me, a proud English girl, being
made to act like a performing animal.

The Sultan was lying back
in the warm bath discussing the forthcoming day's programme with a large black eunuch, whom I recognised
as the Kizlar Aghasi, the dreaded ruler of the harem.

It was the first time I had seen
him since the Ball. Then I had been a beautifully dressed free
girl. Now I was just another half naked slavegirl.

The Sultan ignored me as I
had to take my turn in running my soapy hand over the
Sultan's body. He just continued to talk
to the Kizlar Aghasi, who was evidently his confidant. Suddenly he
stood up. Horrified, I saw for the first time what I had learned to
call the Imperial Manhood - the manhood that above everything else
we Gedekli, the Servants of the Imperial Manhood, have to serve and
worship. I blushed as I had to follow Madeleine in washing
it.

It's astonishing to think that this manhood it is the reason
for all this large and complex harem of pretty Christian girls and
their black eunuch overseers. No manhood, no harem! No wonder it
has its own servant girls.

Still talking to
his chief black eunuch, my Master as I
must now call him stepped out of the bath and was carefully dried
by us Gedekli. Then we had to dress and bring him his breakfast, on
our knees. As I knelt at the feet of the Sultan holding up a tray
of sweetmeats, above my bare breasts, I was very conscious of the
plug up my bottom, similarly holding up the fan of my pretty
peacock feathers swaying humiliatingly behind my bottom - like
those of the other Gedekli girls.

I could not help thinking what
my dear friend Jane would think if she could see me now. Thank
Heavens she is still in England and blissfully unaware of what has
happened to me.

My thoughts also often
turned to that handsome young naval officer, David
Lyons, with I had had such as romantic
flirtation here in Constantinople. I had even had thoughts of
perhaps marrying him. It was so frustrating to think to think that
he was still free, outside the walls of the Yildiz Palace, unaware
that I was locked up inside it. I was now the secret pleasure slave
and property of a cruel Turk more than old enough to be my father.
Clearly I would never see my David again.

As the Sultan
ate, still talking to the Kizlar Aghasi, he
would toss a little tit bit to one of us, as a man might throw a
little biscuit to a grateful dog, or would reach down and feel a
swaying breast. None of us, of course, dared to move or say a
word.

Suddenly I felt his hand
on one of my ringed nipples. Terrified of getting the
bastinado again, I bit my lips to prevent myself
from crying out. I heard him say something to the Kizlar Aghasi. I
don't know what it was, but since then Agha Kasim has started to
bind my nipples with silent thread to make them stick out more
prominently.

Then the
Kizlar Aghasi withdrew, salaaming respectfully,
and he strode to his adjoining study, followed by the Gedekli on
duty, crawling behind him on all fours, her fan of peacock feathers
spread out behind her bottom.

But if that was degrading
enough, what happened earlier next morning was far worse, for I was
on toilet duty.

Madeleine and I were
kneeling by the Sultan's own Turkish
toilet, naked to the waist and chained together by the neck. For
once our peacock feathers had been removed. Silently we awaited our
hated but still sleeping Master. Another girl had been in
attendance in his bedroom all night.

I was thinking of the degrading
things I would have to do. The presence of Agha Kasim, standing in
the corner and impatiently tapping his dreaded caned against the
palm of his hand, made me trembling with fear at the punishment
that awaited me if I showed any hesitation in carrying them out.
And moreover, as poor Madeleine keeps telling me, she will also be
thrashed if the Sultan is not pleased with my services.

We could see through the
open door into the Sultan's adjoining
sumptuous bedroom. I saw him wake up and wave to the young black
eunuch on duty to take away the two pretty concubines still lying
in his bed. Then he strode into the bathroom.

Impatiently the Sultan snapped
his fingers. Madeleine nudged me in the ribs and handed me silver
jug. Nervously I edged myself forward with Madeleine by my side. It
was the first time that I had ever had to anything like this.

Madeleine reached up and
parted the Sultan's sleeping robe,
nodding to me to put my free hand into it. Horrified I touched the
Imperial Manhood that I now had to serve and worship. I knew that
the Gedekli on duty during the night would have had to use her
mouth and tongue to clean it each time that he had used one of the
concubines, but even so I was still repelled by it.

Biting my lips and shaking with
fear, I gently pointed it into the silver jug, just as I had
rehearsed doing under the critical eye of young Agha Kasim.

The Sultan looked down. I
think he must have recognised my fair complexion as that of the
English orphan girl whose abduction he had authorised. So I could
imagine him thinking: this is my new English
Gedekli's first day on duty! Anyway I
could see that he was smiling in a cruel, self satisfied, way as he
spent into the jar. Agha Kasim had told me that I was here to
enable the Sultan to get his mental revenge on the despised British
Ambassador.

Again he snapped his
finger - this time twice. I bit my lip as
I recognised the signal. Hastily I followed Madeleine in taking off
my white gloves. Then, helped by me, Madeleine held back his
sleeping robe as, standing on the raised steps in the middle of the
porcelain Turkish toilet, he lowered himself down over the sluice
whist we knelt dutifully behind him.

Then to my horror,
Madeleine held back one cheek and gestured to me to hold back the
other. I simply can't bring myself to
describe what then happened - right in front of me and Madeleine.
But worse followed, when that was over. Wetting our hands under the
little tap on the side of the porcelain loo, Madeleine and I had to
use our fingers to clean the Sultan from behind. It was horrible.
But once again worse was to follow - for hardly had we started our
horrible task when the Sultan again impatiently snapped his
fingers.

Shocked I saw Madeleine,
again part the Master's buttocks - but
this time, gesturing to me to do the same, she pressed her face
between them and started to lick. I simply could not do it. But
then I thought of the threat of twenty strokes and of the
bastinado... Seconds later my little tongue joined that of
Madeleine. It was disgusting but I made myself do it.

I heard the Sultan say
something to my watching Agha. Seconds later I felt a sharp tap on
my bottom from Agha Kasim's
cane.

'Get your tongue right up inside your Master,' he
ordered.

Driven by the cane I somehow
managed to obey. It was just too dreadful.

Finally the Sultan,
cleaned and dried, stood up. We let his robe slip down again. Still
kneeling, I saw the Sultan gesture towards me and nodded in an
approving way to Agha Kasim. I saw Agha
Kasim smile back and lower his cane. I felt like a little dog that
had satisfactorily performed a new trick.

 


 


19 - Helen Attends on the Sultan as He Takes His
Pleasure

 


It is several days later
and, and still chained by the neck to poor Madeleine, I am still
learning my duties as a Gedekli -
attending on the Sultan at all times. As well as attending on him
in his bathroom and Turkish toilet, I have had to learn to dress
and undress him, to run errands for him, and, hidden under his
desk, to attend to his needs as he worked in his study.

It is horrible, but the
constant threat of my Agha's cane has
ensured that I make a show of carrying these duties
eagerly.

Apart from my odious duties, one
of the most horrible things about life here is the way we are cut
off from the outside world, with no idea of what is going on and
never seeing another man other than the dreaded Sultan. What I keep
wondering is David doing, not having heard from me. Has he already
started to flirt with another girl? The mere thought made be feel
so jealous and yet so impotent to do anything about it.

I had so often wondered
about my great friend Jane, safely still in England. How lucky it
was for her that her guardian had refused to pay for her to accept
Maria's invitation to come out here with
me. She might have ended up here, to, instead of leading a life of
freedom. Freedom! Will I ever know that again?

Then one day, a day that I
shall never forget, Madeleine told me
that we were, as Servants of the Imperial Manhood, to attend
intimately on him that evening when he enjoyed three of his
concubines from the Duty Orta. She told me that I must watch
carefully as she performed tasks of the Duty Gedekli.

Never I had I thought that
love-making could be so cruel and callous - or one sided, but I suppose that, as all the girls have
been cut like me, and so can feel nothing, Turkish love-making is
essentially selfish. I can scarcely bring myself to write down what
happened. However, attending on the Sultan when he enjoys other
girls is clearly such an important part of the role of a Gedekli
that I feel I must. It will help fix these foul duties in my mind,
so that I don't get the bastinado when performing by myself after
Madeleine has returned to her Orta.

As I knelt down hidden in
the shadows of the corner of the Sultan's
sumptuous bedroom, I watched open mouthed as three girls were
brought in by their Agha. They were chained together by the neck by
little chains fastened to the rings on the front of their slave
collars. Like mine, their wrists were manacled.

Shocked I saw that the
tummy of the girl in the centre was slightly swollen. My God, I
thought, does the Sultan even choose pregnant girls for his
pleasure?

I was even more shocked,
however, when the girls were chained down
by their black eunuch boy overseer so that they were kneeling,
tightly bent over, on his bed with their manacles fastened to the
head of the bed. Their ankles were then fastened wide apart. They
were then completely covered with a large satin sheet. Then there
was a long wait.

Finally the Sultan arrived
preceded by the black eunuch Commander of the Duty Orta and
followed by the Kizlar Aghasi, both
carrying their canes of office. After a quick glanced round to
ensure that all seemed to be in order, they then retired and the
Sultan snapped his fingers.

This was the signal for
Madeleine to undress him and put him into his sleeping robe,
leaving the front open. Then she knelt down in front of him and
taking his manhood in her hand pressed it between her ample
cleavage in the way that I had been taught was one of the duties of
a Gedekli.

Meanwhile the black eunuch
boy had flung back the satin sheet, displaying to the Sultan a line
of raised naked bottoms, all being proffered to him. The boy called
out an order, emphasising it with a crack of his little whip.
Immediately all three girls, including
even the pregnant one, started to thrust back and wriggle their
bottoms, whilst keeping their heads raised and looking straight
ahead.

Pushing Madeleine aside,
the Sultan then knelt behind the girls and reached forward to feel
their hanging breasts and the pregnant girl's tummy.

Madeleine then held the
Imperial Manhood so that its tip was presented to the glistening
rear entrance that His Highness had indicated. She then had to hold the manhood by its root as the Sultan
with a sudden thrust drove it up into girl who gave a scream under
her muzzle.

The process was then
repeated with each girl, with Madeleine using her mouth and tongue
to clean the Imperial Manhood and bring it back to back to a hard
erection. I was watching everything that she did very carefully,
knowing that I would soon have to it all myself - with the threat of the bastinado hanging over me if I
made any mistakes.

I realised that each girl
must be desperately trying to outdo her companions by using her
internal muscles to give her Master a foretaste of greater
pleasure - knowing, as Madeleine had
explained to me, that their Agha's cane awaited the
loser.

Finally the Sultan then chose
the winner, up whose backside he was going to climax.

Shocked, I saw that the
Duty Gedekli had an additional task, for as soon as Madeleine had ensured that the sacred manhood
was well and truly hard again, and had presented its tip to the
chosen rear entrance, then she herself knelt behind the Sultan,
thrust her head up under the back of his sleeping robe, and applied
her tongue to the Imperial Rear Entrance to give His Highness yet
further pleasure.

Suddenly the Sultan
gave a raucous cry. Moments later the black
eunuch boy released the girls so that they were lying on either
side of the Sultan, who was now is now lying prone on his back half
asleep. Soon he was enjoying the artificially grateful, and still
silent, stroking of the girls he had just so cruelly
sodomised.

Meanwhile Madeleine, as
the Duty Gedekli, was kneeling between
her Master's knees again cleaning his manhood with her tongue and
then slipping it into her vase for him to relieve himself before
falling asleep.

Indeed for the rest of the night she and I had, until silently
relieved by another Gedekli, to kneel by the bed, vase in hand -
and with Madeleine also ready to repeat her former duties should
the Sultan become aroused again.

 


Two days later.

I have now had to learn
the difference in the tasks of the Duty Gedekli between, when the
Sultan enjoys the concubines of one his Ortas of girls that make up
the Imperial Harem, and when he first takes one of his
Innocent Virgins. It is indeed a very different
procedure, and indeed there are two alternative ones for when the
Sultan takes a virgin. But I think I have learned to play my role
in each of them.

But how awful it must be
for the virgin herself - and will be for
me, when my spell of duty as a Gedekli ends and the Sultan takes my
virginity, too.

I have even had to attend
on the Sultan when he took the virginity of one of my companions
amongst the Gedekli. She was as a pretty friendly girl who
subsequently had to leave us to become a normal member of her
Orta - something which, of course, has
already happened to Madeleine and which will happen to me one day,
too.

 


 


20 - Jane is Prepared for Deflowering

 


Meanwhile, dressed in the
skimpy blue harem dress of the Balkan Orta, Jane was living with
half a dozen other virgins a strange life of nervous anticipation
as they awaited their deflowering in the Court of Innocent Virgins
under the control of the intimidating Agha Vazid.

Jane had been horrified by
the off-hand way he supervised her monthly cycle and her most
intimate moments - and punished her on
her bare bottom with his long whippy cane for the slightest sign of
disobedience. She even had to spend a penny and relieve herself to
his order as he stood over her, cane raised menacingly.

Like the other girls she
was not allowed any books and instead was given a doll to play
with. 'His Highness,' the eunuchs had
told her, 'liked to see his virgins innocently playing with dolls
like innocent little girls as they await their
deflowering.'

Several times she thought
she had seen a vague turbaned figure behind the grille that looked
down into the patio - and even worse
behind the grille that looked down into their bathroom, when they
were being humiliatingly made to perform, sometimes all together
and sometimes in succession, into their little numbered brass
bowls.

The sight had reminded her
of how her friend Djovane had described themselves as being in a
fish bowl, awaiting to be chosen by the Sultan to be
deflowered - just as in certain fish
restaurants the fishes await their selection to be taken out and
cooked. The comparison was just too awful.

For a period of some days, twice during their monthly cycle,
each girl had to wear a white ribbon in her hair. And once a week,
one of the girls wearing a white ribbon would be mysteriously taken
out - and then re-appear, silently sobbing. She would be dressed in
a magnificent white bridal gown and veil under which she had been
beautifully made up. The veil also hid, however, a rather curious
muzzle.

The girl would be sobbing
because of the cruel parody of being "married", not to a handsome young Christian boy whom she
might she had known before being enslaved, but to her hated elderly
Master whom she might never have seen and who would now be the only
man she would ever see in future.

Her bridal dress was also a cruel parody of a normal
Christian bridal gown. It had the long traditional train behind it,
but in front not only displayed her breasts and painted nipples,
but had also been slit up the front to show off her beauty lips,
which were no longer sewn up to protect her virginity. They had
clearly been cut and the girl was now ready for deflowering. To
heighten the effect her beauty lips had been carefully painted to
match her equally exposed nipples.

The other girls then had
to form up behind her and hold the train
of the bridal gown like bridesmaids at a Christian wedding as she
was made to slowly process round the Courtyard watched by an
approving Agha Vazid. Each time Jane had been made to take part in
this cruel ceremony her mind had been full of the terrifying
thought of how soon it would be before she would be wearing the
lovely bridal gown.

The bridesmaids had to
accompany the weeping bride to the door of the Courtyard and then back off, whilst Agha Vazid, like the
bride's father at a Christian wedding, proudly led the girl out -
not to be seen again. The remaining "bridesmaids" would thus be
unaware of what happened to the "bride" and were left nervously
conjecturing about their own fate.

Their numbers were,
however, kept up by the arrival of new girls provided by the Aghas
in charge of the various Ortas. Usually
each would be wearing a crucifix round her neck. They would be
nervously crying and biting their lips as these were torn off by
Agha Vazid and replaced by a high shiny metal harem
collar.

At times
the portly Kizlar Aghasi would come into the
patio to inspect the virgins for the Sultan. On his arrival Agha
Vazid would order all the girls to strip naked and line up for
inspection, standing up on a bench, looking straight ahead with
their hands clasped behind their necks, whilst the Kizlar Aghasi
looked them up and down, reaching forward to feel a breast and or a
pair of sewn up beauty lips - occasionally noting the harem number
engraved on a girl's collar and writing something in his note
book.

'Very nice indeed,' he would comment to Agha Vazid as with
an experienced hand he lifted Jane's full and naked breasts one by
one and ran his hand over her hips, 'And a soft little white
English belly just crying out to be filled - after His Highness has
enjoyed her.'

 


Now Jane was again wearing a white ribbon in her
hair.

Suddenly, Agha
Vazid beckoned her into an alcove. Her heart was
in her mouth. Was she going to be punished? Caned by her black
overseers for some misdemeanour?

The door was locked behind
her. The Agha went to a cupboard and gently pulled something
out. Horrified she saw that it was the
dreaded bridal dress. Oh no!

She turned and ran but, of
course the door had been locked.

'Tonight,' announced Agha Vazid.

Jane gasped.
'No! No!' she cried.

'Oh yes, and a great honour for a mere Christian girl like
you. And you remember you please the High Highness - or else you'll
get the cane from an angry Agha Ali.'

'Oh, no!' cried Jane 'Not him. I'll do
anything...'

'Yes, you will,' said Agha Vazid with a cruel smile. 'And
all the time you'll be thinking of the cane as you try to please
His Highness.'

As he spoke his young
assistant slipped a muzzle overt Jane's
mouth and fastened it tightly with a strap that went behind her
neck. Inside it were two metal prongs that prevented her from
closing her mouth. In front was a little slit through which she
could thrust her tongue and which could be further opened to take a
manhood.

'Now you listen carefully,' said Agha Vazid. 'When I take
you into Sultan's bedroom you will crawl humbly up under the
sheets, slowly and humbly licking your way up his body with the tip
of your tongue. Then if you lucky His Highness may reach down and
slightly open the sides of the muzzle and thrust his manhood into
your mouth for you to suck and lick and arouse him so that when he
then has you fastened down on your back with your legs raised, he
will be able to take your virginity.'

Jane gasped in horror, scarcely
understanding what was being said.

'Now I say it all again, very slowly so that you remember
and explaining every detail. And don't forget the cane awaits you
if you do not eagerly and willingly give your Master full
satisfaction...'

Just then the
Kizlar Aghasi entered the room.

'Is she ready?' he asked Agha Vazid.

'Oh yes!'

'Then I think I'll have a closer look before recommending
how best to take her. Strip her!'

Highly embarrassed, Jane
now found herself lying on her back on a couch with her hands
fastened above her head and her feet raised. The Kizlar Aghasi parted her beauty lips and thrust in a finger
which soon came up against her virginal hymen.

'A little dull,' he muttered. 'Let's try the other
system.'

With her feet on the
floor, Jane found herself forced to straddle a bench on which
the Kizlar Aghasi was seated. Her hands
were again fastened above her head.

'Raise yourself slightly,' ordered the Kizlar
Aghasi.

As Jane pressed down with
her feet, the hugely fat Kizlar Aghasi
put his middle finger up inside her. Jane bit her lips to prevent
herself from crying out in protest

'Now lower yourself.'

Once again the
Kizlar Aghasi's finger came up against Jane's
hymen.

'Yes,' he said, withdrawing his finger, 'this is the system
we'll use for her.'

 


 


21 - Attending the Deflowering of Jane

 


Oh what a shock! I can still
hardly believe it.

I am now considered to be a
fully trained Gedekli and Madeleine has returned to her Orta.
Scarcely had she left when Agha Kasim told me that the Sultan had
specially asked for me to attend on him that evening, as he had
arranged to take the virginity of another girl from the Courtyard
of Innocent Virgins.

Agha Kasim ran through what I
would have to do.

'Don't make any mistakes, behaved stupidly or say one word,
no matter you may be thinking,' he warned me. 'Or it'll be the
bastinado again.'

'Oh no, Sir, I'll do my duty properly,' I assured him
nervously.

'Make certain you do!' he warned me.

So it was that with this threat
still ringing through my ears that I found myself silently helping
the Sultan to undress, folding and putting away his clothes, like
valet, and helping him into his open sleeping robe. He snapped his
fingers and pointed downwards.

I knew what I had now had
to do and knelt down in front of him, as I had see Madeleine do.
First I gently held his testicles with one hand as he spent into a
jar held by the other. Then having licked him clean
- oh, the secret shame and horror - I took the
Imperial Manhood between my breasts. I did not dare to say a word
but I saw that the Sultan was looking down, evidently enjoying the
sight of a young English virgin having to bring his manhood into
erection - for another girl.

Then pushing me aside, he lay
back on the bed whilst I knelt by his bedside, one hand massaging
the Imperial Manhood and keeping it erect, like an obedient and
well trained Duty Gedekli. He gave me an encouraging little pat on
the cheek as one might pat a good little dog.

Then he rang a bell.

I saw the Agha of the Innocent
Virgins bring in a sobbing and veiled blond girl dressed in a long
white Christian bridal gown. I knew that under her veil she would
be, again as usual, muzzled to prevent from protesting at the
forthcoming loss of her virginity to an ugly and much older
man.

The girl was led up to the
foot of the bed from which projected a long chain lead, the other
end of which was held by the Sultan. The
far end was fastened to the ring on the front of her well polished
slave collar.

I could see that her long blond
hair that hung down her back had been washed and brushed until it
shone. She was indeed a lovely girl who would be irrestible to any
man.

Then her Agha slowly removed her
veil.

I gasped! It
couldn't be! But it was... Jane! Yes, it
was my best friend Jane, whom I had last see on that never to be
forgotten last day of term at the convent. Her mouth was covered by
a black leather muzzle with a little slit through which she had
been made to push the tip of her pink tongue. But I could still
recognise her.

Yes, it was Jane!
How on earth had she come to be here?

I started to call to her.
Then, remembering the threat of the dreaded bastinado, I lapsed into silence. I saw the Sultan
smile.

Above her muzzle,
Jane's eyes met mine. She was looking at
me in equal astonishment. Obviously she was wondering how on earth
I had ended up here as one of the Sultan's Gedekli.

I saw that the
Sultan's hooded eyes were darting from
Jane to me and then back again. He was again smiling in a nasty
self satisfied way. Did he know we were both English girls and
friends? Was this why he had specially asked for me to attend on
him tonight? Had he devised this degrading scene? How
cruel!

Meanwhile the eunuch boy
had removed Jane's white wedding dress.
Leaving her stark naked except for her manacles and a white ribbon
fastened to her slave collar.

The Sultan snapped his
fingers as a signal that I should resume my work of massaging his
manhood. I blushed at the thought of having to do so in front of
Jane - but I was too scared not to do
so.

The Imperial Manhood was soon hard again. Then pulling up
the bedclothes again, but ordering me to continue to massage his
manhood, the Sultan tightened his grip on his end of the chain to
her collar. He called out an order to the young black eunuch
overseer who, lifting up the bottom of the bedclothes with one
hand, gave Jane a tap on the bottom with his cane with the
other.

Evidently she had been
previously briefed as to what she would be expected to do for,
shooting a glance of helpless despair towards me, she again stuck
the tip of her tongue out through the slit in her muzzle. Then as
the pull of the chain tightened, she allowed her head and shoulders
to be pulled up under the bedclothes.

Soon, as the Sultan
continued to slowly pull her collar chain, I could see her bottom
wriggling its way up the bed below the sheets, leaving the soles of
her bare feet exposed to the black eunuch boy's cane.

'Lick!' he ordered tapping the feet with his
cane.

He looked up inquisitively
towards the Sultan who nodded appreciatively. Evidently poor Jane
was using her tongue well. Indeed I could feel that the Imperial
Manhood was well aroused.

Moments later I could feel
Jane's head approaching the erect
manhood. Overcoming my dismay, I did what I knew I had to do and
seconds later the delighted Sultan again threw back to bedclothes
to watch what has happening: one of his English slaves holding out
his manhood for the other, her friend, to lick, whilst the eunuch
boy tapped his cane menacingly against the palm of his
hand.

Jane glanced up towards me
and I could see the same look of shame in her eyes, too.
But the look of delight in the Sultan's eyes, as
he took in the scene, was almost overpowering.

I knew that the Sultan
liked to use one of two ways was to take a virgin and, horrified, I
had already been made to witnessed, as a Gedekli, the first
- with the girl chained down on the bed with her
manacled hands fastened above her head so that she could not
interfere with her violation. But evidently he had been advised to
use the second way with Jane, for he continued to lie back on his
back with the Imperial Manhood sticking up erect. He was still
holding Jane's collar chain.

The black eunuch boy now
made Jane kneel up and squat up high over the Sultan with her knees
on either side if his hips. He made her clasp her hands behind her
neck and fastened them there to the ring at the back of her collar.
He then used his cane to make her sit up straight and look straight
ahead - a beautiful young girl about to
be sacrificed to pander to the lust of an elderly Turk.

Then he looked at me and
nodded.

I knew what I had to do.
But could I really bring myself to do it - do it to my dearest friend, Jane? I could see the fierce
eyes of the Sultan on me. Once again fear of the bastinado overcame
my hesitation.

Still holding the Imperial
manhood in one hand, with the other I parted Jane's beauty lips. The eunuch boy had made her place herself
exactly in the right place. I inserted the hard Imperial Manhood
between the lips. It slid in perfectly and then stopped - against
Jane's hymen. She gave a little moan from under her muzzle - a moan
that was promptly silenced by the boy's cane.

I could see that the Sultan was
enjoying the feeling.

There was a long pause.

Then the boy used his cane
to make Jane rise up very slightly on her knees and lower herself
slowly down again. As I continued to grip the base of the still
erect Imperial Manhood, I could the now glistening tip sliding in
and out of Jane. The Sultan was crying
out with pleasure, but there was no similar response from
Jane.

I then saw the Sultan
signal to the boy eunuch who carefully placed his hands on
Jane's shoulders. The next time Jane
lowered herself slowly downwards he gave a sudden press on her
shoulders. She gave a violent scream from under her muzzle. A few
drops of blood scattered on the silken sheet. I saw that the
Imperial Manhood had slipped right up into her. She was no longer a
virgin.

But the Sultan had not
finished with her. Oh, no! Now was the time for his greatest
pleasure. Waving me aside he ordered the boy eunuch to use his cane
to make Jane rise up on her knees and then now lower herself right
down again in rapid succession. Finally,
the Sultan shouted out aloud with pleasure and Jane gave another
moan as she felt the Sultan's seed jetting up inside
her.

Moments later,
Jane's manacles were released from the
back of her collar, but she was made to step over them, so that her
hands were held loosely but helplessly behind her back. Still
muzzled, she made to lie down alongside the now half asleep
Sultan.

'You press yourself against Master,' I heard the boy eunuch
whisper to her, raising his cane menacingly and putting her collar
chain into the Sultan's hand. 'You now keep Master warm whilst he
sleeps'

He and I then took up our normal
night-time places around the bed, me ready with my vase and he with
his cane.

Poor Jane! I suppose that
I am getting a bit inured to the sight of girls being
used by a Turk more than old enough to be their
father. But for a still innocent English girl it must have been a
dreadful traumatic shock. How equally awful it must now be for her
to have to snuggle up to her ravisher and act as a human hot water
bottle!

A few hours later I was relieved
by another Gedekli.

I still had not been able to
exchange one word with Jane.

 


 


22 - Handed Over to the Tender Mercies of the Agha of Curved
Bellies

 


Meanwhile, as instructed
by his superior the Kizlar Aghasi, a
grinning Agha Turki was entrusting his prize concubine Anastasia,
the beautiful wife of the Cretan rebel, to his colleague Agha
Manju, the Agha of the Curved Bellies. Agha Selim, the Commander of
the Syrian Orta, was similarly presenting his much prized French
concubine, Madeleine.

'Ah, yes,' said Agha Manju, as he linked the two women's
shiny metal slave collars with a short length of chain. 'As they
are both a little older than most of my mothers-to-be, they will
make a more interesting delight for His Highness as he watches
their dismay as their bellies swell. It will be a nice change from
breeding from young slavegirls, but it will still be a first
maternity for both of them.'

The two other Aghas
smiled. They also expected to do well financially from the
Sultan's greater delight - for it was
they who had provided these somewhat older and unusual future
subjects for forced breeding.

'Yes, indeed,' went on Agha Manju, 'not only are they
destined to be simultaneously mated, or fertilised as I prefer to
call it, but I plan to have them both with identically curved
bellies throughout their forthcoming maternities - thanks to them
both hopefully carrying twin Dinka mulattos. You have, I
understand, unknown to them synchronised their monthly
cycles?'

The two other Aghas nodded
gravely. It was something that experienced black eunuchs like them
were able to take in their stride.

'And, unknown to them, put them on a course of our fertility
pills, to help them so that they conceive twins?'

Again the two Aghas nodded.
Coming as they did from primitive villages in Black Africa,
knowledge of such fertility potions was commonplace for them.

'Excellent! So there is a good chance that their forced
maternities will end in a simultaneous successful performance
before the Sultan on the double birthing stool - something for
which that we can expect His Highness to reward all three of us
handsomely.'

The two appalled women were stripped of their harem dress,
except for their slave collars. Then stark naked and chained
together they were both thrust into one of Agha Manju's empty
breeding cages.

'I like to keep them naked here,' he remarked. 'It makes it
easier to keep an eye on their swelling bellies.'

'Will we have mating race with these two?' asked Agha
Selim.

'Well, I understand that the Kizlar Aghasi is thinking of
suggesting that to His Highness - and he certainly has the ear of
the Sultan.'

'Good!' laughed the other two Aghas.

'And perhaps when their bellies are showing nicely, His
Highness might feel that these older Christian pigs would also make
ideal breeding sows in the pig pens,' said Agha Manju mysteriously.
'We haven't had any recently.'

'What a good idea!' simultaneously exclaimed the other two
Aghas.

 


 


23 - Jane Recovers from the Loss of Her Virginity

 


Horrified by the sheer
brutality of what had happened, Jane lay by the side of the
sleeping Sultan. How she hated this cruel Turk. How she longed to
scream at him in a fury and to scratch his eyes out.
But she muzzled as she was and with her manacled
hands tied helpless behind her back, there was nothing she could do
except wait for dawn when the Sultan would get up and do his
ablutions before morning prayers.

Finally she dozed off and
awoke to find herself alone in the bed but with Agha
Vazid bending over her. Behind him was the boy
black eunuch who had been in such humiliating attendance on the
Sultan during the night. Also present was the sinister figure of
Agha Ali, the Commander of her parent Orta. She had not seen him
since he had brought to the harem and handed her over his companion
the Agha of the Innocent Virgins.

'Up!' he ordered pulling her out of the bed by her collar
chain.

'You sure His Highness properly penetrated her?' he asked
the boy eunuch.

The boy nodded.

'And climaxed inside her?'

'Yes.'

Jane could only partly
understand what was being said, but it was enough to make her
blush. It was even worse when they pushed her back onto the bed. On
her back.

'Legs apart!' ordered Agha Vazid, gesturing to his boy
assistant to hold her still. Then, as the boy held her down by the
neck, he carefully felt up inside her. He turned to the watching
Agha Ali.

'The hymen's gone,' he said. 'Feel her for
yourself.'

Agha Ali rather
ponderously came over. Jane shivered in a mixture of shame and fear
as she felt his probing finger replace that of Agha
Vazid. It was bad enough to be the helpless
plaything of the Turkish Sultan, but to be treated almost like an
animal by these awful black eunuchs was almost worse.

'Yes, she's definitely no longer a virgin,' he
agreed.

'So you'd better take her back, now,' said Agha Vazid.
'She's done her duty in the Court of Innocent Virgins.'

'Of course' replied Agha Ali eagerly. He turned to the boy
eunuch. 'And did the Sultan enjoy taking her?'

The boy laughed.
'Oh yes, especially she was an English
virgin.'

'Good!' exclaimed Agha Ali. It was normal for the Commander
of a virgin girl's Orta to be rewarded by the Sultan, if he enjoyed
himself, as well as the Agha in charge of the Innocent Virgins. It
was after all, he who had bought her for the Imperial Harem. 'Now
let's have a look at the sheet.'

Then Ali examined the
blood spotted sheet. Satisfied, he smiled at the sight, and wrapped
the sheet under his arm, for tomorrow was Friday.
Every Friday the Sultan went in his open
carriage to Prayers at a nearby large mosque, preceded by
detachments of the Army and of the dreaded Black Guards and their
military bands. It was a popular spectacle and crowds would line
the streets to cheer.

They would cheer even more
the sight of the Kizlar Aghasi riding
behind the Sultan's carriage for, although he was a much feared man
in the Ottoman Empire, he was nevertheless, as "Master of the
Girls", the symbol of their Sultan's virility. He also symbolised
the Ottoman determination to keep down their often disloyal
Christian subjects, for it was well known that most of the
slavegirls in the Imperial Harem were Christians, forced into a
degrading slavery.

But the greatest cheer
would come last when the Agha of a girl whose virginity the Sultan
had taken the previous night would proudly display the blood
spotted sheet of the Sultan's
bed.

'See the virgin blood of the Christian pig,' they would cry
enthusiastically. 'Long live our virile Sultan, may he live for
ever.'

These cries would insure
an even greater reward from the grateful Sultan and their
enthusiasm would be further whipped up by the
girl's Agha calling out the name of the
Christian province from which the girl had come.

But this time, Agha Ali
planned; their enthusiasm would even greater, as would also be his
reward, when he called out 'An English
girl! An English girl.'

Even if word of this got back to
the British Embassy, they would never, with so many valuable
contracts at stake, dare to ask for an explanation. It was well
known that in the Moslem world the owner of a harem of slavegirls
never discussed his women with outsiders and it was insulting to
ask about them.

 


 


24 - The Double Mating Race

 


'Make them run faster!' called out the Sultan.

He was seated comfortably,
surrounded by the Kizlar Aghasi and some
of the other senior Aghas, and looking through the bars of the
mating pit at Madeleine and Anastasia. Stripped naked and chained
together by the neck and with their hands tied behind them, they
were being made by the long carriage whip of Agha Manju, dressed as
a groom in breeches and gaiters, to run round and round down in the
sand covered pit. To help identification, a blue and white ribbon
was once attached to Anastasia's slave collar and a yellow one to
Madeleine's - the colours of their parent Ortas.

The floor of the pit was only a
few feet lower than his chair, but, iron bars surrounded it with
curved spikes at the top to prevent a woman from climbing out to
escape her fate. Smiling cruelly the Sultan was watched the two
women, as panting they ran round and round, crying out whenever the
whip came down on or other of their bottoms.

In fact there was a reason
both getting them out of breath and for getting the bottoms
reddened by the whip. Experience had shown that both greatly
increased the chances of a successful conception.
To assist penetration, each woman had previously
had a ball of a grease thrust up inside her, and the Sultan smiled
as he saw that these had now melted and that the sweating women's
beauty lips glistened as if with a deep arousal - something that
was far from what they were feeling.

Letting the women rest for
a moment to get their breath back, Agha Manju unlocked the chain
linking their collars. Then he looked
towards the Sultan and salaamed. The Sultan nodded and turned to
the other eunuchs who were whispering to each other and evidently
placing bets.

'Well,' he asked, 'what odds will you give me that it will
be the Greek woman who will the first to receive up inside her the
fertilising seed of a Black Guard?'

Then laughing, he too made
several bets.

Meanwhile Agha Manju had opened
the shrouded little door into the mating pit. Through it now
stepped two huge naked black men, their well oiled bodies and
shaven heads glistening. Each of their long manhoods was already
showing signs of coming into a huge erection.

There were cries of horror
from two women as they suddenly realised why they had been put,
naked, into this strange pit in front of their hated Master. There
was a further cry from Anastasia as she recognised
the black giant whose seed she had had to
swallow in down in her husband's dungeon. She cried again as she
saw the chained and muzzled figure of her husband being brought up
to the side of pit to witness her mating.

The two black giants salaamed to
the Sultan whilst Agha Manju disappeared through the door, leaving
the still panting women alone in the pit with their black
lovers.

Although they were now
separated, the two terrified women still had their hands tied
behind their backs to prevent them from scratching their
ravishers' eyes out or fighting
them.

The two black men started
to come over to the two women, eagerly
reaching out with their hands as their manhoods hardened. With a
cry of horror the two women backed away and then started to run
away from them in different directions, each desperately trying,
unavailingly, to push her way through or over the bars.

Grinning, the two black
men began to chase the two terrified women round the pit. It was an
exciting sight, with each of the rampant Black Guards eagerly
seeking to grab one of the women and the two women, panting more
than ever, running and jumping out of the
black men's way, as if their lives depended on it.

'Does any one want to change their bet?' cried the highly
entertained Sultan. 'I'm still betting on the Greek woman being
fertilised first.'

The women could not avoid their fate for long and first one
and then the other was brought down, flung over onto her back and
her legs angrily pushed apart. With her hands tied behind her back,
each was quite unable to stop her ravisher from rubbing his manhood
against her outer beauty lips and then thrusting it up between her
well greased, slippery and trimmed-back inner ones.

The Sultan smiled cruelly
as he saw that Anastasia's watching
husband was struggling in vain against his chains. Little cries of
protest were coming out from under his muzzle.

Meanwhile, in his role as
a referee to see which man was first to
successfully violate one of the women, Agha Manju had now
re-entered the pit and was closely watching them. Each was holding
down a now screaming and wriggling woman who was trying helplessly
to throw off the giant black on top of her.

But each Black Guard had
previously been warned that to receive their promised financial it
would not be sufficient merely to thrust quickly in and out of one
of the white woman. Instead he must satisfy the watching Agha of
Curved Bellies that his large black manhood had penetrated deeply
up her before he climaxed.

Thus both
men's muscular buttocks were thrusting
slowly and deliberately. But the Sultan was right; it was the
married woman Anastasia who despite herself was giving the greatest
pleasure. An especially loud scream from her and a violent twitch
of her mate's naked buttocks, resulted in Agha Manju raising his
hand to show that it was she who had first received, deep down
inside her, the fertilising jet.

Moments later an even louder
scream of horror from Madeleine announced that she too was being
fertilised.

Smiling happily the Sultan
collected his winnings whilst instructing the two Black Guards to
turn their victims over onto their bellies and to hold them down.
Agha Manju then picked up his cane and prepared to give each of the
screaming women the twenty five final strokes that traditionally
was considered to play an important role in increasing the blood
flow to a slave woman's loins and thereby
again increasing the chanced of a successful
fertilisation.

But the Sultan, delighted
with his earnings, had not finished. He was going to have another
with another chance of wining - but this
time he would be betting on Madeleine.

'Bring in the two reserve Black Guards,' he ordered, 'and
we'll start again.'

 


 


25 - In the Service of Her Mistress

 


After the humiliating
scene in which Agha Ali had taken away the sheet spotted with her
virgin blood, Jane had been kept locked up for a couple of weeks in
a small comfortably furnished room - kept
out of sight by Agha Ali whom she had learned to regard with
dread.

At first she had been terrified
lest this was a prelude to being taken back to the Sultan to be
enjoyed again. But Ali told her that it was rare for a girl to be
quickly called back to his bed, especially a virgin whose virginity
he had now taken.

In addition to looking
back on her horrific experience in the Sultan's bed, she also could help thinking about Helen. How truly
extraordinary it was to find her, too, in the Imperial Harem. Jane
had last seen Helen at the Sultan's Ball in the Dolmabahcheh
Palace. Then, hidden behind a grille high up in the large and
elaborately decorated Throne Room with the other Innocent Virgins,
she had been astonished to look down and see her friend rapturously
dancing and flirting in the arms of a handsome young Royal Navy
officer.

Every day Agha Ali would
come to see her. Ignoring her questions about Helen, he would
humiliatingly inspect her beauty lips, eagerly but degradingly
seeking the first sign of a little blood. She was still only
vaguely aware, like many well brought up English girls of her
generation, of the facts of life - for
this had been a subject studiously avoided by the nuns in the
convent.

In fact she was being kept
apart in case she might have inadvertently conceived, in which case
if she was allowed to keep the child it was vital to make sure that
it was indeed the Sultan's or, more
likely, for the little progeny to be aborted.

Agha Ali had been
determined not to repeat what had recently happened in another Orta
when a slavegirl had cleverly managed to hide from her from her
black eunuch overseers that she was pregnant. When the truth came
out after three months, she had to submit to being aborted by her
angry overseers. Then, as soon as she had recovered, she had been
severely thrashed by two angry black eunuchs in front of a large
number of other concubines - for having
dared to try and conceal and deliver the unauthorised child growing
inside her.

Very occasionally, of
course, the senior black eunuchs might notice an especially
beautiful and healthy slavegirl who they felt might be recommend to
His Highness as particularly suitable for
producing an offspring for the Imperial line. But woe betide her if
she did not then conceive. She would then be caned by her black
eunuch overseer before and after being again taken by her
Master.

There was even a strict
procedure for this. Beforehand, she had to be caned until both the
cheeks of her bottom were equally reddened and painful.
Afterwards the black eunuch not only would beat
the girl's bottom but also here thighs and even her beauty lips - a
double procedure that rarely failed to result in the girl
conceiving, a conception imposed on the girl by pain.

On this occasion, however,
Agha Ali had finally found was he was looking for
- more little spots of blood on Jane's sheets.
Then Agha Ali told her that the Kizlar Aghasi had authorised her to
go for a little walk inside the Yildiz Park. At first she had been
thrilled at the thought of not only getting out into the fresh air,
but also, she hoped, at the chance to escape.

However she was to be
disappointed in both hopes. Not only was she still manacled and
collared, but she was also heavily veiled and clad in a long
shapeless black shroud called a tcherchaf. When she protested, Ali
told her that told her that women were only allowed into the Park
if covered in this all-enveloping ugly garb that even covered her
hair, leaving only a little lace grille in front of her eyes.
Moreover, she was accompanied by a large black eunuch.

She was quickly taken down
a small path to a small building from which came the cries of a
woman: regular, heart-breaking screams which were clearly being
provoked by the regular application of a cane. She had no idea who
the unfortunate woman was but her cries resonated through her
ears - making her realise that this place
was indeed a hell on earth for the unfortunate white women
incarcerated in it. Indeed this little promenade had clearly been
designed by the black eunuchs to put the fear of God into
her.

When she got back, still
shaken by what she had heard, Agha Ali was again waiting for her.
As usual he was carrying his silver tipped cane of office. She
could not help giving a shudder of repulsion on seeing him. Quite
apart from the frightening sight of the cane, she remembered that
he was responsible for now being a helpless slave
- and a now sullied former virgin.

She was scared lest she was
going to be taken to the punishment house from which she had heard
earlier the woman screaming as she was beaten. But Agha Ali just
laughed and gripping her by the arm led her out again.

'I take you to different part of Yildiz Park where you now
going to live,' he told her in his broken French. 'But always
remember you still under my supervision as a member of my
Orta.'

This time she had time to
appreciate the fresh air, the sun and the blue sky which she had
not seen for weeks. Peering through the
lace grille in her shroud, Jane saw that the gardens of the Yildiz
Park seemed more beautiful than ever with, through the trees, a
distant view of the sea and of the minarets of
Constantinople.

There were also, however, many
people coming and going: officers in glittering uniforms; servants,
mainly black; and even a few women hidden under shrouds like her.
She was tempted to stop one of these gorgeously dressed officers or
shrouded women and beg for their help. But Agha Ali had seemed to
have read her thoughts, for he lent over to her.

'If you try provoke a scandal,' he murmured, 'then I have
orders take you to House of Punishment from which you earlier heard
all those screams. There, there are powerful negroes who know only
too well how to punish recalcitrant slavegirls and teach them to
submit to their fate. So be warned.'

Her heart pounding, Jane now
docilely followed her Agha.

He led her to one of the
closely guarded gateways out of the
Yildiz Park. Jane saw that as the shrouded women went out they had
to bare their wrists to the Black Guards, who were closely checking
something.

'They making sure no women leaving have slave numbers
tattooed on wrists - like you.' Jane remembered that indeed her
slave number was tattooed prominently on her wrist, showing that
she was a slavegirl from Agha Ali's Balkan Orta.

'So no hope you escape,' added Agha Ali grimly. 'You try and
you caught by Black Guards, you returned to me for punishment. I
send you to House of Punishment. You stay there, being beaten three
times a day, until I satisfied.'

Oh my God, thought Jane.
I'll never get out of here. I'll never
escape.

As reading her thoughts,
Agha Ali warned her: 'No, you never
escape! No slavegirls ever escaped from Imperial Harem.'

Shaken by what she
had seen and by her overseer's warning, she let
herself be led by Agha Ali past an ornamental lake and past several
beautiful white palaces ornamented in gold - but all with metal
grilles over the windows. Then Agha Ali pointed to one of
these.

'Now I take you to enter the service of Leila Sultan, the
younger married sister of His Highness. She like girls and she hear
about English girl and ask brother let her have you for a time -
after he has taken your virginity. You now work for her and humbly
do what ever she says, or you feel her cane - and, as you still in
my Orta, maybe mine as well.'

With these alarming words
ringing in her ears, Jane was led into the building.

Here Agha Ali was
effusively greeted by another strange black eunuch, dressed in a
miniature version of the black Stambouline morning coat
- and also like him carrying a long whippy cane
with a curved handle. But he was tiny - a pygmy.

'Ah, Her Highness's new maidservant,' the pygmy exclaimed
looking at the shrouded figure of Jane. He and Ali exchanged some
words and the latter left, leaving Jane feeling very unsettled
under her shroud.

'Me Laka,' the pygmy eunuch said to Jane, again in broken
French, 'I in charge of Her Highness's maidservants. You now come
with me.'

Firmly gripping her arm, Laka
led the way past a locked grille and down a beautiful corridor
surrounded by marble columns and with a ceiling covered in strange
oriental designs. He unlocked the door to a small room. Despite
shutters over the windows, it was light and airy. He locked the
door behind him.

She seemed to be in a
servants' dormitory. There was a long
simple dressing table with a brass ornamented mirror and a similar
ornamented table. On the floor were several rolled up mattresses
which evidently served both as the only available chairs and as
beds. An alcove off served as a bathroom.

Through a curtained doorway Jane
had a glimpse of a sumptuously furnished room with a huge bed. The
contrast between the luxury of this room and the bareness of the
other was striking.

'That Her Highnesses bedroom,' Laka said. 'Madam, she like
keep maidservant girls handy.'

Then he pointed to another open
doorway that led to comfortably furnished room little room.

'That my room,' explained Laka. 'Maidservants always under
my eye.'

Oh my God, thought Jane, how
embarrassing! In the convent one of the nuns had always slept in a
room off her dormitory, but for a nasty looking black pygmy eunuch
to do the same was another matter altogether.

'And, you want to use toilet in bathroom, you always ask me
first. Now let's have a good look at you. Take off
shroud.'

Hesitantly, for under the
shroud she was only dressed in the Balkan Orta's skimpy harem dress and was not used to this new black
man, she obeyed.

He pointed to a little
stool. 'Stand up on stool! Head
up!'

She blushed as Laka then walked
slowly round her.

'Take off bolero!' he ordered. Covering her breasts with her
manacled hands she did so.

'Hands to your side,' he ordered and then came up and,
reaching up, felt her breasts. He nodded approvingly.

'Pantaloons down!'

She hesitated
- only to receive a stroke of the cane across
her scarcely protected bottom. It really stung. Naka might only be
a little pygmy, but he certainly knew how to wield a cane and
enjoyed doing so on a white bottom - for like the larger black
eunuchs he hated and despised white women.

'At once!' he screamed.

Hastily she again obeyed.

'And don't you ever dare to disobey me again,' he warned
her.

There was a pause as he
looked at her depilated intimacies which, thanks to the stool, were
level with his eyes. Approvingly he saw that the lips were
naturally closed tight, one against the other, like those of a
young girl, with no sign of any ugly
protruding inner lips. Like her brother, Her Highness liked her
slavegirls to be properly trimmed.

Then he angrily brushed
her manacles aside. 'Clasp hands behind
neck,' he ordered to get them out of the way.

He then parted the top of
Jane's beauty lips and, seeing just a
little scar where once had been her clitoris, he smiled. Excellent,
he thought, Her Excellency, like her brother, did not approve of
Christian slavegirls also having pleasure whilst she enjoyed them.
Like him she also liked them kept pure and frustrated - and unable
to masturbate.

Leaving Jane standing up
naked on the stool, the little pygmy went to a cupboard and brought
out a set of clothes. Astonished Jane saw
that they were children's clothes.

'Mistress like maidservants to dress as little girls,' he
laughed. 'Now put them on. At once!'

He handed Jane a pair of
plain white children's stockings that
only came up to below her knees and a pair of plain black shoes.
Then he made her put on a transparent white blouse, trimmed with
coloured ribbons, against which her full breasts were pushing, and
finally a little swirling and embroidered skirt that only came
halfway down to her knees and underneath she was stark naked. A
little pill box hat, with an elastic band than went round under her
chin, was perched on the side of her head.

She looked in a mirror and
saw what seemed to be a rather buxom young Eastern European
schoolgirl. Indeed, she was to learn, her
Mistress liked to dress her maidservants like young Balkan girls.
She enjoyed showing them off to her Turkish lady friends - as well,
of course, as enjoying them herself, an enjoyment made the all more
piquant by having them dressed as little girls and controlled by
her pet pygmy black eunuch.

'Maintenant tu vas au petit coin,' Naka said, showing off his knowledge of colloquial
French and led her into the bathroom alcove. Pointing to the usual
Turkish style toilet down on the floor, he gestured with his cane
for her to lift up her little short skirt. Then standing over the
blushing Jane he made her spend a penny, to use her own English
colloquialism, stopping and starting to his order. There was of
course no paper and, to Jane's embarrassment Naka started to wash
and dry her.

Just then there was patter
of little feet and three other
slavegirls, all dressed identically to Jane, burst into the room
chattering like the eager young girls they were dressed as. Then
seeing Naka they fell silent like a noisy group of schoolgirls
suddenly seeing a mistress. They eyed Jane with
curiosity.

'This Jane, your new companion,' said Naka, pointing to the
still squatting and deeply embarrassed Jane.

Naka gave an order and the
girls dutifully lined up in behind the bowl of the Turkish toilet.
Then one by one they had lifted up their short swirling skirts and
squatting down to Naka's orders had spent
a penny. As they did so Jane was horrified to see the clear marks
of a cane on their bottoms.

 


Although brought up in the
Imperial Harem, Leila Sultan, like most free Turkish
women, had not been cut. That was a fate
particularly reserved for Christian slavegirls - like her existing
maidservants. Many of her Turkish lady friends shared, unknown to
their husbands, her own lesbian tendencies. They all enjoyed the
feel of having a cut girl underneath them: a girl who feeling
nothing remaining pure, but who made by fear of her Mistress's cane
to wriggle franticly to excite her Mistress. But now she had an
English Miss to use and show off to her friends.

Thus it was that she wasted no
time in having Naka put Jane onto her bed, with a large bolster
under her hips to raise her beauty lips, and her manacled hands
fastened above her head to the top of the bed. Her feet were
similarly tried together to the bottom of the bed.

Jane watched as the other
girls slowly undressed the hugely fat woman. Despite her size, she
was dressed in the latest Parisian fashion, as befitted a rich
Turkish lady. Then Jane was horrified to
see that each girl in turn had to kneel down in front of her and,
with her Mistress holding her firmly to her by her hair, had to use
her tongue to skilfully arouse their Mistress.

Soon the large lady was
panting with excitement and the scantily dressed maidservants had
to assist her into climbing onto the bed. Then with a cry of
delight she seized Jane's slim figure and
began to grind her own prominent and flabby beauty lips down on to
the trimmed and girlish ones of Jane.

'Ah!' she cried.

To her delight there was no
natural response from Jane. So much the better!

'Beat the soles of her feet with your cane,' she cried out
to Naka, 'until she's really wriggling and exciting me.'

Jane's new odyssey had begun.

 


 


26 - The Human Breeding Pigs

 


In each stall was a girl chained
by the neck to a ring in the wall at the back of her stall. Each
was thrusting out her naked and beautifully curved belly towards
the Sultan. It was a sight that never failed to make a feeling of
power surge through him: these Christian slavegirls were his
property to do as he liked.

'But where are my two European women, the French Madeleine
and the Greek woman Anastasia?' asked the Sultan irritably as he
went down the line of stalls in the Court of Curved
Bellies.

It was few months later
and the Sultan was making his customary daily inspection of Agha
Manju's girls in the Court of Curved
Bellies. Normally he particularly enjoyed the sight of these two
forcibly swollen European bellies. Madeleine's was a suitable
revenge for the slights of those rapacious French bankers and that
of Anastasia was a suitable revenge for the revolt that her husband
had unsuccessfully started in Crete. But they seemed to have
disappeared.

'Ah, Your Highness,' said Agha Manju, leading the way into
an annex off the courtyard, 'you will remember that when they were
both mated I said that when their bellies were showing nicely I
might put them separate quarters... suitable for the Christian
pigs. Well, here they are - a little surprise for Your
Highness!'

The Sultan gave a cruel
smile of recognition as he saw that the annex had once again been
cleverly converted into what seemed to be pigsty with two low,
straw lined, pig pens covered in a metal grille. It was sometime
since Agha Manju put any of his little mothers-to-be in here. What
an arousing idea! And to use his latest
pair of European women, too.

Indeed, crawling naked on
all fours, in one of them, was the French former governess
Madeleine and in the other the Greek young married woman Anastasia
from Crete. The grilles prevented them,
delightfully, from standing up like human beings and instead kept
them down on all fours like animals, like pigs.

Both were gagged with black
leather muzzles over which nose rings hung down prominently, like
the nose rings of a pig. The muzzles were fastened behind their
necks and fitted tight under their chins.

'Pigs?' exclaimed the delighted Sultan.

'Yes, Your Highness, pigs. Christian pigs!'

The Sultan laughed
cruelly. Pigs were reviled as unclean by
all true Moslems. And Christians were also reviled. The skins of
both were white and smooth. And if the white women were kept bald
and muzzled, with their breasts enlarged, then their resemblance to
sows would be all the greater.

What could be more arousing for
a True Believer than to see Christian women being treated like
pigs? Indeed, he thought, their smooth, white, bald heads, swollen
breasts and bellies and nose rings did give them a strange, almost
pig-like, look. How clever of Agha Manju to remember how in the
past he had found the sight of Christian slavegirls, with their
curved bellies, being cruelly treated as breeding sows, highly
stimulating. And, now even better, here were rather older women
being similarly treated. Ah, yes!

He looked down again into
the two adjacent pens and saw that a hinged flap was fastened over
each of the women's mouths by small
studs. There were little holes in the flap to for breathing and for
sucking up water and liquid food - as animals did. How very
suitable, the Sultan thought. But then he noticed something even
more apposite.

He had thought that to
provide a new and further amusement, Agha Manju had put the women
into white bathing caps, but now he saw that they were bald.
Yes, bald! The fronts, backs and sides of their
heads had been shaved and apparently specially treated to stop the
hair from re-growing, leaving most of their crania smooth and
shiny. This, like the nose rings gave them a strangely erotic,
animal-like, and almost inhuman look.

However, sticking up
from the top of each of their heads
through a short tube was a long queue of hair that hung down their
backs like a mane, heightening the animal look.

European women, the Sultan
knew, regarded lovely long hair as a woman's crowning glory. They would therefore be suitably
horrified by what had had been done to them. An even more arousing
thought!

Furthermore, some Arabic letters
and numerals had been written in indelible ink on the now smooth
tops of their heads. These gave the date when they had both been
mated and the date when they were due to deliver their black
progeny.

Again he smiled cruelly for
quite apart from being virtually hidden from the women, these
details had been written by Agha Manju in Arabic to prevent the
women from knowing when they were due. And that was why he kept
them muzzled: to prevent from them gossiping amongst themselves
about their maternities and in particular about when they due.
Moreover there were, deliberately, no calendars in the Court of
Curved Bellies.

He also noticed that the
women's ankles were manacled like their
wrists to allow them to be safely exercised outside their pens each
day - still crawling on all fours - and, like the other girls,
their hands were encased in stiff fingerless black gloves that
prevented them from both masturbating and interfering with the
black progeny that, to their shame, they were being made to
carry.

The Sultan saw that in the front
of each of the pens was a wooden shutter-like door with a small
metal grille set in the middle of it. Agha Manju now opened these
doors. Behind each was an inner door of made of iron bars, which he
also opened.

'Out!' he ordered, cracking the whip which he was now
carrying. 'Show yourselves to your Master!'

The two human sows crawled out,
their swelling breasts hanging down below them, like their curved
bellies.

'Remain on all fours, you pigs,' their Agha ordered raising
his whip.

Their eyes flashed over
their muzzles as they recognised the Sultan, their hated Master who
had them mated for his amusement and clearly was even more enjoying
their transformation into human breeding sows. From under their
muzzles came little angry moans - which
Agha Manju quickly silenced with his whip. He clipped a short chain
onto each of their nose rings and started to lead them crawling
round and round the room, their ankle and wrist manacles
clanking.

Ah yes, thought the Sultan, this
really was an arousing sight. He must reward Agha Manju for his
stimulating initiative. Human pigs! Human breeding sows!

Oh, if only he could show
those pompous French bankers their compatriot, Madeleine.
They'd soon show a bit more respect to
him. But never mind, when at their next meeting they droned on,
complaining, he would be remembering this scene.

And Anastasia?
Ah yes! He turned to Agha Manju.

'I'd like the Greek woman's husband to be brought up here.
He was made to watch his precious wife being mated and now he
should see her crawling round and penned, looking like a pig, a
breeding sow.'

'Oh course, Your Highness, of course. I will arrange it with
the Kizlar Aghasi.'

'And then I want him released and sent back to Crete - but
with his wife remaining here. He'll not dare lead another revolt.
And the story of what happened to his wife will instil fear into
the whole of Crete.'

Yes, the Sultan decided,
he had seen enough. He gestured to Agha Manju who unfastened the
women's nose leads.

'Get back into your pig pens!' he ordered, cracking his
whip, like a farm worker driving two sows.

Obediently, but moving
awkwardly, like a sow, due to their big bellies Madeleine and
Anastasia crawled back into their pens with a further clatter of
their manacles.

Agha Manju slammed shut the
barred inner doors of the pens and locked them. The two women had
turned round in their little pens and, kneeling on the straw, were
now gripping the bars of their cage-like pens. The Sultan turned to
leaved, but Agha Manju stopped him.

'Your Highness might to stay a moment more to see the pigs
being fed,' he said respectfully.

Indeed the women were peering
eagerly over their muzzles as if anticipating expecting something:
food! But Agha Manju now closed the wooden doors as well now all
that could be seen of them was a vague shape through the
lattice-work screen in the middle of each door.

Agha Manju then went over
to a small stove where a sort of porridge was bubbling away. He
threw in some fresh bits of meat and some fresh fruit and
potatoes. 'The piglets that these sows
are carrying scarcely need feeding up,' he laughed, 'they're doing
very well on the harem pig swill.'

The Sultan joined in the laugher
as the Agha scooped the porridge into two bowls and went over to
the closed wooden doors.

He first opened
Anastasia's wooden door disclosing the
sight of the naked, bald headed and muzzled Greek woman still
gripping the bars of her cage, her big breasts hanging down below
her.

'Like the udders of a sow,' Agha Manju commented

Fastened to the inside of the
bars was a bowl of drinking water and, to the outside of the bars,
a feeding trough.

Above her muzzle,
Anastasia's eyes were greedily fixed on
the bowl that Agha Manju was holding. With a cruel laugh he poured
the contents of the bowl into the feeding trough. Then he unlocked
a small grille in the bars immediately over the feeding
trough.

There was a pause as he kept the
woman waiting for his permission to eat.

'Head through bars,' he finally ordered. The woman thrust
her head through the now open gap in the bars. Like a well trained
animal she held her face up for the flap over her mouth to be
unfastened.

Agha Manju lent forward
and undid the studs. 'Eat Christian sow,
eat!' he ordered. 'One minute!'

The woman lowered her face
into the trough and desperately started to gobble up the tasteless
but nutritious porridge-lie swill. She knew she only had one minute
to eat her fill - and that of her
progeny. Hastily she lowered her manacled hands into the trough to
scoop more food into her mouth.

'Stop!' ordered Agha Manju. The trough was empty - just! He
wiped the woman's mouth and then locked the flap back over her
mouth.

'Head back into pig pen!' he ordered and locked the grille
back into place.

Then he repeated the process
with the blushing Madeleine, horrified to being made to behave like
a pig in front of her Master.

Inviting the Sultan to
look into the open pens from above, Agha Manju then pointed to a
narrow gap between the bottom of the bars, and of the wooden
outside doors, and the straw lined floor of the pens. The Sultan
saw that thrust into each pen was a shallow tray, half filled with
sweet-smelling water and evidently for liquid wastes.
Next to it was a bowl also half filled with
scented water for solid wastes.

'Get ready to perform,' he ordered. 'Get hindquarters over
tray.'

Again the women turned awkwardly
round in the small pens, under the metals grilles that kept them
down on all fours. They parted their legs so that their pretty
white bottoms were immediately above the tray and facing the bars.
The two little orifices were well displayed.

Agha Manju reached down through
the bars of the grille over Anastasia and knowingly felt her
foremost orifice and then her belly. He paused and then snapped his
fingers.

Immediately there was a trickle
of liquid, from the orifice that he had just felt, into the shallow
tray.

Agha Manju looked down into the
tray. He considered that that checking the wastes of the pregnant
women in his charge played an important part in ensuring that they
were made to deliver healthy progeny. Satisfied, he closed the
wooden shutter over the hole in the wooden door. The woman was now
an anonymous animal again, hidden behind the small lattice work
grille in the shutter. There was the noise of manacles as she
curled up in her kennel. She could feel her progeny kicking
happily.

Then it was the turn of the
equally embarrassed Madeleine.

 


 


27 - A New Master and a Sad Reunion

 


Controlled and disciplined
by Naka Jane found herself being forced, to her disgust, to
pleasure her Mistress and her Turkish lady friends ever day in
different ways - and to act humiliatingly
as her ladies maid.

Was she destined, she wondered,
to lead a life of being the plaything of a rich and older lesbian
woman?

Then suddenly, only a
short time after Jane had entered the service of the
Sultan's sister, she learned that the
husband of her implacable Mistress was unexpectedly returning to
Constantinople. Leila Sultan would therefore be rejoining him in
their delightful waterside yali, down on the banks of the
Bosphorus.

Naka and the other girls would
go with her, but Jane as member of the Imperial Harem could not
leave the Yildiz Park.

Instead, Agha Ali told her
in ceremonious terms which only served to increase her anxiety, the
Sultan in his kindness had decided to accept the request of one of
his favourite young equerries, Ayab Bey, she should be lent to him
to be kept in his official quarters for his use when off
duty - like the horses the Sultan also
lent his equerries.

But, went on Agha Ali, she
would still remain the property of the Sultan, and a member of his
Orta. To emphasise this she would still be collared as an Imperial
Slavegirl and be manacled. Moreover, to safeguard the
Sultan's honour, she would be infibulated
with an iron ring, like the Gedekli, to ensure that her new virile
young Master could only penetrate her up her backside.

'And you'll get another little surprise when you get there,'
laughed Agha Ali.

Scarcely knowing whether
to be thrilled or horrified at the idea of having a new
and younger Master, Jane found herself once
again hidden under a black shroud. She was taken by Agha Ali across
the Yildiz Park to another pretty chalet with bars on the windows.
There she was handed over to the tender care of - this time two
grinning black eunuchs who greeted Agha Ali warmly.

But that was not all that
awaited her. Lined up to greet her were half a dozen half naked
slavegirls - she recognised one of them
as a former Innocent Virgin who had been deflowered by the
Sultan.

Jutting out prominently from
their cutaway harem trousers were iron infibulation rings, just as
Agha Ali had said. But almost worse were the big brass nose rings
degradingly hanging down round their mouths to their chins. Was
this the little surprise that Agha Ali had also mentioned?

Then she saw silently
standing in the middle of the girls was Helen.
Yes, Helen!

At last, allowed to talk,
they fell into each other's arms. Jane
learned that the Sultan had suddenly chosen to take Helen's
virginity. She was no longer therefore a Gedekli. Instead she had
been sent here to provide pleasure for Ayab Bey when he was off
duty. To make it worse, he was the young man who had so cleverly
tricked her into returning to Constantinople - only to find herself
secretly incarcerated in the Imperial Harem.

'He's a real young swine,' whispered Helen. 'It's his idea
for us to be nose ringed like animals. And if you don't please him
when he sodomises you, his black eunuchs will beat you: fifteen
strokes of the cane!'

'Oh my God,' cried Jane.

'And he's told his black eunuchs that he wants to find both
us in his bed when he comes off duty tomorrow night - after you've
been infibulated and nose-ringed.'

'Oh no!'

'Oh yes - and we're to both get the cane in the morning if
he's not fully satisfied.'

'Oh!'

'But at least here we are out of reach, for the moment, of
that awful Agha of Curved Bellies - and Ayab Bey doesn't like
pregnant girls.'

'Oh thank God!'

'But to make up for that, he's told his black eunuchs that
he wants us, two respectable English slavegirls, to be specially
trained to perform together, as the black eunuchs call
it.'

'Perform together? You mean...'

'Yes, and to repay the Sultan for lending us to him, he
wants us to put on a special performance before him, the next time
he pays his equerry, our new Master, a visit.'

'Oh my God!' repeated Jane. She had secretly dreamed of
being intimate with Helen ever since that sadly interrupted scene
on the last day of term. But not in front of a horrible old man
like the Sultan.

'And the eunuchs say we're to start our training
tomorrow.'
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