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Constantinople was the last 
bastion of Christendom in the 
East. A proud, formidable city 
with seemingly unassailable 

defenses.

When it finally fell at the hands 
of the Ottoman Turks, the West 
trembled. The mighty Ottoman 
Empire could now sweep into 

Europe from the east unchecked.

By the time the last of the city's 
defenses collapsed, it was but a 

shadow of it's former glory. A city, 
exhausted by centuries of strife, 

unaided by the western powers, finally 
gave up the fight. It's walls in tatters, 
it's towers broken, it's emperor slain 

and it's populace enslaved. All that was 
left for the Turks was the accounting 

of the spoils and there were many.

An orgy of rape and pillaging 
beset the city. None were spared 
the cruel hands of the vengeful 
Turks. Too long the Byzantine 

walls have held them back, but 
no more. It was time to settle old 

scores upon a defeated people. Blood flowed 
freely in the streets 
of Constantinople.

It held fast against the Huns, the 
Barbarian hordes, the Persian and 

Arab armies for hundreds of years. 
Though it was in conflict with Rome, 

it was the shield that protected 
the gateway to the West and the 

heart of Christian Europe.
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Dawn at the house of 
Vizier Al Mahmoud. 

Trusted friend and War 
Chief of Sultan Mehmed.

 He is back in his luxurious harem 
for a much needed rest. He had 

just returned from his campaigns 
in the west, expanding the borders 

of the Ottoman Empire. 

He is an imposing figure 
with a quick temper and 
a fiery disposition. The 
Kadin is cautious in her 

approach.

Great Caliph. 
Good news. The 
Prophet smiles 

upon you.

Yes, Caliph. It 
arrived this morning. 

I did not wish to 
disturb your rest, 

so I waited to 
inform you.

Very well. 
Is it worth 
my while?

Very much 
so, Great 
Caliph.

Show me 
then, Kadin!

Out with it, 
Kadin. Do you 

have it?
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HnnnH!

argh! I felt 
teeth from 
this Bitch!

See to it she 
is retrained 

and 
disciplined!

Yes,
 Great Caliph. 

Guards!

These convent bred 
Odalsiques lack the 

skills to please men. It 
requires so much effort 

to properly train and 
acclimate them to Harem 

life. But it always 
pleases me to watch 
them squirm, like the 

Christian whores they 
all are.

This way, 
Great Caliph. I 

must say, It took a 
substantial bribe 
to procure this one. 
To think it almost 
slipped our grasp 
when the Great 

Sultan vanquished 
the infidels of 

Byzantium.

Take her to the 
sun terrace. I 
will attend to 
her lessons 

later.

No! 
P-please!
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Yes, Kadin. I was 
sorely disappointed 

when I failed to find it 
in all the confusion. 

Despite raising the city, 
my victory was lacking. 
The late Emperor still 
owed me a great prize.

Praise Allah.
So this is it. The 
prized jewel of 
Constantinople.

 She was on a ship bound for 
Rome, no doubt to ask for aid 
from the Christian Pope. We 
were able to bribe the ship's 
crew at the port of Rhodes. 
She was very surprised when 
instead of the gates of Rome, 
the good captain delivered her 

to our waiting corsairs at 
Tunis.

Had she succeeded 
in procuring aid, an 
army of crusaders 

might have thwarted 
the Great Sultan's 

victory.

The Chief Eunuch 
had her drugged and 
immediately shipped to 

the harem for a 
thorough cleansing to 
await your pleasure, 

Great Caliph.

The niece of the 
Apostate Emperor. 

Very good, Kadin. Now my 
vengeance will be 

complete. She will bear 
me many, many sons. She 

will feel the pain of 
every birth as I've felt 
the pain of losing many 
sons at the walls of 
that accursed city.
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AAaiyeeh!

HUngh!

Aagh!

Blindfolds? So 
she does have 
accursed blue 

eyes!
Blue as the 
sky, Great 

Caliph.

Well developed hips, 
and these plum teats 
beg to be pinched and 
suckled. She would 

make a fine odalisque, 
but is she truly 

worthy to bear me 
sons?

Is she 
strong in 
both body 
and spirit? put her to 

the test, 
Great Caliph. 
Either by fire 

or by 
scourge.

Scourge it shall be, 
Kadin. No reason to 

tarnish such flawless 
skin with the marked 

permanence of fire. But 
I will require her devil's 
blue eyes be put out. It 
offends me to see the 

eyes of my enemies on the 
mother of my future 

sons.

Only 
Christian 
dogs are 

marked with 
blue eyes.
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AAaiyeeh!

Huh-
huh!

Until...

She has 
withstood the 

lash and has not 
fainted but once, 

Great Caliph.

She cries,
 plead and weep like all 

Christian whores. Yet her 
body does not yield. She is 
strong. If she were not an 
infidel she would make a 
good first wife. She will 

do, Kadin.

Now leave us 
and attend to 
your other 
duties. Bring 

wine when you 
are done.

I wish to be 
alone with 
this woman.

As you 
wish, Great 

Caliph.

The whip falls again 
and again upon the 

exposed, vulnerable 
body of the young 

woman.

 For hours her pained 
screams echoed in the 

harem halls.

No corner, crevice, 
mound nor peak is 
spared form the 
sting of the lash.

AAAgh!
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At the inner courtyard, 
the pained wails of a 
young woman could 
clearly be heard.

The Eunuchs were busy 
preparing the blonde girl for 

her lesson, forcing her to 
straddle an inch thick wooden 
beam. With it's edge purposely 
sharpened, it dug deep into the 
girl's tender bisected crotch.

Aagh!
No, please!

spare not the 
capsician oils. 

Let it burn 
her lips.

I want this 
ordeal etched 

firmly in her mind. 
The price for 
incurring the 

Master's ire is 
high.

Proceed, 
Eunuch!

Yes, 
Kadin.

N-No! 
Don't!

Mmmnnh!

There! Allow her 
three hours to 

suck on the training 
phallus, and don't 

let it run dry.

After that,
 you may flog the soles 
of her feet. Make sure 
the other novices see 
and hear her anguish. 

The others may need to be 
reminded the cost of 

displeasing their 
Master.

Yes, Kadin.
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AAaiyeeh!

HUngh! AAAgh!

You take to 
the whip well, Girl. 
Christian whores 
usually have a low 

threshold for 
pain.

You will taste 
the whip's sting 

every day to 
teach you proper 

obedience to 
your Master.

You are mine now. 
Forget the princes 
and courtiers of 

Constantinople. All have 
been put to the sword 

and their heads now 
adorn it's causeways.

This will be 
useful. Now, we 
will see how much 
of a breeder you 

are.

 Take a seat, 
Princess of 

Infidels.

And this will 
be the symbol 

of your 
ownership.

You now 
belong to 
me, body 

and soul.
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AAaiyeeh!

Huh-
huh!

HUngh!

That should 
keep you from 
squirming.

The ropes on the girl's legs are 
slowly drawn up as the girl 

struggles to keep her balance.

A few more 
well placed 

stings should 
keep you 
randy.

Wet already?!
 I see you like the 
pain. Don't worry 
you'll be getting 

plenty more before 
this day ends.

Your sweat
 is salty sweet. 
But I like it with 

the spice of 
blood.

HUngh!
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HUngh?!

Aaagh!

AAaiyeeh!

But if you 
fail to bring me 

Sons. I will 
have your guts 

ripped out.

No! Mercy, 
Please!

Bear me daughters 
and they will be no 
more than slaves to 

the Great Sultan. They 
shall know the whip 
as soon as they can 

wal... Ack!

The ropes that 
held the girl's 
arms are cut 

abruptly .

The girl's body drops on 
the wooden phallus, but 
her shifted weight breaks 

the phallus from it's 
footings.

But even then, 
you shall not be 
their equal but 
merely as their 

slave. Until then, 
you are just a Fuck 

hole to sow my 
seed.

AAAh!!!

This is how it shall be 
for now on, Infidel. You 

shall remain Christian so I 
can torment you without 

reservation. You will be as 
muck under my feet. You 

shall know the suffering 
of your accursed saints.

When you have 
born me Sons, 
only then will I 
allow you to 

convert to islam 
and be among my 

wives.
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AAaiyeeh!

She screams with every 
breath in her lungs.

The Kadin is familiar with 
bellows of pain and that of 
death. She quickly rushes to 
the source of the screams, 

the guards follow her.

Great 
Caliph?! 

No!

She has killed 
our master! We 
kill her now.

Flay her 
alive!

Impale 
Her!

No!

The Master's seed 
is on the floor and on 
her cunt. They may have 
consummated and she 
may be carrying the 
Caliph's heir. Guard 

her, watch her. If she 
is with child, we shall 
know in a few months.

If she is not, she 
shall know the true 
meaning of pain for 
the house of Mahoud 
will be dead and our 
vengeance will be 

just.

No! I am 
innocent! I 
did nothing.

She drops to the floor, her blinds 
loosened. She sees the head of her 

tormentor, severed from it's body. The 
man's eyes still emblazoned with rage.
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At a private villa, just outside 
Topkapi, a tired and battle 

worn rider hands in his horse 
reins to the eunuch guard.

Greetings, 
Great Pasha. 
The Sultana 
awaits you in 
her boudoir.

Sultana? The most 
favored of Sultan  

Mehmed's concubines. 
Indeed, my sister has 
come up in the world.

Mistress, a 
filthy riffraff 
approaches the 
villa. I shall 
turn him away.

Y-yes, 
Mistress.

Why was I 
summoned 
Sultana?

Our dear uncle 
is dead. Killed by 
an Odalisque; they 

say. A dubious 
allegation. You 

should look into 
it.

Unfortunate. 
But why does this 

concern us? We have 
been disinherited by 

the man. We are 
bastards to his 

eyes.

Hush! that man is my 
brother and he is most 

welcome. Speak ill of him 
again and you will be 

spending the night with 
the Nubians a fourth 
night. Understood?

Greetings. I come 
from the Kosovar 
sieges. I am Murad 
Bey Pasha I come 

under orders from 
Kadin Kosem.
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HUngh!

That is why we ply our 
services to the Sultan. 
I as Sword Master and 
Pasha to his Janissaries 

and you as his Haseki 
Kadin, most favored 

whore.

He has no heir. 
By right, the Sultan 

may take all his 
possessions. But if 
the Sultan decrees 

that we are 
legitimate heirs...

Why should we 
care. I fight the 
Christians and 

take their lands 
as my own.

You may be Pasha, 
but you are not among 

the favored. Titles could 
easily go over you.  The 

lands you speak off have 
already been allotted to 
others, even those�yet 

to be conquered.

On the other 
hand, our claim to 
our uncle's estate 
has legitimacy as 
long as no other 

challenges it.

If there are 
heirs yet to be 

born, deal 
with them.

I see.

But, please. 
Rest a while. 
It has been 

years.

Under the 
authority of the 

Sultan. Go to our 
Uncle's Harem.

Take stock of our 
uncle's property. 

Find the truth about 
his death. Weed out 

our enemies and 
destroy them. I had arranged 

to adopt her after 
Fatma's sudden, 

untimely demise. I 
maybe a whore but 

there is power in the 
cloistered halls of 
the Imperial Harem.

You do 
remember 

Jasmina? The 
daughter of 
that harlot 

Fatma.

Yes, she was such a 
tease when we were 
young. She was very 

proud at being the first 
to develop charms 

among the girls. She 
liked picking on you 
because you were 

small.
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AAaieeh!

Huh-
huh!

Aaagh!

Fatma was a stickler 
for tradition. You can 
tell, she kept Jasmina 
intact. Poor girl had 
to piss through a 

tube.

She has gotten 
bigger since I 
last saw her.

She's yours! 
Consider her as a 

gift. Would you like 
to break her in? 

She could use your 
firm hand.

My pleasure, 
Sister. I've always 
had a fondness for 

the voluptuous.

Firm and fat. 
It would be so 
easy to just 

slice them off.

Let's release you 
from your forced 

chastity. You won't 
be needing that 

anymore.

Is she 
familiar 
with the 
cane?

Good, this 
should be 

interesting.

No.
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AAaiyeeh!

mmnnh!

AAaiyeeh!

Fatma was 
never this big, 

was she?

Feel her 
breasts, They 
feel so hot and 
full. She would 

make an excellent 
breeder.

It was uncle's 
loss to have 

disinherited you. 
You were a better 
man than Fatma's 

progeny.

AAh! This 
thing 

pinches.

It will keep 
blood on the 
tip. You'll see.

Jasmina should 
thank the Prophet  
I did not think to 
add spikes yet.

She came to be 
Haseki Kadin and 

secretly arranged 
for her chief rival 
to be dishonored 
by a foreigner, 

perhaps a Mongol.

She wanted 
to ensure an 
unchallenged 

lineage for her 
kin. She would 
have succeeded 
had her sons 

lived.

No.
But she was 
bigger than 

Mihrimah. She 
used her figure 

with great 
effect on Uncle 

Mahoud.

Both in 
battle and 

the bed 
chamber.

You're a 
better man 
than he.
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Huh-
huh!

HUngh!

Aaagh!

Don't kill 
her yet! I'm 
not finished 
with her.

Not to worry, 
dear brother. 

I'm simply 
heightening her 

pleasure.

A little 
asphyxiation 
wouldn't hurt. 
Right, Jasmina?

I'll bring her along 
on my journey. I like 
squeezing her ripe, 

full bosoms.

I could pierce 
them with a needle 

and suckle on 
them like a baby.

Bring my Nubians 
along. They can be 

very helpful in 
taming wayward 

harem girls. White 
Odalisque fear 
them the most.

AAaiyeeh!
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I'm sure my 
servant girls 
will appreciate 
their absence.

The woman is 
Tikah. Mistress of 

the Yoke and 
Scourge. Keep her 
close when asking 

questions from 
lying tongues.

I've heard 
rumors of these 
creatures. I did 
not think they 
were real.

They will 
make your 

work easier, 
brother.

A Harem can be 
a den of cunning 
serpents in the 
guise of mewing 

kittens.

For four long days, Murad Bey Pasha took his 
modest caravan past desert and mountain 

passes to finally reach the borders of the 
late Viscier Al Mahoud's caliphate. The journey 
was arduous, even more so for the concubine 

Jasmina. But respite was close at hand.

But they need 
to be milked 
often or they 

may turn on the 
concubines.

AAaiyeeh!

The Man is Teegar. 
He has a keen eye 
for the details 
as well as an 

excellent bowman.

By the Beard 
of the Prophet. 
Is that man a 

defiler?!

Why yes. The Sultan 
keeps a few, uses them 
on the more stubborn 
wives and daughters 
of fallen Christian 
Knights. It is very 

exciting to see them 
in action.
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Mmmnnh!

Aaagh!

Jasmina, take a good 
look. That girl is no 

doubt Christian, a nun 
perhaps. Such a 

punishment would not 
be acceptable in such a 
public venue if she 

were otherwise.

Please, Pasha. 
Rest from the 
saddle for a 
moment. I am 
very sore.

Since theirs is a 
tortured God. To them, 
suffering is a path to 

redemption. They welcome 
punishment. Convent girls 
are particularly stubborn 

slaves and require this kind 
of training. A preference for 
pain rather than pleasure, 
despite their screams of 

protest.

They find relief and climax 
on the wooden crests. They 

don't mind accepting the 
words of the prophet as 

long as they do so in agony. 
You'll find many of these 

girls in Uncle's Hareem. He 
had a taste for the white 

gold.

That punishment 
crest gave me an idea. 
Jasmina, do you still 

wish a rest from your 
saddle? I have a way 

to ease your 
'comfort'.

yes...?
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It was late in the day when they 
reached the isolated Hareem. A 
vast compound with both walls 
and desert to keep it's captives.

Here we are. We 
can finally get 
out of these 

dusty shrouds.

Open the gates. 
It is Murad Bey 
Pasha and his 

party.

Quickly now!
 Put your backs 
into it you lazy 

eunuchs!

Yes, 
Pasha.

Greetings, Murad Bey 
Pasha. The Hareem of 
Caliph Al Mahoud is at 

your disposal.

Indeed, 
A suitable 

welcoming party. 
You are the Head 

Kadin?

Yes, 
Murad 
Pasha.

You may 
accompany 

me.

It is customary that
no man may lay eyes on 
another's Hareem. But 
this Hareem is yet to be 

reacquired, either in 
whole or in part. At this 
moment, you are all but 

market slaves until I say 
otherwise. Understood?

Y-Yes, 
Pasha.

Kadin, I will let 
you retain your title, 

assuming you prove your 
worth. Show me the 
delights kept hidden 
within these walls.© DOFANTASY.COM



Mmmnnh!

Aaagh!

... And have someone 
help the Lady Jasmina 
off her Mount. Wash 

and perfume her 
before sending her to 

her chamber's.

Clean her 
thoroughly but 

leave the ropes in 
place. I wish to 

keep her in 
distress.

This place 
could use 

more light.
Excuse us, Lord 
Pasha. It's been 

a while since 
this house was 
occupied by a 

master.

This will have to 
change, Kadin. Things 
have been lax far 

too long. Hard 
discipline needs to 
be implemented.

Lord Pasha, Will 
you allow this 
man to violate 

the inner sanctum 
of the Hareem?
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Hold your tongue! 
Teegar is a personal 
representative of my 
sister. He is allowed 

full access to any place 
or any bed chamber for 

that matter, in this 
Hareem.

With my 
permission, he is 

allowed full reign 
to any woman he 

chooses. Even you, 
Kadin.

Y-yes, Lord 
Pasha.

Would you like 
me to send in a 

few of the girls 
to help you 

relax?

So this is 
my abode. 

Cozy.

No need. You'll 
do for now. Time 
to prove your 
quality. Take 
those robes 

off!

TEE-HEE!

Aagh! The late Viscier 
Al Mahoud was far 

too kind and 
generous to the 
slaves of this 
Hareem. That is 

to change. 
Understood?
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Indeed, Uncle had 
fine taste for the 
fair maidens of the 
Christian realms.

I concur, Lord Bey 
Pasha. She bears the 
scent of a northern 
woman and With such 
fine delicate skin not 
known to the deserts.

Yes. Tell me 
Teegar. Would 
you like to bed 
this slave?

If thou wishes, 
Lord Pasha. It 
would be my 
pleasure.

 But it would 
definitely not 
be her Kadin's 

pleasure.

Break her in for 
me, Teegar. Tikha 
may assist if she 

so wishes.

I so wish, Lord 
Pasha. I take pride in 
the breaking of all 
manner of stubborn 

slaves.

As you 
command. 

Lord 
Pasha.

Please, 
Lord Pasha. 
Not to him!

HUngh!
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I need to take care of 
other matters pertaining 
to a certain Byzantine 
Harlot. Try not to do 

permanent harm. I fear 
loosing too much resale 

value with damaged 
goods.

I shall treat 
her as if she 
were a virgin, 
Lord Pasha.

I leave you 
to your own 

devices Kadin. It 
will be up to them 
to decide whether 

your title is 
deserved or not.

Lord 
Pasha, 
wait...

She does have 
the luxurious 
features of a 

Kadin.

But it takes 
more than physical 
assets to be called 
Kadin in the house 
of his lord Murad 

Bey Pasha.

Over here, Lord 
Pasha. Careful 

with your steps, 
the dungeons are 

not well kept.

Appalling!
 A Harem with an 
unused dungeon. 
The Odalisque will 

need to be 
reminded of it's 

uses.

I see it 
has but one 
occupant.

Be wary, 
Lord Pasha. 
They say she 
has killed 
the Caliph.

Mercy, 
Milord!

No!

A 
venerable 
assassin, 
no doubt?

Hah! Already 
her juices 
flow with 

anticipation.
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HUngh!

Mmmnnh?!

I took the 
opportunity to 

give her a falaka 
to introduce your 

arrival, Lord 
Pasha.

The Chief 
Eunuch had her 
on the cradle 
for 2 days.

Too long. They 
should use some 
moderation. This 

prostrate cradle is 
well worn. The light 
coat barely covers 
the rusted metal.

They used 
uncle's pear on 

the harlot? 
Fitting. But this 
too is worn out.

It was given 
a full turn, 
Lord Pasha.

This instrument 
was commissioned from 
Papal Inquisitors. All 

the Harem girls 
including Mihrimah 

were subjected to it 
at one time or another. 

It was tradition.

Such devices 
are very hard 

to come by 
nowadays.

It is best 
taken out, 

cleaned and 
oiled before 
further use.

Huh!?
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AAAgh!

AAaiyeeh!

What!? Accursed 
Harlot! The Pear is 
broken! Parts of it 
may be left inside.

This instrument has 
been a family heirloom 

for a generation. 
Sultana Kosem would 
have wanted it intact.

Allow me, Lord Pasha. 
I shall retrieve the 

rest and have the best 
craftsmen restore it 
to it's former glory.

Despite the use 
of the pear, her 

arse is still 
tight. But no 

matter...

No!

Infidel bitch! 
It's lodged in 
deep, and the 

bitches ass still 
grips like a Nile 

alligator.
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If you can't 
bring it out by 

hand, use 
other means 

to pry open this 
harlot's arse.

Yes! I 
believe I 

have it, Lord 
Pasha.

There! I believe I 
have it all. We 
can't know for 

sure until the pear 
is rebuilt, Lord 

Pasha.

Next time; I will 
have you split 

open with burning 
pikes to retrieve 

my property. 
Understood!

Take the bitch off 
of the cradle. Let 
the physician see 
to her injuries.

Then have her 
washed, oiled and 
splayed at the 

terrace exposed to 
the sun. I have yet 
to decide her fate.

In the meantime 
I'll give her to the 

men for their 
enjoyment. An 

infidel witch like 
this does not 

deserve an easy 
death.

But... 
What is 
this?

White liquid 
from her teats? 
She lactates? 
Something is 

amiss.

For the 
moment, save 
her for the 
physician.

Where is 
the chief 
eunuch?

HnnnH!

Aagh!

Never do 
that again, 
Byzantine 
Whore!

Y-Yes, 
Lord 

Pasha.

AAaiyeeh!
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I'll put her to 
the question, 
Lord Pasha.

Tell us the 
truth, infidel. 
Where is your 

bastard 
offspring?

I don't 
know what 
you mean. 

Please 
stop!

I'll loosen that 
lying tongue 

with hot pincers 
if you answer 

falsely!

She may have been 
too intoxicated with 
opiates to know of 
her condition. Girls 

of Christian nobility 
are usually drugged 
when being bred to 
ensure they do not 
harm themselves.

You 
summoned, 

Lord Pasha? Chief Eunuch, I 
demand to know 

what happened to 
this woman's child. 
Is it alive? If so, 
is it my uncle's?

Child? I do 
not know 
this, Lord 

Pasha.

This harlot never 
bore the Caliph's 

seed. She is barren 
and useless. Kill her 
now for the sake of 

your dead uncle.

Is that 
so?

Child...?

She bore a child. 
perhaps stillborn, 
Perhaps to term. 
We must know the 

fate of the 
creature.

 My sister spoke 
the truth. There is 
much hidden in this 

false paradise 
where veiled 

serpents dwell.

Have someone find 
out the nature of this 
woman. Be discreet, let 

no one of the Harem 
know of this. The 

merchants and slave 
traders always have 

something to say.

Rumors are 
rife whenever 

foreign slaves 
arrive in a 

harem.

© DOFANTASY.COM



AAaiyeeh!

GllgHK!

HnnnH!

I am not 
inclined to follow 

the malicious 
persuasions of a 
lying Eunuch!

Guard, cut off his 
head. I do not wish 
to further sully 

myself with 
eunuch's blood.

Yes, Lord 
Pasha.

I do not take kindly to 
deception, Harlot. Allah 
is great and merciful, I 
am not. Try to deceive me 
but once and your past 

confinement will seem like 
paradise compared to the 

hell you shall surely 
endure.

Back at the Caliph's 
bedchamber. The Kadin is 
put through a humiliating 
ordeal under the yoke of 

dark skinned minders.

She's not too 
vocal. She tries 
to hold back her 
screams even as 
tears flow down 
her cheeks. She 
bears the dignity 

of her rank.
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AAaieeh!!!

This Kadin is tight and 
smooth. She has not 
had a real man for 

sometime. Half my girth 
and she already 

squeals like a pig. The 
old Caliph was too kind 

to his slaves.

Harem girls are 
spoiled by their 
masters. The only 

blacks they know are 
the eunuchs that guard 

them. They may never 
have seen an INTACT 
Blackman before.

Please, 
stop! I beg 

you! It 
hurts!

If the Lord Pasha 
wishes, I will give 

her the full length 
up to her bowels. 
Then you'll know 

real pain.
Careful, Teegar. Take 

any of the lesser 
Odalisques to satisfy 
your lustful cravings. 
The Lord Pasha does 
not desire the Kadin 

so ruined.

Hmm... She's not as 
voluptuous as the 
Jasmina harlot. But 
still has a fine pair, 
plenty for breast 

whipping.
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AAaiyeeh!

HUngh!

AAgh!!! 
Pull it out! 

Please! I feel 
like bursting!

That felt good. 
Next time, she'll 
be getting my 
full length.

Stop whimpering! No 
one has yet died from 
Teegar's assaults. 
Nubian women have 
endured far worse. 

Count yourself lucky 
the Lord Pasha held 

him back.

My turn, Teegar. 
You've had more 
than your share 
of the Kadin's 

charms.
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Move that 
tongue! 
That's a 

Good girl.

 Don't mind 
Teegar. He likes 

to taste his 
victims after a 

session.
There is something 

different about 
the Kadin. She 

tastes different 
and the hymen is...

By the beard 
of the Prophet, 

this can not 
be! She is 
undefiled!

What!?

N-NO!

How can the 
Kadin of the 

master's harem 
be a virgin?

See for 
yourself. Would 
the old Caliph 

only fuck her by 
the ass? This is 

unheard of.

So, the lovely 
Kadin has her 

own little 
secrets.

Tell us a story, 
Kadin. If I like 

what I hear, I will 
stay the whip. Now, 
Spread her wide, 

TEEGAR!

Hah! She's very 
good. I imagine 

she's had plenty 
of experience with 

other women.
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AAaieeh!

You are 
untouched 
by the late 

Caliph. Why is 
that?

Why is 
that?

It was a sad day 
when I entered the 

Caliph's service. Our 
Master had just 
lost his remaining 
sons to the walls 
of Constantinople.

AH! he was terribly 
distraught and mourned 
for weeks. From then on, 

he refused to bed any 
woman in the normal 

fashion. He would only 
use our mouth and arse 

and would whip us 
incessantly. I-I think he 

became mad.

Go on!

He declared that 
since the sons of 
Byzantium took his 
sons, it would only 
be fitting that the 

daughters of 
Byzantium would 
bring them back.

 AAaiyeeh!
No! Please!

Speak or I 
will have the 

whip take your 
precious 

chastity many 
times over.

It was 
the Great 
Caliph's 

wish that I 
am so!

He swore that he 
would only take to 
bed a Byzantine girl 
of Imperial blood. 
This he swore on 
the blood of the 

Prophet.
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Did your late 
master find his 

Byzantine 
Harlot?

Y-yes, The 
youngest niece 

of the Byzantine 
Emperor. But...

But what? Go on! 
Or I will peel the 
tender flesh from 
you cunt with this 

very whip.

S-she killed 
him! She killed 

our master. She 
destroyed this 

house.

You lie! How 
can a girl kill a 
great Caliph and 
a Christian girl 

no less.

Intriguing story. 
Indeed, how can 
the niece of the 

Byzantine Emperor 
kill my uncle.

Lord, 
Pasha.

But The odd thing is, 
everyone believes this 
girl killed my uncle, 

yet none can attest to 
seeing the commission 

of the deed nor 
describe the way it 

was performed.

It all came 
down to mere 
circumstance.

Mmnnnh!
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AAaiyeeh!

HnnnH!

AAAgh!

The bound Kadin Gasps as 
her new master presents 
the severed head of the 

Chief Eunuch. This is... was the Chief 
Eunuch. He was a very 

poor liar. He claimed the 
Byzantine harlot was 
barren, yet her body 

refutes this.

The Chief Eunuch is 
rarely privy to the 

secret affairs of this 
place. He just did what 
he was told, too weak 
minded to participate in 

the darker machinations 
of the Hareem.

The Kadin is 
undoubtedly the same. 
My uncle needed people 

he could trust, 
elevating a novice to 

Kadin was a novel 
exercise.

To be made ineligible to 
bear the Caliph's future 

heirs must have caused quite 
a stir with the other girls. 
Proud wives, expectant 

Califas; all reduced to mere 
Odalisques. No more than 

well groomed servant 
girls in all but name.

My uncle's killer 
has a mind and 

most likely have 
accomplices who 
may still be within 

these walls.

These two, I 
hold partially 

responsible for 
his death by their 
negligence and 

ineptitude.
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Take it out! 
Please, 

Master! Take 
it out!

Allow her a short 
period for contemplation 
then release her from 
her bondage. Have the 
head propped at the 

entrance to the 
sanctum. Make it very 

visible to all.

Have this room 
cleaned and 

scented. It's filthy. 
I will be sleeping in 
Jasmina's bowers 

tonight.

Yes, Lord 
Pasha.

"Send a message to the 
Sultana, have her 

appraised of our situation. 
After you are done with 

your other duties, you may 
turn in. You can take any of 
the Harem girls for your 

own pleasure."

"I let the men take a boyish 
looking Armenian girl for 
recreational purposes, 
check on her from time to 
time. Make sure they don't 

over indulge and maim the 
poor creature. It would be a 
shame if she can no longer 

perform her sexual duties."

"Oh, and before I forget. 
Have the girls ready for a 

thorough inspection 
tomorrow. And get the 

workmen to start building 
the training facility at 
the courtyard area most 

exposed to the sun."

HnnnH!
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It was near midnight when Murad 
Bey Pasha happened upon Jasmina's 

chambers. He had taken a little 
detour into his uncle's forbidden 
wines. He was quite intoxicated.

MmNnnh!

Huh-
huh!

Well, how 
is my dear 
Jasmina?

She falls in 
and out of 

consciousness, 
Lord Bey Pasha. 
Is it your wish 
that she stays 
this way all 

night?

Yes, that is 
my wish. The 
binds need 
tightening.

If the Kadin was not 
so distraught of late, 
I would have her flog 
Jasmina's bosoms as 
she struggles from 
her silken bonds.

 It should be very 
exciting, watching 

you suffer in candle 
light. Sweating, 

pleading with every 
stroke of the Cane.

Shall I 
leave, Lord 

Pasha?

Stay, 
Freyia!

Did you really 
think I would 
not remember 
you and these 

ripe bosoms, my 
golden haired 

beauty?
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HUngh!

AAAgh!

Pull it 
taut. Let 

her strain! 
That's it. You will learn to 

appreciate the days I 
seek to ravish you, for 
this will be your days 
of rest; bound to this 
pillar every night until 
I find some other way 

to torment you.

Freyia, 
come to 

me.

I see you 
are still 

forbidden 
to wear any 

clothing.

It was the 
wish of your 
Uncle, Lord 

Pasha.

You were very 
young when they 

brought you here. 
Very stubborn, you 

were. You Even 
refused to convert. 
But my uncle still 

kept you. He had never 
seen a golden haired 

girl before.

He punished you 
by keeping you 
naked to all, 

until you accepted 
him willingly. 

Stubborn you are 
still?

The other girls 
teased you for your 
nakedness. And Kosem 
liked to put on a show 
for me and my cousins. 
She would have you 
bound between two 

pillars, spread wide and 
masturbated before 

our eyes.

You had a 
peculiarly long 

orgasm. You hung 
there convulsing 
as we took turns 
buggering you.
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AAaieeh!

That was long 
ago, Lord Pasha. 

I hardly 
remember...

Then let me 
remind you.

AAh!

Please! It 
hurts.

I'm sure it does. 
The many convent 
girls at Sofia can 

attest to it.

With my uncle's 
demise, I bet you 

haven't had a 
descent fuck for 

quite a while.

When was 
the last time 

somebody 
buggered that 
tight little ass 

of yours?

Ah! It was a 
long time ago, 
lord Pasha.

Hah! Maybe 
too long. It 

may need to be 
loosened with 
heat and oils.

Shouldn't waste 
the excess candle 
wax. Our drowsy 
Jasmina could use 
some stimulation.

© DOFANTASY.COM



HUngh!

I have skewered 
and buggered many 

golden haired sluts in 
the Balkan campaigns. 

But their cries and 
protests always 

reminded me of you.

My uncle's 
favorite blonde 

white pet.

It will be sweet, 
listening to your faint 

little quips. You always try 
to hold back your screams, 
even as tears flowed so 

profusely from your face. 
You offered up a very 

enticing challenge to me 
and my cousins.

Who could make 
you utter that 
first agonized 
caterwaul?

It's 
burning 
me, Lord 
Pasha!

Yes, it hurts like 
fire. It feels like the 
flesh is boiling under 
the thick molten wax. 
But it rarely harms 
the skin if applied 

sparingly.

Even in the most 
delicate of places, 

it does little 
damage. But it still 

hurts like hell.

No! 
S-stop!
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We can 
do this all 

night. Plenty 
of candles to 
go around.

I should have 
you trussed up tight 
and sent as a gift to 

Sultana Kosem. 
She'll love seeing 

her blonde pet 
again.

Change that; 
she should 
come here 
instead.

Please 
stop. No 
more. 

Please!

I'd like to see 
her work you 

over. She knows 
how to make the 
most stubborn 
girls squirm.

It burns!

Hah! A slight tension 
of the muscles by just 

hearing her name? Kosem 
does have that reputation. 
Not hard to see why the 
Sultan favors her. She 
knows how to entertain 
the most jaded of men.

It's a kind of guilty 
pleasure watching a 
stern mistress punish 

her wayward, yet 
cowering slave girl.

Turn over, 
harlot. You 

want something 
different, you 

got it.

HAI! 
No!
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Huh-
huh!

HUngh!

HnnnH!

AAAgh!

Let's loosen that 
ass up for a proper 
buggering, shall we. 
I get hard by just 
looking at that fine 
shinny bum of yours, 

Freyia.

Squish it 
about.

No turning 
over! Stay as 
you are and 

keep that ass 
high!

Now for the heat. 
This freshly lit 

candle is thick and 
long. It will do 

the trick.

Bitch! Don't even 
think of pushing it 
out or believe me, 

you will be receiving 
the lit candle from 
it's other end.

First the oils 
with a hint of 

capsician. Not too 
much or I'll get 
burned as well.

Ungh!

© DOFANTASY.COM



I-It's 
burning 

me!

Nonsense! It's 
just the hot wax 
trickling down 
your cunny.

Freyia...?

Is she 
back? 
Oh...!?

Get out! Can't 
you see Freyia 
is predisposed. 

Go wash 
something.

Ungh! 
Yes, Master.

Who is the little 
one? I did not see 
her when I first 
arrived. She has 
the features of a 

northerner, Is she 
yours?

Aminah? No, 
Lord Pasha. 

She's Jeisa's.

I am not 
familiar 
with that 

name.
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AAgH! She is like me; A 
Daughter of a Varangian 
Knight! She was already 
with child when she was 
sold to the Caliph. She 
was very obedient and 

thoughtful, so the Caliph 
let her stay to carry 

Aminah to term.

When Jeisa was 
heavy with milk, the 
Master partook of 
her lactations and 
developed a taste 
for her creamy 

white secretions.

Ungh! The Master 
forced Aminah to 

suckle her mother's 
breast way past her 
weaning age just to 
keep Jeisa lactating.

This peaks 
my interest. 

Where is 
Jeisa now?

We don't know. 
Late one day, she 
was scene leaving 
the Hareem under 
guard. We have 
not seen her 

since.

Just the 
week 

before.

I can't, Lord 
Pasha. my 
arms are 

still bound.

Oh well. 
let's try 
something 
different 

then.

If I am correct, 
that would be near 

the time my party set 
out. And just about 10 
months from the day 
of my uncle's demise. 
Was this done under 
the Kadin's orders?

Aah! I would 
assume so. 
Despite her 
fever the 

night before.

Fever?

When was 
this?

Raise that 
ass higher!

Tell me 
more about 
this Jeisa.
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MmNnnh!
HnnnH!

HnnnH!

You are near 
the edge, Freyia. 
I can feel your 
contractions.

Ungh!

Don't hold 
back now. I 
want to see 

that legendary 
orgasm of 

yours.

What did I tell you? 
Keep away from the 
new master. He does 

not like to be 
disturbed when he's 
indulging himself.

He was 
mean.

Life of an 
Odalisque is 

hard and often 
cruel; but we 

are resilient and 
we learn to live 

with our lot.

Come, 
let's play.

Remember, don't make 
any noise and stay in 
the shadows. Keep 

clear of the Nubians, 
they are the worst. 

They have little pity.

They 
always 

are.
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A great number 
of girls from this 
Hareem are from 
the west. The old 
master must have 
a fondness for 

them.

No, not 
necessarily, 

Teegar.

Everyday, the 
Great Sultan's 

army bring 
thousands of 
white Christian 
cunts to the 

slave markets.

The price for a 
flaxen haired slave 
girl has halved of 

late. Any man can buy 
a fair haired hussy 
for less than the 
price of 10 goats.

Hah! Still too 
much. You can 
skin a goat, 

drink it's milk 
and roast it 
and feed 20 

men.

I'm sure the 
Master will 
disagree.

Men will
suffer hunger and 

hardship for a 
quick fuck with a 

pretty white whore, 
Moslem or 
Christian.

Aaah! No, 
please! Don't, 
It's too big! 

I'll die!

Louder! My 
prick hardens 
with cries of 

pain and 
terror!

These white 
sluts have gone 
soft. Too long 

without a master, 
they complain with 
every little bit of 

discomfort.
AAaiyeeh!

AAaieeh!
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AAaiyeeh!!!

AAAgh!Ungh!
Tikah, I'm at 
full length. 
Do it now!

My 
pleasure, 
Teegar.

Let me 
give you 
a hand.

AAaieeh!
No! You're 
killing me! 
Stop! Have 

mercy!

Poor 
Elize...

Hush! Be 
silent for a 

moment.
What is 

it?

I sense another 
person in our 

midst. Can't you 
smell it pass this 
harlot's musk?

I told you not 
to stray. Come 
now. This is not 
something you 

should be 
watching.

But...

Never mind
about Elize. It is 
the will of Allah. 

Besides, you're 
not that close to 

her anyway.
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Allah does not 
care about us, 
he did not care 

about Elize.

Hold your tongue! 
that is blasphemy. 

Don't let anyone hear 
you speak that way. 

Don't think your 
innocence will 
protect you.

Oh! She's 
guarded.

Go on. 
Take what 
you need. 
She won't 

mind.

She's 
asleep. 
Hee-hee!

I'll take 
good care 

of her.

We'll have 
to take the 
passages.
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HUngh?!

Sit here 
with me. 

Take your 
time, Aminah.

Yes.

 This will 
guarantee her 
silence, even 

under the most 
fervent of 

questioning.
 TO BE CONTINUED.

Our new 
master is very 

sharp. We 
must be extra 

careful.
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