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Chapter 1



Last autumn, my husband David and I traveled to Istanbul. It was mainly a business trip for him, with mornings filled with meetings, leaving me to my own devices. I didn’t mind. It meant lingering in bed, savoring slow breakfasts on the hotel balcony, the Bosphorus glinting in the distance. The city hummed with life, its chaos both thrilling and overwhelming.

In the afternoons, we’d explore Istanbul’s treasures together. One day, we decided to visit the Grand Bazaar, a labyrinth of stalls bursting with color and noise. The air was thick with the scent of spices, leather, and sweet Turkish delight. We wandered, half-serious about finding a Turkish rug, more drawn to the banter and haggling with shopkeepers. It felt like a game, each vendor’s pitch a performance.

David’s eye caught a carpet shop tucked in a quieter corner. Its storefront was modest, draped with vibrant textiles, but something about it pulled us in. Inside, two men—clearly brothers—ran the place. The older one, tall and striking, looked to be in his late twenties. His name, we later learned, was Arif. His English was smooth, polished, and his smile carried a hint of mischief. As he greeted us, his gaze lingered on me, a slow, appraising sweep that made my skin prickle. I was wearing a light summer dress, thin and flowing, and suddenly wondered if it betrayed the fact that I’d skipped a bra. His faint, knowing smirk suggested he noticed. I pegged him as vain, maybe a touch arrogant, though his charm and sharp features gave him some license for it.

Arif showed us around, unfurling rugs with practiced flair, explaining patterns and weaves. David was engrossed, asking questions, while I felt Arif’s eyes tracking me. It wasn’t overt, just a steady awareness that made my pulse quicken. He suggested we see more stock upstairs, where they kept additional pieces. Curious, we agreed, and he led us to a narrow wooden staircase at the back.

The upstairs stockroom was long, dimly lit, with shafts of light cutting through the dust. Rugs were everywhere—rolled, stacked, or leaning against walls like silent sentinels. It felt intimate, almost secretive, the bustle of the market muffled below. David and I browsed, commenting on colors and designs, but I couldn’t shake the sense of Arif watching me, his gaze cool and deliberate.

“Emma, come look at this,” David called from across the room. I joined him, expecting another intricate pattern. Instead, the rug he’d found was bold, almost shocking. Woven into it were dancing women, their forms fluid and sensual, and in each corner, a figure of an older man entwined with one of the dancers in an unmistakable act. My cheeks flushed.

Arif approached, his voice smooth. “This is an older design, forbidden now. It depicts a sultan with his concubines—his pleasure slaves.” He glanced at me as he said it, the word “slaves” hanging in the air. David chuckled, making a few playful, suggestive remarks, oblivious to the tension I felt. We moved on, inspecting other rugs, but Arif’s presence seemed to follow me.

I wandered down a narrow aisle between tall rolls of carpets, out of David’s sight. Arif’s voice came from behind. “Excuse me, madam.” I pressed myself against a stack to let him pass, the space tight. As he brushed by, his hands found my hips, pulling me back against him. The hard length of him pressed against my backside, unmistakable and bold. My breath caught, shock mingling with a jolt of something else—something I didn’t want to name. Then, just as quickly, he released me, continuing as if nothing had happened.

I stood frozen, hidden from David’s view, my heart pounding. My mind raced—anger, confusion, and, shamefully, a flicker of arousal. I smoothed my dress, steadying myself. Before I could decide what to do, David called out, asking if I was ready to leave. “Nothing here I fancy,” he whispered with a grin as I rejoined him.

Arif, all charm, expressed regret that we hadn’t found anything. He held the door open, his demeanor polished. “Come again, sir,” he called. Then, with a glint in his eye, “Come again, madam. I’ll be happy to serve you.”

Cheeky bastard, I thought, my indignation flaring. Yet, as we walked away, the initial shock ebbed, leaving a strange thrill in its wake. My body betrayed me—a warmth, a dampness between my thighs. At thirty-four, married and faithful, I’d never been propositioned so brazenly. It was flattering, in a way, that a man in his twenties found me desirable. More than that, it was a break from routine, a spark of something wild.

David and I didn’t discuss it, but I wondered if I should tell him. He’d always been open about fantasies, often teasing if I regretted having only been with him. I’d always said no, and meant it. But now, this encounter stirred something. I suspected he’d find it exciting, not threatening. Still, I kept quiet, unsure how to broach it.

That night, as I lay in bed, the memory of Arif’s touch lingered, unbidden. It wasn’t just the act—it was the audacity, the forbidden edge. I wasn’t ready to be “served” by him, as he’d so boldly put it. But I couldn’t deny the way my body had responded, nor the questions it raised about what I wanted, what David wanted, and where this trip might lead us.












Chapter 2


The next morning, I woke to the same golden Istanbul light streaming through the hotel curtains. David was already gone, off to another meeting, leaving me to my leisurely routine. I lingered over breakfast, the clink of my coffee cup mingling with the distant call to prayer. But my mind wasn’t on the food or the view—it was back in that dim stockroom, replaying Arif’s bold hands on my hips, the hard press of him against me. I pushed the thought away, but it clung, persistent and warm.

Back in my room, I stood before the mirror, debating my day. The sun outside was brilliant, inviting. I slipped into a light cotton dress, its thin straps barely grazing my shoulders, and chose lacy white panties, simple but delicate. I told myself I was just going sightseeing, but as I hailed a taxi and gave the driver directions to the Grand Bazaar, my heart betrayed me, thudding faster than a casual outing warranted.

The market was as chaotic as before, a swirl of voices and colors. As a lone Western woman, I drew curious glances and a few murmured comments, but I kept my eyes forward, navigating the alleys with purpose. My feet carried me toward Arif’s shop, though I tried to pretend it was chance. When I spotted it, my stomach tightened—Arif was outside, chatting with a pair of older tourists, his charm in full force. Disappointment flickered; I wasn’t ready to face him with an audience. I walked past, rounding a corner, my resolve wavering.

I kept moving, browsing stalls, but my thoughts circled back. Why had I come? Was I really just here to prove I wasn’t intimidated, as I told myself? Or was it something else—the pull of that forbidden thrill? I scolded myself for being a coward, for letting his arrogance chase me off. Squaring my shoulders, I turned back, determined to show I wasn’t shaken.

When I entered the shop, Arif’s face lit up, his smile wide and knowing. “Madam, I am delighted you’ve returned,” he said, his voice smooth as silk. The elderly tourists glanced at me, offering polite smiles before returning to their conversation. “If you wish to see the rugs from yesterday, please go upstairs to the stockroom. I must finish with these kind guests, then I’ll attend to you.”

I nodded, my throat tight, and climbed the narrow staircase. The stockroom was different in the morning light—patches of sunlight cut through the gloom, illuminating stacks of rugs while casting deep shadows elsewhere. I made a half-hearted show of inspecting a few pieces, my ears straining for sounds below. My heart raced, and I rehearsed the sharp words I’d planned to deliver, a reprimand for his audacity yesterday.

The shop door slammed below, followed by footsteps on the stairs. I turned, my prepared speech ready, but when Arif stepped in, he moved with purpose, shutting the door and sliding a bolt into place with a soft click. My words faltered.

“So, madam,” he said, his voice low, “you’ve returned to be my concubine.”

I opened my mouth to protest, to tell him he’d misread me, but nothing came out. The air felt charged, his presence overwhelming. I stammered, “I have to go,” but he stepped closer, a finger brushing my lips. “Shh,” he murmured, silencing me.

Before I could react, he took my elbows, lifting my arms above my head. With a swift motion, he pulled my dress off, tossing it aside like it was nothing. I stood there, exposed, my breath shallow. He knelt before me, his fingers hooking into my panties, sliding them down with slow, deliberate care. The cool air hit my skin, and I shivered as he leaned in, his breath warm against my pubic hair. He inhaled deeply, as if savoring me, then pressed a soft kiss to my mound. My knees weakened.

Arif led me to a corner piled with soft sheepskin rugs, gesturing for me to lie down. I was in over my head, events spiraling faster than I’d imagined. My body complied, sinking onto the rugs, though my mind screamed I should stop this. He stood over me, peeling off his shirt to reveal a broad, toned chest. His trousers and sandals followed, then his shorts, freeing a thick, erect cock that made my eyes widen. It was larger than David’s, intimidating in its size and readiness.

He lay beside me, his hands cupping my face as he kissed me gently, his lips warm and coaxing. Then his mouth moved lower, latching onto my nipple, sucking with a hunger that sent sparks through me. “In Turkey,” he said, his voice husky, “a concubine begins by pleasuring her master with her mouth.”

“With my mouth?” I echoed, my voice small, not fully grasping his meaning. He guided my head down, his fingers threading through my hair until my lips hovered over his cock. I hesitated. I’d done this with David, but this was different—foreign, daunting. I licked the tip, tasting salt, then took him deeper, struggling with his size. My gag reflex kicked in, and I pulled back, embarrassed.

Sensing my struggle, I shifted, straddling him instead. I rubbed his cock against my slit, hoping I was wet enough. Slowly, I lowered myself, gasping as he stretched me. The fullness was intense, almost too much, but I took him inch by inch until he was fully inside, a plugged-up sensation that made me moan. I rocked against him, but the effort tired me quickly. Arif noticed, rolling me onto my back with ease. He began to thrust, slow and deep, each stroke igniting new sensations.

I locked my legs around him, urging him faster. “Harder,” I whispered, surprising myself. He obliged, pounding into me, the rugs soft beneath us. The pleasure built, relentless, and I pushed back, desperate. “Don’t stop,” I gasped. “Keep fucking me.” The words felt foreign, but they spilled out as my orgasm hit, crashing through me in waves. Arif groaned, his cock pulsing as he came, filling me with warmth.

We lay there, panting, the air thick with the scent of sex. Then, to my shock, I heard footsteps. Mehmet, Arif’s brother, stood over me, naked, his own erection stark and ready. I scrambled to cover myself, one arm over my breasts, the other shielding my pussy, but my clothes were nowhere in sight.

“Madam,” Mehmet said, his tone firm, “in Turkey, the man is master.” He pulled my wrists away, exposing me fully. His hands parted my thighs, and before I could protest, he positioned himself, his cock pressing against me. I gasped as he entered, his thrusts powerful, relentless. He fucked me steadily, then turned me onto my elbows and knees, taking me from behind. His fingers found my clit, rubbing until another orgasm tore through me. With a final thrust, he came, adding his release to Arif’s.

Exhausted, I collapsed onto the rugs. Mehmet lay beside me, spent, as I fumbled for my dress and panties. Arif reappeared, his smile warm. “Madam is a generous woman,” he said, as if I’d done him a favor. I stumbled downstairs, my legs unsteady, my body sticky with their seed. As I passed Arif in the small office, his arm snaked around my waist, his hands wandering—one squeezing my breast, the other cupping my ass. “Please
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