
        
            
                
            
        

     

BARBARY SLAVESHIP
 

BOOK ONE - RORY COLLECTS HIS HUMAN CARGO

 
by
ALLAN ALDISS

Copyright Allan Aldiss


 

PROLOGUE
 
Barbary Slaveship is book one of two in the ever-popular Barbary stories by Allan Aldiss, which describe the erotic adventures of Rory Fitzgerald in North Africa during the long drawn-out Napoleonic Wars.

Once Rory had been an officer in His Britannic Majesty’s Foot Guards. Now, as Hussein Bey, he was the Commander of the Sultan of Turkey’s Janissaries in Marsa, the only one of the Barbary States still under direct Turkish rule. His now well-trained Janissaries played an important role both onboard the ships of the Barbary corsairs and in ensuring the loyalty of the wild tribal leaders inland.

With the British and French Navies locked in combat, the Barbary Pirates have enjoyed a resurgence and have had virtually a free hand to roam the Mediterranean, capturing shipping and raiding the coasts and islands of Southern Europe, carrying off young women and boys to be sold in the slave markets of North Africa and of the then still huge Ottoman Empire. These included English women, several of whom have ended up in Rory’s own harem in the charge of his chief black eunuch, Matrak.
However the very success of the Barbary Pirates, coupled with the simultaneous brutal repression of a revolt in the Sultan’s Balkan provinces, have caused a sudden glut in the slave market, not only in the fictional port of Marsa but also in Constantinople, Damascus, and Cairo. 
Accordingly, seeking new sales outlets, the Pasha of Marsa orders Rory to take a shipload of beautiful European women slaves to the Caribbean. Here in the plantations of Spanish, French and British colonies, and of the southern states of the U.S.A., black slavery is well established.
Rory’s mission is to open up a market there for white women slaves.
But first Rory must take leave of his harem – and of his galleot, pulled by his female white galley slaves.
 
HISTORICAL NOTE
 
This story is set in the seemingly interminable Napoleonic Wars when, thanks to the rival French and British Navies being locked in mortal combat, the Barbary Corsairs of North Africa enjoyed a remarkable revival.
They now found themselves virtually free to roam the Mediterranean, capturing Christian ships and raiding the mainland shores and islands of the Western Mediterranean, the Adriatic and even the Aegean. The Corso, as it was called, was highly profitable for the merchants of the Barbary Ports, such as Marsa.
The British Royal Navy in the Mediterranean was still fully occupied in blockading the French navy, and was dependent on regular supplies of bullocks, fruit, fresh vegetables and flour from the Barbary Ports. Furthermore the British had enough enemies without needlessly provoking the Sultan of Turkey, who was the nominal ruler of the Barbary States - and still the actual ruler of Marsa. Clearly, putting down the Barbary Corsairs would have to wait until the war was over.
However the ships now used by the Barbary Corsairs were different from the big sea-going galleys of yore that were rowed by large teams of captured Christian slaves. They had disappeared and, with them, their numerous captured, white male, galley slaves.
The Barbary Corsairs now used fast, lightly armed, xebecs and captured Christian sailing vessels. Indeed, there were now few white male slaves in Marsa, except for a limited number of skilled artisans or rich men held for ransom. But young Christian women and boys were a very different matter. They still formed one the most sought after prizes of the Barbary Corsairs. So, as well as capturing numerous valuable cargoes and seizing church treasures, the corsairs carried off girls and young married women for Moslem harems, and young boys and youths for eunuchs.
These were sold by the slave dealers of Marsa, where there was not only a good local demand for European women slaves for the harems of the wealthy, but also for the looms of their carpet factories and as labourers on their estates and farms that surrounded the bays and inlets of the town. Furthermore there was also a substantial entrepot trade in white women destined for the other thriving slave markets of the Ottoman Empire.
Indeed, the British had no alternative but to turn a blind eye if the same Barbary ships, now returning unladen from bringing sustenance to the storm tossed ships of the Royal Navy blockading Toulon, raided one of the many unprotected villages or convents in Southern Europe, carrying off women and treasure to dispose of in Marsa.
British subjects, of course, were guaranteed, by a series of treaties, exemption from enslavement by the Barbary corsairs. Thus, officially British slaves simply did not exist - there were none. Not only would the Sultan in far away Constantinople be seriously embarrassed if it was ever disclosed that there were any British slaves, but locally the lucrative trade with the British fleet might also be jeopardised.
In practice, therefore, any British women captured by the Barbary Corsairs and sold as slaves in Marsa were doomed to remain hidden away and closely guarded. Whether they were kept locked up as concubines in a harem, or chained to their oars as galley-slaves in their Master’s slender harbour galleot, or were kept penned as brood mares in a white, or Haratin mulatto, slave-breeding farm, no one in England would ever know.
 

 

THE PASHA’S NEW PLAN

 
The Pasha was so anxious to catch Rory that he sent a message for him to come and see him on his return to Marsa, before he even went home to his palazzo - and to his harem.
‘My son,’ said the Pasha of Marsa in an avuncular tone, ‘I want you to take a cargo of captured white Christian slave women to be sold in a secret destination.’
‘What!’ cried Rory in astonishment. Once he had been Captain Fitzgerald of His Britannic Majesty's Foot Guards, but now he was Hussein Bey, the young Commander of the Sultan's Janissaries in Marsa, and the Pasha’s subordinate.
  He was used to being sent off by the Pasha on a wide range of discreet tasks. Indeed he had only just returned, with a detachment of his troops, from a tour of several of the Emirs in the interior. But taking slave women to the far-off Caribbean? Well, that really was a new one! And just when he had been looking forward to relaxing for a time in his harem again!
‘Yes, you see the slave dealers here in Marsa are suffering badly, my son,' came the almost avuncular and confiding voice, ‘and, as they contribute so much to the wealth of Marsa, this is very serious.'
The grey bearded Pasha paused. He was the Governor of the only Barbary Port in North Africa still under direct Turkish Rule - for the others ports, such as Algiers and Tunis, although nominally under the suzerainty of the Ottoman Sultan, far away in distant Constantinople, were in effect now independent states. 
‘You see my son, if the slave dealers can’t pay their taxes to me, then I won’t be able to pay Marsa’s dues to the Sultan in Constantinople - and for that I could well end up losing my head.’
The Pasha took a long drag at his hookah, the Arab water pipe. He was sitting cross-legged on an oriental sofa in his luxurious palace - the richness of which reflected the profits earned in Marsa from the Corso, as the raids of the Barbary Corsairs were called.
He was a shrewd and cunning old man, but clearly the cares of office seemed to be weighing heavily on him. Indeed, the Sublime Porte, the administrative headquarters of the Ottoman Empire in Constantinople, was constantly demanding greater tax contributions from this very profitable outpost - whilst outwardly denying any responsibility for the deprecations of the Barbary Corsairs. 
Provided the merchants and slave dealers of Marsa were making good profits, selling their captives for good prices in the slave markets of Marsa, all was well. They then paid their taxes fairly willingly - and the position of the Pasha was therefore assured. 
Recently, however, a disastrous economic difficulty had arisen: throughout the Ottoman Empire there was a sudden glut in the market for Christian female and boy slaves, one of the mainstays of the economy of Marsa. 
'But what have the slave dealers got to complain about, Your Excellency?’ asked Rory. ‘Our ships are returning from their raiding cruises with more young white women captives than ever.’
‘Indeed, indeed, and for much this success we must thank the well trained detachments of your Janissaries embarked as boarding or landing parties,’ said the Pasha tactfully.
Rory acknowledged this praise with a little nod.
He had noted how, to give themselves more speed and manoeuvrability, the corsair ships carried few guns and relied on capturing their prizes by boarding them. This reduced the damage to their valuable cargoes - and to any female passengers, but it also called for well-trained and intrepid boarding parties. Similarly for their descents on isolated coastal towns and villages, the corsair ships relied on surprise and well disciplined landing parties making an expertly executed raid, followed by a quick get-away, laden with booty and captives. 
Rory had therefore trained detachments of his Janissaries to embark for the Corso. Now whether boarding Christian ships or raiding Christian shores, Rory’s well-trained Janissaries played a key role.
‘And I trust, ‘added the Pasha with a smile, ‘that the merchants and slave dealers financing each Corso have shown their appreciation in the customary way to the Commander of our Janissaries?’
‘I can’t complain,’ laughed Rory. 
He was thinking of his own relatively small, but well run, harem of a dozen beautiful, captured European slave women - and of the white women galley-slaves who, bearing his brand on their bellies, pulled the oars of his lightweight inshore galleot. Most of these had been gifts from the grateful merchants and slave dealers of Marsa, or from the Pasha himself - for it was well known that Hussein Bey’s pay could scarcely finance many forays into the local slave markets. He even owned several British women - despite the treaties guaranteeing British ships and subjects protection from the Barbary Corsairs. 
Whatever his real thoughts might be as a renegade Christian, as a senior officer in the Imperial Janissaries he had to go through the motions of showing that he was now a true believer and a follower of the Prophet - may his name live for ever! And that included owning captured Christian woman.  
 Initially he had been regarded with suspicion by his own Janissary troops and by the rich merchants of Marsa. It had been vital that he was quickly seen to have thrown off his despised Western ideas. He had, however, been shocked when the Pasha had advised him that the best way of achieving this was to be known to keep, as did he himself and all the rich merchants of Marsa, a harem of captured Christian concubines, all subjected to the strict discipline and control of black eunuchs. 
He had been even more shocked when the Pasha added that he would also be expected, like his predecessor as the Commander of the Janissaries, and not least by his own men, to keep a galleot, manned by half naked, captured Christian women, chained to their oars and driven by a black Whipmaster. 
However, the Pasha had smilingly explained, it was a system that worked very well - for the women could be readily interchangeable between the two.
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Rory now snapped out of his reverie as the Pasha took another long drag on his water pipe and then it down. 
Hussein Bey, the Pasha was thinking, had been a loyal assistant and a good officer, who had served him well. He had, indeed, become his right hand man. It was for this reason that he had obtained for him the title of Bey.  But, the Pasha realised, keen young soldiers are not always aware of economic realities. 
‘You see, the very success of the Corso in recent months,‘ he explained,  ‘has saturated the local market for white slave women here in Marsa. That might not have mattered too much, for there has always been a good demand for our captured Christian women from the leading slave dealers in the Near East.'
‘Yes, of course,’ replied Rory. Marsa’s entrepot trade in white women slaves, captured in the Corso, played an important part in its economy
‘But, alas, the saturation of our own local market has coincided with the successful putting down of a large-scale revolt in the Sultan’s Balkan provinces. To punish the communities which had risen up against Turkish rule, the Sultan had ordered that large numbers of their young women should be handed over to the slave dealers who always follow the Turkish Army when it is putting down revolts.'
‘Yes I see,’ murmured Rory, ‘so the slave dealers in Constantinople have plenty of pretty white women on their hands and now aren’t interested in our surplus ones.’
‘Exactly,’ grunted the Pasha angrily, ‘nor are the slave dealers in Damascus or Cairo. It’s been a disaster. The slave market is getting glutted with young white women and prices are falling fast. Only a few weeks ago, a landing party from your own Janissaries succeeded in carrying off some very attractive young women from a nunnery on the coast near Naples - including a young Contessa. Normally, on the ship’s return to Marsa, our slave dealers would have been delighted, competing against each other to acquire the women. Instead, the Rais had difficulty in selling them at all. It’s a serious situation and my tax revenues are also falling. I must take urgent action, or expect the wrath of the Sultan - and the bowstring.’
‘Oh, my God!’ murmured Rory. It was well known how the ruthless Sultan would send for a Governor or a General with whose performance he was dissatisfied - and then, to encourage the others, have him strangled by his deaf mutes. ‘But surely there’s always been a demand here for cheap white women.’ 
‘If you mean plenty of cheap, stocky, peasant girls, then yes indeed. That’s why our local farmers now use them instead of the traditional black slaves for turning the mill stones or water wheels or for helping their donkeys to pull the plough or harrow, or for working on the looms of the local carpet factories. But that’s not what I’m talking about.’
‘Oh?’ queried Rory
‘No, it’s the more valuable end of the market that is suffering from too many women - the many specialist dealers who deal in various types of better looking women for use in harems and brothels. These have always sold here very well - but not now.’
‘What can you do about it?‘ Rory asked anxiously. He had not realised the seriousness of the situation in Marsa that had arisen whilst he had been in the interior settling a tribal dispute on behalf of the Pasha.
‘When,’ began the Pasha patiently, ‘there is a glut in a particular sector of the market, my son, there are three steps that wise merchants can take.’
He took another drag on his hookah. 
‘Firstly, they can combine to reduce the supply - but this would be difficult in this case because of the number of corsair ships and the number of rival Barbary Ports from which they are operating.  Secondly, they can destroy most of their present stock and thus create a shortage instead of a glut. The Guild of Slave Dealers here have, therefore, discussed with their members the possibility of drowning a proportion of their present stock of female slaves.’
‘Good God!’ cried Rory aghast at the though of young European women being needlessly massacred.
‘However,’ went on the Pasha complacently, ‘this would be difficult to enforce and police fairly, especially as, in the top end of the slave market, different up-market no two dealers handle the same kind of female slaves. Moreover it would only be a short-term solution. With the corsairs keen to take advantage of the now higher prices to capture more women, there could soon be another glut in the market.
The Pasha paused. 
‘However there is a third alternative - to open a new market for your wares.’
‘Open up a new market?’ repeated Rory incredulously. ‘But where, Your Excellency, where?’
Already, Rory knew, the slave dealers of Marsa, and those in the other Barbary Ports, were supplying not only the local demand for European women but also the other principal slave markets in the Mediterranean basin: Constantinople, Cairo and Damascus.
‘Where else could they be profitably sold?’ he asked.
‘In two places!’ replied the Pasha, holding up two fingers.
‘What!’ cried Rory disbelievingly.
‘The first is, south of the Sahara, in Mali and Timbuktu, from where our gold and our black slaves come. The black tribal kings there would pay handsomely for white women - and in gold. But this would either involve marching of coffles of white women across the Sahara and accepting a high proportion of losses, or taking caravans of a much smaller number across on camels. We may well start doing this latter but I can’t see this taking many surplus women off our hands.’
Rory nodded in agreement. He had had some experience of taking women slaves into the interior and even of and of marching coffles of white slave women across it. These had been difficult enough, but across the Sahara? Well!
‘And your second place, Your Excellency?’
'In the slave-owning communities of the New World, my son  - across the Atlantic Ocean - where, to test the market we would send a boat-load of a hundred beautiful white slaves, provided by our Guild of Slave Dealers.'
'Good Heavens!’ Rory gasped in astonishment. But at least, he thought, it would be better than drowning them.
'Yes!' said the Pasha. 'Don't you see? The rich plantation owners of the New World use their black slaves not only for agricultural and domestic labour, but also, in the case of the females, for their sexual enjoyment. For that reason, the value there of a slave girl increases sharply with the degree of white blood. Quadroon and octoroon slavegirls are eagerly sought after.’
The Pasha took another drag on his hookah.
‘Think,’ he went on, ‘how even more eager they’d be to acquire beautiful and genuinely white women, straight from Europe - and yet who were also genuine slaves - and branded on their buttocks to prove it.’
Rory whistled positively.
‘That’s a brilliant idea!’ he cried.
'And moreover it's one that has already been secretly tried out, on a small scale, by our colleagues, the Barbary Corsairs of Morocco.’
‘How on earth, Your Excellency, did you learn about this?’
 The Pasha paused for a moment and sucked at his hookah.
‘From a certain Rais', he said, 'the Captain of a Moroccan ship.  He secretly took a cargo that included twenty captured Christian women to the Caribbean. Dealing directly with the more remote plantation owners along the coasts, he found a potentially lucrative market there for white women slaves - as well as selling the rest of his cargo.’
The Pasha sucked his hookah again.
‘Luckily for us, the Sultan of Morocco was too busy fighting to retain his throne to follow up the Rais’s success. So the Rais made his way here and told his story in confidence to me and to the Head of the Guild of Slave Dealers. With the glut in the slave market, he could not have come at better time. His past success caught our imagination and we are keen to use his knowledge and experience, both in navigating across the Atlantic and in knowing where to go once the ship has arrived in the Caribbean.'
The Pasha clapped his hands for coffee. His black coffee server entered the room and bowed obsequiously. Behind him ran two simpering Italian boy eunuchs, bearing trays of tiny cups of thick sweetened Turkish coffee.
'I think,' went on the Pasha with a smile, 'there'd also be a market there for white eunuch pageboys, but not ones like these two - castrated before puberty, as we prefer here, so that they are quite harmless. No, I’m thinking, rather, of boys gelded just after they reach puberty so that, although their voices may never break and they can never ejaculate, they do have the ability to please a woman almost indefinitely without any risk of her becoming pregnant.’
He laughed.
‘I’d never let a boy like that near my harem!’
‘Nor mine,’ agreed Rory, thinking of Tulip, his Italian eunuch boy valet. He had certainly been gelded before puberty and could safely accompany his Master when he visited his harem.
 ‘Of course, it’s often very convenient for your personal attendant to accompany you when you visit your harem, but not if he’s going to be aroused by the sight of the sight of my half naked women. There’s only one aroused manhood that any of my women will ever see - and that’s mine!’
Then he looked at Rory and smiled.
‘Unless, of course, out of the kindness of my heart, I give them away to the faithful but impecunious Commander of my Janissaries.’
Poor Rory blushed, painfully aware that this was just what the Pasha had done - not merely out of pity but also a way of binding him to his service.  
‘But,’ continued the Pasha, ‘I have to admit that for a long time certain specialist slave dealers have done very well discreetly exporting small numbers of such eunuch boys back to Europe as Ladies Personal Attendants. They’re trained not only in dressing and undressing their Mistresses and in washing and massaging them in the bath, but also in secretly pleasuring them - behind the backs of their unsuspecting husbands, for who would ever suspect a eunuch!’
‘Yes,’ he went on, ‘ such boys are very popular with Society Ladies, as I think you call them - and a trained white servant boy may well be equally popular with the wives of rich plantation owners’. 
Rory nodded. Yes, indeed! 
'So, my son, we think,' the Pasha continued as he sipped his tiny cup of coffee, 'that the wealthy planters of the Caribbean, with its mixture of French, English and Spanish speaking islands and coastlines, and of the slave owning southern states of the U.S.A., could well become an excellent small new market for white women and youths captured by our Barbary corsairs.
'But ... ' objected Rory, as he gathered his thoughts, 'the Atlantic slave trade has recently been abolished, even if slavery itself has not.'
'And this gives us a further opportunity, for it has made the plantation owners start to breed more of their own slaves - of different colours and from different types of slave women. They say that the prettiest quadroons and octoroons are those whose mothers are white slaves - but, of course, these are very rare. Here again - another market for us to exploit.’
'Yes, I see,' gasped Rory.
‘And in Haiti, I understand that some of the black slaves who successfully rose up against the French plantation owners, have now enslaved the widows and daughters of their former masters. Our Rais tells me that this has apparently given them an appetite for more white slave women. Here again, this could be another opportunity for us.’
‘Goodness!’ exclaimed Rory, shocked at the idea of the enslavement of white women by their former black slaves. 
Then he paused for thought for a moment.
‘But now that the slave trade from Africa has been outlawed, surely the risk of a slave ship being intercepted would ... '
'Who said anything about a slave ship,' interrupted the Pasha with a cunning smile. 'We are not talking here of one of those special, and readily recognisable, slave ships, specially designed to carry hundreds of blacks and stinking to high heaven.’
He paused. 
‘No, we will use one of our captured fast European trading ships. Officially, it would be carrying a cargo of North African goods to offer direct to plantation owners in the Caribbean: leather works, top class carpets and rugs, beautiful silver in-laid table, brassware and silver ornaments ’
The Pasha smiled.
‘But hidden down below in the hold would also be perhaps a hundred beautiful young white women, and a dozen young white eunuch boys, all supplied by the Guild of Slave dealers - and also all for sale - but more discreetly.’
‘And,’ went on the Pasha with a cunning look, ‘to avoid any problems with local authorities, our ship would not, of course, be entering any ports. Instead it would deal directly with plantation owners on the coastline of the various Caribbean islands and, of course, the mainland.’
'How clever!' murmured Rory. 
‘But the destination of our ship, and its ultimate success must be kept secret - or else all the other Barbary Ports will jump on this band wagon. Not only will this ruin this new market but it might well stir the local authorities into action. There are often, I understand, quite a few British, French, Spanish and, of course, American, warships there, all busy watching and blockading each other.’
‘And,’ added Rory, ‘we certainly don’t want to risk catching their attention and stirring things up, any more than we do with the other Barbary Ports.’
‘So continuing secrecy is vital, both here in Africa and in the Caribbean,‘ said the Pasha. ‘We will spread the word here in Marsa that the ship will be taking its cargo, at he request of the Sublime Porte to a new high quality slave market in Southern Turkey. When it returns the crew will be sworn to secrecy. And meanwhile only myself, the Rais, the Head of the Slave Dealers Guild, and now you, know just where the ship will really be going.’
‘Yes, I see. All very well thought out,' laughed Rory. 'But what, Your Excellency, has this all got to do with me?'
'Simply, my son, that you and a small detachment of your well disciplined Janissaries would also be embarked.  And you would be in overall charge of the whole operation.'
'What!' cried Rory. 'What on earth use would I be?'
'Don't use see, my son, your role could be critical to the whole success of this first exploratory enterprise. You are a European, fluent in English, French and now Spanish. You could play a leading role in discreetly contacting the owners of isolated plantations, in disposing and accounting for each of the women, and in allaying the suspicions of any patrolling warships.’
The wily old Pasha paused for a moment.
‘Moreover, such is their confidence in you, that the wealthy Guild of Slave Dealers will only provide the women for this trial enterprise if you are in charge. They have begged me to release you for it - and for you get out there soon - well before the autumnal hurricane season.’
'But, Your Excellency, I’ve only just got back to Marsa,’ protested Rory. Doubtless Matrak would have prepared a suggested programme covering each of his women - and usually at least two at a time.
 ‘I believe that in your country,’ laughed the Pasha, ‘ the appropriate expression would be “hard luck!”’
‘But isn’t there anyone else you could send?’
‘No,’ came the blunt reply. ‘There is no one else who has the respect of the slave dealers of Marsa as a reliable Moslem, with a harem of his own, a man of his word, someone to whom they could safely entrust their valuable cargo of women. And, moreover, someone they could trust to take charge of the monies for which the women were sold; someone who could keep an eye on the Rais, the Moroccan Captain; and someone who has both his own bodyguard and a team of fighting men, used to ships, who could keep order onboard and see off any local pirates.'
Rory gave a low whistle. Goodness, what a responsibility.
‘As you’ll be responsible for the success of the enterprise,’ added the Pasha with a smile, ‘the Guild also wants you to be responsible for the quality of the goods on offer. You would thus be responsible for accepting or rejecting the women provided by the individual slave dealers.’
‘What, all hundred of them?’ laughed Rory.
'Indeed!’ replied the Pasha seriously. ‘So seriously does the Guild take this enterprise that you will be authorised if necessary, to inspect each dealer’s entire stock of women and chose the best. In this way there would no temptation for an unscrupulous slave dealer to use the opportunity to offload his inferior wares onto you. It will not, I fancy, be all that different to when on previous occasions, I ordered you to discreetly buy a number of white women and take them to be presented to various Emirs.
Rory caught his breath. He would never forget those expeditions. It was through them that the lovely Henrietta Hamilton, Marie de St, Sevres, and Amanda Forsyth and her daughter Diana, had ended up in his harem - all as gifts from the Pasha, rewards for missions accomplished.
Rory coughed. ‘But how many slave dealers will be taking part?’ he asked.
‘The arrangement will be that most of the ten leading slave dealers, some general dealers in beautiful white women and some specialising in treating the women in various ways before offering them for sale, are each to provide you free of charge with ten of their best slaves. That in itself will reduce the glut in the market. It will also enable the Guild to learn which types of women sell best there and thus brief the corsairs accordingly for their future raiding cruises - starting with next year’s Corso. And meanwhile, hopefully, you will also be making a handsome profit for the various slave dealers, even after all the expenses and commissions to have been deducted.’
‘Commissions?’ queried Rory.
‘Yes, to motivate the Reis he will be receiving a commission of ten per cent on each woman’s selling price - and you must see that the Sultan, myself and your Janissaries also all get ten per cent, too.’
‘But to make sure there is no cheating, I shall have to supervise the selling of each woman myself,’ cried Rory in alarm.
‘And the Guild is sure that you’ll do it very well,’ replied the Pasha with a smile, ‘and see that our valuable merchandise is kept in prime condition - and does not escape or jump overboard in despair. There must be none of the appalling conditions in which black slaves were taken across the Atlantic. On the contrary, they would have to be kept cosseted, and well fed and exercised, by their supervising black eunuchs - and protected by them from the attentions of the crew.'
‘But in that case, the arrangements onboard would have to be rather complicated,’ said Rory.
‘Not if we use a captured fast cattle ship, like those we use to take bullocks to the British fleet off Toulon. They’re specially designed to transport valuable animals quickly and safely. They are kept tethered down in the hold in stalls on fresh straw - just as these white women will be too.’
The Pasha laughed and took another drag at his water pipe. Then he turned back to Rory.
‘Of course, the slave dealers will be anxious that the crew will not be able to get at the valuable women they have provided, but also your Janissaries - and indeed yourself and the Rais.’
Rory flushed with anger.
‘Well,’ he burst out, ‘if they can’t trust me, then they can find someone else they can.’
The Pasha laughed again.
‘No, no, my son, there is no question of that! But they are anxious that being closely confined with these beautiful and desirable women does not make life impossible for you and your men. But the answer is simple.’
‘Oh?’ queried Rory.
‘A small number of white women slaves will also be provided by the Guild for the use of the crew and your Janissaries, together with a supervisory black eunuch. Two other women will be provided for use by the Rais,’
He paused.
‘We had thought that you might take a couple of your own women.’
‘A couple of my own women?’ gasped Rory.
‘Yes, but we thought that the risk of the whole operation being jeopardised if one of your British, French or Spanish women escaped ashore was too great. No matter how much they may adore you, once in the Caribbean the temptation to try and escape back to their countrymen may too great. I don’t want this venture being ruined by some scandal.’
‘Yes indeed,’ Rory agreed.  He would not want to risk losing the beautiful Henrietta Hamilton, nor Amanda Forsyth and her lovely daughter, and nor even the fiery Irish, former governess, Barbary Kennedy; nor the delightful Spanish aristocrat Carmen; nor the equally desirable Marie de St. Sevres from France. 
‘So,’ said the Pasha, cutting into his thoughts, ‘you must choose a couple of your pretty Italian girls - and take that young assistant black eunuch that I gave you, Abdul, to keep an eye on them.’
Goodness, thought Rory, the Pasha had already worked out it all out.
“Oh, and talking of your black eunuchs, I forgot to say that we would want Matrak, your chief black eunuch, to go, too - to take overall charge of the women and the other black eunuchs. He has an outstanding reputation as an overseer of white women.'
'But ... ' stammered Rory, thinking of the mischief that the women of his harem might get up to in the absence of the strict Matrak, especially if Abdul was also absent.
'But don't worry about the rest of your women,' said the Pasha with a smile. 'You can send them to my harem for safekeeping and supervision, whilst you are away. I'll tell my own chief black eunuch to make all the necessary arrangements with Matrak. They're old friends, as we know.'
Rory smiled ruefully. Except for Barbara Kennedy, all his British, French and Spanish concubines had been given to him by the Pasha at various times, as rewards for services he had carried out. All had first spent a spell in the Pasha’s harem. Henrietta and Carmen even bore the Pasha’s brand on their bellies. Doubtless the wicked old man could not wait to get his hands on them all again, even if only temporarily. And doubtless he had heard about Barbara from his own chief black eunuch who was a close friend of Matrak - and wanted to try out a fiery Irish girl. But there was nothing he could do about that!
‘A most kind and generous offer, Your Excellency - provided I can get them all back again when I return.’
The Pasha smiled enigmatically.
‘Of course - provided that the enterprise is successful. However, here in the Ottoman Empire, all the property of officers and officials nominally belongs to the Sultan – may he live forever! So, like his other property, the harem of an unsuccessful officer, even if he is a Bey, is always liable to be confiscated by his superiors if he fails in his work.’
He paused and stared at Rory who was looking aghast.

‘It will be up to you, my son … Oh, I forget to mention it. I will want you to sail within a week.’
 
 

PART I
 

INTERESTING CAPTIVES

 
Chapter 1 - THE NUNNERY
 
A month before the Pasha was briefing Rory on his new mission, Vespers was being held in the chapel of a remote rural nunnery on the Neapolitan coast. It’s very remoteness attracted visitors seeking a “retreat”, or a respite from the real world - or women whose men folk wanted them safely hidden away from the licentious French soldiery.
Signora Marguarita Bianchi glanced at her daughter, Dora, as she knelt in the choir alongside her pretty friends Lucia and Teresa.
As well as the heavily veiled old nuns, there were several other young women in the chapel and staying in the nunnery - all, like herself and her daughter, had been sent there by their husbands or fathers for safe keeping in these difficult days, whilst the rebellion against the French occupying army raged and ebbed. 
What a beautiful girl Dora was, Marguarita thought - with her sleek black hair, flawless white complexion, slim waist and nicely swelling bosom. And she was still only sixteen. Clearly she was taking after her mother, Maria thought with a proud smile. The family resemblance was strong. Indeed several times they had been taken for sisters - for, although she was now in her early thirties, Marguarita had kept her figure and her looks.
But what a responsibility Dora was. Half the young men in the Kingdom of Naples seemed to be chasing her. But she was in love with a young man of good family, Giovanni Mattei, whom her parents much approved of. 
But, of course, any scandalous rumours would put paid to their hopes of her making such a good marriage, especially as the agricultural dealing business of Marguarita ’s husband had been seriously affected by the French occupation and his daughter’s dowry would now have to be much reduced. So a good marriage would be dependant on her looks and on her reputation for being an untouched virgin from a respectable family. 
It was, however, a reputation that was under constant threat from the ill-disciplined French troops stationed in their hill-top town - for whom sexual assault was just part of the perks of conquest.
Moreover, a good marriage for her daughter would also partly depend on her own reputation and beauty, and the way she had kept it, for there was an old Neapolitan saying: “Before you decide on a girl, look at the mother.” 
No wonder, Nina thought, that when her husband had to travel up to Rome for a month or two to try and revive his business, he had insisted on his wife and daughter, going off to a convent on the coast.
‘You will both be quite safe there,’ he had said as kissed his lovely wife and pretty daughter goodbye.
 
Marguarita was not the only beautiful Italian woman attending Vespers in the isolated convent on the coast near Naples.
The most striking was the aristocratic looking, twenty-five year-old, Contessa de Santa Croce.  Unlike the other women she was blond - a throwback to the Greek settlers of Southern Italy in the days before the Roman Empire. 
Her penniless young husband had decided to rejoin the Neapolitan Royal Court in the new temporary capital in Palermo in Sicily. Here, the Bourbon King of Naples was safe from the French invaders - thanks to the British Royal Navy that patrolled the Straits of Massena and prevented the French from crossing to Sicily. Meanwhile the Conte had left his adoring young wife in the protection of the nuns. 
There was also the handsome dark-eyed Nina, the young wife of a small landowner. She had her two-year old son with her.
And there was Nicoletta, the young wife of another small landowner who was still feeding her newly born daughter. Her flashing eyes and full figure had turned attracted the attention of many a young man and her husband had decided that she and her child would be safer in the nunnery whilst he was away for a month.
Then there was also Paula the pretty young wife of the mayor of a town occupied by the French. She was expecting a child in a few months time and her husband had judged that it would be prudent to send her to the nunnery to await her child. 
And, of course, there were Dora’s two pretty friends, Lucia and Teresa. Their fathers were both officers in the Neapolitan Royalist Army which, defeated by the French and their local Republican allies, had fled with their King to Sicily. Fearful of the vengeance of the Republicans, their mothers had begged the nuns to shelter their daughters.
They were both secretly engaged to young officers in their fathers’ Regiment and they and Dora would hours talking longingly about their young men and their hopes of marriage.
Perhaps the saddest was the beautiful and nearly married Maria who had been forced to flee to the sanctuary of the nunnery in the middle of her rapturously happy honeymoon with her adored young husband - a honeymoon that had been violently interrupted when her husband had suddenly learnt that the French were looking for him as a reported rebel. He had had to flee to the mountains whilst she had sought safety in he nunnery.
These women all had three things in common: white complexions; sultry good looks; and the conviction that they were now quite safe in the nunnery.
They were all also in love with their husbands, or in he case of the three young unmarried girls, with their handsome young swains.
 
 
Chapter 2 - THE RAID
 
It was late that night when the Barbary Corsairs struck. There was no moon as, towing the ships boats that carried the landing party of Janissaries, and guided by the discreetly flashing lantern of the spy that they had landed the day before, the darkened Corsair ship quietly closed the little promontory on which the nunnery stood – well separated from the nearest fishing villages. 
It was this very isolation that had made the nunnery so popular as a place of religious contemplation. 
The boats were cast off and, with muffled oars, closed the jetty of the nunnery on which their colleague was now standing.   
Without further orders the well-trained Janissaries of the landing party left a boat- keeper with each boat and then, dividing into two parties, quietly climbed up the paths that led to the nunnery. Whilst one party, in the guise of beggars, knocked on the door seeking shelter for the night, the other, larger, one would be forcing an entrance from the back. 
The Corsairs were primarily after the valuable jewels and golden crucifixes that they knew would be in the chapel of the nunnery. Of course, they also knew that there was always the chance, when raiding a nunnery, of picking up some beautiful young women, but they also had heard that the market for white female slaves, back in Marsa, was showing signs of collapsing. 
Nevertheless, the Barbary Corsairs tradition of carrying off young white women was hard to throw off - and so, as a compromise, the landing party had been ordered to ignore the nuns and only to seize any exceptionally attractive young women staying in the nunnery.
Just in case, therefore, each man therefore carrying two long narrow cloths, one for binding a woman’s hands behind her back, and the other for muzzling her.
Also just in case, back onboard the Corsair ship, the ship’s two black eunuchs were preparing the large cages down in the hold, that were used to hold female captives.
 
Marguarita and Dora were awoken by screams and seconds later the door of their room was burst open. Several moustachioed men in turbans and baggy trousers rushed in and pulled the two women out of their beds. The men were shouting at each other in some strange language.
The women cringed back in horror and embarrassment for the night was warm and they were only wearing thin muslin nightdresses. But the men made no attempt to ravish them and instead bound their wrists behind their back with cloths.
‘What’s happening, Mamma?’ cried Dora. The word “Mamma” made the men look at each other and smile, but before Marguarita could say a word, she had been gagged with another cloth, and within seconds so too had Dora. It was all done so quickly and efficiently that clearly this was something the men had practiced.
The bound and half naked women were then hustled out of the room and down the stairs.
They saw grinning men making off with the jewelled golden crucifixes from the chapel. Horrified they saw the Mother Superior on her knees, being flogged to make her reveal where the nunnery’s money was kept. They heard her scream and then hand over a key.
They were lined up in a row with the other young women staying in the nunnery. The nuns appeared to have been ignored. The other young women had also been tied and gagged, but the hands of Nina and Nicoletta had been fastened in front of their body to allow them to hold their small sobbing children.
A man who seemed to be in charge now came down the line humiliatingly inspecting the women. As he did so, two other men standing behind them pulled down their nightdresses, baring their breasts.
He paused in front of Marguarita and Dora. Seeing their resemblance, he turned to Marguarita. 
‘Su Figlia?’ he shouted in the mixed Italian, Catalan and Spanish that made up the Lingua Franca of the Western Mediterranean, including the Barbary Ports.
Dumbly Marguarita nodded her agreement that Dora was her daughter, hoping that she would therefore be spared. How wrong she was! 
The man laughed. A beautiful mother and daughter! They would fetch a good price even in a slump in the market! He gave an order and the two women were pushed across the room where the Contessa was standing. She was looking terrified as one of the corsairs stroked her silky blond hair. 
Next the leader of the Janissaries felt the milk-laden breasts of Nicoletta. He nodded. There was always a good demand for a beautiful woman in milk. Nervously holding her child, she too was pushed across to join the Contessa and Marguarita and her daughter.
Then he gave a cry of excitement. The slightly swollen belly of Paula had been bared. Grinning, he ran his hand over it. Again he nodded. A pretty expectant young woman should sell despite the downturn in the market. She too was pushed across the others.
The leader now inspected the two young girls, Lucia and Teresa. They would almost certainly be virgins. Again he nodded and both girls were pushed across to join the other group.
Now only the dark-eyed Nina and her two-year-old son remained. The leader stroked his short beard, hesitatingly. Was a young mother worth taking? Then he remembered how a certain slave dealer was particularly interested in such girls. Alright! He nodded.
All the young women staying in the nunnery had been selected. Glut in the market or not, they were just too desirable to be left behind.
 The women were then forced down the path that led to the nunnery’s small and normally deserted small private jetty. They saw that several ships’ boats were waiting and they were pushed down into the largest.
Moments later more grinning Janissaries came down the path, laden with the treasures seized in the chapel. It had all had been a well planned and executed raid, and within moments the boats were on their way out to the darkened ship lying off the promontory.
Arriving alongside, most of the Janissaries climbed up the side of the corsair vessel so as to lighten the boat. In the darkness, slings were lowered from a boom and silently hooked on. The boat was raised up and swayed on board, followed by the smaller boats. The standard of well-drilled seamanship onboard the corsair ship was high.   
There was a slight altercation between the Rais, the Captain of the ship, and the leader of the Janissaries, who was being cursed for having brought back so many women at a time when the market for them was in decline.
But it was too late to send them back now - and any way, the leader of the Janissaries pointed out, the gold and treasure that they had brought back would certainly provide the merchants who had invested in this Corso with good dividends - even it the women did not sell well. 
Meanwhile the ship’s two large black eunuchs had appeared and taken charge of the women. Each had a short whip tucked into the silken cummerbund went round his ample waist. The cringed back in horror - for these were the first black men that most of them had even seen. And they seemed so big and frightening.
Speaking to both the Rais and to the two black eunuchs, the leader of landing party pointed to the blond Contessa, said: ‘She’s an aristocrat.’
Even the Rais was impressed. ‘Take special care of this one,’ he told the two black eunuchs. The white of their big eyes showed in the darkness. A real Contessa!
‘But that’s not all,’ added the leader of the Janissaries, pointing to Marguarita and Dora. ‘A mother and daughter!’
Again the Rais was impressed. He clapped the Janissary leader on the back, his anger now assuaged by the quality of the captives seized by the landing party.
Again the whites of the eyes of the black eunuchs showed. A really beautiful young mother and a pretty daughter were perhaps the most valuable Christian slaves of all. 
 The eunuchs now nodded and cracking their whips quickly started to drive the still bound women down below into the carefully locked Women’s Hold  - and safely out of sight and reach of the sex-starved crew.
 Until the ship arrived back in Marsa, the Rais himself was the only whole man who would be allowed down here to inspect the women.
 
 
Chapter 3 - THE CAPTIVES ARE SECURED BELOW
 
In the dim light of a lantern hanging from the deckhead, the women could make out rows of large iron securing rings fastened into the sides of the hold and, amidships, hanging down from the deckhead. Fastened to each ring was a length of chain and at the end of each chain was a snap catch.
Below the chains were lines small wooded blocks, each with a strange curved cut-out. Also below the chains were lines of fresh straw. Surely, each gagged woman was silently thinking, these could not be for her wastes - how awful!
Cracking their whips menacingly, the black eunuchs now made the women line up again.
‘You!’ ordered one of the black eunuchs, pointing at Nina with his whip, ‘put child down on deck.’ He was speaking in broken Lingua Franca. Like most of the black eunuchs in the Barbary Ports, he had learnt some Lingua France in order to give orders to white women under his control.
‘No, please let me hold him.’ Nina tried to cry through her gag.
‘Put him down,’ repeated the black eunuch and, raising his whip, gave a stroke across her shoulders.’
With a scream of pain, Nina did as she was told. The little boy was now crawling at her feet.
‘And you!’ ordered the other black eunuch to Nicoletta who was holding her child to her breasts.  He raised is whip and quickly Nicoletta put her little child down. But she stayed stooped over him, holding his hand.
‘Stand up straight!’ the black eunuch shouted, cracking his whip. With a cry of despair Nicoletta did as she was told.
The women now saw a pile of what seemed like neck yokes rather like ones that milkmaids use to carry pails of fresh milk. But these were much larger and made of strong planking about three feet long and a good inch thick. The ends of each yoke were also hinged at one end and at the other end could be held closed by a small sliding bolt.
Each of the two hinged halves of the yoke had three semicircular cut outs - one larger one for the neck and two smaller ones for the wrists. On the outside of each hinged piece of planking, level with the cut-outs for the neck, were two iron rings for chaining the yoke to a securing ring, or to each other, to form a coffle.
One by one the black eunuchs put a still open yoke around each woman’s neck. Then, untying her hands, they thrust her wrists into the smaller semi-circular holes. Whilst one black eunuch then quickly closed hinge of the yoke, the other closed the bolt which being underneath the planking the woman was quite unable to reach.
The women were now quite helpless with their necks and wrists encased in the thick planking that also hid their bodies from their gaze.
These yokes provided an ideal way during a short voyage, of safely securing captured women so that there was no risk of them, in their despair, of trying to kill themselves with a knife or other instrument, nor of running up on deck and of throwing themselves overboard. Furthermore it prevented the women from getting at their bodies and thus ensured that expectant young women remained expectant, that girls in-milk remained in-milk, and that virgins remained virgins. It also ensured that large numbers of women could, if necessary, be safely stowed chained down below.
But the yokes were not all that the women had endure, for the black eunuchs then untied the cloths that had hitherto gagged the women and replaced them with black leather muzzles. These were shaped to fit tightly over the mouth and under the chin. They were held in placed by a strap that buckled behind the neck. The women were now unable to open their mouths to speak. There would, thus, always be silence in the woman’s hold.
There several little holes in the leather muzzles over the mouth to allow a woman to breath and to suck up water, and a little hole, normally held closed by a small strap, through which food could be thrust.
The black eunuchs now pulled down the blushing women’s nightdresses leaving them stark naked - except for their yokes and muzzles. Only their eyes, desperately glancing to and fro, now betrayed the women’s fear and anxiety about their fate - and their shame and horror at being naked before these awful, huge, and strange black men.
The black eunuchs grinned approvingly as they saw that unable, because of the planking of their yokes, to see the little children crawling at their feet, Nina and Nicoletta were trying to feel for them with her bare feet.
But worse was to follow for with the women’s hands held helpless alongside their faces, the black eunuchs could take their time to feel the breasts and bellies of the horrified women. Clearly the black eunuchs were excited by Nina’s milk laden breasts and with Paula’s slightly curved belly - but shook their heads at the sight of the pubic hair that hid the women’s beauty lips.
One of them went to a cupboard and took out a large pot of a yellow, creamy-like, essence.
‘Legs apart! … Bend knees … Thrust out bellies!’ ordered the other black eunuch, emphasising each order with another crack of his whip. Then, putting on gloves to protect their hands from the ointment, they went down the line of trembling yoked women, rubbing this depilating ointment over the mounds and then down over their beauty lips and even up between them. Oh, the shame!
Moments later little moan could be heard from behind the women’s muzzles, as the burning ointment began its work. Desperately the women began to writhe in pain. The expectant Paula seemed to be about to collapse onto the deck.
‘You stand up!’ shouted one of the black eunuchs at her, bringing his whip down across the back of the wretched woman. ‘Silence!’
Terrified, all the women down straightened up, biting their lips under their muzzles whilst the ointment did its work.
Minutes later the black eunuchs were going down the line of women wiping off the ointment and the hair now stuck to it. It would, the black eunuchs knew, take several applications of the ointment before the women were as smooth and hairless as little girls - but at least their beauty lips could now be seen properly.
Then, whilst his colleague watched over the other women, his whip raised, the other black eunuch led Nina, her child crawling after her, to the side of the hold. Picking up one of the chains hanging down from the large rings, he snapped the end of it to the ring at the back of Nina’s yoke. With her hand held up high by the yoke, she would be quite unable to reach the snap catches behind her neck.
Then he picked up a length of chain with a small open collar at each end. He snapped one of the collars round Nina’s left ankle and the other round her child’s neck.
‘Down!’ he ordered and Nina found that the chain fastened to the back of her yoke was long enough to allow her kneel down and then lie down. She could not hold her little crawling son, but by bending her left leg she could allow him to rest his head on her belly.
What a picture of loving motherhood she made, thought the black eunuch. It was, he thought, a picture that coupled with the slight stretch marks still on her belly, could not help attracting the attention of a slave dealer anxious to buy a young woman who was clearly guaranteed not to be barren.
Then he showed the girl how to lie down so that, despite her yoke, the curved wooden “pillow” supported her head.
Then, smiling he went to fetch Nicoletta and her newly born daughter. He made a change here however. Her wrists were released from the yoke and instead fastened to short chains hanging from each end of the yoke. Thus whilst still being held helpless like Nina, with the ring at the back of her yoke chained to the wall of the hold, she could still, just, touch and hold her helplessly small child.
The black eunuch then showed her how she was now to feed her child  - kneeling down on all fours over the little child, lying on the straw, with her breasts hanging down towards so that he could take her extended nipple in his mouth.
‘You kneel down like animal and offer milk,’ he ordered the shocked Nicoletta, ‘whenever child cry.’
Then it was the turn of the expectant Paula to be chained to the side of the hold. The black eunuch was careful to attach the three women to hanging chains sufficiently wide apart to prevent them from touching each other’s yokes.
The black eunuch ran his hand over her curved belly. She felt her little progeny kicking. Poor thing how awful it was to bring it into a life of slavery. But with her hands locked into her yoke, there was nothing she could do.
It was, the black eunuch knew, his responsibility that Paula, in her despair at being captured by the Barbary Corsairs, did not harm her little progeny. He opened a cupboard and took out a shiny chain mail belt  - known by black eunuchs in the Barbary States as a Breeding Belt, and much used by black eunuchs whose Masters enjoyed the popular harem sport of Forced Breeding,
It consisted of a triangular strip of chain mail attached to a simple curved wire frame that fitted neatly over a woman’s beauty lips. A little chain was attached to each corner of the triangular piece of chain mail.
The close mesh of the chain mail prevented any little fingers, prongs or even a knitting needle from even touching the beauty lips, never mind getting at any little progeny that might be growing up inside her, or, in the case of a virgin, from getting at her valuable hymen. Similarly the wire frame was designed to press down tightly on a woman’s skin, thus preventing her from getting at herself from the side.
The black eunuchs now made Paula step into the triangular belt with its three securing chains, which they then pulled up tight between her legs, so that her beauty lips were completely covered. One securing chain was attached to the end of the chain mail down between her legs and ran between her buttocks. The other two chains were secured to the two upper corners of the chain mail and ran round over her hips to meet the first chain in the small of her back.
The black eunuchs now fastened the three chains together with a small padlock, checking that all three were nice and taut. He then checked that not even a little finger could get under the side of the chainmail belt.
‘You now carry future little slave whether you like it or not,’ he laughed.
The horrified Paula did not know which was more awful: the realisation that her future child was now destined to be a slave like her, or the awful fact that she was no longer in control of her body - instead, these awful black men were.
 Then the black eunuch secured the sobbing Maria, still weeping from memories of her handsome young husband and of her interrupted honeymoon.
Meanwhile his colleague had fastened the yoke of the naked Contessa to one of the chains hanging down from the deckhead in the centre of the hold - the place where especially valuable women were kept. Then she, too, was stripped naked.
‘You fetch good price with this,’ he told her, admiringly caressing her honey coloured blond hair - just as the leader of the Janissaries had done earlier on. Her yoked hands would, of course, prevent her from harming this valuable asset.
Then he fastened Marguarita and her daughter alongside the Contessa in the special valuable captives area. He saw the yoked and muzzled Dora flashing her eyes piteously towards her equally helpless mother.
‘Arab Masters much like pretty mother and daughter in harem,’ laughed the same black eunuch. ‘You fetch good price.’
Oh my God, Marguarita was thinking despairingly, will I ever see my beloved husband again, whilst Dora was similarly thinking of her now lost Giovanni.
The black eunuchs then turned to Lucia and Teresa.  
‘You two bend over,’ one of the black eunuchs ordered in the Lingua Franca.
‘Now part legs and bend knees,’ added the other.
With their hands still bound the two humiliated girls were unable to prevent the experienced eunuchs from feeling up inside them to check that they were both still virgins. The big black men clapped their hands with excitement as first one, and then the other, found that indeed that the girl’s little hymens were still intact. The Rais would be delighted to hear the news, for virgins always sold well.
‘Arab Masters much enjoy buying virgin Christian girls,’ laughed the black eunuchs. And, they were thinking, the yokes would ensure that they remained virgins whilst they were in their care.
But, the two young girls were horrified. Arab Masters! They both thought despairingly of their now lost lovers.
Soon they, too, were yoked and chained to the side of the hold.
As the ship turned for Marsa, the two black eunuchs made the yoked women lie down   on their backs on the straw to sleep, resting their heads on the wooden pillows.
Then, rubbing their hands as if pleased with a good night’s work, they sat down on two comfortable chairs in which they could recline whilst chatting to each as they watched over the chained women.
Soon, seeing that all was well, one of them climbed up into his equally comfortable bunk and slept, leaving his colleague on duty. One of them would always be watching over the women.
 
 
Chapter 4 - INSPECTED BY THE SLAVE DEALERS
 
It was several days later. 
During the voyage to Marsa the two black eunuchs had kept the women yoked and muzzled, feeding them through the little strapped holes in their muzzles and allowing them only to quench their thirst through the much smaller breathing holes.
They had, however, eased the muzzles one by one and used their whips to extract information from the women about their husbands or betrothed and about how they regarded them - information that could well increase their value.
 The black eunuchs knew well that a woman, known to be still in love with her now lost Christian husband or betrothed, would specially appeal, in a very cruel way, to her future Arab or Turkish Master. Indeed, forcing a young woman who was pining for her husband or lover to submit to her new Master’s desires, or perhaps to the amusement of a Forced Breeding, mating her with a black slave, would greatly increase the mental satisfaction of her Master and his feeling of power. It was indeed one of the principal joys that came from owning a well-stocked harem.
Every day the black eunuchs had also applied generous dollops of special burning ointment to the mounds and beauty lips of the women who, as a result, were now perfectly depilated.
  The slave ship was now lying stern-on to one the principal busy wharfs of Marsa. The precious gold, jewels, tools and other valuables seized during the successful Corso had already been dispatched under the guard of the Janissaries for safekeeping.
Now half a dozen of the leading members of the Guild of Slave Dealers were coming onboard to inspect the women that the Rais had captured. The slave dealers had been, at first, very hesitant at adding to their existent stock of white slave women, which they were having difficulty in shifting, in the existing difficult market conditions. However the Rais had assured the Guild that they were of exceptional quality.
The hatches covering the hold, in which the women had been kept, had been opened to allow in light and fresh air. The soiled straw had been disposed of to local farmers eager to buy good fertiliser, the women having all been dosed by the black eunuchs the day before, to empty their bellies and thus prevent any unfortunate incident taking place whilst the dealers were inspecting them.
Above all the black eunuchs had scrubbed the women themselves, and brushed their hair until it shone. Then they had cleverly made up their eyes so that, despite the despair of the women, each looked an eager and attractive over her still tight black leather muzzle. Still yoked and chained to the walls of the hold, they all made an erotic sight - something that was heightened by the very thickness and size of the planks that formed their which almost made the women’s heads look like served ones, being served on a platter.
Each woman was subjected to a humiliatingly intimate examination, by the skilled black eunuch slave-handlers who formed part of the entourage of each of the slave dealers.  But it soon became clear that each of the turbaned dealers was primarily interested in a particular type of woman.
The President of the Guild was, for instance, much taken by the two virgins. Lucia and Teresa, and by Maria the newly married young woman, whose honeymoon had been so rudely interrupted by French. 
Another dealer was instantly attracted by the beauty and close family resemblance of Marguarita and Dora and instructed his black eunuchs to check them out carefully.
Meanwhile, another dealer had made a beeline for the blond Contessa, asking the two ship’s black eunuchs about what they had learnt about her penniless aristocratic husband during their questioning of the women during the short journey back to Marsa. 
Another leading dealer, Faisal Effendi, was more interested in Nina and the fact that her own child was crawling at her feet, proof for her fertility, and in Paula’s nicely curved belly. 
Another one, Tufik Effendi, was more interested in Nicoletta and the fact that she was still feeding her child. It wasn’t the child that caught his attention but her full milk laden breasts, hanging down below her as she knelt on down on all fours in front of him.
Another dealer was following Faisal and Tufik and seeing how interested they were in the two young mothers, expressed an interest in relieving them of the responsibility of the slaves’ rather valueless children - much to much to the evident anxiety shown in the anguished looks of their still muzzled mothers.
It was now for the bargaining to begin with the slave dealers complaining about the down-turn in the market and the Rais, on behalf of the local merchants who had invested in the Corso, extolling the uniqueness of the successful raid on a nunnery in which so many beautiful and superior type women had taken shelter. He even offered to thrown the yokes and muzzles in with the price.
Finally the dealers concluded their deals and instructed their black eunuchs to take possession of the still yoked and muzzled women they had bought. The women were led down onto the wharf and hustled into closed gharries - drawn by mules - and taken through the narrow twisting streets of Marsa, with it’s oriental smells and cries.
Not until each was safely behind bars in the slave-dealing emporium of her new owner, were her yoke and muzzle removed.
 
 

PART II
 
THE COMMANDER OF THE JANISSARIES
 

 
Chapter 5 - THE BEY’S SLAVE WOMEN
 
‘And I will want you to sail within a week.’
The Pasha’s last words were reverberating around Rory’s brain as, followed dutifully by his white eunuch attendant, Tulip, he strode down the steps that led to the private jetty of the Pasha’s palace. It was here that his galleot, manned by white female galley slaves, was waiting for him - moored stern-on in the usual way in the tideless Mediterranean.
Then there were Pasha’s other words: ‘Here in the Ottoman Empire, the harems of unsuccessful officers, even if they are Beys, are liable to be confiscated by their superiors. It will be up to you, my son.’
My God! But clearly, he realised, it was not only his harem that he risked losing if this new mission failed, but also his head, sent, salted as was customary, to the Sultan in an embroidered bag - for the Pasha could then put the blame on him for Marsa not producing it’s quota of revenue for the Sublime Porte.
Trying to put aside his worries, he smiled as he remembered how in his harem, the threat of being relegated to the hash life of a galley-slave, as well as the threat of Matrak’s cane, made his, formerly free, European concubines forget their beloved lost husbands or betrotheds and instead compete against each other in showing abject and humble obedience to the man who was now their Master.
Equally his female galley-slaves, toiling in the sun, under the whip of Bashir Agha, his black eunuch Whipmaster, were soon desperately trying to catch the eye of their handsome, but cruel, young Master and thus, perhaps, be promoted to a life of relative ease in his harem.
The girls in the galleot and in the harem were, of course, to some extent interchangeable. Rory smiled as he remembered how his Irish concubine, the fiery Barbara Kennedy, had been promoted to the harem from his galleot, where her previous hot temper had been greatly tamed.
He smiled again as he remembered how what had happened when his beautiful English concubine, Henrietta Hamilton, had got too big for her boots and started to behave as if she were his authorised favourite. Matrak had waited until Rory went away on a trip inland and had then sent her to the galleot to spend a few months at the oars. Rory had at first been furious when he returned but, without undermining Matrak’s authority in the harem, there was nothing he could do. Anyway, he had to admit that, when she did later return to the harem, she was a very chastened young woman.
He laughed as he remembered how at first, inhibited by his Christian upbringing and Western ideas of chivalry towards women, he had been naively shocked by the idea of setting up a harem of white women and even more but the idea of using white women as galley slaves. Both had seemed so cruel and ungentlemanly.
But cruelty is a relative concept. What may appear to be unacceptably cruel, when viewed through British eyes back in London, could seem quite normal in the very different ambience of Marsa, where men believed that the Prophet had taught that women had been provided by a bountiful God for men’s enjoyment.
 Rory soon found himself appreciating not only the physical excitement of being able to take his pleasure from a choice of beautiful women, but also the mental satisfaction that came from simply collecting and owning a harem of lovely creatures. Just secretly watching them, from behind a lattice screen, being disciplined and constantly supervised by his black eunuchs, was a delight - which was, of course, why even elderly men like the Pasha so enjoyed keeping large harems.
Rory’s sudden conversion to the joys of both owning a harem and a team of white female galley slaves had been timely.
His hard-bitten, and fanatically Moslem Janissaries had quickly came to respect the military ability of the young renegade Christian officer who had been sent by the Sultan to command them. But some of them had also, quite rightly, doubted whether he had a proper Moslem attitude to women and, in particular, towards despised captured Christian slave women.
However these doubts had been swept aside when they saw their young Commander’s beautiful, sleek galleot, painted blue, the colour of the Janissaries’s tunics, being pulled by veiled, but half-naked, white women slaves. Indeed, they soon learnt to become proud of the familiar sight of the strangely shaped yellow and blue Janissary-type hats of their Commander’s female galley slaves, similar to their own caps and tipped by the same traditional red plumes of the Janissaries, nodding above the gunwale of his galleot in perfect time together, to the beat of the drum.
They were even more pleased to hear each stroke being marked by a pretty ringing tone from the bells hanging from their nipple rings – and by the occasional crack of the whip of their stern, big, black Whipmaster.
His troops soon also took a similar pride in the whispered, but approving, talk in the crowded souks and bazaars of the gradually growing size of their virile Commanding Officer’s harem of captured Christian women.
 
At first it had been difficult, for Rory was not corrupt and had no income other than his pay. How could he possibly afford to buy sufficient women in the slave market both to stock his harem and man his galleot?
Indeed, at first all he could afford were a couple of beautiful young Berber girls.
Then, as has been described in Barbary Slavemaster, seeing how homesick for England Rory often was, the Pasha had given him a beautiful young Englishwoman whom he himself had bought for a high price: Henrietta Hamilton, the wife of a British army officer. She had been on her way to join her husband in Malta, when Barbary Corsairs from Marsa had captured the ship, in which she had taken passage.
The Pasha had originally taken Rory with him, to act as an interpreter, when he had gone to the slave dealer’s to see this captured Englishwoman. Talking to her before she had been stripped for display to the Pasha, Rory had been quickly infatuated by her, but could do nothing to save her, for she had been sold to the Pasha for a sum far in excess of his own means.
Locked up in the Pasha’s harem, Henrietta had been well trained by his black eunuchs in the art of giving pleasure to her Master - or risk getting twelve strokes of the cane from his angry black eunuchs.
Then, suddenly, the Pasha had decided to give her to Rory as a reward for the way he had succeeded, by bribing them with captured white women slaves, in keeping the inland Emirs loyal to the Sultan, in far off Constantinople, rather than succumb to French gold.
Rewarding a loyal subordinate with a concubine from your harem was an old Turkish custom - and a way of binding the subordinate to his superior. But it meant, of course, that Henrietta bore on her belly the branded crest of the Pasha - a constant reminder to Rory of his indebtedness to this remarkable old man.
Soon other young, captured, white slaves had joined his harem - given to him by the rich merchants and slave dealers of Marsa. These, however, did now bear his own janissary crest branded on their soft little bellies.
The merchants who invested in each raiding cruise or Corso were making handsome profits - thanks largely to the much improved training and discipline of the embarked detachments of Rory’s tough Janissaries. Therefore, to show their appreciation, and knowing Rory’s financially straitened circumstances, not only would they periodically present him with another captured Christian woman for his harem, but also lend him young white women to help man his sixteen-oared galleot. 
The equally pleased Pasha had also presented his efficient young subordinate with a headstrong young Spanish aristocrat, Carmen. She had constantly railed at her slavery, and had arrived together with the recommendation from the Pasha, that to quieten her down she be mated - and, in Marsa, a recommendation from the Pasha was an order.
Matrak had advised Rory to try putting her to a pygmy stallion that one of Marsa’s slave dealers had recently had brought back across the Sahara - in exchange for a couple of white woman. The mating of a white Christian woman with the diminutive pygmy had formed the principal entertainment at a very successful feast that Rory, now Hussein Bey, had given to the Pasha and to the leading merchants of Marsa, with Carmen chained down, naked, on all fours so that the pygmy could mount her, animal-like, from behind.
To safeguard the new Bey’s honour, the chained Carmen had, of course been hooded to hide her face, but the guests had been delighted to hear the screams of helpless protest, in voluble Spanish, that had come from under the hood.
The guests had earlier seen the Pasha’s crest on her belly, something that had much impressed them. So, too, had Rory’s willingness, despite being himself a renegade Christian, to force a Christian slavegirl to undergo the horrors of Forced Breeding - and with a pygmy at that.
His guests had been even more impressed when, at the Pasha’s further suggestion, Rory had invited them back a few months later to another feast at which the same hooded girl was displayed by Matrak again but this time with the Pasha’s branded crest strangely stretched across her now prettily curved belly. Taken into a side room, her hood had been removed, whilst the delighted Pasha had run his hands over her belly and swelling breasts, congratulating Matrak on the success of the mating – rather like the former owner of a valuable mare congratulating the stud groom of her new owner on getting it into foal.
A few months later, as a further entertainment, she was again displayed, this time carefully muzzled under her hood so that her cries would not unduly distract the guests. Matrak had used special potions to delay and then quickly bring on her delivery. Soon after she had been strapped into a discreetly draped birthing chair, and as the guests chatted whilst enjoying the delicious food, two strange little half-white pygmies were dropped into the basket beneath the cut-away chair.
 
Then, as described in Barbary Enslavement and Barbary Slavedriver, delighted by the effect these displays by his principal subordinate had had on the most influential merchants in Marsa, the Pasha followed his gift of Carmen with three other choice delicacies from his well-stocked harem.
The first had been a delightful, wellborn, French émigré, Marie de St. Sevres. She had some secret information that the Pasha needed urgently and he sent Rory to get her. Rory had found her, now an almost animal-like figure with a shaven head and eyebrows and a slightly swollen belly, in the slave breeding pens of the Emir of Zanda, and had swapped her for a captured white mother and daughter. Having obtained his information, the delighted Pasha had consigned her to his harem - for in Marsa a nicely curved belly was considered to enhance a slavegirl’s beauty, even if it bore the brand of the Emir.
Her belly was even more curved when, a couple of months later, the Pasha had given her to Rory, as a reward, saying that it was time he learnt to appreciate slavegirls in what he considered was their natural state. ‘And,’ he had said, ‘there is an old Turkish saying: “A slavegirl’s naked beauty is much enhanced by a nicely curved belly.”’
Then, later again wishing to reward Rory, the Pasha had presented Rory with his first mother and daughter.
‘No harem is complete without the joy of being able to summon a well trained, but shy, mother and daughter together to your bed or to kneel between your feet,’ the Pasha had confided to an embarrassed Rory, ‘ and it high time you had such a pair - and English at that.’
These had been the delightful young English mother, Amanda Forsyth and her daughter, Diana. The Emir of Gondah for his harem, too, had also bought them. He had had them both cut and then, for his amusement, had them both mated with one of his giant Dinka guards.
Having duly presented their Master, the Emir, with a fine pair of big half Dinka mulattos to start a new Haratin slave breeding line, they, too, had been rescued by Rory on behalf of the Pasha, 
Rory had, of course, been both honoured and surprised to receive them - especially as Amanda had once been his secret lover - in his London days as a Guards Officer before having to flee the country, after being caught by the Queen herself in Flagrante delicto with one her Maids of Honour.
She had been horrified when Matrak had made it plain to her that just as the Pasha had made her perform in his bed with her daughter, too she now would have to do so, as well, in the bed of her former lover.
Rory laughed again to himself as he remembered how his British, and even French, slavegirls had at first assumed that, as a renegade Christian and as a former British officer and gentleman, he would release them back to their husbands or families in Europe - and their horror when they realised that there could be no question of that, nor even of being ransomed. Certainly not!
Not only did Rory enjoy them far too much to release them, but also to do so would an insult to the Pasha. He had given them to Rory for his pleasure, not to free them! 
Indeed, now whilst he was away, the former concubines of the Pasha, together with his other women, were all going to be sent to back to the Pasha’s harem for “safe-keeping”. Some safekeeping, Rory mused with a mixture of sadness and jealousy. He would have to accept that it would be regarded as honour for the Pasha to try out all his subordinate’s women one by one.
But how about his galley slaves?
 
 
Chapter 6 - THE CHIEF BLACK EUNUCH AND THE WHIPMASTER
 
How wonderful it was, Rory ruminated, for a busy man, like himself, to be able to leave all the women’s problems, petty jealousies, and monthly cycles and, above all, their disciplining and training to the chief black eunuch in charge of his harem, or for his galley-slaves to his black eunuch Whipmaster.
The two of them had quickly become the Master’s close confidants - and his confidential advisers regarding his women.
Indeed, Rory had come to rely greatly on Matrak, the shrewd and experienced chief black eunuch in charge of his harem, whom he had inherited from his Turkish predecessor.  Without any prompting from him, not only Matrak, but also his principal young assistant, Abdul, and the older black eunuch, Nadu, who watched over the women at night, had all just assumed that it was their task not only to train the Master’s women to pleasure their Master in the abject and humiliating ways expected from slavegirls.
They similarly assumed that it was their duty also to make sure that that the women in their charge never saw another man other than their Master - and that there was no masturbation in the harem, whether single or mutual. Indeed they felt that any attempt to masturbate would not only be a terrible slur on their own efficiency, but also an unacceptable act of unfaithfulness to the Master.
Matrak also knew from years of experience, that, shut up in the sensuous atmosphere of a harem, even the most chaste and prudish white woman would, if kept frustrated, soon become eager, even desperate, to catch their Master’s eye. Prevented from giving herself any relief, or from seeking it in the arms of her fellow concubines, she soon learnt to regard her Master as her own source of pleasure.
Rory learnt to take pride in the fact that that not only did his black eunuchs never let his women see another man, but also, humiliatingly, would never let the women our of their sight.
Always Matrak, or one of his assistants would be watching them, even when they were innocently sitting on cushions sewing embroidery in the main harem room; or when they were allowed to walk round the pretty formal harem garden in the cool of the evening; or when they were asleep or resting in the harem dormitory; or, if subjected to Forced Breeding, when they were anxiously feeling the kicking of their unwanted little black progeny and secretly longing to get at them, under the impenetrable and irremovable chain mail breeding belts that Matrak kept locked on them,
Yes, he laughed to himself, no matter where the women were or what they were doing, always one of the black eunuchs would be close at hand, his cane in his hand and his sharp eyes watching the women - indeed all this was the basis of the harem system and the main reason for its success.
The women even had to relieve themselves to the order of a black eunuch, standing over them, cane raised to ensure obedience. Oh, how humiliating that must be! But, Rory remembered, how Matrak maintained it was good for discipline.
 
Similar, although delightfully different, was the pleasure that came from owning a team of female galley slaves, and from knowing that they were either being forced by their Whipmaster’s whip to strain at the oars of his galleot or if resting, were safely locked in the slave pens under his palazzo.
Rory had similarly come to rely much on Bashir Agha, the experienced black eunuch Whipmaster in charge of his galley slaves. He, too, made sure that the women under his control did not masturbate - their energies must be conserved for pulling their oars.
He therefore kept his girls beauty lips tightly laced up so that they could not get at their often throbbing beauty buds.
The pleasure of ownership was even greater when the Whipmaster, borrowing the same little black pygmy that had been used on Carmen, would cleverly arrange that one, or occasionally even two, of the galley-slaves were, in turn, also subjected to the pangs and traumas of Force Breeding. To ensure that all went well, after the girl’s laces were loosened to allow access to the fertilising black manhood, they were then kept taut closed again by a little padlock that hung down between her legs, thus ensuring that the now impregnated galley-slave carried her little black progeny to term - and duly delivered it to their idly watching Master - often still chained to her oar.
Indeed Rory could not help smiling as he remembered Bashir Agha’s repeated boast that, just as, at the feast, Matrak had used his cane to make the hooded Carmen drop her half-pygmy progeny, before Bey’s guests, into the basket below a cut-away in the special birthing chair, so too he, Bashir Agha, could use his whip to make a masked young white galley slave drop her similar progeny also into a basket in front of the Bey’s guests.
 But, this time, whilst the galleot was being driven along at high speed, the fascinated guests, sitting in the shaded raised poop deck, could look down and see a how a young woman sitting, still chained to her oar, in the aftermost thwart of the galleot, could be made to drop her progeny into a similar basket. But the top plank of the thwart had had been removed to disclose similar cut-away. And, moreover, it was Bashir Agha’s proud boast that, with his whip, he could make a girl drop her progeny into the basket without being allowed to miss a single stroke.
It had was a popular display, to which the rich merchants of Marsa constantly asking Rory to invite them - whenever Bashir Agha had a another girl ready to perform.
 
There was, however, there was one matter on which Matrak and Bashir Agha did not agree: cutting versus sewing-up.
Matrak’s previous Masters had insisted on all their captured Christian concubines being cut. This was partly to prevent masturbation and partly to increase their own pleasure and feeling of power. The cut might be partial or full, but either case the tip of the girl’s highly sensitive little beauty bud was always snipped off.
‘Animals,’ Matrak used to say disparagingly, ‘do not have clitorises and white slave girls should not have them either.’
Then, in a partial cutting, just the girl’s sensitive, protruding, inner lips would be trimmed back, leaving the outer lips now having the tightly closed and charming look of a those of a young girl. The Master could take his pleasure in the normal way, but the girl’s pleasure was much reduced. She only now felt physical pleasure when her Master’s manhood actually penetrated her and she would now be desperate for this - much to Matrak’s satisfaction.
However there would be two other changes for the good. One was that the girl’s nipples would now become much more sensitive, making it easier for the black eunuchs to extend them prominently. How the girl would now long to feel her Master’s fingers squeezing them as if milking her and pulling them out yet further by hand. How she loved it when he sucked them.
The other change was that deprived of much physical pleasure, the girl would now find herself seeking her pleasure mentally by humbly pleasuring her Master with her tongue, her mouth, her breasts - or her rear orifice. There was no doubt, Matrak would tell Rory persuasively, that a white girl who had been cut and trimmed became far more loving and subservient towards her Master.
The other form of cut, widely used in Africa, was Full Cutting.
Here not only were the tip of the beauty bud and inner lips trimmed back but also the outer lips as well, which were then temporarily sewn together so that they then healed together. When the stitches were removed all that could be seen where before had been the girl’s fleshy beauty lips was now a faint long thin scar leading down to a tight puckered orifice.
It was through this new, tight, little entrance that the Master could still take his pleasure, if he did not, in fact, prefer to use the adjoining, and matching, rear one. It was also through this orifice that, under the black eunuchs’ humiliating supervision, the girl could pass her liquid natural wastes. If the Master later chose her for Forced Breeding, it was through here that the black manhood entered to plant its inseminating seed. When the time for delivery came, the little scar was cut open to allow the little black progeny to pass. It was then sewn up again and allowed to heal together again - a routine that had been quite normal back in the villages from which the black eunuchs came.
Full Cutting, of course, produced an even greater feeling of power for the Master as he surveyed the simple and smooth stretch of soft skin, like an extension of her belly, running down between the girl’s legs to the two little, adjoining, puckered orifices. It was indeed both a charming and arousing sight.
All the girls whom the Pasha had passed onto Rory from his own harem had been cut, either partially or fully. The delightful Henrietta, for instance had been done partially, and so had the Spanish aristocratic girl, Carmen, and Marie de St. Sevres - and even Amanda Forsyth. Rory had, however, been fascinated to find that Amanda’s beautiful daughter, Diana, had undergone Total Cutting.
Now Matrak was pressing Rory to allow him to send for the skilled local surgeon. 
Bashir Agha, however, preferred a different technique for his female galley slaves.
They, he used to maintain, were in any case, forced, as they raised their bellies at the end of each stroke, to display their beauty lips to Rory and his guests, sitting comfortably up on the little poop deck. Indeed he liked to see them raise their buttocks right off their thwarts to show that they were really straining at their oar,

Rather than merely display a smooth stretch of skin to their Master and his guests, he  preferred to sew up the beauty lips of the galley-slaves with leather laces threaded in a pretty criss-cross pattern, like the laces of a shoe, through four little silver rings neatly spaced down each of their outer lips. The laces were held taut by a little padlock that hung down between their legs.
Not only did this provide a pretty sight for those up on the poop deck, but also prevented the women from getting at their beauty buds when not chained to their oars - and thus, of course, cleverly preventing the women from wasting their energies by masturbating.

Bashir Agha used a small punch to make the tiny holes for the rings in the outer lips, through which the laces were threaded, and would lace-up each woman as she arrived in the galley-slave pens.
The padlock could, of course, be readily unlocked and the laces eased should the Master wish to use this orifice for his pleasure - or should the young woman be selected for Forced Breeding.
 

Of course, discipline in the harem and in the galleot was something that Rory left to Matrak and Bashir Agha to instil, but he had noticed that just as Matrak and his assistant black eunuchs always carried a cane, so, too, Bashir Agha and his assistant drum boy, always carried a short handled whip. He had noticed how nervously his women always eyed these and clearly living under the constant threat of corporal punishment had a marked effect on his European women.

 In the harem, they all knew that if they showed the slightest sign of insolence to the black eunuchs or of answering them back or treating them with dumb insolence, then it would be a dozen strokes of the cane, across their backsides - and in front the other assembled girls, too. They also knew that if he, Rory, ever happened to mention to Matrak that perhaps a certain girl was not really sufficiently loving and adoring, or did not showing a sufficiently abject desire to please her Master, then again it would also be a dozen strokes of the cane.
And in the galleot, down would come the whip across a girl’s back, not only if a girl ever showed the slightest slackening at her oar, but also if she failed to smile adoringly up at her Master on the poop.
Yes, mused Rory, the harem and galley slave systems were something that he had come to appreciate greatly and, in particular, the way that, that no matter how much his women captives might secretly resent or even hate him, the combination of enforced frustration and fear of his chief black eunuch’s cane or of his galley overseer’s whip, made them desperately compete with each other to show their apparent love for their handsome young Master.
 
 
Chapter 7. THE GALLEY SLAVES
 
Rory looked admiringly at the lines of his beautiful new galleot.
It was lighter than the one he had inherited from his predecessor. It was also faster, despite having only sixteen oars, eight a side, instead of twenty. He had, however, retained the two cages in the bows for spare girls and the drum on which the young black assistant Whipmaster gave the beat, which the slaves were to follow.
In winter, screens protected the poop from any rain and, as now, in summer an awning provided shade - but, of course, the galley slaves had no such protection.
The sides of the new galleot were also lower with the naked female galley slaves no longer hidden from view by the bulwarks. Now their naked breasts and the bells hanging from their nipple rings could be seen from outboard. Indeed bright young sparks, looking down into the passing galleot from the battlements of the forts that protected Marsa, would claim that that they had even seen the brand marks on the bellies of the Bey’s galley-slaves and the taut leather lacing of their depilated beauty lips.
However, if the women were to be made to pull their oars properly, their naked backs and breasts had to be open to the caresses of the Whipmaster’s short black whip, whether or not they were visible from outboard. In any case, in the Moslem world a Master might not bother too much about his slave girls bodies being seen by other men. It was far more important to veil a woman’s face. So, to protect the Bey’s honour thin black leather masks hid the women’s faces, with only their eyes, prettily outlined in kohl, visible through little slits. The masks came down to the chins ending in a pretty little fringe.
The masks were fastened by well- polished leather side straps that went round the head just above the ears and by another that went from the forehead and joined the side straps at the back of the neck.  A steadying strap went sideways across the head from the ears and joined, at the top of the head, the strap going back across the head to the neck.
Above their masks they wore, of course, the smaller version of the distinctive blue and white caps of the Janissaries with the well known long curved red plumes of the Commander of the Janissaries female galley slaves, which were like the plumes worn by the Janissaries themselves when on parade or going into battle. The sight of these plumes going to and fro in unison as the women pulled their oars made a fine and distinctive sight.
On the front of each mask, above the eyes, gleamed the number, in Arabic numerals, of each woman’s oar - starting from aft and running forward, with odd numbers to starboard and the even numbers to port. The same number was also painted on the back of her inboard shoulder. Thus the Whipmaster, patrolling up and down the central catwalk, could readily identify each galley slave from behind as well as from in front.
Protruding under the fringe at the bottom of each mask could be seen the bottom of the large brass slave ring that, as was usual in Marsa, hung from each slave woman’s pierced nose. The ends of the rings had been brazed together so that they could not be removed. These nose rings gave the women a suitable animal-like appearance and thus played an important psychological role in making the women accept their abject position as mere slaves with the same legal status as a an animal.
Thinner brass rings hung from each woman’s nipples and to these little bells had been attached. Again the ends of these rings were brazed together so that neither they nor the bells could be removed.
Despite the corrosive effect of the sea air, the rings were all kept well polished - Bashir Agha saw to that!
Once away from the shoreline, the masks could be dispensed with. This allowed Rory and his guests to enjoy, more fully, the erotic sight of the pretty women straining at their oars, their big nose rings hanging down to their chins. The sheer convenience of having his own small fast galleot to carry him on his numerous tours of inspection to the various harbour and coastal fortresses around Marsa, and to social visits to the waterside palazzos of the Pasha and of the other leading citizens of Marsa, had soon overcame his qualms about the local custom of using young Christian women as galley slaves.
Yes, he thought, here his galleot performed a similar task to the sleek and beautifully made phaeton carriage that he had used, as a young man about town, to take him around London. But there was difference: there a team of carefully matched chestnuts driven by an experienced and smartly dressed coachman had pulled his phaeton around the smart houses of Mayfair and through Hyde Park; whilst here a team of captured white Christian women, driven on by an experienced and smartly dressed Whipmaster, pulled his galleot around the numerous creeks, forts and waterside palazzos of Marsa.
He had also kept on his elderly Arab coxswain. He and the black eunuch Whipmaster made a good team, one in charge of the craft and the other in charge of the lithesome galley slaves. However he often liked to cox the galleot himself, using the small steering wheel placed in front of the comfortable owner’s Turkish-style sofa in the shade of an awning in the poop, even though he still had not got quite used to sitting cross-legged for long periods on the sofa in the Arab and Turkish style.
 
Rory had also retained the little cabin, under the raised poop, in which he would often, on longer journeys, take his pleasure with one of his pretty, still manacled, galley-slaves. Her place would, of course, be quickly taken by one of the caged spare girls. If, Rory, however, decided to take two girls into the cabin then, of course, both spare girls would be put to an oar in their place. 
Meanwhile the coxswain would take took over the helm- with orders from Rory to keep up a fast stroke - as he could hear from the regular beat of the drum.  Indeed, Rory considered, there was something very satisfying, in lying back and feeling one or even two little tongues busy sucking and licking his manhood, in time to the beat of the drum and to the rattles of the manacles of the girls pulling their oars outside, urged on as they were by the periodical crack of Bashir Agha’s whip.
Alternatively there was the pleasure of thrusting in and out, again in time to the beat of the drum, of a pretty young woman kneeling in front of him with her head pressed down to the cushioned deck and her rear orifice, and the slightly eased laces over her beauty lips, both pressed back invitingly towards him - but always with her probably now throbbing beauty bud still hidden.
The girl would, of course, be desperately hoping that she was giving so much pleasure to her cruel Master that he would ease the laces further to uncover her beauty bud and allow her pleasure, too.
But that was a rare occurrence - much to the relief of his Whipmaster who of course was anxious that any galley slaves, chosen to pleasure the Master, still conserved her energies for pulling her oar.
Outside, on the rowing deck, the galley-slaves straining at their oars with the sweat running down between their swaying breasts and their own precious beauty buds helplessly hidden by their laced up beauty lips to prevent them from masturbating, would be jealously imagining what the scene that was going on behind the closed doors of the cabin that faced them. Each would be determined to try and catch their handsome young Master’s eye so that they would be chosen for his pleasure - and for the chance of relieving their frustration. But each would also be too scared of the whip to ease up on her oar. 
And, for Rory, there was the additional pleasure of knowing that they would all be desperately wishing that the drumbeat would slow down - even just a little!
 
Chapter 8 - THE GALLEOT GETS UNDERWAY
 
‘Salute the Master,’ cried Bashir Agha, Rory’s Whipmaster, cracking his whip.
He was dressed in a blue turban and shalwar, the bulky Turkish breeches. Their colour matched the colour of the galleot. His muscular naked torso was well oiled making him an even more frightening sight for the helpless female galley slaves under his orders.
He was speaking in the Lingua Franca, a simplified mixture of Italian, Catalan and Spanish, that was widely used in the Barbary States when speaking to white slaves.
‘Oars up!’
Gripping his short, black braided, whip, Bashir Agha smiled to himself as, with a rattle of manacle chains, sixteen long and highly varnished oars rose vertically in time together, with an exactitude that would have done justice to the crew of an Admiral’s barge in the Royal Navy. Their looms were pointing exactly fore and aft. It was part of the Royal Navy boat drill that Rory had introduced and which the galley slaves themselves took a pride in executing.
 Just as pride in being in complete charge of the white women in the harem reduced any residual resentment that Matrak and his assistants might have had over the loss of their manhood, so drilling the white women galley slaves made Bashir Agha forget the primitive African village in which he had been brought up before being seized and castrated by Arab slavers. Now, as the Bey’s Whipmaster he was man of far greater importance than even the Headman of his village had ever been. And he had power over more desirable white women that the Headman had ever seen in his entire life.
To reduce the risk of a galley slave trying to run away whilst she was being made to run to the galleot, or back to the slave pens, their wrists and ankles were both kept permanently manacled by two short, but heavy, chains.
The chain linking their ankles was long enough to allow them to prance when running in formation from the pens to the galley wharf, prettily raising their knees up high. It also allowed them to press with their parted naked feet against an adjustable straining board, or stretcher, fitted below the thwart of the girl in front.
In the centre of the short chain that linked their wrists was a large link that, when she was seated at her own thwart, was locked to a ring fastened to the loom of her oar. Thus whether she liked it or not, each girl was kept chained to her oar, just as in the much larger Barbary galleys of the days of yore, the male galley-slaves were kept chained to their oars.
To the galley slaves kept chained to their oars by their heavy iron manacles, which had to be polished every day. Bashir Agha was a fearsome figure. Whip in hand, he would stride up and down the catwalk that separated the thwarts on which they were seated. The women all knew only too well how he had an uncanny ability of detecting whenever one of them thought she would get away with going through the motions of rowing without really straining at her oar. Silently he would then come up behind her and, with a crack, bring his whip down across her back.
His well-oiled, naked, black torso gleamed in the sunlight. His bloodshot eyes glistened under his blue turban as he made sure that each woman obeyed his orders with alacrity - just as they also had to do back in their raised stalls in the slave pens under Rory’s palazzo - the official residence of the Commander of the Janissaries.
 
There was another crack of his whip.
‘Kiss oars!’
Sixteen oars slightly swayed inboard in salute, the tips of each girl’s oar just touching the tip of the oar of the girl opposite her across the central catwalk. 
As Rory stepped onboard the galleot, his Arab coxswain and black eunuch Whipmaster and his young assistant salaamed deeply.
‘We all love our Master and love being his humble galley slaves,’ came a well-rehearsed female chorus from sixteen lovely throats.
Rory sat down on the raised poop deck, facing the wheeled helm. He nodded to the coxswain standing beside him and to Bashir Agha standing down below him on the catwalk.
Again the whip cracked.
‘Oars down!’
Sixteen oars were now lowered together and stretched out horizontally in a perfect line at right angles to the side of the galleot, two feet above the water, their looms flat. Sixteen women were sitting up bolt upright, gripping the looms of the oars to which they were chained, their bare backs straight and their equally bare breasts quivering. Sixteen pairs of masked eyes were each looking straight ahead at the backs of the woman seated on the well polished thwart in front of her. The small crowd of onlookers watching these routine drills were left with the clear impression that Bashir Agha certainly kept a very well disciplined crew of female galley slaves - as befitted the galleot of the Commander of the Janissaries.
Bashir Agha’s young black eunuch assistant, the drummer boy, cast off the stern line that held the galleot to the jetty, quickly coiled it down neatly and then ran along the catwalk to the bows to weigh the anchor. The water off the jetty was shallow and a clear blue.
‘Hold water!’ ordered the coxswain. Bashir Agha emphasized the order with a crack of his whip.
Sixteen oars were turned so that the looms were now vertical and then dipped into the water, holding the galleot still as the boy began to raised the anchor using a little windlass secured to the sharp prow.
‘Let draw!’
Sixteen oars were held now horizontal in the water. The galleot began to slip forward.
‘Up and down!’ the boy called out, signifying that the anchor chain was now vertical.
‘Oars Ready!’ ordered the coxswain.
Again there was a crack of the whip and sixteen oars came out of the water and were thrust back together, the looms now vertical. Sixteen women reached right forward, keeping their heads up and their backs and arms straight. Each was gripping her oar and nervously waiting for the next crack of the whip.
Indeed, as their Whipmaster strode menacingly up and down the catwalk, whip in hand, each woman anxiously made sure that her hands were separated exactly by the width of her shoulders, so that her arms were exactly parallel with each other. Each checked out of the corner of her eye that the loom of her oar was exactly vertical and only six inches above the still waters of the harbour.
These were all movements that Bashir Agha made his galley-slaves practice over and over when he and his colleague, the Arab Coxswain of the galleot, took them out early each morning for a short training spell at their oars. Again he gave a grunt of satisfaction. He’d show his rival black Whipmasters how to train white women!
‘Anchor’s away!’
There was a pause as the boy catted the anchor. Then the Whipmaster looked up at Rory.
Looking ahead to check that the way was clear, Rory nodded and gripped the wheel.
‘Give way together,’ he ordered.
Bashir Agha’s whip cracked and the boy gave a bang on his drum. Sixteen women jerked back, making only a short stroke with their oars before again reaching half forward again. Again there was bang on the drum and again the women all swayed back. Six short, sharp, strokes to get the galleot moving was the rule, followed by another six slowing extending into the normal full length strokes - with the drum giving the beat for each one.
But these quick short strokes were always a temptation for a woman to go through the motions without pulling hard on her oar. Sure enough there was the sudden sound of the whip striking human flesh and a little female cry.
‘Number Seven, you put your back into it,’ shouted Bashir Agha angrily at the third galley slaved up from the stern on the starboard side. He gave her another stroke of his whip. . There were now two red lines across her back, and another two across her breasts where the tip of Bashir Agha’s whip had expertly come round under her raised arm.
Number Seven was now genuinely straining at her oar. That’ll teach the lazy little white slut to try and deceive him, the black Whipmaster muttered to himself. He smiled as he saw the bare shoulders of the other women also trembling in fear. But they were all pulling well as the stroke lengthened and the galleot was certainly leaping ahead.
 
Rory set a course for his palazzo across the bay. He held up three fingers to the drummer boy up in the bows. It was the signal to increase the stroke by three strokes a minute - for he was hungry and keen get back home quickly. He also wanted to start planning for his new assignment.
On a long journey it was, of course, important not to tire the galley slaves too quickly. However, this was a relatively short one and he had no qualms about arriving home with the women in a muck sweat - just as, back in London, he might, when in a hurry, have arrived home with the horses pulling his phaeton also in a muck sweat. Just as his coachman would, when Roy got out of the carriage, have thrown a light sweat rug over the panting horses sweating shoulders, so Bashir Agha, as a good Whipmaster, would, when Rory disembarked from the galleot, throw a similar light rug over each panting woman’s sweating shoulders.
Just as, too, a careful coachman would then allow his thirsty horses to drink only a littler water, so Bashir Agha would make sure that each woman only took a few eager sips from the bucket that the drummer boy would take round.
Similarly too, just as a good coachman would then encourage his exhausted horses to stale onto the straw beneath them, so too Bashir Agha would order the drummer boy to take round the specially shaped bucket. Still holding her oar, each woman in turn would slightly rise and press her tightly laced beauty lips against the bucket that the boy was holding. Then the terrifying black Whipmaster would stand over the woman and order her to spend a penny, as Rory still persisted in calling it, through the little orifice at the bottom of the laces that held her beauty lips tightly closed.
Woebetide any woman, sitting chained to her oar, who ever dared to stale between her tightly closed lips straight into the galleot’s bilges below her.
 
Chapter 9 - STRAINING AT THEIR OARS
 
Rory looked down at the now sweating women.
At the end of each stroke the women, keeping their backs straight, as they had been taught, would lean right back to pull fully on their oars. As they did so, their depilated and neatly laced-up beauty lips, each painted a different colour to match the colour painted on her nipples and her mouth, would be raised off their benches, and together with their naked branded bellies would thrust up towards their comfortably seated owner, as if in salute.
Then their nipple bells would all ring in time as the women reached forward again. If one bell ever tinkled by itself, then that was a clear indication to their dreaded Whipmaster that a girl was either not keeping time or was slacking by not reaching right forward and pulling her oar right back to her chin - a fault that would soon be corrected by his black braided whip. 
 Rory knew well how the action of rowing certainly firmed up the women’s naked breasts. Moreover, Bashir Agha always joined each woman’s nipple rings with a taut little chain that kept her breasts hanging prettily close together, as her body swayed to and fro.
The gradual tightening of an adjustable screw in the centre of each chain slowly trained the breasts to hang attractively closer and closer together.
Rory liked to see full firm breasts on his galley slaves. Properly ringed and belled, and held chained together, they all made a fine erotic sight. So, too, did the taut light chains that linked the rings on he front and back of each woman’s polished brass collar with the rings on the collars of the women immediately in front and behind her chains - thus ensuring that they all kept in perfect time together, no matter how tired they might be.
When rowing each woman’s bare feet were pressed hard against a flat wooden stretcher, for Bashir Agha made sure that a woman did not merely use her arm and shoulder muscles to pull her oar but also her back, thigh and calf muscles as well.
A fit female galley slave was indeed a sleek, well schooled, disciplined and creature, beautiful to see, without an ounce of flab anywhere her tanned skin glistening with health - just as, Rory used to say, were his similarly fit and well schooled carriage horses back in London.
Yes, Rory thought, Bashir Agha certainly ensured that his galleot enhanced the reputation of the Janissaries as a smart, well-disciplined organization. It also enhanced his own reputation as a good Moslem who treated his Christian slavegirls harshly, as they should be, and yet who cleverly got the best out of them.
 
Rory relaxed and again looked down with pleasure on the erotic scene below him.
Half the women, those chained to the starboard oars, were his own slaves, and were branded as such on the belly with the distinctive crossed scimitar green crest of the Janissaries. He smiled as he saw that despite their masks, they were desperately trying to catch his eye as, at the end of each stroke, they were forced to thrust their painted laced-up beauty lips and branded bellies up towards him.
Each woman’s well-groomed hair hung prettily down her back.
Some owners of galleots, Rory reflected, liked to shave the heads of their white women galley slaves with their numbers prominently tattooed on their now smooth craniums. It certainly gave them a more erotic and animal-like look. Indeed, he himself had experimented with this, but had finally decided that he preferred the sight of long luxuriant hair on a woman.
Similarly some galleot owners gave their galley slaves a pretty domino effect, placing black and white women alternatively on the rowing benches. Others similarly used alternatively white women and white eunuch boys.
But Rory’s team with their blue and white Janissary caps tipped with red plumes, belled nipple rings and large nose rings were a distinctive and very attractive team of young women, made all the more so by having been well disciplined by Bashir Agha, not only when chained but also when locked up in their cages below his palazzo.
If, Rory, reflected, he were not about to depart for the Caribbean, he would call Matrak and Bashir Agha together and discuss switching some of the women in his galley with some of those in his harem.
 
Rory now turned to look more closely at the other half of the galley slaves, those chained by their wrist manacles to the port oars.
These women were only on loan to him, and were branded with the brand of their owner. Some had been sent to his galleot to be broken-in to the oar and others for disciplining, for Bashir Agha had an outstanding reputation as a Whipmaster. Moreover, it was well known that the widely respected young Hussein Bey was often short of a woman or two for his galley - especially since to be sure of always providing sixteen fit rowers, Bashir Agha really needed about twenty in his slave pens. 
Many owners of harems in Marsa did not need, and therefore did not bother to own, a galleot of their own - or, if they did, its rowing benches were often full up. They were therefore delighted to send them to Rory for a spell in his galleot.
Rory smiled as he saw that not belonging to him did not stop these women also from coquettishly trying to catch his eye. Indeed, he often enjoyed himself with them on longer journeys down in the seclusion of the cabin under the poop. It made a nice change and, as usual, Bashir Agha, like an efficient whipmaster, would make sure that the girl did not conceive.
He smiled as he saw that the bellies of many of the women on the port side were showing a distinct curve - with their brands prettily distended, some greatly so. Indeed, with his strong sense of decorum, Bashir Agha had carefully ranged them with those with the greatest curved bellies on the aftermost port side thwarts, right in front of him, and those with the least or no curve more forward.
They were a sight that Rory had grown to appreciate.
So, too, did many of the wealthier merchant in Marsa - not that they would ever deign to father a child from a slavegirl themselves. Rich men in Marsa used their well-born Arab or Turkish wives to produce their own offspring - not infidel slavegirls.

But, nevertheless, just as the spectacle of the mating of Carmen had shown, they all much enjoyed the spectacle of the forcible mating, in front of their invited friends, of a captured Christian girl or, perhaps even better, a young white married woman, with one of their black slaves - and then making her carry, through to delivery, the half black progeny that was destined to labour on her Master’s estates.

It was also not unknown to mate a favourite white concubine with a careful chosen captured white boy, just prior to his being gelded, so as to produce a pretty white concubine for the Master’s old age.
In either case, a spell as a galley slave was considered by many of the chief black eunuchs in charge of the harems of some Marsa’s richest citizens, to be an excellent way of strengthening the belly muscles of a forced future mother and thus lead to a quick and easy delivery. And moreover, provided her Whipmaster was strict and not afraid to use his whip on her, her state did not affect her ability to pull an oar right up to the time of delivery.
Bashir Agha had good reputation amongst the leading chief black eunuchs of Marsa not only as an efficient trainer of female galley-slaves but also as one experienced in handling young and nervous mothers-to-be. There would, they knew, be no risk of a woman in his care being able to harm, or get rid of, the often-valuable progeny she was being made to carry.
The women all regarded with horror the aftermost thwarts on both sides of the craft that could be lifted to disclose a cut-away. They all knew of Bashir Agha’s proud boast that a mother-to-be in his charge could become an actual mother onboard the galleot and drop her mulatto progeny into the straw lined wicker basket that was kept ready under her thwart. They also all knew of his further boast that, with his whip, he could make a mother, gagged to muffle her cries, and still chained by the neck to the girl behind her, drop her progeny without losing one stroke of her oar  - or even without once easing up as she pulled her oar right back and then thrust it right forward again.
Indeed Rory was always being asked to take a tearful young white mother-to-be as a galley slave until after she had produced her progeny. Being short of galley slaves of his own he would, after consulting Bashir Agha, usually agree - provided, of course, the slave girl was pretty. An obedient nature was of secondary importance - Bashir Agha’s whip would soon bring her to heel.
Indeed, Rory remembered, he had considered only buying the fiery and outspoken Irish girl Barbara on condition she was first mated with a giant Dinka. It would then have been as one of his galley slaves that her belly would have, to her horror, nicely swelled. And it would have been as whilst pulling oar, drive on by Bashir Agha’s implacable whip, that she would have almost painlessly dropped her foal, as her Whipmaster would have described it.
These experiences would really have tamed her. However in the event merely being a galley slave under Bashir Agha’s orders had been enough to tame her so that she was ready to be taken into his harem.
Yes, ruminated Rory, the problems of owning a galleot in Marsa were certainly very different, and much more complex, than merely owning a smart phaeton in London.
 
 




PART III

 
THE BEY MAKES HIS PREPARATIONS

 
 
Chapter 10 - THE SLAVE PENS
 
As the Galleot began to approach the little jetty below his palazzo, Rory was thinking about the arrangements he would have to make for his galleot, and its slave-girls, during his absence. He would have to tell Bashir Agha that he wanted the galleot taken out for a two-hour hard pull every day, to keep the women fit and sleek.
He certainly did not want them just lying about chained in the slave pens that beneath his waterside palazzo, the official residence of the Commander of the Janissaries.
How different these slave pens were, he laughed to himself, from those that awaited the girls he would be taking to the Caribbean. Indeed they were also rather different from the cages and dungeons in which other leading citizens of Marsa kept their female galley slaves.
Being despised Christians and cheaply available, female galley slaves were often harshly treated and did not last long in their exhausting life. But Rory could not afford a rapid turnover of his galley slaves, anymore than he could have afforded, back in London, a rapid turnover of his valuable carriage horses.
He had therefore introduced various ideas based on how he had seen his coachman and stud groom look after his horses in London.
Just as his carriage horses in London had been kept in individual open stalls facing a central passageway, so here in Marsa, rather than keep his galley-slaves crowded in a dark, stifling and unhealthy communal cage, he kept them in two lines of small airy open stalls, each line facing the other across a central passageway. Iron barred windows let in the breeze and plenty of light.
Just as in London the floors of the stalls had been raised and made of small paving stones to allow liquid wastes to run away down into drains running along the sides of the passageway, so here too floors of the stalls were paved and drains ran along the sides of the passageway to take away the women’s liquid wastes. The floors of the galley-slaves stalls were, however, raised higher so that Bashir Agha and his drum boy could have easy access to the women’s bodies from the central passageway. .
The women were kept chained in their stalls by a heavy chain attached to the ring at the back of their brass collars. The stalls were only some four feet square, so that a woman could stand or kneel but had to lie curled up. In fact Bashir Agha liked to keep them standing up for much of the time - using their muscles to balance their bodies against the pull of the heavy chain that was attached to a ring set in the wall of their cage.
There were, of course, other similarities between keeping a team of valuable and good-looking carriage horses and a team of women galley slaves.
Just as a good groom keeps an eye on his horses’ droppings so too did Bashir Agha. It was of course essential that all the women had empty bellies when they embarked in the galleot for the day’s work. Every morning, therefore, still chained in their little stalls, Bashir would make them all perform together, to a roll of his young assistant’s drum, onto small neat straw mats, that each slaves had carefully woven overnight.
Then, after they had cleaned themselves with straw to the drummer boy’s satisfaction, the Whipmaster would come down the line of stalls whilst each blushing girl held out her offering for his inspection. Any girl who failed to perform to his order was immediately given a large dose of castor oil to make her perform quickly.
So, too, just as a good groom regularly used a physic ball to prevent worms, so Rory had instructed Bashir Agha to thrust regularly thrust a physic ball down his charges throats - always in the evening so that it had time to work before the women were taken out to the galleot in the morning. Each girl would then have to drop her wastes overnight into the special little straw she had made and blushingly hold it up for the Whipmaster’s inspection next morning.
Bashir Agha had to be especially careful that none of his charges got tummy upsets - for they would then have to be left behind in the slave pens. Just as a good groom always makes sure his horses only have access to good clean water so Rory had ordered that, like his concubines, his galley-slaves were only to be given rainwater - collected every winter in huge cisterns.
Similarly, too, just as Rory’s carriage horses in London had been fed on hay and on oats mixed up with chaff to prevent them from gulping the oats down too quickly, so his female galley-slaves were fed on dates and oranges mixed up into a thick porridge together with rice, barley, oats and olive oil, with bits of tomato, lamb and freshly caught fish added. It was a regime that was cheap and yet very sustaining.
Dollops of this porridge were thrown onto the cobbled floor of each hungry young woman’s stall as they knelt up obediently, desperately waiting for the crack of the whip that was the order to eat. They were forbidden to use their hands for eating.
‘I like to see the sluts desperately licking the cobbles of their stalls to find every scrap,’ Bashir Agha used to say with as cruel laugh,  ‘and thus use their little tongues to keep their stalls really spotless. And if` they don’t do so properly then it’s a sign that they’re getting too much food and I can then cut it down.’
A new galley slave would eye the mess with disgust - until Bashir Agha thrust her face down into it, giving her naked buttocks a stroke of his whip.
‘Eat, you white slut,’ he would shout, ‘eat!
Soon overcome by sheer hunger and by fear of her overseer’s whip, she would be guzzling up the mess up like the rest of the women.
The remains of Rory’s lunches were sent to the harem, but those of his equally delicious dinners were sent every evening, after he had dined, down to the slave pens.
This was the only time they got any sweet cakes and all the women would be silently and desperately eying the tray as the drummer boy brought it slowly down the passageway to the waiting Whipmaster. He would stroke his chin as he looked up and down the two lines of women, each anxiously and piteously peering round the edge of her stall, to the limit of her short, heavy, collar chain, which was riveted to a ring in the centre of the floor of her stall.
Then the stern Whipmaster would choose two women, one from each side of the passageway, and throw the congealed remains of Rory’s meal onto the floor of their stall. Delighted, they would be eying it hungrily, as if it was ambrosia, food fit for the Gods, as they eagerly awaited the crack of the whip that would signify their overseer’s permission to start licking it up.
Finally Bashir Agha would crack his whip. ‘Eat the delicacy your kind Master has provided,’ he would cry.
Each jealously watched by the other women across the passageway, the two women would relish the unusual little titbits. However the other women’s jealousy was tinged with the knowledge that it would be this chosen two who next morning would have to scrub the galleot out from bow to stern under the supervision of the drummer boy. Only then would Bashir Agha make the rest of them run, prancing in step, to the galleot to be chained to their oars. 
 
Rory was now deep in thought about his conversation with the Pasha.
He remembered how the Pasha talked of “Society Ladies".  The expression reminded Rory of how much he was missing his former life in England. Oh, yes, the beauty of the London society ladies.
He laughed to himself as he remembered how once he had been playing cards when the beautiful Mrs. Fitzwilliam had started to flirt with him across the table.
'I'm ceasing play,' she said, and gave her cards to the dealer. She picked up her winnings and moved to Rory's side. 'No chair!' she commented, 'but a broad knee will do.'
She sat down across him, rustling her taffeta skirts and leaning forward to put her reticule down, so that he could not help seeing her full white breasts.
As Rory had tried to concentrate on his cards, he felt Mrs. Fitzwilliam's hand discreetly at his belt and then unfastening his breeches. His manhood surged and, as she appeared to be getting her handkerchief out of her reticule, and rearranging her skirts, she had, in fact, placed her naked bottom very strategically. With one little movement of her hand, his manhood was in her.
'What hard knees you have,' Mrs. Fitzwilliam had said with a little wriggle. 'I think I must move to a chair.'
But she had done no such thing, and instead tightened her muscles and rocked gently. 'What delightful music,' she murmured as a gentle stirring waltz was played.
'Shush!' said one the players who was losing money.
Mrs. Fitzwilliam continued to sway to the music, alternatively relaxing and tightening her muscles. She turned to smile at Rory and had then veiled his face with her fan from the other players, as his orgasm exploded deep inside her.
Oh yes, London society was a long way from Marsa. He did not somehow see Matrak, the strict chief black eunuch in charge of his harem, allowing such forward behaviour.
 
Laughing again at that memory, Rory paused for thought for a moment. He remembered what the Pasha had said about trying out the demand not only for beautiful white slavegirls, but also for the various types of women that some of the principal slave dealers specialised in.
Most of them handled women of all types, and in different physical states ranging from virgins to future mothers-to be, from the various European Mediterranean countries. But at least one specialised in rare Northern European blond women, often the captured wives and daughters of Scandinavian, Dutch, German, or even English sea captains or passengers in their ships. For these days, if the cargoes were sufficiently valuable or if the women onboard were judged likely to fetch a good prices in the slave market, then the corsairs would often ignore claims to immunity from capture guaranteed under past treaties, negotiated when conditions in the Mediterranean were very different.
It would indeed be very interesting, Rory thought, to see which type of white slaves sold best in the Caribbean. But he was going to have to take some women from each of the main slave dealers, irrespective of what they specialised in. He would clearly have to choose carefully and put himself into the shoes of a Caribbean slave owner rather than a Moslem harem owner.
Perhaps he should take Matrak, with all his years of experience in buying and handling white women, with him to see the wares of the various dealers. Just as stud grooms in charge of large stables are the prime contacts of successful horse dealers, so chief black eunuchs in charge of large harems are, of course, the prime contacts of successful slave dealers.
Moreover, just as when buying horse it is prudent to take your own trusted groom with you so that he can have a private word, groom to groom, with the horse dealer’s grooms to find out really what the horse is like, so when buying women, Rory had learnt, it was sensible to take Matrak with him so that he could have a private word with his colleagues, the slave dealer’s own black eunuchs, about the women on offer.
 
Then, of course, there was the further problem of which two of his women he should take with him on the journey to satisfy his own needs - bearing in mind the Pasha’s warning to take Italian girls rather than any of his British, French or Spanish concubines.
  Well, he thought, the lovely Francesca with her flashing eyes had for long been one of his favourites. She had been the newly married wife of a merchant in Amalfi - before being captured when she took a ship to visit her parents in Naples. She’d never see any of them again.
And then there was there was the lovely Isabella. She had recently been presented to him by the delighted investors in a recent Corso that, thanks to his Janissary boarding party had captured a ship taking a valuable cargo to Sardinia - including Isabella who had taken passage on the ship to join her betrothed. She had been going to marry him. However that was a marriage that would never take place now. Instead Isabella had lost her virginity to Rory - and was now safely locked up inside his harem.
Yes, Rory thought, they would make a fine pair. Prevented from seeing any other man, they had both fallen in love with their handsome Master. But how would they react when they suddenly saw the crew  - and numerous other men. Abdul would have to keep his eyes open.
 Once again he was going to have to consult Matrak.
 
Chapter 11 - MATRAK EXERTS HIS CONTROL OVER THE HAREM
 
Bending his long, whippy, cane in his powerful hands, Matrak smiled at the sight of twelve half naked young white women, crawling on all fours as they eagerly crowded round the little grille that covered a long narrow slit in the wall, down near the floor of one of harem rooms.
Apart from her well polished her brass collar locked round hr neck, each was wearing just a pair of silken transparent harem trousers slung round her hips and over her shoulders an open bolero that left her nipples exposed. Their eyes were sparkling with excitement, their shiny long hair hung down their backs, and they had all made themselves look as beautiful as possible so as to attract their Master.
Through the long narrow grille the women could look down onto their Master’s private jetty without being seen themselves. . It was normally kept closed and locked, lest the women might inadvertently see another man other than their Master. But on this occasion the coxswain of the Master’s galleot had hoisted the signal that indicating that the Master was alone - except for Tulip, and he did not count as a man.
Matrak had therefore allowed the slit to be unlocked and opened. He now stood, cane in hand, behind the line of women as they jostled with each other, like eager little girls, to catch a first glimpse of their handsome young Master on his return from the interior.
Rory’s chief black eunuch knew that the women would be secretly bemoaning the fact that their Master was so often away on official duty and that, when he was back, he only occasionally came into the harem - preferring to watch his women and to choose which ones he wanted for his pleasure, whilst hidden behind the screens that look down into the main harem room, the patio and pool, the dormitory and even into the bathroom. They never knew when they were being watched.
He smiled as a dozen little girlish shrieks of delight announced that they had seen the Master disembark from the galleot and that he was now striding manfully up the steps of the jetty to the palazzo.
Matrak liked to keep the women behaving like little girls. He laughed as he remembered the old traditional adage for black eunuchs.
“Keep every white slavegirls in your charge with the happy minds of a child - but with the body of a passionate woman. Your Master will appreciate them all the more and reward you accordingly.”
It was an adage that he certainly followed. He made sure that the only European books in the harem were children’s fairy stories, that the only writing materials they had were crayons with which to write their childish love letters to their Master, and that they were kept illiterate in Arabic. Indeed the only Arabic writing they understood was the Arabic numerals of their harem numbers.
Matrak knew that back home in Europe, family matters, financial worries and, above all, affairs of the heart would have distracted these young and passionate women. Here locked up in the harem they had none of these distractions, they were cut off from their families, they had no financial worries and the only man they ever saw was their Master. But each had to compete for his attention with a dozen other beautiful women.
He smiled as he thought how, now confined to the artificial and highly sensuous atmosphere of the harem, these captured white women could only really think about three things: escape back to Europe which was clearly impossible; avoiding being caned or whipped by their frightening and ever-present black eunuch guardians; and finally, and above all, their all their all-powerful handsome young Master.
Matrak made sure that, whether the women loved their Master or hated him, or more likely felt a mixture of both, he certainly dominated their thoughts by day and their dreams by night. They soon found their bodies being constantly secretly aroused by thoughts of him. They felt increasingly frustrated sexually and found themselves longing for his touch and for recognition by him.
Those who had lost their beauty buds found themselves automatically longing to please him and, to Matrak’s quiet satisfaction, even those who had not, anyway yet, been cut found themselves equally longing for an opportunity to please him  – for in Marsa men did not make love to women, or bother to give pleasure to women, they simply expected their black eunuchs to train their women to please them.
Rory’s women would spend hours beautifying themselves in the salon of Jasmine, the young Italian eunuch hairdresser; or splashing and playing with balls in the pool, hoping that the Master was watching from behind his screen; or practicing their belly dancing to catch his eye; or drawing little pictures with the crayons to send to their Master, like a little girl in Europe might draw a little picture to send to her father.
But for much of the time they would be sitting on the leather cushions in the harem, jealously telling each other fanciful stories of how they had last pleased the Master and how he had told each of them that she was his favourite concubine.
Matrak was, of course, delighted that the women also found themselves becoming madly jealous of each other and determined to outdo each other in giving pleasure to their Master. His regime was working! But he was ready to use his dreaded long whippy bamboo cane, with its curved handle and silver tip, to stop any fighting.  Indeed it was always in his hand in the harem.
And, of course, he made certain that all the time, even when relieving themselves in the bathroom, they would be under the constant and humiliating supervision of himself or of one his assistant black eunuchs: Abdul the young black eunuch boy who, with his short little whip, was always to show Matrak how strict he was; or Nadu the elderly eunuch who, dogwhip in hand, patrolled the dormitory at night to make sure they did not masturbate or misbehave.
Matrak knew well, of course, that if he or his assistants were out of earshot, then the women would sadly whisper to each other about their lost husbands, lovers or betrothed, but he made sure that they hastily said in a loud voice how they worshipped their Master if he, or another of his black eunuchs, came over to them.
Yes, Matrak told himself, it was not easy being the chief black eunuch of a charming young renegade British officer, like the Bey. He was naturally far too easy-going when it came to European slave women. There would be no proper discipline in the harem at all, if he, Matrak, were not so strict.
However, Allah be praised, the Bey gave him a free hand to run the harem in the proper way and to produce eager and happily smiling women for his bed, without enquiring too closely about what went on behind the scenes. In particular he ignored any complaints about the cruelty of his black eunuchs that were whispered to him in his bed by a woman still smarting from a recent caning by Matrak - indeed, unknown to her, he had probably often enjoyed watching it from behind his screen.
Yes, the relationship between the Bey and his chief black eunuch was very close.
Matrak was well aware that discipline in the Bey’s relatively small harem was a matter that the exalted Pasha of Marsa himself kept a discreet eye on through his own chief black eunuch. The Pasha certainly did not want any stories going around the bazaars that his young protégé was being made a fool of by his white concubines - for this could reflect on himself.
The two chief black eunuchs would therefore often meet, ostensibly as colleagues discussing mutual problems and the latest techniques of running a harem of European women. The Pasha, he learnt, was delighted that such a strict and experienced chief black eunuch as himself was controlling Rory’s harem 
 
Matrak counted the kneeling young women, shrieking with excitement, as they knelt down and peered through the grille. Yes, all twelve were there. You had to be so careful with these cunning white women. They were always trying to slip away, alone or with another girl, to play secretly with themselves or with each other.
The punishment of being found alone or with another girl was ten strokes of the cane for “Attempting to deceive the Master”, or twenty strokes for actually deceiving him, if an embarrassingly close examination by the black eunuchs showed that the girl or girls had actually climaxed, or were even aroused.
But, despite this terrifying threat, such was the pent-up sexual frustration of the women that he knew that they would masturbate like mad if he and the other eunuchs were not constantly vigilant. Therefore, as a precaution he had had all the women wrist fitted with little belled bracelets that tinkled with every movement of their hands. These were very effective in alerting the black eunuchs if a woman was secretly trying to masturbate whether under the bedclothes in bed, or when thinking she was unobserved.
Of course, it was easier with the Englishwoman, Amanda, and her daughter and the other girls who had been given to the Master by the Pasha come. With their beauty buds snipped off, they could only masturbate by playing with their now more sensitive nipples and simultaneously inserting something up inside themselves. In the absence of the Master’s manhood, that meant bananas or cucumbers, and therefore he was always very careful to make sure that both of these were always carefully sliced before allowed into the harem.
 
Matrak smiled, hearing a series of little metallic noises as the women’s big brass nose rings touched the stone floor, as they lowered their heads to get a better view through the little grille.
Nose rings were something that and he his colleague Bashir Agha, were firmly agreed on. Not only did a large brass nose ring, hanging down to the chin, give a white woman a more slave-like look, but also, they knew, it had a powerful mental effect on a captured white woman - driving home the fact of her slavery and thus making her more docile and keen to please her Master.
He counted them again. You could not be too careful.
Yes all twelve were there: the two original Berber girls, the four British ones, the French one, the four Italian ones, the Spanish one and the Greek one.
It was time to parade them before the Master.
‘Back!’ he ordered bringing his cane down on a cushion with a terrifying crack.
Scared, the women reluctantly crawled away from the slit in the wall - their only link with the outside world.
‘Parade for the Master in five minutes,’ he announced. Immediately, with much girlish shreiking, the women rushed to the nearest mirror to adjust their now slightly ruffled hair, or ran to Jasmine’s salon to beg him to renew the black kohl rings that surrounded their eyes, and their nipples and their now often trimmed beauty lips that were exposed in the cutaway in the front of their silken harem trousers - except, of course for young Diana who had been fully cut.
Matrak smiled as he saw that all the other women’s beauty lips were all now glistening with their arousal. Doubtless even Diana was now delicious moist – beneath the smooth stretch of skin that was all that could be seen, where once had been her girlish beauty lips. He called her over and the pretty girl blushed delightfully as he put his hand down and felt up her little tight rose-like orifice to check. He smiled. Yes, she too, could not help being secretly aroused by the sight of her Master.
 
Matrak now went to greet the Master, holding in his hand a detailed suggested programme for the Bey to take his pleasure with all his women over the next couple of weeks - starting with Amanda and her daughter.
‘There may not be time for all that, alas,’ said Rory sadly taking the programme out his faithful chief black eunuch’s hands. ‘The Pasha is sending me off again in few days time - and for several months.’
‘Oh no!’ cried Matrak. Like Rory he was very disappointed, for, whilst the Master had been away, he had spent much time in training each woman to please him on his return in a new and exciting way.
 ‘And,’ added Rory, ‘the Pasha has ordered me to take me with you.’
‘Taking me! But the women,’ objected the astonished Matrak.
‘I shall be taking two of the Italian girls with me for my own use. Let me know which ones you recommend. I had thought of Francesca and Isabella.  They’ll be under Abdul’s control - and the rest are to go to the Pasha’s harem for safekeeping. And I suppose Jasmine, the hairdresser, had better go there with them.’
Safekeeping! The experienced Matrak laughed to himself. He was delighted, of course, that his colleague, the Pasha’s chief black eunuch, would be supervising the women for him, but no doubt the Pasha would be using them for his personal pleasure - particularly those who bore his brand on the bellies and who had been trained in his harem. After all, he only regarded them as lent to his subordinate, the Bey.
No doubt, Matrak was thinking, the Pasha would also take the opportunity to try out the other women, too, checking that he had instilled into them a proper abject desire to please. It was an old Turkish custom for a subordinate to offer his superior the run of his harem, when he was away.
But at least his Master would be taking two girls with him for his enjoyment. Francesca and Isabella? Yes, they would be very suitable. Both were well broken in and Abdul would make sure that they behaved themselves.
Then, without disclosing their destination, for chief black eunuchs, and even the discreet Matrak, had a reputation for gossiping amongst themselves, Rory told Matrak of how he was to take a hundred slavegirls to open up a new market for white slave women. 
‘And meanwhile,’ he laughed, ‘before I leave, I want to enjoy all my concubines - even if it means two or three at a time.’ 
 
Chapter 12 - THE RAIS
 
Rory struck up an immediate accord with the young Rais, Ali.
Rais Ali was a renegade Christian like himself. He had been a seventeen-year-old Midshipman in the Spanish Navy when Barbary Corsairs from Morocco had captured him in the Straits of Gibraltar. His capture had aroused considerable interest amongst the leading local merchants who had vied with each to own a handsome young naval officer as a gelded personal attendant.
At the last moment he had managed to avoid castration by embracing the Moslem faith, for it is against their teaching to mutilate Moslems. He had then entered the service of the Sultan who, in view of his earlier naval training, had him entered as a trainee Rais, under a former Portuguese renegade.
He had taken part in several Corsos, carrying off young women and booty from the coasts of Spain and Portugal, as well as the Azores and the remoter Canary Islands. Once they had even raided the west coast of Ireland. He had become an expert navigator and seaman, but he knew that there was no going back home now, for the Moroccans would cut off his head as an apostate if he tried to do so, and anyway the Spanish would hang him as a deserter and a renegade if he did.
He had served briefly in Cuba, whilst still a naval midshipman, and it was memories of the slave plantations of that large island and of the surrounding smaller ones, that had first made him think about the Caribbean and the coast of the Gulf of Mexico as a potential market for white slave women. Later, disguising his identity, he had even bought charts and Sailing Directions in Gibraltar.
But none of the Moroccan merchants was ready to invest in such an unheard of venture - and any way, they said, why risk much capital when there were such excellent markets readily available close at home.
He had bided his time and then, now a fully fledged Rais, he had decided, after capturing twenty pretty novices and some rich booty from a raid on a convent in the Azores, he had decided to continue across the Atlantic.
Using his knowledge of the Caribbean he had several made several discreet landfalls and had sold the appalled young women very well - as well as the booty. Then hearing of the glut in the slave market in Marsa, he had come there with his notes on buyers, and his charts and Sailing Directions.
 The Pasha had listened to his tale with interest and so had the Head of the Guild of Slave Dealers. He had been given a suitable ship, and an experienced crew, but he had been told he must wait for the return of the Commander of the Janissaries, a renegade Englishman, of all things, who would be in overall charge of the expedition, on behalf of the members of the Guild.
 
Together, the two renegades inspected the ship, a captured, fast but stolid, Spanish-built brig, renamed Opportune, that the Guild had chartered for them. If successful, Rory smiled to himself, this enterprise would indeed be opportune for the slave dealers of Marsa, for the Pasha and, not least, for himself. If not, he risked losing his harem, if not his life.
Outwardly the ship looked like a typical cattle ship, but, as Ali pointed out, down below the lines of individual stalls for cattle or horses had been converted into a dozen large cages.
‘Each cage,’ Ali explained, ‘is large enough to take a coffle of ten women, so the team from each slave dealer will all be kept together under the control of their own black eunuch - until the sales begin, of course.’
Each cage was lined with fresh straw and there were more bales of straw outside each cage.
In the centre of each cage a strange wooden container, half filled with a sweet smelling liquid, was securely fastened to the deck. It was pyramid-shaped to prevent it from toppling over with the roll of the ship. Ringbolts were fastened to the sides of the pyramid to allow it to be lifted up with a tackle, taken out of the cage and emptied over the side into the sea.
‘That’s for the women’s wastes,’ further explained Ali, ‘for we don’t want to get the straw unnecessarily wet or dirty. Each coffle’s black eunuch will be responsible for making sure that his girls use it properly and daily empty it over the side. We must keep the cages clean for the buyers wanting to inspect the girls.’
On the upper deck, above the hold, there was another large cage such as might be used to carry sheep, or as an auction ring for cattle or horses - or, Ali explained, women.
There was only one gateway, again barred, out of this ring on the upper deck and this was a double one with a barred holding section between the two separately locked iron gates.
This upper deck cage, or collecting ring, was cleverly connected to the cages below by a system of companionways, roofed over with iron bars, which swivelled on rollers. In this way, each cage could be securely connected, one at a time, to the cage on the upper deck and the women, like the cattle for which the system had been devised, driven up to it, with sticks thrust through the bars.
Rory saw approvingly that the only way down to, or out of, the cages below, was through the locked collecting ring, via the iron barred tunnels.
‘This system was designed for giving valuable animals some fresh air.’ said Ali pointing the collecting ring and the barred companionways. .
‘Or, now I suppose,’ laughed Rory, ‘coffles of valuable white women slaves.’
‘Indeed,’ replied Ali.
‘How do you envisage displaying the women to would-be buyers,’ asked Rory.
‘Oh, we’ll take them on a conducted door down below to show them what’s on offer. Their eunuch overseers will be in with them and so he’ll be able to use his whip to make all the coffle press their bare breasts and bellies against the bars, with their manacled hands clasped behind their necks, so that the buyers can feel and examine them to their hearts’ content. Meanwhile your Matrak, or yourself if the buyers are English or French speaking, can give a running commentary on the finer points of each girl and answer questions about them.’
‘Then if the buyer is pretty certain about the type of woman he wants then we’ll get the black eunuch in charge of the appropriate coffle to bring them all, or what’s left of them after a few sales visits, up to the collecting ring on the upper deck, for a closer look at them. If the buyer is alone then we can start bargaining or, if there are several buyers, we can put the girls up for auction.’
‘Well,’ laughed Rory, ‘they certainly won’t be able to complain that they didn’t know what they were buying. But I think that when they’re auctioned it would be more subtle if we remind the buyers that the women are recently free European women by dressing them in white stockings and gloves and wearing hats, but leaving their bodies naked.’
‘Oh yes,’ agreed the Rais, ‘and with their collars and manacled wrists and ankles they’ll certainly make a fine erotic sight, which will make the buyers all the keener.’
‘Yes’ agreed the Rais.
‘And how about exercising them?’ then asked Rory, remembering how Matrak always kept the women in his harem well exercised. ‘We don’t want a lot of overweight women on our hands when we arrive.’
Ali laughed.
‘I don’t think there’ll be much chance of that. Come and look!’
He pointed to a large circular space in the next-door hold. It was lit and well ventilated by several skylights on the upper deck. Iron bars prevented escape through them. There was only one access to this area - via another iron barred companionway also up from the cages. The deck was well sanded.
Ali pointed to s small podium in the centre of the circle. A long carriage whip was resting against it.
‘This was used on long voyages for lounging horses,’ said Ali. ‘Every day each black eunuch, in turn, will be able to bring his coffle up here and make them run round and round for half an hour. I think you’ll find they’ll be pretty fit by the time we arrive.’
‘Good,’ replied Rory.  But changing the subject, I think that disembarking the slave women, after they have been sold, may be a bit of a problem. It’ll be easy to embark them as you’ll still be alongside and they can be easily driven by their black eunuch overseers up the gangway and through the entry port - and then on into their cages. But we’ll be at anchor in some remote bay for most of the sales, and the women sold will have to be taken off by boat. We don’t want the girls who’ve been sold being made to climb down the ship’s side to the waiting boat. They’ll only fall down or try to escape.’
‘Don’t worry,’ said the Rais with a laugh, ‘we’ll lower them into the boats just as we lower live cattle or horses.’
He pointed to a cage next to the auction ring.
‘This will be the holding cage for women who have been sold,’ he explained.
Then he pointed to a boom attached to the mainmast.
‘The top of the holding cage can be lifted up by a tackle from the boom. We then pass strops round the body of a bullock or a blindfolded horse. The strops are attached to a tackle fastened to the end of the lower yard arm that projects out over the side and this enables us to sway up safely even a frightened animal up and lower it over the side and down to the waiting boat.’
‘All very clever,’ said Rory admiringly. ‘And for women?’
‘Much the same really! Marked with the name of their purchaser, they will wait, hooded and kneeling on all fours, in the cage under the eye of one of our black overseers until their new Master is ready to leave. Then one strop will be quickly passed under their arms and the other under their bellies. Before they know what is happening they’ll be swayed up into the air and down into their Master’s boat or barge where, still hooded and manacled, they’ll be made to sit quietly whilst they are taken ashore.’
 
Ali and Rory now retired to the chart room and began to plot out just where, based on Ali’s previous experience, they would go once they arrived in the Caribbean.
Each was clearly delighted at the thought of working closely with each other. The Rais would of course be responsible for the crew, for working the ship and for navigation. Rory would be responsible for the sales and, through Matrak and the other black eunuchs, for the state of he women. He would also be responsible with his detachment of Janissaries for maintaining discipline onboard and proper decorum at the sales.
The Janissaries would also man the four short-range “smasher” carronades and swivel guns that the Opportune carried as defence against the unlikely event of being boarded. She carried no long-range cannon so as to lighten her and thus increase her speed - her main defence. As she had only just been careened, her speed would indeed be a very effective form of defence in the steady North East Trade Winds of the Caribbean.
‘There is another rather delicate matter I must ask you about,’ said Rory.
‘Ah,’ replied the Rais with a laugh, ‘you mean women for the crew and for your Janissaries - so that, during our long voyage, they do not pester the women we shall be carrying for sale.  Come and let me show their quarters.’
He led the way forward towards the bows. Rory found himself in a simple messdeck, with hooks for hanging hammocks. In one corner, however, was a barred cage.
‘I’ve had that specially built,’ said the Rais, ‘as the Guild of Slave Dealers, anxious to make sure that their valuable women remain untouched by my rough sailors, or by your Janissaries, will be letting us have half a dozen women to be kept locked up there. They’ll be under the charge of my Bos’un and the men will be able to take them to their hammocks as they come off watch.’
‘And my Janissaries.’ asked Rory,
‘As Daymen, not keeping watches, they’ll be able use them every afternoon. So, there will be no excuse for any of the men trying to get at the women chained in the holds or being exercised on deck - and they’ll know that anyone who does will be thrown overboard for the sharks to eat.’
‘Well that sounds very effective,’ smiled Rory.
The Rais led the way back to his own cabin.
‘And I should have added that there will be two more women kept chained in the Wardroom for use by the Officers.’
He pointed to a cage in a curtained alcove of his cabin.
‘And I shall keep two more for me here.’
Rory laughed. 
‘Well I hope you won’t make too much noise with them.’
‘Oh don’t worry! You’ll be shut off in the Owner’s sleeping cabin next to mine. It has it’s own cage for women. But we’ll be together. I mean,’ he added with a laugh, ‘sharing the day cabin - not our women.’
‘Oh don’t worry,’ replied Rory joining in the laughter. ‘I’ll be bringing two of my own women and a black eunuch boy to supervise them.’
 
 

PART IV
 
THE SLAVE DEALERS

 
 
Chapter 13 – THE HEAD OF THE GUILD OF SLAVE DEALERS
 
Taking Matrak with him, Rory’s next port of call was to see the Head of the Guild of Slave Dealers. He was a leading slave dealer in his own right. It was, Rory realised, vital that he established a good working relationship with this important man who would be playing such a key role in the whole enterprise.
He was a large jolly Arab who had made his fortune by specialising in selling “cut” white women. He greeted warmly Matrak as an old client.
‘Yes,’ he explained to Rory, ‘here in North Africa there is an old tradition of cutting women so as to exert more power over them. They do not even excuse their wives, never mind white captured white slavegirls – and that’s why I have made my fortune. I have an expert barber-surgeon!’
A young women, evidently part of his stock, a pretty dark hared Italian girl, in her mid twenties, brought strong Turkish coffee to the men, as they sat cross legged on a magnificent locally woven carpet. The girl was bare-breasted and just wore thick silken golden pantaloons. A pretty golden cap with long tassels behind and upturned golden slippers showed off her half nakedness.
Her firm full breasts hung down prettily as, evidently well trained, she bent down to place the little cups on a small beautifully inlaid table next to Rory and his host.
However, a heavy, well-polished, black iron collar and wrist manacles emphasised that she was now merely a slave for sale  – as did the fact that behind her was a young black boy eunuch, holding a dog-whip in one hand, whilst with his other hand he held a lead fastened to a ring at the back of the girl’s collar.
She was looking rather sad, as if she had been weeping.
‘This is Maria,’ said the head of the Guild. ‘She’s still missing her husband, from whom she was separated after only a few days on her honeymoon. Normally that would put up her value considerably, for many discerning rich men enjoy taking a pretty woman who is still in love with another man. However, I’m afraid the market is very flat now. Luckily, however, I was able to buy her quite cheaply from the Rais of the corsair ship I expect you’ve heard about – the one that had raided a nunnery.’
Rory nodded.
‘Of course, her husband is not the only thing she is sadly missing,’ said the slave dealer jovially. ‘No female animal has the luxury of a clitoris, and, as by law slavegirls only have the same status as animals, my clients feel that it is only right and proper that they should not have one either.’
‘Your Excellency, is quite right,’ interjected Matrak
The slave dealer smiled. ‘I see you have a sensible chief black eunuch,’ he said. Then he added: ‘so I decided she should have a little operation. That was a couple of weeks ago, and it’s all healed up nicely and she’s now ready for sale.’
Then he paused for a moment.
‘And, of course, it is even more poignant, and exciting for the buyer, if the women concerned, like this one, is a young married one, used to the joys having sex with the husband she will now never see again - and doubtlessly also used to masturbating, perhaps with other young women, with behind their husbands backs. Oh, the morals of these Italian girls!’
‘Indeed, Your Excellency,’ murmured Matrak.
The Head of the Guild smiled and a pretty little pet marmoset jumped onto her Master’s shoulders. He stroked her affectionately. ‘You don’t see female monkeys masturbating,’ he laughed. ‘And it’s such a simple little operation, just a little snip. Let me show you.’
He called out something to the boy.
‘Attention!’ ordered the boy, each emphasising the curt order with a sharp tap with his dog-whip on the girl’s buttocks.
Rory did not like to blunt his jolly host’s enthusiasm by saying that he was well aware of what a cut girl looked like and had several in his harem. However, of course, in the Moslem world, men only discussed the women in their harems with their black eunuchs, never with other men. 
The now blushing girl stood up straight, in front of the two still seated men, her manacled hands now clasped behind her neck, her eyes fixed on the wall in front of them.
‘Show my guests how we have transformed this passionate young woman into an innocent little girl again,’ the slave dealer said to the black boy with a laugh. Then turning to Rory he added: ‘Of course there were the usual floods of tears when she saw what we’d done to her.’
Still holding the girl by her lead, the boy loosened the belt round the girl’s waist and dropped her pantaloons to her ankles. Rory saw that she had been carefully depilated, but there was no sign of any protruding inner lips and the outer ones were closed together like those of a little girl. The black boy now came round to the front of the woman.
‘Bend knees’ he ordered in the Lingua Franca, tapping the girl’s now naked bottom with his dog-whips.
‘Keep head up,’ suddenly cried the boy angrily, noticing that his charge was trying to look down. There was a swishing from his dog-whip and a gasp of pain from the girl. The boy warningly pushed his girl’s chin up with his dog-whip
Then he tucked his dog-whip under his arm and bent down. Using both hands he carefully parted each girl’s beauty lips – and displayed to Rory just a tiny scar where once had been the girls’ throbbing little beauty buds.
‘Just a little snip – but what a difference it makes to a passionate young woman,’ he laughed cruelly. ‘No longer can she give herself relief behind her Master’s back when his black eunuchs are not looking. Now her only relief can come from being penetrated by her stern Arab Master’s manhood – provided of course her black eunuch overseer takes the usual precautions against her having access to any substitute!’
‘Indeed, indeed,’ laughed Matrak knowingly.
Rory smiled, remembering how Matrak would boast that even the smallest banana, zucchini or cucumber was always sliced before being allowed into the harem.
‘So now,’ went on the Head of the Guild, ‘against her will, she finds herself longing for her hated Master’s manhood. Desperately she tries to catch his eye and begs the black eunuchs to suggest her to him – and to teach her ever more degrading ways of pleasing him. Thanks to a little snip, she has become a good concubine – and an obedient and humble slave.’
The slave dealer paused.
‘I had thought,’ he said, patting Rory on the knee, ‘of including this girl in my quota for you - if you think that her attributes, or rather the lack of them, would appeal to buyers in the Caribbean.’
‘Excellent’, laughed Rory, ‘especially if I can also borrow this black eunuch boy with his dog-whip to help Matrak display them to potential buyers, just as he displayed this one to me.
‘Done!’ cried the Head of the Guild of Slave Dealers, slapping Rory on the back in a most unusual gesture for an Arab. ‘I can see you’re a man after my own heart!’
 
Then the dealer paused for a moment.
‘I think it may be a bit too much for your Caribbean clients,’ he said mysteriously, ‘but as you’re here you might just as well have a look at them.’
He led Rory and Matrak along a passage, saying: ‘You see some of my clients want to see that a Christian slavegirl has been fully cut before they’ll buy her, especially if she’s virgin. Then, not only can he be sure that she never been taken by a man, but he can also be sure that she’ll now never fully enjoy it either.’
Rory nodded.
‘My barber surgeon is just finishing taking out the stitches on two virgins I bought from the same Rais,’ said the dealer, opening a door into another room. ‘Come and see her for yourself.’
Two pretty girls were lying on couches.
‘These are Lucia and Teresa,’ said the dealer, pointing to Dora’s two former friends in the nunnery.
‘Unless a buyer insists on cutting for an older woman, I prefer to limit it to virgin teenage slavegirls,’ said the dealer. ‘Like Maria, the married girl, you saw earlier, they had their little operations a couple of weeks ago, at the same time as Maria, but in their case they’ve been kept on her backs since then to allow the scar to form properly.’
Both girls were naked and their hands were fastened to the top of their beds. Short chains linked the rings at the back of their iron collars to rings set in the wall by the head of their beds.
Even more significantly, however, stiff little curtains across the beds prevented them seeing what had been done to them. 
‘I like to keep a girl ignorant of what’s been done to her until after the stitches have been taken out and it has healed together.’ explained the slave dealer, adding with a cruel laugh, ‘then it’s too late for her to object!’
Both girls were also muzzled.
‘And until then its best if she can’t ask too many questions,’ the slave dealer added.
Leaning over one of the girls was an older black eunuch who was evidently assisting a European-looking man wearing Arab dress, who, having removed the stitches from one girl was now finishing doing so to the other one.
‘Achmed is German,’ said the dealer. ‘He was the rather bored doctor onboard a captured ship. The Guild offered him employment, as a barber surgeon, looking after our slave girls. Learning he was also a trained surgeon I asked him to take on my own girls. Of course, like you, he had to become a Moslem, but he’s finding his work here very rewarding.’
The dealer pointed down at Lucia.
‘As you can see she’s healed together very nicely – and will soon be ready to be sold.’
Rory saw that that this time not only had the girls inner labia had been trimmed back so that they were no longer protruding but the fleshy outer lips had also been trimmed and sewn together. Now, where once there had been the plump beauty lips of a young woman, there was now just a thin red scar running down the now smooth skin to a little puckered orifice, which seemed to mirror the nearby rear orifice.
‘We call that the rosebud,’ laughed the dealer, ‘it allows fluids to pass. But, more to the point, it also makes a lovely and tight entrance for the Master when he decides to take the girl’s virginity - and afterwards, of course, as well!’
Indeed, indeed, Rory was thinking, for young Diana, the daughter of Amanda, had been cut in this way and was a real delight to take. But in her case the scar was much fainter. Matrak also leaned over the girl to have a closer look, and the stood up, looking satisfied.
‘The scar will soon fade,’ said the slave dealer.
‘I wonder if your Caribbean buyers might be now interested in such girls,’ mused the dealer.
‘Yes I wonder,’ said Rory. ‘Of course we were not used to such things in the West and many people might be rather shocked. But you never know!’
‘Well, then I’ll tell you what I’ll do,’ said the Head of the Guild. I’m about to show you the nine other young women I’m proposing to let you have – all just partially cut like the first one you saw. If you approve of them, then I suggest I throw in these two fully cut girls as well for you to show off – and report back if you think there might be a demand there for them. Alright?’
Rory looked at Matrak, who nodded.
‘Yes I think that’s very fair,’ Rory replied.
Meanwhile the German doctor had finished his task and stood back admiring his handiwork on both girls. The dealer came over, and congratulated him.
‘You can let them sit up now, and pull back the curtains,’ said the doctor.
The dealer nodded to the old black eunuch. ‘Keep them muzzled for the moment,’ he ordered. ‘I don’t want my guests being bothered by their screams of horror.’
The black eunuch now unfastened the girls’ wrists. Their collar chains now allowed them to sit up a little. Then the black eunuch pulled back the stiff curtains across their beds and held up a mirror. Anxiously both girls tried to look down at their bodies. Their eyes were wide open with horror, as they saw that their lovely beauty lips seemed to have just disappeared. Then they desperately began to feel down below their legs.
Muffled screams now came from beneath their muzzles. They tried in vain to tear them off. Their hands were opening and closing with anger and frustration. They tried in vain to get off their beds and attack the laughing slave dealer.
Finally, exhausted they lay back on their beds.
‘Now let’s get down to the rest of the business,’ said the Head of the Guild, leading Rory and Matrak out of the room and back down the passage.
 
Back in the display room, the young black eunuch boys bought in nine other beautiful young women, each on a lead like Maria. Some were Spanish, from the Balearic Isles, some Italian, some from the Greek islands and even one from Sardinia and another from Corsica.
They were mainly young married women – or widows, as they were called in the slave markets of Marsa. All blushed prettily as their black boy keepers dropped their pantaloons, spread their beauty lips and displayed to a rather embarrassed Rory their inability to be aroused – except internally.
Rory had no difficulty in approving them all plus, of course, Maria. Together with Lucia and Teresa that made twelve. Clearly the Head of the Guild was going out of his way to set a good example to his fellow members.
‘But,’ said Rory hesitantly opening a new subject, ‘the Pasha was concerned lest the buyers, and perhaps any snooping local authorities, might query whether the women, being white, were really for sale. A buyer might well be reluctant to pay a large sum for a white woman, only for her to claim that she was not a slave at all. He felt that it was important that they had been clearly branded as such.’
‘Yes, indeed,’ replied the grinning Head of the Guild. ‘It is a matter that I have been giving some thought.’
He paused.
‘Here, of course, it is our custom of our dealers only to brand a woman discreetly on the buttocks with his house brand and to tattoo her with her lot number. This enables her to be later confirmed, as coming from his establishment, should the buyer later wish to return her as unsuitable or to trade her in for another woman. It is then usual for the buyer, once he has decided to keep the girl, to order his black eunuchs to brand her prominently with his own crest, usually on her belly.’
‘Yes,’ said Rory, thinking of the women in his own harem and those in his galley. ‘But things will be different out there. Here there is little risk of a woman escaping from a harem or a galleot and claiming to be a free woman. Here she would simply be returned to the tender mercies of her Master’s furious black eunuchs or Whipmaster.
‘Whereas,’ laughed the Head of the Guild, ‘out there, the sight of a white woman slave might arouse considerable astonishment and surprise. She might very well escape from her Master’s plantation and make up a story about being a free woman – anything rather than being returned, in her case, to the plantation whipping block and her overseers’ carriage whips or the punishment treadmill.’
He paused.
‘No, our women must be clearly recognisable as slaves.’
‘You mean branded on her forehead?’ exclaimed Rory. ‘But that would detract from her attractiveness and hence her price.’
‘Exactly!’ answered the Head of the Guild. ‘No, our mark brand and lot numbers must be branded on each woman’s buttocks – as is usual there, I understand, for black or even octoroon slaves.’
‘But no one would dare to ask an apparently normal white woman to lift her skirts to check if she has a brand in on her bottom,’ objected Rory.
Matrak smiled cruelly. Not for nothing had he become one of the most successful chief black eunuchs in Marsa.
‘They would,’ he laughed, ‘if she also had a big brass slave ring hanging from her nose and if it was permanently brazed closed. You can’t remove one of those very easily!’
‘Just like my own concubines and galley slaves!’ exclaimed Rory. ‘It’s a very erotic sight on a white slave – and something I much enjoy seeing.’
‘Yes,’ replied the normally jovial slave dealer grimly, ‘and I think most of your buyers would enjoy seeing them, too.’
He turned to Matrak.
‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Thank you for the suggestion. I’ll make it the responsibility of each slave dealer to brand his women discreetly on the right buttock with the mark of Marsa, and to tattoo below it the lot number assigned to her by the Guild, before delivering them to your ship – and to fit them with large brass nose rings, brazed closed.
He paused.
‘I think it would also be helpful if you had an official Marsa Guild of Slave Dealers “passport” for each of the women. I have therefore given blank passports to each of our selected dealers for them to fill in for each woman they will be sending you. A similar passport would accompany each white eunuch boy.’
‘That sounds a very good idea,’ said Rory. ‘But what will the passports say and in what language? Even Arabic numerals will not be understood in the Caribbean!’
The Head of the Guild picked up an impressive looking document from a table.
‘It will be in Spanish with European numerals. Each document will give a slavegirl’s name and date of birth, her Lot Number prefixed by a separate Roman letter for each dealer, her nationality, her place and date of capture, whether married or single and if so whether still a virgin, her father’s or husband’s profession, whether she has previously had children, and, if expectant, the father, his race, the date of conception and expected date of delivery. If she is in milk it will give the date of giving birth. For eunuchs boys it will give the date of gelding.’
‘That sounds fine,’ laughed Rory. ‘You seem to have thought of everything. Information like that will undoubtedly increase both our reputation for integrity and the price we can get for each woman.’
‘Thank you,’ relied the Head of the Guild with a smile. ‘I had also thought of telling each of our selected slave dealers to deliver his agreed ten young women all collared and coffled together, with their black eunuch overseer having the keys. What do you think?’
‘Yes,’ agreed Rory, ‘I’m all for that. We don’t want any problems onboard, nor run the risk of one of these valuable slaves somehow getting free and jumping overboard in despair, when they’re being given an airing on the upper deck. What about manacling them too, as a further precaution? It would make an even more erotic sight for the buyers. We could even offer to include the manacles in the price to clinch a deal!’
‘Right!’ agreed the Head of the Guild. ‘Branded, collared, coffled and manacled it is!’
‘And,’ added Matrak wisely speaking in fluent Arabic, ‘I presume they’ll be kept naked onboard. That’ll make it easier to hose them down and for their black eunuchs to keep them depilated. But make sure they bring suitable depilating creams. Using a razor could be a bit dangerous in a rolling ship! Then all they’ll have to do before a sales display will be to brush their hair, put belladonna in their eyes to make them look bigger, paint their mouths, nipples and beauty lips, and generally smarten them up.’
‘Naked and depilated as well!’ laughed the doyen of the Marsa slave dealers. ‘But I think each woman should have a shawl with which to try and hide her nudity when displayed for sale. That’ll make it all the more piquant for the buyers when her shawl is removed by her black eunuch.’
‘Yes, I agree,’ laughed Rory.
An hour later, all had been finalised along the lines that the Pasha had originally outlined. The Head of the Guild would arrange for Rory to meet the Rais, and to inspect the ship and all the women that the other slave dealers were proposing to embark.
In a few days the ship should be ready to sail for its secret destination.
 
Chapter 14 – MOTHERS-TO–BE
 
Rory and Matrak were visiting Faisal Effendi, the first of the other slave dealers who would each be contributing ten of their prize wares to the new enterprise – even though they did not know its destination.
‘Yes,’ the dealer, a sly, cruel looking man, was saying, ‘Many wealthy men, whilst not wanting themselves to father a half-slave brat, still much enjoy the sight of a few prettily curved bellies in their harems – the natural state, they would claim, of captured Christian women who willingly, or unwillingly, are expecting a Happy Event.’
‘Aha,’ laughed Rory remembering how he had enjoyed this in his own harem when Carmen had been mated and when Marie had been sent to him by the Pasha. Indeed Matrak had suggested to him that it was time that Amanda and Diana were again used for Forced Breeding,
‘So,’ said the slave dealer, ‘my business is satisfying this demand – and I do it in two ways.’
‘Two ways?’ queried Matrak in his high-pitched black eunuch’s voice.
‘Yes,’ came the reply, ‘the first is selling young women who were already expectant when captured, perhaps torn from the arms of their doting husband and often near to their Day of Deliverance as we call it.’
The dealer smiled and paused for a moment.
‘You see, in this case the pleasure for the girl’s new owner is not only the enjoyment of the sight of the girl’s increasingly curved belly, but also from the feeling of power in knowing that the girl herself hates the idea of being made to present her Master with a another white slave. And, of course, this is something that his black eunuchs make sure that she does – thanks to their chain mail breeding belts.’
‘Indeed,’ laughed Rory, again remembering how Matrak also used a chain mail breeding belt.
 But Rory was also thinking how in the Southern States of the U.S.A., breeders of the much sought-after octoroon slaves would be thrilled to acquire a pretty slave woman who was hundred per cent white – and carrying a white child, who would legally also be a slave, as proof of her fertility.  If, these breeders would be thinking, octoroon slavegirls, who are only one eighth black, sell so well, how much better will pure white slavegirls?
Hitherto the problem had been there were no white women slaves from whom to breed the white slavegirls. Now there would be – and there would be no shortage of lusty young white men only too anxious to cover them.
  ‘So,’ went on the slave dealer, ‘our corsairs know that there is always a demand from dealers like me for pretty expectant young mothers. Let me show you some of them.’
Paula, once the much loved young wife of a Neapolitan mayor, was sadly gripping the bars of her cage as the terrifying slave dealer who had bought her, Faisal Effendi, accompanied Rory and Matrak into the slave pens in which she was confined.
There were a dozen cages like hers, and nearly of every one of them held a pretty and expectant white woman like herself. Like herself they were all dressed in the long muslin gowns, split up the front, that were so widely used by slave dealers in Marsa. 
‘Display bellies!’ shouted the horrible black eunuch who was in charge of them, emphasising his order with a crack of his whip.
It was an order that the black eunuch had made Paula practice obeying. Now like the other girls she hastily knelt up in her cage, pulled back her muslin gown and blushing with embarrassment, pressed her, now naked, swollen belly against the bars of her cage. At the same she humiliatingly clasped her hands behind her neck and parted her knees, to show off the awful chain mail Breeding Belt. This was locked over her beauty lips by a little padlock in the small of her back that kept the securing chains of the belt taut.
She sighed as she remembered that the belt made it quite impossible for her to get at her little growing child - a future white slavegirl if it was a girl, or a future white eunuch if it was a boy. No matter how awful the prospect for them was, the belt would make sure that, liked a brood mare, she duly delivered her progeny to her future Master.
She saw the black man who accompanied Rory come down the line of cages, running his experienced hands over the prettily curved bellies. He stopped by her cage.
‘We should definitely take this one,’ he called out to Rory
‘Go ahead and choose ten of them,’ said Faisal Effendi. ‘I want to see you establishing a clear demand for these young mothers-to-be.
 
Chapter 15 – THE BREEDING OF HALF-DINKA PROGENY 
 
‘And what,’ asked Rory, ‘what is your second way of providing a few curved bellies for rich men’s harems?
‘By keeping a good look out for freshly captured young women with good childbearing hips and who have already proven their fertility – preferably by having a child in their arms.’
‘Child bearing hips? A child in their arms?’ repeated Rory. ‘Why‘
‘Because,’ Faisal Effendi cut in, ‘then I’d know that I wasn’t wasting my time.’
‘What do you mean?’ asked Rory naively. ‘Wasting your time?’
The slave dealer smiled enigmatically and put his finger to his nose in a knowing gesture.
 ‘Well, you see, not only do I specialise in satisfying the demand from some men to make a newly captured expectant Christian girl produce a white slave for him, but an even more widespread desire, that goes back to the days of the Crusades.
 ‘Yes, of course,’ smiled the clever and highly intelligent Matrak – as so often, a step ahead of his young renegade Master.
The slave dealer turned patiently towards Rory.
‘I mean the desire of many Moslem men to get their revenge on the hated Christians by subjecting a captured white woman to Forced Breeding – and a type that will horrify the woman as well!
‘Oh!’ said Rory with an innocent air, though he could guess what Faisal Effendi was leading up to.
'Yes, and what better revenge is there than forcing the young wife of an infidel to bear, against her will, the child of one of his slaves – a black slave?’
‘Not her Master’s child?’ asked Rory innocently.
‘Certainly not! That’s the whole point. What devout Moslem would want the mother of his son to be an infidel slavegirl? And, moreover, that would be merely a very mild form of revenge.’
‘Yes, of course,’ agreed Rory hastily. He had to be careful to maintain his image as a genuine renegade with no further concern for any despised Christian infidels
‘So, I specialise in selling, to a discerning Master, a young married Christian lady whom he will much enjoy keeping in his harem whilst, to her horror, her body is gradually and excitingly reacting to her having been successfully mated to ... to my very virile ... jet black ... Dinka giant.’
‘Ah!’ cried Rory, carefully hiding his feelings - feelings that had, in any case, become rather blunted after several years in the slave port of Marsa.
‘Or, perhaps, to my tiny black pygmy stallion,’
‘Oh, yes,’ laughed Rory. Then he paused for a moment. ‘But surely, she’ll desperately to get rid of her black progeny when she realises what has happened.’
‘Oh, there’ll be little chance of that,’ interjected Matrak, ‘ if new Master’s black eunuchs keep locked into a chain mail Breeding Belt.’
‘Exactly,’ cried the slave dealer, ‘and that’ll be half the fun for the Master!’
Again the cruel slave dealer paused.
‘Yes,’ he went on, ’not only will the infidel girl be feeling utterly ashamed and degraded, but think of the feeling of power that her owner will also enjoy as she is forcibly made to continue to carry her unwanted black progeny. But that’s not all.’
‘What?’ cried Rory?
‘Yes, if we used my pygmy on her, then the progeny can be sold to be raised as a little eunuch, a comic jester, for a rich man’s harem. Yes, you’d be surprised how much demand there is for these half white little creatures.’
The dealer paused again.
‘But, if, however, she has been put to my giant Dinka, then her Master will find that her progeny will later also be found to be excellent material, a mixture of the great strength and endurance of his Dinka father and the intelligence and adaptability of his European mother – ideal material for working on his estates and plantations.’
Ideal material for working on his plantations! The phrase made Rory sit up.
‘And, moreover,’ added the dealer, ‘it is a well-known fact that mulattos from a white mother make far more satisfactory labourers, and are more sought after, than ones simply fathered by a white man on a black slave girl. However, they are, of course, very rare in other parts of the world – hence my business.’
‘Matrak was nodding enthusiastically.
‘Yes, I see,’ said Rory now equally enthusiastically. The germ of a new idea was racing through his brain. ‘But,’ he queried, ‘isn’t it dangerous to mate a small boned European girl with these giant Dinka?
‘Ah,’ said Faisal Effendi with a grin, ‘now you see why, as a precaution, we use girls with good child bearing hips and who’ve already had a child, rather than virgins – who would anyway cost me more to buy.’
He turned and looked Rory in the eye.
‘You see the great advantage of using a Dinka giant on these white women, rather than just any old large Negro, is that not only are they even bigger and stronger, but unlike other types of big Negroes, they, and their mulatto progeny, all have very small heads – something that much reduces the risk of putting them to even very slender white women.’
‘But,’ asked Rory, ‘can’t a Master himself have a white slave girl mated with a Dinka after he’s bought her – and so put you out of business.’
‘Ah, but I’ve got one of the very few Dinka stallions in Marsa,’ replied the slave dealer, with a smile. ‘But anyway it’s usually more convenient for him to buy a girl who has already been crossed here with a suitable Dinka – and whose belly is either already showing when he buys her, or who is guaranteed to be carrying the desired progeny.’
‘I see,’ said Rory. ‘But what’s the point of using girls captured with a young child?’
‘Because,’ explained Faisal Effendi patiently, ‘not only can slave dealers like me buy such women from the corsairs more cheaply than if they were still virgins, but we also know that we will not be wasting our time with a girl who’s barren.’
‘And the child?’
‘Oh I can always sell them on to colleagues who specialise in rearing young white children.’
‘Well!’ laughed Rory. Clearly Faisal Effendi had it all cleverly worked out.
‘And, ideally’ went on the dealer, ’I like ones who are still in love with the husbands, from whom they have been so cruelly separated by our gallant corsairs.’
‘Oh?’ again queried Rory, thinking that this was now getting more interesting. 
‘Yes, they will feel the shame of what’s going to be done to them, all the more – and hence sell for an even higher price. Or rather they did until the present glut in the market. You see, the buyer knows that by buying one of my mothers-to-be, who’s been crossed with my Dinka stallion, he’ll be getting a unique triple value.’
‘A unique triple value?’ queried Rory.
‘Yes, indeed! Firstly, quite apart from the excitement of forcing a young married Christian woman to satisfy his for his own sexual satisfaction, he’ll also, as I’ve already said, be able to enjoy, in the comfort of his harem, watching her long drawn-out mental, as well as physical, anguish as her belly swells and swells.’
The slave dealer paused for a moment.
‘Then, secondly, he will later also have the satisfaction of having her produce, relatively safely, a special type of mulatto that will be soon be exceptionally suitable to labour on his plantation or estate. For this, rich men were willing to pay very well.’
Again the phrases were running through Rory’s brain: a special type of mulatto; exceptionally suitable to labour on his plantation; and rich men willing to pay very well. God’s teeth, he thought, no wonder the wily old Pasha had decided to include a quota of young women from this particular dealer amongst those being sent to be sold in the Caribbean.
‘And, don’t forget,’ Faisal Effendi was saying, ‘ the key point is that our own experience in breeding mulatto Haratin slaves, here in Narfatin orth Africa, has clearly shown that you get much better results if you use a white mother rather than a white father.’
 A good sales point, thought Rory. Yes, many Caribbean plantation owners would be extremely interested in acquiring these already mated young white women slaves, especially since there were no giant Dinka slaves out there to act as stallions – for their black slaves came from West Africa, not the Sudan, and were very different.
Clearly, however, this cruelly efficient slave dealer had no idea of where his girls were destined.e’d HH He’d have to be careful not to give the game away.
‘And the third advantage?’ Rory queried, to change the subject.
‘Is that these young women, whether they like it or not, invariably make outstanding milkmaids or wet nurses. Nature sees to that! Their breasts swell greatly to enable them to feed the hungry future giants that they are carrying – especially if, as is often the case with our prize stallion, she’s carrying twins.’
‘Twin Dinkas!’ exclaimed Rory.
‘Oh yes, they’re quite common and so if, as I recommend, the progeny are taken away to be raised by black girls, then the young white mother’s Master can enjoy an unusually enhanced flow of milk!’
‘Well, that’s certainly another good sales point,’ laughed Rory. ‘I’m sure that we’ll find that the rich buyers in … Southern Turkey … will be keen to purchase your unique young women - and thus earn you a much better price than you’d get in present conditions in Marsa.’
The slave dealer’s eyes gleamed.
‘Yes, the Head of our Guild has told me all about these arrangements,’ he said enthusiastically.
Then he added: ‘Now come and see Hercules, my prize Dinka stallion, performing.’
  
The dealer led the way through a locked door that led into a straw-lined stable. Rory saw there were bars on the windows.
‘We wouldn’t want to lose Hercules,’ explained the slave dealer.
A huge naked Negro stood up and smiled happily. He towered over them all. Yes, Rory thought, he really is big – and so, too, were his long manhood and his bulging testicles. They must make a terrifying sight for a white slavegirl, even if she had previously been married.
His naked body was oiled and glistening.
‘We take as much care over our prize Dinka stallion as we would over a prize four legged stallion.’ said the slave dealer proudly.
An iron collar was riveted round his neck and attached by a long chain, fastened to a ring at the back of his collar to another ring in the floor by the bars. His wrists were joined by a short manacles which in turn was also fastened to a ring in the front of his collar his collar, preventing him from lowering his hands below the waist.
‘We don’t want him wasting any of his precious seed,’ explained the dealer.
The Dinka turned and grinned at the dealer as if expecting something.
The dealer tossed the huge Negro a large raw T-bone steak, which the Dinka caught with his manacled hands. Like an animal, he began to tear into it eagerly with his white shining teeth.
‘We keep him well fed and exercised and I always let him have a steak before he takes another white woman to keep up his strength,’ explained the dealer.
He let the giant tear the meat from the bone. Then he turned to Rory.
‘This time, as you’ll see, he’s going to be put to a lovely young Neapolitan woman whom I recently bought from a corsair returning from a successful raid on a nunnery sing a nunnery, another successful Corso – only to find that prices of slaves had fallen yet further.’
 ‘So you were able to buy her cheap?’ queried Matrak.
‘Yes, but I’m still going to have difficulty in selling her for a profit’ replied the slave dealer. ‘But I think she’d be ideal for you.’
‘What’s her name,’ asked Matrak, thinking that he’d better start learning them.
‘Nina,’ replied Faisal Effendi, ‘She’s the wife of a small landowner, and the mother of a two year old boy that the corsairs brought - not that she’ll ever see the child again, for I sold him on.’
He pointed to a line of iron bars, and a barred door, beyond which was a thick curtain.
‘Our lovers haven’t yet seen each other yet,’ Faisal Effendi laughed. ’I don’t approve of long courtships!’
 
Chapter 16 - THE MATING OF NINA
 
Faisal Effendi called out an order and a large black eunuch standing on the far side of the bars pulled the curtain back. Another stable-like room was revealed. In the centre of the room was a heavy-looking wooden stocks. It was mounted on wheels.
‘Our mating box,’ explained the dealer.
But what caught Rory’s eye was the naked young woman fastened in a kneeling position, on all fours, by the neck and wrists to the stocks.
‘This is Nina,’ announced the slave dealer, proudly. Hearing her name, the pretty young dark haired woman raised her head and blushed at being displayed like this.
The turntable was sideways on to the bars and behind the stocks could be seen her full breasts, hanging down prettily. Her belly rested on a raised bar, throwing her well-rounded buttocks up high in the air. Her ankles were chained down, fastened wide apart.
‘I don’t like to risk one of our future young mothers harming our precious stallion by kicking out in her anger at being forcibly mated with a black man,’ murmured the dealer.
At the sudden sight of the woman on the far side of the bars, the Dinka gave a roar of delight and, tossing the remains of the steak over his shoulder, raised his powerful chained arms and beat his chest excitedly like a gorilla. Meanwhile his long manhood was, of it’s own volition, rapidly coming into a huge and powerful erection.
‘The sight a naked white woman never fails to arouse his desire,’ said the dealer nonchalantly. Nor mine either, Rory was tempted to say, for the woman was very beautiful.
The black eunuch rotated wheeled stocks so that the beautiful young white woman and the giant Dinka, both chained helplessly, were now facing each other through the bars.  Nina’s eyes opened wide as she made out the huge black man. She screamed in horror as she was now also brought face to face with the sight of his burgeoning manhood.
‘It’s a sight that always frightens them,’ said the dealer, ‘particularly when the gateway in the bars is opened and she realises just what is going to happen.’
 
‘So you don’t tell them beforehand?’ asked Rory.
‘No, it’s best to keep them ignorant of their fate, for as long as possible. We don’t even tell they’ve conceived – “just a little indigestion” is what our black eunuchs overseers tell them when they first feel something moving inside them.’
The Dinka was now shaking the bars in his desire to get at the white woman, and his manhood was actually poking through them.
The dealer called out an order and a young black boy went into the giant’s stable. My God, thought Rory, he’ll be killed by the enraged and wildly excited Dinka.
‘Don’t worry, Hercules is as quiet as a lamb with that boy,’ said the dealer. ‘He lets himself be led around by him as if he were a little dog.’
The black eunuch again rotated the stocks. Now the woman’s raised buttocks were facing the bars.
Rory saw that the young woman’s beauty lips were tightly closed by laces that were threaded through little silver rings – half a dozen down each lip. The laces were held closed by a little padlock, which hung between her legs – just like on his own galley slaves.
 The black eunuch now unfastened the padlock and very slightly eased the laces in the rings, like a man might ease his shoelaces before putting on a shoe. But in this case the beauty lips began to open like a flower greeting the rising sun.
He then picked up a pot and began to rub a little lubricating oil along the woman’s depilated and ringed beauty lips and more deeply between the laces to make sure that she would be unable to resist her forthcoming penetration.
Meanwhile the black boy was oiling the giant’s aroused black manhood – an action that increased its erection even more.
Then the black eunuch picked a long whippy cane and slowly and methodically brought it down across Nina’s bottom. Matrak nodded approvingly.
‘Ah!’ said the slave dealer, ‘I see your chief black eunuch understand these matters.’ Again he turned to Rory and laughingly explained. ‘We call this a Conception Beating, for a well-warmed bottom rarely fails to produce conception – provided, of course, the girl’s black eunuch supervisor has got the timing right. And this one’s highly experienced and rarely gets it wrong.’
The sight of the beautiful young woman being caned aroused the Dinka yet more. The black boy unlocked the barred gateway, carefully opened it and stood back. Like a charging bull and uttering another roar, the Dinka rushed through, reaching out for the helpless white woman. But the length of his collar chain had evidently been carefully calculated and he was brought up all standing with his jutting manhood just short of the shrieking woman’s backside.
Very slowly the black eunuch now eased the wheeled stocks back towards the giant who was bellowing with frustration, his manacled hands clawing in vain at both the woman in front of him and down at his own erect manhood.
The black boy now came through the gateway and, as the platform was eased back towards the chained giant, he took hold of the glistening manhood and began to rub it against the woman’s parted ringed beauty lips. In vain the Dinka strained to thrust it forward and into her. Even if his manhood could have reached her, the laces would have stopped it. Meanwhile, equally in vain, the young woman was desperately trying to wriggle her now increasingly glistening beauty lips away from the probing tip.
Finally the boy eased the laces properly. Then he nodded to the black eunuch who gave the stocks another slight push. The boy placed the mauve tip of the manhood between two laces and holding it there with one hand, held out the other to take the black eunuch’s cane.
As the black eunuch gave the stocks another slight push, the boy brought the cane down across the giant’s muscular buttocks.
Accompanied by a roar, this time of delight, from the giant, and by screams from the woman, the dark mauve tip of the manhood now penetrated between the laces and the pink lips - and disappeared from sight.
Then the Dinka began pounding in and out, his huge testicles juddering against the woman’s loins.
‘We get a better and deeper penetration this way,’ commented Faisal Effendi laconically, ‘and so a better chance of conception.’
The boy was feeling the thrusting manhood carefully. Satisfied that a proper penetration had been achieved, despite the laces, he then suddenly brought the cane again down across the giant’s tight buttocks.
With another yell the Dinka erupted into the woman, flooding her with his potent seed. 
The young woman was now screaming her head off as she felt Hercules’s seed jetting up inside her.
‘There’s no way a ready and fertile girl can resist being impregnated by our Hercules,’ said the dealer proudly, as he led Rory out of the room. Rory noticed that the black eunuch was tightening up Nina’s laces and replacing the little paddock.
‘Just to make sure of getting a good conception,’ said Faisal Effendi, ‘I like each girl to be mated three times: once on her due date, once two days before it and, finally, once two days after it. So give me four more days and I’ll guarantee she’s expecting.’
‘Goodness, you certainly keep Hercules busy.’
‘Yes, it means that he’s often in the processing of fertilizing several women at the same time, though we make sure he only does one a day. He has to keep his strength up, for he has so many Christian women to cover!’
 
Matrak whispered something to Rory who nodded. Yes by God, he thought, why not?
‘Well,’ he said, choosing his words carefully, ‘I don’t expect all the buyers in … Southern Turkey … will be familiar with Dinkas. I think it would be a splendid idea if we were take your Hercules with us.’
‘Take Hercules with you!’ cried the slave dealer in dismay. ‘You wouldn’t sell him, too, would you?’
‘Oh no!’ replied Rory. ‘That would be completely counter-productive, in the long term. Don’t worry. We’ll want the buyers always to look to your young white women as the only way to get Dinka blood into their own breeding lines. So I promise we’d return him to you, safe and sound.’
‘But in that case, what would you do with him?’
‘Oh, I think,’ said Rory with a smile, ‘we’d have your young Keeper show him off, caged as you keep him here, and naked so as to show off his size and physique, – a giant black Dinka stallion, who had covered all the white girls in the next door cage.’
‘Yes,’ added Matrak, ‘he would be an impressive sight – and would much improve the price that buyers would be prepared to pay for girls who have been mated with him – much of which would be coming straight back to you.‘
The slave dealer’s eyes gleamed. Then they narrowed. ‘But, meanwhile what I do without him? My business...‘
‘ ... Your business would be hard pressed,’ said Rory with a smile. ‘Yes, I can quite see that. But don’t worry. The Pasha has several newly arrived Dinkas in his Black Guard. I’m sure that I could persuade him to let you have the pick of them to use whilst Hercules is away.’
‘Well, in that case, of course, I agree.’ said the slave dealer.
 
The dealer now led the way downstairs. They passed through two solid-looking locked doors and were joined by two black eunuchs. They looked an experienced and sensible pair.
‘My breeding-managers,’ the dealer explained. ‘One will be travelling with you to help Matrak, here, to look after my young mothers-to-be, as we call them, whilst the boy looks after Hercules.’
‘Excellent!’ said Matrak. He would certainly be glad of the help.
The dealer led the way into a large and airy room, like a stables. All round the walls of the room were small cages. Each contained a strikingly pretty, naked, young white woman, anxiously gripping the bars of her cage. Tory saw that they had all been tightly laced up – like Nina. 
‘I like to keep these creatures on all fours for the first month or so after mating, until they are sold,’ explained the dealer. ‘It reduces the chances of them losing their valuable progeny.’
Rory saw that on each girl’s forehead a number had been painted in red. The same number was written on a board hanging from the bars of her cage. Two dates had also been written on the board.
‘The first date,’ said the slave dealer,’ is when he girl was last in season and the second one her last date of mating. The first one helps my black eunuchs to calculate the theoretically ideal date for mating. It also, of course, together with other signs, allows my black eunuchs later to see whether she has taken or not. I don’t like to sell a girl until they are sure – and preferably not until her belly will be showing, as we say here.’
He pointed to a group of cages along one wall.
‘All these have taken, and their bellies will be showing nicely in a month or so. So will Nina’s. Hercules’s progeny don’t take long to show their presence,’ he laughed. ‘Let me show you.’
 He now pointed to another group of cages.
‘Up!’ ordered one of the black eunuchs, cracking his whip. ‘Bellies to bars of cages.’
‘These are our prize merchandise, ready for sale now,’ said the dealer. ‘As you can see, their bellies are all nicely showing, but they wont be delivering for at least six months. So depending on when you expect to offer them for sale, I suggest you take half from each group, and I’ll let you have Nina as well – as she cost me so little.’
Rory did some rapid mental calculations. It was clearly important that these girls bellies were clearly showing by the time they started visiting plantations, and yet, obviously, he did not want them to be too advanced.
He looked enquiringly at Matrak, who again nodded.
‘Yes, I agree,’ Rory said.
‘Well, Sir,’ said the slave dealer respectfully, ‘choose which ones you’d like.’
Rory pointed enquiringly to another cage in which a naked girl with a hugely curved belly was anxiously kneeling up at the bars.
‘I like to keep one girl who’s shortly expecting Dinka twins by Hercules to show to hesitant buyers as an example of what they can expect from the girl they are interested in - in a few months time. One look at her and invariably the sale is quickly concluded - and for a high price. Perhaps you’d also better take one girl in an advanced state, to help sell the others!’
‘A good idea,’ said Matrak.
 
Whilst Rory chatted to Faisal Effendi, Matrak was going down the line of cages with the black eunuch who was going with him. Together they picked out ten of the prettiest young women with good child-bearing hips, five from the group who had only recently been mated with Hercules and five who’s bellies were already showing. They also chose a girl who would be looking highly expectant by the time they arrived in the Caribbean.
Some were dark haired with big black eyes – typical Mediterranean beauties- others quite fair with brown or even blue eyes. Something for all buyers, laughed Rory to himself.
‘You’ve chosen well,’ laughed the dealer.’ They’re the best of my present bunch. Let’s hope you can sell them well, too.’
Rory noticed that some the girls were vainly tearing at the zigzag leather laces, rather like the lacing of a shoe, which covered their depilated beauty lips. Like those of the girl whose mating he witnessed, the had been threaded through little silver rings in the lips drawn tight, and fastened with a little padlock that hung down between each girl’s legs.
‘We lace them up again tightly after each of the three routine penetrations, and sell them still laced up,’ grinned the dealer cruelly. ‘That’s what I told you ensures that every girl can be made by her new Master carry her valuable progeny, whether she likes it or not, right through to delivery. And, incidentally, it also stops them from masturbating – Masters don’t like their young mothers-to-be wasting their strength in self-pleasure.’
He paused and went up to one of the girls. Holding her firmly by the neck with one strong hand, he ran his hand down her lacing, showing Rory how taut it was.
‘My black eunuchs insert the little infibulation rings, six on each side, as soon as a girl arrives here and from then on he keeps her laced up nice and tight. You can see, the girl couldn’t even get her little finger past the laces to harm her progeny, but of course her liquid wastes can still slip through.’
How interesting, Rory was thinking, Bashir Agha swears by four rings on each side and here they use six. Meanwhile the slave dealer was showing him the little padlock that kept the laces taut. 
‘Of course, her new Master’s black eunuchs can always unlock the laces to inspect her and make sure that all is well – and, as you saw, my black eunuchs can ease them sufficiently to allow the Dinka’s manhood to penetrate deeply into her whilst she’s tied down for mating.’
‘And then when it’s time for delivery?’ asked Rory.
‘Then her new Master’s black eunuchs simply ease the laces sufficiently and then when it’s all over they can pull them taut again.’
‘Very clever,’ commented Rory.
‘Of course I always sell a mother-to-be tightly laced up and give the key to the buyer.
‘And we’ll do the same, too,’ said Rory with a smile.
Then the dealer pointed to a table on which a dozen large brass nose-rings were laid out together with a special punch for inserting them. Also laid out were some branding irons, some with the crest of Marsa and others adjustable s that numbers could be inserted.
‘The Head of our Guild has already given me the ten numbers for branding,’ said the dealer. ‘He told me to use Roman numbers, not Arabic ones.’
‘Yes,’ said Rory hastily, ‘it’s a strange new market in … Southern Turkey … I understand, you never know where the buyers may come from – and that Roman numbers might be better understood.’
 
‘That’s twenty girls chosen’ said Rory to Matrak as they embarked in his galleot to return to his palazzo – and to his harem.
‘Plus, Your Excellency, the two cut ones,’ added Matrak
‘And that girl Nina,’ said Rory
‘And the one they think will soon be delivering Dinka twins,’ said Matrak.
‘I reckon that makes twenty-four,’ said Rory. ‘That leaves another seventy or eighty still to be chosen.’
 
Chapter 17 – MOTHERS AND DAUGHTERS – AND SISTERS
 
‘Rich owners of Harems,’ explained the next slave dealer that Rory visited,’ are always looking for the excitement of owning a pretty young Christian mother and with an equally pretty teenage virgin daughter – and for sisters, or even better, twin sisters.’
He paused and smiled.
‘They just love the idea of them being trained by their black eunuchs’ whips to perform together for their Master’s pleasure – and the more they hate it, the more they’ll get the whip and the more their Master will enjoy it. Meeting this demand is what I specialise in providing. And, until the present glut in the market, they would sell very well.’

Rory nodded. He himself much enjoyed having a lovely English mother and daughter, Amanda and Diana Forsyth, in his harem – even though the brand they bore on their bellies as that of the Emir to whom they had originally been sold. Fearing a scandal, as they were British women, the Pasha had sent him to rescue them. Then that lusty old man had enjoyed them both in his harem for a time, before giving them to Rory as a reward, on condition they both now remained hidden in his harem as his concubines - but that is all another story: ”Barbary Slavedriver”.

The slave dealer ran his finger along his nose.
‘Of course,’ he said knowingly, ‘these mothers and daughters are not only sought after by private buyers for their harems.’
‘No, of course,’ murmured Rory. He could imagine what was going to come next, and would have to be careful in what he said in order not to give away his secret destination.
‘They’re also ideal for slave breeders, whether breeders of mulatto Haratin or of white slaves, who want to establish a new and improved breeding line,‘ said the dealer. ‘Of course the old traditional farms for breeding white slaves have almost all closed down now. The over-supply of already grown, captured, white women has now made it uneconomical to breed and rear them here.’
Rory nodded. But this would not apply in the Caribbean. There slave breeders of both mulattos for use on plantations and of octoroon women for use in brothels and as private mistresses, would jump at the chance of acquiring as slaves a beautiful and genuinely white mother and daughter, or a pair of sisters, for their breeding pens. Alternatively, as here of course, as a rich man might well fancy owning such a pair for his own use and pleasure.
Yes, Rory thought, merchandise from this dealer could form a most important part of his cargo. Perhaps he should take about twenty-four women from this dealer: half a dozen mothers and daughters and half a dozen pairs of sisters.
‘Do you give these pairs any training together here? And you have them both mated, before you sell them,’ asked Rory. It would be as well to know just what he was selling.
The slave dealer smiled. ‘No, I think most owners would prefer to break them in to performing together, in their own harem. Similarly, they would prefer to have them mated in their own mating pens. That would be half the fun for the Master. But, of course, that might not apply in wherever you’re going to take them.’
Yes, thought Rory, but in the Caribbean, plantation owners might well like to see the women mated with Hercules, the Dinka, before taking delivery of them.
 But pretty mothers with grown-up daughters must be a pretty rare commodity,’ said Rory. His duties as Commander of the Janissaries did not include becoming involved in the details of the slave trade.
‘With our corsairs raiding so many villages these days, and even small coastal and island towns, they are not so rare as they used to be. Many Italian and Spanish women, from respectable merchant families, marry very young and have had a daughter by the time they are seventeen or eighteen. And then they often put their feet down and have no more children and so, luckily for me, keep their looks and figures.’
 He paused.
‘But now, of course, the corsairs are over-doing it – and the market is getting swamped. Already I have more than I can sell.’
‘Well, let’s hope that we can open a new market for your white mothers and daughters - and sisters,’ said Rory.
‘It would certainly be wonderful if you did,’ said the slave dealer earnestly. ‘Would you like to come and look round my stock and pick out the ones you would like? We’ll start with the mothers and daughters.’
Five minutes later, Rory was in the dealers display room, looking at a wide choice of pairs of women and girls from all over the Mediterranean. 
Each pair of mothers and daughters were chained together by the neck as they stood displayed on a line of low platforms down the centre of the room – thus allowing a buyer to view them from both in front and from the back. Two black eunuchs, carrying dog whips, patrolled up and down in front and behind the women.
Each pair had been carefully made–up and identically dressed to look as alike as possible.
‘Buyers find it more exciting if the mothers and daughters look more like sisters,’ explained the slave dealer.‘
‘A good point for me to remember,’ murmured Rory.
‘Well, I’m sending one my best black eunuchs with the women you chose. He’ll prepare them for display and work with your Matrak.’
‘A very good idea if we are going to realise the best possible price for them.’
Rory went up to the platform. Thin muslin robes that hung down to their ankles covered the women’s bodies. The robes were open all the way down the front and the women were blushingly trying to hold them closed. They were eying him nervously, almost as nervously as they eyed the whip carrying black eunuchs.
He walked slowly down the line. There were over a dozen mothers and daughters paraded for his inspection.
The women were all good-looking and slender. Rory thought he could easily choose sufficient attractive couples from this lot without bothering to go down to the see dealer’s dungeons to see any others.
‘I think,’ he said, choosing his words carefully, as he had done previously with the dealer who specialised in mating married white women with his Dinka giant, ‘that a selection of these would sell very well in … Southern Turkey.’ 
He pointed to a particularly beautiful woman of mother of scarcely thirty. A very pretty young girl was chained to her.
‘Ah,’ said the slave dealer, ‘these are Marguarita and Dora. They were captured recently when one of our corsair ships raided a nunnery. In the present market conditions I was able to buy them quite cheaply.’
One of the black eunuchs drew back their muslin robes to display their naked bodies. His colleague, meanwhile, was using his dog whip to make the blushing women stand up straight and keep their hands to their sides.
‘A beautiful pair and very alike,’ said the slave dealer. ‘The girl’s only eighteen and the mother’s only thirty-three. Nice breeding hips on them both, too. And the mother’s got plenty of good breeding years ahead of her. I think they’d make an ideal pair for you to take.’
Both had been depilated and their soft bellies were entrancing. The mother’s full breasts and pronounced dark nipples contrasted delightfully with her daughter’s smaller breasts and little pink nipples. Goodness, he thought, he wouldn’t mind having them in his own harem –but of course, he couldn’t possibly afford them – not even in a glut!
He saw that the mother kept glancing at the dog whip and was biting her lips not to scream out in protest at being so humiliatingly displayed. 
Intrigued, Rory went behind them to investigate further. The black eunuchs there lifted up the robes to display their soft little bottoms and long slender backs. 
‘Touch toes!’ one of the eunuchs ordered whilst the other tapped their bottoms with his dog whip to make them bend over tight.
‘Legs apart!’
‘Bend knees!’
Their beauty lips were now prettily on display. The eunuchs parted them and, producing a white silken handkerchief invited Rory to feel up inside them.
‘You’ll find the mother still nicely tight,’ said the slave dealer, ‘and the daughter still a virgin.’
A quarter of an hour later, and Rory had made his choice, including Marguarita and Dora. The dealer now took him into an adjoining room to see his stock of white sisters.
Once again a dozen pairs of pretty young women were on display. Once again, each pair was carefully made up to look as alike as possible and there was even one pair of lovely young twins, whose virginity the dealer insisted on Rory checking for himself.
Soon Rory had picked out half dozen couples – including the twins.
‘I’ll tell my black eunuch overseers to liaise with your Matrak and deliver them to the ship when he’s ready,’ smiled the dealer.
They shook hands.
‘Much of my future depends on you,’ said the slave dealer as Rory took his leave.
 
Chapter 18 – THE MILKMAIDS
 
‘The milk of a beautiful Christian woman is much sought after here’ said the next slave dealer, Tufik Effendi, as once again Rory sat sipping the inevitable tiny cups of Turkish coffee whilst Matrak stood behind him. ‘And it is this demand that I specialise in meeting.’
He took a sip of coffee.
‘The Holy Koran, of course,’ he went on, ’forbids us to drink alcohol, but many men find that human milk is a refreshing alternative. There is something very satisfying in a lovely young woman having to offer you her nipples – or in having her milked for you by her black eunuch supervisor.’
‘Indeed,’ muttered Matrak. With a little assistance from his friend, the Pasha’s own chief black eunuch, he had always tried to ensure that at least one of the women in his charge were kept in milk at any one time: first Carmen and then Marie.
Yes, Rory was thinking how right Tufik Effendi had been. There was something very satisfying about taking a lovely woman in milk to bed, or in having her milked by young Abdul for his sustenance.
The dealer’s next words struck a particular chord.
‘Luckily for my business, the milk of a white woman is regarded as being sweeter and more nourishing than that of a Negress.’
A good sales point for the Caribbean, Rory thought.
‘Do you have first have to breed from your captured slave women to get girls you can sell in-milk?’ asked Rory. 
‘Not these days,’ came the reply,’ for our Corsairs invariably find, during their raids, plenty of young women who have recently given birth and who are still nursing a child. The baby can be sold to our white slave rearing farms but, if they are pretty and buxom, the women often end up in my slave pens. The problem now is that the corsairs are now bringing back too many pretty new mothers in milk. More than I can sell.’
‘And if they are not pretty?’ laughed Rory.
‘Then they’ll end up in one of our human dairy farms, or as a wet nurse in a rich man’s household.’ The dealer laughed. ‘You must remember that cow’s milk is regarded with suspicion here, fortunately for the owners of the human dairy farms – and, indeed, for me!’
‘And what happens to the prettier ones in your pens?’
‘Come and see for yourself,’ invited Tufik Effendi, leading the way through a carefully locked door. And choose your ten milkmaids!’
 
Rory found himself in a big airy well-lit room – though there were bars on the windows. There was a sweet smell that reminded Rory of the milking parlour on the Home Farm of his father’s estate in Ireland. 
Around the room were lines of open stalls, each lined with straw. In each stall was a naked buxom, but again very pretty, young woman. They were all chained by the neck to rings in the floor of their stalls – rather like cows kept in a byre in winter, Rory thought. The chains were too short to allow the girls to stand up.
 ‘I like to keep them on all fours, said Tufik Effendi. ‘It keeps their milk-laden breasts hanging down below them, whereas too much standing up can make them rather pendulous – and so reduce their value.
Nodding, Rory noted that some were Italian looking, others more Greek or Spanish. They were crawling on the straw in their stalls cages, or kneeling up admiring themselves in mirrors fastened to the walls of their cages and brushing their hair or making themselves up.
‘We encourage them to keep themselves looking as beautiful as possible,’ explained the dealer. ‘Not only is it good for business, but it also keeps them happy – and a happy slave always produces more milk than a surly and resentful one.’
That’s a good point to remember, thought Rory, making a mental note to fit plenty of mirrors in the cages of the brig.
 
Young black eunuch boys were going down the lines with little wooden milk pails and three legged stools. Just like the milkmaids in the milking parlour back in Ireland.
‘You, girl!’ Rory heard one of the black boys order in broken Lingua Franca, as he sat down by a very pretty, dark haired, buxom young woman. He gave her a tap on her buttocks with a dog whip. ‘Head up! Look straight ahead! Let down milk!’
 ‘That’s a new girl, Nicoletta. She and her newly born young daughter were captured recently in a successful raid on a nunnery. The gold and jewels from the chapel more than repaid the merchants who had invested in the Corso, but in present market conditions the women they captured there went pretty cheaply. Of course I soon disposed of the child to a colleague – at least she was a little girl. Normally I could sell a beautiful young woman like this in milk very well – but not now. So I’ve ear-marked for you!’
‘Good!’ exclaimed Rory.
Then he watched as the black eunuch boy put ting the pail under the girl’s breasts and began to stroke them. Then he massaged the strangely prominent nipples. Soon little squirts of milk were jetting into the pail.
‘You can see from the blue veins showing through the white skin of her breasts that she’s now producing a good flow of milk,’ explained the dealer. ‘We did this partly by giving her special food and partly by milking her perhaps a dozen times a day.’
Matrak nodded knowingly – that was his technique as well.
‘And, as you can see,’ went on Tufik Effendi, ‘we’ve also greatly elongated her nipples by binding them with silken threads so that her future Master can more easily suck her breasts. It’s all an expensive business and a financial disaster if I end up with more than I can sell. So I just hope you will succeed in opening up a new market for my girls.’
He turned and pointed to some lists hanging on the wall.
‘These show each girl’s daily yield. It’s important to keep a daily record, so that you can take remedial action should the flow start to ease off – more sustaining food and more regular milking. Normally we also recommend that a buyer sends his black eunuchs here so that we can show them how best to keep a good flow going, but,’ he added with a laugh, ‘I don’t expect that will apply to yours!’
‘No!’ laughed Rory.
The slave dealer turned to Matrak. ‘The main thing, of course, is to milk them regularly and often – but I don’t have to tell you about that!’
Matrak smiled.
‘And onboard?’ queried Rory.
Tufik Effendi pointed to the boy milking Nicoletta. ‘To help Matrak, I could send that boy with the girls you choose. He’s one of my most experienced black eunuch boys with them. And as you can see he stands no nonsense – and he’s a wonder in getting a woman’s breasts yielding really well. I’d give him instructions to milk the girls as often as he would if they were still here – and keep their nipples well extended.’
He again turned to Matrak. ‘ So you should have no problems in keeping my girls in prime milking condition!’
‘Excellent,’ said Rory. He was thinking how many buyers in the Caribbean would be intrigued at the idea of buying a beautiful white woman in milk. They should sell very well.
 
‘Breasts for inspection!’ shouted the large black eunuch in charge of the milking parlour, accentuating his order with a loud crack of his whip.
‘He’s my Head Dairyman and trained up the boy I’m sending with you,’ said the dealer.
 Hastily the women all now crawled to the front of their stalls and knelt up, looking straight ahead and clasping their hands behind their necks. The floors of each stall were raised so that the women’s milk-laden breasts were level with Rory’s eyes.
Once again whilst Rory chatted to the slave dealer, Matrak went down the line of women with the black eunuch Head Dairyman, picking out another nine women to join Nicoletta in the brig. Much as Rory would have enjoyed doing this himself, he knew that it was better to leave it to a professional handler of women, like Matrak.
He saw Matrak pause by a very attractive woman in her late twenties or early thirties with lovely firm breasts.
‘A lovely Corsican woman,’ murmured the dealer. ‘Would you like to taste her milk?’
He gestured to one of the black eunuch boys who picked up a little silver tasting bowl and began to massage the girl’s nipples. She remained kneeling up, hands clasped behind her neck and eyes still fixed ahead. Discipline was clearly strict here, thought Rory approvingly.
Squeezing the young woman’s nipples with experienced hands, the boy soon filled the little bowl. He handed it to Rory with a little bow.
It was delicious, thought Rory - as good as that of his own women.
‘Well, I think we’ll certainly take her,’ he laughed.
Soon Matrak had chosen another eight lovely young women, all in milk with elongated nipples and all yielding well, bringing the total up to ten.
We’re gradually getting there, thought Rory.
 
Chapter 19 - RORY VISITS THE OTHER SLAVE DEALERS
 
‘And I specialise in well-educated young women, from good backgrounds,’ said the next dealer, ‘but whose families are not rich enough to ransom them.
‘And is there a good demand for them?’ asked Rory
‘Normally, yes indeed,’ replied the slave dealer. ‘Nothing appeals to a rich Arab or Turk so much knowing that a Christian woman he is treating in a degrading fashion is in fact from a upper class or aristocratic background. Moreover their wives also enjoy ordering about an aristocratic young white woman and using her as their personal maid-servant.’
‘Yes, I see,’ replied Rory, thinking of the well-connected Henrietta Hamilton and Amanda Forsyth, and of the well born, French émigré, Marie de St. Sevres, all of whom had, of course, been given to him by the Pasha, for he could never have afforded to buy women like them himself.
‘But surely these must be very rare?’ queried Rory.
‘Indeed, and that’s what made them so valuable – until recently.’
‘Then where did you get them from?’
‘Well, for instanced with the help of your Janissary landing parties, our corsairs recently raided a nunnery, where young women were sent by their families or husbands for safe-keeping or to enjoy the sea-breezes – and came back with a real, live, nut penniless Contessa. But, alas, they’ve just been too successful recently.’
‘And, so,’ said Rory,’ I suppose this has resulted in too many of these once rare items coming onto the market.’
‘Yes I’m afraid so. Of course I always to try to buy them up so that I can keep my prices up too, but I now have more of these young women than I sell.’
Rory nodded. It was the same old story.
‘So you see how important it is for me for you to take some of my surplus stock off my hands now and use them to open a new market for me.’
A few minutes later, advised by Matrak, Rory began making his choice. One by one some very attractive girls and young women were brought in by black eunuchs. They were dressed, like most slavegirls up for sale, in a simple muslin robe that fastened down the front, and one by one their gleaming white breasts and bellies were displayed to him. The women were all very special. If only, he had thought, he had been choosing them for himself.
He chose the ten prettiest – including the beautiful Contessa de Santa Croce.
 
‘I,’ said the next dealer, ‘buy and sell deal what, back in Europe, you would have called second hand girls.’
Rory laughed, knowing what was coming.
‘Yes, there is a big trade in such girls here,’ went on the dealer. ‘There may be nothing wrong with a girl. She may still be beautiful and desirable. Her Master may just have got tired of her or wanted to trade her in for a new one. He takes her back to the dealer who sold her to him and who buys her back in part exchange for a new girl.’
‘And where do you come into this?’
‘Simply that I buy the returned girl off the dealer, who may not want a girl, who’s already branded on her belly with the crest of a former owner, amongst his stock of newly captured girls.’
‘Whereas your clients ... ‘ began Rory.
‘May not be rich, but they appreciate that a girl marked as coming from the harem of a well known rich man will be well trained in pleasuring her Master,’ laughed the dealer.
‘Indeed,’ said Rory thinking of his own delightful girls who had previously been in the Pasha’s harem and who still bore his crest on their bellies – Carmen and the delightful Henrietta.  Then, too, the beautiful Amanda Forsyth and her pretty daughter Diana, both bore on their bellies the brand of the cruel Emir of Gondah.
‘So, he feels that he has got a bargain,’ laughed the dealer rubbing his hands. ‘Yes, it’s a very good business – or rather it was, until the present glut of newly captured girls came on the market. The drop in prices tempted man men to trade in more of their older girls and I ended up with a large stock I can’t get rid of.’
‘No wonder you’re anxious we open up a new market for you’ smiled Rory. ‘Can I see some of them and choose the ten I want?’
‘Of course!’ cried the dealer, leading the way to his display room.
Moments later Rory found himself looking at a line of attractive young women dressed in transparent harem trousers and boleros.
‘I like to display them dressed like this,’ aid the dealer. ‘It helps a buyer to envisage more easily what they’ll look like back in his harem.’
Or perhaps back at his Caribbean plantation, laughed Rory to himself
With a little help from Matrak, he had no difficulty in picking out ten.
It would indeed be fascinating selling them as trained whores.
 
‘I just offer lovely Christian women.’ laughed another dealer.
Rory had already visited several such “general” dealers. He had found that the standard of beauty of the women on offer and the slimness of their figures was usually very high.
‘But,’ went on the dealer, ‘the glut in the market is affecting even my girls. The chief black eunuchs of the principal citizens of Marsa are becoming more and more demanding in buying women for their Masters and in refusing to pay reasonable prices.’
It was the same old story.
‘Well, I hope that I will be able to open a new market for your women,’ Rory would.
‘Oh. Your Excellency, I do hope,’ was the invariable reply, followed by an invitation to come and inspect the delightful merchandise on offer, from which Rory chose another ten.
 
Soon Rory had selected over a hundred white slavegirls from some ten dealers. They were, he felt, a suitable mixture of cut girls; of ones expectant by their husband or by Hercules, the Dinka; of ones in milk; of aristocratic and well-educated ones; and of ones who were just pretty and attractive.
It was now time he had look at some white eunuch youths.
 
‘As you know, Your Excellency,’ the dealer was saying ingratiatingly,  'everything depends on whether a white boy is gelded before or after he can have an erection. Here in Marsa and in the Moslem world in general, the demand is for white boys castrated before puberty. They will then be incapable of having an erection and so can be used as pageboys by their Masters, even when visiting their harems, or can be safely given as presents to their wives and daughters.’
He paused for a moment.
‘But that’s not a market that interests me.’
‘Oh?’ queried Rory.
‘No, my market is selling small numbers of well trained and well educated white boys, back to Europe for use as pageboys by rich women. What they want is a handsome gelded boy or youth, who they can pass off as a genuine eunuch, but who can have an erection and so secretly pleasure their Mistresses for hours with a fine manhood – but without them running any risk of them becoming pregnant.’
He paused again.
‘But alas our brave corsairs are now bringing back so many captured older boys that me and my colleagues in this small and discreet market cannot possibly handle them. We need a new outlet for them.’
‘Yes,’ replied Rory, ‘and I think we may able to help you.’
‘Then take ten of my handsomest youths,’ cried the dealer.
 
 

EPILOGUE
 
UNDERWAY FOR THE CARIBBEAN
 

The newly christened brig Opportuno was slipping through the Strait of Gibraltar with a strong east wind, the Levanta behind her. To port were the Rif Mountains and the huge Rock of Ceuta. To starboard lay the equally huge Rock of Gibraltar, swathed in clouds. 
She had hoisted Spanish colours and changed her name earlier that morning. French colours and the ship’s nameplate L’opportune were ready in case they meet a French man o’war. The discarded nameplate marked, in English, Opportune, also lay handy.
The dutifully dipped Spanish colours and name had been sufficient to allay the suspicions of the British guardship on patrol in the Straits. Little did it’s young officers think   that down below in the hold of the innocuous looking brig were a hundred caged Christian women and a few young white eunuchs or that the strangely dressed, sunburnt, man who had waved to them was in fact a former British officer.
Borrowing the Rais’s telescope, Rory could just make out several large Union Jacks flying over Gibraltar and the masts and yards of a couple of British 74’s in the Gibraltar dockyard - evidently sent back to refit from the British fleet blockading Toulon.
For a moment he felt homesick - but there was no going-back now.
There was cough by his side.
‘Ready, Your Excellency, for your morning inspection,’ reported Matrak.
Reluctantly Rory put down the telescope. 
He followed Matrak down the companion way to the hold where a dozen spotless cages awaited his inspection. Each contained the women sent by a different slave dealer in Marsa, and outside each cage stood the appropriate slave dealer’s smartly dressed and proud young black eunuch.
As he approached each cage, followed by an anxious Matrak, each young black overseer, his dogwhip tucked under his arm, called his women to Attention, with their hands clasped behind their necks and their bellies thrust forward. Then he saluted Rory and made his report.
Rory checked that in each cage the straw was fresh and clean; that the feeding troughs were spotless; that the women were all properly manacled and nose ringed; and they were coffled together by chains linking their collars. Each woman had to display to him the fresh brand mark of Marsa on her hindquarters.
The women were, of course, all naked for his inspection but each had a neatly folded woollen shawl at her feet with which to partially hide her nakedness when he had left.
They were all surprisingly pretty and the bellies in the mother-to-be cage and the breasts of the milkmaids were all showing well. Their black eunuch overseers reported none as sick and the Breeding Belts of the mothers-to-be were all held firmly locked in place.
‘If I may say so, Your Excellency,’ said Matrak ‘I think you have chosen very well, both as regards the type of women and the particular women in each group.’
‘Thank Matrak,’ said Rory, only too well aware of the advisory role that his chief black eunuch had played.
Next Rory inspected the exercise hold together with the arrangements for airing the women in the fresh air of the upper deck and for feeding the women and disposing of their wastes. Finally he inspected the cage holding the white eunuch boys. 
Then he inspected the cage in which, by day, young Abdul kept his own women:
‘Very good Matrak,’ he said. ‘Make sure the eunuch boys keep up the standard.’
 
That evening they were clear of the Straits and out of sight of land. The ship was gently rising and dipping to the Atlantic swell. Soon they would pick up the northeast trade winds.
One of the greatest adventures of his life, Rory realised, was just starting.
 
(To be continued in Book Two of BARBARY SLAVESHIP: “Black Masters, White Slaves”)
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