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Chapter One

Marietta wandered amongst the stalls of the souk, exagnihe goods on display and
delighting in the noisy bustling atmosphere.

Hooded black robes swathed her from head to foot. Long blagksggcompleted the
apparel. All that was visible behind her mask of jewellethirawas the glint of her sky-
blue eyes. Leyla, her companion, was dressed in simdhiofa. The prized favourites of
Kasim Dey’s harem never went out dressed any other way.

Harem guards accompanying the two women, hovered at a ddistagice. The
common folk stared openly at Marietta and Leyla, tryingafglimpse of pale, pampered
flesh. Marietta was unaware of the scrutiny. She shinkhind her mask as she thought
of Kasim.

He would be back today from a business trip. How had stmelbos absence? He had
been gone for three weeks. And he would be as hunghefaas she was hungry for him.
In the six months since she had risen to her positidavasirite he had sought her out
almost every night. This was their first real separati

Her body felt starved for him. Mentally she felt incdetp. What had she been before
Kasim? It no longer mattered. Marietta de Nerval,ahstocratic, spoiled, French
woman from Martiniqgue was no more. She was simply &t&;j the willing, adoring
slave of Kasim.

There was no focus to her days without the regimesaigline which he had imposed.
She knew now that she needed a master to impress his wilhgp@nd punish her so
deliciously. Only then, could she express the dark sengodliter nature. Kasim knew
her so well, was so cherishing of her most secretedeshh, Kasim.

Marietta turned at the light touch on her arm andexiait Leyla. A flush rose to her
cheeks as she recalled their shared pleasure that gnovWiimle sunlight streamed in
through the latticed windows she and Leyla had lain imague embrace on a low, silken
divan. Leyla had sighed and clutched at her hair while slaeed her with lips and
tongue, finally bringing her to a peak of pleasure with @inde exquisite toys,
especially fashioned for that purpose.

She fancied that she could still taste the sweet, irdatrg musk of Leyla. True, Leyla
was sweet as a candied peach and highly skilled in thefgiving pleasure. But this
day Marietta longed for the harder touch, the subtle umhagcsmell, and the enigmatic
presence of Kasim.



‘These are beautiful, my treasure,” Leyla said in lodtr lsusky voice. ‘Their colour is for
you, no?’

Marietta picked up the strand of amber beads which had a biepyof worked silver

set with coral. She ran her gloved fingers over thelisped roundness. The stall-holder
began his banter. Marietta smiled, hardly listening asetd up other ropes of pearls and
polished glass set amongst beads of carved silver. $ftegat the amber necklace,
beckoning an attendant close to pay for and collect hehasedbefore she moved on.
Two guards stood nearby, arms folded. Others slouched agasietiied carriage,
which stood some way from the main souk. Their facee wnet as they sweated in the
heat.

Marietta thought with longing of the interior of therdam. 1t was always cool. Perfumes
of roses and lilies wafted in through arched windows, wbjgened onto the gardens.
There would be iced sherbet to drink and slaves to wave geéeaiher fans, should she
wish for a cool breeze.

On her return to the harem she would visit the bath holhsdhammam, and prepare
herself with special care, have the attendantsail@olish her skin and dress her in
scanty garments of fine gold chain and silks. As alvysgolden fleece’ as Kasim
called her pubic curls, would be left visible. It was the paher that so fascinated him.
Never, he said, had he seen such pale hair, so softllandagerfect foil for her neat
little sex.

A shiver of anticipation passed over Marietta as slagined Kasim’s starkly handsome
face, his cold dark eyes, that glittered when he was edod$iere was a feeling of
weakness in her belly at the very thought of positioningelifess he required. She knew
the posture so well now. Kneeling, her thighs wide apattatdhe could see every detail
of her secret pink crevice. Her shoulders back so @abieasts were thrust into
prominence. She loved to be displayed so submissivelypdusron view and open to his
every wish.

Perhaps he would spank her lightly, or order her to doshime service, before he thrust
into her at last. The thought sent a warm pulsing totabrof pleasure hidden within its
folds of tender flesh.

Lost in erotic imaginings Marietta hardly noticed thag¢ $iad moved away from the stalls
and was approaching one of the narrow dark alleys thdeted the souk on all sides.
Leyla turned towards her and waved. She was holding up disgade of blue glass.
Marietta waved back and blew the older woman a kiss.

Only Leyla’s sloe-like, dark eyes were visible through heclblaather face-mask. The
rest of her slender white face with its exotic featuvas concealed. Marietta imagined
the full red mouth curved in a smile. How many times $tagl kissed that mouth and felt
those lips moving over her flesh, teasing and sucking, dgaout subtle gradations of



pleasure? Leyla had been strongly drawn to Marietta thenfirst and she found many
ways of expressing her desire and admiration.

The months in the harem had made Marietta’s bodyaritioely honed instrument of
pleasure. She needed physical release now, like she feede®h, how wise Kasim
was to have seen that desire in her. It was incredlitait she had fought him for so long.

The shade within the alley was pleasant. Two guards loungeceither side of the
entrance, leaning against the white-painted bricks. Mangtiored the smell of urine and
rotting food. A skinny dog gulped down a pile of offal. The ttny of a child came from
an open doorway.

Suddenly there was a movement in the shadows. BeforiethMacould react something
loomed towards her.

A blanket, rough and fusty smelling, was thrown over hed h€ae leather mask was
knocked from her face. Strong arms encircled her boay.v&s lifted and borne away at
speed. Dimly, she was aware of shouts, the sound dintgiSomeone screamed. Leyla?
Marietta struggled and kicked, but it was no use. Her brgashsqueezed out of her. Her
feet dragged on the cobbles. One of her shoes came loose

The blanket pressed closely to her face. She couldreatig. Then she was lifted high
and flung forwards. Something hard and broad met her stomauting her and causing
her to cry out. The high pommel of a saddle pressechit@ide. Her abductors were
mounted. She heard someone curse, then there camasitjod horses moved.

She moaned with pain as her stomach ground against ts&$back. The heavy robes
and the blanket were stifling. If she was not allowed up sbe would suffocate. A
heavy hand on the small of her back steadied her gswhtly threaded through the
narrow streets and alleys, the shod hooves clatterinlyeopebbles.

Shouts and screams accompanied their passing. She harsilgresjthat whoever had
captured her had a great deal of nerve. They were eghgbvave or stupid. No one she
could think of would dare steal Kasim Dey’s most treasposgessions. She gritted her
teeth and comforted herself with the thought of whatri{agould do when he found out
that she was gone.

He would scour the narrow streets, offer a reward dorand Leyla’s return. Those who
captured her would pay dearly for the insult. Through tl@avgrg pain in her stomach,
she smiled grimly; whoever you are, you will pay with ybfer for this outrage, she
thought.

Then the terror swept over her and panic sent the darkme$aim her.



Marietta half sat up. It was dark, evening. Her stomaltlageif someone had kicked it.
She rubbed her eyes and looked around.

‘Marietta! Oh, thank the Gods. | thought you were deadi Were so pale and still.’

‘Leyla! You are unharmed? But where are we?’ Mariegtdised only then that her feet
were shackled.

She and Leyla lay on the banks of a canal. Both ofithere secured to a wooden post
set in the ground. The smell of water and mud clogged tstrilsoA number of cloaked
figures stood some way off. There was no sign of treds.

‘| heard them talking,” Leyla said. ‘We’'re to travel byrpa.’
‘But where are they taking us? Who are they?’

Leyla shook her head. ‘I know not. But one of themvgoanan. She gives the orders.
What can they want with us—' She broke off on a sob.

Marietta took Leyla’s hand and drew her close. They bedeach other for comfort.

‘We’re about to find out,” Marietta said shakily, asall slender figure walked towards
them.

‘So, you are conscious,’ the figure said, throwing backhtied of its cloak to reveal a
female face.

‘You!” Leyla said, in a shocked voice.

‘Ah, you remember me beautiful Leyla. It was my pleasarehastise your unwilling
flesh. You were so rebellious. So long ago now...No matteis other does not know
me, of course. Kasim has never sent her to the stédi@unishment. He preferred to
keep her all to himself. It is said that he could not éxear her to be displayed on the
public punishment block. He rescued her and carried her back poivate apartments.
The hand that tames her must be his alone, eh?’ Sjiaarled as she glared at Marietta.
‘She must be special indeed.’

Marietta looked up at the hard-faced woman. ‘Why do yol wis harm? | do not know
you.’

‘I am Sita, captain of the female guard. You, | havensdten, walking in the gardens,
flaunting your beauty in the bath house. And beautiful g indeed. You could turn
any man’s head.’

Sita reached out to fling back the folds of Marietta’'eded robe. Marietta’s silver-
blonde hair tumbled around her shoulders.



Marietta huddled close to Leyla. She was stung by thedhat Sita’s voice. She did not
recognise this woman. The female guards were all dreskedaatl rarely spoke to the
harem inmates. She could not have put a face to any dherof How could she have
stirred Sita to such emotion?

‘Stand up!’ Sita rapped. ‘When the barge arrives youlvaltaken to the dwelling place
of my new employer, Hamed. But first those who helpedencapture you will have
their reward. It is not often that common men setseyn the spoiled and pampered
beauties of the harem.’

There was hardly time to register Sita’s words. Tkher®n advanced on Marietta and
Leyla. Marietta shrank back as she realised what was édbdappen.

‘No! Please let us be!’ Leyla gave a little cry oftdess as two men laid hands on her
while a third unfastened the shackles from her ankles.

‘Over here. By the lantern,” one of them said. ‘Intveo look at what I'm getting!

The others grunted with laughter as they dragged Leyla anetkéanto the pool of
light. Marietta struggled, but she was no match fottihee men who held her.

Sita stood watching, her face severe, her narrow eifg=righ as the men pulled the all-
concealing black garments from the women. Underneathelfiamwore only a breast
halter of thin silk and wide-legged silk trousers. Leyla watew-necked tunic and full
skirt.

‘Do as you wish, but do not hurt or mark them,’ Sita ordet¢aimed is paying us well.
If his goods are damaged you will lose your ears and torague®ll as your money.’

One of the men sniggered. ‘Don’t worry lady. | intermdharm. | like my women angry
but willing?’

The other men laughed as he reached a hand inside Maietast halter. Marietta
closed her eyes as the man’s hands roved over hgr Heidtouch was rough but not
cruel. He tangled his fingers in the waistband of harsees, then the cool night air met
her skin as the thin silk was torn aside. Underneathvalsenaked.

‘Let’s see,’ one of the other men pushed close.

‘You want to see?’ the first man said. ‘Then look yallrffiend. Let's see what’s so
special about this one. Then watch how I’'m going to plesalser, the finest of Kasim'’s
harem. Oh, I'll make her buck and squirm. See if | dd#é&ven't | got the same
equipment as our revered Dey?’



Marietta bit back a cry as she was pushed forward sahkatvas leaning over a wooden
rail. One man grasped her hands and pulled her armghdtoait in front of her. Another
kicked her legs apart, then secured her ankles to ithposas.

She was acutely conscious of her semi-nakedness.arsat buttocks were open to view
while the ripped silk of her trousers flapped around her legsbkeasts hung forward,
spilling out of the halter which she still wore. Shaamel humiliation flooded her as she
felt someone tear the flimsy halter away and maskagbreasts with a broad strong
hand. Someone else put their hands on her bare buttocksamygdd them open.

They commented on the hair on her pubis. Exclaiming jprs4r, it being customary to
remove the hair of the sex organs. Marietta cringech their crude laughter, their
mocking voices as they praised her beauty.

‘Ah what a prettily shadowed fount of delight. How sweelling and rosy-petalled.’

‘Which is Kasim’s chosen portal, d’you think? This preityse or the tight nether-
mouth?’

Tears filled Marietta’s eyes as she felt their eaggyers examining her. The whole of
her flesh valley was stretched and opened. She fefiexelips part and gape. The tight
brown rose of her anus was pulled open slightly. Hethtelenched on a groan. Although
Kasim loved to expose her in this way, to use strokestbin leather switch to punish
her sex and draw a sweet spiked pleasure from her, stethatthought that these
coarse and common men could use her so crudely.

‘So moist and inviting she is. A plump and tender littke. gend that hair. Most unusual
in colour and texture.’

Marietta squeezed her eyes shut as her pubic curls weakdagvand tickled, but not
before she had seen that Leyla had been made to fierdyack in front of her. Though
they held her down, they took care not to hurt her. Tgtg sf her companion’s body, so
open and vulnerable sent an almost unbearable pang of deatstie through Marietta’s
body.

The rippled waves of Leyla’s black hair formed a pillaw er to lie on. Leyla’s full
breasts, with the large, wine-red nipples looked so hed@ed delicious in the lamplight.
Her tunic had been pushed up to lie in folds around her neckhardlitskirt was
bunched at her waist, leaving her belly and white rouniigtis naked. Her thighs were
parted and pressed in towards her chest, so that hesdntled buttocks were upturned.
Leyla’s sex, denuded of hair and exposed by her positionexeasined and praised as
Marietta’s had been.

Marietta was ashamed at the rush of heat to her dreyta’s eyes had been wide, dark
pools in a white face. One of the men was pinching Leylgples and running his hands
over her voluptuous body. Leyla began to moan, softliystf then with obvious



pleasure. Marietta opened her eyes and saw that dhe ofen was kneeling between
Leyla’s widely spread knees. Another kneeled at hesifee. He was rubbing at Leyla’s
mound, his fingers slipping up and down the naked flesh-folis.s€cond man put his
fingers into his mouth to moisten them, then smearedlie over his erect cock.

‘Watch your friend. It'll make you wet for me,’ the maio stood behind Marietta said.
‘Just you relax and imagine I’'m some rich pasha consamaple the delights of the
harem!

He rubbed himself against her. She felt his shaft, hard @naisht nudged at her
buttocks, sliding up her parted valley.

Marietta wanted to look away, but she could not. Thhtf the other man’s member
now sliding in and out of Leyla’s horribly exposed vulwas madly arousing. The first
man was rubbing her pubis in circular motions, now and thmmnd) a finger down to
the crevice that clung to his companion’s cock-shaft.tikiek fingers pinched the moist
folds, while his companion groaned and urged him to smeaa’sayloisture up over her
straining bud.

‘Aren’t | good for you?’ he leered, thrusting deeply, histbcks clenching tight.

Leyla had thrown her head back and was working her hipsdratkorth. There was a
sheen of sweat on Leyla’s top lip. Her full, red molottked like a bruised rose.

Marietta licked her lips, confused by her arousal when fedpanic was souring her
stomach. Her sex grew hot and slick as she watcheddhesenvicing Leyla. Inflamed
by the same scene, another of the men unfastened hiersocaressing his cock as he
watched his companion thrusting into the helpless woman.

Marietta saw the man’s loose foreskin slide back fme& the moist glans. It glistened in
the lamplight. She felt a perverse urge to feel trek @@ her mouth. She imagined
drawing it deeply into her throat and sucking on theysalollen tip. Now the third man
knelt down next to Leyla. He pressed his penis-tip betweehds. With a little moan of
distress Leyla opened her mouth and stretched her lipaétbe shiny glans.

Marietta squirmed. Her sore stomach grew taut as thebetaind her inserted two
fingers deep inside her vagina. She could not hold back $onse. Sinking down onto
his hand, she ground her hot wet flesh against him. If shadtdzken so starved for a
man’s touch, she might have resisted. If the men had fibeee cruel or vicious she
could despise them. But they held her with a kind of umwilieverence as if she was
made of the most precious fabric.

The way they held her, used her, reminded her in sonedinadhle way of Kasim. She
wanted to hate what was being done to her, but she coultt was all so horribly
arousing. Even the fear added its own note. Her body,taometl to accept pleasure and
pleasure-pain, seemed to act on its own accord.



The fingers inside her were gentle, knowing. The knuckles duagainst her pouting
flesh-lips, growing wetter with her moisture. She onkt jcontained a cry of
disappointment when the hand was withdrawn.

‘There now. See, | told you I'd not hurt you,’ the mahispered. She felt him nuzzle her
neck, kissing the tender spot behind her ear.

As his rigid member slid inside her at last, filling her #mdisting strongly, one of the
men fell to his knees and began suckling at her breastgratbtbed them in both hands,
dragging them together, mouthing the swollen nipples, pirerhing and rolling until she
gasped with the hurting pleasure of it. To her intense slsm® worked her hips back
and forth as the men took turns at her.

She did not know which one it was but one man waitetidopleasure to build as he
took her, holding back until she shuddered and cried out. fidneade her strongly.

‘That'’s it. There’s no shame in giving in to it.’
Sobbing and fighting herself, she reached a climax twaéaré he drew out of her.

Sita watched in silence. Her narrow, hard face wesh#d. She watched as each man
took turns in pleasuring himself with both Marietta amyla. She smiled thinly at the
evidence of Marietta’s pleasure; her breathless midans, the way she thrust her hips to
meet each new invasion.

‘You can'’t help it, can you? You're shameless. Disgustsige ground out. ‘Kasim’s
pampered pets. He’s worked you well, shaped you for pleasuhatsyou respond to
whatever is done to you. It's not natural to feel solmuso much enjoyment.’

Marietta heard the notes of envy and frustration insSaice, underlying the scorn. You
wish it were you, she thought. She lifted her head andhteSita’s eye. Marietta’s eyes
burned into the female guard’s face. | know you, they ged. Marietta knew too, that
Sita understood the gesture perfectly. She had hurt theefggmatd and she was glad. It
was a small victory, but she revelled in the sightite#'Sshuttered face; her lips which
resembled a thin white line, the narrow eyes glittering) @dmiration and dislike.

Marietta was afraid for a moment that Sita would sth&g but she stood her ground.
Sita’s eyes seemed to bore into Marietta’s skin, wagzhmeasuring. She shook with
suppressed emotion, but the female guard was far too disdiplirggve way to careless
action.

When the last man had finished using Marietta, Sita wiadloeoss to where Marietta was
slumped forward over the wooden rail. Marietta trembléd\ar. It seemed that all her
muscles were taut and aching. She hung over at the Waiistjide-apart ankles still
secured to the rail-posts. Her pale hair had come foee ifs combs. It spilled forward to
brush the grimy cobblestones.



Marietta’s fingers plucked at her ripped halter, butaswuined, useless as a covering.
Pressing her hands against the rail she struggled to stahi@ughighs were smeared
with male fluids and her own creamy, inner moisture.

Meshing her hands in Marietta’s tangled curls Sita draggebdaet back and stared into
her tear-stained face. The silver-blonde hair spillest trer arms.

‘Still beautiful, even smeared and stinking of sweat & she said with surprise.

With her free hand she stroked Marietta’s sore bretss,slapped them so they
trembled. Marietta gasped at the stinging pain. With nesttlaviolence Sita moved her
hands over Marietta’s back and between her thighs.

Marietta flinched away as Sita examined her womanhoodhleutauld not avoid Sita’s
cold, hard touch. Sita was rougher than the men had peehing the swollen lips
between finger and thumb until the engorged flesh thibbe burnt with pain. She
rubbed a slick, careless, finger over the flesh-hood cayéer pleasure-bud, then
pinched it between finger and thumb. Marietta steeleseltfenot to react, though she
could not contain a moan of distress as Sita worketitleeflesh-hood forward and back
until her abused bud was once again erect. Marietta iiphéler thighs shook with the
effort of holding back her pleasure.

Then Sita plunged her fingers deeply into her, twistimdj @robing.

Marietta’s flesh convulsed helplessly around the fingghe tried to pull away, but Sita
placed one hand on the small of her back, holding hend®wshe continued her
investigation. Marietta could not contain a sob of outragaedibly, she reached a third
climax, even though she fought the melting sensationgldloaled her. She hung her
head, hating herself for responding to Sita’s calloussiova

A spasm passed over Sita’s face. It was almost &e ifedt a reflection of Marietta’s
tremors of release. Then she resumed her usual seygesson. She drew her hand
away at last, smiling thinly. Then she bent and kissedetais mouth, probing between
her lips with her tongue.

‘You taste sweet too,” she whispered. ‘Later it will pease to chastise you. Or to have
you pleasure me. But | do not relish used goods.’

She turned to the men. ‘Clean them up.’

While they ran to carry out her orders, Sita strokediéfta’s hair, gently now. ‘You're
not hurt are you? Perhaps your pride is, but what ofi,| @vanted to see if you famed
beauties were as hot and well-trained as I'd been teldsInot disappointed. Hamed is
sure to be pleased with you. Perhaps now | understand whigrited you.’



Sita stepped away from Marietta as one of the men sdaldr buttocks and thighs with
cold water. The feel of it on her sore and heatedh fless wonderful. Marietta dried her
eyes and stood up shakily when she was set free. Shd thdleuined clothes around
her.

‘Enough,’ Sita snapped as the men took care to see thattdand Leyla were
comfortable. ‘No need to fuss over them like old womentgZdhem with their cloaks. It
is time we left. Here is the barge. Secure themaalan and guard the door.’

Marietta and Leyla were bundled aboard the barge andddp go below deck.
Huddling together in the tiny cabin, tied hand and foot, thatghed the dark water slide
by. Leyla was weeping with fear and reaction.

‘Oh, those coarse men! How dare they! They are pigdiitrto kiss our feet. And Sita,
she enjoyed seeing us humiliated. | hate her?’

‘It could have been worse,” Marietta whispered soothirtgugh she shuddered as she
recalled the feel of Sita’s thin, cold fingers inside haolyb

‘Sita can mean us no real harm, or we’'d be dead alr&udygeone has paid her to abduct
us. And she’ll guard her investments well. She spoke of dteemed?’

Leyla hung her head. ‘Just his name makes me tremblis. kbsim’s bitterest enemy.
His reputation is fearsome.’

‘But who is he? What grudge does he hold against Kasim?’

‘Hamed was a pirate. He and Kasim crossed swords tihaneonce. Now Hamed resides
in a stronghold and lives on the fruits of his crimdseyi'say he is very rich, but he has
not been seen for many years. Some say he is homiltijated.’

‘Saints preserve us!” Marietta cried. ‘What will becoafeus?’

It was morning by the time the barge drew into its mooring.

Mist clung to the dark water’s surface. A watery sun aadiffused orange light onto the
surroundings, illuminating a sprawl of hovels and a woodelyé that looked as if it
would collapse into the water at any moment. Rearing @noim of the barge was a
smooth high wall. Two balconies enclosed in cages of daeerwrought-ironwork
bulged out over the canal.

Marietta woke abruptly as Sita came into the cabint ieker Leyla woke and
stretched, then remembering where they were her facded. She strained against her
bonds and reached for Marietta’s hand, just managingughlfingertips with her.



‘How touching,’” Sita said with mock pleasantry. She betropes that bound the two
women. ‘Hurry now. Hamed'’s servants await.’

Sita waited while Marietta and Leyla stretched theimpad limbs, then pulled the
remnants of their ruined clothes around them. Heiomaayes flickered over their partly
clothed bodies, lingering on Marietta’s high breasts amoosh limbs. Marietta kept her
back turned to the female guard, but she could feel tho&esgpigyes boring into her
back. It seemed as if Sita was itching to lay hands oadmen, but did not dare.
Fastening her hooded garment Marietta stood up.

‘Follow me,’ Sita ordered.

‘We have little choice,” Marietta said tightly, tng to quell the sick feeling in her
stomach.

Sita smiled her cold narrow smile and held the door openchin dipped in a mocking
little bow. “You should remember that fact. Hamed gowerful man and quick to anger.
It will serve you well to appear docile.’

Marietta had hardly time to register that Sita mighblffering good advice before she
and Leyla emerged, blinking into the brightness of the mori$hg.looked up at the
skyline where the bulk of an ancient castle’s waltsnied a jagged outline. On the
muddy banks of the canal a richly-woven carpet had beeadpifwo cloaked figures
stood waiting. Hoods covered their heads, but by their hidghietta knew that the
figures were male. Both were tall and powerfully built.

As Marietta and Leyla drew close, Marietta detectedetbimg familiar about one of the
figures. It was the way he stood, a certain assurartue learing. This man, the taller of
the two by half a head, was wearing deep-brown robesodkeat step nearer as Marietta
and Leyla paused and came to a halt on the carpet. AsVedrthe hood slipped back a
little to reveal a strand of fair hair. The second fegwearing embroidered robes of dark
blue put out a hand to restrain the taller man.

The hand was large but well-shaped. On the third fingeravgadd ring set with a single
cabochon ruby.

‘The honour is mine,” the owner of the ring said totien in brown robes.

The voice was deep and rich, infused with an easy amrmfmand. The taller figure
paused obediently. He stopped and stood with his head bogktysli

Marietta was intrigued. There was a glint of gold threadhe dark-blue robe. As the
figure moved towards her she caught sight of the ornase at his throat. He was well-
dressed for a servant. She decided that this man mustitpelyaplaced individual. The
master of the harem perhaps.



As he approached the figure made a gesture and Mariettaegladfaund pressure

exerted on their shoulders so that they sank to kneies. The carpet was soft underneath
them. A hand on the back of Marietta’s head ensuredhigatound herself looking at a
pair of red, tooled-leather boots.

‘Show me,’ came the command, delivered in the sameaaoiogs.

The dark robes were pulled from Marietta’s shouldefaltan a heap around her,
leaving her clothed only in the scraps of torn and saillkd Marietta heard a sharp
intake of breath.

The man in the brown robes spoke for the first tiMéhat happened to them?’ he said.
‘Have they been harmed?’

That voice, well modulated and with the trace of aseat It seemed familiar. Yet
Marietta could not place it.

‘Explain. Why are their garments shredded?’ the othemase said imperiously, throwing
back his hood.

‘They were torn in the struggle when we captured thetharsouk,’ Sita lied smoothly.
‘This one fought dearly for her freedom. She is astspliras an Arab mare.’

Marietta felt the tension in the air. She did nohkhihe well-dressed servant believed
Sita. She chanced a covert glance upwards and saw tinateSi perfectly composed.

The servant, now bare-headed, was a man of middle.yd&r face was handsome, broad
and strong-featured. Thick wavy brown hair winged back fnisrhigh forehead. There
was a smudge of grey at each of his temples. His es@snlalso, were wide-set. There
was a fierceness to those eyes. This was a man whd woutountenance disobedience.

Marietta shivered at the way he was looking at SitaaRooment longer Sita suffered
that penetrating gaze, then she flushed and lowered er eye

‘The men deserved their reward,” she said sullenly.

‘They will be paid in full. You too,’ the servant saidanvoice that dripped ice.

Slowly he circled the two captives. Marietta, head lmhweas conscious of his eyes on
her as he walked around her. He lifted a strand of herlating it lie across the palm of
his hand and slipping it through his fingers appraisingly.

Then the large manicured hands slid across her shoulittrgoahe column of her neck.

The ruby in his ring brushed against her skin. It was waom the heat of his skin. A
finger, placed under her chin, urged her to lift her head $®lieagazed into his face.



‘Such eyes! Blue as the faience tiles on my chambés.wend her skin is as pale as a
pearl.’ The servant turned to the man in dark-brownset® stood by motionless. ‘You
did not lie. This one has beauty indeed. She is jusbasold me she’d be.’

Marietta was astonished. The servant spoke as ifathéden expected. She had
supposed her capture to have been random, an act of regaigst an enemy. Now she
wondered if she had been singled out. The thought was iadieaing.

The man in brown robes murmured something in a low véigain she felt a flicker of
recognition. There was an indefinable — something, about3iw@m wondered if Leyla
also sensed the tightly leashed impatience containgdihwine watching, silent figure.

Heat rose in Marietta’s face as the servant asddsgefeature by feature. She tried to
keep her gaze steady and not betray her fear. Shenehill as he walked around to
her back and paused.

At his gentle touch on her waist she almost flinchedld&ing her waist in both hands,
the servant began to squeeze. He gave a satisfied grunt.

‘You were corset-trained from a young age?’ he addressacktta directly for the first
time. She felt the vibration of his deep voice like eesa.

She nodded. His hands felt warm and strong on her lese fThe pressure of his hands
increased until his fingers met. At the instant beforeptlessure became unpleasant he
released her.

‘Excellent. Stand please.’

She did as he asked, confused by his polite, almost ioymrsianner. This was not as
she had expected. The servant knelt down, his deep-blue,idenbrbrobes pooling
around him. The sun struck glints from the gold clasp atét&. She felt his hand close
around one ankle. He lifted her foot and began to exammmmutely.

His voice soft and husky now, he spoke as if to himself.

‘Ah, yes. A lovely, high-arched foot. And slender too. Blece#. Small neat toes, each
one perfect. Nails like shells. Silky skin. What a ddligh

He examined the other foot, stroking softly between hes,teo that she shuddered
slightly. His forehead creased with intensity as Is¢ectthe sole of her foot in his palm.
He paused for a moment and she heard the in-rush ofdaithbRecovering swiftly he
traced a fingertip along the bluish veins that showed thrthabkoft skin at the side of
her foot. After a moment he rubbed at a rough spot on le¢r he

‘Well now, we must attend to that tiny imperfectidroace,” he said as if happy to find
something that needed attention.



When he had finished his examination he bent and pressépshio Marietta’s ankle
bone before setting her foot to the ground. She senseelinisance to relinquish his
hold on her. For a moment longer he stroked her dines, fingering the sensitive skin
behind her knees. It seemed that he held himself back dédlyeiram doing any more.

She was confused. This man did not act like a servanuadeltogether too self-assured,
even for a harem master. His manner was that ofugpttary — something not in keeping
with the position she had judged him to occupy. It was olsvibat he had derived an
almost sexual pleasure from handling her feet.

The man took a step back and Marietta composed herséffefantimate examination to
come. She closed her eyes, willing herself not totneen he ordered her to lie on her
back and spread herself. But it did not happen. He seenkadwowhat she expected.
He gave a short humourless laugh and motioned for hetaw. There was to be none of
the crude fingering, the rough handling of her breasts andse felt relief wash over
her.

The servant turned his attention to Leyla and wentutinaa similar ritual. Marietta
found the whole thing puzzling. What manner of man must-hised be to employ
such an oddity?

When the cursory examination was finished, the robes remlaced about the women’s
shoulders. Marietta was aware that the taller figwesring dark-brown robes, was still
studying her intently. She had felt his gaze on her sirceniment she alighted from the
barge. Under his close scrutiny she began to feel unctahbfe.

There was an air of menace about him. She could seasé it were visible, like smoke
rising from a fire. He had watched, in almost totalnsiks while the other man examined
them. Suddenly the thought struck her. Of course, this musabed, cloaked and
hooded to hide his disfigured features. No doubt the servdnhsiuctions not to make
too intimate an examination. Hamed would be reserving thightiéor himself. Marietta
felt her stomach clench with revulsion.

Hamed must be hideous indeed if he would not reveal his face

And she and Leyla now belonged to this monster. Leyladidder that Hamed was
Kasim’s sworn enemy. How better to wound one’s endrag by hurting the things he
loves best?

When the handsome, bare-headed servant turned and lgdythe the stronghold the
robed figure waited and fell in behind her and Leyla. Maietilked forward haltingly
towards the gate that led to their prison. Everywhegestwere armed guards. Sita
glanced at her once with mock pity.



The soft footfall of the robed figure behind them mightenbeen as loud as a skin drum,
the way it echoed inside her head. Her knees were shakingich that she could hardly
walk.

Kasim knew that something was wrong the moment heseirfside his house. He was
not unduly alarmed, at first, by the fact that Mehmes waiting to speak to him.

Whatever the matter was he would see to it at onea, lth would be free to visit
Marietta. All the days of the journey he had thoughtesf lmagining the delightful
things they would do together. There was Leyla, his Turfiasburite, and Claudine also,
but none of the women delighted his spirit the waypdle Frenchwoman did.

‘What is it?’ Kasim asked the servant equably, impatieritave the conversation over
and done with. ‘Has there been a dispute amongstdahiesst’

Mehmet bowed his head and Kasim noticed for the first timat the man was white to
the gills. His hands clasped together at chest leved wembling slightly.

‘Tell me,” Kasim said, his strong featured, angular falegt now and focused wholly on
the servant.

‘Oh, Master. | fear | am the bearer of ill newscéme...in your absence...’

‘What crime? Come now Hamed. I'm not a man who’d sheeybearer of bad tidings.
Tell me plainly.’

‘It is Marietta and Leyla. They have been stolen, atetliovhile in the souk. The guards
were overpowered.’

Kasim was too stunned to speak. For a moment he could net Mb& coldness that
gripped his heart felt perilously close to fear.

‘When was this?’ he heard himself say.

‘One day hence, Master. A search was mounted at bat#)ey have not been found.
Our guards are searching still.’

Kasim nodded shortly. ‘I will bathe quickly and changeaiothes, then join the search.
Are you certain there is no news? Sita is alwaysotingin. | would expect her to find
some trace, some clue to whoever abducted the women.’

Mehmet blanched. ‘Forgive me Master. | omitted to tell flwat Sita has gone also.’

‘What? She was captured too?’ Kasim said softly in disbel



‘Ah, no. A witness at the souk saw someone of Sda&cription riding off. She was not
under restraint. And a figure wrapped in a blanket was slormgsthe front of her
horse.’

Kasim raked his fingers through his shoulder-length black Aaiicy calm settled over
him as he realised the true enormity of what had happened.foment more he was
rooted to the spot. His mind worked quickly.

Sita gone. That meant bribery. There were not magy im Algiers who could offer Sita
the incentive she would demand to change camps. His es@vare many, but few
would have the audacity to attack him so openly.

This crime was designed to humiliate him. That narrowedighd further. In fact it
narrowed it to one.

Hamed. His old maritime adversary. Cultured, intelligémd the one man in all the
World who carried his personal grudge against Kasim markesléron his flesh.

Kasim strode into the courtyard of his house. He wgspsatg off his travel-stained
clothes as he walked. Mehmet running behind him, gathered thefasim barked out
orders for food to be brought to him, arms to be gathened the slaves and guards ran
to obey. One look at his set face, at the muscle wgrki his left cheek, and their eyes
fell.

Kasim’s black eyes blazed in unfocused rage. Someone 1§ gopay dearly for this, he
thought, his blood pounding in his ears. He was awareeafdhy, even as he formulated
the thought.

For behind his stony fac,ade, there was an emptiness, griefwHe refused to think of
what might be happening to the two women. They miglida®l already. No. Surely
Hamed would not harm them. Not even to wound his old enemy

But he could not be certain of anything. Hamed was nobliker men. His desires were
reputed to be even more refined, more esoteric, thaawms And Kasim well knew the
basis for the rumours.

May the One keep you safe, Marietta, Leyla too, he prayed.

It seemed that he was paying already, just as Hamecavhamh to.

Chapter Two

T he courtyard of Hamed'’s stronghold was thronged by peopmlenimals. Lean-to
shacks and animal pens butted up against the outer wallar8deesembled a souk
more than a palace. There were smells of goats ahdgogieens. Chickens scratched in
the dust, setting up a fluttering and squawking as they avdweobth of the guards.



The building was a once splendid Moorish castle. Muahladd fallen into disuse, but a
large tower and a jumble of smaller buildings showedss@f habitation. A ragged flag
sporting the skull and crossbones fluttered from the tower

The two women were hurried through the noisy bustletakeh through an archway in
the tower, which was gated with huge doors of studded ebwsigle the main building
the noise of bustling humanity died away to a low buzz.

There was no time for Marietta and Leyla to look aroondbsorb their surroundings.
All at once the stone passageway opened into a sthwvieh curved around the inner
wall of the tower. As they climbed, Marietta caught giges through the arrow-slit
windows of the courtyard and canal area. Many smallrsids and entrances to other
passageways led off the stairwell. The place seemesl donarren.

After climbing upwards for some time, Marietta and Leykxre ushered into a large
furnished room. They were taken to a low divan, made togin, then their wrists and
ankles were secured with silk ropes.

‘Wait here,’ a slave ordered.

It was quiet and cool inside the room. There was thdl singitrus wood from a smoking
brazier. The guards, the handsome servant, and tt@taled figure melted away. They
were alone. For a while neither of them spoke.

Marietta looked around fearfully, inspecting their prisonthe first time. Painted plaster
hung in flakes from the walls, and here and there wiere missing from a colourful,
waist-high frieze. Embroidered tapestries covered twb@fvalls, many of them dusty
and tattered. Paintings hung on the far wall abovatfopin covered with silken
cushions. The paintings were rich and dark, glowing with e colours. They looked
Spanish and Dutch in origin, the frames being of richtyed and gilded wood.

Everywhere she looked Marietta gained an impression lofie&s and luxury, touched
with decay and disrepair. Did Hamed not notice thatthisghold was falling to bits
around him? She decided that he must be either uncaringr@nsely confident enough
not to notice.

She caught a glimpse of a French cabinet and felt an urieggeeng. There had been
one just like it in her father’'s house on Martinique.

Leyla too had been lost in contemplation. ‘Who is Haditiet he lives like this?’ she
said.

‘From the flag flying outside, | would say he obtained ukes from the piracy you
mentioned.’



Leyla nodded. ‘He must be powerful. Did you see the graabeu of guards and all
those people who live inside the courtyard? This plaagasvn within a castle.’

Marietta tried not to think that they might never @gc&om their new master; that
enigmatic, brown-robed figure, so ominously silent ana8iay.

‘Kasim will have discovered our abduction by now. Howgsawerful Hamed is, Kasim
will rescue us.’

She spoke with confidence. If she allowed herself to ththkerwise, her fear would rise
up and choke her.

Leyla’s indrawn breath alerted Marietta to the faett gtomeone had walked into the
room. She looked around and found herself staring at otfee ehost beautiful women
she had ever seen. The woman had bright-red hair, dreggeinto coils and ringlets
laced with strings of pearls. Her face was heart-shapd piquant as a cat. Her large
eyes, rimmed with kohl, were a clear green.

She was dressed in startling costume, consisting afsatcso tightly laced that her waist
was but a handspan in width. The top of the corset stggband pushed up her bare
breasts, causing them to jut out in a most provocatasener. Her nipples were rouged a
deep red. Under a frilled, transparent skirt, reachingidiethigh, she was naked. Her feet
were encased in ornate, high-heeled slippers which fastened to her ankles and part-
way up her calves with criss-crossed, silken ribbons.

Marietta stared at this vision as she walked over torebtayla and stopped in front of
them. Marietta attempted a tremulous smile, which theavodid not return.

‘So, you are the prized favourites of Kasim Dey,’ shid soldly, in perfect French. ‘I am
Roxelana, chief of Hamed’'s women. You will do obeisancee.’

She stood looking down at them both, a haughty expreesidwer face. Marietta felt the
instant dislike flare between her and Roxelana. Sh&ktened her back and stared
boldly at the exquisite, flame-haired beauty.

‘I am Marietta de Nerval. An aristocrat by birth,” skead proudly. ‘And | bow to no one,
save Kasim who is my acknowledged master.’

She flashed a glance sideways at Leyla who wadbaidling at the audacity of this
Roxelana. Leyla’s dark eyes were angry but wary.

‘I am Leyla,” she said. ‘Marietta speaks for me too.’
Roxelana laughed, a tinkling, infectious sound.

‘How spirited!” she grinned. ‘But you have no choice, yitle fools!



In one swift motion she seized both Marietta and &.doyl their long hair and flung them
to the floor. Taken by surprise and hampered by her bond®bkesd, Marietta sprawled
headlong. Roxelana moved over to where Marietta waggitng to get to her knees.

‘Better,” she said softly. ‘But you must learn whaisito obey me. | have much influence
over Hamed. If you wish to have an easy time here, yauwldvdo well to remember that.
Watch and learn, Leyla.’

Ignoring Leyla, who had managed to get into a sitting posiaxelana pushed Marietta
back down with the pointed toe of her shoe. She strdddéerecumbent Marietta by
placing one foot either side of her head. Marietta straggleé she was pinned by the
weight on her outspread hair.

‘You wretch!” Marietta cried, trying to twist free.
‘Let me up! Just set me free and you’ll see who is essthere!’

Her lips whitened with fury but she could do nothing but ggzéetween Roxelana’s
parted thighs, where she could see the slightly parted, mavsred with a light frosting
of curling red hair. Roxelana spread her thighs wideoydifig Marietta an intimate view
of her moist, red-brown folds. She seemed to take s \pleasure in displaying
herself.

‘Like looking, do you?’ she jeered. ‘Look well. This flegwel is the seat of power. The
means by which a woman can gain control over a manofBidgurse you know that. You
have been well trained for pleasure, have you not?’

She thrust her hips back and forth in a grossly lewd nianeig her fingers to splay
apart her flesh-lips. Marietta saw that Roxelanatgat flesh looked swollen. The inner
lips hung down a little, like the petals of an exotmafer. Roxelana’s fingers grew wet.
She was quite plainly becoming aroused by assuming agrositpower over Marietta.

One fingertip stroked the little flesh-hood in a ciaezumotion, until the erect bud slipped
from its protection and appeared like a shiny pink bead. Boaghoaned and threw
back her head to expose her white throat. Her baretbrteambled, the rouged nipples
hardening to pointed cones. She pushed her stomach formciMaaietta could not help
but notice the rich swell of her hips, exaggerated byigkt-lacing.

‘Look at me, am | not beautiful,” Roxelana said silgntith every gesture, every sigh, as
she continued to stroke and manipulate her sex. Marietteed/#o close her eyes, but
she found that she could not look away from Roxelangenly displayed vulva.

The sight was powerfully erotic to a woman who haeinbgained to be acutely aware of
her own and other’s sensuality. And Roxelana knew it.



‘Do you not relish this position Marietta?’ she murmuréde you truly submissive |
wonder? And will you be my slave as well as Hamed’'sukhbrequest that you pleasure
me?’

‘You'll have to beg first!’ Marietta retorted.

Confused thoughts raced through her mind. She fought her nagacibn to such
wantonness. Roxelana’s sexual heat acted on hemigplarodisiac. But Roxelana must
not see how affected she was, how her own mound bamethrobbed in response.

Oh, she hated being made subject to this woman. Thetebmssme way to stop this.
Roxelana shifted position and Marietta winced at the alver head where the roots of
her hair pulled tight against her scalp. She strainedhstgdie bonds at her wrists, itching
to get her hands free to slap the woman'’s triumpta. But there was nothing she
could do. The silken ropes were deceptively strong.

Very soon Roxelana gave a shuddering sigh. Her head droppesttd and Marietta was
enfolded by the perfume of her hair; sandalwood and r&eslana paused for a
moment to run her tongue over her small sensual mdweh,removed her hands from
her pubis. She made an odd little sound of satisfaction.

Marietta felt it in her belly, as if a fiery dartdhéodged there. It is over, she thought with
relief. Her humiliation was at an end. Roxelana wiawdver know how enticing she had
found the experience.

Leyla made a sound of shocked disgust at Roxelana’s wdigplay. ‘Now are you
satisfied? Let Marietta up. You have proved your power tver.’

Marietta gathered herself for the moment when Rogeleould stand free of her hair.
Bound or not, she would fly at her and reach for heratie her long nails. Then she
gave a sound of outrage as she felt the first warm dnopgioface. Shock made her
speechless, but Leyla spoke out on her behalf.

‘Oh no! How dare you. This is insufferable,” Leyla cri&the looked on with horror as
Roxelana squatted down, opening her knees wide and lettifiglithesh of her urine
spatter Marietta’s face.

Marietta closed her eyes, but she was intensely agfdhe full musky scent of
Roxelana’s sex, only inches from her face. The uringltsstrongly female and the drops
on her lips were salty and slightly bitter. After wisaemed an age, the flow lessened,
then stopped.

Roxelana bent down and wiped Marietta’'s face cleanfofdaf Marietta’s dark robes.
Then she stood up and stared down at her.

‘Open your eyes,’ she ordered.



Reluctantly Marietta did so. She was burning with reneaveger and humiliation. Her
hair was soaked. Urine had splashed onto her robesa8hthat trickles of pale yellow
liquid snaked down Roxelana’s inner thighs. Amber dropletkigabon the curling read
hair of her sex.

‘So, have you learnt your lesson?’ Roxelana said syweétt must | force you to cleanse
me thoroughly with your tongue?’

Knowing that Roxelana was fully capable of carrying thig new threat, Marietta
nodded reluctantly.

‘I would hear you say it.’

Marietta swallowed hard. ‘I honour you and give you #spect you deserve,’ she said
through her tight throat. Inwardly she was fuming, wmvas not the time to give way
to her fury.

‘Ah, good. Now we understand each other fully, do we nerdé&ber this lesson. It will
be the first of many. | must go now, Hamed may have oéene. | will send someone to
attend to you before you are allowed to eat. You lookgdikepers in those ragged
clothes. And you both need a bath, especially you Maliet

Again came the infectious tinkling laugh. And on that nbesvept from the room.

‘Oh the vixen!” Leyla cried. ‘I swear we’ll have our rexge. Are you hurt?’

Marietta struggled to a sitting position. ‘Just my pridgée said with a wry smile. ‘It
seems that | have made an enemy.’

Leyla made a sound of disgust. ‘It's clear that tha&t loas had things her own way for
too long. That's about to change. | swear it

Marietta looked at Leyla in surprise. For as long &shstd known her, Leyla had been
gentle and sweet natured. Now her face was flushecdawgér.

‘Take care, dearest friend,” she said. ‘Roxelana seapasble of anything.’

There was no time for any more talk as, just thens#ime brown-robed figure who had
met them from the barge entered the room. He wasnetidoy a number of female
slaves. Marietta tensed as the figure gave an ordereid Wwas taken from the room.

‘Where are you taking her?’ Marietta said. ‘Wait! Olggse! Can we not stay together?’

Leyla flashed Marietta a frightened look over her shauloefore she disappeared
through a decorated archway.



Marietta struggled as two slaves led her towards a side blgit was no use. She was
conscious that the robed figure was following her. Adigng the order to separate the
women, he remained silent. His malevolent presence @¢dgsdo come out in a cold
sweat.

A short way along a corridor they entered a small dd&nrhick Persian carpets
covered the floors, some of them threadbare in plddesinterior of the room was dim.
A chandelier of Italian glass hung at the centrdnefroom. The light from many candles
cast rainbow patterns from the cut glass droplets.

Marietta’s bonds were loosened and her robe taken fesrehoulders. The scraps of
ruined silk were removed next, until she stood nakedhetbonly in her hair which hung
in rich curling waves to her hips. She hunched overpitigsher hands to shield her
body, waiting to see what was required of her. Onéef&taves lifted a strand of wet hair
with distaste.

‘Roxelana’s work, no doubt,” the robed figure said withsurprise. The voice was cold,
but she detected a slight tremor as if the man wHgigrip of some strong emotion.

She knew that the man was studying her intently from witne shadows of his hooded
robe. His anonymity was calculated to put her at addaatage. She was angry that her
response was so obvious. Hamed must be fully awaréehatrified her. Gathering her
courage she stood up straight and forced her hands down salbs. Her body was
beautiful, she had no need to be ashamed of being nakduniietok.

‘Bathe her, dress her as | have instructed, and brintphray private apartments,’ he said
shortly. Marietta heard the grudging admiration in hizeoi

The robed figure left the room. Marietta was led to a siden, where the walls were
covered with green tiles. A wooden cabinet held bottlesl@nd perfume. Set into a
wooden platform was a sunken marble pool with steamgyisom it. She climbed into
the pool. The hot perfumed water felt wonderful againsskm. For a few moments she
forgot everything in the luxury of feeling clean again. 8heked her head under the
water, cleansing away all traces of Roxelana and stedanants of the guards’
treatment of her.

The female slaves washed her thoroughly, scrubbing hendkirpads of vegetable fibre
to soften it. She was aware of their curiosity inwag they handled her. It was the same
as it had been when she first entered Kasim’s harémslaves there had admired her
fairness, her pale skin, the slenderness of her wadsthe unusually pale, silky hair of
her mound.

She tried to speak to the slave women, asking thent &@oned, but they shook their
heads, only giggling behind their hands and rolling theaset each other. Either they
were stupid or they had orders not to give her any informa&ioan she gave up trying



to speak to them. Her hair was lathered and rinsed, thahed out and perfumed. She
remained silent while they massaged and perfumed her skin.

Clothes had been placed ready for her use. The wat$itsimilar to the one Roxelana had
worn. Hamed seemed to favour a sort of uniform dressigovomen. A corset made of
velvet and trimmed with silk ribbons, was fitted aroundwaist. One of the slaves
fastened the front busk, then the other tightened thelaeitigs, pulling the laces at the
waist more tightly than over the hips.

The lined fabric against her skin and the tight-lacingedeer the strangest feeling. It was
as if her two worlds suddenly collided. In Martinique shd heen corset-trained since
the age of twelve. It had been part of her everydaytdifwear a garment that reduced her
waist. In Kasim’s harem she had been allowed a cefrs#aom of dress. The clothes
were loose and flowing, except for the high slave-calfad the fine chains he had loved
her to wear. An extraordinary sense of déjavu awokeimwiter at the familiar feeling of
constrainment around her waist.

How oddly satisfying it was to feel the top of the @brgushing against the underswell of
her breasts. Her back seemed straighter, her postogether better. She breathed in
deeply, loving the feel of the air filling her lungs amee#ing her breasts, so that they
bulged upwards in a most becoming manner.

It was as if something almost forgotten awoke within Kier. personality, which had
been changed and modified by the months spent insidetiees of the harem, seemed
to stretch and reassert itself.

‘Lace her more tightly at the waist,” one of thav@s said, smiling at Marietta’s obvious
pleasure in her appearance. ‘She can stand it. | coulwsakpan her waist with my
hands when she was naked.’

Marietta let them dress her in the rest of the eost{lknowing that it would do no good
to protest. But secretly, she revelled in the sightofdody, which was clothed almost in
the under-garments of her homeland. The strangeness faicthamused her. She
wondered how Leyla would take to this costume.

When they had finished tying the frilled, transparentt skbund her waist and were
bending down to push her feet into a pair of high-heeled ldéscklippers, Marietta
glanced at her reflection in a green tinged lookingsglas

She was amazed and pleased by what she saw. Her @arstd smaller even than
Roxelana’s; a fact which gave her a perverse pleasbesswell of her hips flowed
richly outwards, emphasised by the constriction above.tfiébottom of the corset
dipped down to a rounded point, flattening her stomach and dyaittention to the ‘V’
shape between her thighs. At the back the corset hem aypyéshving her rounded
bottom and thighs exposed.



The top of the corset was moulded to support her breadt® drce them up high. A

frill of black lace covered the bottom of her brealsaying most of their fullness and the
nipples on view. Marietta assumed that her costume @raplete, but she was mistaken.
After rubbing a rose-pink rouge into her nipples, a slavstéaiand teased them until
they were erect. Then she secured a gold clamp to 8egje pearl droplets dangled
from the clamps.

Marietta suppressed a gasp. She had never worn jewelldng &dnd. The pinching of
the clamps was not uncomfortable enough to hurt, but ¢aelgtressure caused her
nipples to throb and burn in a most disquieting mannerlifé her hands to cup her
breasts, so openly displayed and wanton-looking. The gesplets glowed dully, a
perfect contrast against the pinkish-brown colour ofniygples. Her lips parted in a
secret smile. If only Kasim could see her. She knewhbavould be unable to resist her.

‘You like what you see?’ the slaves smiled. ‘Hamed lallpleased. Indeed you are
beautiful. Roxelana had best look to her merits!’

At the mention of Hamed, Marietta felt a chill. Whaasashe thinking of, admiring her
reflection when he waited for her in his private aparita — hooded and silent, an
unknown quantity. She averted her eyes, her pleasiner iappearance quite lost.

The silk ribbons that secured the backless slippers wenadwpwards around her
calves. Then the slaves stood back to admire thek.v@me of them ran her hands up
the curved bones of the corset, looking longingly atowen broad waist and thick hips.

‘One thing more. Spread your legs.’

Wonderingly, Marietta did as she was told. The slave twid of her lightly furred sex-
lips and attached a small gold clamp to each one. Tinydalohs, ending in a pearl
droplet dangled partway down her thighs. Again they were edigot to pinch too
much, but Marietta was acutely aware of their unfamieaight and the way they drew
attention to the triangle between her thighs. Shelfe tickle of the warm chains as she
placed her legs back together. A final glance in theomshowed her that the chains
with the gently swaying pearl droplets were clearly visibfeugh the short frilled skirt.

Hamed placed his eyes close to the gaps in the wallhvebicesponded with the eyes in
a painting in the chamber next door. He reclined on hisath on a divan, placed so
that the watcher could relax while spying on the occuparttse other room.

Ah, the Frenchwoman was indeed a treasure. How Kasimhateslosing her. The
thought gave him immense satisfaction.

Hamed had watched every detail of the bathing, oiling, arsbithge of Marietta. It was
all the more enjoyable as the Frenchwoman had no idéahk was being observed. Her



guestions to the slave women had made him smile. Sayaheurious about him, was
she? He would soon set her mind at rest.

Marietta had a quality that drew him strongly. Her selityuaas touched with
innocence. Something rare in a woman who had lived foym@nths in a harem. Her
pleasure in the beautiful garments he had provided foudeewas, he felt sure, natural
and unforced. She might be withdrawn and afraid when ktenmet her face to face, but
from the secret room he had glimpsed her true personality.

It was truly touching. Marietta was as fresh as thst fliower of spring, especially
compared with the somewhat jaded delights of Roxelaaméd smiled. And the
habitual hard lines around his mouth softened a fraction.

Lying his cheek on his bent forearms, he relaxed while Rogesponged away the sweat
he had accumulated during a bout of sword practice. Hedigith pleasure as Roxelana
dried him, then dug her fingers into his neck and shouldessagang away the pressure
marks left by his armour.

In a while he’d have her cream him well, then pleasurewith one of the exquisite toys
in the way he loved. Truly the sight of the Frenchwarhad heated his blood.

He ached to take full advantage of Marietta’s many chailihe old bitterness rose

within him, but he pushed it down resolutely. He managetemelugh. He had long
since resigned himself to his physical limitations. Theeee many compensations, many
spiked pleasures, for a man with imagination. Wherethwsense in crying for the

moon when he had the velvet night and all the starshésaday that way.

Besides, at this precise moment, the taste of trimvgshsweet indeed. He knew that
Kasim must be suffering. How could any man not mourndsg ¢f such a jewel? And he
had not only Marietta under his dominion, but Leyla tobe-dultry Turkish beauty.
Leyla’s capture had not been part of Hamed’s plan, butdsedelighted that Sita had
abducted her too. Sita would expect extra payment, of gduwsbe was as rich as the
Croesus of legend. Inanimate objects meant little to kiamietta and Leyla were worth
any price.

Kasim would learn that soon enough. No doubt he was emgrengaged in a search for
his women. It would not be long before he approached tbegitold with a proposition.
Let him. Kasim did not know it yet, but his torment hadygat begun.

Hamed’s mouth curled in a smile as Roxelana made alszfumpatience. He waited.
She was silent for a while, then she thrust back ladbevild red hair that fell onto her
forehead and gave a grunt of irritation. Her curiosity alagously getting the better of
her.

‘You may look,” Hamed said, raising his head and positioning élinhs once again spy
on the Frenchwoman.



Roxelana stopped her ministrations and approached theBgalilling forward she peered
through another set of spy-holes. Her small sensual ntigitiened as she watched the
Frenchwoman being laced tightly into the corset. Rowetaid nothing. She was
absorbed totally by the scene in the other room.

Marietta was now being fitted with nipple and labial glsmHamed licked his lips and
made a hoarse sound in the back of his throat. For jusin@ent, Roxelana drew back
from the spy-holes. Her face looked sharp and cruel.

Hamed could not resist teasing her. ‘A tiny waist sh& Bh?’ he said. ‘And those pale
limbs, that hair. What a feast for any man. Or woman.’

Roxelana turned a furious face to him. She tossed her upsseepirrls, so that the ropes
of pearls were in danger of being shaken loose. ‘Shet iambeautiful as | am,” she said,
challenging him to agree with her.

Hamed was deliberately silent. Roxelana’s green eyeswad.

‘You are enamoured of this woman,’ she said, careful tp kee voice light. ‘| can see it
in your face, Master. Only command me and | will arraagentertainment for you. The
Frenchwoman will do my bidding, be assured of it.’

‘Resume your attentions to my person,” Hamed said evéynot presume to
anticipate my wishes.’

Roxelana seemed about to speak, but obviously thought beiteEhe took up her place
and began massaging, her fingers digging cruelly into Harbeo& scarred shoulders.

‘Gently now, my sweet,” Hamed said with an edge to hise: ‘Do not forget your
place. It is not as secure as you seem to think it.’

Roxelana leant forward to kiss the nape of his neckuroardon, Master. The
Frenchwoman brings out the basest feelings in me.’

‘Then direct your ire into the task at hand,” Hameld s&ecting Roxelana’s fingers
downwards.

‘Your pleasure is my pleasure, Master,” Roxelana sambsinty.

Hamed felt the first cold touch of the perfumed creamsh@ssmeared it onto the crease of
his buttocks. Her fingers kneaded his flesh, working thencreall into the inner

surfaces of his crevice. As the cream warmed and liqusfiedlipped two fingers into
Hamed'’s anus. Sliding them in and out, she exertedtiequiessure on the sensitive
place inside his body which caused Hamed to shiver witispte. Bending forward she
placed a line of kisses up his backbone, her pointed tomgkéng out to tease his tautly
muscled back.



‘Now the toy,” Hamed groaned.

Roxelana warmed the ivory head of the phallus betweepais. Applying a generous
amount of cream to the bulbous end, she placed it aghepuckered mouth of his anus,
and pushed slowly. Hamed let out a deep sigh.

In the other room, Marietta twisted and turned in frafrthe looking-glass, admiring her
costume. Hamed'’s eyes flickered to the short, tranapakat that revealed more than it
concealed. The lightly shadowed mound of her pubis waseagpél triangle. He could
see the gold chains, with their pearl droplets, brushing gag#inst her white thighs as
she moved.

One day, he thought with measured anticipation, he woutthdghose thighs and taste
that neat little sex. And the Frenchwoman would mexash sigh against his mouth just as
she had for Kasim. Hamed was learned in the ways to plé@gure to a woman. It was
his delight to watch as they melted and begged for him taate to them, to do

anything he wanted. And he would. Oh, soon, he would.

Then all his thoughts became concentrated on the gamsttat flooded his body. And
there was nothing in the World but Roxelana’s cleiregefrs. Hamed’s whole body
tensed as he strained towards the fragmented pleasuré, wdsall that Kasim had left
to him.

Marietta was led into the main room and told to walite Flaves left her reclining on a
low divan. After reminding her of all the guards that wamresent within the stronghold,
lest she should be considering escape, they went thgir w

When no one came into the room immediately Marietkaxed. She was hungry. She and
Leyla had not eaten since before they went shoppirfieisduk. It was almost a full day
since their capture. She wondered what Leyla was doing.sh&being bathed and
dressed? Or was the dreadful Roxelana now tormentinigidwed?

The tall hooded figure appeared silently in the room.

Marietta jumped with shock. She had heard no sign afnt@s entrance. She gazed up
fearfully as he approached. The man’s gait was smoothtadied, almost insolent and
graceful in its way. Drawing close, the figure raisedh@nds and drew back the hood. He
unclasped his outer robe and let it fall to the carpet.

Marietta held her breath, not daring to look away. Aleatask, such as she and Leyla
had worn outside the harem, covered the whole of thesnface. Sun-streaked blond
hair tumbled around the mask. He wore a black silk tunic, aptre neck, over baggy
leather trousers which were tucked into high leather boots



She saw his strong neck and wide shoulders. His chedirovad, well muscled and
tapering to a slim hard waist. The hips, encased by blatheleavere also slim. His
thighs looked solid and powerful. Whatever Hamed’s fackdddike, there was nothing
wrong with his physique. He was superb. Against her willflshad herself responding
to the predatory maleness of him.

Marietta realised that she was staring openly, searcbimgjgns of deformity or injury.
Such a commanding man had no need for subterfuge. Unlefssdiwas hideously ugly.

The man drew near, stood looking down at her. No word haggdetween them. She
did not know what her reaction ought to be. Her moudh 80 dry that she doubted she
could speak. Fear of the unknown kept her rooted as he dtmeWlgd her up and down.
The glitter of his eyes was apparent behind the maskc@he not see what colour they
were.

Reaching out a hand he caressed one of her breasts,aldngf her nipple-clamp and
pulling it gently. A sliver of sensation jolted right tlugh her. At her indrawn breath, she
thought he smiled. He let go of the pearl. She fdtush against the swell of her breast.
The droplet was warm from the touch of his fingers.

The masked man spoke then, and the contempt in his vag@aipable. ‘Is this the way
you greet your Master? Have you not been taught to assymsition of submission?’

Marietta slid off the divan hurriedly. Sinking to her kegghe clasped her hands in the
small of her back and straightened her shouldersngifter chin high, she stared straight
ahead. This was the classic pose which Kasim had insittké harem women adopt at
any time he ordered it. She had been trained to obeyhitmeoinstant.

‘Part your thighs,” the masked man ordered.
Trembling, Marietta did so.
‘Wider. Display yourself for me.’

Marietta opened her thighs as wide as possible. Shéédips of her sex part and the
unfamiliar weight as the little clamps, with their stsand pearl drops, swayed from side
to side at the movement.

The masked man bent towards her; touching her lightly oshwulders he traced a
fingertip over the creamy skin. He cupped her breasts, iplyegain at the nipple-
clamps, until she had a strong urge to draw back from achtdder nipples felt hot and
sensitive, almost to the point of discomfort. He reakcimside the top of the corset and
lifted her breasts free from the rim of black laceey jutted out almost obscenely, the
nipples taut and glowing. Gently he slapped her breastsestiifg for firmness. He
weighed the flesh in his hands and bent to draw in themperthat rose in a sweet cloud
from her cleavage.



Then his hands roved down over the corset, followingtimeed lines of the bones. He
ran an admiring fingertip up the front busk, plucking at thekis that fastened the
garment. Moving around her he stood gazing at her back view.

He took time to admire the way her buttocks flared iy into a perfect heart shape.
Her thighs, compressed by the weight of her upper body, fwikend round. A light
touch played over the laces. She felt the warmth diifgers on the flesh of her back
where the laces bisected it into diamond shapes.

Then came his touch on the open valley between herckstts he tickled the tight little
anus. One fingertip rubbed at the creased little mouttlinicit and nudging a little way
inside it. Marietta waited for him to insert his fingelyuShe tensed against the
expected invasion, but it did not come. Instead he reaatacén her legs and cupped
the whole of her warm mound in his open palm.

His wrist rubbed against the whole of the area betweeregs as he reached further
upwards. The moistly parted folds of her sex and the shedioalley between her
buttocks was pressed closely to his wrist and lower arm.

Marietta steeled herself to relax as he began toagadse pouting plum of her sex. He
pinched the folds closed, exerting a referred pressuheopleasure-bud. Now and then
he tugged on the little chains, rolling the pearls betweefingers. The clamps pulled on
her swelling flesh, giving her a subtle pleasure. Des$@itdear of him, Marietta felt
herself becoming moist.

The masked man stopped touching her sex and began feelimgxtire of her pubic
hair, twisting it into curls and tugging gently at it. Wallx around to her front, he lifted
the frilled skirt and gazed at her parted thighs and tee lvad that nestled within its
fleece of silver-blonde hair.

All these things he did slowly, as if with wonder, andomplete silence. His
concentration and tension transmitted itself to Mtaidde seemed to be familiarising
himself with her body. There was a strange dense in§irt@his touch. It was not the
measured examination of the victor over the vanquish&eadtsomething far more
complex.

Despite his control, his calm deliberation, she was gengscious that, after a time, his
breath began to come faster. No longer did she feelassehse of his coldness.
Whatever he thought about her, he was becoming strorglged.

The strain of remaining rigidly in the submissive postcaiused her thighs to tremble
slightly. She wanted desperately for him to say sometFkimglly, she could stand it no
longer. The silence was utterly unnerving. She knew tleatisked punishment, but she
had to speak.

‘Master. | beg you -’



‘Silence!” he ordered. “You were not given permissiospeak. Get onto the divan and
lie on your back. Quickly now! Or you'll be sorry.’

She hurried to do as he said. The silk cushions weragaifist her skin as she lay back
amongst them.

‘Raise your thighs up to your chest. Place your hands oncgves and open your body
completely to me.’

Heat rushed into Marietta’s face as she did as he aleedlas once again remote and
menacing. It was dreadful to have to obey him. Her thigbctes ached as she drew her
legs in tightly. Her hips were raised up to him andtigiet half-closed plum of her sex,
presented for his view. The two gold chains trailed aches outer sex-lips, tickling the
already sensitive skin. She hoped he could not seelthatas wet. But he noticed at
once that the line dividing her intimate folds was mdig gave a growl of satisfaction.

She looked fixedly over his shoulder, not meeting his ayée removed the labial
clamps and laid them aside. For a moment he massagprtetseire points where they
had pinched, using just the tips of his fingers. Then he rdamliteand exerted pressure
so that her outer sex-lips peeled apart like a ripe figthe moist, deep-pink flesh within
was revealed.

Marietta moaned with distress as he plucked at thatsanfolds, and rubbed her flesh-
hood back and forth. Soon her bud began to throb sweéetlghe opened her thighs
wider on his command, the reddened morsel stood proud sfith@unding flesh.

He laughed with open delight. She was struck again byathéidrity of the sound, but
she was too aroused and anguished to think straight. Hisvoeds sent a deep shiver
through her body.

‘How shameful and wanton your sex is. It's hungry flerasure. So beautifully swollen
and eager for any caress. | can smell the heat risamg you. But it's not your pleasure |
crave. It's my own.’

He moved away from her for a moment and loosened hisStepping off the tunic, he
discarded it. The full, leather trousers fell in foldsund his boots. His upper body was
magnificent. The skin was a uniform light gold in colatne tight male nipples like
copper coins. She looked down at his strongly erect,ceeking up from a nest of crisp,
dark-blond hair. The cock-head was moist and glistening,yahioty fully from the cock-
skin. The balls in their hairy sac were round and.firm

Marietta’s eyes widened as the masked man fell to hiskbetween her drawn-up
thighs. She felt the warmth of his body as he leané¢d her. He smelt of lemon-grass
cologne mixed with the musk of male arousal.



He placed his palms on her inner thighs, stretching thelm apart, digging his fingers
into the petal-soft skin. She moaned as the head ofvbiles shaft nudged against her
hungry womanhood. He pressed in a little way, so thainher lips opened around the
bulbous end. He worked himself in her juices until he th@roughly wet, then with a
sigh of pleasure he pushed fully into her.

His eyes glittered through the slits in the leatheskras he thrust strongly. His warm
cinnamon-scented breath was hot on her face. Shélledsip completely by the
hardness of him. The cock-head rammed into her, sgpfarside that she felt it against
the neck of her womb. He looked into her face thelgvtimme he was working himself in
and out, his hips jerking back and forth.

Marietta moved under him, lifting her hips to meet hisists. She could not hold back
her sighs of pleasure. It had been weeks since a ndataken her like this. The
sensation of his member slipping wetly into her was wdatéder own slick flesh clung
to the cock-stem as it moved, as if reluctant to relgéase

The warm pleasure spread into her belly. She couldhéedielf building to a peak. Oh,
she was near, so near...

The masked man convulsed and thrust a final time, theollzsed onto her.
Frustration made her reckless. She did not care tieatngyht be punished for wilfulness.
Reaching between their bodies she rubbed her bud untitebghb herself rapidly to the
pinnacle. The sweet waves consumed her. Her vagina @rsedd his still-hard cock.
She screwed her eyes shut as the pleasure gradually begde.tA sexual flush stained
her cheeks.

The masked man seemed locked in a world of his own. Shustdensacked his
powerful body. For one insane moment she thought hewsaping. Instinctively, she
put her arms around him and drew him close. The momenpewgsantly tender. What
was it about this man that stirred her so strangely® r@wment she was terrified of him,
the next she was moved to comfort him.

She heard him whisper something in a low voice and realighch shock that he had
called her name.

‘Marietta, My sweet. Oh, God...’

The way he said it, with sadness and longing, seemezhth into a secret compartment
of her heart. And that voice. It was achingly famili@he had thought there was
something about him from the beginning. Now she knew why Whs no ex-pirate
named Hamed.

But surely it could not be...In an instant her suspicie@same a certainty. She forgot
how menacing this man had seemed. Pushing herself up otboneshe reached out
and tore the mask from the man’s face.



‘By all the Saints! Gabriel!” she croaked and reachedarmhms to draw his head close
for a kiss.

Gabriel jerked his head back like a whiplash. His beauafté was convulsed by rage.
Tears streaked his cheeks. He threw himself from thendand began struggling into his
clothes. She watched with amazement as he turned hki®hder.

It was impossible, but he was here. She had never thtmghe him again. But he was
changed. So bitter. She did not know him.

‘Gabriel. What has happened to you...?" she began, tentatively

‘Be silent!” he spat. ‘Don’t pretend you are innocdrknow what a schemer you are.
Now you're going to pay for your betrayal. | persuaded Hatodating you here. And
now, I'll have my revenge.’

‘I don’t understand. How came you to be here?

He gave a harsh laugh. ‘All in good time. | intend yolrnow everything. | have
suffered, Marietta, but now | am to be rewarded. Hamsdyhe&n you to me — we are
both his slaves of course. But | may do with you whailll’

Though she was shaking inside, she made herself smile.

‘Then | am safe. | know that you will never hurt meek when you try to be cold — as
just now — you draw pleasure from me like honey from tmelcdid you not feel my

tenderness for you?’

Gabriel looked up. For a moment his stormy grey eyes atst Bhe felt him soften. His
face assumed an expression of confusion.

‘Can it be so?’ he said gently, almost to himself.
She reached out her arms to him.
‘Embrace me, Gabriel. It warms my heart to see yairel

With a low sound like an animal in pain, he whirled anddgrfrom the room.

Chapter Three
G abriel stopped in the passageway and leant back agargethwall.
The picture of Marietta’s stricken face filled his thowgght she only knew what it cost

him to appear cold to her. Part of him longed to go batletpgather her into his arms,
and clasp her to his chest.



She was even more beautiful than he remembered. Irbf&siremain unmoved by her.
He had meant to take her without tenderness, use hieisfpleasure alone. But
somehow he had responded to the spell of her flesh.

The way she had hidden her fear had been touching. He haldoseshe shrank from
him at first, yet there was only the slightest treteoher mouth; a certain wildness of
those incredible blue eyes to betray her inner turmoil.

Gabriel had long anticipated the sweetness of reverg@éaH wanted to see Marietta
trembling with fear, her bright beauty dulled by ill-treait, as his had been. But when
he saw her there at the canalside, helpless, weaniggorn rags under her dark robes,
his hatred wavered like a candle-flame in a breeze.

He recalled the first time he ever laid eyes on hexeémed a lifetime ago. Covered in
black robes, from head to toe, she had stood watchingKaghm, while he, Gabriel,
was being whipped on the public punishment block. The shame eedadtic intensity of
that meeting flooded him with emotion even now.

How he had twisted and turned in his bonds as the public pum&heough, hard hands
over his body. He had tried to stop the flooding pleastiseibmission, but it had
overcome him; the way it always did when Selim, histera chastised him. The public
punisher too knew just how hard to beat him, measuring theestad the lash to allow a
riot of warm pain to penetrate every nerve, every sinew.

And Gabriel's arousal was horribly visible to all. lizsck was so strongly erect, his balls
shrunk to hard stones. When a lash-stroke snaked acsabsgihi and sent smarting heat
to his engorged sex, he had broken.

Marietta had watched in silent fascination, her pate f&ark inside the black hood of her
concealing robes. He had felt her like a presence imimd. Even the roar of the crowd
as his semen spattered the boards could not detractHedrirst sight of her. His

painfully beating heart had almost stopped when their dazksd. He had never seen
eyes like hers. Bluer than the summer sky; bluer tlaflbwers.

In Kasim’s harem he had begun to get to know her a létlen to believe that she
returned his affections. Only once had they come togetheve. In Kasim’s carriage
Gabriel had taken her with gentleness and skill, openingdwy for the first time to the
invasion of his erect male flesh. He had hardly betidhat she was virgin still. So many
pleasures she had been taught, but that final one, Kasimekerved for himself.

Gabriel stole the last of her innocence, but the wotd conquest was hers. As they
moved together in timeless rhythm he knew that part offsichbecome hers for ever.

Then Kasim discovered them together.



Gabriel’s action that day was the catalyst that decide fate. Kasim would not
countenance a rival for Marietta’'s heart. Mariettd haen forced to choose between
them. She chose Kasim.

Pain knifed through him. Even now he could not bear to thirtkose final moments —
the way they had looked, Kasim and Marietta rapt i edleer, all excluding. The two
of them had betrayed him. For in his darkest momentsvnea up to the fact that it had
indeed been a double loss. For Kasim, with his dangerous,b@alty, his restrained
desires, had woken Gabriel to new and powerful pleasOrese he would have been
content to serve the two of them, selflessly, as e was secure in their love.

But that security had been torn from him. It was unfaable. Now, Marietta was a
prisoner inside Hamed’s stronghold. The costume Hamedddssie wore added a new
dimension to her beauty. Gabriel had been prompted teetarher a little, while he still
remained unknown to her. Later he intended to reveadiigity.

How smoothly she had assumed the position of submissibisarder. How docile she
was as he handled her body. Ah, she was obedienta@httained now, the fire within
her concentrated into willing servitude. By her own capghe was Kasim'’s creation.
That’s what hurt him most. He could have put the past behindrbjoiced in being
reunited with her, if he truly believed that Kasim hacatéal her into any action against
her will.

Kasim was too clever for that. He never forced anyolne eid not wish to be dominated.
He was dangerous in the way that he compelled his slawsdover their most secret
wants and desires. Kasim desired that his victims collutiehim in their own
debasement; and this they did willingly. Gabriel had $wen Marietta responded to the
spiked pleasures of chastisement. He knew that sometlitimg Wimself resonated to
those same dark desires.

Ah, Marietta. She had looked so sensual, lying on the diftanhe withdrew from her
body. Her cheeks were flushed and her neck and showdeesmprinted with the after-
glow of her climax. So much for taking his own pleasune laaving her wanting. He
grinned suddenly. She had taken her pleasure for herselhjngadetween their bodies
to stimulate her well-trained sex. What a rampant aadsless little baggage she had
become.

He was captivated anew by the changes in her.

The Marietta he had known would not have dared to belfsseseing. She had grown in
confidence and poise over the past months. It made barmere delectable. Would he
never get her out of his blood? It seemed not. And itthaisrealisation that had broken
him.

He should have got up and left her immediately he had $damself. Left her with no
word, no backward glance. But his resolve had crumbled Wwiseamotions rose up to



choke him. Her arms crept around him, holding him tendsolgthing away the hurt she
must have sensed within him. He had mumbled something incoheren

And it had been in that instant that she recognised himtaae the mask from his face.
Terror had almost overcome him. The love and anger rusgether so that he could
hardly breathe. He had not known whether to strikeoh&iss her. Flinging himself
away from her, he had begun pulling on his clothes, ostitig himself to speak.

With her thighs parted and smeared with his semen, helylovouth curved in a smile
of gladness, she had called for him to embrace her @hjrisod. How could her eyes
hold such innocence? Was it possible that she wag atithe schemer he knew her to
be?

The cold of the wall tiles seeped into his back througbldek silk tunic. He despised
his weakness. Through all the things he had suffered Ke®ien betrayed him he had
remained steadfast, his hate of his gaolers sustainingritiHamed gave him new
hope. And now he was unmanned, made pathetic by his loveMoman without
honour. He was furious with himself. How was it possibk she moved him still? He
pushed back the damp blond hair from his forehead, fightingoimposure.

After a few moments he moved on, his thoughts stilldtMarietta. He made his way to
his private apartments. Every detail of Marietta was intpd anew on his senses. The
taste of her, her smell, the feel of her hair. Amellheat and wildness of her passion. Her
perfume clung to his fingers; sweet feminine musk.

Where was the sense in denying it — in struggling against tie tle had never been
free of her. He realised it fully only now. He wasadsorbed that he did not notice the
woman until she spoke.

‘Well. Well. How elevated you have become.’

Gabriel looked up to see Sita leaning idly against one sida afched doorway that led
to a small courtyard where a fountain played amongsttfieats.

‘And no thanks to you,’ he said curtly.

She laughed. ‘Come now. Why hold a grudge? | was only follpwasim’s orders
when | gave you over to the gaoler. And all's well nthvat’s plain. | knew you'd
prosper. Beauty creates its own fortune. And you are iidanteed. Whatever was
done to you has not diminished your looks.’

She paused, her narrow dark eyes sliding sideways¢timimg back to rest on his face.

‘Enough of the past,’ she said softly. ‘It's done witkt’s make our peace. We share the
same master again, only this time it's Hamed.’



With a sound of disgust he pushed past her and then stoppgthaoed back. Her
audacity amazed him. Did she really think they could egdriends?

Sita’s thin lips parted and she moistened them withdregue in a nervous gesture. Her
normally sharp features softened as she absorbed higgc&he took a step towards
him, encouraged to move closer by his stillness. Her slidies’s body moved
gracefully in the closely-fitting leather garments; livery of Hamed'’s guards.

‘Do you remember the time you were sent to the stablegunishment?’ she whispered
urgently.

‘You were not cold to me then.’

‘I remember,” he said levelly, recalling how she hadiresed him and forced him to
pleasure her.

Incredibly, he had desired her briefly. It had beennmoanent of madness when he was
confused and afraid for Marietta’s safety. Self disgast flooded him as soon as his
need had been assuaged. He knew that he had respondet tadS#aces precisely
because she was cold and scheming — the very antithd4aietta.

Or so he had once thought. Marietta had turned out taooe like Sita than he cared to
imagine.

‘If you know what’s good for you, you'll keep away from rmee said coldly to Sita and
began to put distance between them.

Her eyes glittered. Her thin face grew pale with andgehought we were even,’ she
shouted after him. “You have your Frenchwoman back doni®yaot her for you. That
must count for something!’

He did not look back. She gave a hiss of rage.

‘How was she? As good as you remembered!

‘Better,” he called back, closing his ears to Sita’s tguoiit her mocking laughter
followed him to the stables.

Marietta lay curled up on the divan for many minutes &iariel left. The pleasure of
their joining faded quickly, leaving her feeling sad and confused.

Gabriel loved her still. She knew he did. But for soe®son he was fighting it. He
seemed determined to hurt her, to punish her for some imaginez €art of her was
afraid of the coldness in his troubled grey eyes, butgeigart rejoiced. Gabriel was



here. She had never expected to see him again. A tinptheat inside her burned just
for him. Gabriel, the beautiful golden slave. The fiosthrust his hard male flesh inside
her.

A woman always remembered her first time.

She loved Kasim completely, having accepted long sincehéatark tides within him
were reflected in her. She delighted in serving him. Buliri8a so strong, so perfect of
form, was often in her thoughts. Now he was here. #ewl possibilities presented
themselves. If only she could break through the baredrad erected...

After a while she got up and began to explore the roomfdaimel a brass ewer and jug
behind a carved screen and cleansed herself, drying hexigkiambroidered towels that
hung on a rack.

She could not forget the look on Gabriel's face adrieev away from her. What could
have happened to him? He had promised to tell her everythinthéoway he said it
chilled her to the marrow. She shivered, wishing Leyla e to confide in.

As if in answer to her call the door opened and Leylapsté inside, followed by a
servant-girl holding a tray of food.

‘Oh, I've been worried about you,’ Leyla said. ‘Wheeylseparated us | imagined all
kinds of awful things. But | see that you are well.’

She stopped and her long dark eyes became shadowed widnrcdWéhat is it?’ she
said softly, hurrying towards Marietta.

Leyla was wearing a long flowing cloak of scarlet silk whadlowed out behind her as
she moved. The door clanged shut behind her and a key tutiediatk. Marietta was
on her feet in an instant. She flung herself intold'syarms.

Leyla enfolded her in a scented embrace. ‘I'm here A@N.me about it,’ she
murmured, stroking Marietta’s hair.

Marietta told her everything that had happened, explainingaabriel had been one of
the hooded figures who welcomed them at the canalside.

‘Gabriel? Here? | cannot believe it,” Leyla said aglén ‘Kasim set him free. | thought
he would have travelled far from here. Made a new life.

‘| thought so too. But he is Hamed’s slave, just as ¢ Barietta said. ‘He told me that
he persuaded Hamed to bring us here. Oh, Leyla, he means to menisr some
imagined crime! And | believe that he will. | tried teese man | knew in his face, but
his eyes...They were so...so bleak.’



Leyla disgested this information in silence. She ledidtia to a small couch set next to a
low table of carved and inlaid bone.

‘You must eat,’ she said practically, sinking down in@udl of scarlet silk. “You cannot
think clearly on an empty stomach. You are weak andsstitked by all that’s
happened. No wonder you are distressed. Come, eat novgtaalkTlhere is sure to be an
answer to all this.’

Marietta smiled shakily. ‘And | thought | was the same.’

Leyla took her hand. ‘I can be brave when someone Ifoare in distress,’ she said
softly, caressing Marietta’s palm with the pad of henthu

The servant, whose name was Bishi, arranged silver dishe®, spiced meat stew, and
baked aubergines, on the table. Then she poured coolaaiinito tall glasses. Smiling
and inclining her head gracefully, she backed away and wetand beside the door.

Marietta’s mouth watered at the savoury aroma ofdbe.fShe piled a plate with the
bright yellow rice, which was flavoured with saffromdastudded with apricots. Then she
helped herself to lamb stew and vegetables and beganwaleatlish. Leyla was right.
Everything would look better on a full stomach. She begdael better after just a few
mouthfuls.

For a while there was silence while they ate. Legleed the rice into little balls with her
fingers and deftly tossed the food into her mouth. Soeyfihished eating and sat
sipping the sweet mint tea. Marietta asked her wherbathédeen and Leyla explained
that she had been fitted with a similar costume to étiari

‘Nothing exciting happened to me,’ Leyla said, trying to madgat lof the present
situation. ‘No masked lover bent me to his will, therapleed me so soundly”

Put like that, the edge of danger seemed diminished. ttéala@ighed, her eyes
sparkling.

‘| could not help responding. Gabriel is magnificent as know. And | was hungry for
male flesh. It had been so long since | experienceththst of a hard male member.’

Leyla rolled her eyes in agreement. A look of understgnpassed between them. She
too had been eagerly anticipating Kasim’s return.

‘How could Gabriel resist you? You look enchanting in g@tume. Ah, if only | had
been here. | burn too. Perhaps he would have taken pityedn

Marietta gave a scandalised laugh. ‘Leyla you are quémsless!



Leyla leant over and kissed Marietta’s cheek. ‘I knowe smiled. ‘I've always been that
way. Tell me. How do you think | look?’

She stood up and Bishi ran forward to take her red cloak.

‘Thank you, Bishi. Bishi is to be our attendant,” Leylpkxned. ‘I am told that Hamed
wants us to be comfortable. He wishes us to consideelvasshis guests rather than his
prisoners. Bishi will see to all our needs.’

Bishi blushed prettily as she heard her name mentionadfldshed Marietta a dazzling
smile before lowering her eyelids and looking down demuf&ie was about eighteen
years old and fresh-faced, with an open expression.

Marietta hardly noticed the servant-girl. She couldtaké her eyes off Leyla. She knew
that Leyla was trying to divert her from thoughts of Galland she was succeeding.
Leyla looked magnificent. Her corset was made of scaelwet, embroidered with gold
thread and trimmed with magenta leather strips. Her larggsts spilled voluptuously
over the top of the corset. The clamps that clungetoatine-red nipples were shaped like
circles with open centres. Each tiny, hard nipple-tipteeh teased through an opening
so that it was collared by a ruby-studded circle.

Her short, transparent skirt was also red and her é&sklippers glittered with red
jewels. Red velvet ribbons secured the slippers to Legl#tes. Leyla’s creamy skin
and abundant black hair made a startling contrast tooséuroe.

‘And look at this!" Leyla parted her legs and rocked her fripsh side to side.

Marietta looked at the fine gold chains hanging from thalaclamps adorning Leyla’s
plump hairless sex. More rubies, winking red light fribvair facets, trembled at the ends
of the chains.

‘Are they not beautiful? And they feel so strange. $lght weight makes me want to
touch myself and bring pleasure to my body. Is that redaful?’ She put both hands to
her cheeks in a gesture of modesty that was so out iatbathat Marietta laughed.

‘You have never needed prompting to give yourself pleasura!arfe a flower of
passion, my dearest Leyla. How well | know that?

All at once they were both laughing. Marietta pirouet@that Leyla could see the
details of her own costume. She leant forward so bieapéarl clamps on her nipples
shook enticingly.

‘Have you no clamps for your pretty golden sex?’ Leyla askexdking down to
Marietta’s unadorned thighs.



Marietta remembered that Gabriel had removed them bsfiarking her intimate flesh
with his knowing fingers. The memory of his touch senigapof heat to her stomach.

‘They're here,’ she said, walking over to fetch the labiamps which Gabriel had
dropped onto the carpet next to the divan where theyid‘ldl attach them.’

‘No, my treasure. Let me,’ Leyla said, her voice sligbteathless and her eyes shining.
‘It will be my pleasure.’

Marietta lay back and settled herself comfortably amotigssilken pillows. The heat in
her belly coiled and increased. This act of opening hey tmdnother’s gaze always
drew a unique sensation from her body.

Slowly, teasing Leyla by prolonging the moment whenvodra would be laid bare, she
parted her knees and let them fall open. She drew updesb that the transparent skirt
fell back and her pouting mound, closed and plum-like, datoeview.

‘Push out a little for me, my treasure,’ Leyla said hiyskAnd part your thighs more.’

Marietta loved to hear Leyla speak when her voiceraaghened by passion. She
anticipated the moment when Leyla would touch her.

Leyla’s fingers trembled as she took hold of each of Marsgtiamp, outer flesh-lips in
turn and attached the clamps. Marietta felt the pinchitegdfieach hinged fastening as it
closed on her flesh.

The coolness of the clamps and the slight weighpfelisant against her warm sex.
Smiling at the Turkish woman, Marietta stretched likata The fine chains tickled her
thighs as she moved. She felt relaxed and at ease, abvglys did after making love.
Leyla had succeeded in making her forget the unpleasamtagpehe exchange
between Gabriel and herself.

She saw how Leyla’s long dark eyes glowed, how herdglimouth looked soft and
inviting. She smiled inwardly, feeling her body begingspgond more strongly to Leyla’s
exotic beauty.

‘I would like to make pleasure with you now,’ Leyla whispene Marietta’s ear, biting
the lobe playfully. ‘The thought of you and Gabriel shgmpleasure has heated my
blood. | must have you first. Then will you grant me as&?’

She kissed Marietta deeply, probing her mouth with her tqrigae sucking in her
under-lip and nibbling at it gently. Marietta moaned soffijnar arms came out to
embrace Leyla. The feel of her soft scented skin prgsgjainst her, the coils of dark
perfumed hair brushing against her arms was intoxicating.

After a moment Marietta pulled away.



‘Bishi?’ she said breathlessly.

‘Will be discreet. I'm sure she would not dream dling tales. Would you, Bishi?’ Leyla
chuckled deep in her throat.

‘No lady,’ Bishi said, her face red and her eyes $kacers. ‘I'll...I'll clear away the
food dishes while you take your ease.’

Bishi began gathering up dishes and empty glasses, avestimyéds from Leyla and
Marietta. Leyla smiled as Bishi hurried from the roo8uch modesty. | did not think to
find it in this place. Bishi is so fresh and innocente &minds me of you when | first
met you.’

Marietta stroked Leyla’s pale cheek and ran her finfpargathe delicate jaw-line. “You
taught me to coax pleasure from my own body. | had reawee that.’

‘Never touched this place?’ Leyla said throatily as sdideher hand up Marietta’s thigh
and began stroking her pubic fleece softly. ‘I love youepass and the way this pretty
fleece crowns your sex.’ Her fingertips threaded througtsiiky curls, tickling them.

‘No...I...never had.” Marietta breathed, as Leyla’s finggpemed her and slid inside the
moist flesh-lips.

She lay back on the low couch as Leyla slid to thpetaaind positioned herself between
Marietta’s spread knees. Leyla kissed her inner thighsieketlithe creamy flesh. She
worked upwards and nuzzled Marietta’s sex-lips apart withmoeith, before teasing the
tender inner flesh with long loving licks.

Under the expert ministrations Marietta began to mdauda Leyla smoothed back the
little flesh-hood and sucked softly on the erect budesippsed. Marietta’s flesh turned
to liquid and she tossed her head from side to side.

Hamed moved the curtain covering the spy-hole aside.

Ah, what exquisite timing. The Frenchwoman was spreemsac¢he couch, her legs
opened wide, and the Turkish woman was at work on her.

He watched avidly as Leyla moved her head up and down. Beesethe moved from
side to side, her mouth brushing across Marietta’s saxsubtle intense rhythm. The
tumble of Leyla’s black hair fell in waves to her hips, hing the floor on either side.

Marietta’s white thighs trembled and jerked, now pressing aghiesides of Leyla’s
head, then straining to open more widely. Her beribbonkdsand the delicate high-



heeled slippers looked beautiful to him. She looked somehmw naked than if her legs
and feet had been bare. This was a fact that foragemiated him.

He watched enthralled as Marietta’s legs waved andlippess dug into the velvet of
the couch, her knees flexing in helpless arousal. Thiesalere so slender, imprisoned
by the ribbons that wrapped them round and round. He imagiedittign pink toes,
curling with pleasure, pushing against the imprisonment ofeéfeelled brocade
slippers.

Marietta’s fingers meshed in Leyla’s hair, clutching aeleasing the silky midnight
strands as her pleasure flowed over her. Then she patrhe back behind her head, in
the attitude of an innocent child when it sleeps, and ttinesivhole of her lower body
towards the other woman’s mouth. The contrast betwa®tence and fully sexual
womanhood was devastating.

Hamed'’s eyes roved over both women. His tongue snakdd oisten his full lips. His
handsome, strong-featured face grew slack with desiré, i@t beauties. Light and
dark; a perfect foil for each other.

Marietta’s pale hair was draped over the silken pillades. slim shoulders and shapely
arms were arranged now in a relaxed posture, which wascaterotic and possessed of
supreme tenderness. Again he was struck by the contrastmature. The corset that
constricted her waist and caused her breasts to bulge upaditeld to the impression of
bodily delicacy. He saw how the clamps pulled on émelér nipples, each one now taut
and strongly erect. The pearls shimmered and swayed résttdavrithed, straining for
her moment of release.

Her pale face was intense, the rose-petal mouth pursdtkanctieeks flushed. There was
a blankness to her expression. Marietta seemed toginaam up her whole self to the
woman who knelt between her thighs, as if in supplicatio

Hamed absorbed the tension between them and gloriedHa tore his eyes away from
Marietta’s pale perfection for a moment to concentoatéhe other woman. Leyla too
was possessed of great beauty. In contrast to Maript#sslenderness, Leyla’s was the
lush, full-blown beauty of the classic Venus.

Leyla’s strong shoulders and long slender back flowed iperfect heart-shaped
bottom, made more enticing by the transparent red slertwaist was not as slender as
Marietta’s, but then she, being Turkish, would not hawnlmrset-trained from birth.
As she moved, he caught a glimpse of the swell of teexsrs and saw that there were
compensations for her larger waist.

Leyla’s breasts spilled over the top of the corsetlikge ripe gourds. Her nipples were
prominent, especially so at this moment. They were leany and a lovely, deep wine-
red. Just looking at them made him long to take them imbigh.



He congratulated himself on the choice of her costitee black hair and white skin
were startling against the deep-red and magenta of theeletad velvet, and the gauze
of her short skirt. The circular, ruby-studded nipple-clamese perfect for her. He
longed to see the labial clamps that gripped her sex-liparietth’s too.

The soles of Leyla’s feet were upturned to him. She Mkeietta, had small, neat feet.
He saw the slender backless slippers she wore, thenstihat were stranded tightly
around her shapely calves.

He fretted that he could not see every detail of thedties, though he longed to gaze at
every feature, every swell, every enticing crease. \&hatture to imagine the shape,
colour, and odour, of each rosy sex — that part whiatohsidered to be a woman’s most
intimate beauty, beside her feet, of course.

Leyla’s body partly hid Marietta, affording him a cleaok at her from the waist up. And
Leyla herself presented only her exquisite back view,ikeital connoisseur he was
content to wait. There were so many delights to discandrhe would savour them,
individually — one by one.

As they were now, the two women made a uniquely chartainigau. Hamed watched,
lost in admiration and erotic longings.

Soon Marietta reached her peak of pleasure. Hamed fdasteges on her face, the half-
open lips, the closed eyes with their fluttering lasiesl the breathy moans she uttered.
She fell back onto the couch, with Leyla in her arfitgey kissed passionately.

Marietta’s skirt was still bunched up and he saw thathead a light frosting of pale
blonde hair on her pubis. He was delighted by the nowe¢lty Surely Kasim ordered
that all his women be denuded of body hair. Why was Marabne spared? If only she
would move a little, then he would be able to see heeroearly.

What a jewel. What perfection of form.

Hamed waited. His breath came fast. His mouth feltlthtyad been many long months
since he had felt like this. Oh, he would have such pledsum these two. How
fortunate that Leyla had been taken along with Maridtte. reason why he had ordered
them to be abducted paled. It did not matter why they ivere It was enough that they
were.

For a while the women embraced. He could hear them wihnigpendearments, but did
not catch what they said. Then Marietta pushed hdna#ltipright and reached out to
caress Leyla’s breasts.

Yes. Oh, yes. Hamed felt a dart go straight to hiy lasliMarietta took one of Leyla’s
nipples between her lips and drew the tightly-fitting glainto her mouth. Then she slid



it in and out between wet parted lips. Leyla threw hadHgack, exposing a long pale
throat. Her hands clutched at Marietta’s shouldergtisttemors passed over her face.

Marietta gave a low, husky laugh at the evidence of theravoman’s enjoyment. She
kissed Leyla lightly on the mouth, then moved down thachb until she was kneeling on
the carpet. Leyla moved to accommodate her. Maridttaisls swept down over the red
corset, lingering on the velvet covered bones that helthlsewaist in so sweetly. Then
she pushed up the short, red skirt, so that Leyla’s nakedas@xioto view.

Hamed had only a brief tantalising glimpse of Leyla’s Iob@dy, before Marietta’s form
obscured it from view. He saw that the Turkish womanilgaswas naked, as he
expected. It was plump, the pubis well-developed. The inmesshowed slightly, their
frilled red edges seeming to invite the caress of an admire

How sweetly the plump sex nestled between Leyla’s thigfesdowed by the bottom
edge of the corset and framed by the soft folds of tthaket. He leant forward, pressing
his face against the dusty panel, but his view was limited.

He could only imagine how Marietta used her mouth to gri@asure from Leyla’s
womanhood. Marietta’s hands crept upwards to cup the viehftowing swell of
Leyla’s breasts, to tug and toy with the nipple-clampshasmoved her head slowly up
and down between Leyla’s thighs. Leyla gasped and moaned armdl inewhips in an
almost obscene manner.

Hamed ached to see what Marietta was doing. To watsheateased the deep-red folds
of Leyla’s pubis with tongue tip and lips — to hear and segge closely at hand, how
Leyla groaned and shuddered in the grip of sexual ecstasMdidtta relish the salt-
musk of Leyla’s sex-taste? Leyla too must have the tddttarietta in her mouth. How
would Marietta taste? Like musk-honey and silk, he thougihioHged to taste them
both, to smell them, to rub their rich juices all olaex face, to bury his tongue in their
silky inner warmth.

His imaginings ran free. His whole body seemed to lzestate of rampant desire. A
desire that could normally only be slaked in a certag.\iror the first time in many
years he felt potent. He moved his hand downwards fefelint@pe unfamiliar
tumescence. Dared he hope...?

Finally he could stand it no longer. The women werebsomed in themselves that they
would not notice if he slipped into the room.

It was time he made his presence known.

Bishi folded clean towels and put them in the marble-liregtiroom.



She resisted the urge to go back into the room where ttéagied Leyla were pleasuring
each other. She was not unduly concerned by their disptdgsoe for each other.
Indeed, she might have liked to watch from one of thehgpgs in the adjoining rooms,
but she felt afraid of them and of the changes theyduvonihg to the stronghold.

Her hands shook as she went about her tasks. Nevehd&aeen such beautiful women.
They were exquisite. Perfect. No wonder they werg#mpered favourites of Kasim
Dey.

How could Hamed help himself? He would be bewitched by thetim. Her spirits sank
as she thought of it. Once she had hoped that his ey# alight on her, but she was not
beautiful — not like Roxelana, or the two new womerher village she had been
considered comely enough. But she knew that she wasympeetty, with the transient
freshness that youth brought.

Bishi filled bottles of coloured Venetian glass withrgeel oils of carnation, lily and
rose. If only Hamed could see beyond her face and entsiimple, honest heart. He
would discover something unique there — something that beloodechtalone.

She felt sorry for her master and was shocked atlhdtsgas not seemly to pity Hamed.
Her master had so much and was rich beyond imaginirig.s&& knew that he was not
happy and it saddened her.

Roxelana brought him no joy. Neither did the erotic t@bldhat Gabriel arranged to fill
Hamed'’s lonely nights.

She sighed. Sometimes, all the pleasures of the dledithe delights of the senses were
not enough.

Sometimes, men did not see what was in front of them

Chapter Four
M arietta felt Leyla’s flesh convulse against her mouth

She exerted pressure against the well-developed bud of pleatutesr tongue, holding
back Leyla’s moment of release.

‘Oh, please...please,’ Leyla begged, her head lolling backrasykéds fluttered open.

Smiling against the slick, rain-scented flesh Mariettaegaw more gentle licks upwards
and felt the little flesh-hood slip back completelgJimg the jutting bud exposed. She
took the little nub between her lips. As she suckedntlgén and out, Leyla shuddered
and reached her peak of pleasure.



‘Oh, my sweet. My treasure,’ Leyla breathed as her tupked in diminishing
paroxysms and she subsided against Marietta.

Marietta sank onto the sofa and cradled Leyla in her.@oth of them were flushed and
hot. The hair clung damply to their foreheads. Leyte&sath came unevenly. After a
moment she let out a long sigh of contentment. Marilowed her head to rest on
Leyla’s shoulder. Her eyelids drooped. She felt drowsyraady to sleep.

It was a while before either of them noticed that a imad appeared in the room. Then,
both at once, they became aware of a subtle differenthe atmosphere. Turning their
heads they saw the tall figure standing in the shaddwas/elvet tapestry. He was staring
at them with undisguised absorption.

Leyla gave a little cry of alarm. Marietta was suddenlly fawake. Adjusting their
clothes quickly they sat up, both regarding the silent éiguith suspicion. Marietta
recalled how Gabriel had seemed to appear out of the thie same way.

She looked closely at the man as he approached there@ghised him as the well-
dressed servant who had met them at the canalside.

‘I assume there is a secret way into this chamblee,'said boldly. ‘Are we to be spied on
at every moment? Even those of private intimacy?’

The man’s hard, handsome face creased in a smile. ‘¥suune correctly, on all counts,’
he said evenly in the deep rich voice that she rememb#&@ahave been brought here
on my instructions. And whilst you are here, your evetjoa is for my pleasure. Mine
alone. As you have guessed, my stronghold is a warregcodt passages and rooms.
They allow me to observe what is happening whereve@mdrenever | wish. Sometimes
to my immense satisfaction.’

The dark-brown eyes which studied them with a mixturappireciation and hauteur
were shadowed and intense.

Realisation dawned on Marietta. ‘You are Hamed,’ sat=d.

Hamed inclined his head. ‘At your service,’ he said, his laggesual mouth curving with
wry humour.

His thick brown hair was brushed straight back from hdewirow. The wings of grey at
his temple gleamed softly in the light from the Balichandelier. His broad, powerful
body was clothed in a tunic and closely-fitting trousdrdark-green figured leather.
High black boots fitted snugly around his powerful calves.

Marietta could see no sign of the mutilation Hamed suggposed to have suffered at the
hand of Kasim. He was handsome in a strong-featuredaaabple sort of way. She knew
that Hamed had been a pirate, but he seemed culturedtalident, not at all the boor



she had expected. He extended a hand to her and she sawthagaig set with a single
cabochon ruby.

She hesitated for a moment, but realised that she heldom®e but to respond to the
gesture. She put her slim hand in his and felt his stroagjof's fingers close over hers.
He drew her to her feet, then did the same for Leyla.

Marietta could sense his tightly leashed desire. Shenera®us. Hamed had an air of
unpredictability about him. This was the man who hatesirKaWhere they in danger?
As Hamed continued to look them both over, a halfeo his face, she relaxed a little.
Of course Hamed would wish them to pleasure him. It waayaofvestablishing his
ownership, and letting them know that they must bendstaviti — if they wished to
remain safe until Kasim came for them.

Hamed sat down on the couch and stretched himself okidi his hands behind the
back of his neck. Marietta and Leyla remained standindggrigadown at him. They
waited for Hamed to speak, but he remained silent. His daown gaze flicked over
them in a leisurely fashion. He seemed to relish thegomfort. Marietta stared back at
him boldly.

Then Hamed smiled slowly, acknowledging her spirit. “‘Wihalight Kasim must find
with you beauties. It pleases me to have deprived himaf singular pleasures. That
erotic tableau | witnessed just now has inflamed my owsigasYou will attend to that,
at once. Both of you. | would experience the expertsinessed, first hand.’

Marietta’s cheeks grew warm as she realised that Hdnad indeed watched everything
she and Leyla had done together. They had pleasured eachhatitoughly, using all the
skill acquired during the long hot nights in the harenhew/Kasim was engaged with
matters of state they often solaced each other. $SosgeKasim enjoyed them both at the
same time, but the pleasures that Marietta and Légieed were usually private and
unobserved. She could tell that Leyla too was mortifiethbythought of Hamed having
witnessed their private pleasure.

Hamed parted his legs and rested his high black boots oallégge: arm of the couch. The
tumescence at his groin was plainly visible throughstifeleather trousers. Hamed half-
closed his eyes and relaxed. He said nothing more. Thia was who expected to be
obeyed, at once.

Marietta hesitated. She did not think she could do as #asardered. Kasim was her
soul and her life. For him she would do anything, but somethitign her rebelled at the
thought of pleasuring Kasim’s sworn enemy.

Leyla, ever practical, flashed a glance of encourageatdvitirietta, then stepped
forward and laid her hands on Hamed’s leather-clad thighes kneaded the firm muscles
gently and began stroking upwards towards his groin. Hameeddsigte turned his head



towards Marietta and gave her a questing look. His datireye drew together in a
frown.

‘Well?" he said coldly. ‘Surely this is not disobedief?d gave an order to you both. If
one does not comply, both will be punished.’

Marietta moved forward quickly. ‘How may | serve you?’ sis&ed in a small voice.

Hamed smiled. ‘Ah, better. Unfasten my tunic, thenssray torso with the tips of your
breasts.’

Marietta fumbled with the fastening. Her fingers trembledl sime was clumsy, but this
seemed to amuse Hamed. Leyla was caressing the bulgegadihisHe gave a grunt of
pleasure as she unfastened his belt and opened the teatisers. Underneath he was
naked. Leyla drew out the half-erect cock-stem and heavytsn peeled back the
trousers so that Hamed'’s lower body was exposed frontdipsghs.

She gave a gasp and paused. Marietta, opening the tunicsatieenoment, glanced
down and barely controlled a similar response. A gredtgrad scar ran down one side
of Hamed’s taut stomach and disappeared into his grargwig missing his penis and
disappearing between his thighs. It showed pale againstheisrngse golden-brown skin.
The dark-brown curls at the base of his belly were beskloy the great ugly scar.

‘Handsome, is it not?’ Hamed said unperturbed by the douohkirsy. ‘My manhood
was not stolen, but it was affected. Is it not irdhit fate has declared that Kasim’s
exquisite pleasure-slaves shall coax me to a singelaise?’ His deep beautiful voice
held such venom that Marietta almost recoiled. It gskthat his hate sustained him.

She would have pitied another man, but Hamed was sagstirad vital that such emotion
seemed misplaced. The wound was terrible and must haneabderg time healing.
Indeed his potency had clearly been affected. His coclagththick and of a good
length, was still only partly erect, despite Leyla’stledforts. She suspected that Hamed
made light of this affliction for his own sake. His partmpotence must be a source of
great shame to him. She knew how all men prided themsaivdeeir ability as lovers.

It was a challenge to pleasure Hamed. She felt he wagygivem some kind of test, a
test they dared not fail. Her hands were steady nowkBéw that she must work hard to
assist Leyla in bringing this man to fulfilment. Bendiongward she did as he asked and
dragged the tips of her breasts across his broad chesty She described circles on his
warm skin. The scent of him filled her nostrils. Vaind cinnamon, and clean
maleness.

The pearl nipple-clamps played across his bronzed ts#hing the slabs of muscle and
teasing his tight male nipples which nestled in thick curls@wn hair. Hamed arched
his back, pushing up to meet the pearl clamps as they swayedrzhrth. His lips
parted on a soft groan as Marietta lashed the peadssabis nipples which crested to



form hard brown pips. They seemed extraordinarily $&ador a man, perhaps in
compensation for the loss of feeling in his groin. Longter head she closed her mouth
on one of the pips and circled it with her tongue, thiedown on it gently. She did the
same with the other one, then using just her tonguehipflisked the reddened nipples,
blowing gently on the spittle-damp cones.

Hamed subsided onto the couch, his mouth slack, a looketimleasure and anguish
on his face. After a moment he thrust his hips towheyda as she worked on his penis,
sliding the partially engorged glans in and out of her mdsitle. gripped the base of his
shaft and squeezed tightly, then flicked the underside gfidans with the tip of her
tongue. Searching between his bottom cheeks she found theguick@uth of his anus
and pressed on it with a fingertip. She put just the tipeoflong nail inside him, working
it in and out, exerting a subtle scratchy pleasure.édblnucked against her hand.

‘Yes. Oh, yes,’ he grunted. ‘Deeper.’

Leyla smiled and pressed gently so that her finger entemedlowly at first, then she
buried it to the knuckle. Curling her finger inside Hameatisis she pressed on the
sensitive spot which was separated from his sac by only angnmbrane. Drawing away
for a moment she circled the tiny mouth of his cock-heitfdl a fingertip, which she
wetted by sucking on it first. A drop of clear salty dldormed and rolled slowly down
the engorged shaft-head. Leyla licked it clean, then closediarm, soft mouth over the
cock-tip. Keeping her lips relaxed she sucked its rim vafhd shallow movements.

As Marietta claimed Hamed’s mouth and plunged her tongoehis throat, he hollowed
his back and sank down onto Leyla’s finger. His hips worleadk land forth as Leyla
now pleasured him with strong downward strokes of her mandithroat. One hand
worked his cock-stem, while the other penetrated his bodyat the same time cupped
his hairy sac.

The phallus was almost fully erect now. As the caekrmswas drawn clear of Leyla’s
mouth, the engorged glans emerged full and purplish, shityhwila’s spittle. His sac
had shrunk to a hard tight ball. Hamed’s release wa®apping. Leyla gave a sound of
satisfaction deep in her throat and moved her finger gendlgd out of his anus.

Hamed made a sound like a sob as the two women pleasaorélddnoughly. Marietta
pinched his nipples hard as she kissed him, running the tip tdingue around the
inside of his mouth, then curling her tongue around his and suitlstigngly. Tremors
ran down Hamed'’s thighs as his crisis overcame hintltitehed at Leyla’s hair,
meshing his fingers in the rich, dark waves and clutchinglbsely to him.

Suddenly his whole body convulsed. He threw his head backaeded his eyes shut as
the semen jetted into Leyla’s throat. Marietta desvay a little and kissed him tenderly.
She loved the moment when a man’s pleasure was upoffrbirjust an instant, even the
strongest man was as vulnerable and as weak as a baby.



Hamed recovered quickly. Without a word he stood up and adjhgelothing. Then he
stretched and ran his fingers through his thick brown Rrietta and Leyla waited
warily for him to speak. Leyla remained on her knees beék&eouch. Marietta stood at
the head of it.

Hamed did not spare them a glance. ‘Poor Kasim,’ lteatdength. ‘To be deprived of
his favourites. Now | know what he will be missing arayvhe prizes you so highly.
Shall | send him a message, describing how | have enjoyegtiyo. I think I'll wait a
while. There is much more | shall do to you first. Thevill send him a scroll,
beautifully written and graphically illustrated, detailingtae ways you have given me
pleasure!’ He gave a harsh laugh. ‘Will that not madder?him

‘It is not enough that you have captured us? Must you tawitiKas well?’ Marietta
burst out.

She regretted her brief moment of tenderness. Hameddeagted the pleasure they
gave him as due tribute, brushing them off the moment ¢cheided his seed. It was the
expected action of a master over his captives, but Eelyeshe was disappointed,
having thought him capable of more nobility. It seemedhbdiad simply used them in
an attempt to avenge himself on Kasim.

Hamed looked surprised at her outburst. For a moment hiseftesed with something
like respect. Then his sensual mouth formed a hard lireghiNg | do to Kasim will ever
be enough,” he said. “You will be a witness to that soaugh.’

‘What do you mean?’ Marietta said, alarmed by his toinhdat other treachery have you
planned?’

But Hamed did not answer. He strode towards the doorr@&&faving the chamber he
paused and said over his shoulder, ‘I advise you both tasestYour real work begins
on the morrow.’

‘Work?’ Leyla said.

‘The work of entertaining me. And from now on | do not wgmii dissipating your
energies by pleasuring yourselves idly with each othezdhhee well. Unless | expressly
order it, all your talents are to be directed towardslraen your new master. Serve me
well and you will live here in luxury. Disobey me and yoll e punished severely.
Remember that | see and hear everything.’

He looked directly at Marietta and said on a final ndfe,did not trust Gabriel so well |
would not believe what he says of you. Well — he too kalte his revenge.’

Hamed walked across a small courtyard on his way to @ssapartments.



He felt replete, sated, aware of every part of hisangt His body gave him back the
tingle of perfect health. Even the slight ache fitbmold scar could not detract from his
elation. Physically, he had not felt so good in a longg ldime, but his mind was more
troubled than he cared to admit.

He was dangerously close to becoming obsessed with NeaiedtLeyla. There had been
no warning, just the sudden and certain reality of histism®, but it was something he
could not afford to feel. He could not possibly beconsnared by his enemy’s
creatures.

He needed to slow down, cool off, put matters back in petispe In this mood he
needed the gentle ministrations of his Japanese sMwvenever he was troubled, needing
to get his thoughts into order, he came to Otsami.

A nightingale in a gilded cage, hanging in a lemon trees gait a sweet song as he
passed. The heavy perfume of roses and lilies rosee@widet summer air. Leaves
rustled in the breeze, dappling the marble floor-tilet wiins of gold and blotches of
purple shadow.

Hamed was acutely aware of all these things. His sesesgned stirred to new levels.
And he knew why. Kasim'’s pleasure-slaves had brought httmetsort of release he had
once only dreamed of. Despite his injury, for a few masee had been potent. A rare
thing for him. Even Roxelana was only able to stir his Hody certain level. His
pleasures were fragmented usually, dull-edged at best. &etthd and Leyla together
had wrought a miracle. At his moment of release he hmadstlwept.

Somehow, he had hidden the fact from them. It had takepr@me effort to remain

detached, when he had been tempted to fall at theiafethumbly thank them. That
would never do of course. They must never know how heBat one thing he knew
already. Whatever Kasim offered, however much he ténea and begged, Hamed

would not return his slaves. There was nothing that wpellduade him to relinquish
them. Well — almost nothing...Hamed considered a few possbilind smiled as he
walked under an archway, festooned with a purple flowemniagper.

Reaching Otsami’s apartments he nodded at the servarapeined the door to him. On
the threshold he slipped off his boots and pulled on theomslwoes that were there
waiting, always ready for him, on the tatami thatered the floor tiles.

The peace and sparse beauty of Otsami’'s chamber reatbduisi soul, exerting a
calming effect on him. A paper partition, painted withradlscape of waterfalls and
mountains screened by plum blossom, separated the chabmbene side was her
sleeping space with its rolled futon and red lacquer cadimeber clothes. On the other
was her living space. In front of the screen was g table with a number of shallow
dishes containing miniature trees.



Otsami was at work on her painting in the far cornghefroom. Seeing him she looked
up and smiled. Gracefully she rose to her feet and cawards him with her smooth
shuffling steps which he had found so entrancing when $tenfiet her all those years
ago. Her jet-black hair was held back by a scarlet riblbdrung in a straight fall down
her back, sweeping the bottom edge of her scarlet and blaok& She bowed from the
waist, her slender white hands crossed on her chest.

‘Welcome Hamed-san,’ she said in her soft sing-songevoill you take some tea?’

Hamed followed her over to a wooden platform where adaek lacquer table stood. A
beige-coloured paper lantern stood on the table, matchirgusions that surrounded
the table. Light streamed in through white paper blinds.ifg@ehimself, he made himself
relax.

He watched Otsami’'s graceful movements as she madadechatted about
inconsequential things. He answered absently, studying théralfed painting, a
tranquil scene of birds alighting on a vase of yelidhrysanthemums.

Already he felt calmer, soothed by the timeless atimexsy the monochrome colours of
Otsami’'s room, and her gracious unobtrusive presence:. t&fiche would ask her to sing
and play the shamisen. Perhaps they would share atioabd he would have her
massage his scalp with lotus-scented oil.

Nothing, save Otsami’s cool oriental beauty, her studiedgentle artistry, could
provide a foil for the dangerous and oh so compelling dslighKasim’s exquisite
pleasure-slaves.

Marietta slept badly.

Her dreams were full of Kasim. How lonely and sad beild be without her and Leyla.
Kasim had not given his heart easily, but in the end dddien hard. She imagined how
he must be searching for them, how he would be amassimgasym to pay the
expected ransom. Every one of his creditors would siaelyembling in their beds.
Kasim could be ruthless when necessary. He had provetbthar time and again. She
and Leyla were essential to his happiness. Not for a modiekshe stop to consider the
possibility that he would abandon them.

In her sleep she found herself cradled in Kasim’s gteoms. Her cheek was pressed to
his bare chest. His lips moved in her hair, thengy@et her face up for his kiss. She
tasted his mouth and felt the liquid warmth of his tongueegsrobed the inside of her
mouth. She awoke with a jolt in the early hours watérs on her face. Brushing them
away with her hand, she fitted herself to the curveegta’s back, finding comfort in the
warmth of the other woman’s naked body. Soon she slept.aga



When she woke completely the chamber was still in skaBlor a moment she did not
know where she was, then she saw the dusty tapesitiedsalian chandelier, and the
dark tracery of the wrought-iron at the windows, agaimstightening sky.

Her stomach lurched sickeningly as she remembered ahakdehappened. Gabriel had
been instrumental in bringing her here, so that Harmet@tlavreak some kind of twisted
revenge on Kasim. Gabriel seemed to have becomean&erye Her world had been
turned upside down. She and Leyla had a new master, Hame@pphared only to
want to use her and Leyla for his callous momentarysples.

How soundly they had drawn sweetness from Hamed’s imdyhe had spoken no
words of praise or thanks. Instead he had left them diprugtiering veiled threats.

She felt afraid and insecure and wished that Leyla woulketwia and offer comforting
words. But Leyla was asleep beside her, her dark h&admut in rich waves across the
pillows. Marietta bent over her, but Leyla did nat,dter breathing was deep and even.
She murmured in her sleep and buried her head more deeptiignpillows.

Marietta knew that she would sleep no longer and Leylkeldso peaceful that she
could not bear to wake her. Pushing herself upright she padaess dlse room and
poured herself a drink from the covered pitcher on a dilegr A cool breeze blew in
through the open window, smelling of dust and brackish water

She could not judge the time, but thought it must be dean as the first birds were
beginning to herald daybreak. From the window she couldhsegahal a long way
below. The water gleamed darkly. A boat slid past thelawv, the lantern at its stern
bobbing gently with the motion of the water.

She turned back to the room, feeling oppressed by the thgckhése walls standing
between her and freedom. In a sudden panic she had a \ishenfoture. Perhaps they
would never escape. Kasim might never find them. It wbaldnbearable if they were to
stay here. More so, if Gabriel was to remain her enemy

Suddenly, she wanted to talk to him. To ask him what crimevakesupposed to have
committed. She could not believe that he would turn a®agely he would listen, give
her a chance to redeem herself. And if not, there ot ways to appeal to his senses.
She knew how he had always desired her and his actiores &ad proven that he still
found her irresistible.

On impulse she reached for Leyla’s red silk cloak angped it around her nakedness.
Putting her ear to the door she listened. Silence. Twitgtmg@rnate brass handle, she
pulled, holding her breath as the door swung silently inwards.

There was no guard in sight. She could not believeuls&r Pulling the door closed
behind her she hurried down the corridor. The floor tilesewcool against her bare feet.



There were doors set at intervals down the corridoh elthem identical to the one that
led to the chamber she shared with Leyla. She hesiwtddenly unsure of the wisdom
of her actions. Her hand reached out to grasp the énadhe first door, but she did not
turn it. It would be sheer chance if she found Gabriel'srabthe first try. She had no
idea if he even slept in this part of the strongholdf loe slept alone.

What if she was to stumble upon Roxelana? Or even HaBteel@ould be punished for
sure if she woke the occupants of the wrong room. There 80 many doors, she could
not possibly try them all. There seemed nothing fdsut,to turn back. She had been
foolish to venture into the corridor in the first pla¥¢hatever had possessed her to take
such a risk? She cursed her impulsiveness. Now she wdrattdyla would wake and
find her gone.

She whirled and began to retrace her steps. With luckwshtl be back in the chamber
before anyone realised that she was gone. Too lategahe leavy steps coming
towards her from the direction of her chamber.

There was the chink of metal, the sound of studded boot sodesymble of male voices.
The guards. No time now to flee. She thought fast. Puliedhbod of the cloak to cover
her head she walked resolutely towards the bend in the@grintending to meet the
guards head on.

‘Well, well. And who's this abroad so early?’ said aatfel voice. ‘And what'’s she
doing prowling around like a cat who’s been out all night?’

Marietta made her steps languid. She slowed to a hattidled up to the guard who had
spoken.

‘Now that’s a silly question,” she purred, keeping her dbnvered so that he caught only
a glimpse of her face. ‘You look like a man of the Wo€an you not solve such a
simple puzzle?’

The second guard gave a chuckle. *Your lover’'s waiting andve lost your way, eh?’

Marietta nodded, darting him a look from lowered lashsd I'm likely to be beaten if
my mistress discovers me gone.’

‘Can’t have that now. It'd be a shame to mark your priedigk with stripes.’

‘Aye. We'll take you where you're going — for a small gricthe first guard said,
drawing close and laying a hand on her shoulder. ‘Show ughateful you can be, eh?’

He pulled at the red silk and it slipped to reveal a baanty shoulder and the swell of
the top of her bosom. The second guard gave a growl! of agwacand took a step
closer. Marietta steeled herself not to cringe bagknfthem.



She smiled. ‘Thank you kindly. And will | tell MasterBriel what price | had to pay
you?’

The guards jumped back as if she’d burnt them.

‘| jest only. Master Gabriel, you say?’ the first guaedd, sheepishly. ‘A fine man. He
has the ear of the illustrious Hamed. We're going pagjuasters. Come. We'll
accompany you.’

Smiling to herself, Marietta followed the guards througloar dind ascended a stairway
that led into the upper reaches of the tower.

They left her outside a pair of double doors.

‘You'll need no more help from us,’” they chuckled.

‘Tell Master Gabriel how we aided you.’

‘I will,” she smiled boldly, opening the door on one sidel glipping inside the room.

With her back pressed to the solidness of the wood, altedyallowing her eyes to
become accustomed to the gloom inside the chamber.eah the guards move off. Her
heart beat rapidly, she felt its pulse heavy in heyai Fear made her feel sick, but she
forced herself on. It was too late to give in to faiaatiedness.

There was silence in the chamber. By the light sihgle red lamp she could make out
the shapes of furniture and see the curtained alcove tisithmuse Gabriel's bed. She
could smell burnt sandalwood and see the thin blue smokeutad upwards from a
small brazier set next to the lighter shape of a largeow.

Slowly, she moved across the room, her silk cloak singegrross the cool tiles. Her feet
felt the softness of a carpet as she approached thesaldow she could see a little more
clearly. Fine embroidered drapes partly concealed a losiasabed. Against the pale
sheets she saw a dark form, swathed in thin silk co@eastiel seemed to be deeply
asleep. Intent on the shape curled up in the centre difetth, she put out her hand to draw
back the drapes.

Acting without thought, not daring to waver, lest she &hése courage, she bent down
and leant over the still form.

‘Gabriel?’ she whispered.

So quickly that she had not time to register the moveoretat recoil, the figure sprang
up and threw off the bedcovers. There was a muffled sgjme of female rage. Marietta



gained a confused impression of pale slimness and lontgtiangir, then two strong
hands gripped her from behind.

Marietta could not move. The grip was like iron. SheHtel back resting against a
solidly muscled chest, hard thighs held her legs ineNke grip. The scream died in her
throat as a palm was pressed over her mouth.

‘Don’t move or you die,” Gabriel grated in her ear.

The woman on the bed cursed and reached for a lamp wht @b a chest nearby. In a
moment a golden glow illuminated the room. The womatherbed was naked. Her red-
tipped breasts shook as she scrambled to the floor. A $tegped face, topped by bright
red ringlets, was thrust forward.

‘You!” Roxelana spat and threw herself at Mariettagérs extended to claw at her face.
Gabriel moved so that Roxelana crashed harmlessiyhiatside. Removing the hand
from Marietta’s mouth, he grasped both her wrists anstéd her round so that she was
crushed against his chest. His loose blond hair brushed afarmsheek. The scent of
lemon-grass and musk enveloped her. At his proximity sha faldden and unexpected
rush of longing.

‘Leave this to me,” he said to Roxelana. ‘Go back to yparters. I'll join you later.’

Roxelana tried to reach for Marietta. Gabriel fendeddif with one hand.

‘But the little bitch is probably armed! She meant to musaes while you slept. Let me
call the guard.’ Roxelana’s green eyes flashed dangerously.

‘No!" Gabriel said firmly. ‘Do as | say. I'm in no dger.’

As if to prove the fact he used his free hand to examiaeeida for weapons. Roughly
he ran his hand over the curves of her body. Underahédess touch she trembled. She
heard his quick intake of breath as he discovered her nad®dn

‘She’s harmless,’ he said tersely to Roxelana. ‘Now go.’

With a final venomous glance at Marietta, Roxelana shidiggea velvet wrap and
stalked from the room. ‘Hamed shall hear of this!" shid ss a parting shot.

Gabriel let go of Marietta and walked across the roomdarved wooden cabinet. He
poured two glasses of wine and handed one to Mariettayl&teel at him, rubbing her
bruised wrists.



‘That woman is a hell-cat! Can you find no one bettefll your bed?’ At once she
wished she had remained silent. Even to her own easosheed jealous, even petulant.

Gabriel's eyebrow lifted with amusement. His beautiide was still flushed with sleep.
‘What else did you expect? You come creeping into my ragthout so much as a by-
your-leave. If I'd known you were going to visit me I'd lesarranged to sleep alone.’

Marietta bit her lip. This was not going the way she pladned at all. How dared he
make fun of her!

‘Here. Take this wine,” Gabriel said evenly. ‘It will calyou.’
She looked at him in amazement. ‘Wine?’
‘Hamed is no Muslim. He keeps a good cellar.’

Marietta took a sip. She had not tasted wine sinceeshthé convent. And that had been
a thin, sour liquid mixed with water. In Kasim’s house sglnank only fruit sherbets. She
took another mouthful of wine. It was delicious, fragramt sweet, rich with fruit
flavours.

Gabriel watched her over the rim of the Venetian vglass. ‘Are you going to tell me
why you are here?’

She took a deep breath and closed her fingers tightlyeoglass as if to steady herself. ‘I
had to come. | could not bear to think that you hated metWdu said back there...it
made no sense. | need to know what you think | did.’

Gabriel narrowed his eyes. They glinted like slate enléimplight. ‘If you have come
here to regale me with more of your lies—'

‘But | haven't told you any lies. Ever. You must believe.iould | have risked
punishment to come to you if | cared nothing for you, assgam to think?’

In an instant he was beside her. He reached out aamahdrew back the silken hood.
Her pale hair tumbled around her shoulders. Tipping up hehehimoked down into her
wide blue eyes. He stared at her intently as if seardbimgpmething, then cursing softly
he turned away.

‘| cannot believe that you knew nothing of Kasim'’s plans

‘What plans? You talk in riddles. Will you tell me whatgpened to you? Something has
made you change towards me. | cannot believe you areteq bd cold.’

‘Can you not? Then listen to what | have to say, and tékme that | have no reason to
hate Kasim and anyone who is close to him.’



Chapter Five

G abriel began to tell Marietta what had happened to hikagim’s house. It was as
clear as yesterday. Every detail imprinted indeliblyhanmemory. As he began to speak
the months fell away, the raw wound within him awoke. Aadvas back there at the
precise moment when he slammed the door on MariettKasich.

Tears had blinded him as he ran from the scene he haalijusssed.

He had lost her. The one woman he desired above alltiarietta had lain full-length
on the carpet behind the ornately carved door, her lipsqurésKasim'’s booted foot in
an eloquent gesture of submission.

What use was the freedom Kasim had promised, withoutelarto share it?

Reeling down the corridor away from Kasim'’s private &pants Gabriel had had no
idea where he was going or what he was to do. At thatenbhe did not care. He was
naked, his hair still damp and sweat-darkened. Straw frerstttbles had clung to his
skin in patches. He had worked loose the bonds that Keeshput on him, rubbing at his
sore wrists where the ropes chafed them.

Gradually he had become aware that he must formulasmnakpdbwever painful, he must
put all thoughts of Marietta and Kasim from his mind. Bwvas impossible. His body
had still ached for sexual fulfilment. Kasim had stirtem to hot lust as he pressed
Gabriel face downwards onto the velvet bedcover and timtashis oiled anus, taking a
final exquisite pleasure and leaving Gabriel wanting. Gkdbtiemescence had not
abated. His superb, well-trained body had continued to, lesan while his mind and
soul sorrowed.

He passed groups of guards who put out their feet to trip htauated him as he
stumbled past, finding it amusing to slap his naked buttocks oatplil jutting cock. He
let them jostle him, not caring how they ran thelfoesed soldier’s hands over his
golden skin. When one of them fell to his knees and todki€& straining shaft into his
mouth he had closed his eyes and given himself up entiréhe sensation of lips and
tongue.

The sweetly tearing pleasure came upon him swiftly. Hpeand moaned, bucking
against the soldier’'s mouth, delving deeply into the sitkeoat, his tight sac bumping
against the man’s bristled chin. The others watched, makiagds of encouragement.
Gabriel was sunk in his own world of anguish. Everythuag locked out except the
clamouring of his body. For a while he cared for nothingeret himself, glad of the
diversion, the hiatus of emotion. There was only hedtveetness and the intoxicating
smell of the soldiers, a mixture of sweat, leathed male arousal.

When another of the soldiers had put his arms aroundrbimbehind and drawn him
against his hairy groin he did not protest. The blunt edgecottk nudged between his



buttocks and he shifted his legs to accommodate it. Th&eim had anointed him with
still streaked the inner flesh of his buttocks. The soklid smoothly into him. Gabriel
sagged back against him, welcoming the penetration, the feélbegny opened. He was
jerked back and forth by the power of the soldier’s thristsrmth gathered within him,
crowding out the freezing shock, the sensation of beindt athd unwanted.

With a grunt the soldier had spilled into him. Aftertttiteere was another. And another.
Gabriel closed off his mind and slid past caring. He handtjced that they had finished
using him. He came back to himself when he heard a tanféimale voice and felt a
leather boot-toe nudging at him.

Looking up from where he had slumped against the tiled wdlhdeseen Sita’s narrow
spiteful face. Hands on hips, she stared down at himnBéer were a number of the
female harem guards. All of them regarded him with pity amdesnpt.

‘Well. Well. What a mess you're in,” Sita had said iiypdThe golden beauty brought
low, eh? No longer a favourite, but an outcast. Howufwate for me. You'd better come
with me to see a friend of mine.’

‘But I'm to be set free,” he had murmured, stirring hims&léasim promised me.’

‘For certain he did,” she said. ‘You can tell that tonDsen the gaoler. You and you take
him. You others secure him with chains. We’re about ttoregou to the life you were
made for, Gabriel. The life of a pleasure-slave.’

‘Keep him here until he’s learned what it is to be tdgile,” Sita said to Dimusen.
‘He’s cowed now, but he’s spirited and troublesome whdms right mind. | want him
ready to display himself willingly. Then I'll spread thvrd that a choice slave is to be
offered in the market. When there’s enough interest| make a killing.’

Dimusen’s small eyes glittered in his fleshy face. lbéikl head was topped by a dirty
pigtail. The heavy gold rings in his ears and throughépéusn of his nose gleamed in
the flickering light of the rush candles on the walls.

He extended a massive arm and closed thick fingers arouneé:iGahbiceps. ‘A choice
morsel,” he said wetting his thick lips. ‘Should fetch atfyrprice. And in the meantime
I'll take great pleasure in taming him.’

Gabriel twisted round and spat in his face. ‘Get youmfilhands off me! I'm a free man
you tub of lard?

Sita’s narrow mouth curved in a grim smile. ‘Not any madickadvise you to get used to
the idea. Dimusen is not known for his patience.’



As Dimusen laughed richly, the fat around his enormoust\wagded and his breasts
wobbled. He took a ponderous step forward and picked Gabriedily. Gabriel
struggled against his chains, but it was no use. Dimusemuar@slibly strong. Slinging
Gabriel over his meaty shoulder he carried him to an opkand slung him down on a
pile of straw. Winded, Gabriel lay curled into a ball.

Before he could recover, the chains securing his wrists atgaiched to a ring set into the
wall of the cell. Dimusen threw him a dirty wolfskirnen put a bucket and a jug of water
next to him. The cell door clanged shut and darkness destende

The sounds of Sita’s and Dimusen’s voices grew fainténegsmoved away. Gabriel
was alone. He wept tears of frustration and anger.€eTlwas a hard ball of pain in his
stomach. He could smell his own body. It was sour stie sweat. The soldiers’ semen
had dried on him, leaving a crust that streaked his buttockhghs. In self disgust he
burrowed into the scratchy straw and pulled the wolfskioaver his nakedness.

He no longer cared what happened to him. Nothing matteredriéttéawas lost to him.
But during that first long night he had ample time to ttankl, gradually, he felt a new
anger sink and take hold deep within him. He realised thastunlikely that Marietta
was innocent. She must have known what Kasim planneavddder she had thrown
herself at his feet.

They had betrayed him. No doubt they had planned it togétfell they hadn’t heard
the last of him. He wanted revenge. The promise of uldveustain him throughout
whatever was to come. His stomach roiled and acid colsert his throat. Revenge
would be the saving of him. It would have to be enough — for now.

The days of early summer lengthened and grew hott&asim’s gardens, lilies scented
the air and lemons and oranges ripened on the treedReaent their echoing calls to
mix with the sound of fountains that tinkled and spafktethe sun.

Dimusen rubbed his hands together as he arranged a bundd tddwers in a cracked
stone jar. He set them to decorate the wooden table mdms.

He felt good. Another day had dawned fair, sending a ggietlh penetrate the musty
lower reaches of the palace. This place was his dofdaitook pride in his work and
wielded the whip with the same degree of pleasure he gutdhmusing his prisoners
sexually. His name sent a shiver down the back of amnyioeheard it.

It was time to visit the prisoner again. Inside his degther breech-clout Dimusen’s
stubby cock stirred. Anticipation made his mouth waterpaiesed his tongue over his
thick lips.



Gabriel was a beauty and no mistake. He hadn’'t had l&kéolgim for many a long day.
Over the weeks he had taken full advantage of thatlfagas a pleasure to have him all
to himself. Too bad that he would be sold one day. Welbaat the money would be a
compensation for his loss. But the day of the sale araaway and for now he could do
as he wished with the most perfect specimen of maddmefiad ever laid eyes upon.

Gabriel sprang up the moment the cell door creaked opepa¢ked away from the
smiling Dimusen, eyeing him warily. His once golden haindnin dull, greasy ropes,
straggling over his shoulders and down his back. Though his fudwkoulders and
heavily muscled torso were still superb, he had lost welidjatcheeks were hollowed
and his eyes over-bright, giving his beauty a touch of etlegldly fragility.

‘Well, my pretty,” Dimusen smiled, showing broken teéWhat are you going to do to
earn your breakfast this day?’ His hand trailed down tdiniging breech-clout and
moved a corner of the garment aside to display his rangpaht It was thick and short,
topped by a reddish and angry looking glans.

Gabriel glowered at him, eyes burning with contempt. “¢an keep that swill you call
food. And if you try to touch me I'll fight you tooth andilta

‘Oh ho, fine words. Please yourself. But hunger makearicgager bedmate. You'll not
last long. I'll call back later, when I've done my roun8ge whether you’ve changed
your tune.’

He pulled the cell door closed and went on his way. Gatagged with relief as he
heard the gaoler’'s wheezing laughter and the sound ofithebof steamed wheat
clanging along the wall. Dimusen was in the mood td teaiay. He wasn't always.
Gabriel's gorge rose as he recalled the many timeadédéen forced to pleasure the
gaoler — held captive by his chains, pressed face down stittkéng straw, while the fat
man heaved and sweated over him.

His stomach gnawed with hunger and he knew that, ddspiteave words, he’'d do
anything Dimusen asked him to on his return. He sat onlthg $traw and put his head

in his hands. Despair threatened to overcome him. ldog/had he been here? He would
have lost count of the days except for the marks hes¢radiched on the crumbling bricks
with a link of his chains.

He squinted at the marks, counting them in the dim.ligive weeks and six days. It felt
like years. He tensed as he heard footsteps approachlh&ucely Dimusen had not
finished his rounds yet. The spy-hole in the door was umedwennd a face blocked the
square of light. The light from a lantern flooded tk#, causing him to hold his arm up
to cover his eyes. Soon after that he heard voicesdraisanger. He listened closely and
thought he recognised Sita’s voice.

He waited with bated breath until his cell door was unlo@metiDimusen shuffled
inside. The gaoler was sweating and seemed agitated riezidhe usual bow! of



steamed wheat, but there were pieces of stringy meafpoin his other hand he had a
jug of watered milk and a hunk of rough bread. Gabriel's mauattered at the feast.

Dimusen put the food on the floor. ‘Seems that youwrbd fattened up and allowed to
have a bath every day,’” he said. ‘You're to be sold ekvieom now. Pity. | was getting
used to having you here. It's a lonely occupation...’

Gabriel was surprised to hear real regret in the gaoleite. Dimusen’s eyes were
moist. His thick lips trembled. He paused as if waiting@abriel to speak words of
comfort. Gabriel was incredulous. He could find no pity in.hiitme marks of his
mistreatment were too fresh. The gaoler enjoyed his warknuch. His eyes flickered
towards the food. Dimusen caught the movement and eeed\nimself. He grinned.

‘What do | get then? For this food and enough hot wategisaap to wash the lice away?
Be good to be clean again, eh? And have a nice full belly.’

Gabriel closed his eyes and gritted his teeth as Dimees®e close. The gaoler’s breath
quickened as he caressed Gabriel's torso, squeezing hissnmfiehis thick fingers. He
grunted as he buried his face in Gabriel's neck and begark this skin.

‘Eager for Dimusen’s lusty cock are you? Better enjdkig day. You'll be the plaything
of some old man soon enough.’” His wheezing laughteeticidabriel’s ear.

Gabriel emptied his mind and tried to think only of the food #he bath, but somehow
Marietta’s face imprinted itself on his mind. He fastéoato the image with eagerness.
It was her hands that caressed him, her mouth thalldwover his skin, tasting and
suckling.

Dimusen would be finished quickly and now he had hope. Seavolld see the sky and
smell the clean fresh air.

Every day after that the opportunity for revenge would coloser and closer.

Marietta sat in stunned silence when Gabriel finishedlspg. Her wine stood on a side
table, the glass still half full.

Gabriel gazed out of the window as dawn spread a stagmon and peach across the
sky. His face was set in a mask of pain.

What could she say? Nothing seemed adequate to compendatesiagifering. No
wonder he hated Kasim. There was no denying that he lesdttsated shamefully, but
she could not believe it was Kasim’s doing. And yet...Sheviktasim to be ruthless.
Where she was concerned he would dare anything. Was sbeumbing on that very
same attribute at present?



Her throat was dry. She took a gulp of wine before pb&es ‘Gabriel,” she began, her
voice low and filled with emotion.

‘Don’t!" he rapped. ‘Spare me your pity. And don't tell mgain that you knew nothing
about what was to happen to me. | had ample time to thingg over and | cannot be
persuaded of your innocence.’

‘Then what am | to say?’ she said softly. “You hawedtime and found me guilty.’

His grey eyes were calm as they fastened on to $ay.nothing,” he said. ‘Just listen to
me as | finish my story. In some strange way it hedgell it all to you. God knows
why.’

‘Tell me then,” she said. ‘So that | may understanly fwhy you despise me.’

He blanched. And she knew that she had touched a nerv&ahhigl, you deceive
yourself, she thought. | know what is in your heart, lmut gnust rediscover it for
yourself.

He poured more wine and refilled her glass, then sdttiadelf in the padded window
seat. The pink light, streaming through the carved éattiork, made a lacy pattern on his
face. He was naked to the waist. The smooth, goldadkirs magnificent torso was
flawless. The deep-blue folds of his velvet robe coveretbhier body. He rested the
hand holding his wine-glass on one bent knee.

He looked beautiful and mysterious and, in some indefinalle more brittle than when
she last saw him. Her heart went out to him. Deep ilhhékiy the flame that burned for
him burst into new life. It was that quality of humaailfty, clothed in strong male flesh
that drew her to him. Kasim too, had that same streaisinature; it was the flaw in the
gem that pronounced its perfection; the overblown quality mfse, foreshadowing the
moment when its beauty must fade. The hint of fragitiade those things more poignant
than mere beauty.

A rush of emotion brought tears to her eyes. She waatte| Gabriel inside her again,
to be filled with his hard male flesh and to ride him tdistering climax. Almost she got
up and went over to him, but he began to speak again arstlested herself to bide her

time.

‘Sita came for me a week later. | was taken to theketgslace and displayed along with
all the other slaves. It was deeply humiliating to begoushow like an animal. All day
long | had to stand there, while all who pleased examined hey stuffed their fingers
into my mouth and forced me to display my teeth. Loaksedle my ears, checked my
hair for lice and made me bend my knees and jump up and. @, you know, | did
not care what they did to me — for the sun shone downynaked skin and a clean
breeze caressed me.’



He looked at her and smiled without warmth. ‘After Dsen’s foul touch the hands that
cupped my balls, worked my shaft, and pulled back my cockssg@med innocent. The
fingers that poked deeply into my body and tugged at my ghabiovere nothing to me. |
was broken somehow. And | did not heal until Hamed booghéind brought me to his
stronghold. Then we found solace in each other. | deseal that we had both felt the
poisoned touch of Kasim’s influence and suffered in diffeveays. Both of us have been
scarred by him, but | wear my wounds on the inside.’

‘And are you to be scarred for ever by your experiencesglbyou allow yourself to live
again?’ The words were out before she could stop tBéehad not meant to sound so
callous.

Gabriel's head whipped round. ‘Easy to say,’ he said. hell How am | to do that

when | am haunted by your betrayal? In all this, ihesane thing | cannot come to terms
with. Not a night has passed when | am free from youryBweman | pleasure wears
your face.’

Slowly, he uncurled from the window seat and came towaedsT he look on his face
made her tremble, but she held his eye. He reachechd@grasped her chin, holding it so
tightly that her eyes watered. The pad of his thunmdkstt teasingly across her soft
mouth.

‘You came here of your own accord, seeking, no doulidte¢mile me with sweet words
and your sweeter flesh. What am | to do with you?’ lne saftly. ‘How can | make you
tell me the truth?’

She felt his restrained violence. The way he fought wittshlf. His desire for her was
written plainly on his face. So was his wish to hurt Ade truth — he did not want that,
she realised. His suffering had blinded him to everything but trsipwf revenge. More
denials were of no use. Gabriel wanted to hear her ssiofe Only then would he be
able to forgive her. And seeing him so damaged, she knewadh® lgive him what he
wanted. Later there would be time to set things ditalgaltingly at first, she began to
speak.

‘l...1 did not stay with Kasim of my own free will. Hérteatened to have you killed if |

chose you over him. | knew that he would never set ya) et any chance at life was
better than nothing.’

Gabriel bowed his head. ‘So you did know that | was tgiben to the gaoler.’

‘No. I...I knew only that you were to be sold.’

He put his hands on her shoulders, holding her so tighatyshe could not move. She

felt him trembling. ‘And if you had been given an uncomhél choice — who would you
have chosen?’



Marietta looked directly into his troubled grey eyes. Rergne Kasim my love, she said
inwardly, but | must tell him what he wants to hear.

‘I would have chosen you,” she said without faltering.

Gabriel groaned and pulled her close, grinding his moutmstglaeérs in a kiss of
agonised longing. ‘1 knew it,” he murmured against her lipknéw it was all the doing
of that DevilV’

Marietta pressed a fingertip against his mouth. ‘Hushuketpeak no more of Kasim.
We have found each other. Gabriel, | want you sovénstopped loving you.” Tears
glittered in her wide blue eyes. It was true. Part ofdie love him and always would.

‘You were so cruel and harsh when you took me back therg/ichamber,” she said
huskily. ‘Won’t you love me now with gentleness? Forgeinhate. It will destroy you if
you do not. Come, find healing within my flesh.’

He looked dazed as if he could not believe his good fortueetlycshe disengaged
herself and stood up. She undid the single hook that helethsilk cloak around her
shoulders. The thin fabric slipped to the floor witbodt rustle and she faced him, clothed
only in her unbound hair.

He gazed at her, drinking in all her pale beauty. Thercdeped her up in his arms and
carried her to the couch. She wrapped her arms around kismeclung to him,
breathing in the warm scent of his nakedness. His sucH#dablond hair brushed
against her cheek as he laid her on the couch then samkidside her, cradling her in
his embrace.

She felt his heartbeat as he pressed her against hishastdaad his touch was gentle as
he stroked her tumbled curls back from her forehead.

‘My own Marietta,” he whispered as he placed light kisse$er eyelids, her cheeks, the
tip of her nose, and finally her mouth.

Her lips opened under his and she tasted him, teasing ttte afhis mouth with the tip
of her tongue. A hot stab of wanting speared her belhisalsands stroked her arms and
shoulders. He seemed to be exploring her afreshlaeyithad never lain together. She
strained against him and he laughed thickly.

‘So eager for me, sweeting? Be patient. The waitingbeilworth it.’

He pressed his lips to the hollow of her throat, circtimgindentation with his tongue.
His hands stroked her breasts, cupping the underswell axggingr them together. He
pressed his face to her cleavage, inhaling her perfumentizztted the tips of her
breasts. With tender lips he mouthed her nipples, suckem tn and collaring them with
a curled tongue. The light touch of his lips, the warnfithi® mouth, was maddening.



Her nipples swelled to hard little cones. As he nibbledtglt flesh, the sensations
rippled down her belly and found an echo in the pulsing Etwer thighs.

Turning in to him, she closed her hands over his, liftingatfeting up her breasts to his
eager mouth, suckling him like a child. The sweet pullingagon opened a well deep
within her. Her sex felt heavy and the wetness gathéreera@ntrance, ready for the
moment when he would thrust into her.

She meshed her hands in his hair and drew his face kisseg him deeply, murmuring
his name. There were tears on her cheeks. She hadpeited to feel so much. This was
no mere pleasuring of the body. It was truly a heabngew beginning.

Smiling tenderly he stroked her face, then moved dowhday to kiss the soft mound
of her belly. His long hair was spread across her higgtaghs, like a skein of yellow
silk. The strands tickled her skin. Tremors passed loeebelly. Gabriel positioned
himself between her thighs, exerting a gentle pressurehgithalms, so that she spread
her legs.

‘Bend your knees up, my sweet. | want to gaze on that higomn@gound with its unique
fleece. Let me breathe in your fragrance and tastevibetness of your secret flesh.’

For a moment he just looked at her, stroking the paledblpabic curls back from the
sex-lips to reveal the pink inner flesh. He cupped the peglebes of her bottom,
drawing his fingers along the inner edges of her cheeks, wieskin was a darker
shade. Then he bent forward and took a long loving tastercfex.

Marietta almost cried out at the exquisite sensatisrisedicked slowly up the inside of
each of her flesh-lips. He paused at the spot whergdhread and nuzzled at the little
hood of flesh that covered her bud of pleasure.

Slipping two fingers inside her, he moved them in and ouedkcked the covered bud
with the tip of his tongue. Marietta moved against his hée®ling his knuckles grow
wet with her juices as her womanhood gave up its hd®demoving his fingers, Gabriel
pressed his mouth to her soaking vulva and covered it ctetyplburrowing into her,
sucking the slippery folds in an erotic kiss.

Marietta emitted a series of high-pitched little crider pleasure threatened to peak.
Surely she could not stand much more. Her reactions tippbdeébover. Kneeling up
between her spread thighs, he tipped her hips up and graspedkief ber waist. As he
slid into her, he moaned deep in his throat and pullefuligronto his swollen shatft. In
one smooth movement he was all the way inside herphlslead pressed against the
entrance to her womb.

For a moment he paused, savouring the silken heat insid&laeetta worked her hips,
urging him to move.



‘Now, Gabriel. Oh, now.’

Leaning into her he thrust strongly, drawing almost &lwlay out before plunging back
inside her. Marietta’'s whole body tightened as hehftee pulsed around him. Gabriel
felt the tiny inner jerks around the head of his cock and khetvshe was near to a
climax. Leaning forward he laid her flat, loving the way sex gripped and milked him
even more tightly in that position.

Slowly now, he drove into her, supporting himself on gltaarms and arching his body
so that he could watch her face as he drew her orrdisviner peak.

Marietta’s hands clutched at the rumpled sheets. Herhaaé was spread out all around
her. Her swollen, half-opened lips, her intense blue, ey@bsthe languidness of her limbs
acted on him like heated wine. She had never looked beznatiful to him.

At the moment when she climaxed, her face screwed ammexpression of sublime
anguish. A pain seemed to pierce Gabriel right throughdast as he watched the play
of emotion across her features. Oh, God he lovedmbhiean more than life. Marietta
contracted around his shaft so tightly that he lost obotrmpletely and spurted his seed
into her. The sweet agony of it seemed to go on and on.

At last, he collapsed, gasping, onto her.

Marietta held him tightly as he sobbed openly. She crddtethce against the hollow of
her throat, stroking his hair and murmuring endearmentgadta long time before he
was able to speak.

‘Marietta. Marietta...” he whispered brokenly.

‘Hush. We have no need of words. Sleep now. And let thergeace between us.’

He sighed with contentment and closed his eyes. It wmaildonderful to slip away,
knowing that he would wake later and still be in her atyas he could not sleep until he
had told her what was in store for their former master

‘Never fear, Kasim will get his just deserts, my love.’

He felt her tense and thought she was afraid. He @@ahts elbow and looked down at
her. ‘I'll keep you safe. He won't hurt you. Hamed isrgpto lure him here. You and

Leyla, my sweet, are the bait that will bring him.’

Marietta drew in her breath sharply. ‘Hamed meanspiwre Kasim?’ she said
incredulously.

‘Nothing so simple. To do such a thing to the Public Adnmatst of Algiers would
cause an all-out war. Hamed does not seek that. Hpwih proposition to Kasim. If our



former master will agree to spend a specified time asdda willing pleasure-slave,
then you and Leyla shall go free. Hamed is known to baraohhis word. Kasim knows
this.’

Marietta hid the horror she felt. Everything in her @r@ait against this outrage, but she
dared not let Gabriel see how profoundly his words hadtafieher.

‘Kasim won't agree to that,” she said with forced cdefice.

‘You think not? You underestimate your worth. | could not &ngpu. Do you think he
can?’

Gabriel pulled Marietta down to lie against him as hegggted contentedly under the
bedcovers.

‘I'll sleep well now,” he said, kissing her temple.

‘And my dreams will be full of the sight of Kasim hught low. Is that not a pleasant
thought?’

‘Yes. To be sure,” Marietta whispered, biting her lip.

Long after Gabriel had fallen asleep she lay awake thirddogit Kasim. Surely he
would not agree to Hamed'’s terms. She conjured a meragkimf Kasim, his sharply
angled face and mysterious dark eyes. Eyes that glistatiedonstrained desire when
he chastised her so sweetly that her whole bodyldesavith willing submission. The
love she felt for her master was very differenti® tender emotion that Gabriel stirred
within her.

It had always been difficult for Gabriel to accept howch Kasim meant to her. He did
not understand that Kasim had showed her what she trglySwanething in her cried out
for the spiked pleasures, the humiliation, that onlydoknowledged master could

supply.

It was easier for Gabriel to believe that Kasim ftaded her to stay with him, than to
face the truth. Yes, she loved Gabriel. But she couldivetvithout Kasim. Gabriel's
pronouncement had thrown her into confusion.

Oh Kasim, | am eager for you to come for me, but ntiteprice that Hamed demands,
she thought. She could not imagine Kasim as a slave.adesavproud, so rigidly self-
contained. She thought she was familiar with every &amahfacet of his dark, jewel-sharp
intellect, but she did not know how he would react wihetearnt that Gabriel was now
Hamed'’s slave.

Kasim had once desired Gabriel strongly. She was m&icevhether or not he had
betrayed him. Once she would have sworn on the strehgtdisim’s integrity, but



Gabriel had been promised freedom and he had been misusatdwds she to make of
it?

She no longer knew what to believe. The truth wastétpever more blurred. And
where did that leave her? She was guilty of deceivingi€abo. There had been no
other choice, but she did not like what she had done.

She lay staring up at the embroidered bed-curtains, whitaingosunlight spilled into
the room. Beside her Gabriel slept, a half-smile omiei-shaped mouth.

Roxelana clenched her fists together so hard thabhgrdcarlet nails cut into her palms.

She had waited in the corridor for Marietta to emergmf@abriel’s chamber, planning
to seize her and drag her before Hamed. Moments had paskstteiched into minutes,
until she had to face the fact that Marietta was notieg out. That meant one thing
only. Somehow the French bitch had managed to curl Gabtiat her little finger. It
seemed impossible. She knew how Gabriel felt abodbhmser master and his favourite
female slave.

Surely she would hear Marietta’s pleas for mercy, hes ©f distress as Gabriel took his
revenge. But there was only silence. She imagined #reaso0. Marietta on her knees,
her hands raised in supplication. Gabriel falling forliesrand gathering her into his
arms.

Roxelana stormed back to her chamber, almost numb wigthHaw dare Gabriel
dismiss her so that Marietta could take her placesréd! She had never been so
insulted. Before Marietta came to the stronghold, sttkldieen everyone’s favourite.
Gabriel had not been averse to her charms. Oh, nbkétkit well enough when she
crept into his bed unexpectedly. Hamed too, looked tolbee dor his physical
pleasures. Now she was not so certain of her suprewigtiim.

For Hamed had come straight from an erotic interludke hatyla and Marietta and gone
to visit Otsami, something he always did when his mind veagted. Luckily
Roxelana’s spies kept her well informed. She wouldaitlg and take steps to see that
Marietta fell from favour.

But first, the Turkish woman. Leyla must be alone mbled-chamber. She would start
with her.

She finished dressing in a dark-green corset and matchingsgiror

‘Lace me more tightly,” she ordered, holding herselimtil her waist was compressed to
its limit.



It did not matter that she could hardly draw breattihat her breasts were thrust up
higher than ever. It was imperative that her waisbhee as small as Marietta’s. She
turned this way and that, admiring her shape in a looking.gtaseralds glinted in her
upswept red hair and at her throat.

Almost ready, she waited impatiently while a servéipped her feet into high-heeled
slippers and twined green velvet ribbons around her caluétingdPthe pointed toe of her
shoe to the servant’s chest, she pushed hard. The sevesbalanced and sprawled on
the floor.

Roxelana laughed, a light infectious sound. Then withadier quicksilver changes of
mood, she frowned.

‘Get up! You look ridiculous,’ she rapped. ‘Now get outind me some hot food and
leave it covered. | have to go out, but | won'’t beglon

Reaching for a flexible riding crop she left the room. Qlyiske made her way to the
chamber, where she hoped Leyla still slept. Her brgaittkened with excitement as she
paused outside the door. All was silent within. Excellemas still early, only the
servants and guards were abroad at this hour. She supprémsgl: aand women bent on
revenge!

The door opened silently. She saw Leyla immediately, Igai§uncovered and flushed
with sleep. Her dark wavy hair formed a pillow for headl. Against the blackness of her
tresses her profile showed as pure and clear as a cameo.

Roxelana felt an unwilling admiration. The Turkish wormeas possessed of a lush
curvaceous beauty. She imagined how the crop would souhdtasck the creamy flesh.
Leyla’s half-exposed buttocks would look beautiful when arressed with pink marks.

Roxelana’s body grew tense with anticipation. Betwleanthighs a pulse began to tick
strongly. She looked down on the sleeping woman, retlistine feeling of power over
her. How pleasant would be the sight of Leyla’s tezdifface as she woke her abruptly to
pleasure-pain.

And how satisfying when Marietta learnt what had happeméet friend during her
absence.

Slowly, with studied deliberation, she raised the crop.

Chapter Six

K asim rose early and prepared himself mentally for wifzest to come. His usual meal of
fruit, bread, and mint tea stood ready, but he drank aritl/water and ate nothing. Until
his task was complete he had forsworn all food.



Two coffers, filled with a fortune in gold coins, stoodie centre of his chamber. It had
taken days to collect and half the merchants and burghédgiers simmered and
chafed at the loss of the better part of their profits

Kasim cared nothing for them, nor for the fact trehlad made new enemies with his
demands. His mind was centred on Marietta and Leylanidssenger he had sent to
Hamed had returned the day before last. Hamed had refuspéatk to him or even
acknowledge him. Red faced, the messenger had been obligad forvinours outside
the locked gates of the stronghold, until he finally gavangleft, to the accompaniment
of jeers and a hail of abuse.

Hamed’s unspoken message was clear; he would discussrhgswith no one except
Kasim himself. So now, Kasim would enter Hamed'’s sihmtd and challenge him face
to face. If threats and a show of force did not wdrgntthere was the money to fall back
on.

Hamed must respond to the latter surely. He well remerddesw Hamed had been
motivated by riches in his days of piracy. Kasim hadseen his old adversary for many
years. Had Hamed changed? He would soon see for hitdaslfn concentrated on what
he knew of Hamed, going over and over their exchangegmbering that Hamed was
no fool. He was cultured and intelligent. It would be atake to underestimate him.
Consumed by hatred Hamed might be, but he was unlikely pydvoked to rash
actions. The situation needed careful handling and wouldbcalll the diplomacy

Kasim was capable of.

He was alone, having elected to dress without the aidoélgservant. The intricacies of
putting on full dress-armour concentrated one’s mind wduallierAfter washing his
spare, tightly muscled body with cold water, he driedskifnwith a rough towel. As he
dressed in a high-collared black tunic and loose red leathesers, he schooled himself
to do everthing slowly and deliberately. No one must guedsoeneath his icy exterior,
he was besieged by self doubts.

He pulled on the padded undershirt, then buckled on a fiteas$tplate of Moorish
armour. Flaps of hinged metal protected his groin and thighedysarmoured boots, the
toes curving upwards into stiff spikes, clothed his legs fmodithigh downwards. He
walked stiffly towards the window, where there wasaking-glass on an angled stand.

The carved and enamelled gold of the armour reflected ngplight onto his starkly
handsome face. His cheeks looked pale, almost bloodlesge the dark smudge of his
morning stubble. Only his wide, sensual mouth had a littleucolde smiled grimly into
the glass as he brushed his long black hair straight bawckHis forehead and secured it
at his nape, prior to fitting on his dress-helmet.

His fingers were clumsy as he attached his black silkkdio the shoulder-fittings of the
armour. He felt the urge to rip the cloak off and throte the floor. Cursing under his
breath, he clenched his teeth and forced himself to lsbenghe task. There, it was done.



Now the helmet. He pulled it on so that it rested lovhsrforehead. The weight of it
was oppressive, but he hardly noticed. Shaped armouy platdded and curved, cupped
his cheeks. The peak of the helmet rose into a pointh@duihes to his already
impressive height.

At last, he was ready. He swept from the room, thekiddoak swirling out behind him.

In the courtyard, his horse and retainers awaited. Metvaiged with Kasim’s mailed
gauntlets, another servant handed Kasim his weaportbaHiked them and managed a
grim smile. The coffers were loaded onto a cart. As#rgants stood back, Kasim urged
his mount forward. His mouth was set in a thin, hard ltie sharp cheekbones were
shadowed and there were dark smudges under his eyes.

No one spoke. Those nearest to him lowered their eyiewha stood in the courtyard
were aware that wars had started over lesser thiagstiie insult offered to Kasim Dey
by his old enemy.

The horses’ hooves clattered on the metalled roacham®s entourage headed out of the
city. They must take a circuitous route to Hamedargihold, as the horses and carts
could not go by barge.

Kasim leant back in the saddle and breathed in the gusti,scented morning air. Inside
the heavy gauntlets his fingers tightened on the reinsmage of Marietta formed in his
mind. He held it still, like a lamp in his inner darkness. ple, lovely face was his
talisman.

‘Never fear, my loved ones. I’'m coming for you both,’ ldreathed. ‘And one way or
another | swear I'll get you back.’

That vow must be enough to sustain him. Let Hamed askjyohiag; anything at all.
Whatever it took, he would succeed in rescuing Mariettd_agth. He would not allow
himself to think of the consequences of failure.

Gabriel escorted Marietta back to her quarters.

The guards who now stood steadfastly on either sideeafdbr stared straight ahead, too
well trained to pay any attention to the comings and gahgfse masters and pleasure-
slaves. Some time ago the flame-haired Venetian had iasde the room. The muffled
cries and sobs that reached them had been intriguinthéyuknew better than to
comment or interfere. Roxelana emerged minutes latbrheit cheeks flushed
becomingly and a look of satisfaction on her exquisite. Without a sideways glance
she swept down the corridor, the high heels of her bsglslgpers clicking on the floor
tiles. A look passed between the guards, but they did sstquanment. The Venetian
woman was a law unto herself and woe betide anyonenchiored her displeasure.



At the door Gabriel raised Marietta’s hand to his lips.

‘I must leave you here for a while, my sweet. Hamedexbect me to attend him as
usual, so that he can give me his orders for the daybareclose and whispered. ‘I will
say that | ordered you to come to my chamber. Then yduetibe punished for
roaming the corridors without permission.’

Marietta watched Gabriel walk away before slipping imo chamber. For the first time
in days she felt at ease. Her step was light asrsissed the room.

‘Not still abed, surely,” she said teasingly, seeing Liagtia was spread face-down in the
tumbled bedcovers.

It was a moment before she realised that Leyla whbisg quietly. At once Marietta was
beside her. The red silk cloak settled into a pool aroundsshe knelt by the bed.

‘What is it? What's wrong?’

The question died on Marietta’s lips as she pushed aside#wy black hair that was
spilled across Leyla’s prone body. She saw the aragtymarks that streaked Leyla’s
naked bottom. Leyla pushed herself to a sitting positigmng away her tears with the
back of her hand. She turned towards Marietta and Madetta in her breath. The same
marks coloured the backs and sides of Leyla’s thighs. @mered weal slanted across
the fullest part of her breasts and another had cauglichess her side.

‘Who did this thing?’ Marietta said tightly.

‘Roxelana,” Leyla said tremulously. ‘She crept into tbem while | was asleep and
began beating me. | had no chance to put up a fight. Sieetasgled me in the sheets
and held me down while she used a crop on me. | triedisbaway, but she kept hitting
me. It was best to lie still and let her have done.’

Marietta made a sound of outrage. Many times she and haglé#een chastised by
Kasim, but never had either of them been so cruellg.uURexelana must have put all her
strength behind the crop. The skin around some of thedanarks was discoloured and
already turning purple. Though the skin was not brokenlalwguld be badly bruised.

‘She — Roxelana — said that this was to be a warning toYfemuare to keep away from
Gabriel, unless Hamed orders it. Is that where you¥vecalled to you for help—’

‘Oh, Leyla, forgive me! | have been selfish. | oughhave told you where | was going,
but you were so deeply asleep. Yes, | went to find Gabradlamber. | could not bear for
there to be such hatred between us. | wanted to speak.t®bimalana was with him
when | entered the room, but he dismissed her. It res@rrred to me that she would
come here and take out her anger on you. This is mly ¥li've been hurt because of
me.’



Leyla smiled painfully. ‘Do not blame yourself. | don'ttkiRoxelana needs much
provocation. It seems that we must ever be wary of3ige’s been the favourite here for
a long time and she resents our presence. She...shbaasthe knew that Hamed had
taken pleasure with us both. That seemed to enragedrerthan anything.’

Marietta put her arm around Leyla and drew her closexélRoa should be taught a
lesson. I'll wager that Hamed knows nothing of her actitvis'll see what he has to say
about this.’

Leyla clutched at Marietta’s hand. ‘Take care. Do noaulgthing rash. You'll only
provoke Roxelana further.’

Marietta did not answer. She was filled with angehenfriend’s behalf. She did not
know how she was going to do it, but she would make Roagday for this morning’s
work.

‘I'll ask Bishi for some salve to put on those weadhe said practically. ‘They're nasty,
but | don’t think they’ll scar. Now you lie down and resittil Bishi arrives.’

Leyla lay on her stomach and Marietta gently pulled gacbvers around her, leaving
her sorely abused buttocks and thighs uncovered. A timeriater, Bishi arrived with a
tray of food and set it down on a low table. Her ey&ened as she took in the scene on
the bed.

Marietta told the servant-girl what had happened and Bisht at once to fetch a
soothing oil. She hurried back, bursting into the room, hes as round as saucers.
Another servant followed her.

‘We’re to help you bathe and dress as soon as you haae &aiu’re to look your best.
Hamed orders you to come to his private apartments.’

Marietta tensed. Some sixth sense told her that trssnvardinary summons.

Hamed'’s private apartment, a round room at the top obthiert was filled with the light
that streamed in through the many glazed, arched windavsui@d spots speckled the
tiled floor and turned the faded colours of the carjstel-bright. Playful dust motes
danced in the sunbeams.

Carved wooden panels covered the walls, the gilding aind patchy in places. A
curtained alcove held a platform that was bordered i@ thides by a huge padded
couch, upholstered in gold brocade. Fringed silk cushionspilecearound it. Enormous
cabinets and a chest of rare inlaid wood stood aroundadle w



Marietta and Leyla, clad in their ‘uniforms’ were leda the chamber. Marietta was all
in black and Leyla wore white. They made a striking pia@,contrast in their individual
colouring enhanced by their chosen costumes.

Hamed, magnificent in robes of emerald, figured velvetdedron the gold couch,
drawing scented tobacco into his lungs from a copper rarglthe water pipe of the
East. Roxelana sat at Hamed’s feet, curled up on otte gilk cushions. All around the
room stood uniformed guards.

Hamed narrowed his eyes appreciatively as Marietta and bBpproached him. The red
mark across Leyla’s exposed breasts and the stripesrdiutiocks were clearly visible
under her short, transparent skirt. Though she moved astlggnas always, it was
evident from her face that she was in some discontitanned turned to Roxelana and
raised a quizzical eyebrow.

Roxelana smiled confidently up at him. “‘The woman disggdame, my lord,” she purred,
reaching up to rest her red-taloned hand on his thigh.

‘They are not yours to command,” Hamed said tersetyipxeng her hand.

Roxelana pouted prettily. ‘Must | suffer their insulissilence, then? Am | not allowed to
chastise these wayward creatures?’

Hamed bent close. ‘You know you are not. Come to me avithproblems you have.
Unless | order it, you are to stay away from them. Diotake too much upon yourself,
my dear. This is the second time in two days I've hagpoimand you. We shall have to
discuss this later. You need a lesson it seems.’

Roxelana’s face fell, but she smiled tremulously asgd¢d her unbound red hair over her
shoulder. Hamed clapped his hands and Marietta and Leyal&eto a curtained alcove
and told to remain there until summoned forth.

‘You make a sound at your peril,” Hamed said to them.

‘It's Kasim, | just know it,” Leyla whispered to Martet reaching for her hand and
holding it tight.

‘He’s come for us. We’ll soon be leaving this place.’

Marietta recalled Gabriel's words and felt a shiveraséboding. Hamed had lured
Kasim here deliberately. He would not give them up ea8itg where was Gabriel? He
was nowhere in sight. Then she forgot everything as the doors opened and Kasim
stepped into the room. Her legs turned to water as she gbhed. She had not seen him
for weeks. And never had she seen him dressed for combat.



In the gold dress-armour, he looked magnificent. A blagékcdalak flowed down from

his broad shoulders and brushed the ground behind him. Ky dtandsome face was
laid bare by the clean lines of the helmet. She felh#da flood her belly as she looked at
him. Everything else was forgotten, Hamed, Roxelana, &admiel paled into
insignificance beside the commanding presence of Kds&nmmaster and lover.

‘Welcome to my stronghold,” Hamed said. ‘It has been masars since you graced us
with your presence.’

‘I come not for pretty speeches, nor to visit,” Kasedscoldly, ‘but to discuss the return
of those whom you stole from me.’

Hamed affected a look of innocence. ‘Ah, so this is wy come surrounded with
armed men and dressed for war?’

Kasim ignored him. ‘State your terms.’

‘First things first. | would not have you think that | @nbbarbarian. Sit. Take some
refreshment. See, | have ordered iced, melon sherbeg, ypu do not touch wine.
Roxelana serve our guest.’

Kasim climbed the steps to the platform and sat dowitystiicing Hamed. Kasim’s
eyes flickered appreciatively over Roxelana as she p@ugiaks of the cool drink. She
looked up at him from under her lashes, pleasantly surgdriséte good looks of her
master’s old adversary. Her small sensual mouth curvednmile. She allowed her
fingers to brush against Kasim’s as she handed him thgdda#t and bent low so that his
face was only inches from her bare breasts.

Kasim thanked her for the sherbet, appearing not to nibicether gestures. He took off
his helmet and gave it to his bodyservant to hold. &sipped his drink he looked
around the room.

Behind the curtain, Marietta shivered as if Kasim’s nigdutk eyes had touched her as
they slid past. She ached to press her palms to hikched kiss his hard mouth. In the
brightness of the sunlight Kasim’s features seemdx tall sharp angles, like a marble
sculpture of his own image.

Hamed sipped his glass of wine, slowly, taking the timgtudy Kasim. He looked cool,
but Hamed knew what a sharp mind, what depth of emotiore s behind those
seemingly relaxed features. For a while longer he savaheei@eling of being in
control, then suddenly he grew impatient. He wanted tlelsletf the terms over with
and Kasim brought low, not sitting looking haughtily arounthuhat self-contained
look on his proud face. Somehow his very stillness made Haha ease.

‘Well then, to business,” Hamed said.



There was no change of expression on Kasim'’s facd;l&ned knew that he was
instantly alert. He decided to be candid.

‘I will not insult you by denying that | have the two womé#farietta and Leyla, staying
here as...my guests.’ He gave a small smile. ‘You wishaweturn the women to your
safekeeping — and | am willing to do that on one condition

‘Name it,” Kasim said at once. ‘What payment do you nejl

‘Payment?’ Hamed said, as if the notion had not occurrédaio‘No. You
misunderstand. That would be far too easy. Any sum | ngmedould procure at once.’

‘Then you seek to fight?’

‘No. Not at all. I require only that you come willingly this place — after due time to set
your affairs in order, of course — and stay for a sptifieriod.’

Kasim allowed a flicker of puzzlement to cross his fesguiFor what purpose?’

Hamed smiled broadly and paused before he answered. ‘Ylaaongent to become my
pleasure-slave. The fact need not be made public. Indeedyil} tell your ministers that
you are quite safe and will take up your duties again in duese.’

Marietta saw Kasim blanch. He will refuse, she thoulgistpride will not allow him to
consider such a profanity. She felt an odd mixture of em®tPerversely, she almost
wanted him to accept. There was something so intoxicatitige image of Kasim’s
splendid body, naked and adorned for pleasure, as her©Wata see him on his knees,
servicing a master or groaning under the lash...But it waggtut nor possible, that he
abase himself for the sake of Leyla and herself.

A little moan of distress lodged in her throat. Hameéisns were too much. It seemed
that they must remain Hamed’s prisoners, while Kaaichdiege outside the stronghold
walls. Then Kasim spoke and Marietta’s chin jerked up atkhLeyla gripped her hand
so tightly, that she winced at the pain.

‘| accept your terms,” Kasim said coolly. ‘How long atolstay here? | will have an
official document drawn up, you understand. A treaty, whietboth shall sign.’

Hamed stared at Kasim in stunned amazement. He had notexkbén to agree so
readily. He felt a grudging admiration for his enemyotik great strength of character to
accept the terms he set down.

‘l...1 had thought one month would suffice.’

‘Agreed.’



‘Good. Good. How long will it take you to make the neeaegsrrangements?’
‘| can be back here within a week.’

‘Then it's settled. Marietta and Leyla will be reledson the last day of your month’s
stay. Let me be clear about this. You do know whatpgeted of you?’

Kasim nodded. ‘I know.’

Hamed'’s full mouth curved richly. ‘Then I trust that youl Wwe a most obedient slave?
How interesting it will be for you, a master, to leavhat it is to serve others. | almost
envy you.’

A muscle jerked in Kasim’s cheek, but he gave no otherdidis feelings.
‘That seems to be all then—' Hamed began.

‘Not quite,” Kasim interrupted. ‘One thing more. | wishsee Marietta and Leyla —
alone. To establish that no harm has come to them.’

‘Ah. To see them alone will not be possible. But youly juage for yourself whether they
are safe.” Hamed clapped his hands and the women werghtrout of the curtained
alcove.

Kasim’s eyes flashed with pleasure at the sight@inthHe did not speak, but Marietta
needed no words to read what was in his heart. Shehsdewve and the naked desire in
his eyes and was proud of her beauty; the beauty thatitvad shis deeply passionate
but restrained man to offer himself up as a willing slave.

Many times she had appeared before Kasim naked, or clothethdhin gold chains

and silk veils, but never had she worn such a provocatsteime. The paleness of her
hair and skin was more startling than usual when setsighm deep black of the leather
and velvet costume. Kasim’s dark eyes took in all thelldethher dress. The cinched
waist; her lifted and exposed breasts — with the niplaleyes of sparkling black

obsidian; the black transparent skirt which revealeddvesr belly and the shadowed
triangle between her thighs. Conscious of his gaze osh@emoved her thighs apart
slightly, so that the delicate labial clamps — withesilchains that ended in black pearls —
moved slightly against her white skin.

Kasim permitted himself a small secret smile beforeeties strayed to Leyla.
Immediately he narrowed them as he saw the wedheoskin.

‘What is this?’ he demanded.



‘Ah, yes,’ said Hamed. ‘An unfortunate incident. Not of dging. The matter is in hand.
Never fear, | wish no harm to come to such beauti¢ses®. They will be safe until you
return, then you will see for yourself how they aesated.’

‘That had better be, or our agreement is void. You daseetiat if you break your word,
this stronghold will be razed to the ground?’

‘I am fully aware of that. But | shall keep my wordotY know me to be a man of honour.
And besides, all | desire will come to pass. Why wouldshwwo harm anyone?’

Kasim nodded curtly. ‘Then so be it.’

‘Excellent. Now please be seated. | have arranged soteganment for you before you
leave. Take your ease.’

He clapped his hands and Gabriel walked slowly into the rétenwore a breech-clout
of white leather. His superb body glowed with healttstdp of studded white leather
encircled his forehead, holding back his long blond hair.Hiregashed and gleaming, it
streamed over his shoulders. Deep wrist-bands, also studdeylitéering with jewels
reached almost to his elbows. He carried what lookeddilwhip. The stranded ends of
the lash swayed as he walked.

Kasim leant forward, obviously surprised to see Galdfielseemed intrigued, Marietta
thought, and not at all dismayed. If anything Kasim was figpdabriel over with a
mixture of pleasure and desire. Gabriel was, as eagnificent. No one, not even
Kasim, could be unmoved by his powerful male beauty.

Marietta recalled Gabriel's bitterness. How he mudbb&ing forward to having Kasim

in his power. She made herself a promise. She would dgtewvey possible to make
Kasim'’s time as a slave an easier one. Perhaps tiogtk pains to please Hamed in some
special way he might listen if she asked for lenient&asim’s behalf. There might be a
way. Something Hamed had done when he first examined tiex eanalside came to her
mind. Ah, yes. That was the way...

She felt sure of herself. If only Bishi could be persuadduetp her. Hamed would not be
able to resist her charms. And it would serve Roxelayrd i Hamed turned away from
her.

‘I have had little chance to test the obedience deéhmEeasure-slaves,” Hamed said,
breaking into Marietta’s thoughts. ‘I thought it would aeysu to watch as | put them
through a few paces. Gabriel here is my slavemasteis hhost thorough, as you will see
for yourself, soon enough.’

Kasim nodded as if unconcerned, though his dark eyes toekiin éetail of Gabriel's
appearance. He desires him still, Marietta thought, asakehe absorption in Kasim’s



face; the way his glance lingered on the perfect musoeland the pronounced fullness
in the white breech-clout at Gabriel's groin.

Marietta felt a little thrill of fear as she absorbd¢@med’s words. She and Leyla were to
be chastised while Kasim watched, as indeed he had wat@redtimes before, but this
day it was to be Gabriel, Kasim’s ex-slave, who gaisig to draw down the pleasure of
submission from their bodies. She could only guess whsiKeust be feeling. Did he
long to be the one who handled them? Perhaps he longdtfattentions of Gabriel. Or
was he burning with anger at the cavalier treatment gilbasure-slaves?

Marietta dared not meet Gabriel's eyes. The memotledf loving that morning was

still fresh in her mind. She could not reconcile thiah what he was about to do to her
and Leyla. Even though she knew he had no choice, asd*asi@vemaster, she cringed
at the implacable set to his mouth. There was no sigfreaenderness she had seen
earlier.

Gabriel held out a hand for each of them, his beautitd &xpressionless. Marietta was
led to a narrow, waist-high bench which had been plac&dnt of the platform. Leyla
followed her.

‘You will see how well I work my — or should | say yodmpleasure-slaves,” Hamed
smiled. ‘Marietta was served by Gabriel personally, sndmamber last night. Is that not
so Roxelana?’

Roxelana smiled cruelly. ‘That is so, my Lord.’

Marietta flushed deeply as a spasm passed over Kasings It was the first real sign of
any emotion. Damn Roxelana, she thought. Her integdrad prompted Hamed to say
the one thing designed to twist the knife for Kasim.

‘Gabriel will demonstrate his artistry for you. Muchta$ skills were learnt while he was
your slave, | believe.’

He gestured to Gabriel. ‘Ready them. Display them orguest. You know what to do.
And you Roxelana. Stand by. Gabriel may need assistance.

‘Yes, Master,” Roxelana said, positioning herself onféneside of the bench.

Marietta and Leyla stood with their backs to the befating the platform. Though her
eyes were downcast, Marietta could feel Kasim’s gawzken. She determined to give a
good account of herself for him alone. What did it matiat Hamed and Roxelana were
determined to humiliate Kasim by displaying Leyla and hemdtbnt of him? If she
enjoyed what they did, and showed the fact to Kasim ®opleiasure, then they failed to
wound him.



On Gabriel's order she and Leyla turned around and benafdrewer the bench. The
wooden bar was padded and shaped for comfort, fitting netdlyhe curve of her belly.
It was broad enough to support the whole of her torschdrushoulders and bare breasts
were thrust forward. The pale globes hung free andahgling nipple-clamps swayed
gently.

Marietta’s upswept curls flopped forward to partially cover éyes. She was glad of
this, as Roxelana’s narrow green eyes never lefidoer Roxelana watched avidly for
any sign of distress, any evidence of suffering. Marieths determined that Roxelana
would be disappointed. Lifting her head she flashed her di@zamile. Roxelana’s
mouth twisted with rage, but she could do nothing but watcbadsiel walked around
the two women, arranging them in the most provocatitipa.

‘Lean over further,” Gabriel ordered Marietta, tapping dgently with the coiled whip
and pushing the short skirt up to lie in folds around hestwai

He did the same to Leyla, exclaiming at the colourfupet on her pale flesh. As he ran
a fingerip ever so gently over one of the raised we@s)drs passed over Leyla’s skin.

‘Have no fear. | can see the weals are still dr@ot hurt you,” he whispered to her,
then raised his voice. ‘Flex those pretty buttocks botjoaf Display the darker tint
inside those globes. You provide a wonderful contrasblmucing. Leyla so dark and
Marietta so fair.’

Marietta felt the heat flood her face as Gabriel dbed her own and Leyla’s bodies in
colourful details. It seemed an insult to describe tardathose intimate parts which he
so loved and desired. Hamed does not own me, she thoughs, fitv you Kasim.

‘Stretch your legs apart so that your bottom-mouths aneleisAnd part your legs to
display the labial clamps. Hurry up! Gabriel slapped itéa on her bottom with the flat
of his hand when she hesitated. Not hard, but hard enoudperf to realise that he meant
her to obey instantly.

Marietta arched her back and pushed out her bottom, ageGallered, at the same time
spreading her thighs. Leyla did the same. The littlenshan the clamps swayed back
and forth, tickling the soft skin of Marietta’s innerghs. She knew that they were to be
beaten and felt a sort of horrid expectation of thaguee-pain to come.

Gabriel reached between her legs and gave the clamfle &uly, rolling the black pearls
between his fingertips. Then he grasped each of herlifesshnd smoothed and pulled
them down, so that the neat little purse of her sexpasaed slightly and displayed to
best advantage. Tweaking the golden curls, he fluffed thenshape, then stroked the
few damp tendrils away from the pursed little opening betweemottom-cheeks.

He moved to Leyla and did the same to her hairleséig@x-lamed commented on the
delectable nakedness of Leyla’s sex, and remarked oilkye®oothness, the taste of



her intimate flesh against his mouth. He was plainlyngyo provoke Kasim, having
never pleasured himself with Leyla in that way. Leylaéar her face towards Marietta.
Her full underlip was nipped in by her teeth. She wash#dsleep red with shame.

There was a pause, then Marietta felt Gabriel's fisgépping into the groove of her
buttocks, stroking gently and anointing her flesh-vallethwil. His touch was warm and
gentle as he caressed the inner skin of her buttockgu®&hed against Gabriel's hand,
drawing in her breath when he pressed the pad of his feofily against the puckered
mouth of her anus. Using one finger, then two, he slid itteeeply inside her bottom,
lubricating and loosening the tight little orifice.

A tiny sigh escaped her as the strong fingers penetratetyde® her body. She heard
Roxelana’s grunt of disapproval. Marietta was not suppased enjoying being
displayed in this way. The humiliation was meant t@nsé her before her old master.
Marietta smiled. This was not so bad. Kasim would beyamgothe sight of Leyla and
herself spread so enticingly for him. She felt a poavafmth gathering in her belly as
she anticipated the moment when Gabriel would useatiiedn her taut bottom.

She had been beaten many times by Kasim. Though the slismeas hateful, it was
also addictive. After the initial soreness, a burning warimllowed; a warmth that
always reached inside her and tapped the well of her ileemoisture. Soon, oh, soon,
the wetness would begin to seep out of her, heatingadtahsg her sex, ready for the
thrust of Gabriel's hard cock.

A sort of dreamy anticipation settled over her. She lwled into a realm of sensual
delight. Beside her Leyla’s breath came fast and sha®abriel gave her his full
attention. Marietta relaxed, pushing her belly againsp#ugled bar of the bench, and
arching her back even more deeply.

Her rounded bottom was thrust high as if begging for thel &iss of the lash. She knew
that the deep-pink inner flesh of her vulva was glisteaimdjthe darker coloured flesh-
valley between her parted cheeks had never looked smgvithe feeling of
helplessness, of exposure, washed over her in a wasxdyawful delight. What sweet
punishment this was.

But Hamed’s next order cut into her thoughts like a khifelas so unexpected, and so
inexplicable, that she tensed. Her eyes must haveeshber dismay, for a flicker of
satisfaction crossed Roxelana’s face.

‘Fit them with the tails,” Hamed said. ‘Show them wkizey are about to receive.’

And Gabriel walked slowly around to the back of the besolthat Marietta and Leyla
could see him unwind the coiled whip. Only it was not a whipdid. The thongs
separated into two objects; Gabriel held one in each hadetta saw something like a
phallus formed all of leather. The short stubby handle neanded on the end, looking
impossibly large and cruel. The shaft of it ended in a murablong hanging thongs.



One of the ‘tails’ was white and tipped with pearls, atieer was black and tipped with
drops of shining black obsidian. She appreciated the jewatladty of the objects, even
while she cringed as the realisation of what theyewerbe used for came over her.

For Hamed had never planned to have them beaten. Their punishageto be refined
and altogether more subtle. A deep flush of shame sta@rethbeks and spread down to
cover her breasts.

How foolish she had been to think that Hamed would allemand Leyla to keep any
dignity at all. As Gabriel moved around the bench andipasd himself directly behind
her, Roxelana reached out and grasped her chin. She jerkedtdshead up, so that
Marietta had no choice but to look directly into heecd. Marietta immediately squeezed
her eyes tight shut. She would not allow Roxelanaadse distress, she just would not!

But Roxelana was determined to relish the moment. Sheabdritrushed her lips across
Marietta’s mouth, then bit down viciously. Marietta waad with the pain and opened her
eyes on a reflex. She glared her dislike and angeoxlana. The pain in her swollen lip
brought tears to her eyes.

‘That’s better, Frenchwoman. Keep your eyes open/ldiiit you more next time. Let
me see your shame. All of it. Give it to me.” Roxelar#tle mouth was slack, her green
eyes luminous in her beautiful cat-face.

Marietta felt the rounded tip of the leather-bound handtige between her buttocks. Not
there. Oh no. She was so tight and the phallus wasrgdulbous at the end. She could
not suppress a tremor as the head of the object pressest dga anus. Surely it was too
big. It would hurt.

But it hurt only a little and only at first. Gabriel vkad it into her slowly, dripping more
oil onto the handle to make its passage easier. Hednbback and forth until the tight
orifice accepted the intrusion. With a subtle scrat@msation the phallus slid fully into
her, stretching the little mouth obscenely.

Oh, how terrible that Kasim could see her orificensd-filled, so horribly eager for the
leather phallus. The fleshy pad between her anus and vagsmarm, pushed out by the
pressure of the object that filled her. She wanted ®edher legs tight, to shield the
protruding object between the lush curves of her bottom.

‘Hold it inside with your muscles,” Gabriel said severéBon't struggle against it. If it
slides out, it will be the worst for you.’

Marietta tightened the muscles of her buttocks, thighs belly, trying to keep the object
inside her. It filled her completely, invading her boeyerting an inner pressure on her

sex, which throbbed and burned maddeningly. The long trahimggs, tipped with beads
of cold obsidian, hung down to cover her mound. As stithed with anguish the thongs
brushed lewdly against the parted lips of her vulva amdkeatl her burning flesh-hood.



Never had she felt so ill used. It was far worse thartime she had been spread in a
similar way on the public punishment block. Then, the félcasgazed at her had been
the faces of strangers.

Leyla whimpered when her ‘tail' was inserted, though Galaréed careful to go very
gently on account of her abused buttocks. She threwfaltglance towards Marietta,
her full red mouth trembling with mortification. Roxetataughed throatily when the
objects were in place.

‘Excellent,” Hamed breathed. ‘Is Gabriel not an exadlislavemaster? You can begin to
see what he has in store for you.’

Kasim did not answer. Marietta realised that the destnaton was for Kasim'’s personal
benefit. Hamed wanted him to realise fully what wastare for him when he returned.
Tears gathered in her eyes. She imagined Kasim berthiatsame position, a leather
‘tail’ inserted into his body. How would he bear it? Shd &eyla revelled in being
subservient. Yes, if she was honest, even in beingagisglin this humiliating way.

But Kasim was proud and reserved. It might break him. Sisemore determined than
ever to put her plan into action. Hamed would not be t@ahilesist her.

Then she felt Gabriel's warm hand move betweendgs and she could think only of the
pulsing of her demanding womanhood. He pinched her flest-betwveen two fingers
and moved it slowly back and forth. She felt her pleaswanting, her insides seemed
to curl as his knowing touch coaxed her to a slow and myalélease. Her hips worked
against his hand and the thongs brushed softly againstihexssshe reached for her
climax. Gabriel's fingers plunged deep into her silkerathand slid wetly in and out.

He gripped the leather ‘tail’, protruding a short way outef anus, and twisted it gently.
The oiled leather turned inside her, sending ripples ofsensthrough and through her.
That final touch tipped her over.

She did not care now that Roxelana watched her fadgeséhsed how Kasim gazed
longingly on the moist little jewel between her thighdecorated so beguilingly with the
labial clamps that pinched the swollen flesh-lips andriiéng jewel-tipped thongs.

This release was for him, only for him.

As the inner pulsations began she bit her lower lip anoulea series of breathy sighs,
spreading her legs as wide as possible and working kienibso that the leather thongs
danced up and down. Let Roxelana see her pleasure. Shiethepéenetian woman
envied her. And indeed it seemed that Roxelana did. Fdetsharietta’s chin drop with
a sound of disgust and turned away, but not before Nsatv the lascivious glint in
her eye.

Roxelana gave her attention to Leyla, who was now lsangdly pleasured by Gabriel.
After tearing off the scrap of leather at his groinpa positioned himself between



Leyla’s spread thighs and pushed into her with a hoarse ddagnng and thrusting her
shapely rump hard against him, Leyla rode Gabriel’s strastgigt cock.

Marietta could only hang limply over the bench as Gaphieged into Leyla. In a short
time he gave a grunt of release and collapsed over heetMss breath returned
gradually to normal. Now that her pleasure was overysteflooded by renewed shame.
The thonged handle still stuck obscenely out of her biddgquired all her concentration
to keep it buried inside her. She longed to grip the shaft dhidl fsee from her private
passage, but she dared not. She must wait until Gabrelrgaveave. But no order came
to remove the tail. It seemed that she was to bgeblio keep it in, even when the order
came to stand.

‘Get up and face the platform,” Gabriel ordered wheaden wore the breech-clout.

Slowly, Marietta turned, her eyes downcast. The ph#lthed and burned inside her.
The jewelled thongs hung down, brushing the backs of rgighEhe could hardly bear
to look at Kasim. But it seemed that she did not need sndHe was even now
descending the platform and striding from the room. Hisl hesss bowed and she could
not see his expression. The manservant, holding his-deds®t, scurried after him.

‘I'll look forward to your return,” Hamed called afterakim. ‘Within a week,
remember?’

Gabriel grinned at Hamed. ‘Do you think he’ll come back?’

‘Certainly he will. What | offer is irresistible. Hoeould any passionate man refuse such
a challenge. Do not all masters envy their slaves? tda Kasim is horrified by my
terms, he is powerfully intrigued. Did you not see tiseifsation on his face? I'll wager
that he was imagining how it would feel to be in theplaf Marietta or Leyla!’

‘Then our exhibition was a success,” Gabriel said, langyhchly. “Your new pleasure-
slave knows what to expect. So much the better. Lethimk bn this for the next few
days. | cannot wait to train him.’

Hamed leant forward earnestly. ‘Go ready yourself @&aldrwant you at your most
inventive. Devise some new distractions for me.’

Gabriel bowed his head. ‘It will give me the greatesaglee, my Lord.’

Roxelana wore a look of lewd excitement at the exchamgl Hamed’s handsome hard
face was slack with desire. Hamed beckoned to Roxelanshenchme and curled up at
his feet. He meshed his fingers in her bright-red halrran the silky strands over his
fingers.

‘Did you enjoy that, my pet?’



‘Immeasurably,” she murmured, rubbing against his velvet-covbighl.

Hamed stretched and yawned. ‘Take these two away, dexexd Gabriel. ‘And bathe
them. Then bring them to me. | would sample that walh&d flesh.’

The satisfied expression left Roxelana’s face. Shesthrerself away from Hamed’s leg
and sat stiffly, watching with narrowed eyes as GalegtMarietta and Leyla from the
room.

Marietta knew that Roxelana had a new grudge against herSt@wvould try to make
her pay for her shameless enjoyment. For by finding pteas the display, Marietta had
robbed the Venetian woman of the pleasure of seeingdidring with humiliation. The
realisation of that fact gave her immense satisfacti

As she reached the door of the apartment, she lookedhewvshoulder and smiled slowly
and deliberately at Roxelana.

Chapter Seven

‘Y ou were wonderful, my darling,” Gabriel said laterttle&ening, his lips warm against
the skin of Marietta’s throat. ‘The way you gave yolingp completely to every
sensation. When | pushed the tail into your body | dbialmost unbearably arousing. It
was all | could do to control myself. | wanted to take wb once, to bury my hard flesh
inside you and ride you until you wept with pleasure.’

She smiled up at him and tapped him lightly on the cheekamighfinger.

‘But you did not. Instead it was Leyla you favoured. Atwitruel you were to deny me.
Not at all like the tender lover of a few hours ago. Asdw what pleasure you took in
provoking Kasim.’

Slipping his arm around her waist, Gabriel walked by her 3ide.garden was lit by
perfumed candles that glowed through paper lanterns g&t trees. A sunken path, soft
with a cushion of moss, wove through the overgrown flinees and crumbling walls.

‘Do you forgive me?’ Gabriel asked softly.

Marietta lifted her chin for his kiss. “You are Hamed&vemaster. What else should |
expect of you? When he next orders you to prepare us fentastainment, you will do
so, won't you?’

Gabriel looked away. ‘Of course. Like | watched whilstiynd Leyla were ordered to
pleasure Hamed in his chamber after Kasim left. Hamedisnly master. | owe him my
life and my obedience.’



‘And you will take every chance to humiliate Kasim, eviethat means using Leyla and
me to do it.’

He paused and turned so that he faced her. His voiceadasd tinged with the
bitterness she now recognised. ‘Hamed has a right to &acgel have too. You know
what my true feelings are for you. But | have to setith Wasim before | can allow
myself to live again.’

‘Can you not let it go, Gabriel? This hate will conguypou.’

He turned on her in surprise. ‘You ask me that? Suralyof@ll people can see that
Kasim deserves to suffer. Did he not capture you and keepgainst your will? And
later, when you could have gone free, he kept you withiyinrsing threats.’

Marietta nodded. It was partly true. Kasim had captuegdahd her friend, Claudine,
when the ship carrying them home from the convent atdddmad sunk in the Bay of
Biscay. But she had long since ceased to think of hers&lsisn’s captive. The role of
master and slave had become blurred. Each was the captineother. And the harem
was a prison no more, it had become her home. Shdtezbhaving to lie to Gabriel, but
there had been no other way. One day she’d tell himhermost secrets, but now was
not the time.

In the soft violet light under the cypress trees Gébrieautiful face was a map of
shadows. His eyes searched her face as he waited fiar éxeswer. He did not entirely
trust her, she realised. It was too soon for him to patyaadl his doubts, despite the fact
that they were now lovers. She must keep up the pretémaging Kasim for a while
longer. She made herself smile.

‘Yes. Let Kasim learn what it is to be a pleasureesfashe said as they emerged into a
patch of moonlight. ‘It will give me great satisfactitinsee him brought low.’

Though she had no wish to see any such thing, she wastaattieere was a sort of
twisted justice in the situation. Kasim had brought famd nurtured her most secret
desires. He had taught her to relish the subtletiesroitgde. Once she had asked him
why he had chosen her and he had answered, ‘I see nmygelif. Your desires are an
echo of my own.’

She acknowledged the truth of his words. She and Kasme sumilar in so many ways.
So might not Kasim desire to experience the pleasurgsbofission? How exquisite if
he was to find fulfilment at Hamed’s stronghold — everrémble and beg for release
from her. Oh, would Hamed allow it? she wondered. A tinydsler rippled through her
at the thought of it.

And Kasim would be here, nearby. He would sleep withenwvthlls of the stronghold,
separated from her by only the crumbling stone walls oflisnber. She knew that the
place was peppered with secret passages and rooms. Tletrigenauway for her to reach



him, to be alone with him. Surely it was possible. Bgh# was to gain a measure of
freedom it was imperative that she secure Hamed’s Bhg had a few days only to
bring him under her spell.

Time to put her plan into action. Bishi had been informieitl While Bishi bathed her
after her exertions at the ‘entertainment’ in Hameguligate apartments, Marietta had
told her what she required. Bishi’'s eyes widened, thergsinned showing strong white
teeth.

‘You like my master?’ she said, looking pleased, as ifidfea had paid her a personal
compliment. ‘It will make him happy that such a beauti#oiman desires him. He
deserves to be happy. Such a kind man. He brought me berenly village where | was
starving. For that | owe him my life.’

Bishi blushed and turned away. It was the longest speecletidanad heard her make. It
was plain that the little servant-girl was in lovelwher powerful master. She found the
fact touching.

Marietta let Bishi believe what she liked about her mativiéhe servant-girl was only too
willing to help. She had promised to have everything redugn Marietta returned from
her walk in the garden. Bishi promised that Hamed wouldeatble to resist her.

But now she was with Gabriel. Why could she not fosyetrything but him? The scent
of night flowers was heavy on the still air. Large g@amoths fluttered around the
lanterns. Others danced in and out of the waxy whiteniMothat festooned the creepers
clambering over a broken trellised archway.

Gabriel looked into Marietta’s shining eyes. ‘Why so siléower of my passion,’ he
whispered huskily. ‘What are you thinking?’

‘I was remembering how you taste when you kiss me. Andymwieel inside me,’ she
whispered, lowering her eyelids. Oh, she hated hefsetfeceiving him, but it was only
a little lie.

‘My thoughts were similar,” he said, pressing her agairssbiae wall. ‘It is time to
refresh my memory.’

The cool stone felt good on her bare skin as he pulldakeotcloak of blue silk.
Underneath she wore only an ankle-length tunic, slit up sides to the knee. With
eager fingers Gabriel pushed the tunic up to her waist. Cupeirigukttocks he lifted her
and linked her legs around the small of his back. In & smafement he freed his erect
cock and positioned it between her spread thighs.

His urgency communicated itself to Marietta. This walkdémo slow and gentle loving.
Despite her rioting thoughts she was affected as allbwayss proximity. It gave her a
feeling of power to see Gabriel trembling with need for B&e moved slightly so that



she was sitting astride his erect phallus. The warm, laagth of it was pressed closely
against the groove of her parted sex-lips. Her pubic fleemendragainst the curling hair
at the base of Gabriel's belly.

She kissed his strong neck, mouthing the slightly danmpwhich tasted of salt and
lemon oil. Claiming her mouth, Gabriel kissed her dedfdlyng her with his exciting
taste. The tip of his tongue played with hers. She captuead sucked it deeply into her
mouth. His little moan of pleasure vibrated into heo#tr Moving her gently back and
forth along his cock-shaft, Gabriel exerted pressureeoimner flesh-lips. The moist tip
of his cock-head rubbed against her pleasure-bud, drawinittlt &ay out of its hood
and smoothing it back as he made each withdrawing motion.

She knew that he wanted to plunge into her. His wholg a@d tense with his need, but
he was prolonging the moment before he penetrated fsesekual urgency was tamed
by the depth of his feelings for her. Knowing this, shededtirge of tenderness for him.
Oh, Gabriel, if Kasim did not exist, | would want onlyuydnly you...

‘Holding you, wanting you, is such sweet torture,” Gabmekmured in her ear. ‘I almost
went mad with longing for you all those months.’

The heady perfume of the flowering vines filled Maristtaostrils. She lifted her face to
the moon as Gabriel moved his hard maleness againShewas very wet now.
Gabriel's shaft was slick with her moisture. The hmgtof their two bodies seemed as old
as time. Suddenly she wanted Gabriel to penetrate harotioesher troubled thoughts.
Her fingers moved in his long sun-streaked hair. Shenstlaowards him, savaging his
mouth. Yet he held back, still. The moment hung on iheeecious, eternal. The cold
silver moonlight poured down. Marietta imagined she cowdtlifecaressing her skin,
running down over her face and neck like silky-soft water.

Gabriel gave a groan and slipped into her at last. Sfgedaagainst his mouth as his hard
flesh filled her. Tensing her thighs, she squeezed his Viedting the ridges of muscle
against her skin. His hands slid under her buttocks, cupipamg and drawing her

forward. She linked her ankles and crossed them imtladl ef his back, surging against
him as their bodies thrashed together. She was acutahg af Gabriel's great strength

as he supported her weight. Bending his knees sligigljeant into her so that he could
thrust more deeply.

His beautiful face was intense, transfixed by the gripi®passion. He was tender and
violent at the same time. Such a strong man, but itseasasy to wound him. She felt
possessed by the strange quality of the emotion he promptex her. Theirs was
surely more than a joining of two bodies.

A little sob rose in her throat. Oh, if only everythiocould be simply physical. Two

healthy bodies taking pleasure in each other. Thdt'$laik other feeling, so inexplicable
—was it love? Obsession? Even pity for his sufferingsatever it was, she did not want
it. But it was too late to fight it, she was ensnare@®hpriel. Why did they have to meet



again? When Gabriel left Kasim’s house she thought shiédwever see him again. It
would have been better that way. Now everything was s@located.

Gabriel buried his face in her neck. His breath seaeeddmp skin. She arched against
him. The hardened tips of her breasts thrust againsiuthehed silk of the tunic. Even as
her pleasure built and her body clamoured for reledmecould not halt her thoughts.
Her mouth twisted with anguish. Gabriel mistook the geskur passion and murmured
endearments. His grey eyes were dark and glazed witkedesir

Marietta closed her eyes, unable to look at Gabriebgifimface as his moment of
release approached. Her own climax eluded her, but Gabdeathot realised the fact. He
held her tight, breathing in the scent of her hair, evhis seed jetted into her.

Tears pricked against her eyelids. She was flooded by teexteand self-hatred.

Even at this moment, she was betraying him. For whieag Gabriel who claimed her
body so sweetly, it was Kasim who had the firmedd lom her mind. Whatever
happened, he always would have.

Marietta ate her evening meal alone in her chamber. h@tmind. Solitude suited her
for the moment.

She knew that Leyla would be enjoying herself and she veasfgt her friend. Marietta
had never fallen prey to the petty jealousies withinhdrem. Other women formed brief
attachments, then squabbled and fought over imagined deseMianetta’s and Leyla’s
relationship was abiding, based as it was on a mutual getyeob spirit.

Leyla and Marietta had been introduced to Otsami eanlire day. Marietta was
fascinated by the exotic delicacy and the charming mami¢he Japanese woman. She
had never seen such hair. It fell straight and shinovgndOtsami’s back, like a skein of
black silk. And Otsami’s longish, oval face, small reolutin, and narrow slanting eyes,
were curious indeed. Marietta tried not to stare, but coatldhelp it. Otsami looked so
strange in her colourful silk robes, with their deeggés and the wide padded sash at
her waist. She was not sure if she found Otsami be&atiimerely odd.

Her apartments also had a stylish austerity. The fuma@red and black lacquer, the
woven mats which covered the tiles, and the woodefophatwith its bed and floor
cushions, struck Marietta as unnecessarily sparse. $liedekase sitting at the low
table, while Otsami knelt to serve them refreshments.

Leyla appeared to have no such reservations. She seetvegeadectly at home,
admiring the little row of miniature trees which weisible in the small courtyard
outside. Otsami spoke perfect French and she and Leyledlzatimatedly over tea
served in exquisite blue and white porcelain bowls. Leigeodered that she shared



Otsami’s love of music, and eagerly accepted an invitaticapend the evening in the
Japanese woman’s company.

Alone now, Marietta nibbled spiced aubergines stuffed alittonds. She pushed the
food around in her silver dish and slumped against the ausbio the divan. She sighed.
It seemed that she and Leyla were to be allowed a meafsineedom as long as they did
Hamed'’s bidding. They were like butterflies trapped inxajuesite silken net. The
analogy depressed her. She sipped a long glass of lemetshien called for Bishi to
attend her. From the servant-girl, she learnt tleahétl had sent away his retainers as he
wished to spend the evening alone.

The timing was perfect.
‘Have you brought the things | asked for?’

Bishi grinned and held out a carved wooden box. Marietta dpiedlid and peered
inside.

‘Excellent. Now make me as beautiful as the morningBisri. Then go and ask, most
humbly, if my Lord Hamed will admit me to his presence.’

Hamed was reading when she entered his chamber. Sleel watil he looked up before
she closed the doors behind her.

Lamplight gleamed on his thick brown hair, picking dwé tings of grey at his temples.
His strong-featured face was a little harsh in repitgesensual mobile mouth
compressed into a straight line. He supported his chintiwtineel of his hand as he
leant over the book. He seemed completely absorbedh&hnot thought him to be a
scholar.

‘You asked to be brought to me?’ Hamed said, closing thk Witb reverence and
laying it aside.

‘I must confess, | am intrigued. Have you some comp?afirte you not being treated
well?’

For the first time he noticed how she was dressedrigteunsuccessfully to keep his
eyes on her face. Marietta strode confidently intoctiember, aware of how minutely
Hamed watched her. She hid a triumphant little smitawdould he help but be
entranced. Bishi had done her work well.

‘Your hospitality is faultless, my Lord. But there haeh no chance for us to be alone
together. | thought it might please you to get to knowartitle better. | hope | am not
intruding on your solitude.’



Hamed said nothing. He made a dismissive gesture with his fide cabochon ruby
glinted on his finger. She could tell he was assessinghbtves. Of course he realised
that she wanted something, but he had no idea what it tregliHer clear blue eyes
sparkled with mischief. He’d know soon enough.

Her high-heeled slippers made a staccato rhythm as skednadross the floor. She
deliberately avoided walking on the carpets, knowing thesharp sound of the metal-
tipped, wooden heels would draw Hamed'’s gaze directlyg@téa she wanted it.

Hamed drew in a sharp breath, then hid it with a yavenwils reclining on a low divan.
As she approached, he raised himself up, supporting himsel$ etbbiw. He still did not
speak. She saw him swallow and permitted herself a tigatdmile. Yes, your mouth is
dry, she thought. | was right about you. | knew what wonfldiine your passions.

As she drew near to the divan, she stopped and bentaoivto adjust her slipper. She
bent over from the waist in a smooth graceful gestudedaew her outspread fingers all
the way along each foot in turn, then she encircledhtikle before sweeping her hands
up her shapely calves.

Hamed'’s eyes followed her every move. He leantla lifbser, studying her position
which showed her long slim legs and richly curving hipscheaatage. Turning her head
sideways, Marietta treated Hamed to a look that wasfipromise. Then she
straightened up slowly and turned to face him. With her handser hips and her legs
parted slightly, she let him look his fill.

Her long pale hair had been swept up and pinned tightlyittieodoils which resembled
seashells. Crystal-topped pins glittered amongst th& ddie severe hairstyle made her
skull look small and fragile and left her face bare. phee lines of her bone structure,
her neat nose, and the clear blue of her eyes weeataeated by the lack of decoration.
The exposed nape of her neck added to the overall lookgfitly.

The rest of her costume was frankly erotic. She kimawthe contrast of her neat head,
her naked face — almost childlike in its clarity, andltisdn adornment of her body was a
powerfully stirring image.

Crystal studs decorated her ears. Her shoulders and amadare. A wide belt, shaped
and boned and made of strong gold ribbon, constricted &ist and left her breasts
exposed. Her nipple-clamps were of gold and crystal. Adtdin hung between the
clamps, connecting the two.

‘Come closer,” Hamed said hoarsely.
Obediently Marietta moved nearer. She placed eackcérefully, measuring her strides

and swinging her hips as she walked. There was a padded stot tiedivan.
Marietta halted. Keeping her eyes on Hamed’s face]itted one leg high and placed



her foot on the stool. The leather-covered heel otlgper made a deep indentation in
the embroidered fabric.

Hamed’s gaze progressed from her thigh, to her bent kndeyn to the shadowed
secrets between her legs. Marietta felt a stir oitement as his eyes widened when he
saw the little clamp with the crystal drop that wtaehed to the flesh-hood nestling
within her intimate folds.

She looked deeply into his eyes. ‘I wanted to please gbe,said huskily.
‘You...do,” Hamed managed to say.

He drank in every detail of her body, but his gaze lingereler legs and feet, as she
had known they would. When he had knelt on the canalsdexamined her feet in
minute detail, she had detected the interest of a comuwid#/ith that in mind she had
gone to great trouble to make her legs, and particularlfelbé as enticing to look at as
possible.

She wore a pair of gold brocade slippers, encrusted wisittadibeads, which left her toes
and heels bare. The slippers were arched, so thédterere supported in exaggerated
bows, her weight resting on the ball of each footldGeather fastenings were wrapped
tightly around her ankles and then criss-crossed aWtheup her slim legs to the very
tops of her thighs. She shifted position, standing sohgmalegs were again closed. The
pale blonde of her pubic curls brushed against the topmostifagiaf the leather thigh-
lacing.

What Hamed could not see was that Bishi had given bpe@al pedicure. There were
other treats in store for him, if he wished to samipét. She saw by his reaction that he
would indeed wish to do more than look. He shifted uncaafdy. There was a
pronounced tumescence at his groin.

A slow smile crossed her lovely face. ‘My Lord isgded with my appearance?’

‘You know | am,” he said. ‘You are very clever to diseowhat enchants me. But you
must do more than look beautiful if you expect to seekawgur.’

‘Your wish is my command,’ she said sweetly, running hedblalown over her hips and
bringing them to rest on her thighs. Her splayed fing®ysd with the gold lacing. A
spasm passed over Hamed’s handsome face.

‘Sit on the stool,” he ordered, getting off the divamifiurry of silken robes.

She sank down, keeping her back straight and her kneebdngehe high-heeled
slippers forced her to sit with her knees bent up at gleaHamed knelt before her. It
gave her a thrill to look down on him. This strong, pdulevarrior was willing to
humble himself before her beauty. Then he glanced uphensiasv her mistake. There



was nothing of subservience in Hamed's face. It wag thed he was the master and she
was a slave to his pleasure.

Hamed was no callow youth to be bent to her will. He & mature and experienced
man, intelligent and sophisticated. In the stronghold bixiwas Law. Hamed
commanded great respect from his underlings. She knewhéatould do well to
remember that. A little tremor rippled down her spinge &ondered if she had put
herself in danger by coming to him in secrecy. Only Bislievk that she was here. What
if she needed to call for help...?

‘Lift your foot,” Hamed ordered, startling her into obexice.
‘Yes...My Lord.’

Marietta extended one leg towards him, her foot pointadadely. Hamed grasped her
foot and held it between his palms. His fingers tracedttiline of the shoe.

‘Beautiful,” he murmured. ‘Such tiny feet. Each toe is paiyeshaped, each nail like a
shell.’

He bent and kissed the tip of each gold-painted toerfal.s&w his look of surprise as he
mouthed her toes and kissed the narrow strip of foot protréidingthe slipper. Bishi

had perfumed her feet with sweet musk and anointed ¢aeb@tween each toe with a
different tasting honey. Hamed'’s breath came a B$ter as he drew the large toe into
his mouth. He sucked hard, making little moaning sounds ofyrea

Tense with fear, she held her leg out rigidly. She lddxrpected to enjoy the
experience, but when his hot tongue began probing betvezaods, licking at the

honey, she found the sensation uniquely arousing. Hisrngncircled her narrow ankles
and slid up her calves as he moved his mouth to her bdse Heespent a long time
kissing and praising her feet, then just when her legs begmning to ache with the
strain of holding them out to him, he ordered her ontaiven.

‘Make your body available to me,” he said. ‘I would tés$ willingness you profess.’

She positioned herself on hands and knees, arching ¢leabd pushing out her bottom.
This was how he had displayed her in front of Kastravds a position most men found
exciting; the rounded bottom-cheeks, framing that desirettecef delight, exerted an
almost primitive fascination on them. She smiled inWwatllinking how much she had
changed from the innocent convent girl. Kasim and Legldtaught her well.

The little clamp attached to her flesh-hood protruded fitvarpurse of her sex, the
crystal prevented from dangling by the fleshy lips holdingyiit. Hamed reached out
and took hold of it, tugging it playfully, sending a warm pui$ sensation to her
pleasure-bud. She could not help pressing back against his hand.



‘How well trained you are,” he mused, letting go of theeling jewel. ‘But that is not
what | want from you.” With a derisive little laugh thened away.

Unsure of herself now, she watched him undress. Thiswtagoing as she had planned.
She had expected that he would wish to enter her bodyne svay. Ah, perhaps he
would prefer her tight bottom-mouth. She lay on her lzaekraised her legs, letting her
thighs fall open. But Hamed motioned for her to sit. e Hifferent requirements, then.
She hoped she could accommodate them.

Swiftly he disrobed, until all he wore was a loosaijtesilk undershirt. Climbing onto
the divan, he leant back against the piled cushions. Hisgdyrerect cock jutted against
the white silk. As Hamed undid his undershirt and let itdpén, Marietta saw his
bronzed and muscled torso with its curling brown hastill gave her a shock to see the
great ugly scar that marred his stomach and groin.

‘Turn to face me,’ he said.

Lifting her chin, he tipped her face up to his and pressed hishmo hers. The kiss was
passionate and yet tender. She sensed that in a sivapde was thanking her, but she
could not understand the reason why. A moment ago he hagédeenused by her
efforts at seduction.

He stared down at her face as if he would absorb dgatyre. There was wonderment in
his eyes. What had she done to deserve such emotion?\&he fgamulous smile to hide
her confusion at the strength of his reactions. SHegalvay. Hamed was a
disconcerting man indeed. It was safer to concentratds body. His mind was
altogether too unfathomable, too mysterious. Leaning towandsshe ran her hand
down over his stomach and closed her fingers aroundeheddthis phallus.

His hand reached down and enclosed her hand.

‘Not that way,’ he said, reaching for a curved daggerldyabn a side table. ‘Wait. |
would take my pleasure in my own time. Why hurry when lyave taken such pains to
ensnare me?’

He spoke lightly, but the dagger unnerved her. Lamplighteglioff the wickedly curved
blade. The handle was of carved gold encrusted with rubieat ¥ he mean to do?
She stiffened, feeling fear creep into her bones. Stieihderestimated him. Fool, she
berated herself. | have insulted him by my presumptionv N® means to kill me!

Hamed saw her terror. He smiled to reassure her. ‘| iy@amo harm. See?’

Slowly, taking great satisfaction in the act, he ggbphe razor-sharp point of the dagger
under the thongs that secured the slippers to her ankleselSthe coldness of the blade
against her skin. The leather made a soft sound asifieeckit into it. As each cut thong
curled away from the slipper, a tiny tremor passed ovenddiés features.



He cut all the laces until the slippers were kept orfdetronly by the narrow jewelled
band across her toes. Setting aside the dagger he resextedlipper in turn, sliding it
free of her foot in a smooth, slow motion. The goldHeathongs still encircled each
ankle like a broad metallic cuff and the criss-crddaaes encased the length of her legs
as tightly as before.

‘Never did | see more enticing shackles,” Hamed murmuressprg kisses to the small
diamond-shaped areas of skin between the laces.

Now that she knew he would not harm her, Mariettaxed a fraction. In truth, the threat
of danger had added spice to the situation. She coultefbut respond to Hamed. His
unpredictability, his air of command, earned her respect.

Slowly Hamed worked up her legs, mouthing her skin,igkand tasting. As he rubbed
his cheeks against the soft oiled flesh, she feltdalmest rasp of his stubble. When he
reached the joining of her thighs, he paused and dartedrheichievous glance. She
tensed with expectation, waiting for him to part herhlijgealising that she wished him
to do so. Indeed, it seemed that she had never wantedrangthbadly.

That realisation was a shock. Somehow there haddseghtle shift between them. When
she entered the room, she had imagined that she hachbssntrol of the situation.
Hamed had surely been captivated by her, unable to look ansheaswayed towards
him on her high heels. It had been her intention to rhékewvant her. To bend him to

her will.

But she had underestimated him. Plainly he did want béQrbhis own terms. He was
supremely confident of his power over her. She could elpt but admire the way he had
duped her. He was fully in control, and had been sincemtieeed the room. Kasim had
that same element of restraint, that same self-psgse

That knowledge too, made Hamed all the more desirable to her

So now she was caught in her own trap. All she could thinvas Hamed’s hot mouth
on her sex. Under the pinching bite of the clamp, her pledsudt throbbed and grew
erect, thirsting for the touch of Hamed’s tongue. Helylveas a tight ball of desire. The
fire which Gabriel had left unquenched, stirred into néev he arched towards Hamed,
making encouraging little movements of her hips.

‘Ah no. | think not,” Hamed grinned, brushing his lips lightigross her pubic curls, so
that her stomach contracted with a jolt of wantifidnis fragrant jewel must wait for
another time. It is my pleasure alone that counssday, is it not? You came here to
ingratiate yourself. And | know what | want from you.’

She smiled and nodded, though her disappointment must hawve,dbecause he laughed
richly and slapped her lightly on her buttocks. Turning hee ket this way and that, he
again admired their perfection. ‘Il seem to rememberaa of rough skin...?’



‘Bishi...Bishi smoothed it for me. She spent a long thuigbing oil into the skin.’

‘Ah. Bishi is thorough.” He pressed his mouth to her inglieking delicately at the spot
where a blue vein pulsed beneath the surface of the'Bkuojuisite,” he breathed, biting
gently at the soft pad under her heel. ‘The soles areacodike satin to the touch. And
now, my dear, | want you to put them to good use.’

He positioned her so that she was sitting betweenibslywspread legs. ‘Take your
weight on your hands and lean back. Yes, that’s itv [dleasure me with those pretty
feet.’

Obediently she began to caress his thighs, describingiteigscon his golden-brown
skin. The sensation of his warm flesh against her sedsspleasant. She had not realised
that her feet were so sensitive. She could feel evayg mnd contour of the scar. Hamed
winced. She paused.

‘I'm sorry. Have | hurt you?’
‘It's nothing. The skin there is a little tender. Conoe as you were doing.’

She resumed the stroking. The curling brown hairs atake of his belly tickled as she
brushed against them. Taking care to avoid the scar, ugnighiest touch, she lifted his
balls, stroking and teasing them with the tips of hesté¢lamed’s belly tensed as she
allowed his ball sac to rest on the tips of her tdas. weight of it was velvet-soft against
her skin.

She made him wait for the touch he longed for. Slovdyslewly, she stretched out and
stroked his cock. Hamed'’s phallus twitched with pleassigha worked her toes gently
up and down both sides of the firm shaft. Now and therhsld it firmly, gripping it
with her inward curving toes, moving so that the loose kimesorked up and down the
glans.

Soon the cock-skin slid back fully and formed a creasedrciolt the moist, purplish
glans. A tear of salty fluid gathered and overflowed ftbmtiny, slitted mouth. Marietta
captured it with her big toe and smeared it gently aroundrigerged head of his
member.

There was no sign of the lack of potency she knew Hersdffrom. His erection was
stout and enduring. Indeed there seemed a danger that liteemigt at any moment. She
stroked the exposed glans with the tip of her slick bigttes rubbed against the
sensitive underside of his shatft.

Hamed gave a little moan of pleasure and reached fottla bf perfumed oil. ‘Anoint
your feet with this. Use your soles on the shaft,riuemured. ‘Squeeze and roll it
between both feet.’



Marietta poured oil onto her soles. It smelt strgrgflpatchouli. Gripping the cock-shaft
as he ordered, she pressed her soles firmly togetheulneld them up and down. Faster
and faster she worked the oiled stem. The muscles ithiglis and stomach began to
ache, but still she pleasured him. Her soles formedatlg $iim tube-shape and Hamed'’s
member slid sweetly in and out of it. His glans waktt@nd so swollen that the skin
looked shiny. As she continued it grew wet with his owarctaoisture.

Hamed closed his eyes and let his head fall back as higvbized back and forth in
helpless arousal. His lips parted as he emitted a sdri@sathy grunts. As his climax
came upon him his whole body tensed. He jerked and buckbd asmen burst from
him. Small drops of the creamy fluid speckled Mariettaé&s.

With a great sigh of contentment, Hamed fell back rgsbthe cushions.
‘Come...to me,” he murmured, extending his arm and pulling Marieto his embrace.

Marietta curled up beside him and waited until his breathingnmed to normal. Her
cheek lay against his bare chest. She could feel thie pecinding of his heart and was
acutely aware of the warmth and the smell of his sk very human quality of these
things made a deep impression on her. She had not expasteditiacy. Indeed, she
had expected Hamed to take what she offered, to use faet,imnd then dismiss her at
once. Instead, he cradled her close, holding her &g Wives more, much more, than a
pleasure-slave. Now and then he leant over to kistothef her head, or caressed the
slope of her shoulder, the curve of her hip.

It was as if they were lovers, or as if he wished tcshe thought. And she wondered
about Hamed for the first time. Could it be that he lwasly, even unhappy? He had
Roxelana, it was true, but that woman was a balm taneés soul. Bishi had told her
about Otsami — the Japanese woman, who Hamed admiredspadted. But according
to Bishi the sexual part of Hamed’s and Otsami’s relatignappeared to be fitful at
best.

After a while Hamed shifted position, so that he wasgaMarietta. He looked deeply
into her eyes as if he could read her thoughts. Agarhat the feeling that he was
grateful for more than the fleeting pleasure she hstdorought him. She smiled up at
him tremulously, not knowing what he wanted from her. I&igeno more to give him,
yet she felt that he hungered still.

‘So much you bring me. With you | am renewed. Fully pgtéwt breathed, in such a
low voice that she caught only part of what he sai@énTie seemed to recover himself.
He smiled and stretched, linking his arms behind his neck.

‘There is a flagon of wine on that table. Bring it heBbare a glass with me before you
go back to your chamber.’



First Marietta cleaned them both with a silken clotth perfumed water, then she poured
wine into two glasses. The malmsey was the red-bralouc of garnets, thick and sweet
to the taste. She sipped with relish, enjoying the experiehdrinking wine after all the
months of abstinence.

‘Tell me about yourself,” he said. ‘What were you befgou came to live in Kasim’s
harem?’

So she told him about her homeland of Martinique. How si®eof noble birth and of
how her family owned sugar plantations. He listened dyaas she described the lush
vegetation and mountains of the region around their hatuBeinte Royale, the smells of
molasses taffy and coffee in the markets, and thétinigadcloths and shawls of the
native women. Hamed seemed to find her every word fagandt was easy to talk to
him and she found herself speaking of things she had thoughtoayotten. Childhood
memories of herself and Claudine came back. She toldhéwmshe and her friend had
run wild over the huge plantation, as free spiritechasotight red and yellow flowers
that grew along the edges of the cane fields.

‘Where is Claudine now?’

‘She lives in the harem still. Perhaps Kasim finds @omkith her, since Leyla and
|...are here...” she tailed off.

With the mention of Kasim a discordant note crep thieir conversation. She saw that
Hamed regretted his question. He frowned as if angry witkéifnthen began skilfully
to lead her onto safer subjects. Soon she was absorhkd tafes of his sea journeys to
distant lands. His conversation was animated and ititggesuch of it tinged with sharp
insights and touches of humour. His maturity and expegiemade him more fascinating
to talk to than a younger man. When he smiled his widedaét eyes gleamed, almost
lost in the fine wrinkles that surrounded them.

She found herself enjoying his company immensely and qugetfto ask if she might
be allowed a greater measure of freedom. She felt disagpgavhen he suggested that it
had grown late and she should leave. Leyla was proballyigt Otsami. There was
nothing to look forward to in the empty chamber they ethaBesides, it was so
comfortable snuggled down in the cushions next to him. Hanasdwarm and solid next
to her. His arm lay along her thigh, his strong warsitvand was curved over her knee.
The wine had imparted a glow to her skin and a pledigdnhess to her head.

She almost asked to stay, sensing from his slight tert$ianhe wished her to suggest it.
But spending the night beside him would foster a dangentasaicy. Her plans had
already gone completely awry; she did not want to dizatie things further. Rather than
luring him into a honeyed trap, she seemed to havedtip new emotions within him.
And if she was completely honest — within herself.



Reluctantly she stirred herself and made to leave.rBeloe left the room Hamed gave
her a small leather casket.

‘No. Do not look inside. This is for tonight.’

‘Surely slaves do not receive payment?’

‘You must know that you have become more than a s\&d. until you are alone before
you look in the casket. When the time is right — anddehthat you will know when it is

— wear this, for me.’

With a final kiss, he let her go.

Roxelana crept up behind Bishi. Grabbing one of her armdyesttat up behind her

back. All around the chamber was evidence of Mariett@pamations. Crystal-tipped

pins and perfumes lay on a side table, along with brusisombs. Discarded garments
were thrown onto a chair.

Roxelana took in everything in a single glance. ‘Wheshe?’ she hissed through
clenched teeth. ‘Tell me you little wretch or | swebibreak your arm?!’

Bishi grimaced with pain. ‘Where’s who? | don’t know ath-’

‘Don’t play games with me. Where’s Marietta? I'veoked everywhere. She’s not with
Otsami or Gabriel.’

‘I don’t know. She did not say where...’

‘Liar! Tell me at once. | shan’t warn you again.” Sjave Bishi’'s arm a vicious twist.
Bishi sobbed with pain. ‘Hamed...She...she went to him.’

‘But that’s impossible. He gave express instructionstibatias not to be disturbed.’

‘It's the truth. Please you're hurting me.’

Roxelana pushed Bishi away and crossed the chamber. @adhe/as a carved wooden
box, open and empty. Roxelana gave it a knowing look. Amspd rage twisted her
mouth. Kicking the box aside, she reached behind the taptesthyng for the niche in the
wall. With a grating sound a large slab of stone swunguide: Roxelana disappeared

through the gap.

Behind her Bishi sniffled, rubbing at her aching arm.



Roxelana stormed along the secret passageway. She cobklingé the audacity of the
Frenchwoman. No one disobeyed an express order fronetHanrer lips curved as she
anticipated watching the punishment that Hamed would order.

Reaching Hamed'’s apartments she was just in time tblagetta leave the room.
Roxelana’s eyes widened as she took in the detailsaoElta’'s costume. In another
moment Marietta had rounded the corridor and was losete. vi

Stunned, Roxelana stared after her. She had expected téaimeld alone and Marietta
given over to the guards. It was plain that Marietta Ipgshtssome time with Hamed. A
hot rage rose within her. She lost all control. Dugkiack inside the secret passageway,
she took the turn which terminated in an alcove in Hamaavate room. She had never
dared to enter his room by this route without invitatiar, dhe cared nothing for the
niceties of good manners at this moment.

Hamed turned in surprise when she burst into his room. Héywgson his divan,

sipping a glass of wine and reading. Roxelana stopped ligiéet] in her headlong rush
by the look on his face. She had never seen him so angry.

‘What is the meaning of this intrusion?’ he said coldly.

But Roxelana was too far gone to take note of the warngmgsi

‘She was here. Just now. The Frenchwoman, wasn'’t shieyoB said you wanted to be
alone. You did not want anyone. Not even me...” Her vadterfed and to her horror she

found herself near to tears.

‘You forget yourself Roxelana. How dare you question ntpas. Leave at once. And
think yourself lucky that | do not order you thrown out!

Roxelana took a few paces backwards. ‘But you let her ¢corpeu. Why is she so
special? She doesn'’t love you, as | do. She’s onlyivgaiior Kasim to come. You wait
and see, when Kasim leaves, she’ll go too— She stopped ttamed made a move
towards her.

‘Leave! Now! he roared. ‘Not another word, or by aktstars I'll give you to the field-
hands for their pleasure!

And Roxelana left, the sob that lodged in her throabatrahoking her.

Chapter Eight

K asim awoke with a start. For a moment he had heartéeiwwhispering in his ear, her
softly accented voice urging him to take her into his arms.



Fully awake, he realised his mistake. Claudine was cudgtta him, her long red-gold
hair spread out in a tangle over the pillows. As heeditowards her she opened her eyes
wide and smiled at him.

‘| give you good day, my Lord,” she said, in the pronourféeshch accent which he
found so attractive.

She was warm and soft with sleep still. Stretching larmusly she pushed back the
bedcovers, so that her full breasts rolled into viele fipples were small and pale
coffee-brown in colour. Claudine’s body was composeal sdries of luscious curves.
There was not a sharp edge anywhere on her. Frectas @it on her creamy skin.

‘Must you rise so early?’ she purred, lifting a handr&oée the ridges of muscle on his
stomach.

Kasim smiled briefly and turned his back, reaching for lothes. Claudine was an eager
bedmate. She was beautiful and extremely desirablehaithoney-coloured eyes
sparkling invitingly at him this morning. She was everything thast men wanted, but
she was not Marietta. He had welcomed the pleasueesli@ie offered during the night,
drawing comfort from her softness pressed closely aghimsas he slept, but any desire
he felt for her had dispersed in the light of day.

‘Stay there for as long as you wish,’ he said. ‘I haanegs to attend to. | leave for
Hamed'’s stronghold later this day.’

Claudine sat upright. “You're really going? | thoughtatr®e ruse, some strategy to
deceive Hamed. You are surely taking an escort at’least.

‘No. I'm going alone. Hamed is a man of his word. Maaetnd Leyla will return with
me, after one month has passed.’

Claudine clutched at his sleeve. ‘Don't do this thing. Stag gth me. It is not worth
risking your life. | love Marietta like a sister andamfurse | pray for her safe return. But
you cannnot put yourself in danger because of her. Kasiease listen...’

Kasim shook her off in annoyance. He had confided irbbeause she was Marietta’s
kinswoman and he thought she would understand what hebeasta do. It had been a
comfort to tell someone the truth of his coming ord@dinecessity, few people knew of
the real reason for his visit. The treaty had beenngwand signed by himself and
Hamed. His household were aware only that his stayeistiionghold was part of a
business transaction.

Claudine tried again to dissuade him from going. When he nexdampervious to her
entreaties, she pressed the curve of her hip against dimraggled invitingly.



Kasim lost all patience. ‘Surely you of all people sae that there is no other way to
rescue Marietta. Enough of this talk. Not one more woodb&k to the harem and leave
me to prepare myself in peace.’

Claudine got slowly to her feet. Her movements hadi@iesi sensuality. The red-gold
hair tumbled over her bare shoulders. She glanced up ahtoogh lowered eyelids, her
bottom lip pushed out mulishly. Reaching for a silk wrapmhked it on, then turned
back to him. Her mouth opened as she prepared to try ancdéskim one last time.

Kasim held up his hand. Despite himself he felt the urdguigh at her expression. There
was little of subtlety about Claudine. He slapped hepelgaump.

‘Go on, get out. Now"

Claudine gave up. She almost ran from the room. The hufaded from Kasim’s face.
In a few hours time he would give himself up willingtythe man who had good reason
to hate him. In the pit of his stomach there was d sehsation of foreboding.

Roxelana stood with the others in the inner courtyaidaassm strode in through the
gates. Everyone was there waiting, except GabrielleAce descended as Kasim
stopped in the centre of the courtyard and faced Hamedcarhmonfolk paused in their
business to watch the unexpected entertainment. Whispergidgds passed amongst
them as they recognised Kasim Dey, Administrator ofekig

Kasim was alone as he had promised he would be. He wasied and walking with
easy grace, as if he was taking a morning stroll. Roweefelt a grudging admiration. He
was either very foolish, or very brave. Whateverdtisbutes, there was no denying that
he was extremely attractive.

He looked even better than she remembered. Theilfimstshe had seen him he had been
wearing full dress-armour which, though splendid, had obsiciire finer details of his
body. This day he wore a high-collared silk tunic, in gpdd®ade of red, tucked into
black figured-velvet trousers. The garments showed off hispare form to perfection.

A wide belt of studded black leather and knee-length ledkhets completed his
costume. He was bare headed. His hair, sleek and blauffrdswas drawn back tightly
and tied with a thong at his nape. His face was hawkitegatory in profile.

Roxelana saw how Marietta looked at her former maStez suppressed a sneer. The
Frenchwoman was a fool to display her emotions so gpEer heart was in her eyes.
Did she not have the sense to veil her emotions as vegd doing? Roxelana’s lip
curled with contempt. How naive the Frenchwoman was.

She turned to grin at Hamed, who stood next to her, bwbkantent on Marietta. His
dark eyes roved over the Frenchwoman'’s face, moved Kadimn, then back to



Marietta. Roxelana felt pained by the tortured expressiohis face. A muscle twitched
in his cheek and there was a certain tension aroundlhrmaduth. If she needed further
proof, she had it. Hamed was in love with the Frenchwonhaugh she doubted whether
he realised the fact yet.

She clenched her fingers and chewed at the inside iph®amn Marietta for existing
and damn Kasim for taking up Hamed’s challenge. Kasinmsirg to the stronghold
might well be the catalyst which forced Hamed’s harainied’s growing passion for the
Frenchwoman would be fanned by the depth of his feelingsasim. How could he
help using Marietta as a weapon against Kasim? And in sg tiei would become
embroiled ever deeper in his obsession.

Roxelana wished she did not know Hamed so well, thertshbld have left room for
doubt. But she had sensed from the first that Hamed weudtktoemely reluctant to give
up Marietta, despite having given his word to do so. Oh, whielidot feel that way
about her? He had once. In the three years since sreceihis stronghold she had never
had a rival for his affections. With the coming of Mdita everything had changed.
Roxelana could not understand why. She knew that shetiWdseautiful enough to

make any man turn his head.

The arrival of Gabriel checked her thoughts. He walked mafpdly out of the tower and
went to stand in front of Kasim. The two men weremqfa height, though beside
Gabriel's heavier, well-muscled form Kasim looked altgigiht of build.

Gabriel was silent, awaiting Hamed'’s orders. He wass#d only in a pair of tightly-
fitting leather trousers, tucked into boots. A thick belt exhed his waist and his
powerful chest and shoulders were bare. He carrieddéohobjects made of leather,
from which thin straps trailed down and swayed in the wangeze.

Kasim glanced at the objects Gabriel held and made somenent. For a moment a
mocking smile curved his lips, then he resumed his expressalmost bored
resignation. Roxelana was too far away to catch whatrK said, but she saw a flush
stain Gabriel's cheeks. She thought he would strikerKdsut he controlled himself.
Hamed made a motion with his hand and Gabriel spoke.

His voice surprised Roxelana. It was cold and strangekirig in emotion. Where was
the triumph? Perhaps Gabriel could not really beltbet he had his old master in his
power.

‘You are Kasim Dey no longer. For the appointed time gce the pleasure-slave of
Hamed. And slaves own nothing. Their bodies and minds, pleasures and responses,
are subject to the will of their master. Hamed wishestgabe attired as befits your new
station. You will now disrobe. Your clothes will bevgh back to you on the day you
leave.’



Kasim did not react beyond making a small inclinatiohisthead. Roxelana was
disappointed. She would have liked to see a show of feat,l@ast trepidation. Surely
Kasim could not have expected to be stripped naked in theyaolyrwhile everyone
looked on. Hamed was being deliberately cruel by lettingoinemonfolk bear witness to
Kasim’s plight. The story of his humbling would soon sgréhroughout the villages.
The commonfolk would carry the tale with them when tivet to the souk.

Knowing this, Kasim'’s self-possession was amazing. kdgntnbe quaking with fury and
shame inside, but no one would guess it.

Marietta’s reactions more than made up for Kasim’'smasure. Roxelana felt deeply
gratified by Marietta’s look of horror. Her lips wereagied into a little ‘O’ of distress
and her hands were clasped tightly together. She loodidaker to the left nor the right,
but kept her whole attention on the rigidly composgdr& of her former master.

With nonchalant grace, Kasim undid his belt and droppiedtite ground. Pulling the red
tunic free of his waistband, he slipped it over his headelRoa took a few steps closer,
eagerly examining Kasim’s naked upper body. Though slendarhést and arms were
corded with muscle. His skin was pale and smooth oaéssif firm muscle. Dark-
brown nipples crested his pectorals.

Roxelana’s tongue darted out to moisten her lips asKasfastened his boots and
trousers. He slipped off his underwear and soon he wasd.ng&t@nding up straight and
proud, he looked Gabriel in the face. His chest rosdedihith the rhythm of his breath.
Ah, he is distressed, thought Roxelana, though his egetefiant.

She was enjoying herself immensely. Kasim was indeed vawking at. He reminded
her of an icon she had seen in a church in Venicesiidtae had been of a martyred
saint. It stood in the chancel of the church, neaatta, lit by the sunlight that streamed
in through a stained-glass window. The sculptor had capthose same clean lines, the
whiteness of the skin, and the stark hollows and shadbttasim’s body.

Roxelana allowed her eyes to travel slowly downwardkeaidges of muscle on
Kasim’s stomach and the line of silky black hair whieth townwards from his navel.
Her eyes lingered at his groin. Against his pale body,d¢kead organs looked dark and
enticing. His cock, framed by a thickly curling bush of black, iveas thick-stemmed,
the head of it uncovered by skin. The ball sac was haad\firm.

A delicious little shiver rippled down Roxelana’s back asistagined how it would feel
to stroke his skin, to kiss his mouth. How delightful teetéhat velvety, plum-like glans
into her mouth and make him shiver with delight. Roxelawad to have power over a
man, to bend him to her will, even to abuse him a littiel he begged for mercy. Kasim
was so restrained, so dignified, that she felt a stuogg to degrade him in every
possible way.



Oh, to have Kasim all to herself. Such things she would han do. She wondered
whether Hamed would allow it, then knew all at oncé beawould. Did he not wish
Kasim to be humiliated in every way possible? And if ok part in the preparation of
the new slave, suggested new refinements, then she wellisfé she was hurting
Marietta personally. What an added enticement.

She glanced briefly at Marietta and was elated tdlsegears glittering in the
Frenchwoman’s wide blue eyes. How love made fools of woiRexelana found the
sight of Marietta’s distress comforting, as if ingehow compensated her for her recent
loss of status. Go on, suffer you wretch, Roxelanaght You know what | feel now,
when | look at Hamed. See how you like it.

‘Bring Kasim to me,” Hamed ordered. ‘Have him kneel.’

Gabriel urged Kasim forward. Kasim kneeled, his arms ingrigosely at his sides, his
eyes fixed on Hamed'’s boots. The commonfolk watching,reldetbeir master and jeered
at Kasim, calling out insults and suggestions for furgharishment.

Hamed laughed triumphantly. ‘Long have | waited for tay. It warms my heart to see
my old enemy doing obeisance to me. Everyone hereemwhat | have reduced you to.
But this is just the beginning. Oh, | shall work you uyilil know what it is to be
submissive — pleasure-slave.’

‘| expected nothing else,” Kasim said dismissively.

‘Mark me well. I shall keep my part of the bargain. 8e# you do the same. There is the
reason why | let you do this to me.’ He glanced over hisildlieo and pointed a finger at
Marietta and Leyla. ‘For them alone do | suffer thidhdisour willingly. Yours is the
shame Hamed. For cannot all see how shabbily you ddabwé of your betters?’

Roxelana was impressed by the nobility of the littleespe She knew that in Kasim’s
position she would be crying and begging for mercy. The comfmik moved uneasily.
Some of them looked sidelong at Hamed as if they accdpgeduth in Kasim'’s words.
Kasim was an enigma indeed. Roxelana was finding him owrmpelling, more of a
challenge, with every moment that passed.

‘You speak of shame!” Hamed hissed, his cheeks flushing wgharaat Kasim’s
presumption. ‘Truly, you shall learn the meaning of tleedyv Bind him!’

A spasm crossed Marietta’s face. ‘Oh, | can’t bear’tbige burst out. ‘Have pity Hamed.
Stop it now. | beg you.’

She took a step towards Kasim, but Leyla held her backettatwisted in Leyla’s
embrace, almost beside herself with anguish.



‘Is it not enough that you have him in your power?’ sheé beokenly. ‘He has
demonstrated his willingness to abase himself. How camgdhis—’

‘Silence!” Hamed’s face darkened. His dark brows flew togre ‘The treaty has been
signed. The terms are clear. Do not speak to me of lgni&here was the leniency
when Kasim sank my treasure ships and killed my men? Waeaty did he show me
when he dealt me the blow from his sword—’

‘But Hamed—

‘Enough,” Hamed cried. ‘Be silent | say! Or by all thdwld holy, | swear you'll join
Kasim.’ His dark eyes bored into Marietta. Spittle flestkes lips.

‘Shall I have you stripped naked and beaten while he wacbeperhaps I'll have you
beat him for my pleasure.’

A roar of approval from the commonfolk rose into the aheir allegiance had swung
back completely to Hamed. Marietta shrank back from étisnfury. She plainly
believed that he would carry out his threat. Her shouklarsped. She reached for
Leyla’s hand. Leyla placed her arm around Marietta’s sl@ps, murmuring words of
comfort.

‘Get on with it, Gabriel,” Hamed rapped, his voice fl&it Kasim with his uniform and
have done.’

Some of the animation seemed to have gone out of Hameds las if Marietta’s
outburst had unsettled him, robbing him of his moment ofipio. Roxelana saw that
Gabriel too was surprised and displeased by Mariettateth@aaction. She smiled
inwardly. Marietta would have some explaining to do la®ainly, she had been less
than honest with Gabriel.

Gabriel uttered a curse, and pushed Kasim hard so thpaitwesl headlong in the dust
of the courtyard. Kasim grinned contemptuously up at Gadnelgot slowly to his feet.
Streaks of dust marred his smooth, pale skin, but he ntad®we to brush them off.

He glared at Gabriel. ‘Do your worst then — slavemasiare not. She’s worth anything
you can do to me, and more. You should know that bétder anyone.’

Somehow the emphasis had changed. Everyone was awabtleete was an inexplicable
tension between Kasim and Gabriel. It was more, nmaite, than that of slave and
slavemaster. Hamed too watched the exchange with afdokoding discontent.

Roxelana’s chest felt tight with loathing. That curBeenchwoman had somehow
managed to get them all dancing to her tune. Kasim, GaHaehed; each of them in
their different ways was obsessed with her. One day,ghere would be a reckoning,
Roxelana swore it.



‘Hold out your wrists,” Gabriel ordered. ‘I'm going to rgpgou for all the times you
forced indignities on me. Before I've finished with ygou’ll weep for the love of the
lash!’

He fitted stiff leather wrist-cuffs on Kasim; eaahffchad a ring inset so that he could be
restrained at will. Similar cuffs were fitted to hiskéas and a deep collar, which dipped
to a point in front, was secured around his throat.

‘And now, so that you begin to realise that all youpoeses belong to your master...you
will wear this,” Gabriel said, holding up a device madeadded leather fitted with
straps.

Kasim could not suppress a flinch of distaste. Gabridedmslowly, his hands on his
hips, enjoying his captive’s reaction.

‘But first,” he said pleasantly. “You will assume ttegjuired position of subservience for
your new master — slave.’

Gabriel pushed Kasim down onto his hands and knees, grinningKéasem resisted.

‘Now arch your back,” he ordered. ‘Press your rump upwardgart your thighs.
Display yourself like an obedient pleasure-slave. Y@w master wants to see that rosy
orifice between your buttocks.’

Kasim closed his eyes as he obeyed slowly. A deep fhislir@d his face, though he
pressed his lips together and made no sound.

‘Is he ready for service?’ Hamed asked Gabriel.
‘Test him for me. Open up his body.’

Gabriel exerted pressure on the tightly-muscled glob&asim’s buttocks, kneading
and parting the firm flesh. With the toe of his boonhelged at the soft inner flesh of
Kasim’s thighs.

‘Spread them wider and split the crease,’ he ordered lgru@eme now. You've
ordered your own slaves to display themselves often endiaghknow what’s wanted.’

After an initial resistance Kasim parted his thighs eveler, so that his scrotum was
fully visible between his spread legs. It was a vulnerabteyet somehow potent symbol
of his maleness. Gabriel trailed the bundle of sthepkeld, over Kasim’s rump, allowing
the straps to brush lightly in the groove of his buttotigkling the tight little nether-
mouth. He used the straps as a lash, laying two teadigigiystrokes against the firm
sac.



Kasim shuddered. Almost playfully, Gabriel leant down grasped Kasim’s scrotum in
one hand, encircling the root of it and drawing it firmackwards until Kasim jumped
and twitched at the contact.

Gabriel laughed and released Kasim’s sac. He slippedigisr§i into the exposed crevice
between the parted buttocks, pulling at the dark curls tinstieced there, then trailed his
fingertips over and around Kasim’s anus. As he jabbed arfingiele him, Kasim
clenched his hips on reflex. Gabriel slapped him hard oruthp.r

‘Is that the way you demonstrate your willingness tog@@dt won't do. You obviously
need some strict training. Now push back against my handehbdfwse patience and
give you your first serious lashing!

The red fingermarks stood out against the pale flesh ahkasump. Roxelana watched
with bated breath as Kasim took a deep breath, forcingdtino relax and open his body
to Gabriel's inspection. He pressed his parted buttocks agzaéistel’'s hand as he was
ordered to.

The lewd posture and discomfort on Kasim’s face gave Boaen erotic thrill. She
imagined plunging her fingers into Kasim’s body as Ga&lrés doing now. How hot
and thrilling it would feel and what a wonderful feelingoofver to bend such a vital,
attractive man to her will. She moved her thighs togetkeling her sex growing heavy
and beginning to send out that familiar sweet ache.

‘He’s tight,” Gabriel commented. ‘His orifice willdve to be trained and well-oiled
before anyone can use him properly, my Lord.’

Hamed nodded. ‘He’s more used to using slaves than being @ies®¥én remedy that
situation. On the morrow we’ll fit him out with a stching device. You will increase the
thickness of the device as he becomes accustomed to gvéaFor now, buckle on the
cock-restraint, then lead him away to his quartersb&lalong shortly to see how he’s
settling in.’

Gabriel ordered Kasim to stand. Roxelana could sefatlmeg, scarlet impression of
Gabriel's hand marring one of Kasim’s pale buttocks. lbe/longed to see the thin red
marks bisect his muscular rump. Her palm itched to holdwheh that would inflict the
marks on his skin. She doubted whether he had ever betembkkavould be a singular
delight to introduce him to the kiss of the lash.

Gabriel buckled a harness of stiff, studded leather ar&@sim’s waist. He tightened the
buckles at the back until it fitted tightly. A thick strapnging from the front had a large
metal ring set halfway along it. Gabriel adjusted tharfd eased the ring down over
Kasim’s phallus and balls, then pulled the strap betwelegs to enclose the root
between his sac and anus. He then secured the strapliadk of the harness.



‘You'll wear this harness at all times during the dayesgalyou ask permission for it to
be removed. If you need to perform a bodily function yastbeg to be allowed to do
so. Every night you will clean and polish the leatls&ron you will be so accustomed to
wearing the restraint that you will come to lovdtiis a mark of your slavery.’

Kasim shifted his legs against the discomfort of thedss. The thick, padded strap
pressed tightly into the groove of his buttocks. Gabaieghed and made Kasim turn
around in a circle, all the time flicking at his buttogkith the bunch of straps he still
held. The watchers whistled and called out complimerits.€ffect of the stout metal
ring, lodged so tightly against Kasim'’s body, was to thhisstock and balls into
shocking prominence. The pressure at the base of hisdaelbed Kasim’s shaft to swell
to an incipient erection.

‘Not very impressive,” Gabriel said, gripping Kasim’s cestiaft and pulling at it
roughly. “You can surely do better. Come now, slave. R show for your audience.
Have you no pride in yourself?’

Despite his resistance, Kasim’'s member became ftaist gjutting up potently in front of
him. Gabriel produced a small bottle of oil from his belke poured a few drops into his
hand, rubbed it over the swollen shaft and slid up to soiean the glans. Next, he
produced a smaller, separate ring, with a thin chainrethio it. He slipped the ring
over the cock-head, smoothing it slowly and gradually dweout-swell of flesh until it
fitted tightly under the pronounced ridge of the shiny, pugtdes.

Kasim looked straight ahead, his face expressionleszalasel secured the chain on the
cock-ring to the harness, forcing the erect stem tenligly against Kasim'’s belly.
Tremors passed over the taut flesh of Kasim’s storaadbabriel adjusted the tension of
the chain. Even when not erect Kasim’s cock would le ¢ceptive.

‘You'll wear that ring and chain for the duration of yatay. See that you take pains to
remain erect at all times when you are in company. iSlasparamount rule for male
slaves. You may be called upon to pleasure anyone withstribreghold, and if you fail
to give satisfaction you will be punished severely. Incidy,” Gabriel's smile was
almost gentle, ‘your own release will be denied you. fgarhaps you expected this. Is
this not a favourite punishment for your own slaves?’

As a final humiliation he clipped a stout leash to Kasistave collar and led him in a
circle around the courtyard. When the commonfolk had lhaid fill of looking at Kasim,
taunting and even pawing at him with their work-roughened h#&®alsriel led him close
to Hamed and those of his household who watched. Kasirklaraéd’'s eye without
flinching and it was Hamed who looked away first.

‘Take him inside presently,” Hamed said. ‘And give him @d&sin manners. A pleasure-
slave must keep his eyes lowered when in the preserig wster. First though, you
may show him to his former slaves.’



Finally, Gabriel brought Kasim to a halt in front of M#ta and Leyla.

‘Well, here are those you came here for,” he saide ‘Sow avidly they look at you? How
does it feel to have the roles reversed? You are as arushow as you forced them to
be.’

Kasim did not reply. Leyla had a pained look on her f&&e. put out one hand in a
gesture of sympathy. As she touched Kasim’s bare showddiinched. It was as if his
fragile control was nearing breaking point. Gabriel dddbeyla’s hand away.

‘You must ask permission to touch the new slave. If \gkurecely Hamed might order
Kasim to pleasure you.’

Kasim looked as if he might turn on Gabriel, thenHwaught better of it. He recovered
himself swittly.

‘Don’t, my Leyla,” he whispered. ‘Don’t let them seetthaey have hurt you through me.
Be strong. | am here to share your imprisonment. lagtlilb some comfort.’

‘Oh, my Lord,” Leyla said tearfully. ‘Il am honoured theou abase yourself so for
Marietta and me. Marietta have you no words for our Lord?’

Marietta seemed beyond speech. Slowly she shoolelael Bhe kept her eyes lowered.
Her hands were trembling visibly.

‘Look your fill Marietta,” Gabriel said coldly, reachiraut and grasping her chin. He
yanked her head up. ‘I thought this was what you wanted tdssthes not the man who
threatened you and held you against your will? Where igithaph, the joy you take in
his suffering? Tell him you hate him, as you told me.rhethear you say it.’

Marietta twisted his grip, wrenching her chin free. She needbstubbornly silent,
looking at Kasim with something like horror.

‘Say it,” Gabriel ground out, his voice dangerously quietvéGne this victory.’

Marietta looked him in the face. ‘I...I cannot,” she sdishever wanted this. It is you
who thirst for revenge, not me. | love Kasim and | aswhiling subject. I'm sorry. |
never meant to deceive you Gabiriel. | lied when | yold that | was held against my
will. But it was what you wanted to hear...’

The hurt on Gabriel's face was raw. He looked afftnea moment longer. She thought
he looked near to tears. Then his eyes hardened, beconfihgnel flat like pebbles. He
whirled and strode away. Giving the leash a vicious jerkiragged his captive after him
and disappeared inside the main building.



Roxelana sauntered up to Marietta, a cat-like smileensimall red mouth. ‘Oh dear, it
appears that you have offended Gabriel in some wag,5ald with relish. ‘Not every
man here is under your spell after all, then.’

Marietta’s eyes glittered dangerously. ‘Do not bait Rexelana. Not now. | am heartily
sick of your taunts, your underhand threats.” She lungedafakweaching out for
Roxelana, her fingers curled into talons. ‘Let us settledifferences now!

Roxelana sidestepped neatly, avoiding Marietta’s gripeicame the day when we will
fight as adversaries,’ she sneered. ‘But that mustwwai | have visited the new slave. |
have a pressing need for release. | wonder what ibeilike to have Kasim pleasure
me.’

She glanced at Hamed for his permission. Hamed nodded, d¢ustiace stark with
contained emotion. ‘Go to him, Roxelana. Show him whagquired of my slaves.’

Roxelana smiled slowly and let out her breath omadigh. ‘It will be my pleasure to
obey you, my Lord.’

Marietta looked at Roxelana with horror. ‘“You cann@an to do this. Kasim needs time
to adjust to his new position. He is unused to this treatniHave you no pity?’

‘None,” Roxelana said happily. “You should know that loyvhlIt is useless to plead for
clemency. The way you've behaved this day, you ought tordered to watch Kasim’'s
ordeal as a punishment!” She flashed another glance a¢ddais that not so, my Lord?’

Hamed fixed Marietta with a level glance. ‘It is truee said softly. ‘I've allowed you
much leeway. You are too wilful, and not mindful of ygassition here. You reach too
high, too soon. I think you need a lesson in obedience.’

Marietta gaped at Hamed in incomprehension. ‘But | dordewstand. I've done nothing
wrong...’

Roxelana snorted with derision. ‘“You think not? Playing anan off against the other...’
Well pleased with herself, her kitten face glowing ve#ttisfaction, she flounced into the
stronghold, her mocking laughter trailing behind her.

Marietta lay back in the marble tub as Bishi bathedahdrlaid out a clean costume.

It was an hour since the gathering in the courtyard. idakreat hung over her,
making her feel nervous and jumpy. She had expected hindé¢o leer to go directly to a
place of punishment, but he had dismissed her along witlgene else. His voice
sounding tired, he had said: ‘Bathe and change. You wihattee after my usual rest.
Await my orders.’



The stronghold was quiet at this hour. The heat ofuheshut out behind wooden
shutters and diffused by the ornate iron screens atitttows. Over the canal the heat-
haze shimmered above the oily dark water. Most petiesommonfolk included, took
a rest during the heat of the afternoon.

Marietta sat up fully, feeling the cool perfumed watgr sler her skin like silk. She
reached out to a side table, where Hamed's gift, thdl lrather casket, lay. Taking out
the ring, she slipped it onto her thumb; it was too bifif tany of her fingers.

The cabochon ruby gleamed as it caught the light. Tig®setting was of gold, twisted
into a complex design of flowers and foliage. Why hadjiken her his own ring?
Whatever the reason it seemed that he regrettednibenment of closeness. Perhaps she
had hurt him without meaning to. Was she ever cursed to bringpinless to those men
who enjoyed her favours?

She slipped the ring off and replaced it in its box. Haheed been charming and
animated that night in his chamber. She thought he liketbhéerself, as well as for her
body. But in the courtyard, just now, he had been rerantl cold. As he followed
Gabriel and Kasim into the tower, his shoulders had skenped.

She felt a stab of pity for him. The taste of victags apparently not to his liking. She
could have told him that it was better not to dwell on pbghts. Gabriel too had been
twisted by his desire for revenge. The only positive way fwavard. She had believed
that all of her life. If she had not, she would haverbenable to adjust to a new life in a
foreign land.

She felt moved to go to Hamed, to explain how she had copledmbtional turmoil.

But she sensed that he was not in the mood to listplatitudes. There was something
else troubling him, beside Kasim. For some reason Hamegdsseemed haunted, bleak,
when he looked at her. He spoke of giving her lessonsadience and had even allowed
himself to be swayed by that vixen Roxelana’s words.

But what had she done wrong? Marietta could not fathom him

The cool, silky water lapped against her skin. She tookepad made of vegetable
fibre and began to scrub at her limbs.

It saddened her to know that she had hurt Gabriel allapyen. It had been inevitable
that he would find out the truth, but she had not mearth®disclosure to be so stark, so
public. It was plain that he had been devastated whemkhkim that she loved Kasim.
But Kasim had needed desperately to be told that. His dregliface, flushed darkly
along his high cheekbones, had tugged at some place deepheisi®he had been
rewarded by the warmth that flared in the depths of hikldges.

She sighed. Everything was so complicated. She wagfftdar for Kasim. Was he even
now being forced to pleasure Roxelana? The Saints only Wiatvshe was forcing him



to do. She felt sorrow and rage at the thought of @rg pricked her eyes. She clenched
her hands tight, crushing the fibre washing-pad into a shapekess

How would Kasim cope with the humiliation of being brougbtlow? Uppermost in her
mind was concern for him. But a larger part of her being beaund by self-disgust. She
knew that she envied Roxelana’s power over Kasim’s edpéss, even while she
detested her. For had she not also been stronglyeatdysthe sight of Kasim as Gabriel
displayed him to Hamed?

The vision of Kasim’s taut buttocks, splayed obscenelthat Gabriel could penetrate
his anus, sent a shock of sensation to her pubis everSh@saw again the strongly
erect phallus, so desirable, so familiar — and now wstkhiny, purple glans imprisoned
by the ring. How sweetly it pressed against Kasim’s #diiybsecured by the thin chain
to the belt at his waist. And how horribly compelling Waes darkness of the leather
harness against the taut, muscled whiteness of Kasodis b

When Gabriel brought him close, she had smelt the cl@aat of Kasim’s body, mixed
with the evocative smell of leather. She had wanteddch out to Kasim, to hold him,
and stroke him. To comfort him in his distress. And if slhs wsompletely honest, to use
him — as Roxelana was doing at this very moment.

Marietta gave a little moan of anger and frustratiosh ank down in the perfumed water,
so that her face was covered and her hair stranded wéater like pale seaweed.

While Bishi was tightening the lacing of her violet leatberset, Hamed walked into the
chamber.

For a while he said nothing, only seating himself and wagcas Bishi completed
Marietta’s dress. The corset had been specially madefolt was curved at the top,
shaped to fit under the swell of each of Marietta’s $iied little cuff supported them,
while leaving them bare. A wide strip of boned velvet ranmthe centre of the corset,
separating and forming her breasts into two high cones.

Marietta felt a surge of pure sensual pleasure as Bishiidrthe back lacing tightly. Her
body from chest to hip was held in a wickedly constricgng. As she breathed, the top
part of her lungs swelled, pushing her breasts up and outrev@nprovocatively. Never
had she worn such a strict, merciless garment. Sheteetbher hands down over the
shiny, violet leather, her fingers playing over the iattecseaming. The corset was long
at the front, dipping low, so that it just brushed thedbMarietta’s pubic curls.

Bishi picked up the short, transparent skirt, which mat¢he corset and held it out for
Marietta to step into it.



‘Leave her skirt off this time,” Hamed ordered, his eoiclittle hoarse. ‘Her sex is to be
displayed prominently. Put these on her. The nipplets’firs

He handed Bishi two pairs of exquisitely wrought silver gdapeach with a large
amethyst droplet attached to the chain.

Bishi teased Marietta’s nipples until they gathered intd pank nubs, then she attached
the smaller pair of clamps. The pinching caress seletiitthes of sensation through
Marietta’s imprisoned flesh. As the large amethyst devpmyed back and forth the
pressure on her nipples was increased.

‘They feel good. Yes?’ Bishi grinned.

Marietta opened her mouth to agree that they did, butlsascowl on Hamed'’s face.
She decided that it was better to remain silent.

‘Now the labial clamps. Attach them firmly...to the inrigs,” he said softly.
‘My Lord? They are a little heavy—' Bishi began, but Hatrheld up his hand.

‘The inner lips, ’ he insisted. ‘| want Marietta to bery aware of her hot little sex. And |
want it to be decorated most beautifully. She is tpresented to my new pleasure-slave
and | want her senses bejewelled as well as her body.’

Marietta’s blood quickened as she absorbed his words. Héakiag her to Kasim? She
parted her legs eagerly, so that Bishi could attachathiallclamps. The sooner Hamed
had finished decking her with baubles, the sooner shedvgael Kasim again. Oh,
Kasim. She could hardly contain her fear and excitement.

Bishi's expert fingers brushed the scant fleece away the plump sex-lips, smoothing
and pulling at the tender pink frills as she took hold efrthuntil they were distended and
protruding a little from the split-plum shape of her vuld&r knuckles brushed against
Marietta’s flesh-hood, awakening the hungry pleasure-hthdnat.

Hamed watched Bishi's every move closely. His dark-breyes flickered to Marietta’s
face, watching for signs of enjoyment as she allowed Bishandle her. His eyes
gleamed at the little indrawn breath which she couldsoppress. As she felt the
coldness of the clamps and their pinching bite, when Betured them firmly, Marietta
chewed at her bottom lip.

‘You will come to relish the unfamiliar heaviness ane #tmost painful heat,” Hamed
promised. ‘It mirrors closely the feel of a woman’gerged sex organs. Soon you will
find yourself permanently aroused and you will beg me to giverelease.’

Marietta glared defiance at him. She would never begyeled. Kasim had chastised
her more forcibly than Hamed, and she had not begged hiraasype her for a long



time. She remembered the little gold cage of mesh, wasim had forced her to wear
over her sex for weeks, during her training. How she hagkluand simmered for the
pleasure he denied her. She smiled inwardly. How welhallebeen trained. Compared
to Kasim, Hamed was a novice at the art of domination.

Despite her denials, she had to admit that wearing thdat®al clamps was an

unsettling experience. The silver ornaments were indegddre¢han she was used to and
the weight of them on her delicate inner folds maden®le mound ache and burn. The
ornate chains hung down to mid-thigh and the amethyst drapkdal against her inner
thighs as she moved, tickling and scratching the senskine s

‘So, we are ready for the next step. If you pleaseidita,” Hamed said, indicating that
she should lie down on the divan and part her thighs.

She did as he ordered. He produced a little glass viabt#twoloured powder.
‘Some oil Bishi. Just a few drops,’ he said.

Tipping some into the palm of his hands he anointed Maisepubic curls, tweaking and
stroking the springy curls until they glistened wetlyeftne sprinkled a little of the
glittery powder onto the hair, working it into the rowtigh his fingers. The violet powder
shimmered in the late afternoon sunlight that spread thassyof light across the divan
where she lay.

‘Excellent,” Hamed said, making little sounds of adnninatin his throat.

Marietta lifted her arms on his order and he dusted vimetder on the pale hair that
frosted her armpits. As his warm fingers massageditlaaa violet glitter onto the hair,
she smelt the subtle perfume of it, orris root and aftamses.

‘There,” he said with satisfaction and a certain pridémost finished. One thing more. |
want Kasim to see how supremely beautiful | expect awyes to be. Stay as you are and
spread your sex-lips for me.’

Avoiding his eyes, Marietta did as he told her. Her fingeess®d the outer lips of her
sex open. She felt the welcome submission flood het ahsays did, when asked to
perform this act. It was hateful, so intimate, andrsaising to spread herself open
completely to the gaze of a master or mistress.

Putting a drop of oil on her flesh-hood he smoothedak lantil the erect little nub
slipped free. Marietta squirmed under his fingers. Her budnbegpaulse and grow hot.

In the base of her belly was an answering sensatlmh&avy clamps pulled her inner
lips wide open as the weight of them carried them sagewo lie along the line of her
inner thighs. She felt mortified that her vagina was puslegghtly open and her flesh-tube
revealed to his gaze. Surely he could see deep inside, nwo#tentimate recesses of her
body.



Hamed took no notice of the moistly gaping orifice. khgérs were steady as he worked
the little flesh-hood back and forth until her pleasbwe stood out stiffly erect. She gave
a little murmur of shame and delight. Hamed grasped Hherisltightly between finger
and thumb and began working a tiny, amethyst-studded ringlov@norsel of flesh.

Marietta bit back a cry as the cold metal was forcetypbit over her engorged button. It
seemed that all sensation was gathered into the pincleithi@bbing region between her
flesh-lips.

‘Finished,” Hamed announced, wiping his fingers free of all emloured powder.

When Hamed bade her stand, Marietta stood with heraldigte apart, unwilling to close
them together on the burning discomfort of the nub-hg.Hamed knew what she was
doing.

‘Close your legs. | want the purse of your sex toesettbund the ring and clamps. By the
time you display yourself for Kasim, the whole of y@eax will be wet and engorged.
You could not control your responses if you wanted to. idelgctable Kasim will find
you. And how unattainable.’

Marietta closed her eyes briefly, a hot flush risingpén neck and heating her face. So
she was to be the instrument of torture for Kasimwide to see her displayed before
him, aroused and ready for the touch of a lover and =ialp unattainable to him.

It was unbearable, degrading — and oh, so beguiling a thought.

Chapter Nine

M arietta had some difficulty in walking as she folledvHamed. The heavy labial
clamps swayed with her every movement, exerting and@sd pull on her tender flesh,
and the little nub-ring pinched ever more cruelly witlsle step she took.

Hamed must have realised that she was in some disdoimid he urged her to take long
strides. She could only think that he took pleasure in thinkirgeoimprisoned vulva,
the slick, wet flesh moving against the unyielding metal abjec

Once he stopped and turned to her. Reaching out, he grippegpleclamps, pulling at
them until the erect little flesh-cones were stretthnd distended.

She gasped and writhed under his touch, her eyes filling anbarting pain in her
breasts. Hamed smiled slowly and loosened the clampsupeed her chin.

‘| can see your pleasure even through your tears. Dodkenbeat and pain thread you
through and through?’



Though she denied it silently, it was true. And it washedlmore horrible that he knew it.
She hung her head and would not reply to his taunts. tdd hier chin, pressing his
fingertip into the hollow beneath it. She had no chbigeto look into his face.

‘What a superb little pleasure-slave you are,” he murchurehink I'll keep you — for
ever.’

‘But you cannot...You promised...’

At her look of horror he smiled again and began to movalohg the corridor. Marietta
stumbled after him in her high-heeled, backless slipperaghier lip against the pain it
caused her to keep up with him. He seemed to be setting argqoédesnow, so that her
discomfort worsened.

Between her legs the metal restraints grew warm acklsith her juices.

Soon they came to a part of the stronghold which sheddicenognise. The walls here
were rough and in a bad state of disrepair. Rush ligdresof from wall sconces, sending
long black shadows to climb the walls. The lintels otierstone doorways were of
stained and blackened wood. She gained an impression obgeeakhere was a smell of
dust and decay.

Hamed paused and ushered her into a small room, gloomyidmd low ceiling. It was
also lit by the flickering light of rush candles. In tle®m there was a selection of heavy
wooden furniture; two chairs, a table, and a low woodert etifsa curious sort of
hurdle attached to the lid. All of the furniture was daithvihe patina of age. A low
wooden frame in the centre of the room served as a btdn Adark mattress and
cushions, thrown onto the floor in an untidy heap, wkeeonly concessions to comfort.

Marietta’s eyes took a moment to adjust to the fitfyihli She heard Roxelana’s laugh
before she saw her, then, a moment later, she caiggtitof Kasim. He was spread face
down on the bed. His wrists and ankles had been seaurgd$ set in the wooden bed
frame. The muscles of his back were bunched againgiihenis tormentor was
inflicting. He still wore the leather harness. She she thick strap that bisected his
buttocks. It was dark with his sweat. The taut flesh 8fbmp glowed a deep rich red.

Roxelana stood over Kasim, a pliable switch with &lned tip in her hands. Her red hair
was scraped up into a bun. She wore a tightly-fitting &atimic and matching trousers,
tucked into high boots. Over the tunic she wore a stotltdeaorset which fastened with
straps at her waist and hip. She turned at their apprbechyin fading as she saw
Marietta standing behind Hamed.

‘You are working the prisoner well, Roxelana. Do not siopny account,” Hamed said.

‘Kasim!” Marietta breathed, making a little sound oftdiss.



He turned his head to one side. She saw that his loagehalawas damp with sweat.
Strands of it stuck to his face.

‘Marietta? Is that you? Have they harmed you?’

‘Silence!” Roxelana grated, landing another lash onthésrsng buttocks. ‘Slaves must
ask permission to speak!

Kasim groaned and writhed as she lashed his spread thighthevwitch. Through
gritted teeth, he whispered: ‘Come to gloat over me, gaue Hamed?’

Hamed did not at first reply. He placed his hand on di&asim’s simmering buttocks,
assessing the heat in the sorely abused flesh.

‘That’s enough for now Roxelana. Anoint him with soothoil then let him up.’
‘But I've only just begun—’
‘Free him. | have other plans for him.’

Roxelana’s little red mouth pursed with displeasure, batdd as she was bid.
Smoothing back a few strands of her fiery red hair,pgheed oil onto Kasim’s buttocks
and rubbed it into his skin, making no effort to be gemtéesim flinched away from her
hand, wincing as she chafed at his sore skin. When shenigttei she unclipped the
fastenings of Kasim’s wrists.

‘Secure his hands to the belt at the small of his bat&med ordered.

Roxelana did so, then she unfastened Kasim’s anklsirity him roughly off the bed,
she forced him to his knees in front of Hamed. Marsdta that his cock was semi-erect
and dark against his pale skin.

‘The leg stretcher also?’ Roxelana asked.

Hamed grinned. ‘Certainly. | want this slave to remember Wwhas at all times. The
feeling of having his thighs forced apart, will emphasisefaiet that he has no control
over his own body. He will wish to close them and finall the more humiliating that he
must of necessity keep them apart.’

A rigid bar was fixed to Kasim’s ankle cuffs, so thatwas forced to kneel with his
thighs held wide apart. Though his face was smudged by painsahdihhung to his
shoulders in a sweaty tangle, Kasim glared defiamqlpat Hamed.

Roxelana picked up the switch and slapped it againseatrdr-clad thigh. Marietta
watched her in mute fascination. Roxelana was dressedeasale guard. She looked
harsh and pitiless in the tightly-fitting black leath&he corset gave her neat figure a



look of severity, which was menacing and yet compelling.rAi@uth was set in a hard
line.

Roxelana pressed the switch against Kasim’s mouth.
‘Kiss it,” she ordered.

Kasim turned his head away. Roxelana smiled nastily add‘sl® matter. The lash
loves you despite your scorn!’

She played the notched tip lightly back and forth aloagiik’s cock-stem, flicking it so
that the front and then the back of the switch semgiag little blows up and down the
shatft.

‘Let’s keep you rigid for your master. That'’s it, fleddetmuscle at the base of your stem. |
want you strongly erect and rearing upright.’

With his dark eyes glowing and a deep flush of shame crgegaross his high
cheekbones, Kasim complied. The stout fleshy stermhecgid as Roxelana stroked
and tormented it. Soon his glans was swollen and tignind delectably around the
imprisonment of his cock-ring.

‘Better. Much better,” Roxelana murmured, adjusting iitle kchain that connected the
head of his phallus to the belt at Kasim’s waist. Hmgded at the tightening pull of the
chain, his potently erect member jumping and twitching agthesextra pressure.

Hamed gave a satisfied grunt. He reached out and liftetkafdhe night-black hair,
letting the waves trickle over his fingers. Kasim triegull his head away, but Hamed
meshed his fingers in his hair and forced Kasim to look ingvat

‘How is it,” he mused softly, ‘that you remain solfof pride?’ With his other hand he
smoothed the hair back from Kasim’s forehead and rapatef his thumb across
Kasim’s hard, shapely mouth. ‘Your poise is not diminisHeis even enhanced by your
torment. Curious, is that not so Marietta?’

Marietta dared not answer for the emotion clogging erat. She was ashamed that a
rush of excitement came over her from just looking aitdaHis troubled beauty called
out to her. How beguiling, how strange was the mixtditerederness for his plight and
the violence of the attraction she felt for him as flmoment.

She could smell his sweat, the hot leather smell@htrness, and the animal scent of his
hair. She took a halting step forward, then checked beement, expecting Hamed to
order her to stop. But he only laughed softly.

‘Go closer if you wish. | want you to admire my newgsare-slave. And he may gaze on
your beauty all he wishes, but he will not be allowedaseehis desire for you.’



Hamed now addressed Kasim. ‘| wonder if you approve ofvehel dress my female
slaves. See how the corset hugs Marietta’s crearsly fle tightly? How it constricts and
shapes her form? Notice how the nipple-clamps compregsthieg teats? You desire
this female slave with a penetrating and visible intgrdot you not, Kasim? Even now
your cock weeps with moisture.’

‘Marietta,” Kasim murmured, his voice deep with longifgpks exquisite. But she looks
that way naked and unadorned as | have often seen her.’

He raised his eyes to look at her. They blazed with emdbespite his posture of
supplication, Marietta felt the knowledge that he wasnhaster vibrate into her very
soul. Nothing could change what he was, what he meant.to her

A fire seemed to flare into life within her at the sowfdhis voice. The strongly rearing
shatft, the teardrop of clear moisture, which seeped fhenlittle mouth, was all for her.
She wished with all her heart that Kasim could sinkhhisl flesh inside her.

Perhaps Hamed would order Kasim to pleasure her while teh@ch Hamed though,
looked displeased. He had gone to a great deal of troublaki® Iner look beautiful, after
the fashion he favoured, and Kasim said he found heaguseautiful naked; as nature
made her. Marietta hid a smile.

Beside Marietta, Roxelana gave a snort of displeasure.
‘You are too kind, my Lord,” she said to Hamed.

‘Is this truly punishment? All these soft words and londoaks you allow them to
exchange? And where is Kasim’s gratitude? He should be titgag&u for bringing
Marietta to view him in his chamber!’

‘True enough. We’'ll have to teach him to be grateful. ibtta sit on the bed. Allow
Kasim to admire your jewelled flesh.’

Marietta moved across the room, her high heels clickimthe cracked and worn tiles.
She sat down with her knees pressed demurely togethéet ¥mbons criss-crossed her
calves, gleaming softly in the light from the rushdias.

The ghost of a smile passed across Kasim’s face. ti&akieew the source of his
humour. How many times had he ordered her to displaglh@ighe position of
subservience? In his presence, in the harem, she wouldéerneequired to kneel, with
her shoulders pressed back and her arms linked in theadrhall back. Always her
thighs must be parted to display her sex and the palefigleich crowned it.

Her present posture was so unusual that it prompted théntdoshare the private joke.

Unaware of the moment Marietta shared with Kasimmeid rapped out an order.



‘Roxelana bring one of those flares over here. Itwa@sim to see every detail of what is
denied him.’

Roxelana hurried to obey. She was obviously excited dyptbspect of taunting them
both. The yellow light threw jagged patterns acrossiéfia’'s body. As she lay back,

propped up by her bent arms, and parted her legs, the paoieter glimmered on her
pubic curls.

‘Move close Kasim. Position yourself between her kriddamed ordered.

Roxelana nudged Kasim with the toe of her pointed leatliper as he crossed the room
with difficulty.

‘Hurry up,’” she spat.
‘Lift your feet Marietta. Place the heels of your shorghe bed,” Hamed said.

Marietta did as he asked, the muscles of her feet andsctusing as the spiked heels
dug into the soft mattress.

‘Slide your buttocks to the very edge of the bed. | wanir pex presented as openly as
possible. Good. Now bear down and push out your bottom-mouth

Marietta felt her stomach curl with shame as she abelgmed. But, despite her
reticence, the familiar feeling of willing submission beda surface. It seemed that she
could not help her body’s responses.

Kasim watched closely as the heavy labial clamps veameated in their entirety. The
way they hung down, swaying slightly in space as shabathher bottom on the very
edge of the mattress, caused her inner flesh-lips taobgatled a little and drawn
together.

‘No. No. That won't do,” Hamed said. ‘Lie back and drawyopr knees, but prop up
your upper body with cushions. Reveal your open womanhoodl ¥adt you to see
Kasim’s face as he admires you.’

Marietta did as he asked. And in this position the lab&hpks slipped one to each side,
lying along the indentation where each thigh met eaclodutfhe amethysts glittered in
the flame-light. As before, her inner lips were puligeen to reveal the moistness of her
hungry vagina.

‘Ah yes. Much better,” Hamed said. ‘See, Kasim, howdaris decorated? Look closely.
Have you not yearned to gaze on this choice little ai@rs



Kasim could not resist, despite Hamed'’s taunts and Raeslaerisive laughter. He let
out his breath on a sigh of longing and bent his neakllystg the moist, rosy flesh which
he had not laid eyes on for many weeks.

Marietta felt her clitoris begin to pulse at the eagss on his face. His eyes widened as
the little ring on her bud was revealed to his gaze. She Km# she was wet, her sex had
been made plump and ready for pleasure by the pinchingfgtie exquisite jewellery.

‘Tell me now that Marietta’s fleshpot is not more bl than you have ever seen it!’
Hamed said with triumph. ‘Speak the truth and you wilégour reward.’

Kasim’s voice was hoarse when he answered. ‘Trugvemever admired it more.’

‘And you want to lick and suck at it? To breathe in hagfant musk, don’t you? Answer
me now! Let me hear you say it.’

‘I want to do all those things. As you well know. Buuyimrment me by asking. Now
you will tell me that | am forbidden these potent pleasukasim’s voice was bitter, his
eyes as hard and dark as obsidian.

‘On the contrary,” Hamed said smoothly. ‘Beg a litthelavho knows what you might
accomplish.’

Roxelana laughed richly and placed her hands on her ted#uehips. She stood with
her legs parted and her shoulders pulled back.

‘Truly, you are cruel to promise the impossible, mysiéa,” she purred at Hamed.

Kasim flashed a look at Hamed to see if he was seridarsied’s handsome face was
expressionless. Kasim closed his eyes briefly. A musdis face twitched. Then his
voice came, dark and low. ‘Please...” he said, then loudene msistently. ‘Please.’

Marietta felt a dart of heat go straight to her womthatlonging in Kasim’s voice. She
had never thought to hear him utter that word. His lipsed imperceptibly closer. She
saw the tip of his tongue protruding. How eager he was éotaste of her.

‘Wait!” Hamed snapped. ‘You will pleasure Marietta’s gredittle sex, because she has
been obedient and she deserves the release she &at/gsu will not be allowed the
luxury of touching her flesh. Instead you will pleasureviagh...this.’

He thrust a feather between Kasim'’s lips. ‘Hold iyaur teeth and bend close. That'’s it,
tickle her sex. And you may enjoy the rich scent ofdreusal, although you are
forbidden to taste it.’

Marietta moaned in frustration and disappointment.|&mged for the feel of Kasim’s
mouth, the lash of his hot tongue. How cruel Hamed wdsng them both in this way.



Then she felt the soft caress of the featherasrked along the moist inner surfaces of
her spread sex. The feel of it was delicious asatedrher imprisoned bud.

Kasim’s breath was hot on her intimate flesh ambged his head back and forth. The
feather soon grew damp with her moisture and slipped sezhectively around the folds
and grooves of her vulva. Now and then the little, biikehtip of the feather entered her
vagina, tickling at the slick flesh-walls.

Kasim described circles, round and round her clitorislitigkhe swollen end of it until
she thought she would go mad with the subtle pressure. fitleipg grip of the nub-ring
contrasted deliciously with the soft stroking of thetliea. The feeling of bearing down,
of pushing out her vagina for this stimulation became gegnon

She found herself moving her hips, thrusting towards his foesoav, the naughty wet
feather tip worked its way down the groove of her bottmeh licked at the puckered
mouth that also pushed out obscenely to welcome it. @ wanton she felt. And how
glad she was that Kasim, her beloved master, wasshiment of her pleasure.

The feather tip flicked over her anus, tickling the fdande curls that framed it. She
sank down further onto the feather, tensing and openinagtitdittle orifice, longing for
the thrill of penetration. Kasim pressed the flexilppefitmly against her anus, exerting a
gentle pressure until it slipped a short way inside hendthted it until she felt she
would cry out against the subtle, ticklish pleasure of it.

Kasim made a sound deep in his throat and she knew thagwedingular pleasure
from seeing her writhe under him. If he could not thsteand make love to her with his
mouth this was the next best thing.

Now the feather was withdrawn and applied to her bud afi@king over and over it,
until the familiar pooling of pleasure began deep withinkdedlly. She was near now and
Kasim sensed it. Patiently he applied the feathectiipling her engorged bud which
throbbed and burned inside the ring.

‘Oh, my love. My Master,” she whispered as the heavyipgdsspread and broke over
her.

‘Silence,” Hamed said, but Marietta was beyond caringt wha said or did.

She thrust her hips forward, bucking uncontrollably. Wlemb contracted and her vagina
leaked honey moisture onto the base of the featherw8&s@s wet as a dewy rose and as
fragrant. She was glad that Kasim could view her pleasominutely and smell her
musky heat. Glad too that she had spoken of her loverfarlhwould be some comfort
for him in the long, unfulfilled nights to come.

Then she felt a new sensation and almost cried shesealised what it was. Kasim had
abandoned all caution and pressed his lips to her sex. IEhes f@outh cover her



soaking folds as he ground into her in an achingly era& kor a second she felt his
teeth as he closed them over her bud. There was a padinsgition, a moment of
discomfort, then she was free.

Kasim had stolen the bud-ring.

Kasim drew back from her and spat the tiny ring onto ther flwith a tiny, bell-like
noise it bounced over the tiles to become lost irstfa@lows. Marietta felt a ripple of
fear. Surely Hamed would punish Kasim severely for tbabhdefiance. But it was not
Hamed who reacted first.

With a cry of rage, Roxelana kicked out at Kasim. Thatpd toe of her leather boot
caught him under the ribs. She hit him across the shouwldérshe switch — hard enough
to make him cry out with pain. Hampered by his bonds ancethsttetcher he was
knocked off balance.

‘You wretch! You'll pay for your disobedience many tinwser.’
Kasim grinned up at her. ‘It was worth it. Do your woltstare not.’
Using the switch like a goad, Roxelana urged Kasim towarlsturdy wooden chest.

‘Get up Marietta,” Hamed ordered, his lip curling with futyeé’ll leave this wicked
slave in good hands. Follow me. | have work for yoda.’

Marietta only had time to see that Kasim was kneeliitly kns back to the chest and
Roxelana was securing his arms to the wooden hurdle ghatdat. His ribs were visible
under his skin as his back was forced into a bow-shapestiight bonds. Though he
struggled and cursed, Roxelana had her way.

Then Hamed hustled Marietta out of the door and half ddhbgealong the corridor and
back to his apartments.

Kasim suppressed a groan as Roxelana forced his elbowthewgooden bar and
secured them firmly with leather straps.

The wood pressed uncomfortably into his shoulder-bladesiaddeaning back slightly,
his sore rump pressed firmly against the wooden chest, res korced wide apart by the
leg stretchers he still wore.

He felt vulnerable and a little afraid. In this positlia cock and balls were displayed
prominently. Pleasuring Marietta with the feather hadertam so hard it hurt. It had
been a torture to press so closely to her sex anceralb to plunge himself inside her.
The cock-ring bit into his engorged glans, making him acheran® with repressed



pleasure. His sac, tight and hard, hung between his phitgd, open to Roxelana’s
gaze and whatever new torments she might dream up.

His earlier bravado faded fast, but he wouldn’t letdharp-faced vixen know that. He
knew she would beat him and he felt a sort of welcomk @hthat knowledge. It had
been worth anything to taste Marietta again. He rarohigue around the inside of his
mouth, savouring the last faint traces of her sweekmus

Roxelana stood in front of him, hands on her hips, gégited squarely. In her shiny,
black leather outfit, she was like Sita, the captaihiefemale harem-guard. There was
that same innate cruelty, the enjoyment of dominanceaitiers. He knew that
Roxelana would show him no mercy. His buttocks stillmered from the previous
beating. That last position, pressed face downwardseohdd, had not been so bad. He
had been able to hide his face and stifle his moans.

This time it would be worse. Much worse.

As if she had guessed his thoughts, Roxelana raised handrpiaced a first stinging
blow across his chest, followed by another and anoBeween the strokes, she
concentrated on flicking his nipples with the notched tithe switch, until they stood
out erectly and glowed a deep, poppy red.

Kasim tried not to make a sound as she placed the sdokesthe sides of his straining
ribcage. He held his moans caged behind his teeth as sharbewsith less force on his
stomach. Then she placed the strokes higher up agaimg ngm across the bulge of his
pectorals. His silence seemed to anger her. She gavataagd concentrated on his
abused nipples in earnest.

Though the strokes were less hard, they were as intémges the stinging heat; the
relentless, moist stroking of the notched tip; andettguisite soreness, which grew and
grew until he thought he couldn’t bear it any more, thabat brought a cry from him.

He might have remained silent, but Roxelana leamtdodt and pinched the reddened tips
viciously.

She changed her grip when he uttered the first gasping. ideatittle red mouth curved
with satisfaction. Then her fingertips played gently dvsrsinging flesh. Up and down
his ribcage they went, then dipped to his taut stomachjmtydittle rushes of bruised
feeling from every one of the red marks that stood @ukistagainst his white skin.

‘So you have a breaking point,” she grinned. ‘You cry ot wleasure-pain now. They
all do. But don’t think I've done yet. I'll have you sobbiand begging me to stop before
| finish with you.’

Kasim tossed back the sopping black curls that hung in hisaykflashed her a look of
pure venom. Roxelana smiled back at him. Her cruel moushpwesed and her green
eyes were hot with desire.



‘Then again...perhaps I'll have you first. Hamed has forbidtddBut who’s to tell him?
Besides, he’s busy. No doubt he’s about to bury his flestle Marietta. You worked
her well. Our master was so inflamed by her reactibatshe couldn’t wait to get at her!’

She grabbed a handful of his hair and lifted his head sahkatould stare into his face.

‘Ah. | see that that thought pains you more than thisifiggdShe made a little sound of
disgust.

‘She’s got all of you dancing on her leash. What fools arenCan't you see that she’s
playing you all off, one against the other. It's a gamleetig no more.’

‘Marietta’s not like that,” Kasim said quietly.

‘No? Did you know that she went to Hamed of her owe fidl and seduced him?
Gabriel too?’

‘You lie!’

Roxelana smiled nastily. ‘| was there. | saw how gleasured Hamed without being
ordered to. Ask her why he gave her his ring, if you dogfieve me. But she’s not so
clever. Hamed, Gabriel too, have seen her true col8tess feckless and manipulative.
And she’ll pay dearly for it. Hamed’s not fool enougtbduped by such a woman.’

Kasim tried to push away the images that came into md.rMMarietta and Hamed.
Marietta and Gabriel. He'd expected nothing less. Sheavwdsasure-slave and they
would take advantage of her unique beauty. But to go to eitlibewf freely? To offer
them — her love? It was unthinkable. Her love was fordlone. Was that not the reason
why he had abased himself? Surely this was not all fdrimgnt

His eyes pricked and he hung his head so that Roxelana n@iusgée how much she had
wounded him.

‘Another lick of the lash I think, before | have yoeasure me,” she said pleasantly.
‘You'll plunge into me when | order it. Oh, I'll milk yo of your juices, just see if |
don't.’

When she began to flick the switch back and forth adrsssock-stem he did not react.
Even when she grasped his sac and closed her fingers tightlgd it, he did not flinch.

The desire, which Marietta had prompted, burned in him Butl it seemed to have sunk
away and become a sullen ache. He thought of GalokdeMarietta making love and was
inflamed by the image he conjured, even while jealousgtatéen. Roxelana revelled in
his distress. It was as if she found his mental dstmesre compelling than his physical
discomfort.



‘Keep that cock firm and ready and you’ll get your rewastig hissed, as she laid thin,
red lines neatly across his spread thighs. ‘I'll take vidtatietta wanted from you and
think of her while | drain you dry"

She taunted and goaded him while she continued to beat hifalt ldere and hot from
his chest to his knees. It seemed that the feeling onihi®skame concentrated. He felt
an echo of his torment in his mind. As if all of himgdigand soul, was a riot of pain.

And then he found that something strange began to happemesisiance receded. He
began to welcome each stroke of the switch, each tavbsrst of pain. As Roxelana
moved on to concentrate on a new area of his chesatash, or thighs, the last pain
faded to be replaced by warmth and a sort of concentratisensation; as if all his nerve
ends were coming more fully to life than ever before.

It was terrifying, this feeling of acceptance, this giving uphefwill to resist. He did not
hate Roxelana any longer. Every stroke she laid on hasflesh was like a gift. If she
had stopped now, he might have begged her to continue. Hdetehis teeth together,
hard. Any sound he made would be an entreaty, and thatuid never allow.

Was this what it meant to be truly a slave? Did Maaiatid Leyla feel this eagerness,
this almost overwhelming flooding of gratefulness and sabne lust?

He felt as if he stood outside himself, watching. This neaving was building and
building. Something gathered in the pit of his belly. k& ¢tlentre of the pain there was a
jewel-like promise — dark and clear cut. Kasim reachedarut.fAnd felt himself tip
over into a bottomless abyss of pleasure in pain.

‘Oh, you wretch!” Roxelana screamed, as his seed jettedhe air and splashed onto
her hand. ‘You did that on purpose to deny me my pleasure!’

Kasim hardly heard her. His hips worked back and fétthtwisted and groaned under
the renewed onslaught of the switch. The savage stookks cock-stem coaxed from
him the continuing ripples of sweet, spiked release.

His sac had become as firm as a stone as the fls@into his shaft and burst free from
his tortured glans. The restraints prolonged his pleasure¢hgasine he would have
believed possible. Tremors ran up his thighs. Shakingfdating, he endured the
intense paroxysms.

The afterglow of pleasure did not fade for a long tikke.caught his breath, as slowly, so
slowly, the pressure faded. There was a buzzing sound @éatssA final drop of semen
dripped down his still erect penis.

Roxelana flicked it away with the switch. Her facesviaisted with frustration.



‘I'll beat you until you weep. Then you’ll use your tonguerae. | won't be denied, | tell
you. You'll learn that or continue to suffer — slave!’

Somewhere inside Kasim’s head he was aware that hensede ‘No! No!’

But it was not Roxelana’s threat that prompted his lded¢aial. It was himself that he
fought. For how could he reconcile himself to the knalg&that he had found ecstasy in
surrender, in the negation of his will? He who wasestrained, so careful to keep his
responses and desires on a short rein.

Oh, that he, the master, should have been made to umdeetistéadelights of being a
slave. It was unbearable. Yet he acknowledged the justicis training. It was right that
he should know how Marietta felt when he chastisedtiew could he have remained
ignorant of the potent pleasures of submission for sg?o

A sob lodged in his throat.

He had been made truly a slave — by his own capitulatierknew with complete
certainty that nothing could ever be the same for hirmagai

Chapter Ten

H amed drew the cool, perfumed tobacco deeply into hisluFige ornate narghile
bubbled gently as he drew on its flexible pipe. He haléetl his eyes, the better to
admire the two perfect near-naked bodies of Mariettblayla.

The two women lay sprawled amongst silken cushions. Bathiprepared them with her
usual eye for detail. Marietta wore only black satin slippggsured by wide, black
ribbons which encircled her ankles. The ribbons wetkitiea large bow which rested
just above her exposed heel. Leyla wore a matching palippers, but hers were white.

Leyla moved her hand down over the curve of Mariettggsthien up over the
indentation of her waist to cup one of her breasts. BBgriter head, she began suckling,
closing her full red mouth on the pertly jutting nipple.

The way they caressed each other, their languid movsraad their eyes, which were
drowsy with passion, soothed rather than aroused HamdtadHerdered Gabriel to
prepare the evening’s entertainment, but for some rdasérund he was not enjoying
the spectacle. Marietta and Leyla seemed absorbedhrodaer. He might not have
existed.

He felt lethargic and depressed. Some element wasgissim the entertainment. He
knew suddenly what it was.

‘Bring Kasim here,’ he ordered and had the satisfactiG@eing Marietta’'s hand halt on
its path across Leyla’s rounded thigh.



‘Continue,’ he said, none too gently. ‘Let not the dpdited presence of your old master
hinder your pleasure. Give your sighs, your passionate whjgpeme.’

The expression on both their faces tore at him. Whatdwdn't give to have a woman
care about him like that. There was devotion as wdthasfor Kasim in the two sets of
eyes which regarded him so coolly. Only Otsami looked at ikartthat and their
relationship was hardly one of consuming passion.

He wanted to shock Marietta and Leyla suddenly. To seedyes brimming with tears,
their lips trembling with distress as he ordered Kasimeidorm ever more erotic and
submissive acts. For in bringing their master low, Be atruck at Marietta’s and Leyla’s
happiness. He felt cruel satisfaction at the thougttief sufferings.

Marietta in particular deserved it. She had given hipehthen snatched it away again.
He had thought himself too old to be ensnared by any womamvieo beautiful. Yet he
trembled at the sound of her name. Just the sight ahhde him feel weak. He despised
himself for feeling that way, but he could not help it.

He had even begun to consider new possibilities. Maybedwddstake a wife. The idea
appealed to him. But the sight of Marietta’s face wélesm saw Kasim standing in the
courtyard, dashed all his hopes. There was no doubt \mbeteue affections lay.
Marietta had been playing with Hamed, trying to influence lbymveaving a sensual
spell around him.

Part of Hamed understood that. What other course wastopen? She had only her
beauty and her wits with which to fight him. He was, radté her adversary. In her
situation he would have done the same thing. She hadsbéening him up, hoping that
he would be lenient when she pleaded for Kasim.

He understood, even sympathised. But he felt a bone-deg@pdlistment. It was a
classic situation. An ageing man had been duped by a begotifia woman. He had let
himself fall under her spell because he wanted to.

Now he felt hurt and foolish and he wanted revenge.

He laid aside the flexible tobacco pipe, curling it aroumdatass bow! of the narghile.
He stroked his chin with one strong, calloused finger. Kngwow Gabriel hated
Kasim, he was sure that his slavemaster would takepih@rtunity to put Kasim through
his paces.

A slow smile spread across his face. How better to pivigsetta than to force her to
watch while Gabriel worked a new slave.

Hamed stood up and clapped his hands.



Gabriel hurried to fetch Kasim. Hamed was in a stranged this night. He had never
seen his master so melancholy. Perhaps he could deypeeial entertainment to please
him.

As he neared the old quarter of the stronghold, Galegalled how his first master,
Selim the jewel merchant, had broken him to the servitigéeasure. Selim had been a
good teacher. His methods were harsh but never overy. €sabriel would use those
same methods on Kasim. He judged that Kasim was abaiyt tedegin the next level
of training. According to Roxelana, he had responded tcetipdar beatings with a quite
extraordinary eagerness.

‘It's as if he secretly yearned to be beaten. Perhapsne ever dared lay hands on him
before,” she told Gabriel.

‘Perhaps Kasim knows more than he expected to aboatrideg a slave,” Gabriel
replied grimly. ‘He is about to learn a lot more.’

Privately Gabriel almost envied Kasim. There was sohntbat was new to him, so many
spiked pleasures to discover. And it was to be Gabudelight to initiate Kasim.

When he entered the mean little room, Kasim was aslag¢he bed. He was naked,
except for a thin strap around his waist, and he wasréethey his wrists and ankles to
the bed posts. He lay on his back, his slim, stronglgated limbs relaxed. One leg was
bent at the knee. It sagged to one side, opening outdheghis lower belly. The pale
tendons under the paler skin of his groin, were prominethigiriitful light.

Gabriel's eyes was drawn by the thick silky curls that@ainded Kasim’s cock, which
was erect even in sleep. It lay to one side of tind bally. The shaft was firm and
enticing and the glans, free as it was from any skiregnog, looked as soft as brushed
silk.

Gabriel stood looking down at the sleeping man for a nmbiiéough he fought to deny
it, he saw that there was something noble, even belaaifut Kasim. Despite his
reservations, he had always been drawn to this mame TWees a quality of leadership,
something that inspired devotion, about him. Gabriel khew cold and severe Kasim
appeared to those who did not know him well. But he kneaalat passion was caged
within that strong, spare frame. The more Kasim wastedeone, the more he resisted
giving in to his baser urges. If anything, that was his fatalkness.

The black and gold shadows, provided by the rush lights, higatighte hollows and
planes of Kasim’s body. His skin was pale and unblemisgixcept for the striation of
whip marks across his chest and stomach. There wap afdflarker skin at his neck,
where the sun had tanned the exposed flesh above his éckine.

Kasim was so deeply asleep that he did not sense Gaprnetence in the chamber. He
muttered something in his sleep and half turned onto his sieafn was bent behind



his head, forming a pillow for his cheek. The night-blacksctumbled over the bent
arm. Against them Kasim’s profile was as clear-cut @seek statue.

The muscles moved under his skin as Kasim buried hik @dgzenst the flesh of his
inner arm. A patch of dark hair was visible in his shadoaredapit. He breathed deeply,
looking as relaxed and innocent as a child, his ribs rigwgfaling in gentle rhythm.

The leather body-harness hung on the wall. It gleanted & fresh application of polish.
Gabriel smiled. Kasim must have requested that Roxedanave the harness before he
slept. What had she made him do to earn that privilege?

At the images that sprang to his mind, a pressure builabri€l’'s groin.

Marietta stood in the small chamber next to the room e/f&briel stood looking down
on the sleeping Kasim.

‘See how eager my slavemaster looks?’ Hamed whispeass © her ear. ‘How will he
wake Kasim do you think? With the lash — or with a kiss@k at Gabriel's face. He is
torn by both desire and thoughts of revenge. And you, ras; dee at the centre of this
dilemma. Does not that thought shame you?’

Marietta clenched her hands together so tightly ti&nhails bit into her palms. She knew
it was true that both Gabriel and Kasim loved and wanéedBut it was not her fault.
She had not tried to make this thing happen. It was justalyehings were. The
knowledge that they both suffered tormented her. Sheediiftere was some way to
resolve the problem.

Oh, why did jealousy and hatred have to get in the wag?h&d never wanted anyone to
be hurt on her account. It seemed natural and righteiotohlove two men. Perhaps her
French blood made her more able to accept that fact.dvgrame could not deny her
feelings for either of them. Kasim was embedded in karthas firmly as an arrow-tip
and somehow Gabriel had worked his spell on her too.

She needed the jewel-dark presence of Kasim beside renfays and Gabriel, who
blazed like the sun, owned a larger part of her than shedrad to admit. For a while
Kasim had eclipsed all thoughts of anyone else. But hendseor Gabriel had been
only sleeping. Meeting the blond slave again had forcedtarshier perceptions.

Might it be possible for all of them to live togethemiarmony? She thought of that often
while she lay curled next to Leyla in the dark hours teeétawn. She could accept the
fact of loving more than one person. Why could not Gabnd Kasim reconcile
themselves to it too?



Instinctively, she knew the answer. Women found thbsg$ easier. Leyla and herself
were devoted friends and lovers. Neither of thentleltneed to compete with each other
for Kasim’s affections. It did not matter that eablared pleasures with him. Each was
content with the place they occupied in his heart.

It could have been the same with Kasim, Gabriel, ansetfeBut Kasim and Gabriel
struck sparks from one another. Partly it was theirbgitibmale pride. Each one of them
needed to feel that they alone were first in hercaties. But it was also the fact that
their feelings towards each other were unresolved. Tlhd@owas so simple. If only
they would seek it.

Oh, how she hated them being enemies. She did not tien&asild bear to watch as
Gabriel misused Kasim.

It was cruel of Hamed to bring her here to this tiny roors.dttiong hands held her
captive and she had no choice but to look through the edeen the bricks into the
room beyond.

The stonework was cold against her naked flesh. Hamededrkes close to it, so that
the rough edges dug into her. His breath was hot againsathkeof her neck. She felt his
arousal, his hard thighs warm against her buttocks. The sl of the little room
clogged her nostrils. She struggled in Hamed'’s grip, bwtdsimmovable.

‘Watch,” Hamed hissed. ‘See what a good slave Kasinb&éesme. Gabriel will test his
obedience and, if he is not prompt in doing as he is edd&abriel will beat him.’

Marietta shut out Hamed’s voice. Her whole attenbename centred on the two figures
visible through the narrow space. She shivered, partly fhenchill in the room, but also
with trepidation. She did not want to watch, but nowathad not look away.

Kasim sighed gently and moved in his sleep. How peacefildked.

How vulnerable and how achingly desirable.

A sigh, which escaped Kasim’s lips, seemed to peneigitethrough Gabriel.

He felt the stirring of desire. It was sudden and unergedasim was completely at his
mercy, yet somehow he still seemed defiant, vitallihia splendid male beauty.

Roxelana had followed Hamed’s orders to the letter armti€@&new that an ivory
phallus was buried deep within Kasim’s anus, stetching andgete tight opening. The
only visible sign of the object, in the position in whiwh lay, was the thin strap which
ran between his legs and connected to the waist strapthaback and front.



It must be degrading for Kasim to have to wear the strappetkvice, both night and
day, knowing that he could not work the phallus free of b@dybWorse still was
knowing that he was being trained as an instrument ofypieaSurely the thought of
being ordered to submit for any and everyone’s gratificatiast haunt his days and
nights. Gabriel found the thought pleasing.

Kasim knew how Gabriel had felt now. As a pleasurges@abriel had been taught how
to lose the emphasis of self; the importance ofridevidual. No one but the master’s or
mistress’s wishes mattered.

Gabriel had learnt his lessons well. And in them he badd a unique freedom. Did
Kasim begin to savour the humiliation, Gabriel wondetdad he also embraced that
special freedom; the freedom that came with the givingfinisawill, the denial of all
choice? Gabriel would test the depths of these nevsaoide emotions.

The little orifice between Kasim’s buttocks was surelgdy to be plundered. The size of
the ivory phallus had been increased daily, until nomei$ the length and circumference
of an average male organ. How enticing it would be to rentoe phallus, oil the
puckered little mouth, and ease himself into Kasim’s hpérhaps willing — interior.

For a moment longer Gabriel hesitated. It would be tod twugake the prisoner from
sleep with such an act. He was not a natural s8disn he recalled the time when Kasim
had pressed him face down onto the velvet bedcover in het@@apartments and
plundered his body without the least gentleness. Holwi€dad burned for release that
time, his cock straining and weeping salty moisture as Kagimmed into him.

But Kasim had taken his pleasure and left Gabriel sobbittgauitrage, his body aroused
and left wanting.

Well, Gabriel was his slave no longer and Kasim wassetlfor the taking. Slowly
Gabriel’'s hands strayed to his belt. He opened the &binis leather trousers and
released his strongly erect member.

Watching, Marietta held her breath. The sight of Géibrexect organ sent a shiver of
mingled horror and lust down her spine. She wanted toaway, but conversely she
wanted to watch Gabriel force Kasim to pleasure him. Evelme forced herself to admit
— to join in with what was to happen. Her tongue snakedoouibisten her mouth. She
remembered the taste of Gabriel, musk and lemon-gradstha&rtexture of Kasim’s skin,
so smooth and cool against her lips.

Moving swiftly now, Gabriel grasped Kasim around the warst tossed him fully onto
his stomach. Half awake, Kasim cursed and struggled, buigbhad the advantage of
his greater strength and Kasim was hampered by his bonds.



Kasim’s struggles excited Gabriel further. The way the adikebs strained against him
as Kasim fought to escape, was intoxicating. He couldl $tasim’s cleanly scrubbed
skin and the spice of fear on his breath as theghlechtogether on the bed.

‘l...could beat...you into submission. But | prefer it like thiSabriel grated. ‘I like to
feel you fighting me. It is no use, of course.’

He grabbed the leather waist-strap and jerked on it, Kasim swore as the leather cut
into him before the belt parted with a snapping sound. iRegbetween Kasim'’s
buttocks, Gabriel took hold of the end of the phallusjardeed the object free and tossed
it onto the floor.

‘Now. Are you ready to be used — slave? Show me holngiyou have become.’
Gabriel laughed as Kasim grunted in outrage and struggled harder

‘You call this submission?’ he sneered. ‘Come on sl&pdt your crease for me!’
Gabriel kneeled between Kasim’s thighs. His cock nudgecedath buttocks of the man
spread out beneath him. Though Kasim’s struggles did nene&sabriel sensed an
erotic tension in him. Perhaps he had anticipated $isgudt, even longed for it. Kasim
had been kept without sexual easement for many days.tilagmbe was not used to.
‘I'll use you, as you used me, remember?’ Gabriel saisging with all his weight onto
Kasim’s back and hips to hold him still. He clawed attitjetly clenched buttocks,

dragging them open to expose the unwilling little mouth.

‘How does it feel to be helpless, eh? To know thairymwdy can be used for another’s
pleasure, whether you wish it or not?’

‘Damn you!” Kasim spat.

Gabriel used his knees to force Kasim’s thighs apart. Witdra cry of triumph he
pressed the head of his cock to the well-trained anusslbied and ready. There was
only a little resistance before he slipped inside. Thea@n of the puckered flesh-ring
as it scraped the head of his phallus was wonderfulgilipeon his cock-stem was hot,
smooth, and delicious.

Gabriel thrust strongly while Kasim moaned and twistedeutim.

‘That’s it — slave. Work that body for me,” Gabrieldsthrough clenched teeth.

Little groans escaped Kasim and his bound hands clencleefisist but he had stopped
resisting so much.



Gabriel was lost in pleasure. This was the man who aadyed him. Yet, even while he
wreaked revenge on his unwilling flesh, he felt an oddeamess towards him. He
squeezed his eyes shut as he pushed himself into Kasimmemsation of the tight flesh-
ring around the base of his stem was exquisite.

In the little side room Marietta pressed her fingerseilomouth. Tears glittered in her
wide eyes. This was too much. Kasim was hating everythaigi€ did to him. She
could not watch any more. She wanted to run through the wotbwr,ow herself on
Gabriel's back and drag him off Kasim.

She almost cried out, but Hamed sensed what she was Blgoprtessed his large hand to
her mouth and though she bit at his fingers, almost sobbiner ifrustration, he did not
remove it.

Then something about Gabriel's attitude communicated tiséffarietta. There was a
subtle shift in the way he held Kasim down. His handsimecalmost gentle, wondering.
Gabriel lifted his head and the flickering rush light broughtexpression into clear
view. Marietta froze. She saw the troubled grey eyes gadtvand introspective as the
bitterness there began to fade. Gabriel's well-shapadmstarted to tremble.

Marietta stopped struggling against Hamed. A strange feelinguidse her. There was
no violence now in the way that Gabriel took his pleastiasim too had quietened. He
seemed to have stopped struggling altogether. There wasanhof intense silence,
like the calm before a storm.

And she began to hope...

Suddenly Gabriel was ashamed of taunting Kasim. Thera@avasbilty in taunting a
caged animal, only shame for the tormentor. He reacheandustroked Kasim’s
muscular back. The hurt inside him, nurtured for so longnfeaded, gave way.

‘Why did you betray me?’ Gabriel found himself asking.
‘l...did not,” Kasim grunted, twisting his flushed face to ce.

‘Liar!” Gabriel said, tangling his hand in the loosedidair and jerking Kasim’s head
back. ‘Liar,” he said again, but the word came out #keendearment.

He plunged against Kasim’s firm, pale buttocks, feeling &l bbrush against the velvet
skin of Kasim’s sac. Kasim loosed a strangled groafri@l grinned inwardly. There
was no doubt that Kasim was enjoying being forced. He losb@trol and began
bucking and sweating under Gabriel, rubbing the head of hisisggaiock against the
thin mattress.



Kasim murmured something so low that Gabriel could not ihelde bent forward and,
to his astonishment, realised that Kasim was mouthing hig,naver and over, in such a
way that it sounded like a prayer.

Gabriel was shaken to his core. He drew his shaft aladogte way out of Kasim’s anus
and began to rim the little mouth with slow tenderneksno longer wanted to hurt and
degrade Kasim, he wanted to pleasure him, to see his naatbunine face take on an
expression of pure enjoyment.

Kasim moaned softly as Gabriel concentrated on valyimgtrokes. Now and then he
would lunge forward, slowly filling Kasim with his harcefih. Sometimes he drew his
member free and rubbed the swollen cock-head up and dowarnigecleft of Kasim’s
buttocks.

But though his body was held in thrall by Kasim’s malautg, Gabriel’'s mind ran free.
For the first time, he wondered if he had been mistakentaKasim’s part in his
imprisonment. Surely Kasim did not hate him. He couldtle=way Kasim pressed
himself back against him, the way he allowed Gabriel thetikes body. Kasim wanted
Gabriel. And Gabriel was glad of it.

Suddenly Gabriel was tired of carrying the weight of rgeehere had always been a
powerful attraction between Kasim and himself. Lovingiktéa, as they both did, had
only served to complicate that fact. He leant forwaadthat he lay pressed to Kasim,
skin to skin, connected closely by belly and chest tsird@ rump and back.

Holding in his desire with a supreme effort he ceased tentde mouthed the back of
Kasim’s neck, feeling the soft dark curls against his cheleking out his tongue, he
tasted the salt on Kasim’s skin. ‘Tell me the truibyw. And have done,’ he ordered
gruffly. ‘Do it now and we’ll never speak of it againcdre not what you did to me. Only
admit it and I'll give you the release you crave. Yod ha thrown into gaol and then
sold. Tell me why.’

He waited. He realised only then how much he had lotmédar Kasim explain his
actions. Tears pricked behind his eyelids, his inheld breathhim as he willed Kasim
to speak.

‘| swear by all that | hold holy, that | did not betngyu,” Kasim said slowly and clearly.
‘How could | when | desire you as much as | do Maridttmve you the freedom |
promised. | detect Sita’s hand in the betrayal you spedk sgems that we were both
betrayed.’

Gabriel took a moment to absorb the significance ofr{@swords. Instinctively he
knew he spoke the truth. Sita. Of course. How blind kiebegn. Then he realised that it
did not matter. All that had ever mattered was thatiiehad not wanted him. He had
withdrawn his attentions. Cast him out from the onlelae had ever wanted to be.
Which was at the side of Kasim and Marietta, servinglavidg them both.



‘But why...why did you let me go?’ Gabriel's voice shooklwgassion. ‘You could have
asked me to stay. | would have. Gladly.’

‘I know that. | was afraid. | did not want to share M#la. Even with you.” Kasim turned
his head and gave a wry grin. ‘That was my mistake. | aidmnk that it was possible to
have everything | wanted. Both of you in fact. You andwbeld have drawn away from
me. | could not bear that. Now | see that perhaps uldvoot have been that way.’

Could this be the Kasim he knew speaking so candidly? Famaent longer Gabriel
held on to the hate, then suddenly it had gone. It wdsaadaud of dark matter was
expelled along with his breath.

Gabriel gave a great groan and pulled Kasim onto his sidinat he lay cupped against
Gabriel's bent form. All at once he believed him cdetgly. Kasim desired him, even
loved him a little. Gabriel cradled the hard muscled baddge against his chest. His
fingertips nipped at the erect male nipples, pinching and squdéeimguntil Kasim
squirmed and strained back against the cock-stem that gbieiroeso completely.

‘Please. Oh, please...” Kasim murmured, and Gabriel osts |

As he began to move again inside Kasim, slowly at firstreached down and closed his
fingers around Kasim’s aching hardness. Moving his hand up and aoeoilaéred the
glans, feeling it swell and throb against his palm.

Kasim gasped as the squeezing fingers milked him, and he begarktbis hips,
responding to the leashed violence of Gabriel's passiahri@’'s hand worked up and
down as he pumped Kasim’s cock. Their bodies slipped agsinktother, sweat-slick
and hot, as they coupled with hungry and desperate passion.

The heat within Gabriel gathered and erupted. He criedhé emptied himself into
Kasim. At that same moment he felt the warm spurtingasim’s seed. Kasim rose up
against him, almost sobbing out his relief. They remainekkld together, Gabriel’'s heart
thudding against Kasim’s back, until their breathing quietened.

Tenderly now, Gabriel eased himself free and positionegdlf so that he lay facing
Kasim. He stroked the red weals on Kasim’s pale fleshemcircled the bonds at his
wrists.

‘You do realise that | am still the slavemaster toridd and | owe him my loyalty? He
has been a good friend to me. For the appointed timoWdlamed’s orders.’

‘| understand,’” Kasim said coolly. ‘Do what you mustslkismet.’

‘I will do Hamed'’s bidding. But | cannot find it in my heaotbe cruel to you, Master.’



Lifting his hands, Gabriel cupped the narrow, hard facegazed into eyes that looked
as black as night. When he spoke there was a catchwoibes ‘And after you leave this
place. | shall come too?’

Kasim nodded, his hard mouth creasing at the cornersrmmle. His hands came up to
cover Gabriel's.

‘It will not be easy, but we shall make a new beginnikgw. Tell me now what
happened to you to make you hate me,” Kasim said evenlg.t&k you. What then?’

‘I will tell you later. It matters not. Only this matgenow...’

Bending forward Gabriel claimed Kasim’s mouth. Kasispanded with fierce passion,
sucking at Gabriel's tongue and nibbling at the tender skinsdfps. As Gabriel tasted
Kasim, he seemed to absorb his very essence. Thengealkiss became the most
intimate of acts, sealing their relationship. Somehoma more binding than the joining
of their two bodies had been.

Kasim’s breathy moan of passion vibrated down his thArad. for Gabriel, some of the
ache of loneliness disappeared for ever.

Marietta pressed her forehead against the damp stonewsdb ke in a shuddering
breath. In the next room Gabriel and Kasim were shaailoving embrace.

The impossible had happened. She could hardly believerihdfes and dreams had a
chance of coming true now.

Behind her Hamed was rigid with anger. His fingers heldar a hurting grip, but she
did not care. She felt weak with happiness and a ragsigede

Watching Gabriel make love to Kasim — for that’s what ¢thastisement had become —
she had experienced a stab of wanting, so powerfuhéreknees almost buckled. Her
sex throbbed and burned. She felt the gathered wetregss Hvery tiny movement
caused the surfaces of her sex-lips to rub slickly together.

When Hamed thrust his hand roughly between her thighsietga draw away, not
wanting him to know how powerfully she had reacted to teas in the next chamber.
Her arousal was hers alone this time, not somethingdtava to give to a master for his
pleasure. But it was too late.

‘As | thought,” Hamed said with pain and fury in his voitéu’re wet for them. You
desire both Gabriel and Kasim, don’t you? And now | kmdvat their true feelings are
for each other! Gabriel professes to be my slavemdsieéYou're traitors all of you.



Welll care not. I'll deal with you all later. But it, you, Marietta, pleasure me. You're
ready enough.’

Marietta froze. She felt too emotionally fragile to rasgpp¢o Hamed. Even pretence was
beyond her. Her heart and blood cried out for the satisfaoffered by the two men she
loved. It was impossible for her to share any part aff tith someone else. Surely
Hamed would respond if she explained. He was intelliggy@n to reason.

‘Hamed. Please. I...1 do not wish it. Not now...I beg yoaftow me to refuse you.’

‘You refuse?’ Hamed sounded incredulous. ‘You forget your8ghleasure-slave’s
function is to obey. That is all.’

Without preamble, he freed his cock and grasped her roughly atoiméaist. Nudging
her thighs open with his knee he bent her over and bagamg his staff between her
spread buttocks. His breath was hot and urgent on theob&ek neck. In his eagerness
he was clumsy.

Marietta closed her eyes. The tears squeezed throuddgshes and trickled down her
cheeks. The expected intrusion was hateful to hertheofirst time she experienced deep
revulsion at being forced to submit.

She tensed, ready for the thrust of the hard malb, fleg it did not come. For a while
longer Hamed butted against her, using his hand to try and imseapidly dwindling
member. At last he realised it was useless to pesistfelt how small and soft he had
become and was grateful that the threat was past.

‘Your failure is my blessing, my Lord,” she whispered softly

With a strangled sob, Hamed pushed her away. Turning awagjirsted his clothes.
When he turned back to her, she saw that he was tremiatimgepressed emotion. She
dared not meet his eyes. He grasped her wrist and draggedrhehé& room.

‘Where...where are you taking me...?’ she gasped, alarmed laytitigle.
‘To the place where all treacherous and disobedientslgo. To the place of correction.’

It was useless to resist him, he was too strong. &heeal him to lead her down the
corridor and through a low archway. The light there diasand it felt wet underfoot.
Her heart beat fast, but she comforted herself vaghthought that there were only two
weeks left before Hamed would set his captives free.aligst days more and then...a
new beginning.

Nothing Hamed did would alter that fact. The place ofexiion could not be so bad.
She had once been exhibited in the souk, displayed nakeceateh lon the platform of
public punishment, and she had survived that. There could begathrse to face at



Hamed’s hands. A dismissive little laugh rose in hevat, but at Hamed’s next words it
died away.

‘Hurry now Marietta. For Roxelana awaits you and steaiger for your company. | have
to leave my stronghold on business, but you’ll be in bafes until | return.’

She had never seen him so angry, or so hurt. A chill spneawgh her. Hamed was one
thing. Roxelana was quite another.

Chapter Eleven

M arietta wept and twisted under the bite of the broatideastrap. Padded manacles
held her captive. She pressed herself to the hard stalhaan effort to escape, but
Roxelana jerked her forward. The strap cracked againsionerbuttocks again and
again. Marietta moaned as each new explosion riotedgh her.

But though Roxelana beat her steadily, the blows wergmssionly to punish, never to
damage. The broadness of the strap ensured that Margiia stung and grew sore, but
it would not be unduly marked. Marietta pressed her thigisther as the edge of the
strap scraped across her pubic fleece, but her tormemiggelt her legs apart and
secured her ankles to rings set into the wall. Astitag slapped at her inside thighs,
Marietta cried out more loudly. She was afraid thatdkanxa would beat her sexual
mound and that fear made the sweat break out on her skin

Tears poured down Marietta’s flushed cheeks. Every ihtleroskin seemed to be
glowing. Soon she would beg Roxelana to stop and the ththaghghe was near to
breaking was more unbearable than the pain. She swalthwgdeas that rose to her lips
as she realised that the intervals between eacHicleof the strap were growing longer.

Perhaps Roxelana tired. The blows were slowing. They @aterenittently now, drawing
little flares of pain from her abused flesh. Roxelamgméen eyes glittered as she teased
Marietta with the lash, playing it almost gently acrbssthighs and her simmering
buttocks. Moving close, she pressed the flat side of thp against Marietta’s parted
sex-lips, grinning with satisfaction when she saw thihess that darkened the leather.

‘Even at such a time your hot little sex awakes,’ slbekad. ‘It would be a pity to
neglect such a hungry morsel.’

Marietta tried to twist away from the eager fingers wislipped between the lips of her
vulva and pinched at the tender flesh. Her bud pulsedtasadl become the heart of her
body. Though she hated the intrusive fingers and winceddt touch of her sore flesh,

she felt the familiar building of pleasure.

Deep in her belly a fire awoke and would not be quenchedeWut when Roxelana beat
her buttocks in time with the strokes of her fingersridtea bucked against the cold
stone, pressing into it with her hip, feeling it scrapdregdner thigh. Words of denial



rose up in her, as the familiar feeling of submissioaded her. She sank down onto the
slippery fingers, feeling them enter her body and begioid in and out.

‘No. No,’ she breathed, fighting herself as her sme lzeated buttocks seemed to find an
echo in the delicious throbbing that spread through her sex.

Oh, it was hateful to moan and writhe with pleasurderMRbxelana stared intently into
her face, searching for and relishing every flicker thassd it. Though her cheeks
burned with shame, she felt her climax approaching. Bweiscle in her body tensed.
Impossible to stop the outrush of sensation.

She choked on a scream as she came. It felt aswiitde body exploded in a white-hot
spasm of pleasure. Every inch of her abused skin rebt@the heavy, pulsing rhythm
in her womb. She bent her head and sobbed with thealedianguish of it.

‘I hate you,” she hissed under her breath.

Roxelana grinned. ‘I know. That's what makes you so ewitShe withdrew her
fingers and laid the strap aside.

‘Rest now,’ she said in a curious tone that was almestle. ‘There will be more of this
in the days to come. Much more. I'll awaken your flesimany delights of pleasure and
pain. And you will be glad to do my bidding.’

Marietta lifted her head and glared her defiance. ‘Newtt do anything for
you...willingly. Hamed will come for me soon. Or he’llreeGabriel.’

Roxelana laughed. ‘Hamed has forgotten you. And no onmélinows that you are
here.’

Days passed and no one came to fetch Marietta.

A chill draught blew under the ill-fitting wooden door. Ayiwindow, glazed with thick,
greenish glass, let in a small amount of diffused light

Marietta sat on a wooden platform, covered with sttduddling under the one thin
blanket Roxelana allowed her, her feet curled underdneavdrmth. The white satin
slippers, once so exquisite, were scuffed and stainetheleorn where she had scraped
them against the floor as Roxelana beat her. Apart thee ruined shoes, she was naked.

There was a bucket in one corner of the room and ladlaslean water on a solid
wooden block which was placed up against one wall. Manatlesed and padded
leather hung from rings set into the wall and the bldtlere was no furniture, no light,
nothing to divert the prisoner from the knowledge thatws a place of correction.



Roxelana had made it clear that Marietta must begnfpraad every concession to her
comfort.

This, Marietta refused to do. Time after time she adidher pleas. Roxelana could force
her to obey her, force her to feel pleasure, but shie cmt make her collude in her own
mistreatment.

Each day was the same. She lost track of time and bedeaar that she would end her
days in the awful place. Surely Hamed had forgiven sabédience by now. Why did
he not come for her? Why did Gabriel not come? Perhayess true that no one knew
she was there.

As she moved, the blanket brushed against her sore siruttocks felt warm and
tingly from the most recent beating. She winced. Rameelwas more pitiless than any
man. She had never been beaten so thoroughly or soRéirelana was an expert with a
whip or a leather paddle. She knew just when to sta®é¢iie pain became unbearable,
or there was danger of any lasting damage.

After every beating Marietta’s skin was anointed vgitlothing oil, so that the tenderness,
the sting, faded quickly to be replaced by a horribly baggivarmth. Every movement
seemed to send little shards of sensation to her nadg 8ensations which mirrored
closely the feeling of sexual arousal.

It was then that Roxelana would coax the pleasure Mametta’'s body. Sometimes she
brought an ivory phallus to insert in whatever orifice swured that day. Other times
she used her tongue or fingers to bring Marietta to a singttdrmax. Marietta was filled
with self-loathing at the way she responded. She triéwbitbback, but her well-trained
flesh betrayed her. Always there would come that e&gst that tingle of welcome, for
any master or mistress who sought to chastise her.

Even the uncaring caress of the blanket on her soresshirstealthy fingers of lust to her
groin. She pushed her feelings away, practising suppressingagh&rnen Roxelana was
near. One glimmer of weakness, one moan of pleagndeRoxelana exploited it to the
full. Marietta recalled Roxelana’s parting words.

‘Ask me nicely and I'll bring you some fresh fruit to éahe purred. ‘That wouldn’t be
so difficult to do. Come now. Ask me. Let me see gratty mouth shape itself around
an entreaty.’

Marietta glared at her tormentor. She knew from bitkpeaence that things were not
that simple. Roxelana desired more than pretty woragéshe bestowed any favours.
She wanted Marietta to crawl on her knees, to offesérual services freely. And
Marietta did not intend to give her that satisfaction.

‘Keep your fruit,” she spat. ‘Just let me out of thiaqd!’



‘Please yourself,” Roxelana shrugged. ‘But you'll do anythiagld before long. They all
do.’ Laying aside the thin riding crop, which had added new narltge striations
covering Marietta’s buttocks, she left the room.

‘Please Otsami. You must help me rescue Marietta.’

Otsami looked down at Leyla who was sprawled acrosiitba, wearing a silk kimono
which hung open to reveal her nakedness. She reachadioyt slender hand and drew
her fingers lightly across the rich swell of Leylaigeésts. She never tired of looking at
them, stroking them, tasting their sweetness. Sheallthar hugeness and the large wine-
red nipples. Women of her own country did not have bsdé&e that.

‘And why,’ she said in her sing-song voice, ‘must | help¥/o

‘Because | love Marietta. And Kasim and Gabriel loee too. Do you want us all to be
unhappy?’

Otsami considered this as she continued to caressetmgmunderswell of Leyla’s
breasts. She saw with satisfaction that Leyla'g Iblack eyes were taking on the glazed
look which she had begun to recognise.

‘No,” she said. ‘But | want to be happy also. This M#a has many lovers. If | help you,
you will go away. And | shall be alone. More alone thafore...before this.’

She slid herself onto the futon beside Leyla and kisseditle of her full red mouth.
Leyla turned to her and gathered Otsami into her armiglindpher close, she kissed her
deeply, her lips opening to suck at the delicate pink tongue.

Leyla pressed on Otsami’'s shoulders and held her at Ength.

‘But you need not be alone, sweet lady. Come with usinkavill welcome you to his
house. He is rich and has many women.’

A smile creased Otsami’'s longish, oval face. Hemtslg black eyes were bright as jet.
‘Oh, Leyla. | did not think you would ask.’

Leyla reached for the small lacquered box which lay bakel®ed. Opening it she took
out two small metal balls, the size of quail's eggsadilag one to Otsami, she smiled.

‘How could | leave you behind when you have given me sucé gsfthese?’

‘Then allow me,” Otsami said, moving forward with swgftace and taking the little balls
from Leyla’s hands.



She pressed Leyla back onto the futon and ran her hanasa@wthe lush white body.
The kimono fell away and lay on the futon like theghtifolds of a butterfly’s wings.
Leyla linked her arms behind her head and let her thighggdal. Otsami’s tiny white
hands slipped over Leyla’s belly and down to the partednd of her sex.

Otsami marvelled every time she touched the deep-red ENedsything about Leyla’s
body was so — luxuriant. The feel of her intimatelfles silky and fragrant. Gently she
parted the plump flesh-lips, loving their engorged firmnasd,slipped the two little
metal balls inside Leyla’s vagina.

‘So much better for a lover to insert the rinnotarsag murmured. ‘Sit up a little and
rock back and forth as | pleasure you.’

Leyla did so. The rinnotama moved inside her, making degantited clicking sound as
they rolled about. She began to breathe more deeplysasn@®s delicate fingers moved
in circles around her hooded bud.

Otsami’s small, pink tongue licked her own lips as steket and rubbed at Leyla’s
flesh-hood. Ah, how strongly erect her little plegesbud is as it slips free of its covering.
So firm and jutting against my finger, she thought. It isoslinike a man’s henoko. |

shall take it into my mouth and suck it soon and then Lénddl plunge the little flesh-
stem inside me.

Leyla’s head fell back, exposing the white column of hek mescher hips began to work
back and forth. Little moans escaped her as the mdlarbled and clicked inside her.
Moisture seeped out of her and gathered like honey arotgain®s delicate fingers.
‘Say you’ll come with us...when...we leave...” she murmured.,'Otsami. Sweet
Otsami...’

Otsami reached two fingers deeply inside Leyla’s vaginatingtéhe metal balls while
the tension in Leyla’s pelvis built to a crescendo.

Gabriel listened to the sighs coming from behind the pageition.

He smiled to himself. Leyla had done it. She had persuatsadh®to help them escape.
By the whispers and the passionate sounds, he knew ¢hattbry had been an easy
one. Leyla and Otsami were well-suited, with muchammon. He was happy for them.
It had troubled him that Marietta had been the centse ohuch attention recently. Leyla
was too gentle, too loyal, to comment or react. Butateviondered if she felt hurt or left
out.

Now with Otsami for a friend and lover, there wouldnoeproblem.



The generosity of women never failed to amaze him. ¥\fasssible that Kasim and
himself, could find the inner peace of a similar contentéle did not know, but he
was willing to try. There was no choice really.

The months alone, when he had thought himself betrégetlbeen the most miserable of
his life. His judgement had been impaired by his grief, atlserhe would have seen
what Kasim pointed out.

It had been Sita all along who had misused him. Siefeiimale guard, who was eaten up
with jealousy and envy. She had let Gabriel think thatr{dsd ordered his arrest and
his sale in the slave market. Well, one day there woulal feekoning. But that wasn't
important at the moment.

First they must free Marietta, then they must get afn@ay the stronghold. All else,
would become resolved in the fullness of time.

A spasm crossed his remarkable face. How truly painfupéaasurable it was to love.
Sometimes the pain almost broke him in two.

But how much worse was the void, when all emotion distdlled into hate.

The door opened with a creaking sound. Marietta blinked agamdiare of light as
Roxelana reappeared holding a lantern aloft. In the tidned she carried a bucket.
Hanging the lantern on a wall hook, Roxelana advancedrtts the platform.

‘Sleep well?’ she said conversationally. ‘Up you ges tirne for your bath. I'm going to
be your bath attendant. Aren’t you lucky?’

Marietta did not reply. She pushed the cover aside angsaarily. There was a high
spot of colour on each of Roxelana’s cheeks. Her prettiaca was animated and eager.
From bitter experience, Marietta knew that Roxelans atdher most unpredictable when
in a good temper.

‘Hurry up now. Stand over there on the wooden block.’

Marietta hastened to obey. Roxelana was quite capalilagihg the contents of the
bucket over her if she refused to co-operate. She climbedthe block, which was large
enough for her to lie full-length, and stood facing Roxalahat new torment did she
plan? Marietta had been taken daily to a small bathingepdaer the past few days. Why
the change in routine?

‘Put your hands in the manacles,” Roxelana said. 8tiered Marietta’s wrists to two
rings set low down in the wall. Marietta would be ablesit or lie down, while remaining
restrained.



The padded leather cuffs were not uncomfortable, but t& teeling of swimming

helplessness at being held captive flooded her througthesuagh. There was spiked
pleasure in this feelng, a willingness to submit. Oh, Kagsimtgught me too well. It is
so hard to resist. She tried not to let Roxelana kitnisv But perhaps she did know it.

Roxelana’s little red mouth was pursed in a half-snilee reached out a hand as if she
would stroke the soft flesh of Marietta’s thigh: ‘Sab#ful...” but the touch did not
connect. Swiftly Roxelana turned the movement in araodivection, swooping her hand
up to pat her tumble of red curls.

Marietta could not look at her. Inside her a little pudegan to beat treacherously.

Roxelana rested the bucket on the wooden block. She dippédreinside and
withdrew a dripping sponge.

‘Sit down,’ she ordered. ‘Lean back on your elbows angidet knees fall apart. Relax. |
want you to enjoy this. I'm going to.” She smiled, shayviner little white teeth.

Slowly Marietta did as she was bid. She tried to coneeatension, but she was afraid.
What price would Roxelana exact for giving her this @¢#lte forced herself to relax.
What did it matter what her tormentor’'s motives e8he would take what was offered
and be glad of it. The touch of warm, perfumed waterataays a delight.

In a swift, smooth motion Roxelana squeezed water lhagietta’s shoulder. Marietta let
out a gasp of shock. The water was icy. Roxelana laugheglunged the sponge back
into the bucket. Deliberately pausing before she squeeeesater out, she trickled the
cold water all over Marietta’s neck, shoulders, antkba

Marietta shivered uncontrollably. Icy runnels ran downlireasts. Gooseflesh rose on
her skin and her nipples shrank to hard pink points. Sis¢edvand turned trying to
avoid the deluge, but Roxelana flicked and splashed the @&t wver every part of her.

‘Enjoying your bath? Part your legs,’” she ordered curtly. ‘Yidird that a delicious
warmth follows the cold. Soon you’ll be panting for ministrations. Stretch open
wider. Do | have to secure your legs as well?’

Reluctantly, Marietta parted her thighs. When Marist&®x lay open to her view,
Roxelana picked up a spongeful of water and trickledtd &arietta’s parted flesh-lips.
The water’s icy caress made her intimate flesh tighted ache. Marietta’s teeth began to
chatter as a sudden keen draught played over her chilled skin.

Roxelana was enjoying herself so much that she didat@ierthe door of the little room
opening. Marietta saw two shadows slip inside the roonadudnce on Roxelana. She
recognised Gabriel and Leyla. Her eyes widened with surpngeelief.

Then everything happened at once.



Leyla threw a sack over Roxelana’s head and pushed healaffde. Roxelana fell
against the wooden block. Marietta kicked out hard. Hercieetected with the bucket
and the rest of the contents poured over Roxelana.

Roxelana screamed with rage as the water soaked hleexI&he rolled onto the floor,
twisting and turning as she tried to dislodge the sack. &awréeled on the struggling
woman, while Leyla wound a length of rope around the sacssing Roxelana up
neatly. Quickly, they freed Marietta’s wrists. Gabitbegan to rub at her chilled skin with
the blanket.

After a few moments the warmth came flooding bact Marietta’s body. She smiled up
at Gabriel gratefully. The feel of his strong hands lasdnuscular bulk was reassuring.
She really was going to escape.

‘Here. Put this on,” he said, placing a thick woollen cloatuad Marietta’s shoulders.
‘| thought I'd have to stay here for ever...” Marietta bega

Gabriel kissed the top of her head. ‘Forgive us fomiako long to get here. No one
knew where you were. Leyla asked Otsami for help. Siseonty too willing.’

‘We must hurry,” Leyla said, smiling briefly at them hotThere’ll be time to talk later.
But first...’

Picking up a flexible switch which lay on the floor n&xtRoxelana, Leyla began to
strike her with it. Roxelana cursed and sobbed, her anged by the thick sack. Leyla
brought the switch down again and again, each stroke ciompevith a crisp snapping
sound.

‘Take that! And that! You vixen. This one’s for me. Aristis for Marietta!’ Leyla’s
long dark eyes looked fierce and pitiless.

Gabriel and Marietta watched without speaking as Leydd Bexelana unmercifully.
Roxelana twitched and howled under the onslaught. Afidrile she began to whimper.
Leyla appeared to be unmoved. She raised the switch farearidow. Marietta put a
hand on her friend’s arm and took the switch from hadrgently.

‘That’s enough,’ she said evenly. ‘Any more and you’lllsebad as she is. You don't
want to Kill her.’

Leyla nodded, her long dark eyes unfathomable in the kight the lantern. ‘No. | don't.
| just want her to know how it feels.’

‘| think you made your point,” Gabriel said grinning. ‘Corhen. Shall we go?’

‘Where to?' Marietta asked.



‘To freedom,’” Gabriel said.
‘But where...? How...?

Gabriel laughed and led her towards the door. ‘So many quosstitbtell you on the
way.’

‘We’ll be caught. The risk is too great. Hamed—'’

‘Hamed has left the stronghold. No one knows when Heetiirn.” Gabriel squeezed
Marietta’s waist. ‘Be brave for just a little longérhis nightmare is almost over.’

As Leyla passed Roxelana, she raised her voice. ‘Weing dar away. To a place of
safety. Farewell vixen!

As they neared Otsami’'s apartment Gabriel meltedtiteshadows and was gone.
‘He’ll meet us later, never fear. Come,’ Leyla ushereatibtta onwards.

Otsami welcomed them at the entrance to her aparsraedtushered them inside.
‘All is ready. Come with me Marietta. | have clothes you and hot food.’

Marietta sipped at a dish of tea, grateful for the cotimgmwarmth of the porcelain
against her palms. After the austerity of the lastdews the peaceful atmosphere of the
surroundings was like balm to her soul. Otsami helpednberai kimono and covered her
pale hair with a scarf, then she came and sat d&wh&acquer table with Marietta.

‘With your hair covered, you will be mistaken for onenoy attendants when we leave,’
Otsami explained.

Marietta ate hungrily from the tiny dishes of food thvatre laid out before her. She
turned to Otsami. ‘Thank you for helping me,’ she saidit ¥u put yourself at risk by
coming with us. How will you return in safety?’

Otsami smiled shyly. ‘I am happy to help my friend Leylag said in her soft, sing-song
voice. ‘l...l shall not return. Hamed has changed, h@ighe man | once knew. | have
changed too.’

Marietta did not question her further, though she sensethiéra was something left
unsaid. She watched Otsami move around the room with &rsboffling steps. The
Japanese woman picked up a large book and stroked it lovihglyshe folded it in a
square of silk and put it with the rest of her belongiites. jet black hair hung in a



straight curtain down her back. It swept back into twogvahapes from either side of her
longish, oval, white face.

Marietta was struck by Otsami’'s serenity. Her movemest®e slow and graceful. She
did not seem alarmed or upset about the prospect of ledarsironghold for good.
Marietta was anxious to get away. At any moment thejhtrbe discovered. Where was
Gabriel and Kasim? Had they escaped already? Beforeoslteask, Leyla appeared.
She too was dressed in a kimono.

Otsami walked around her, smiling. ‘You look charming. Buftiiou make beautiful
geiko. Come then. It is time. Keep close behind me. Tiakesteps and do not hurry.
Otherwise your walk will betray you.’

They crossed the courtyard and reached a small sidevijladeit incident. It was as they
were passing along a main corridor that they were clydtbriViarietta felt her heart miss
a beat, but Otsami reached calmly inside her robes add¢ed a small leather case.
Marietta recognised the gift Hamed had given her.

‘I have Hamed'’s express authority to leave,” Otsand, ggoducing Hamed’s cabochon
ruby ring. ‘He orders me and my attendants to join him.’

For an instant longer the guard hesitated, then he viheadon. It was almost too easy.
Hamed’s ring was the key that opened all other doorsielia smiled inwardly. How
ironic that his gift had given them their freedom.dad time than Marietta would have
believed possible, they stood outside the main bgldin

Shadows detached themselves from the night and Marattan® hooded figures
mounted on horses waiting nearby. One of them, tdllspare of build, beckoned. She
went towards the figure without hesitation. All hersenwere alert to his particular
presence. She did not need to see his face to know hiomcatshe was lifted up and
placed in his strong male arms.

‘Kasim,’” she breathed, absorbing his touch and his famdlaan smell in one instant.

He did not speak. Only brushing the top of her head lightly ks lips before wheeling
the horse around and cantering off into the darknessjuShiad time to catch a glimpse
of the other horseman. He too was tall, a little bro#iten Kasim and completely at ease
in the saddle. As he turned his head she saw a strandnatiethair that fell free of the
hooded cloak.

Gabriel. So he was escaping with them. She feltredfi@y race through her. Leyla
mounted up behind Gabriel and Otsami seated herself grathdorse. The little
cavalcade moved off, keeping a gentle pace. Soon Mariettdaemnth were far ahead.

The cool air whipped against Marietta’s face. One armimeidlose in an iron grip. The
horse plunged through the night. Hoofbeats drummed in her ®ae pressed herself



against Kasim’s warm muscled chest. His hard thighs magaahst her buttocks,
making her catch her breath as her sore skin awoke abtttact. The warmth and
nearness of him was powerfully erotic.

She longed to touch him, to feel his cool skin againsbher. For a while she resisted.
He threw back his hood and his dark hair streamed outd&imn. She saw the clean line
of his jaw, his straight nose, and his cruelly sensuaitinéAnd now the need to reach
out to him became unbearable. She slid her hand insid®bded robe and up over the
planes of his chest. There was a gap in his tunic atettidine. She pressed her
fingertips to the hollow of his throat where a pulse bbex warmly.

Kasim reacted as if she had plunged a knife into him. Bigena sound in his throat and
reached up to cup the back of her skull in one long sldrai®t. Turning her face up to
him, he swooped down and claimed her mouth in a demandiag ki

She leant into him as he plundered her mouth. His atimepressed into the small of her
back with almost hurtful strength. She felt as if slas drowning in the warm taste of
him. Only the pressure of his knees and thighs guided tise.®he swayed into him,
balancing her body to the rhythm of him as he moved ia tuith the horse. She seemed
to feel every muscle, every sinew, of his rigidly hieldn.

She was breathless and weak when he let her go.

‘My Lord,” she murmured against his mouth. Then, emboldendddmesponse, she
whispered, ‘I have need of you. Urgently.’

‘And | you,” he said gruffly. ‘It has been too long.’

Exerting pressure with his knees, Kasim reined in theehd¥earby was a copse of
cypress trees. Waiting for the others to catch therheigalled for them to go on.
Marietta felt like laughing aloud at their recklessneskaiNf they were being followed?
What must Gabriel and Leyla think? It was obvious why sitekasim had stopped. But
she did not care. All she could think of was Kasim andidsre that was like a note of
music vibrating right through her.

Kasim dismounted first, then helped her down carefély/she slid down his body, she
felt his hardness dig into her belly. The kimono &ttange; the slender tube-shape,
hampering her movements so she almost fell. Kasimisteadr, his strong arms holding
her close as if he was afraid she might slip freeemudpe him.

Shaking with need, Marietta leant against a tree asrki@se at the kimono. The
unfamiliar folds hampered his eagerness. She laughed hudiely he lost patience with
the sash and cursed under his breath.

‘Do it this way,’ she breathed, pulling the garment aboseankles.



He slid the kimono up her body. She wore nothing under theegd and trembled as his
hands touched her bare thighs then skimmed over the atine hips. Soon she stood
naked from the waist down, the silken fabric bunchedrapral her waist.

Glancing down at her skin, pearl-pale in the moonlighatcdught his breath. His eyes
skimmed over the curves of her body, the pouting biily lightly shadowed pubis.

‘My own Marietta,” he said. ‘Il have missed your goldenspree almost as much as your
incomparable body.’

The wind moved in the trees as Kasim knelt before $lee felt his hands move on her
thighs, then his warm mouth questing, searching for the famgt aching heart of her.
His loose black hair brushed against her skin. She tensdetlheand pushed towards

him. At the first hot contact of his tongue, she criatl & spasm of wanting seemed to
twist her womb.

‘It's been so long...so long...” she murmured.
‘Kasim. My life. My love.’

It did not matter that he was too eager, too starvedjdntieness. He stabbed his tongue
into her, licking at the juicy little orifice that hgared for the thrust of his hard male
flesh. She felt the scrape of his dark stubble as heweadato her, the bristles teasing
little hot scrapings against her skin. The tip of higgtenpressed against her flesh-hood,
imprisoning the bud that ticked beneath the tender folds.

Marietta meshed her fingers in his hair and pulled him clggending her hips, rubbing
her soaking vulva against his mouth and chin. Kasim’'s armoscled her hips as he
ground into her with his lips and tongue. He seemed to ietle¢ taste and feel of her.
Her wanton gyrations drew a moan from him. But he stopgeh he sensed that she
was near to climaxing.

Standing, he claimed her mouth again. ‘I want you td mith me inside you, my
treasure. All the time | was in Hamed'’s power, | dreafidoing...this.’

In one swift movement he grasped her hips and lifted iHerfom. She felt his cock-
stem slip inside her. The swollen glans was wonderhi@iyas it eased inside her tight
entrance. She braced her back against the tree as Bagan to thrust strongly.

‘Forgive me. My need is great,” he whispered hoarselyegslunged into her, holding
her close up against his pubis.

She felt his mouth on her neck as he kissed her. He dibbleer ear lobe, then traced a
burning path along her jawline, tasting her skin as if helavonprint her forever on his
senses. All the time he moved strongly inside her.I@red his passion. The way she



had the power to make him lose control. Was this the $&@sien? The restrained and
cold master who chastised her so thoroughly?

This loss of control, was another side of the managtored. And she loved every facet
of him. His dark and secretive desire to hurt her into pkeashe way he demanded her
complete subjugation to his needs; and, conversely thengielbmission he was
capable of. Would his time spent in Hamed'’s strongholagbever new dimensions to
his enigmatic personality?

The scent of him surrounded her. She smelt the nighsihdii. The smoky musk of his
body and the flatter, animal scent of his arousal.tfslc&ed against him, grinding her
erect clitoris against his shaft, but her pleasure eluded h

He could not hold back much longer and she wanted to catinénis hard flesh filling
her, working into her with almost hurting force. Slippim hand between their bodies she
pinched the tip of her flesh-lips together, rubbing her buaamcular motion.

‘Yes. Oh, yes. Take your pleasure,” Kasim whispered agha@arsmouth. ‘Let me feel you
break. Milk me with your sweet inner muscles.’

His words tipped her over. With a muffled groan, she catee vagina convulsed around
his shaft, forcing his semen into her. As he cried odtsrasmed she dug her heels into
the small of his back, pressing her sex so closely tputis that they seemed forged of
one flesh.

His hands cupped her face as he kissed her, murmuring emrafesr After-tremors
shook him now and then. He held her gently, supported dyelmisthighs. He was hard
still and he did not withdraw. Soon he began to move agliwly and without the
frantic need of the first coupling.

She moved with him, matching his pace as their pleasutte Atghing her neck, she
raised her chin and the headcloth slipped free. Her pdietaanbled down around them,
veiling them against the night’s blackness.

Kasim buried his face in the tangled curls, breathing iirclean scent as his pleasure
built and crested for the second time. While Mariettagered still, he drew free and fell
to his knees before her. His face was warm againshiggist

Again she felt his tongue, but this time he pleasured rérleng slow licks. Marietta
climaxed against his hot mouth almost at once. The spasnesdeeper, slower this time;
less intense, but they went on and on. She felt thergedown, that, for her, often
followed such intense pleasure. Her sex pulsed and gavasim seed in a warm
flood. Kasim placed a final kiss on her still throbbingl, then released her pubis for an
instant.



Before she had time to encompass the loss of his tesbehelt him lapping their

mingled juices from her spread thighs. The gesture wagesasely intimate that it
brought tears to her eyes. When he stood up and gatheredhi®eichest, she sighed and
trembled in his embrace, too moved, too lost, for words.

If he hadn’t held her she would have sunk to the groundaaléss legs.
She saw that he understood. He laughed and she saw thdlagtit of his teeth.

‘No time to rest, my treasure. We must away befaseaach is mounted. | should not
have tarried. But you are irresistible. Worth everythimgvh. Worth everything I've had
to do.’

At the memory of the public stripping, the harness he’d beeed to wear, she could
have wept. How he had humbled himself.

‘Oh, Kasim. Am | worth so much to you?’ she whispered.
‘Never doubt it again,” he said, kissing her briefly.

He stood up and clothed himself. Marietta adjusted herromihen took his
outstretched hand. They mounted the horse. This timsatbehind him. Kasim urged
the horse forward and they galloped away into the night.

With her arms around his waist and her cheek pressed loolaid back, Marietta felt
perfectly content. In her happiness she found spaceytéipined. Nothing had turned
out as he'd imagined it. When he returned he would findttbeghold almost empty.
There would be only the taste of ashes to welcome him.

Who would comfort the ex-pirate? Roxelana was plaindyféwourite no longer and
Otsami had deserted him. Then she remembered Bishi.tli@edirvant-girl loved him
with simple purity.

Somehow Marietta knew that there was hope for Hamad.she was glad of it.

Then, into her happiness, there crept a shadow. Therms&Kasim and Gabriel was
unresolved. They had formed a truce, of sorts, she leadtsem embracing as lovers
through the spy-hole, but could they agree to live together?

Oh, if only they would be content to love each othwet l|mve her in turn. Then her world
would be perfect. But perfection, she thought, was too nwmbbjpe for.

Kasim’s back was warm beneath her cheek and the stiegtiyrr of the horse’s
movement was soothing. She closed her eyes. It had hesdthausting few days and the
thought of returning to the harem was becoming even negeiling by the second.



Her eyes drooped. She felt satiated in body and mindgh&lwanted to do was sleep the
clock around. When she woke she would tackle the one thatghaigged at her. Now
that she was sure of her feelings for both men, theico could not be so difficult.

She would worry about Gabriel later.

At this precise moment, she had all she wanted. Kasinays, always Kasim, first.



