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Chapter 1 – The Sultan's Throne

The click of leather heels against marble announced her arrival before the heavy cedar doors parted. Sultan Roxelana paused at the threshold, savoring the moment as she took in the sight of her wedding chamber. Amber light from dozens of oil lamps cast a honeyed glow across silk draperies and plush divans. But it was the young man named Usman perched nervously at the edge of the bed who drew her gaze and held it.

He rose immediately; this foreign prince offered as tribute to her growing empire. Twenty-one years old, with olive skin and dark eyes that couldn't quite meet hers. His ceremonial robes—designed specifically for male consorts in her reconfigured court—draped his form in layers of emerald silk embroidered with gold thread. The traditional male attire of the old Ottoman Empire had been reimagined under her rule, emphasizing beauty over authority, submission over dominance.

She entered fully now, the doors closing silently behind her. At forty-two, Roxelana carried herself with the confidence of a woman who had conquered death itself before conquering an empire. Her outfit—black leather pants and a fitted jacket with intricate gold embroidery along the lapels—hugged curves that had lost none of their power to command attention. Dark hair cascaded past her shoulders, framing high cheekbones and lips painted the color of fresh blood.

"Sultan," the young man began, bowing his head. "I am—"

She crossed the room in four deliberate strides and pressed a single finger to his lips.

"Shhh, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice a velvet purr. "Tonight, you won't call me Sultan."

His eyes widened slightly. "Then what shall I—"

"Patience, my precious begum." She circled him slowly, trailing one finger along his shoulder. The term made him stiffen slightly—begum, the title for a male wife in her reconstructed empire. "You'll learn what to call me when the moment is right."

Roxelana moved to a small table where a crystal decanter of wine waited. She poured a single glass, taking a slow sip while keeping her eyes on him. Wine had been forbidden to women in the old empire—one of the first prohibitions she had shattered upon seizing power.

"You're trembling, darling," she observed, returning to stand before him. Her free hand rose to cup his cheek. "Are you afraid of me?"

He swallowed visibly. "I... I've heard stories of your empire. How everything has been... changed."

A smile curved her painted lips. "Changed? No, sweetheart. Corrected." She guided him to sit on the edge of the bed again, then stood before him, between his knees. "For centuries, men ruled while women served. I simply balanced the scales."

"In my country," he ventured carefully, "they say you've turned the natural order upside down."

Roxelana laughed, a sound like crystal bells. "Natural order? Oh, my beautiful boy. There's nothing natural about power. It's taken and held, that's all." She set her wine glass aside and began to remove the ornate pins from her hair. "Your father sent you here to secure an alliance with my empire. Do you know what that makes you?"

He lowered his eyes. "A token of exchange."

"Look at me," she commanded softly.

When he raised his gaze, she rewarded him with a gentle smile.

"In the old world, they would have sent a princess to some aging king. She would have been expected to submit, to bear sons, to vanish into the walls of a harem." Roxelana's fingers moved to the buttons of her jacket. "But in my empire, the roles are beautifully reversed. Here, you are the precious gift, the beautiful treasure. And I..." She shrugged off the jacket, revealing a black silk camisole beneath. "I am the one who will treasure you, protect you, and yes—rule you."

His breath caught. "They didn't explain... everything about what would be expected."

"Of course they didn't, baby." She laughed softly. "Men never want to acknowledge the truth of power, especially when they've lost it." She moved closer, standing between his knees. "But tonight isn't about politics or history. Tonight is about you and me, and the pleasure we'll find together."

She reached out, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. "You may remove my boots."

The young man hesitated only a moment before sliding from the bed to kneel at her feet. His fingers worked at the laces of her leather boots with unpracticed movements.

"In my chambers," she said conversationally as he struggled with the knots, "we have different rules than the outside world. Different names. Different expectations." She lifted one foot, then the other, as he removed each boot. "Out there, I am Sultan. The absolute ruler of an empire that stretches from the Crimea to Egypt."

When he finished, she didn't allow him to rise. Instead, her fingers threaded through his dark hair. "But in here, with a special one like you, I am something else entirely."

"What?" he whispered, still kneeling.

"Mommy," she said, the word like honey on her tongue. "In my empire, the woman who heads the household, who protects and guides and, yes, commands—she is Mommy to all under her care."

His eyes widened slightly, the foreign concept clearly unsettling him.

"It troubles you," she observed, not unkindly. "The women in your land—what do children call them?"

"Mother," he said. "Or in the royal court, sometimes Umm."

"So formal," Roxelana mused, stroking his hair. "So distant. In the old days here, women were called many things—valide, kadin, haseki—but never with the warmth and authority they deserved." Her hand tightened slightly in his hair. "Rise, darling."

He stood, now eye-level with her. Despite her dominance, she was not a tall woman—they stood nearly the same height.

"In my empire," she continued, beginning to unfasten the elaborate closures of his ceremonial robe, "Mommy isn't just what children call their mother. It's a title of respect and authority. The woman who owns a business is Mommy to her workers. The woman who commands troops is Mommy to her soldiers."

The outer robe fell away, leaving him in a simpler silk tunic. Her fingers worked at its fastenings now.

"And the woman who takes a beautiful begum to her bed," she purred, "is most definitely his Mommy."

The young man's breathing had quickened. "And... what am I to call you? Now, in this room?"

Her smile deepened as the tunic joined the robe on the floor. "What do you think, sweetheart? What feels right on your tongue when you look at me?"

He hesitated, clearly weighing his options, the politics of his position, the strangeness of her empire's customs.

"It's just us here," she encouraged, her fingers tracing patterns on his now-bare chest. "No courtiers, no witnesses, no reports back to your father's kingdom. Just you and me and the night ahead."

"Mommy," he whispered finally, the word foreign on his tongue.

She rewarded him with a dazzling smile. "Good boy. You learn quickly." Her hand slid up to cup the back of his neck. "And quick learners receive rewards."

Roxelana guided him back toward the bed. "Sit, darling."

When he obeyed, she reached for the glass of wine and took another sip before offering it to him. "Taste."

He accepted the glass, taking a careful sip. His eyes never left hers.

"In the old empire," she said, taking the glass back, "women were forbidden many pleasures. Wine. Authority. The right to command their own pleasure." She set the glass aside and moved to stand between his knees again. "I changed all that. Now women indulge as they see fit, and men..." She leaned down, her lips nearly touching his. "Men learn the exquisite pleasure of surrender."

"Is that what you want from me?" he asked, his voice barely audible. "Surrender?"

"Oh, my sweet boy," she murmured against his lips. "I want everything from you. Surrender is just the beginning."

Her kiss was gentle at first, a soft press of painted lips against his. But as his response grew more eager, she deepened the contact, one hand sliding into his hair again.

When she finally pulled back, his eyes had darkened with desire.

"Tonight," she said, her voice a caress, "I'm going to show you how we love in my empire. How pleasure flows from Mommy to her cherished ones." She guided him to lie back on the bed. "You'll learn that submission doesn't diminish you—it transforms you."

"I don't know if I—"

"Shhh," she soothed, placing a finger against his lips again. "You don't need to know, baby. That's the beauty of it. Mommy knows. Mommy guides. Mommy gives pleasure in ways you've never imagined."

She began to remove her leather pants, revealing smooth skin inch by inch. "In your father's kingdom, what do they teach young princes about pleasure?"

He swallowed. "That... that it is the man's right to take it. That women are vessels for it."

Roxelana laughed softly. "How boring for everyone involved." She stepped out of the pants and stood before him in only her silk camisole. "In my empire, we understand that pleasure isn't taken—it's given. And tonight, my beautiful begum, I'm going to give you more pleasure than all the old sultans ever dreamed of."

She joined him on the bed, her movements predatory and graceful. "But first," she whispered, "you'll learn how to please your Mommy."

"Tell me how," he said, his voice steadier now, curiosity beginning to overcome his nervousness.

"With eagerness," she purred, straddling him with fluid grace. "With attention." She guided his hands to her waist. "With surrender."

"I was taught that men should never surrender," he admitted.

"Of course you were, sweetheart." Her smile held both amusement and something like pity. "Men have always feared surrender because they've never understood its power." She leaned down to brush her lips against his ear. "But I'm going to teach you. Surrender to me, and I'll show you pleasure beyond anything those old kings with their harems ever experienced."

"Yes," he breathed, his hands tightening on her waist.

"Yes, what?" she prompted gently.

His eyes met hers, dark with desire and something like wonder. "Yes, Mommy."

Her smile was radiant. "That's my good boy."

Roxelana's radiant smile lingered as she shifted her position, her silk camisole whispering against her skin like a lover's secret. She leaned over him, her dark hair falling in a curtain around their faces, creating an intimate world of just the two of them.

"Now, my sweet boy, let's begin your education," she purred, her voice a sultry caress that sent shivers down his spine.

Her hand trailed down his chest, fingers dancing lightly over his olive skin, tracing the lines of his muscles that tensed under her touch.

She could feel his heart racing, his breath coming in shallow gasps as her palm ventured lower, brushing against the silk undergarments that barely concealed his growing arousal.

"Look at you, darling," she murmured, her lips brushing his earlobe.

"So eager already. Mommy loves that."

With deliberate slowness, she slipped her hand beneath the fabric, wrapping her fingers around his hardening length. He gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily as she began to stroke him—firm, rhythmic motions that started at the base and glided up to the sensitive tip.

Her grip was warm and confident, her thumb circling the head in teasing swirls, collecting the first beads of precum that pearled there like morning dew. "Oh, baby," she cooed, watching his face contort with pleasure. "You're so responsive. Feel how Mommy's hand owns you? Up and down, nice and slow... that's it, let it build."

He moaned softly, his hands clutching the silk sheets as she increased her pace, her strokes becoming more insistent, twisting slightly at the top to heighten the sensation. The slick sound of skin on skin filled the chamber, mingling with his ragged breaths.

She leaned down to kiss his neck, nipping gently at the pulse point there. "Does that feel good, my precious begum? Mommy's making you throb, isn't she? Look how hard you are for me... but don't you dare cum yet. Hold it for Mommy."

His body arched, every muscle taut as she pumped him faster, her hand a velvet vise that milked him with expert precision.

Precum coated her fingers, making each glide smoother, more torturous. "Yes, just like that," she whispered hotly against his skin. "You're leaking for me, aren't you? Such a good boy, giving Mommy all this wetness."

Finally, she slowed, releasing him just as he teetered on the edge, his cock twitching in protest.

He whimpered, eyes pleading, but she only smiled wickedly. "Not yet, sweetheart. Now it's your turn to please Mommy."

She rose gracefully, shedding her silk camisole to reveal her full, bare form—curves that spoke of power and sensuality, breasts heavy and inviting, her skin glowing in the lamplight. Straddling his chest, she positioned herself above his face, her thighs framing him like pillars of authority.

"Look at Mommy's pussy, baby," she commanded, her fingers parting her slick folds to show him her glistening arousal. "See how wet you make me? Now, be a good boy and lick. Taste what surrender brings."

He hesitated only a moment before leaning up, his tongue tentatively flicking out to trace her entrance. She sighed in pleasure, one hand tangling in his hair to guide him. "Deeper, darling. Lap at Mommy like you're starving for her."

Emboldened, he delved in, his tongue exploring her folds with growing enthusiasm—long, flat strokes that lapped up her juices, circling her swollen clit before sucking gently. The wet sounds of his mouth on her echoed through the room, her hips grinding down to meet him.

"Oh, yes... that's my good boy," she moaned, her voice husky with need.

"Suck on Mommy's clit—mmh, just like that. Feel how I pulse for you?

You're making Mommy so wet, so ready. Tongue-fuck me deeper, baby.

Yes, swirl it around... gods, your mouth is heaven."

Her free hand pinched her own nipple, heightening her pleasure as he devoured her, his lips and tongue working in fervent rhythm. Juices coated his chin, and she rode his face shamelessly, her breaths coming in gasps.

"Don't stop, sweetheart. Make Mommy cum on your pretty tongue."

Waves of ecstasy built within her, her thighs trembling as she ground harder, his licks turning sloppy and desperate.

With a cry of triumph, she shattered, her release flooding his mouth as she held him in place. "Drink it all, baby! Yes, swallow Mommy's cum... oh, fuck, you're perfect."

Panting, she slid down his body, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction and renewed hunger. But now, her pleasure would take a different form—one of total dominance. "You've been so good," she whispered, kissing him deeply, tasting herself on his lips. "But Mommy wants more. Time to show you true surrender."

She rose from the bed, her movements fluid and predatory, retrieving her leather pants from the floor. Slipping them back on, the supple material hugged her curves like a second skin, the soft creak of leather filling the air.

From a hidden drawer in the ornate chest, she withdrew her favorite Crown(Strap-on is called Crown)—a big, girthy and veiny, hard leather surface molded to perfection, gleaming under the lamps like a dark promise.

"Oh, look at this, my little one," she purred, stepping into the harness and securing it around her hips. The massive dildo jutted out proudly, thick veins ridging its length, the base pressing against her still-sensitive core.

She stroked it languidly, as if it were an extension of herself. "Mommy's cock is so much bigger than yours, isn't it? That tiny peepee of yours... like a little carrot, cute but oh so inadequate. Mommy's going to show you what a real fucking feels like."

He flushed, his small erection twitching at her mocking words, a mix of humiliation and arousal in his eyes. "Mommy... please..."

She laughed softly, grabbing a vial of scented oil from the table and pouring it generously over the strap-on, her hand pumping it slick and shiny, the black girth gleaming like obsidian in the lamplight.

"Begging already? Good boy. Mommy's going to stretch that tight little ass of yours wide open.

Flip over? No, darling—in Amazonian style. I want to see every flicker of surrender on your pretty face as I claim you, inch by fucking inch."

Pushing him back onto the bed with a firm hand on his chest, she straddled him reverse, her leather-clad ass hovering tantalizingly above his view, the pants hugging her curves so tightly that the seams strained against her growing wetness.

She positioned the lubed tip at his entrance, teasing it in slow circles, making him whimper. "Relax for Mommy, baby," she cooed, her voice dripping with dominance.

"Feel that big, veiny head pressing against your hole? It's going to split you apart, make you mine completely. Breathe... that's it, open up for me."

With a deliberate push, she eased forward, the girthy head breaching him slowly, stretching his tight ring as he gasped sharply, his fingers digging into her thighs.

"Oh gods, Mommy—it's so big!" he cried out, his voice breaking.

"Mmm, yes it is, my sweet slut," she groaned, sinking deeper with a sensual roll of her hips, every inch forcing a moan from his lips.

The base of the strap-on ground against her swollen clit with each movement, sending jolts of pleasure through her core, her own arousal building hot and fast. "Feel me filling you? Every vein dragging inside you, owning that virgin ass.

Clench around Mommy's cock—yes, just like that, you greedy boy. You're taking it so well, but we're not done yet."

He moaned loudly, his body arching as she thrust deeper, bottoming out with a wet slap of leather against skin. "Ahh! Mommy, it hurts... but it feels so good... more, please!"

"That's right, beg for it," she purred, starting a steady rhythm—pulling out almost completely before slamming back in, each powerful thrust punctuated by the creak of leather and his desperate gasps.

The friction on her clit intensified, her pussy dripping now, slickness seeping through the seams of her pants, darkening the black material in telltale patches. "Oh fuck, baby, you're making Mommy so wet.

Feel how my juices are leaking just from fucking you? This big cock rubbing my clit—mmh, it's driving me wild. Your little carrot's twitching again, isn't it? So pathetic compared to what Mommy's giving you."

She reached back aggressively, wrapping her oiled hand around his small length, stroking it hard and fast in time with her thrusts, twisting at the head to make him buck wildly.

"Look at this tiny thing," she mocked between groans, her hips pistoning relentlessly, every thrust sending shockwaves through both of them.

"Mommy's stroking your little peepee while she pounds your ass—feel that? Up and down, squeezing you tight. You're leaking for me, aren't you? Such a messy boy."

"Yes, Mommy! Stroke me harder—oh fuck, your cock's so deep!" he wailed, his moans rising with each invasive plunge, the veiny shaft dragging against his sensitive walls, hitting that spot that made stars burst behind his eyes.

She twisted her upper body slightly, leaning back to capture his lips in a fierce, upside-down kiss, her tongue invading his mouth aggressively, biting his lower lip as she drove into him harder, the Amazonian position letting her control every brutal angle, every dominating depth. "Taste Mommy's hunger, darling," she growled into the kiss, her free hand tangling in his hair to hold him in place while she thrust savagely.

"Mmm, your ass is gripping me like a vice—clench harder, milk Mommy's cock. You're my hole now, my plaything. Beg for Mommy to fuck you senseless."

"Please, Mommy—fuck me harder! Own me, make me yours!" he pleaded between aggressive kisses, his tongue dueling with hers as tears of overwhelming pleasure streaked his cheeks, every thrust eliciting a guttural moan from deep in his throat.

"Good boy," she panted, her breaths ragged as the base rubbed her clit mercilessly, her dripping wetness now soaking through the leather completely, trickling down her thighs. She stroked him even more aggressively, her grip like iron, pumping his small dick with furious speed. "Cum for Mommy, darling," she demanded between bruising kisses, her hips slamming in a frenzied rhythm, the room filled with the symphony of their moans, wet slaps, and creaking bed.

"Surrender completely... let go, flood my hand while I fill your ass—yes, just like that, scream for me!"

Their cries mingled in the chamber—his high-pitched wails of ecstasy mixing with her deep, possessive groans—as pleasure built to a shattering crescendo, her relentless thrusts and strokes claiming him utterly, body and soul.



Hours later, Roxelana stood at the window of her chamber, a fresh glass of wine in hand. Behind her, the young prince lay sleeping, exhaustion and pleasure having claimed him after their third encounter. The moonlight silvered his skin, making the marks of her possession stand out against his throat and chest.

She sipped her wine, contemplating the sleeping form of her newest acquisition. He had surrendered beautifully once he understood that submission in her bedroom didn't mean degradation. That was the mistake the old world had made—conflating dominance with cruelty, submission with weakness.

In Roxelana's empire, power flowed differently. Women ruled with an authority both softer and more absolute than men had ever managed. "Mommy" wasn't just a title—it was a philosophy of governance. Protection and control, nurturing and discipline, all in one relationship.

Her gaze drifted from her sleeping begum to the city beyond her palace walls. Istanbul—once Constantinople, once Byzantium—a city that had seen empires rise and fall. None like hers, though. None that had so completely inverted the structures of power.

She smiled, remembering how it had begun. Not here in this luxurious chamber, at the height of her power. But in another Istanbul, in another time. In pain and betrayal and death.

The wine caught the moonlight as she raised the glass in a silent toast to her own reflection in the window glass. To the woman she had been. To the death that had transformed her.

"From nothing to everything," she whispered to herself. "From victim to Sultan."

She drained the glass and set it aside, her mind already drifting back, remembering. Before the empire. Before the power. Before she had rewritten history itself.

Back to her first death.


Chapter 2 – Death in Istanbul

Moonlight gave way to the first pink fingers of dawn stretching across the Istanbul skyline. Roxelana stirred, her eyes opening to the unfamiliar warmth of another body beside her. The young prince—her new begum—lay curled against her side, his breathing deep and even. For a moment, she simply watched him, this beautiful political acquisition, this symbol of her empire's expanding influence.

Last night had been... satisfying. His initial reluctance had melted under her touch, transforming into eager surrender by their third coupling. She had marked him as hers in ways both visible and invisible—the former evident in the purple bruises blooming along his collarbone, the latter in the way he had finally gasped "Mommy" without prompting as pleasure overtook him.

Carefully, she extricated herself from his embrace, padding naked across the marble floor to the adjoining chamber where her handmaidens would already be preparing for her morning rituals. She didn't wake him—let him sleep, let him dream of his new reality. There would be time enough for him to learn the daily rhythms of life as the Sultan's begum.

"Good morning, Mommy Sultan," three female attendants chorused as she entered the dressing chamber.

"Good morning, my dears," Roxelana replied, stretching languidly. "Is the bath prepared?"

"Yes, Mommy Sultan," the eldest of them answered, gesturing toward the steaming pool set into the floor. "Scented with rose and cedar, as you prefer."

Roxelana descended into the water, sighing as heat enveloped her. This, too, was power—the luxury of time, of attendance, of pleasure without hurry. She allowed her handmaidens to wash her hair, to scrub her skin with silk cloths until it glowed pink and fresh.

"Will your new begum be joining the morning council, Mommy Sultan?" asked the youngest attendant as she poured warm water over Roxelana's shoulders.

"No, sweetness. Let him rest today. Tomorrow will be soon enough to begin his education in court matters." She smiled, remembering his shock at certain revelations the night before. "He has much to learn about how we do things in my empire."

When the bath was complete, she rose from the water, allowing herself to be patted dry with warmed towels. The handmaidens guided her to a low divan where the ritual of dressing would begin.

"The black leather for today, I think," Roxelana decided, examining the garments laid out for her consideration. "With the gold thread detail. And the red silk beneath."

The process began with the most intimate layers. A handmaiden approached with a crimson bra of finest silk, its cups reinforced with subtle boning that lifted and shaped. Roxelana raised her arms, allowing the girl to slip the garment around her torso and fasten it with practiced efficiency.

"Tighter," she instructed. "I want to feel it holding me."

The girl adjusted the fastening, and Roxelana nodded approval as she felt the pleasant restriction around her ribcage. Next came matching underwear, sliding up her legs to rest against the curve of her hips.

"Mommy Sultan?"

She turned to find her new begum standing uncertainly in the doorway, wrapped in a silk robe. His hair was tousled from sleep, his expression caught between embarrassment at interrupting her dressing and fascination with the process itself.

"Come in, darling," she called, motioning him forward while making no attempt to cover herself. "You might as well begin learning the morning rituals."

He approached hesitantly, eyes widening at the array of attendants and garments.

"In the old empire," she explained as a handmaiden brought forth thin silk stockings, "sultans dressed in private, attended only by male servants. Another tedious secrecy." She extended one leg, allowing the attendant to roll the stocking up and secure it with an elaborate garter. "I prefer transparency. Power need not hide itself."

"It's... different from how my father's court operates," he admitted, watching the process with evident fascination.

"I imagine so, sweetheart." She extended her other leg for the matching stocking. "Tell me, in your father's kingdom, do men still believe the lie that women take hours to dress because we're vain and frivolous?"

He flushed slightly. "I... suppose I never questioned it."

"Of course you didn't, baby." She stood as the handmaidens brought forth a red silk blouse. "Men created elaborate costumes for women, then mocked us for the time it took to don them properly." The blouse settled across her shoulders, its material whispering against her skin. "Another hypocrisy I've corrected."

Once the blouse was buttoned—not fully, leaving a tantalizing glimpse of the red bra beneath—the most significant garment was presented: pants of supple black leather, buttery-soft from expert tanning.

"These," she said, running her fingers over the material appreciatively, "are the very opposite of what women were once expected to wear. No skirts to restrict movement. No excessive fabric to proclaim modesty." She stepped into them, pulling them up her legs with deliberate slowness. "They move with me, not against me."

The leather hugged her curves perfectly, showcasing the muscular definition of her thighs while tapering elegantly to her ankles. She turned slowly, allowing her begum to observe the effect from all angles.

"You're staring, darling," she teased, noting his transfixed expression.

"You're... magnificent," he whispered.

"I know." She beckoned him closer. "Feel."

Hesitantly, he reached out, fingers brushing the leather covering her hip.

"Soft, isn't it?" she murmured. "Yet strong. Like feminine power should be."

A brief knock at the outer door interrupted the moment. The head handmaiden answered it, returning with a message.

"The Ministerial Council awaits at your convenience, Mommy Sultan."

"Thank you, dear." Roxelana turned back to her begum. "Duty calls, sweetheart. Will you help me finish dressing?"

His eyes widened at the honor being offered. "I don't know how—"

"The boots," she explained, indicating a pair of black leather boots with a modest heel. "Kneel and help me into them."

He complied immediately, kneeling at her feet with a natural grace that pleased her. As he carefully guided the first boot onto her foot, she stroked his hair approvingly.

"You're adapting quickly to your new role," she observed. "Was it so easy to set aside your princely pride?"

He looked up, his hands pausing on the second boot. "Is that what you think? That I've abandoned my pride?"

"Haven't you, baby?" She tilted her head curiously.

"No." He resumed his task, sliding the boot onto her foot with careful attention. "In my country, I was my father's seventh son. A political token, nothing more. Here..." He finished with the boot and remained kneeling, looking up at her. "Here, I belong to the Sultan herself. How is that not an elevation?"

Roxelana laughed with genuine delight, cupping his cheek. "Oh, I chose well with you, didn't I? Rise, my clever begum."

As he stood, she nodded to the handmaidens, who brought forth the final piece of her ensemble: a tailored leather jacket that matched the pants, its lapels and cuffs embroidered with intricate gold thread depicting Ottoman military victories—all rewritten in her revisionist history to feature female commanders.

With the jacket in place, she stepped to a full-length mirror, assessing the complete effect. The outfit was a perfect marriage of traditional Ottoman luxury and modern assertiveness—leather where silk once draped, structured lines where flowing robes had disguised the female form, gold embroidery that told stories of female triumph rather than male conquest.

"What do you think?" she asked her begum, who stood watching her with undisguised admiration.

"I think my father severely underestimated what he was sending me into," he replied with surprising candor.

She laughed again, delighted by his honesty. "Most men do underestimate women, darling. It's their fatal flaw." She turned from the mirror, fully transformed now from intimate lover to sovereign ruler. "One final touch."

A handmaiden approached with a small chest. From it, Roxelana selected several rings—gold and emerald signets of authority—which she slid onto her fingers with practiced ease.

"Now," she said, "I am ready to rule."

She leaned forward, pressing a kiss to her begum's lips, leaving a perfect imprint of red. "Wait here for me. Rest. Explore your new quarters. I'll send for you this afternoon."

"Yes, Mommy," he replied, the term coming more naturally now.

As she turned to leave, he spoke again. "Will I... accompany you to official functions?"

Roxelana paused at the doorway. "Of course, sweetheart. You're my consort now. But there's something you should understand." She gave him a smile that somehow managed to be both warm and predatory. "In my court, men are decorative. They don't speak unless spoken to. They stand behind their wives, not beside them."

"Even the Sultan's begum?" he asked.

"Especially the Sultan's begum," she confirmed. "Your position makes you the highest-ranking male in the empire, darling. That still places you below every female minister in my government."

His brow furrowed. "At home, men kiss the hands of noble ladies as a courtesy, but—"

"Here," she interrupted with amusement, "men kiss the asses of their wives if ordered to."

His shock was evident, his mouth opening in disbelief.

Roxelana laughed. "I'm joking, baby." She winked. "Mostly."

Before he could respond, she continued: "The reality is more subtle. Men show deference in my empire not through such crude displays, but through a thousand small gestures—walking two steps behind, keeping eyes lowered in formal settings, seeking permission before speaking in public." She shrugged elegantly. "Though if a wife does order her husband to kiss her ass, he is legally obligated to comply."

"You're joking again," he said, though uncertainty tinged his voice.

"Am I?" She blew him a kiss and departed, leaving him to wonder.



The throne room of Roxelana's palace bore little resemblance to the divan chambers of previous sultans. Gone were the low couches and cushions where rulers had once reclined. In their place stood a raised dais with a single throne—a magnificent creation of ebony wood inlaid with mother-of-pearl and gold, its high back carved with scenes of Roxelana's victories.

She entered the chamber with graceful, measured steps, her presence announced by the subtle cadence of her leather boots against the marble floor. The cut of her pants accentuated the feminine curve of her hips while the tailored jacket highlighted her slender waist—a silhouette of authority that was distinctly, unapologetically womanly. A delicate gold chain at her throat caught the light with each step, drawing attention to the elegant line of her neck and the confident tilt of her chin.

The assembled ministers—all women dressed in formal attire that blended Ottoman tradition with modern practicality—bowed deeply as she passed. Near the entrance, a young male servant trembled visibly, keeping his eyes fixed on the floor as protocol demanded. His nervousness was evident in the way his hands clutched the serving tray he held, the porcelain cups rattling slightly against the silver.

"Easy, boy," Roxelana murmured as she passed him, her voice low enough that only he could hear. "Breathe. I don't bite." She paused, a small smile playing at her lips. "Unless requested."

The servant's face flushed crimson, but his hands steadied somewhat at her unexpected kindness.

Minister Fatima stepped forward slightly, inclining her head. "The council is prepared for your guidance, Mommy Sultan."

"Thank you, Fatima," Roxelana replied, acknowledging her with the warm familiarity she reserved for her most trusted advisors. "Let's not waste the morning light."

Upon reaching the dais, she turned to face the assembly, allowing herself to be seen in full. The throne awaited her—a masterpiece of craftsmanship with its ebony frame and seat cushioned in deep burgundy leather, embossed with the imperial seal and trimmed with gold tassels. It managed to be both regal and comfortable, a throne designed by a woman who understood that power need not sacrifice comfort.

"Our eastern campaign proceeds well?" she asked Minister Aisha as she prepared to take her seat.

"Beyond expectations, Mommy Sultan," Aisha confirmed with evident pride. "The Persian envoy awaits your pleasure, bearing gifts and, I suspect, a marriage proposal for his youngest prince."

Roxelana's laugh was like silver bells. "Another one? My collection of begums will soon rival the old sultans' harems." She gestured to an attendant. "See that the envoy is comfortable. I'll hear him after council."

With that, she settled onto her throne with fluid grace, the cushioned leather welcoming her with a soft sigh rather than the hard thud of wood. She adjusted her position, crossing one leg partially over the other in a pose that was both relaxed and regal—a distinctly feminine posture that nonetheless conveyed absolute authority.

The leather of her pants stretched comfortably across her thighs as she settled in, one hand resting lightly on the carved armrest while the other played absently with the gold chain at her neck.

"Rise," she commanded, her voice carrying easily through the chamber.

The ministers straightened, each dressed in uniforms that denoted their specific areas of governance—military, treasury, foreign affairs. All wore variations of the same leather-and-silk combination that Roxelana had pioneered, though none quite as luxurious as the Sultan's own attire.

"Report," she said simply, her fingers draping elegantly over the armrests of her throne.

The Minister of Military Affairs stepped forward first—a tall woman with iron-gray hair pulled back in a severe bun. "Mommy Sultan, the integration of the eastern provinces proceeds as planned. The last remaining male officers in Diyarbakir have been reassigned to ground forces."

"Any resistance?" Roxelana asked, shifting slightly in her seat. The leather creaked softly beneath her.

"Minor grumbling only, Mommy Sultan. All were related to female officers who ensured their compliance."

Roxelana nodded approvingly. "Family ties can be useful tools of control. The female relatives understand the consequences of their male family members' potential disloyalty?"

"Absolutely, Mommy Sultan. They know they would share in any punishment."

"Good." Roxelana's fingers tapped a rhythm on the armrest. "And the new rifle production?"

"Proceeding at the expected rate. Another five thousand units will be ready for distribution to the female cavalry by month's end."

"Excellent." Roxelana's lips curved in a satisfied smile. "The rifles are our advantage—our guarantee that power remains firmly in female hands."

The Minister nodded in agreement. "As you designed them to be, Mommy Sultan. Men remain limited to swords, spears, and manual labor in the infantry divisions. Only women may carry firearms or ride in the cavalry units."

"As it should be," Roxelana confirmed. "And the uniforms? The new design has been implemented?"

"Yes, Mommy Sultan. The female officer corps now wears the design you specified—structured jackets, leather accents, and the hierarchical insignia."

"Show me," Roxelana commanded.

The Minister gestured, and an aide came forward with sketches. Roxelana examined them with a critical eye—the uniforms bore a striking resemblance to Soviet military attire of the mid-twentieth century, though with Ottoman flourishes in the detailing.

Something flickered in Roxelana's eyes as she studied the designs—a momentary dislocation, as if the sketches had triggered a memory from another life, another time.

"Mommy Sultan?" the Minister inquired, noting her momentary distraction.

Roxelana blinked, her focus returning. "They're perfect," she said, handing back the sketches. "Ensure that proper tailoring is maintained. A sharp uniform inspires both fear and respect."

The Minister bowed in acknowledgment and stepped back.

As the council meeting continued, Roxelana's mind began to drift, the Russian-inspired uniforms having unlocked a door in her memory that she usually kept firmly closed during daylight hours. The throne room around her seemed to waver slightly, overlaid with images from another Istanbul, another lifetime.



Istanbul, 1978

"You've been compromised, Roksana."

The voice on the secure line was clipped, emotionless—the voice of her KGB handler speaking from a Moscow office thousands of miles away. Roksana Petrova—known to Turkish intelligence as Ayşe Kadın, a secretary at the West German embassy—felt ice form in her veins.

"That's impossible," she replied in flawless Russian, keeping her voice steady despite the surge of adrenaline. "I've maintained perfect cover for three years."

"Nevertheless," the handler continued, "you've been identified. Extract immediately. Contingency protocol seven."

"Understood." She kept her response professional, though rage bubbled beneath the surface. Three years of meticulous work, of sleeping with disgusting Turkish military officials to extract NATO deployment information, of playing the perfect embassy secretary while running a network of informants—all compromised.

The line went dead, and Roksana immediately moved into action. Contingency protocol seven meant burning everything—documents, communications equipment, identity papers—and making for the extraction point within one hour. She would be on a Soviet fishing trawler by nightfall, back in Moscow within days.

Or so she thought.

She was three blocks from her apartment, nondescript briefcase in hand containing only her emergency funds and a single alternate identity, when the black car pulled alongside her. Before she could react, two men in plainclothes seized her arms, a hood descended over her head, and the world went silent save for the hammering of her heart.

When the hood was removed hours later, she found herself in a windowless room, strapped to a metal chair bolted to the floor. A single light hung overhead, illuminating a concrete floor stained with substances she chose not to identify.

A man in a well-cut suit stood before her, his features classically Turkish—olive skin, dark eyes, neatly trimmed mustache. He might have been handsome in another context. Here, he was merely the face of her failure.

"Roksana Petrova," he said in accented but fluent Russian. "Born in Odessa, recruited by the KGB at nineteen, trained at the Moscow Center for three years before your first deployment to East Berlin." He recited her history with the casual air of someone reading a shopping list. "Specialized in signals intelligence and seduction. Quite effective, by all accounts."

She said nothing, her training taking over. Deny everything. Admit nothing. Resist.

"Your network has been dismantled," he continued. "Your handler in Moscow has disavowed you. Rather sloppy of them, really—burning an asset of your caliber." He shook his head in mock disappointment. "We've been watching you for months, you know. Waiting to see what you were after."

Still, she remained silent.

"The amusing part," he said, beginning to circle her chair, "is that Moscow gave you up. Not because we caught you—though we would have eventually—but because of politics. Your patron in the KGB has fallen out of favor. His entire operation is being purged, including his foreign assets." He stopped behind her, his voice coming from just above her right ear. "You're being sacrificed in a power play, Comrade Petrova."

Something in her broke then—not her resolve to remain silent, but her faith in the system she had served with such dedication. Betrayed. Abandoned. Expendable.

What followed was a textbook interrogation that evolved into something far worse. Hours became days. Questions gave way to pain, pain to humiliation, humiliation to a systematic deconstruction of everything she had been.

By the end of the first week, she had told them everything she knew—not because she broke, but because they already knew it all. The interrogation had never been about information. It had been about power. About breaking her not for intelligence value, but for the simple pleasure of domination.

On the tenth day, the well-dressed man returned. She barely recognized him through swollen eyes.

"You've been sentenced," he informed her casually. "The Turkish government doesn't officially acknowledge your existence, of course, so there was no trial. But a decision has been reached nonetheless."

She managed to raise her head. "Kill me then," she rasped through cracked lips.

"Oh, we will," he assured her. "But first, a final courtesy. Is there anything you wish to say? Any message for the motherland that betrayed you?"

Roksana summoned the last reserves of her strength, forcing herself to meet his gaze directly.

"Yes," she whispered. "Remember this: someday, the world will turn upside down. Men will know what it is to be powerless, to be used, to be discarded. Someday, you will all suffer as women have suffered."

The man laughed—a genuine sound of amusement. "Brave to the end. I admire that, even in an enemy." He nodded to someone behind her. "Make it quick. She's earned that much."

The cold press of a gun barrel against the base of her skull was almost a relief. In the final moment before darkness claimed her, Roksana Petrova had one last, blazing thought:

A world where men suffer as women do.

Then came darkness, absolute and consuming. The Soviet spy known as Roksana Petrova ceased to exist.

But something—someone—remained. A consciousness adrift in void, a will too powerful to be extinguished by mere death.

And somewhere, somewhen, a young Ukrainian girl was being led in chains to the slave markets of a very different Istanbul.


Chapter 3 – Ecstasy in Council

The Sultan's private office overlooked the sprawling gardens of the palace, where fountains danced in the midday sun and peacocks strutted with imperial arrogance. Unlike the grand throne room with its ebony seat and mother-of-pearl inlays, this chamber was intimate, designed for strategy rather than spectacle. A massive oak desk dominated the space, its surface cluttered with maps, ledgers, and sealed missives from distant provinces. Around it sat six female ministers, each in their tailored uniforms of leather and silk, their expressions composed masks of professionalism. They had grown accustomed to Roxelana's unconventional methods of governance—methods that blended absolute authority with unapologetic indulgence.

Roxelana herself lounged in her high-backed chair behind the desk, her black leather jacket hanging open, revealing the crimson silk blouse beneath, though it was unbuttoned halfway, exposing the swell of her breasts. Below the desk's edge, she was stripped bare from the waist down, her leather pants discarded in a heap on the marble floor, her legs spread wide in luxurious abandon. Kneeling between them was a man—not just any man, but a favored servant from the palace staff, his name whispered in the corridors as Karim, though Roxelana rarely bothered with such formalities. His tongue worked diligently against her slick folds, lapping with the devotion of a supplicant at an altar.

The ministers—Fatima of Foreign Affairs, Aisha of Military, Yasmin of Trade, Leyla of Justice, Nur of Education, and Selin of Treasury—sat in silence, their quills poised over parchments, waiting for their Sultan's guidance. The air hummed with the subtle sounds of Roxelana's pleasure: soft gasps, the wet rhythm of Karim's mouth, and the occasional creak of her chair as she shifted her hips.

"Oh, yes, that's it, you filthy little tongue-slut," Roxelana purred, her voice a velvet whip as she threaded her fingers through Karim's hair, guiding him deeper. "Lap at Mommy's clit like the desperate puppy you are. Feel how wet you're making me? That's all for you, my eager boy."

Karim mumbled something incoherent against her, his breath hot and ragged.

"Speak up, darling," she commanded playfully, tugging his hair to lift his head slightly. "Mommy can't hear you when your mouth is full of her pussy."

He gasped for air, his lips glistening. "It's... it's an honor, Mommy Sultan."

Roxelana laughed, a rich sound that echoed off the chamber's tapestried walls. "Honor? Oh, sweetheart, it's your purpose. Now get back to it—swirl that tongue around my entrance, nice and slow. Mommy wants to feel every inch of your devotion."

As Karim obeyed, diving back in with renewed fervor, Roxelana turned her attention to the ministers, her cheeks flushed but her gaze sharp. "Fatima, darling, the report from the Persian envoy. Read it again—slowly. Mommy's mind is... occupied."

Fatima cleared her throat, her voice steady despite the scene before her. "As you wish, Mommy Sultan. The envoy proposes an alliance sealed by marriage to their prince, with tribute of silks and spices."

"Mmm, deeper, you greedy slut," Roxelana interrupted, grinding against Karim's face. "Push that tongue inside me—fuck Mommy's hole like you mean it. Yes, just like that. Feel me clench around you?"

Karim's muffled moan vibrated against her, sending a shiver up her spine.

"Good boy," she cooed. "Now suck on my clit—harder. Mommy's getting close already, and we've only just started."

She leaned back, her jacket slipping further open, one breast nearly exposed. "Aisha, what of the eastern campaign? Any resistance from those stubborn male holdouts?"

Aisha shifted in her seat, her eyes fixed on her notes. "Minimal, Mommy Sultan. The female cavalry has secured the borders, and the rifles prove effective."

"Faster now, tongue-boy," Roxelana demanded, her hips bucking slightly. "Lick Mommy's pussy like it's the only meal you'll ever have. Taste how sweet I am? That's power dripping down your chin, you worthless little eater."

Karim's pace quickened, his hands gripping her thighs for leverage.

"Oh, fuck yes," she groaned. "Circle it—tease my clit with that flat tongue. Mommy loves when you beg for her juices without words."

The ministers exchanged subtle glances, but none spoke out of turn. This was Roxelana's empire; her pleasure was law.

"Yasmin," Roxelana continued, her breath hitching. "Trade routes—any disruptions?"

"None significant, Mommy Sultan," Yasmin replied. "The new tariffs on male merchants are yielding well."

"Slow down now, pet," Roxelana instructed Karim, pulling his hair to control the rhythm. "Edge Mommy—lick softly around the edges. Make me ache for it, you teasing whore."

He complied, his tongue tracing delicate patterns.

"Mmm, that's perfect," she sighed. "Feel how my thighs tremble? That's you, making Mommy weak—but only for a moment."

"Leyla," she addressed next, her voice husky. "Justice matters—how many cases today?"

"Seven, Mommy Sultan," Leyla answered. "All resolved per your decrees."

"Back to my clit, slut," Roxelana snapped playfully. "Suck it gently—nurse on Mommy like a starving infant. Yes, oh gods, yes."

Karim's lips sealed around her swollen nub, drawing soft pulls.

"You're such a good pussy-eater," she praised. "Mommy might keep you under this desk all day if you keep this up."

The air grew thicker with her arousal, a musky scent mingling with the incense burning in the corner braziers.

"Nur," Roxelana said, her eyes half-lidded. "Education reforms—progress?"

"The new academies for women are thriving, Mommy Sultan," Nur reported. "Enrollment doubles monthly."

"Flick it now, tongue-slave," Roxelana ordered. "Light, quick flicks—drive Mommy wild. Feel me pulse? That's your reward."

Karim's tongue danced as commanded, eliciting a low moan from her.

"Oh, you dirty boy," she whispered. "Mommy's going to flood your mouth soon if you don't behave."

"Selin," she turned to the last minister. "Treasury—funds for the rifle production?"

"Adequate and growing, Mommy Sultan," Selin confirmed. "Surpluses from the eastern tributes."

"Deeper again, you insatiable cunt-licker," Roxelana demanded. "Tongue-fuck me hard—ram it in like a cock. Mommy needs to feel owned by your mouth."

Karim thrust his tongue inside her, probing with urgency.

"Yes, yes, just like that," she gasped. "Mommy's hole is gripping you—squeezing that worthless tongue."

The ministers waited patiently, their silence a testament to their loyalty.

"Fatima, elaborate on the Persian proposal," Roxelana said between breaths. "Details, darling."

"The prince is twenty, Mommy Sultan—handsome, they claim, and willing to submit."

"Suck and lick together now, pet," Roxelana instructed. "Multitask for Mommy—make me drip all over your face."

Karim combined the actions, his mouth a whirlwind of sensation.

"Oh, fuck, you're learning," she moaned. "Mommy's proud of her little pussy-pet."

"Aisha," she continued. "Armory status?"

"Fully stocked, Mommy Sultan. New designs ready for your approval."

"Swirl around my entrance, tease me," Roxelana commanded. "Make Mommy beg—no, wait, Mommy never begs. You beg, slut."

Karim whimpered, his tongue obeying.

"Good boy," she purred. "Now beg with your mouth—show Mommy how much you crave her cum."

"Yasmin," Roxelana said. "Merchant guilds—any complaints?"

"Some from the males, Mommy Sultan, but easily suppressed."

"Faster on the clit, you eager whore," Roxelana snapped. "Lap it like a dog in heat. Mommy's thighs are shaking—feel that power?"

Karim accelerated, his breaths ragged.

"Mmm, yes," she groaned. "Mommy's going to mark you with her scent forever."

"Leyla," she addressed. "Pending executions?"

"Three, Mommy Sultan—all traitors."

"Slow and deep now, tongue-boy," Roxelana ordered. "Savor Mommy's juices—drink them down like wine."

Karim delved slowly, savoring.

"You're addicted, aren't you?" she teased. "Mommy's pussy is your drug."

"Nur," Roxelana said. "Curriculum updates?"

"Incorporating your philosophies, Mommy Sultan. Emphasis on female authority."

"Flick and suck, alternate," Roxelana demanded. "Keep Mommy on the edge—don't you dare let me cum yet."

Karim switched rhythms, building tension.

"Oh, you cruel little eater," she laughed. "Mommy loves your torment."

"Nur, teacher training?" Roxelana continued.

"Ongoing, Mommy Sultan. All female instructors."

"Build me up again, slut," Roxelana commanded. "Start slow, make Mommy ache."

Karim resumed gently.

"You're Mommy's favorite eater," she murmured. "So obedient."

"Selin, revenue projections?" she said.

"Rising steadily, Mommy Sultan."

"Circle my clit clockwise," Roxelana ordered. "Then counterclockwise—confuse Mommy's body."

Karim followed, alternating directions.

"Oh, you clever pet," she laughed. "Mommy's spinning with pleasure."

"Fatima, response to Persia?" Roxelana asked.

"Draft ready for your approval, Mommy Sultan."

"Flick faster now," Roxelana demanded. "Whip Mommy's clit with your tongue."

Karim flicked rapidly.

"Yasmin, export increases?" Roxelana managed.

"Twenty percent, Mommy Sultan."

"Pull back—edge me," Roxelana ordered. "Lick lightly, deny Mommy release."

Karim eased off.

"Torturer," she teased. "Mommy hates and loves you."

"Leyla, prisoner reports?" she asked.

"All compliant, Mommy Sultan."

"Dive in deep one more time," Roxelana demanded. "Tongue as far as it goes."

Karim plunged.

"Mmm, claim me," she whispered. "Mommy's yours—for now."

"Nur, student numbers?" Roxelana said.

"Thousands, Mommy Sultan."

"Withdraw and kiss my thighs," Roxelana instructed. "Worship the skin around Mommy's pussy."

Karim kissed softly.

"Good pet," she sighed. "So tender after the storm."

"Selin, investment plans?" she turned.

"In infrastructure, Mommy Sultan."

"Back to the clit—final push," Roxelana commanded. "Make Mommy cum, you filthy eater."

Karim attacked with everything.

"Oh gods, yes!" she cried. "Mommy's cumming—drink it all!"

Her body arched, waves crashing as she flooded his mouth.

The ministers averted their eyes politely as Roxelana rode out her orgasm, her cries filling the chamber.

Finally, she slumped back, breathing heavy. "Dismissed, darlings. Mommy needs a moment."

The ministers rose, bowing before exiting silently.

Karim emerged from under the desk, face slick. "Was it pleasing, Mommy Sultan?"

Roxelana pulled him up for a kiss, tasting herself. "Always, my sweet slut. Now go—Mommy has an empire to rule."

As he left, she buttoned her jacket, smiling at the lingering warmth. Power, pleasure—intertwined forever in her world.


Chapter 4 – Awakening

The woman knelt before the throne, her shoulders curved inward, her gaze fixed on the marble floor. Even in the cool air of the palace, sweat beaded along her hairline. A fading bruise colored her left cheekbone—yellow-green at the edges, darkening to purple near her eye.

"Look at me," Roxelana commanded, her voice gentle despite its authority.

Slowly, the woman raised her head. Her name was Leila, a merchant's wife from the eastern provinces. Two weeks into Roxelana's judgment sessions, and still the stories made her blood simmer beneath her composed exterior.

"Tell me again," the Sultan said, "exactly what your husband did."

Leila swallowed visibly. "He... he found the book I was reading. A history text, Mommy Sultan. Nothing forbidden."

"Yet he punished you for it."

"Yes." Leila's voice strengthened slightly. "He said women who read develop dangerous thoughts. That the old ways were better."

Roxelana's fingers drummed a light rhythm on the armrest of her throne. "The old ways," she repeated, the words like honey laced with poison. "And how exactly did he express this... opinion?"

"First with words, Mommy Sultan. Then with his fists." Leila's hand rose unconsciously to the bruise. "When I tried to explain that reading is permitted—encouraged—under your laws, he became more enraged. Said no woman would dictate what he could do in his own home."

"I see." Roxelana's expression remained serene, betraying none of the fury building within her. "And your children witnessed this?"

"Yes, Mommy Sultan. My daughters especially... I fear what lessons they've learned."

Roxelana leaned forward slightly. "The only lesson they will learn from this day forward, Leila, is that no man may raise his hand to a woman in my empire without consequence." She turned to her Justice Minister. "Bring him in."

The heavy doors at the end of the chamber swung open. Two female guards dragged a man forward, his hands shackled before him, his ankles bound with just enough chain to allow small, shuffling steps. His once-fine robes were wrinkled and stained after two weeks in the palace dungeons.

They forced him to his knees beside his wife. He kept his head bowed, but Roxelana could see the tension in his jaw, the barely restrained defiance.

"Ahmed bin Malik," she said, her voice carrying easily through the chamber. "You stand accused of violence against your wife, disobedience to imperial law, and seditious speech against your Sultan. How do you plead?"

He remained silent.

"Look at me when I address you," Roxelana commanded, her tone hardening.

Slowly, Ahmed raised his head. His eyes widened slightly at the sight of her—not in her formal court regalia, but in the more practical leather pants and jacket she favored for judgment days. The light from the high windows caught the gold embroidery at her cuffs, the ruby pendant at her throat.

"I asked you a question," she prompted.

"I answer to Allah, not to a woman who perverts His natural order," he spat.

A murmur rippled through the assembled ministers and courtiers. Roxelana merely smiled—a small, dangerous curve of her lips.

"Your wife bears the marks of your perversion of order," she countered smoothly. "Tell me, does your interpretation of Allah's will require brutalizing women who seek knowledge?"

"She defied me," Ahmed insisted. "A wife must obey her husband. That is the way of things—the way they have always been until you twisted our society with your foreign ideas."

Roxelana rose from her throne with fluid grace, descending the three steps to stand directly before the kneeling man. Her movement was unhurried, almost casual, as she circled him.

"Foreign ideas," she mused, trailing her fingers across his shoulders as she passed behind him. "Like the radical notion that women are fully human? That their minds deserve cultivation? That their bodies belong to themselves?"

She completed her circle, stopping directly in front of him. With deliberate slowness, she crouched down, bringing herself to eye level with the chained man. The leather of her pants creaked softly with the movement.

"Look at me, Ahmed," she said, her voice dropping to an intimate register that only he and the nearest guards could hear. "Do I seem twisted to you? Unnatural?"

Despite himself, Ahmed's gaze traveled over her—the curves of her body evident even beneath the tailored leather, the fullness of her lips, the cascade of dark hair. Roxelana noted the involuntary dilation of his pupils, the quick dart of his tongue across dry lips.

"You're a witch," he muttered, but the insult lacked conviction.

She laughed softly. "A witch? No, darling. Just a woman who refuses to be less than she is." Her hand rose to cup his chin, forcing him to maintain eye contact. "And that terrifies you, doesn't it? A woman who claims her power."

She was close enough now to feel his quickened breath against her skin. Close enough to see the conflicting emotions warring in his expression—hatred, fear, and beneath it all, a reluctant arousal that his body betrayed despite his mind's resistance.

"Your body disagrees with your words, Ahmed," she murmured, her gaze flicking meaningfully downward where his robes had begun to tent slightly. "How fascinating."

His face flushed with humiliation. "You—"

"Shhh." She pressed a finger against his lips, silencing him. "You claim to uphold tradition, yet you respond to power regardless of its vessel. Perhaps you're not as devoted to the old ways as you believe."

She straightened, addressing the court at large once more. "Ahmed bin Malik has demonstrated a dangerous adherence to outdated beliefs. He has broken imperial law, abused his position as a husband, and spoken treason against the throne." She turned to the Justice Minister. "The standard punishment for domestic violence is public humiliation followed by three years labor in the mines. However, given the seditious nature of his statements and his lack of remorse, I sentence him to five years."

She began to turn away, then paused as if struck by an afterthought. "Oh, and his wife is hereby granted full dissolution of marriage and possession of all household assets." She glanced at Leila. "The state will provide tutors for your daughters—and for you, if you wish to continue your studies."

"Thank you, Mommy Sultan," Leila whispered, tears spilling down her cheeks.

As the guards prepared to remove Ahmed, Roxelana leaned close to him one final time. "Remember this moment, darling. Remember how your body responded to me even as your mind rejected me. Perhaps in five years, you'll have reconciled the contradiction."

His eyes widened in a sudden flash of fear as the reality of his sentence finally penetrated his defiance. But before he could speak, the guards were dragging him away.

Roxelana watched him go, her expression unreadable. This was the seventh case of domestic violence she had judged this month—a dramatic decrease from when she had first begun transforming Ottoman society, but still seven too many.

"Next case," she called, returning to her throne.



The air in the foundry hung heavy with the sharp tang of sulfur and saltpeter. Roxelana breathed it in deeply as she moved between the work tables, inspecting the progress of her newest rifle design. Women in leather aprons and protective gloves measured precise quantities of powders, tested firing mechanisms, and recorded results in leather-bound ledgers.

"Impressive operation, Mommy Sultan," remarked Yasmin, the newly appointed Trade Minister who accompanied her on this inspection. "I had no idea our weapons production had advanced so rapidly."

Roxelana smiled, lifting a completed rifle from its stand. She checked the firing mechanism with practiced hands, her fingers moving over the lock with intimate familiarity.

"This," she said, balancing the weapon across her palms, "is why we rule now. Not physical strength, not ancient traditions, not religious interpretations written by men for men's benefit." She sighted along the barrel. "This equalizer changes everything."

"It's remarkable," Yasmin agreed, studying the weapon with evident curiosity. "But how did you develop the formula for the powder? Such knowledge was closely guarded by European powers."

Roxelana carefully replaced the rifle. "Come," she said, leading the minister to a quieter corner of the foundry where large ceramic vats bubbled with a pungent mixture. "The secret begins here."

Yasmin wrinkled her nose at the smell. "Is that—?"

"Urine," Roxelana confirmed with a laugh. "Specifically, women's urine. Rich in the compounds needed to create saltpeter—the key ingredient in gunpowder."

"Women's urine?" Yasmin looked both fascinated and slightly repulsed. "Is it different from men's?"

"Not significantly," Roxelana admitted. "But I find a certain poetic justice in building our arsenal from our own bodies. The very fluids men considered unclean now fuel the weapons that keep them in check."

She gestured to the elaborate distillation apparatus that processed the collected urine through stages of evaporation and crystallization.

"The basic formula is simple," she explained. "Saltpeter, sulfur, and charcoal in the right proportions. But the quality of each component determines the reliability of the powder." She pointed to different work stations. "We refine each element to a purity the Europeans haven't achieved yet."

"But how did you discover this process?" Yasmin asked. "Such knowledge wasn't available in our libraries or traditions."

A shadow of memory crossed Roxelana's face. "A fire," she said after a moment. "Early in my life. I observed how certain substances burned, how others exploded." She shrugged, the casual gesture masking the careful construction of her answer. "Trial and error taught me the rest."

Yasmin studied her with newfound respect. "You developed all this through observation alone? Without formal training?"

Roxelana laughed inwardly at the irony. Her "training" had included advanced chemistry at Moscow University and specialized instruction in explosives at the KGB academy—knowledge from centuries in the future.

"Necessity breeds innovation," she replied instead. "When one has been powerless, one becomes very motivated to find sources of power."

"And now our women soldiers are the only ones permitted to carry firearms," Yasmin noted. "While men remain limited to swords and spears."

"As it should be," Roxelana confirmed. "Physical strength has dominated human history for too long. The gun changes that equation—but only if we control who possesses it."

As they continued their tour of the foundry, Roxelana found her thoughts drifting back—not to her first life as Roksana Petrova, but to the moment she had awakened in this timeline, to her second birth into powerlessness and the spark of revolution it had ignited.



Consciousness returned in fragments—first pain, then cold, then the disorienting sensation of movement. Something hard pressed against her cheek, jolting rhythmically. A wooden cart bed. Rough hemp ropes bit into her wrists. The smell of unwashed bodies, horses, and fear surrounded her.

Roksana—no, not Roksana anymore, that woman had died with a bullet to the brain—forced her eyes open. Blinding sunlight made her wince. When her vision cleared, she found herself staring at the sky, a different sky somehow, the blue deeper and cleaner than she remembered.

She tried to sit up and discovered her ankles were bound as well. Around her lay other women, similarly restrained. Some wept quietly. Others stared vacantly, shock evident in their expressions.

"She's awake," a male voice grunted in Turkish.

A face appeared above her—bearded, weathered, teeth stained brown from tobacco. Not the sophisticated intelligence agent who had ordered her execution, but a coarser specimen of masculinity. He wore a turban and a leather vest over a loose shirt—clothing that belonged to another era.

"This one will fetch a good price," he commented to someone out of her field of vision. "Unusual coloring. Might be from the Caucasus."

Memory slammed into her—the interrogation room, the gun against her skull, darkness. Yet here she was, alive. But where? When?

The man reached down, grabbing her chin and turning her face side to side like a farmer inspecting livestock. "Strong features. Good teeth. Young enough to bear many children for her master."

She spat in his face.

The slap came instantly, hard enough to make her ears ring. "Spirited," he chuckled, wiping his cheek. "Some men pay extra for that. Others prefer to break it themselves."

"Where am I?" she demanded in Turkish. "What is this place?"

The man's eyebrows rose in surprise at her fluency in his language. "She speaks Turkish! Even better." He addressed her directly now. "You're on your way to market, girl. The sultan's agents pay well for healthy young women for the palace and noble households."

"Sultan?" she repeated, the word triggering something in her mind—history lessons from her childhood. The Ottoman Empire. Sultans. But that couldn't be right. The Ottoman Empire had fallen centuries ago.

"Playing stupid won't help you," the man said. "You're Ukrainian stock, captured in the northern raid last month. Accept your fate—Allah has willed you to serve the faithful."

Ukrainian? She had been born near Odessa, yes, but she was Soviet, KGB. This made no sense.

Another woman in the cart, older than the rest, caught her eye. "Don't fight them," she whispered in Ukrainian. "Not yet. Save your strength for surviving what comes next."

Before she could respond, the cart lurched to a stop. They had crested a hill, and spread below them was a vista that stole her breath—a city of minarets and domes, ships crowding a busy harbor, all surrounded by massive stone walls. A city that should have existed only in history books.

Istanbul—but Istanbul as it had been centuries ago.

"Magnificent, isn't it?" the trader remarked, mistaking her shock for awe. "Constantinople, jewel of the Ottoman Empire. Your new home, slave."

Slave. The word cut through her confusion, crystallizing into cold fury. She had died a pawn in political games, and somehow awakened as property to be bought and sold.

"I am no one's slave," she said, the words barely audible.

The trader laughed. "You'll learn."



The slave market reeked of desperation and unwashed bodies. Women from a dozen different regions huddled in pens like animals, some weeping, others silent in shock or resignation. Guards with whips and curved swords patrolled the perimeter, their gaze lingering on the merchandise with undisguised lust.

She had been stripped, washed with rough soap that left her skin raw, and dressed in a thin shift that did little to preserve modesty. Her hair had been brushed until it shone, her lips stained with berry juice to enhance their color. Preparation for sale, like dressing a carcass for market.

Now she stood on a raised platform, her chains rattling as the auctioneer extolled her virtues to the assembled buyers—wealthy men in elaborate turbans and silk robes, eunuchs representing harem masters, servants bidding on behalf of absent nobles.

"A rare beauty from the northern steppes!" the auctioneer cried in Turkish. "Strong hips for childbearing, unmarked skin, unusual coloring! Who will start the bidding?"

She fixed her gaze on a distant minaret, refusing to acknowledge the men evaluating her flesh. Inside, something cold and calculating had awakened—the trained operative assessing her situation, analyzing variables, looking for weaknesses to exploit.

This was impossible—time travel existed only in fiction. Yet the evidence surrounded her. Somehow, she had been thrown back centuries, into the height of the Ottoman Empire.

The bidding rose quickly. Her unusual appearance—pale skin, high cheekbones, green eyes—made her exotic in this market. Finally, the auctioneer's gavel fell.

"Sold to the agent of Mustafa Pasha!"

Rough hands pulled her from the platform. As she was led away, she passed the pen where newly arrived women awaited their turn. Their fearful eyes followed her, and in their gaze she recognized the same helplessness she had felt strapped to that chair in a Turkish intelligence facility centuries in the future.

That night, chained in a holding cell with twenty other women who had been purchased for a wealthy pasha's household, she made her first deliberate choice in this new life.

"We need to save our urine," she whispered to the woman chained beside her.

"What?" the woman asked, confusion evident in her tear-stained face.

"Trust me," she replied. "I know how to make something that burns. Something that could free us."

The woman stared at her as if she'd gone mad. Perhaps she had. Or perhaps she had been given exactly what she'd asked for in her final moments—a chance to create a world where power flowed differently.

"My name was Roksana," she told the bewildered woman. "But now... now I am Roxelana."

It was a name from Ottoman history—the slave girl who had become a sultan's favorite. But this Roxelana had no intention of gaining power through a man's favor. She would forge her own path, with fire and gunpowder if necessary.

"And I promise you," she whispered, "everything is about to change."


Sunlight streamed through the latticed windows of the private dining terrace, casting honeycomb patterns across the low table laden with delicacies. Roxelana reclined on silk cushions, her formal attire exchanged for a flowing caftan of midnight blue silk that still managed to suggest the curves beneath. Across from her, her new begum sat with perfect posture, still unused to the casual intimacy of their private meals.

Two weeks of marriage had softened his initial terror, but a delicious tension remained between them—the natural result of their inverted power dynamic. He was learning, adapting to his role as the Sultan's consort with surprising grace. Today he wore the ceremonial robes she had designed for him—emerald silk embroidered with gold thread, cut to emphasize his slender build rather than disguise it as men's clothing once had.

"Try the apricots," Roxelana suggested, gesturing to a silver dish of fruit glistening with honey. "They're from the eastern provinces—the first harvest of the season."

The begum selected one carefully, taking a small bite. "It's perfect," he said, a drop of honey clinging momentarily to his lower lip before he caught it with his tongue.

Roxelana smiled, enjoying his unconscious sensuality. "You're becoming more comfortable here," she observed, sipping chilled sherbet from a crystal glass. "Less afraid."

"Should I be afraid, Mommy?" he asked, his eyes meeting hers with newfound boldness.

Her laugh was warm, genuine. "Cautious, perhaps. But no, not afraid. Fear has no place in pleasure."

A comfortable silence fell between them as they sampled the feast before them—stuffed grape leaves, delicate pastries filled with spiced lamb, cool yogurt with mint and cucumber. The only sounds were the distant calls of seagulls from the Bosphorus below and the occasional rustle of silk as one of them shifted position.

Finally, the begum set down his glass, his expression thoughtful. "May I ask you something... personal?"

"Of course, darling," Roxelana replied, intrigued by his suddenly serious demeanor. "We're alone here. You may speak freely."

He hesitated, a flush creeping up his neck. "It's about... our intimacies."

"Ah." She leaned forward slightly, giving him her full attention. "You have concerns?"

"Not concerns, exactly." His fingers toyed nervously with the embroidery on his sleeve. "More... curiosities."

"I'm listening."

The begum took a deep breath, as if gathering courage. "When you... when we... when you use the..." He faltered, searching for appropriate terminology.

"When I take you with the “Crown”?" Roxelana supplied helpfully, her tone matter-of-fact despite the intimate subject.

His blush deepened. "Yes. That."

"What about it, sweetheart?"

"Do you..." He swallowed visibly. "Do you feel pleasure from it? The way I do when you touch my... when you touch me directly?"

Roxelana's lips curved into a smile that was both tender and amused. "Are you asking if I enjoy penetrating you, my darling begum?"

"Yes," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. "Because I've discovered I enjoy being... being taken that way. It brings me pleasure I never imagined possible. But I don't understand what you gain from it, since you can't... feel it the way a man would."

Rather than answering immediately, Roxelana rose from her cushions with fluid grace. She crossed to his side of the table, settling beside him close enough that the silk of her caftan brushed against his robes.

"Give me your hand," she said softly.

He extended his right hand, palm up. She took it in both of hers, turning it over to study his fingers.

"The human body," she began, tracing the lines of his palm with a fingertip, "is a marvel of sensation. When I touch you here—" she stroked the sensitive skin of his inner wrist, "—do you feel pleasure?"

"Yes," he whispered.

"Yet there's no obvious organ of pleasure there, is there? No protrusion, no specialized bundle of nerves visible to the eye." She continued her gentle exploration of his hand. "Pleasure exists throughout our bodies, not just in the places men have traditionally focused upon."

She guided his hand to her face, pressing his palm against her cheek. "When I use the Crown with you, I feel pleasure in many ways. First, there is the physical—the base of the instrument presses against my own sensitive areas, creating direct stimulation."

His eyes widened slightly at this revelation.

"But there's more," she continued. "The harness I wear creates pressure and friction that builds with each movement. My body responds to the rhythm, to the exertion." Her voice lowered to an intimate murmur. "And then there's the pleasure of control—of watching your expressions change, of feeling your body yield to mine, of knowing I'm bringing you to heights you've never experienced before."

She released his hand, but remained close beside him. "Female pleasure is more complex than male pleasure, my sweet begum. It doesn't always announce itself as obviously as yours does, but it runs deeper in some ways. When I take you, the pleasure builds slowly, spreads throughout my body rather than concentrating in one place."

"I didn't realize," he said, genuine wonder in his voice. "I thought perhaps you only did it for my sake."

Roxelana laughed softly. "Oh, darling. I'm the Sultan. Everything I do is for my pleasure first." She reached for a grape, popping it between her lips. "Your enjoyment is a delightful bonus."

The begum smiled, relaxing visibly at her playful tone. "So it's... it's normal? For a woman to enjoy that kind of act?"

"In my empire, it certainly is." She selected another grape, offering it to him. When he opened his lips, she placed it on his tongue with deliberate sensuality. "Women's bodies are designed for multiple forms of pleasure. The Crown creates internal pressure that stimulates hidden places of sensation within me. And the motion—" she made a subtle rocking gesture with her hips, "—creates friction exactly where I most enjoy it."

He swallowed the grape, his pupils dilating slightly at her demonstration. "And... is it different from when you use your fingers, or your mouth?"

"Different sensations for different moods," she explained. "Sometimes I want the deeper, fuller feeling that comes from the instrument. Other times, I prefer the precision of my fingers." She traced the outline of his lips. "It's like comparing the pleasure of eating this perfect apricot to sipping fine wine. Both are delicious, but they satisfy different cravings."

"I see," he murmured, though his expression suggested he was still processing these revelations.

"You're still curious," Roxelana observed. "Ask me what's really on your mind, sweetheart."

The begum hesitated, then spoke in a rush: "Is it... is it wrong that I enjoy being taken that way? In my country, men who... who receive are considered unmanly."

Roxelana's expression softened. "In your country, men are taught many things that limit their pleasure, just as women once were in mine." She stroked his cheek gently. "There's nothing unmanly about enjoying your body's full capacity for sensation. The male body contains a special gland that, when stimulated properly, creates intense pleasure. Why would Allah have created such a thing if it wasn't meant to be enjoyed?"

"I never thought of it that way," he admitted.

"Of course you didn't, baby. Men have spent centuries pretending certain pleasures don't exist because they fear what enjoying them might mean." She leaned closer, her lips nearly brushing his ear. "But in my empire, we embrace all forms of pleasure without shame."

A shiver ran through him at her proximity. "And... do all women in your empire take their husbands this way?"

"Many do," she confirmed with a smile. "Though not all have my skill at it."

He laughed softly, the sound tinged with both embarrassment and genuine amusement. "You're very... confident, Mommy."

"I've earned my confidence, darling. As Sultan and as a lover." She selected a slice of honeyed fig from a nearby plate. "Open," she commanded gently.

When he complied, she placed the sweet morsel on his tongue, allowing her fingertips to linger against his lips for a moment. "The body's capacity for pleasure is vast—far greater than most people ever discover. In the old empire, women were taught to suppress their desires, to find satisfaction only in serving men's needs. Men, meanwhile, were taught that certain acts diminished their manhood."

"And in your empire?" he asked, swallowing the fig.

"In my empire, we recognize that pleasure is a gift to be explored fully." She brushed a strand of hair from his forehead with tender possessiveness. "Women are encouraged to discover what brings them satisfaction—whether that's gentle caresses or commanding their lovers with hard leather instruments."

The begum's eyes darkened with renewed desire. "And men?"

"Men," she said, trailing a finger down the front of his robe, "are encouraged to surrender to sensations they've been taught to fear. To discover that yielding can bring greater pleasure than dominating."

"You make it sound so simple," he whispered.

"It is simple, sweetheart. It's society that made it complicated." She shifted, creating a whisper of silk against silk. "The female body is designed to both give and receive pleasure in multiple ways. The hidden bundle of nerves between my legs extends internally, surrounding the passage where the Crown rests against me. Each thrust creates pressure and friction that builds toward release."

"So you can... finish... that way?"

Roxelana laughed delightedly at his euphemism. "Yes, my innocent begum. I can 'finish' quite spectacularly that way. Sometimes even more powerfully than through direct touch."

His blush returned full force. "I didn't realize."

"Most men don't," she said, her tone gentle despite the criticism implicit in her words. "They've never been taught to consider female pleasure as complex or worthy of study."

A comfortable silence fell between them as the begum absorbed this information. Roxelana returned to her cushions across the table, allowing him space to process.

Finally, he spoke again, his voice soft but steady. "Thank you for explaining. For not making me feel foolish for asking."

"Curiosity is never foolish, darling. Especially about pleasure." She sipped her sherbet, studying him over the rim of her glass. "And your curiosity pleases me. It shows you care about my enjoyment as well as your own."

"Of course I do," he said with surprising fervor. "You're my... my Mommy."

The title, still new on his lips, sent a pleasant warmth through her. Not the sharp thrill of dominance she had known in her previous life, but something richer, more complex—power intertwined with genuine affection.

"Tonight," she said, a promise in her tone, "I'll show you exactly how much pleasure I take in claiming you. You'll feel my satisfaction in every thrust, every grip of my hands on your hips."

His breath caught audibly. "I look forward to it, Mommy."

"As do I, my sweet begum." She raised her glass in a toast. "To pleasure without shame—the true revolution of my empire."

As they continued their meal, conversation drifting to lighter topics, Roxelana reflected on how far she had come from that interrogation room centuries in the future, from the slave markets of Ottoman Istanbul. From object to owner, from victim to ruler, from powerless to all-powerful.

Yet in this moment, sharing honeyed fruit with a lover who gazed at her with mingled desire and reverence, power seemed almost secondary to the simple pleasure of connection—a luxury she had never imagined possible in either of her previous lives.

As the meal concluded and her begum was escorted away for his afternoon studies—she insisted all her consorts be educated, regardless of their backgrounds—Roxelana found herself drawn to the balcony overlooking the Bosphorus. The water glittered beneath the midday sun, merchant ships and naval vessels alike cutting white wakes across the blue surface. Her empire. Her vision made manifest.

But it hadn't always been this way. The path from slave to Sultan had been fraught with danger, violence, and desperate gambles. As she gazed across the water toward the distant hills where Asia began, her mind drifted back to those early days—to the first sparks of her revolution.

---

*The Anatolian Foothills, 1502*

The crude blackpowder caught faster than she'd anticipated. Roxelana barely had time to scramble back from the wooden shed before flames engulfed it, consuming the slave trader's storehouse of goods with hungry efficiency. The distraction worked better than she could have hoped—guards abandoned their posts to battle the blaze, leaving the women's quarters virtually unattended.

"Now," she hissed to the seventeen women huddled behind her in the shadows. "Stay low, move quickly."

They fled into the darkness, a ragged procession of former slaves clutching stolen food, blankets, and whatever weapons they'd managed to scavenge. Most had been destined for harems or wealthy households, chosen for beauty rather than strength, but desperation lent them surprising resilience. They followed Roxelana without question—this strange woman with her foreign accent and even more foreign knowledge.

Two years later, that desperate flight had evolved into something far more organized. Their camp, hidden deep in a forested valley three days' ride from the nearest significant settlement, no longer resembled a temporary refuge. Wooden structures nestled among the trees, camouflaged with branches and earth. Sentry posts ringed the perimeter. A small stream provided fresh water, diverted in places to create defensive muddy ground that would slow any attackers.

Most importantly, the cave at the valley's edge housed their arsenal and workshop—Roxelana's domain.

"The mixture must be precise," she explained to Fatima, a former concubine who had proven surprisingly adept at the delicate work of powder making. "Too much sulfur and it fouls the barrel. Too little and it won't ignite properly."

Fatima nodded, carefully measuring ingredients on the crude scale Roxelana had designed. "Like this?"

"Perfect." Roxelana moved to the workbench where her latest creation lay partially assembled—a flintlock pistol of her own design, smaller than the rifles but potentially more lethal in close combat. "When this batch is complete, we'll have enough powder for twenty more weapons."

"Will that be enough?" Fatima asked, her voice hushed despite their isolation. "For the town, I mean."

Roxelana's lips curved in a grim smile. "It will have to be." She tested the pistol's firing mechanism, satisfied with the solid click it produced. "With surprise on our side, and their men unprepared for women who can kill from a distance..."

She left the sentence unfinished. Both women knew what was at stake.

Their band had grown to thirty-seven women now—escaped slaves, abused wives who had fled their husbands, even a few daughters of merchants who had sought them out after hearing whispered rumors of women living free in the wilderness. Each arrival strengthened Roxelana's conviction that her vision was possible, that this second chance at life had purpose.

The first year had been mere survival—learning to hunt, to defend their crude camp, to avoid the slave hunters who occasionally ventured into the forests searching for valuable "property." But as their numbers grew, as their skills improved, Roxelana's ambitions expanded.

She had begun experimenting with gunpowder six months after their escape, using knowledge from her first life—basic chemistry from university, specialized training from the KGB, and historical understanding of early firearms development.

The results were crude but functional. Her first successful gun had been little more than a metal tube mounted on a wooden stock, dangerous to the user as well as the target. But it worked.

Now, two years into their forest exile, they had twenty-three functional rifles, seventeen pistols of varying reliability, and enough powder and shot for a sustained engagement.

They had trained daily, developing tactics that maximized their unique advantages. And they had gathered intelligence—the women who could pass as free citizens ventured into markets and caravanserais, listening, observing, mapping.

Their target was Kuyucak, a small but prosperous town controlling a strategic crossroads on the trade route between Constantinople and the eastern provinces. It housed a garrison of Ottoman soldiers—twenty men at most, grown lazy with routine—and boasted stone walls that had once been impressive but now crumbled in places from neglect.

"The women of Kuyucak," Fatima said suddenly, interrupting Roxelana's thoughts, "what will they make of us? Will they fear us as much as the men will?"

It was a question Roxelana had considered extensively. "Some will fear us, yes. Others will join us, once they understand what we offer." She set the pistol aside, turning to face her companion fully. "Freedom is a terrifying concept when you've never experienced it. But its appeal is universal, once the initial shock fades."

Fatima nodded slowly. "Like when you first gave me a rifle. I was afraid—not just of the weapon, but of what it meant that I could hold it. That I could kill a man from a distance."

"Exactly." Roxelana squeezed the other woman's shoulder. "Power changes everything—how you see yourself, how others see you. The women of Kuyucak will adjust, as you did."

"And the men?"

Roxelana's expression hardened. "The men will adapt or die. There is no middle ground."

She returned to her workbench, making minute adjustments to the pistol's firing mechanism. Outside, she could hear the sounds of daily life in their hidden community—women practicing marksmanship in the makeshift shooting range, others preparing meals or mending clothing, a few singing as they worked. From frightened fugitives to disciplined fighters in two years' time. The transformation still amazed her.

Later that evening, as twilight painted the valley in deepening shades of blue, Roxelana convened her war council around the central fire pit. Five women joined her—her most trusted lieutenants, each responsible for different aspects of their operation.

"The new moon comes in three days," she began without preamble. "We move on Kuyucak the following night."

Yasmin, formerly a slave in a merchant's household and now their chief scout, unrolled a crude map on the ground between them. "The western wall has the weakest section here," she indicated a portion of the sketch. "The stones have shifted enough that a determined climber could scale it without equipment."

"The garrison house is located here," added Leyla, who had escaped an arranged marriage to a man fifty years her senior. "The soldiers gather in the tavern most evenings, drinking until well past midnight. By the time they return to the barracks, they're barely capable of walking, let alone fighting."

Roxelana nodded, committing these details to memory. "And the civilian population?"

"Approximately three hundred," Yasmin replied. "Mostly craftspeople, merchants, and their families. The wealthier households have male slaves—eunuchs for the harems, laborers for the workshops. Perhaps forty armed men total, including the garrison, though few have formal training."

"Their weapons?"

"Swords, spears, a few bows. No firearms that we've observed."

Roxelana smiled tightly. "Good. Our advantage remains." She traced a route on the map with her finger. "We'll divide into three groups. The first scales the western wall here, secures the gate for the main force. The second neutralizes the garrison before they can organize resistance. The third—our largest group—secures the town square and major intersections."

She looked around the circle, meeting each woman's gaze in turn. "This is not a raid. We're not taking supplies and retreating to the forest. This is occupation—the first territory of our new society."

"There will be resistance," Fatima said quietly. "Not just during the initial attack, but afterward. Men don't surrender power easily."

"No," Roxelana agreed, "they don't. Which is why our first actions after securing the town must be decisive, unambiguous." She leaned forward, her voice dropping to an intense murmur despite the privacy of their circle. "The garrison commander will be publicly executed. Any man who raises a weapon against us will share his fate. But those who surrender will be spared—restricted, controlled, but alive."

"And the women?" asked Nur, the youngest of her lieutenants, barely seventeen but already scarred from her brief time in a pasha's harem.

"Given choice," Roxelana answered firmly. "Join us, leave, or continue their lives under our protection and our laws. No woman will be forced to participate in what we build, but neither will any woman be permitted to undermine it."

The council continued late into the night, discussing logistics, contingencies, and the governance structure they would implement once the town was theirs. Throughout, Roxelana felt a strange doubling of perspective—the revolutionary leader planning an insurrection, and the Sultan she would become observing from across centuries.

As the meeting concluded and her lieutenants dispersed to make preparations, Roxelana remained by the fire, watching sparks rise toward the star-filled sky.

"Three days," she murmured to herself, testing the weight of the pistol concealed in the folds of her garment. "Three days until we rewrite history."

She had died once with a similar thought—a futile wish for a world turned upside down. Now, impossibly, she had the chance to make that wish reality. One town on a trade route might seem insignificant in the vast Ottoman Empire, but it was a beginning. A proof of concept. The first domino in a cascade that would eventually reach Constantinople itself.

From the shadows of their camp, thirty-seven women prepared for war—former slaves and concubines transformed into soldiers by necessity and vision. In three days, they would cease to be fugitives hiding in the wilderness. They would become conquerors.

And Roxelana—once Roksana Petrova, once a slave on the auction block—would take her first step toward becoming Sultan.


Chapter 5 – Shadows of Conquest

The moon hung low over the Anatolian foothills, a sliver of silver barely illuminating the jagged outlines of Kuyucak's crumbling walls. Roxelana crouched in the underbrush, her heart pounding like a war drum, the crude rifle heavy in her calloused hands. Beside her, thirty-six women—sisters in chains no longer—breathed in shallow unison, their faces smeared with mud for camouflage. Two years of exile had forged them into something fierce, something unbreakable. Tonight, they would claim their first victory.

"Remember," Roxelana whispered, her voice a blade in the darkness, "we strike fast. Scale the west wall, secure the gate. No mercy for those who resist, but spare the women and children. This isn't vengeance—it's rebirth."

Fatima, her dark eyes gleaming with resolve, gripped her pistol tighter. "And if they fight back? The men?"

Roxelana's lips curled into a grim smile. "Then show them what happens when the powerless rise. Our powder burns hotter than their blades."

The group split into shadows, moving like ghosts toward the wall. Yasmin led the first team, her lithe form scrambling up the shifted stones with ropes fashioned from stolen hemp. "Quiet now," she hissed to the women below. "One slip, and we're done."

A guard patrolled the parapet above, his yawn echoing in the still night. Yasmin waited, breath held, then signaled. Two women hauled themselves up, knives glinting. The guard's throat opened silently, his body crumpling without a sound.

"Gate team, go!" Roxelana ordered under her breath, leading the charge herself. They poured through the breach, hearts thundering. The town square lay ahead, lanterns flickering in windows like wary eyes.

Suddenly, a shout shattered the silence. "Intruders! To arms!"

The garrison spilled from their barracks, half-dressed men fumbling for swords and spears. Roxelana raised her rifle, the wooden stock rough against her shoulder. "Fire!"

The first shot cracked like thunder, a bloom of smoke and flame from her barrel. The lead soldier jerked backward, a hole blooming in his chest. Screams erupted—panic, confusion. These men had never heard gunpowder's roar, never seen death strike from afar.

"What sorcery is this?" one soldier bellowed, charging with his spear raised.

Leyla, beside Roxelana, fired next. The man crumpled mid-stride. "Not sorcery," she spat. "Justice."

The women advanced, rifles barking in ragged volleys. Bullets tore through flesh, splintered shields. The unprepared Ottoman garrison fell back, their blades useless against the invisible death raining upon them. "Reload!" Roxelana commanded, her hands steady as she rammed powder and shot down the barrel. "Hold the line!"

A burly commander emerged from the chaos, rallying his men. "Fight, you cowards! They're just women!"

Roxelana aimed true. Her shot took him in the knee, dropping him to the dirt. "Just women?" she echoed, striding forward as her forces secured the square. "We've been 'just women' for too long."

The battle was over in minutes. Bodies littered the ground, the air thick with the acrid stench of gunpowder and blood. The surviving men—ten in all—were rounded up, bound with their own belts. The women of Kuyucak emerged from their homes, wide-eyed, clutching children or makeshift weapons.

"Who are you?" a middle-aged woman demanded, her voice trembling but defiant. She held a kitchen knife aloft.

Roxelana lowered her rifle, stepping into the lantern light. "We are you. Slaves no more. I'm Roxelana, and we've come to free this town from the old ways."

"Free us?" another woman scoffed, her face bruised from some recent blow. "Or conquer us?"

"Both," Roxelana admitted. "But under our rule, no man will raise a hand to you again. Join us, and learn to wield power. Flee if you must. But know this: the empire that chained us is crumbling."

Whispers rippled through the crowd. One young girl, no older than sixteen, stepped forward. "Teach me to shoot like that."

Roxelana smiled, handing her a pistol. "What's your name, child?"

"Selin."

"Then welcome, Selin. You're one of us now."

The dawn brought execution. The garrison commander, dragged to the square, knelt before the assembled town. His face was pale, eyes darting. "You can't do this," he snarled. "The Sultan will crush you witches."

Roxelana stood over him, rifle in hand. "The Sultan is far away. And we're no witches—we're mothers, sisters, daughters. We've borne your cruelty long enough." She raised her voice for all to hear. "In our new world, women protect and guide. We nurture those who submit, discipline those who don't. Call me Mommy, for I will be both shield and storm."

The shot rang out, final and merciful. The crowd gasped—some in horror, others in grim satisfaction. "Forced labor for the rest," Roxelana declared to the bound men. "You'll build what you once destroyed. Re-educate yourselves under our watch, or join your commander."

In the days that followed, Kuyucak transformed. Women learned to handle rifles, their hands steadying with each practice shot. "Hold it like this," Roxelana instructed a group, adjusting a woman's grip. "Feel the power? It's yours now."

"I... I do," the woman replied, firing a round into a target. "It feels like freedom."

Others fled, slipping away in the night with their families. But many stayed, drawn to Roxelana's vision. "Why 'Mommy'?" Fatima asked one evening, as they refined powder in a makeshift workshop.

"Because mothers command with love and iron," Roxelana explained. "We protect our own, punish threats. No more distant sultans or cruel husbands. In our society, every woman is Mommy to those beneath her."

Raids on nearby villages followed—swift strikes that liberated slaves and seized supplies. Weapons improved: smoother barrels, better triggers. Followers swelled, whispers of the "Gunpowder Mothers" spreading like wildfire. "Join us," Roxelana would say to newly freed women. "Or stay and rule your homes as we teach."

Five years blurred into a tempest of conquest. By 1507, Roxelana had become a warlord, her army swelling to five thousand women, armed with rifles that spat death from distances no arrow could match. Villages fell like dominoes, towns surrendered at the sight of her banners—silk embroidered with a stylized mother cradling a gun. Men were re-educated in camps, learning submission through labor and lectures. "You exist to serve now," her lieutenants would declare. "Embrace it, or perish."

In the spring of 1507, she turned her gaze to Istanbul. "The jewel of empires," she told her council around a roaring fire. "Take it, and the world kneels."

"But the walls," Yasmin cautioned. "The Janissaries. Thousands of men."

Roxelana's eyes burned. "Men with swords against women with guns? We'll breach those walls and rewrite history."

The march began at dawn, five thousand strong—cavalry on stolen horses, infantry with powder horns slung like talismans. Scouts reported back: "The Sultan mobilizes, but they dismiss us as bandits."

"Let them," Roxelana replied. "Underestimate us one last time."

The siege of Istanbul erupted under a blood moon. Her forces encircled the city, rifles cracking from hidden positions. Walls that had withstood crusaders crumbled under concentrated fire. "Forward!" Roxelana roared, leading a breach team through a shattered gate.

Inside, chaos reigned. Janissaries charged, scimitars flashing. "Die, harlots!" one screamed.

A volley cut him down. "Harlots?" Leyla laughed, reloading. "We're conquerors."

Roxelana pressed on, her rifle barking. She cornered the Sultan in his throne room, the old man cowering behind guards. "Yield," she demanded.

"Never to a woman!" he spat.

Her shot echoed. "Then die as one."

Victory swept through the streets. Women poured from harems, joining the cheers. "Mommy Sultan!" they chanted, the title born in that moment.

Roxelana ascended the throne, her army securing the city. "A new era," she proclaimed. "Women rule. Men serve. Power flows from us now."

Back in the opulent palace of her empire, centuries removed from that bloody dawn, Roxelana stirred from her reverie. The weight of history pressed upon her, but so did the warmth of the body beside her. Usman, her begum, slept peacefully, his chest rising and falling in the silk sheets. The chamber glowed with afternoon light filtering through latticed windows, casting patterns on his olive skin.

She traced a finger along his jaw, waking him gently. "Darling," she murmured. "Time for your education to continue."

Usman's eyes fluttered open, dark and eager. "Mommy? Now?"

"Yes, now." She smiled, predatory and affectionate. "You've been so curious about my pleasure. Let's explore it properly."

He sat up, his silk robe slipping open to reveal his toned form. "I want to please you, Mommy. Tell me how."

Roxelana rose, shedding her caftan to stand naked before him. Her curves commanded attention—full breasts, hips that spoke of power. "First, fetch my harness from the chest. The black one, with the black leather Crown."

He obeyed swiftly, his hands trembling with anticipation as he presented it. "Like this?"

"Perfect, sweetheart." She stepped into the leather straps, securing them around her hips. The leather dildo jutted proudly, veined and imposing. "Now, on your back. Amazonian style again—but this time, show me how eager you are."

Usman lay down, his arousal evident, his small length twitching. "I'm ready, Mommy. I want you to take me. Please."

She straddled him reverse, her leather-clad ass hovering above his face, the pants she slipped on earlier hugging her thighs. "Oil it first, baby. Make Mommy's cock shine."

He poured the scented oil, his hands stroking the black leather length reverently. "It's so big, Mommy. Bigger than mine."

"Of course it is," she purred, grinding the base against her clit, feeling the first sparks of pleasure. "Mommy's cock is the real deal. Yours is just a little carrot, cute but useless."

His breath hitched, dirty words fueling his desire. "Yes, Mommy. Fuck my little carrot with your big dick."

She laughed, low and throaty. "Who wears the pants in this empire, slut?"

"You do, Mommy. Always you."

"Damn right." She positioned the tip at his entrance, teasing. "Beg for it, you eager bitch."

"Please, Mommy! Stretch me with your massive cock. Own my ass like the worthless hole it is."

With a groan, she pushed in, the harness pressing deliciously against her swollen clit. "Feel that, baby? Mommy's filling you up. Every inch owning you."

He moaned, arching. "Oh gods, it's so deep! Harder, Mommy bitch—fuck me like you mean it!"

She thrust rhythmically, the friction building her own ecstasy. "Mommy bitch? You love that, don't you? My cock pounding your tight little ass while your carrot leaks pathetically."

"Yes! Real dick fucks the little carrot—make me cum from your power!"

Her hips pistoned, leather creaking, her juices soaking the harness. "Clench around me, slut. Milk Mommy's cock while I grind on this base. Feel how wet you make me?"

"I'm your hole, Mommy! Pound me senseless!"

Waves built in her, clit throbbing with each slam. "Cum for me, baby. Surrender to Mommy's bigger cock!"

He shattered, crying out as she followed, her release flooding in shudders. "Good boy," she panted, collapsing beside him.

They cuddled, her arms enveloping him. "You pleased me so much, darling."

"I love you, Mommy," he whispered.

"And I you."

But as night fell, whispers of rebellion reached her ears—old ways holdouts plotting in the east. She smiled darkly. History repeated, but she would crush it again.

Morning light pierced Usman's eyes. He stirred, reaching for Roxelana—but she was gone. Something cold bit into his groin. He looked down: a chastity cage locked around his length, unyielding metal. Chains bound his wrists to the bedposts.

"What... Mommy?" he called, panic rising.

The door opened, but it wasn't her. Guards—women in leather uniforms—entered, faces stern. "By order of the Sultan," one said. "You're under arrest for suspected treason."

Usman's world shattered. "Treason? But I—"

The door slammed shut, leaving him in shocked silence.


Chapter 6 – Flames of Rebellion

The palace dungeons echoed with the distant drip of water, a rhythmic torment that mirrored the pounding in Roxelana's chest. She descended the stone steps, her black leather boots clicking authoritatively against the cold floor, the fitted pants hugging her thighs like a second skin.

The air was thick with dampness and despair, but she carried herself with the unyielding grace of a sultan who had built an empire from ashes. Reports had come in the dead of night—whispers from her network of spies, confirmed by brutal interrogations of captured rebels.

The man she knew as Usman, her cherished begum, was no prince. He was Khalid, a spy planted by the male insurgents from the eastern provinces. The real Usman had been slaughtered en route, his body dumped in a ravine like refuse. Khalid had taken his place, his femboy submission a calculated mask to infiltrate her bed, her court, her heart.

"Leave us," she commanded the guards at the cell door, her voice a velvet blade. The women bowed and retreated, their armored footsteps fading into silence.

Inside, Khalid hung suspended from chains bolted into the ceiling, his wrists shackled above his head, toes barely scraping the floor. The chastity cage gleamed cruelly between his legs, a reminder of her morning's deception.

His silk robe had been stripped away, leaving him naked and vulnerable, his olive skin marked with the faint bruises of their passionate nights. He lifted his head as she entered, his dark eyes widening in a mix of fear and desperate hope.

"Mommy?" he whispered, his voice cracking. "Please... what's happening? I didn't—"

"Silence," Roxelana snapped, circling him slowly, her gaze raking over his form like a predator assessing prey. She stopped in front of him, close enough to feel the heat radiating from his body. "Usman is dead.

The real prince never made it to my chambers. You are Khalid, son of a merchant from the borderlands, sent by those pathetic male fighters to spy on me. To undermine everything I've built."

His face crumpled, tears welling in his eyes. "How... how did you know?"

"A confession already?" She arched an eyebrow, her painted lips curving into a cold smile. "My spies are everywhere, darling.

One of your rebel contacts broke under questioning. He sang like a bird about the switch, about how you were to seduce the Sultan, gather secrets, and signal the uprising when the time was right."

Khalid's chains rattled as he shook his head vehemently.

"Mommy, please! It's not what you think. I... I was forced. They captured me months ago, killed the prince in front of me. Said if I didn't take his place, they'd slaughter my family. I had no choice!"

Roxelana stepped closer, her hand shooting out to grip his chin, forcing his eyes to meet hers.

"No choice? You played the perfect begum. The eager submission, the soft whispers of 'Mommy'—all an act? Do you know the emotional turmoil you've left me in, Khalid? I actually liked you. More than liked. You broke through my walls, made me feel... vulnerable. And for what? A bunch of bitter men clinging to the old ways?"

He winced at her touch, but there was no defiance in his gaze—only raw pleading. "It wasn't all an act, Mommy. At first, yes. I was terrified.

Men like me don't break easily; we're taught to fight, to dominate. But you... you were different. Your strength, your care—it wasn't cruelty. It was power wrapped in something warm.

I suspected you'd see through me eventually; real men don't submit like that without cracking. But I liked being your soft boy. I craved it."

She released his chin, her eyes narrowing as she noticed his gaze flicker downward.

A bulge strained against her leather pants—the harness she had donned that morning, the Brown concealed but insistent.

Khalid's breath quickened, a flush creeping up his neck. "You're... you're aroused by this?" she murmured, a hint of amusement cutting through her anger.

He swallowed hard, his body betraying him as heat pooled in his core. "I... I can't help it, Mommy. Seeing you like this—commanding, in those pants... it makes me feel alive. Scared, but alive."

Roxelana's expression softened fractionally, though her voice remained steel. "Tell me everything, Khalid. While you hang there like the traitor you are. Convince me why I shouldn't have you executed at dawn."

He nodded frantically, the chains creaking with his movement. "I was the son of a merchant in the eastern markets. We traded silks and spices—nothing grand, but enough to live. Then the rebels came.

They call themselves the Sons of the Old Order, fighting your empire's 'perversion.' They raided our caravan, killed my father, took me as a slave. Said I was pretty enough to serve in a rich woman's harem.

But when they intercepted the prince's escort, they saw an opportunity. 'Become him,' they told me. 'Seduce the witch Sultan, learn her weaknesses, and live like a king until the signal.' They promised gold, freedom.

But Mommy... I don't want their world. I've never seen a woman like you—so caring, so absolute. You nurture even as you rule. I want to live... with you. As your begum, your soft boy.

Please, believe me. I betrayed them the moment I truly called you Mommy."

She studied him, her heart warring with her mind. Men didn't break easily, true—but his eyes held a sincerity that pierced her.

"A slave forced into betrayal," she mused aloud. "It explains the eagerness to please, the fear beneath the submission. I kind of believe you, Khalid. But trust is shattered. You'll have to earn it back—if I let you live."

His eyes lit with desperate hope. "Anything, Mommy. Punish me, test me. I've never known care like yours. In my old life, women were vessels, silent and beaten. You... you make submission feel like strength. Please, let me stay."

Roxelana's lips twitched into a wicked smile. "Oh, you'll be punished, darling. Severely." She turned to the door, calling out, "Guards! Leave us. No interruptions."

The door thudded shut, sealing them in privacy. She faced him again, her hands moving to the zipper of her leather pants.

The sound echoed like a promise—or a threat. "Mommy's been wearing this all day," she purred, pulling down the zipper to reveal the harness, the Crown springing free, already glistening from her earlier arousal.

"Thinking about you, about this betrayal. Now, my good boy will make it all better. Suck for Mommy. Show me how sorry you are."

Khalid's eyes widened, his mouth parting in shock and hunger. Suspended as he was, his face was level with her hips. "Mommy... yes. I'll suck it clean. Please, let me worship your cock."

She stepped forward, gripping the base of the cock.. "Open wide, you filthy little spy. Mommy's going to fuck that treacherous mouth until you choke on your apologies."

He obeyed, lips parting as she slapped the wet tip against his cheek—once, twice, the slick sound echoing.

"Feel that, slut? Mommy's cock, all hard and ready from thinking about punishing you. Slap, slap—take it like the bitch you are."

"Yes, Mommy!" he gasped, his tongue darting out to catch a drop of her essence from the cock. "Slap me harder. Mark my face with your big dick."

She obliged, whipping the shaft across his other cheek, leaving a wet streak. "Dirty boy, begging for it. You love being Mommy's face-fuck toy, don't you? Open up—wider!"

Thrusting forward, she buried the cock in his mouth, his lips stretching around its girth. He gagged slightly, chains rattling as he swung, but his eyes locked on hers with fervent devotion.

"That's it, suck Mommy's cock like your life depends on it—because it does," she growled, her hands tangling in his hair to control the rhythm. "Deeper, you worthless spy. Choke on it. Feel how Mommy owns your throat?"

He mumbled around the shaft, saliva dripping down his chin. "Mmmph—yes, Mommy! Fuck my face harder. Use me like a cum-dump rag."

She pumped brutally, hips snapping forward, the harness grinding against her clit with each thrust. Pleasure built in her core, hot and insistent. "Look at you, hanging there like a pathetic puppet.

Mommy's pounding your mouth, and your little caged carrot is twitching. You love this punishment, don't you? Say it—tell Mommy how much you crave her brutal fuck."

Pulling out briefly, she let him gasp for air. "I crave it, Mommy! Brutalize my throat. Make me your dirty suck-slut. I deserve it for betraying you."

"Good boy," she cooed, slamming back in. "Suck harder—swirl that tongue around Mommy's veiny cock. Feel every ridge? That's power sliding down your gullet. Gag for me, baby. Show Mommy your tears."

He did, eyes watering as she face-fucked him relentlessly, the wet slurps filling the cell. Her breaths came in pants, clit throbbing from the friction. "Oh fuck, you're making Mommy so wet. This is your punishment—being my oral whore. But you love it, don't you? Beg for more."

"Please, Mommy!" he pleaded when she withdrew again, slapping the saliva-slick shaft across his lips. "More! Face-fuck me until I can't breathe. Your cock tastes like heaven and hell."

She laughed darkly, resuming her assault. "Heaven for Mommy, hell for traitors. But you're my traitor now. Suck, suck—deeper! Mommy's going to cum from grinding on this harness while you choke."

Minutes blurred into a frenzy of thrusts and gags, her dominance absolute. Finally, she pulled out, leaving him gasping, strings of saliva connecting them. "Enough foreplay, darling. Time for the real punishment."

Circling behind him, she admired his suspended form—ass exposed, body trembling. "Spread those legs as best you can, slut. Mommy's going to peg that tight hole until you scream for mercy."

Khalid whimpered, chains clinking. "Yes, Mommy. Peg me filthy. Destroy my ass with your massive cock."

She poured oil over the cock, stroking it languidly. "Look at this big dick, baby. So much bigger than your caged carrot. Mommy's going to split you open, make you beg like the dirty spy-bitch you are."

Positioning herself, she teased his entrance, the tip circling. "Beg for it, Khalid. Tell Mommy how much you need her cock in your worthless hole."

"Please, Mommy! Ram it in. Fuck my ass raw. Make me your pegging whore—I need it dirty, deep, destructive!"

With a groan, she thrust forward, burying half the length in one go. He yelped, body swinging. "Oh gods, Mommy! It's so big—stretching me like a filthy slut!"

"That's right," she hissed, gripping his hips and slamming deeper. "Feel Mommy owning your ass? Every inch claiming you. Thrust, thrust—take it, you betraying bitch!"

He moaned wildly, chains rattling with each pounding. "Harder, Mommy! Pound my hole like a cheap fuck-toy. Your cock's dragging inside me—veins rubbing my walls. Make me leak from my cage!"

She reached around, stroking his caged length teasingly. "Look at this pathetic carrot, dripping while Mommy reams your ass. Who's the real man here? Not you— you're Mommy's pegged puppet."

"You are, Mommy! Fuck me senseless. Slap my ass with your leather pants—mark me as yours!"

She obliged, her palm cracking against his skin as she pistoned relentlessly. The harness rubbed her clit mercilessly, building her toward ecstasy. "Clench around Mommy's cock, slut. Milk it while I grind my pussy on this base. Feel how wet you're making me? Juices dripping down my thighs— all from destroying your tight little hole."

"Yes! Clench—oh fuck, Mommy, hit that spot! Peg me dirtier—call me your ass-whore!"

"You're my ass-whore, my cum-bucket, my filthy spy-slut!" she roared, thrusting savagely. "Beg for Mommy's release. Tell me how you love being pegged like a broken toy."

"I love it, Mommy! Peg me until I break. Your big cock owns me—fuck the life out of me, but let me live for more!"

Her rhythm faltered as climax neared, hips slamming wetly. "Cum for Mommy, baby. Squeeze that ass and make me explode!"

He shattered first, wailing as seed dribbled from his cage. She followed, crying out, body shuddering against his.

Panting, she pulled out, circling to face him. Lowering the chains slightly, she cupped his tear-streaked face. "My sweet boy," she whispered, leaning in for a deep, wet kiss—tongues dancing, tasting salt and surrender.

Pulling back, she smiled tenderly. "Mommy will provide this sweet boy immunity. You'll live—as my begum, under my watch. Betray me again, and next time, there'll be no mercy."

"Thank you, Mommy," he breathed, eyes shining. "I swear—I'm yours."

The flames of rebellion outside might rage, but in this cell, a different fire had been kindled—one of forgiveness forged in dominance.


Chapter 7 – Siege of Empires

Two years had woven themselves into the fabric of Roxelana's empire like golden threads in a tapestry of triumph. The eastern rebellions had been crushed, their embers scattered to the winds, and in their wake, peace had bloomed—fragile yet fierce.

Istanbul pulsed with life under her rule, women striding through markets with rifles slung over shoulders, men learning the grace of service in re-education halls. Khalid, once a spy dangling from chains, had become her steadfast begum, his loyalty forged in the fires of punishment and passion. Their bond had deepened, a union of dominance and devotion that defied the old world's shadows.

Today marked the Royal Celebration—the anniversary of her conquest of Istanbul, the day women had shattered their chains forever. The palace buzzed with anticipation, handmaidens flitting like birds in silk robes, preparing for the grand procession.

In the royal dressing chamber, sunlight poured through arched windows, gilding the marble floors and the array of garments laid out like offerings to a goddess.

Roxelana stood before a full-length mirror, her body a canvas of power—curves softened by motherhood yet unyielding in strength.

She had borne a daughter last year, a fierce little heir named Ayla, whose cries now echoed faintly from the nursery. Khalid knelt at her feet, his hands gentle as he fastened the laces of her black leather boots, the material supple and gleaming.

"You look magnificent already, Mommy," he murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her calf with reverent slowness.

The sexual tension crackled between them, thick as incense smoke—his touch lingering, her gaze darkening as she watched him in the reflection.

She smiled, running a hand through his dark hair. "Flattery won't hurry me, darling. But keep going. It's an important day."

He rose to his knees, selecting the crimson silk blouse from the divan. "The most important. 12 years since you freed us all—women from oppression, men from their own blindness. And last year... you missed it because of the pregnancy.

Ayla's birth was worth it, but the people will rejoice to see their Mommy Sultan in full glory today."

Roxelana lifted her arms, allowing him to slip the blouse over her head. The fabric whispered against her skin, the neckline plunging to reveal the swell of her breasts.

"They will. But first, you. You've been so attentive this morning. Helping Mommy dress like a good boy."

His cheeks flushed, eyes flicking to the bulge in her leather pants—the new harness she had commissioned, a marvel of craftsmanship with embedded sensors that transmitted sensations directly to her nerves.

"I live to serve you, Mommy. Every lace, every button—it's my honor."

She pulled him closer by the collar of his emerald robe, their faces inches apart. "Honor? Or desire? I can feel your heat, Khalid. Tell me, does dressing Mommy make your little carrot twitch?"

He swallowed, voice husky. "Yes, Mommy. It does. Seeing you like this—powerful, ready to command the world... it drives me mad."

"Good," she purred, leaning in. Their lips met in a wet, hungry kiss—tongues tangling, her painted lips smearing red on his.

She deepened it, one hand cupping the back of his neck, the other sliding down to grip his ass through the silk. He moaned into her mouth, pressing against her.

When she pulled back, both breathless, she licked her lips. "Mmm, that's my sweet boy. But Mommy wants to test something new today.

This harness—it's special. Lets me feel every suck, every lick, like it's real. Strip for me, darling. On the bed."

Khalid's eyes widened with eager lust. "Test it? Now, Mommy? But the celebration—"

"Can wait," she interrupted, unzipping her pants with deliberate slowness.

The leather parted, revealing the strap-on: black, veined, crafted from supple material that connected to her via hidden suction, with when someone sucks on it, the suction creates air pressure changes inside., promising transmitted pleasure to clit.

"Mommy's cock needs worship first. And you love being my dirty little tester, don't you?"

He shed his robe swiftly, his body toned and marked with faint scars from their past games. Lying back on the silk sheets, he stared at the cock with hunger.

"Yes, Mommy. I love it. Let me suck your new cock—make you feel every filthy inch."

She straddled his chest, the strap-on hovering near his lips. "Open wide, slut. Mommy's been aching to feel this. Suck it like the greedy mouth-whore you are."

He leaned up, lips parting to take the tip. As his tongue swirled, Roxelana gasped—the sensations flooded her, warm and electric, her clit pulsing in sync. "Oh fuck, baby! It works—feel that tongue on Mommy's cock? Lick it dirtier, you filthy begum. Swirl around the head like it's leaking for you."

"Mmmph," he mumbled around it, sucking deeper. "Tastes like power, Mommy. Your big dick filling my mouth—make me choke on it. Slap it on my tongue first."

She pulled out, slapping the wet shaft against his outstretched tongue—slap, slap, the sound echoing lewdly. "Like that, you nasty boy? Mommy's cock marking your face. Now deepthroat it—show me how much you crave Mommy's sensations."

He engulfed it, bobbing eagerly, his eyes locked on hers. "Deeper, Mommy? Fuck my throat raw. Feel every gag? Your cock's so sensitive now—bet it makes your pussy drip."

"Yes!" she groaned, hips bucking gently. "Mommy's dripping, slut. This harness lets me feel your hot mouth owning my dick. Suck harder—make Mommy throb like a real man, but better. You're my cock-sucking puppet."

He pulled off briefly, gasping. "Better than any man, Mommy. Pound my face—use me like a fleshlight. Your dirty talks make my caged carrot leak. Tell me how pathetic it is."

She thrust forward again, face-fucking him with building rhythm. "Pathetic? Your little carrot's nothing compared to Mommy's monster. Suck it, bitch—feel the veins dragging on your lips? Mommy's going to cum from this alone. Gag for me, baby. Choke and beg."

"Gag—mmph! Yes, Mommy! Choke me with your sensitive cock. Make it pulse in my throat. I'm your filthy sucker—swallow every inch!"

Sensations intensified, her body arching as pleasure built. "Oh gods, Khalid! It's like you're sucking my clit directly. Deeper, you whore—make Mommy explode down your throat!"

He redoubled, slurping noisily. "Explode, Mommy! Feed me your phantom cum. Your cock's twitching—feel my tongue worshipping it?"

She shattered, crying out as waves crashed through her, the harness amplifying every tremor. "Yes! Cumming—take it, slut!"

Panting, she withdrew, but her hunger lingered. "Not done yet. Turn over—Mommy needs to peg that ass now. Feel the full test."

He flipped eagerly, ass up. "Peg me, Mommy! Ram your sensitive cock in. Make us both feel it dirty."

She oiled the shaft, positioning. "Beg like the spy-slut you were."

"Please, Mommy! Stretch my hole with your magic dick. Fuck me senseless—feel every clench?"

She thrust in, moaning as sensations returned—tight, hot pressure feeding back to her core. "Fuck, baby! It's like I'm really inside you. Take Mommy's cock—deep, dirty thrusts!"

He wailed. "Yes! Pound me, Mommy bitch! Your cock's alive—dragging my walls. Harder—make my ass your cum-dump!"

She slammed rhythmically, leather pants slapping skin. "Who owns this hole, slut? Mommy's sensitive dick claiming every inch. Feel me throbbing? Your clenches make Mommy wetter."

"You own it! Own my filthy ass—peg me like a broken toy. Your talks... oh fuck, dirtier!"

"Dirtier? You're Mommy's pegging whore, leaking from that useless carrot. Clench tighter—milk my cock while I grind this harness on my clit!"

"Yes! Milk it, Mommy! Feel my ass gripping? Cum inside me—fill your boy with sensation!"

Climax built again, her hips frantic. "Cumming—take it, Khalid! Mommy's exploding in your tight hole!"

They collapsed together, spent and entwined. "My perfect begum," she whispered, kissing him softly.

The scene shifted as the sun climbed higher. The grand square overflowed with crowds—women in military uniforms, men in supportive robes, children waving banners. Roxelana ascended the dais, resplendent in her leather ensemble, Khalid at her side, a subtle collar around his neck symbolizing their bond.

"My beloved subjects," she began, her voice carrying like thunder. "Today, we celebrate 12 years since the siege of empires—the day we toppled the old order and birthed a new world. Women, once chained in harems, now command armies. Men, once tyrants, learn the beauty of surrender."

Cheers erupted. A woman in the front shouted, "Tell us how we got here, Mommy Sultan!"

Roxelana smiled. "It began in shadows—slavery, betrayal, death. I was Roksana once, a spy in a future world, executed for daring to challenge men. Reborn here, I gathered sisters in the forests, forged gunpowder from our own essence, and stormed Kuyucak. Villages fell, then cities. In Istanbul's siege, our rifles shattered walls that had stood for centuries. We executed tyrants, re-educated the lost, and built this matriarchy on nurturing dominance."

Khalid squeezed her hand. "And what of the future, Mommy?"

"Much to do," she continued. "Expand our borders, refine our laws, ensure every woman knows her power. Men will thrive in service, families in harmony. No more wars of ego—only progress under Mommy's guiding hand."

The crowd roared. "Mommy Sultan! Mommy Sultan!"

As fireworks bloomed overhead, Roxelana turned to Khalid. "We've come far, darling."

"And farther to go," he replied. "With you leading."

In that moment, empires old and new converged—sieges ended, legacies begun. The story of Roxelana, from victim to victor, closed on a horizon bright with promise.


THE END
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