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A Night with
the Guards
Nar Sahra’a Desert, Neyem - 1095 A.D.

BECAUSE they had been asked to spend time with the guards who were
along for the trip. The two of them had agreed, surprised to be asked. They
would have been willing, anyway, but being asked just made them that
much more agreeable to it.
Darius escorted them to the entrance of the main tent for the garrison.
―They are not as refined as the masters you normally serve at the palace,‖ he
warned them. ―They don’t play games, for the most part and are really just
looking for some relief. They will probably not remember to command you
to finish, so please feel free to tell each other. I also want you to know that
you are not there to take brutality from them, either. If any of them are,
please tell me. I want to know, because I will not allow it among my guard.
There are people in the palace that I have no control over,‖ Darius said and
both Cyrus and Nadir knew he was referring to the malik. ―But I have
control over them and I will not stand for it.‖
―Yes, Captain,‖ Cyrus said and they both bowed their heads to him.
―Thank you again, for agreeing to this. You didn’t have to,‖ Darius said and
Cyrus and Nadir smiled.
―We don’t mind,‖ Cyrus said and they glanced at each other, grins on both
faces.
―When you are through, come to my tent. You can clean up and sleep
there,‖ Darius said, and the other two nodded again. ―Very well,‖ he
murmured, pulling the tent flap back and stepping through, Cyrus and Nadir
following.
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―Stay seated!‖ Darius called as they moved to the center of the tent. Cyrus
looked around to see a long row of pallets on either side of the tent, similar
to the ones he was used to sleeping on in the slaves’ wing. Most of them
had a guard in the standard desert uniform of white pants and tunic. Most
had their headdresses and shoes off and their tunics hanging open. A few
were playing card games. A few others were sitting and talking. And a few
more were dozing quietly. Cyrus saw bottles of wine and ale sitting open on
low tables as well as small plates of dinner remnants.
All of them had started to stand at the sight of their captain, but they settled
back on the pallets at his words. ―This evening, I present to you Cyrus and
Nadir, pleasure servants of the palace,‖ Darius introduced them. ―They
have kindly agreed to provide you entertainment this evening.‖ Most of the
guards sat up a little straighter at this and several cheered.
Cyrus and Nadir exchanged grins and winks before looking back over the
assembled company. ―But before I leave you with them, I want a few things
made clear. They are to be treated with respect. They are not common
whores. They are valued highly by the malik, the amirs and the palace.
They have been given a choice to be here tonight and have willingly offered
to come here. If you misuse them in anyway, you will lose your boots, your
horse and will find your own way home.‖ Darius paused to allow the
seriousness of his edict to sink in. ―As long as you treat them with respect,
you have nothing to worry about. Their limits are their own, do not cross
them.‖
He waited another beat then turned to Cyrus and placed a hand on Cyrus’s
back. ―This is Cyrus,‖ he said, then did the same to Nadir. ―And Nadir.
Please enjoy your time with them,‖ Darius said, then turned to Cyrus and
handed him their keys. ―What you do and how much you do is up to you and
Nadir and only you. Remember that. You are free to enjoy this, as well.‖
―Thank you, Captain,‖ Cyrus said, taking the keys. Captain Darius nodded
once more to them and left.
He and Nadir were still dressed, wearing dark green and brown cotton robes,
now hanging open over their matching pants. Cyrus turned to Nadir and
Cyrus realized that Nadir looked... nervous. ―Nadir?‖ He asked, reaching up
and touching his lover’s cheek.

8 | GRACE R. DUNCAN

―Sorry, I’ve never been in front of this many before. Even the dinners are
different, really...‖ he said and swallowed around his dry throat.
―I know what you mean,‖ Cyrus said and glanced around. A few of the
guards were looking at them rather anxiously, one or two looked ready to
jump out of their clothes that very second but most were watching them
curiously to, Cyrus thought, see what they would do. He turned back to
Nadir and tilted his lover’s face up to his. He leaned in and gave Nadir a
long, thorough kiss, then pulled back and looked into his lover’s eyes. ―You
will please many tonight, Nadir, including me and Captain Darius by
helping these men out. They look forward to your service and will be very
happy with what you do for them. Now, I am going to remove your clothes
and your cage so that I might show off my beautiful lover to these men.
Remember that I love you and that you are good at what you do: serve.‖
Nadir took a deep breath then nodded and took a half step back. Cyrus
smiled at his lover and reached up to pull the robe off of Nadir’s shoulders.
He folded it quickly, laying it to the side, then turned Nadir to face him,
untying his lover’s pants. Nadir stepped out of them and handed them over
and, after they joined his robe, Cyrus unlocked his cage and removed it and
the ring. Nadir’s cock hardened and Cyrus’s own length twitched inside its
cage. He handed Nadir a small bottle of the oil he’d brought and left one
more kiss on his lover’s forehead.
He turned to the guards, shifting Nadir to face them. ―This is Nadir. Who
would like to be the first to spend time with him?‖ Cyrus asked and several
men moved at once. Cyrus grinned and leaned into Nadir’s ear. ―See? They
can’t wait to be with you,‖ he murmured, then pushed gently at Nadir’s
back, spurring him to start the walk down the aisle between the pallet rows.
He didn’t even reach the second pallet when one of the guards reached out.
―Nadir, is it?‖ He asked and Nadir nodded. ―Would you sit with me?‖ He
asked and Cyrus watched as three others moved over to sit near Nadir as
soon as he knelt next to the first guard that asked. He smiled, proud of Nadir
and turned to take care of his own clothing.
He made quick work of undressing, his robe and pants landing neatly on top
of Nadir’s. Then he turned his attention to his cage and unlocked and
removed it quickly. The few times over the years that he’d removed his
own cage always felt weird to him. He much preferred to have someone
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else do it, even Nadir, but expediency was more of an issue here and so it
came off and landed with his clothes.
He grabbed his own bottle of oil then turned around and he found two of the
other guards standing nearby. ―Cyrus?‖ One of them asked and Cyrus
nodded.
―That I am, can I help you?‖ He asked, grin in place.
He was led over to a pallet about half way down the row on the opposite
side from Nadir. He’d noticed Nadir still sitting, mostly untouched amid the
guards. They were talking to him, asking him questions. He caught one
about duties and Cyrus smiled. They were making him comfortable before
they started.
He turned to his own group. There were still two guards toward the back of
the tent who hadn’t awakened. Darius had told him that there were two on
patrol that may come in before they left and wish to spend time with him.
That left eight guards remaining: four of them surrounding Nadir, and four
who had formed a group to wait for him.
―Hello,‖ he greeted them, kneeling in the center of the four men. ―I am
Cyrus,‖ he said, bowing his head. ―It’s my pleasure to serve you this
evening.‖
―I am Akil,‖ said the guard who had approached him. ―And this is Sabir,
Khayri and Bassam,‖ he finished, pointing to each guard in turn, who
nodded.
Cyrus again bowed his head. ―Akil, Sabir, Khayri and Bassam, it is good to
meet you,‖ he said, smiling. ―How can I serve you?‖ He asked, looking
from one to the other.
It was Akil who spoke up again. ―What do you do?‖
Cyrus chuckled. ―Most things, really,‖ he said, turning to face Akil. ―I like
to give pleasure,‖ he continued then watched at Akil’s eyes dropped to his
cock. ―With my mouth,‖ he said, his voice dropping slightly as his cock
jumped with the inspection. ―Or my body.‖ He felt a hand on his back and
looked over his shoulder at Khayri who had reached out, running a hand
down his back.
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―Will you stroke yourself for us first?‖ Akil asked and Cyrus nodded,
wrapping a hand around his cock and slowly pulling it along the length. His
eyes slid closed as he let the pleasure flow through him. He moved his hand
slowly, drawing it out, moaning softly with it, letting them see how good it
felt. He heard ragged breathing next to him and he opened his eyes to see
Khayri with his cock out and in his hand, stroking it to the vision of Cyrus
stroking his own. He groaned softly and moved his hand a little faster,
allowing himself to get closer to the edge. His head fell back and he spread
his legs a little more, putting on a show for them.
He heard a grunt to his left and he turned his head, opening his eyes again to
see Akil this time with cock in hand, stroking it and as he looked, the other
two, were, as well. He leaned back, rocking his hips and thrusting into his
hand, letting the real moans at his pleasure come through.
He heard a voice in his ear that he recognized to be Akil’s. ―Are you
allowed release?‖ He asked and Cyrus nodded.
―Yes, but I must be commanded. We are trained to command, as well as
arousal. I can finish and recover very quickly, if it pleases you for me to.‖
Akil nodded and Cyrus went back to pleasuring himself, rocking his hips,
moans getting louder as he got closer. His hand moved faster, he bit at his
lip and he could feel his balls tightening. Another grunt, more groans as his
body poised itself on the edge. ―Nngh... close,‖ he moaned, ―So close...‖
He continued to stroke, his cock red and hard, the tip swollen, his balls tight
against him. His body wanted climax, his face was twisted in pleasure just
out of reach. Then he heard a command he hadn’t expected. ―Come for us,
Cyrus,‖ Akil murmured in his ear.
He shouted in surprise, an ―Ahhh!‖ louder than he’d meant to as his climax
hit. He coated his chest and stomach is his cum, his hand still moving as he
milked the last of the pleasure from himself. He braced himself on one
hand, his breath coming in pants as he tried to calm down. But then a finger
slid through the cum on his chest and gathered some of it up, offering it to
him. He opened his mouth and his eyes met Khayri’s as he took them in,
sucking his own seed from the fingers. His eyes dropped to see Khayri’s
cock hard and straining and he licked his lips as he looked at it.
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―I would like to feel your mouth,‖ Khayri murmured and Cyrus bowed his
head, turning once more. Khayri knelt up, giving Cyrus access to him and
Cyrus reached out, rubbing his hand along the hard length. He pulled a soft
moan from Khayri’s throat and his own cock twitched again in reaction. He
knew it wouldn’t be long before he was hard again. The conditioning along
with the four of them would be enough to speed it along.
He loved this, love the smells and the taste of cock. Khayri’s was musky,
thick and short and Cyrus opened his mouth, licking it slowly all over before
taking it in all the way. He heard a gasp above him, then felt a hand in his
hair that he guessed was Khayri’s.
As soon as they started, it was like something opened up and he heard
rustling and felt hands on him. He lost track of them as they ran over him,
but a moment later, he saw another cock near his face and he pulled off of
Khayri’s to turn and taste the other one. He wrapped his hand around
Khayri’s and stroked it as he gave his attention to the other, which turned
out to belong to Bassam. His was longer than Kharyi’s and Cyrus had to
work to swallow it. He managed and was rewarded with a loud groan when
he did.
As he was working Bassam’s cock over, he felt hands at his ass and he
shifted so that they could play with it. There were fingers teasing his
entrance, others on his hardening cock and still others playing with his balls.
He lost track of all of the hands and fingers as arousal took over and he
simply wanted once again. He switched between Khayri and Bassam with
his mouth, working the one not between his lips with his hand.
As he did, he heard moans from across the tent. He pulled off to glance
over and his cock jumped when he saw one of the guards was inside Nadir
from behind and holding him up. Nadir had a cock in his mouth one in a
hand and the fourth guard was currently mouthing his length, Nadir’s free
hand threaded through the guard’s thick black hair.
―May I take you?‖ Cyrus heard in his ear and he looked over his shoulder
with half lidded eyes at Akil who’s cock was very hard and oiled. Cyrus
nodded and arched his back to give Akil better access, moaning loudly when
the tip was pushed slowly into him. Akil took his time, working his way
slowly into Cyrus’s body and Cyrus groaned at the feel. So many of those
requesting him either did not take him like this or were anxious to go fast
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and get their relief. Nadir had, in fact, been the only one to enter him in a
while.
Finally, Akil was buried completely and Cyrus turned back to Khayri,
opening his mouth to take him again. Akil started thrusting in that moment,
adding momentum and Cyrus allowed it to carry him onto Khayri’s cock.
He started moaning around the length in his mouth as Akil started hitting his
sweet spot. He heard groans behind him, felt the hands on his hips get
tighter and knew that Akil was getting close. Cyrus flexed his muscles and
rolled his hips working to bring the man over the edge.
A moment later, Akil shouted and surged into Cyrus as he came. He held
there for a long moment and Cyrus moaned as the cock inside him twitched
hard as it released its warm fluid. A moment later, he pulled out and Cyrus
released Khayri’s cock, looking up. ―Would you like to take me, too?‖ He
asked and Khayri nodded quickly. Cyrus shifted, turning and a moment
later, he was filled again, this time with Khayri’s thicker cock. He looked
up at Bassam, who’d moved in and he opened his mouth to take the man’s
length in. He moaned as it filled him and Bassam’s hand threaded through
his hair tugging gently which pulled even more sounds from him that
vibrated along the length in his mouth.
It was apparently enough for Bassam because the hand in Cyrus’s hair
tightened, Bassam rocked his hips and then Cyrus was tasting Bassam’s
release on his tongue. He drank it down, sucking hard to pull every bit of
pleasure he could from the man and was rewarded with another loud groan
and a few more spurts of cum. Bassam pulled out and sat back, panting hard
as he watched Khayri continue to thrust into Cyrus.
Cyrus was going a little crazy by this time. The smells and taste of cock, the
feel of it filling him, the sounds, all were working with the bells on his ankle
and the incense that he’d smelled burning all to push him close yet again, to
the edge. Khayri shifted, pumping harder and Cyrus could tell the man was
close. He looked over his shoulder and the sight of the man with his head
thrown back and face lost in pleasure made Cyrus’s neglected cock jump.
But before he could worry too much about it, a hand was wrapped around it
and he turned to see Akil in front of him, hard again, working his cock over.
He leaned in and murmured into Cyrus’s ear. ―Sabir likes to be taken. He
gets the greatest pleasure when he feels that, will you?‖
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Cyrus moaned and nodded, his throat going dry at the thought of that. Sabir
was a smaller man, dark like the rest of them with big intelligent eyes and
delicate features. He sat back, stroking his cock slowly as he watched the
goings on between Cyrus and Khayri. Cyrus wanted to offer his hand, or
something, but Khayri hit his spot at that moment and he moaned loudly,
eyes slamming closed as the pleasure spiked. One of his hands went back to
Khayri’s hip and held on as the man sped up a little more, thrust harder and
Cyrus knew Khayri was right there. He flexed his muscles, gripping the
cock inside him tighter and it earned him the shout he was looking for.
Khayri nearly slammed into him, his strokes turning erratic as he came,
releasing hard into Cyrus.
Khayri eased out, flopping back on the pallet, panting hard to recover
breath. Cyrus was having as much trouble with oxygen but he was hard, on
edge and wanting so much to give to this man who had been so patient and
waited. He brought himself up and held out a hand toward Sabir who
crawled over toward him. He’d undressed completely and Cyrus ran his
hand over soft olive skin to wrap around Sabir’s hard cock.
He stroked it slowly as he ran his fingers over Sabir’s ass, feeling along the
crack to tease at the man’s entrance. He paused in his stroking to pick up
the oil bottle and coated his fingers then went back to exploring. He pushed
one finger through the ring of muscle and his eyes nearly crossed at how
tight it was. He worked the finger around, spreading the oil then added a
second to stretch. The whole time, he continued working Sabir’s cock over
with his other hand, and Sabir’s sounds fell softly from the man’s lips in a
constant stream of need.
Finally, Cyrus was sure the man was ready and he gently nudged Sabir to
turn. Cyrus coated his cock in oil then lined up and slowly pushed into the
other man, groaning at the feel of it. His cock was squeezed in the most
deliciously amazing way and his balls ached as he held himself in check,
taking it slowly so he didn’t hurt Sabir.
When he was buried completely, he paused, wrapping his arms around Sabir
and reaching down to give the man’s cock a few slow strokes. Sabir bucked
a little with it, caught between riding the cock inside of him and thrusting
into the hand around him. Cyrus dropped a few light kisses across Sabir’s
back and was about to sit up to start moving when he felt something at his
own ass.
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He looked over his shoulder to see Akil there. He smiled and shifted to give
Akil the access he needed and held himself still while he was filled again
with the man’s cock. ―Mmm, you feel amazing,‖ Akil murmured and Cyrus
moaned rocking his hips.
It was the most incredible feeling. He’d never done that before and to be
filled at the same time his cock was wrapped in such tight heat was sorely
testing his training. When he thrust, Sabir moaned as well and the sound
only made things that much more difficult. He sucked in a shaky breath as
he tried to find some control.
He slowly eased back, rocking himself onto Akil’s cock as he pulled out of
Sabir, then thrust back in, moving off of the length inside of him. He
groaned loudly, nearly lost to the pleasure the dual stimulation caused. He
gasped, working to calm down, just a little. But as soon as he shifted again pulling out of Sabir and filling himself with Akil, he nearly went insane
again. ―Just give in,‖ Akil said in his ear and the hands on his hips moved
him.
His eye slid closed, his body took over for his mind and the sounds started
falling from his lips constantly. His spot was constantly being stimulated,
his cock was worked by the incredibly tight body he was thrusting into and
his balls were aching with the need to release. Sabir shifted and began
stroking himself and Cyrus held on, hoping against hope that Sabir would go
soon. He needed so badly, wanted desperately an orgasm, the earlier release
a distant memory.
Luckily for him, he didn’t have to wait long. Sabir’s grunts got louder and
Cyrus moved faster, thrusting a little harder - as much as he could with Akil
still inside of him. The increased speed and force only succeeded in driving
him crazier though. But it did for Sabir what was needed and a moment
later, the muscles around his cock clamped down and Sabir shouted as he
came, shuddering with the force of the orgasm.
Cyrus held on through his, holding the man as the pleasure took over, then
Sabir collapsed forward, pulling none too gently off of Cyrus’s cock. Cyrus
moaned, his cock hard and desperate, but Akil wrapped a hand around it and
started thrusting hard and with purpose into Cryus’s body. ―Close, Cyrus,
very close,‖ Akil grunted in his ear and Cyrus moaned, rocking his own hips
caught between thrusting into the hand and riding the cock inside of him.
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His grunts turned frustrated as hovered on the edge, close - so close. Akil’s
moans got louder and then a moment later, the man surged into Cyrus
moaning the command as he unloaded his balls into Cyrus’s body. Cyrus
nearly screamed as the orgasm ripped through him, tearing along his nerve
endings and stealing his sight. He shuddered hard as the pleasure stretched,
lasting incredibly long.
He slumped forward when it was over and Akil eased slowly from his body,
rubbing his back gently. ―Are you okay?‖ He asked and Cyrus nodded,
unable for the moment to speak. He shifted enough to look over to see
Nadir’s chest and legs coated in cum, the guards around him panting hard
and laying down. Nadir himself was stretched back, lying against one of the
guards - the first one that had approached him. As he watched, another of
them got up and retrieved a wet cloth and brought it back to bathe Nadir
down. Cyrus smiled and turned back to the men he had been pleasuring.
Sabir was nearly asleep, curled up on the pallet next to them. Khayri was
stretched out behind them, his cock half-hard, undoubtedly from the show.
Bassam was leaning back, his cock once more hard, his hand on it as he
stroked it, aroused from the things he’d just seen. And Akil was stretching
out on another of the pallets, looking very spent.
Cyrus moved over next to Bassam. ―May I help you with that?‖ He asked
softly and Bassam smiled.
―I would like that very much. May I... take you?‖ He asked and Cyrus
nodded, his own lips spreading into a smile.
Bassam sat up and guided Cyrus onto his back, getting into place. Cyrus
couldn’t stop the moan as he was filled yet again and Bassam’s eyes closed,
a similar sound loosing. Bassam was larger than either of the other two, so
it felt huge to Cyrus and he lifted his legs higher to give Bassam better
access.
Bassam started moving immediately and Cyrus knew the man needed his
climax badly. But despite the evidence of that, Bassam wrapped his hand
around Cyrus’s cock and stroked it back to life. Cyrus moaned as the
arousal filled him and he rocked his hips, matching Bassam’s thrusts
wanting and needing more now. Bassam smiled down at him and started
thrusting faster. ―Stroke yourself, please,‖ Bassam murmured and Cyrus
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wrapped his hand around his length and started moving it, deliberately
pushing himself toward the edge quickly.
―Yes,‖ Bassam hissed, watching Cyrus’s hand move, his face twist in
pleasure. ―Closer, Cyrus,‖ he whispered and Cyrus obeyed, his hand
tightening at the base then twisting slightly at the top, a move he knew was
guaranteed to make him go off the edge if he’d been given permission. Not
yet, he hadn’t yet, but it had the expected result. His cock hardened even
more, the tip swelled in anticipation of a pleasure he hadn’t yet been
allowed to have. ―Closer, just a little closer, Cyrus,‖ Bassam encouraged
and Cyrus moaned loudly as his hand moved faster, gripped a little tighter.
―That’s it...‖ Bassam murmured, then his eyes closed and his thrusts turned
hard. He shifted just enough and started hitting Cyrus’s sweet spot. Cyrus
groaned loudly, his hand faltering briefly.
But then Bassam started to grunt, his eyes opened and met Cyrus’s and he
shouted as he stiffened and emptied himself into Cyrus’s body. As he
started to come down, he forced out the command, sending Cyrus over the
edge and into orgasm once more. It flew through him even stronger than the
last one, stealing breath and hearing as he coated his chest in hot white
liquid.
Bassam eased out of Cyrus and leaned down to leave a soft kiss on Cyrus’s
forehead. ―Thank you very much,‖ he whispered, then grabbed his pants and
made his way over to his own pallet.
Cyrus laid there for a moment as he gathered his wits. It had been a very
long time since he’d been aroused and sent over three times in a row. He
panted hard as his lungs chased oxygen, and finally he felt like he could
breathe relatively normally.
As he was about to sit up, Akil leaned over him. ―Are you alright?‖ He
asked and Cyrus nodded. ―May I help you?‖ He asked and Cyrus smiled.
Akil helped him to his feet and he found himself walking a bit gingerly
across the tent to his clothes. He gathered his clothes and turned to see
Nadir being helped up by the guard who had first talked to him. Akil stayed
with him as he dressed. ―May I walk you two to your tent?‖ He asked and
Cyrus smiled up at him.
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―That would be very nice, thank you,‖ he said, turning to Nadir as his lover
approached. Nadir was shaky on his feet as well and being supported by the
guard who had been with him the whole time.
―This is Shahid,‖ he said, to Cyrus. Shahid inclined his head to Cyrus.
―Hello,‖ Shahid said and Cyrus smiled. ―I would like to make sure Nadir is
okay.‖
Cyrus’s smile spread. ―Thank you. That is very much appreciated.‖ With
Akil’s help, he managed to get cleaned up a little and dressed again and
replace the cage on his cock. He helped Nadir into his cage, then stuffed his
feet into his slippers. Akil steadied him and along with Shahid, led them
back to the captain’s tent.
―We are very thankful for all you have done tonight,‖ Akil said when they
stopped outside of Darius’s tent.
―You’re very welcome. We’re happy to do it,‖ Cyrus said, genuinely happy
to have pleased them so.
―If there’s any chance we can see you again before the trip is over, we
would love to,‖ Akil said and Cyrus grinned. Cyrus had a feeling Akil
wasn’t speaking as much for all of them as he was himself.
―I will talk to the captain and the amir. If there is no problem, I am sure we
can arrange something,‖ Cyrus replied.
Akil’s smile was bright. ―Thank you very much.‖ He paused then cleared
his throat and leaned in to leave a light kiss on Cyrus’s cheeks. ―Until then,‖
he murmured and turned to leave. Cyrus turned around to see Shahid giving
Nadir a similar kiss before turning away.
―You seem to have made them happy,‖ Cyrus commented and Nadir smiled.
―They said they were, Shahid especially. Will you really talk to the captain
and amir? Will we go back to them?‖ Nadir asked.
Cyrus frowned. Nadir was still getting over Jasim. They’d be seeing their
friend again in a few days and on top of that, whatever happened with the
company was likely to end completely when they returned to the palace.
They would again be the playthings of the nobles, not the guards and Nadir
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might well be hurt yet again. He looked up at Nadir and saw the hopeful
expression on his lover’s face and sighed. ―Yes, I will talk to them. I don’t
see why they wouldn’t allow it.‖ He put an arm around Nadir’s shoulder and
led him into the tent.

DARIUS was as good as his word. He helped them clean up and get settled
into a large plush bed, curling up next to them. Nadir fell asleep
immediately, but Cyrus was awake for a while, contemplating the situation
with Nadir. He was beginning to worry for Nadir, who seemed so needy
lately, especially since the thing with Jasim. He rolled and looked down at
his lover who was curled up to the side, face pillowed on one hand. He
brushed some of Nadir’s hair back then ghosted his fingertips along one
cheek. ―Is he okay?‖ Darius whispered.
Cyrus rolled to face the captain. ―He will be,‖ he said, taking a deep breath.
―But I worry for him. He... has a very deep need to please. The constant
change in Masters is making it difficult for him. I believe the temporary
nature of pleasing - one day or one night - isn’t long enough and may be
making it more difficult for him to find the reward in serving than he would
with a single master.‖
Darius nodded, though didn’t reply at first. ―Could Salehi find him a longterm master?‖
Cyrus swallowed. ―Possibly. You mean like Teman and Bathasar?‖ He
asked and Darius nodded. ―It’s possible, I suppose.‖ Cyrus took a deep
breath and looked over at Nadir. He bit his lip as he thought it through. ―I
don’t know if that would end up being right or not. Because there is no
master who will want both of us,‖ he whispered, ―And Nadir would not
want to go without me. And... to be honest...‖ he sighed and looked up into
the captain’s kind eyes. ―I don’t know how well I could handle being
without him.‖ He looked away again so was surprised when Darius tilted
his chin up.
―Perhaps there is someone who would take both of you. The question
would be if Salehi would be able to arrange it. I am afraid His Highness the
malik would not be too happy with something like that. But... don’t worry so
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yet. Something may yet work out for you.‖ He paused and glanced over at
Nadir. ―He wants to see the guards again?‖ He asked and Cyrus nodded.
Darius smiled. ―It was Shahid, yes?‖
Cyrus returned the smile and nodded. ―Yes. Nadir seems to have taken to
him. But I worry that he’s replacing Jasim with Shahid. Jasim had a
strength that, when they were sent out together, channeled Nadir’s need to
serve in a very good way. While Nadir was with me or Jasim, he was able
to handle things well. Losing Jasim really shook him up. And we are often
separated when we are home.‖
―Well, I can arrange for you to be with the guards again, if you wish. I am
sure that Bathasar won’t have a problem with it. He’s preoccupied with
Teman, anyway.‖
Cyrus’s smile widened. ―They are good together, are they not?‖
Darius nodded. ―They are. Not many find someone to love like they did.
And not many are able to be together when they do.‖
Cyrus lifted his hand and brushed Darius’s cheek. ―I know. But like you
told me, things can happen. Something may yet work out. Would you like
comfort?‖ Cyrus offered.
Darius looked down at him. ―Not tonight, Cyrus. You’re tired. Sleep. But I
would not turn it down if you slept close.‖ Cyrus smiled and shifted until he
was laying against Darius. ―Thank you.‖
―You’re welcome. Sleep well, Captain,‖ Cyrus said.
―Darius. Call me Darius.‖ Darius said. ―Just not in front of the guard.‖
―Very well, Darius. Sleep well.‖
―You, too, Cyrus,‖ Darius murmured and dropped a kiss on Cyrus’s head. A
few moments later, they were asleep.
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Bathasar & Nadir
BATHASAR danced him backwards as the kiss deepened even further.
Bathasar’s hands moved over Nadir’s body, teasing him, and Nadir couldn’t
seem to get a handle on his wits. He had too much distracting him; his body
felt too much for him to be able to think.
When they stopped and Bathasar pulled away, Nadir was embarrassed by
the whimper he let out. But Bathasar smiled, brushing a few fingers over
Nadir’s cheek then threading them through his hair and cupping his face.
After another gentle kiss to his lips, Bathasar nuzzled his face, whispering
into his ear, ―I like knowing you don’t want me to stop.‖
Warmth spread at the words and Nadir cobbled together a few wits. He
lifted his hands, running them over Bathasar’s chest, but they couldn’t go far
because Bathasar took a half step back, urging Nadir to turn around. Before
he could figure out what was happening, Bathasar’s lips traced a line down
his neck to his shoulder then back up again at the same time Bathasar’s busy
hands brushed Nadir’s nipples, sensitizing his skin even more, just from
light touches.
Nadir swallowed a moan, then remembered that Bathasar liked his sounds
and let it go, earning himself a pleased hum. As focused as he was on this,
he was surprised to feel the chains connected to his plug loosen. Bathasar
turned him again, nudging him back onto the bed and he stretched out. He
gripped the silk covers under him, watching the grey gaze move slowly over
his body. He swallowed at the heat and want on Bathasar’s face. Heat and
want… for him.
Bathasar knelt on the bed over him, lips once more catching his, kiss deep
and full. Nadir moaned again, lifting his hands to cup Bathasar’s face, the
long black hair forming a curtain around them. When the kiss broke,
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Bathasar’s eyes danced over Nadir’s face. ―You are beautiful, Nadir,‖ he
murmured and Nadir felt heat rise, face reddening.
―I… uh… thank you, Your… err Bathasar,‖ Nadir stammered. In all the
masters he’d had over the years, very, very few had complimented him and
none, that he could recall, had ever called him beautiful. He could, in fact,
count the compliments on one hand. Moreover, none of them had been the
malik, nor someone he held such admiration for as he did Bathasar. And
none had made him feel as good as Bathasar had just now.
Bathasar’s wide smile made him feel a little better. ―You are welcome, my
sweet. I mean it.‖ He brushed the backs of his fingers over one of Nadir’s
cheek then kissed him gently again. ―Put your hands on the pillow, my
sweet. This is going to be very difficult for you, I am sure.‖
With a puzzled look at Bathasar, he did as he was bid. But it became clear
only a short time later, what Bathasar meant. Because his master… was
pleasuring him. Bathasar took his time, slowly removing each chain, kissing
a path along his skin to follow it. When it was off, Bathasar tossed it
absently off of the bed then moved on to another one.
And Nadir struggled with it, fought to keep his hands where they were. It
wasn’t for him to be pleasured. He didn’t know how to deal with that. He
was the one to do the pleasuring and to feel those lips move over him,
kissing almost every inch of his chest and stomach made him more than a
little crazy.
But Bathasar was far from done yet.
He loosened and removed one of the nipple rings, then spent an inordinate
amount of time licking, teasing and sucking on the nipple. Nadir writhed on
the bed, his arousal hitting a peak, hands crushing the silk pillow. Bathasar
pulled back, flicked a look up at Nadir’s face, then blew softly over the wet
bit. Nadir gasped, rocking his hips unconsciously, grinding his still-bound
cock into Bathasar. He was thrilled to draw a moan from his master at the
action but Bathasar responded by turning to the other nipple and doing the
same to it.
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Nadir didn’t think he could take much more. He was so aroused, especially
after all the teasing at dinner, he was close to begging Bathasar to stop, for
the command… for something but he couldn’t even think clearly enough to
make his needs known. All he seemed capable of were moans, grunts and
other sounds.
He got the slightest reprieve when Bathasar pulled back, shifting on the bed
until he hovered over Nadir’s bound cock. The golden snake tail wrapped
around his cock and balls, it’s body coiled around his length to the tip where
it’s long tongue disappeared inside him. It barely contained him by this
time, his red, swollen length filling its coils to overflowing, its tail
preventing his tight balls from pulling up any farther.
The break didn’t last, however, as a moment later, Bathasar’s tongue ran
over his super sensitive glans, pulling a cry from him. ―Yes,‖ Bathasar
whispered, tracing the coils to the base, then teasing each ball before
moving back to the tip.
Nadir moved on the bed, rocking his hips but they were stilled by his
master’s hands and he whimpered in need. ―Soon, my sweet. Soon, I will fill
you, give you release. I love seeing you like this. You’re even more
beautiful when you are so aroused.‖
The words, intended, Nadir was sure, to calm, only helped a little. He tried
to take a deep breath, but there wasn’t much calm to be had. He bit almost
brutally at his lip when the snake’s tail was loosened. ―I know, my sweet, I
know,‖ Bathasar said in response to the whimper Nadir let out. He couldn’t
figure out if it felt good or made things worse, now that his cock was free
and precum ran down the length.
Before he could decide, however, his cock was engulfed in a hot mouth and
he gritted his teeth to hold in the shout. He stared at Bathasar’s mouth where
it was stretched around his cock, his eyes wide, not quite able to reconcile
what he was seeing and feeling. Bathasar, his master, was sucking his cock.
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―Nngh… oh… Bathasar…‖ Nadir groaned, unable to tear his eyes away
from the vision as Bathasar pulled off so very slowly, then swallowed him
again.
If his former masters had been rare in pleasuring him at all… that was
nothing compared to this. He’d never had a master’s mouth on him before
and he had no idea how to handle it. Somehow, the fact that it was his
master, and Bathasar at that, made it feel different, though he guessed that
was mostly the shock of it.
Nadir struggled to deal with the amazing feel of Bathasar’s mouth on him
but his master didn’t make it easy. Nadir thought he was going to go crazy
when Bathasar swallowed him again. He held on, by the tips of his fingers,
to his sanity but it was a futile effort. Another swallow, Bathasar’s tongue
traced his length as Bathasar pulled off, then once more took the whole
thing into the incredible mouth and Nadir hit the edge and the lock on his
orgasm. He shouted wordlessly, unable to hold it in, toes curling into the
bedcovers, back arching hard.
Bathasar pulled off, kissing his way over Nadir’s chest then hovering over
Nadir’s lips. ―Gorgeous, my sweet, just beautiful,‖ he murmured before
kissing Nadir thoroughly. When he broke the kiss, Nadir gasped, fighting to
simply breathe. He started to panic a little, so thrown off by the pleasure, the
care that Bathasar was showing because he didn’t know how to navigate
this, be the center of his master’s attention, not like this. He understood
being ordered around, he was used to being used, taken, made to give
pleasure.
He wasn’t used to taking it, not from his master.
Bathasar nuzzled his face and reached up, loosening the death grip he had
on the pillows. He must have recognized the panic in Nadir because he
made soft, soothing sounds as he dropped light kisses over each hand he
now held. ―It’s time, I think, that I get naked, don’t you?‖
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Nadir swallowed, forcing the panic to subside as much as he could and
looked up to meet the grey eyes. He nodded and managed, ―Yes, You—
uh…B…‖
―Shh. It’s okay.‖ With another kiss to Nadir’s lips, this one soft and quick,
he stood up, holding his hand out. Nadir took it, standing as well, a little
confused by this. But he pushed that off, simply grateful for being the one to
do instead of being on the receiving end. This, he understood. This, he
knew.
Bathasar pulled him in, wrapping an arm around him and holding him close
for a long moment. He dropped more light kisses on Nadir’s forehead then
cheeks before capturing Nadir’s lips. But he kept the kiss short and broke it
in only a few seconds. ―I’d like you to undress me, taking your time. Fold
each piece and lay them next to the bed. When you’ve finished, get a pillow
and kneel for me, my sweet.‖
Nadir took a deep breath, his cock twitching at the orders. Having
something to focus on, a task like this, righted his world a bit and the last of
the panic faded. He smiled and nodded, murmuring, ―Yes, Bathasar,‖ then
stood back when Bathasar released him.
The long, red velvet robe came first and Nadir carefully folded it, laying it
next to him. After opening the first button and parting the fabric, he dropped
a soft kiss on Bathasar’s chest. He looked up and warmed at the approval he
saw in his master’s eyes. Encouraged, he followed each subsequent button
with a kiss until he’d opened the tunic completely. He paused to drop an
extra, teasing kiss at the top of Bathasar’s pants and was rewarded by a soft
gasp and a ―Good,‖ from his master.
After the tunic was folded, Nadir kissed a line across Bathasar’s stomach
above his pants. He looked up to see the grey eyes watching him intently,
heat filling them. He knelt in front of Bathasar, then, and leaned in, tugging
on the ties with his teeth.
The moan Bathasar released told him he’d done the right thing. He
continued loosening the pants with his mouth, pausing for the briefest of
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moments to stare with a bit of wonder at the very red, very hard cock that
was freed in the process, knowing it was so hard because of him. The tip,
dripping precum tempted him a little too much and he leaned in, kissing it
then licking up the clear liquid. Bathasar’s hand came to rest on his head and
when Nadir looked up, the look of pure lust on Bathasar’s face was reward
enough.
He turned his attention back to the pants, sliding them down slowly over
Bathasar’s legs, then pulling them aside when his master stepped out of
them. He folded them carefully, retrieved the pillow and knelt on it,
automatically going into the presentation position, head bowed to wait.
Bathasar tilted his chin up, however and Nadir was surprised to see his
master crouching in front of him. But he couldn’t think about it for long
because he was too busy returning Bathasar’s kiss. When they broke apart,
Bathasar brushed a thumb over his cheek. ―I’d like to feel your mouth, my
sweet,‖ he murmured with another soft kiss, then stood.
Nadir knelt up, thrilling in the familiar, the ability to serve. He opened his
mouth, eyes glued to Bathasar’s face as he took the thick cock between his
lips. He moaned at the taste, savoring every bit as he moved his mouth down
over the length. He thrilled in the evidence of the pleasure he was giving
when Bathasar sucked in a breath, eyes closing.
He threw himself into it, pouring everything he knew, every bit of skill he
had into giving to this man, his master, Bathasar. As he did, he savored
everything about it: the texture of the soft skin, the salty taste, the musky
smell. He braced his hands on Bathasar’s hips and got lost completely in the
giving of pleasure.
Bathasar pulled his hair back, resting both hands on Nadir’s head. He slowly
shifted the control from Nadir, thrusting softly at first, then deeper and
deeper until he hit the back of Nadir’s throat. Nadir choked a little and
Bathasar pulled back, but Nadir shook his head slightly, relaxed the muscles
in his throat and when Bathasar thrust again, swallowed his master
completely, delighting in the loud groan it brought.
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―Stroke yourself, my sweet.‖ The words came out strained and Nadir looked
up as he wrapped his hand around his cock and started moving it, moaning
as the pleasure hit. Bathasar’s eyes were glued to Nadir’s mouth, watching
as he thrust harder, deeper. ―Yes,‖ Bathasar hissed, throwing his head back
and slamming his eyes closed.
Nadir thrilled in the loss of control, and the harder Bathasar thrust, the faster
his own hand moved and the closer he got to the edge of orgasm. He loved
giving that control up, giving this kind of service, when it was to a master he
respected, like Bathasar. ―Oh… Nadir… so good…,‖ Bathasar moaned and
coupled with another hard thrust, was enough for Nadir to hit the lock on his
orgasm again. The moan around Bathasar’s cock was loud and Bathasar
stopped, staying buried in Nadir’s throat for a few seconds, obviously
struggling for control before pulling back out.
Nadir swallowed a cough, not wanting to worry Bathasar. He watched the
fight in his master then Bathasar looked down, taking his hand and tugging.
Nadir stood and found himself flush against Bathasar’s body, both arms
tight around him, their cocks grinding and lips fused in a kiss that stunned.
When they broke apart, Bathasar reached for something behind him, coming
back with a bottle, which he handed to Nadir. Nadir took it, the sharp
arousal causing his hand to shake a little as he poured the oil into his palm.
He stepped back, though he noticed Bathasar didn’t let go completely which
he was grateful for because he wasn’t completely steady. He forced himself
to focus and coated Bathasar’s cock thoroughly in oil then capped the bottle
and handed it back.
―Hands and knees, my sweet,‖ Bathasar murmured after another quick kiss
then guided him to turn around. Nadir scrambled onto the bed, getting into
position and watching over his shoulder as Bathasar knelt behind him. His
master curled over his back, brushing his hair out of the way and kissing
him again.
Nadir’s eyes slid closed when Bathasar moved and worked the plug out of
him. His still-slick hole was filled by a couple of fingers and Bathasar
unerringly found the spot needed to obliterate any coherency Nadir had.
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As he worked his fingers, teasing Nadir from the inside, he leaned back in
and spoke into Nadir’s ear. ―Are you ready, my sweet? Ready for my cock
inside you? Ready for me to fill you?‖
The erotic words went straight to Nadir’s own length, making it jump. Nadir
couldn’t form words, but he nodded and moaned, pushing his ass back a
little, riding the fingers.
They disappeared a few seconds later, however, to be replaced by Bathasar’s
cock. Bathasar pushed in slowly, though it was hardly necessary, with the
plug Nadir had been wearing most of the evening. Nadir suspected it was as
much to tease as anything.
But the next words out of Bathasar’s mouth made him wonder if it wasn’t
even more to help Bathasar because the words sounded very strained.
―Nadir… you feel… so good, nngh…‖
He felt Bathasar’s face against his back, then light kisses over the skin when
he was filled completely. He fisted the silk cover, fighting hard against the
urge to rock, to ride the cock instead of waiting for Bathasar to move when
his master paused. But he resisted, forcing himself to breathe slowly because
he could feel Bathasar’s struggle. Finally his patience was rewarded and
Bathasar pulled back.
He kept it slow, though, frustratingly so. He pulled almost all the way out,
then pushed just as slowly back in. On the next slow pull out, Nadir couldn’t
stop himself from flexing his muscles as if to hold onto Bathasar’s cock and
perhaps urging it to push back in.
The whimper escaped before he could stop it, though it only seemed to
make Bathasar happy.
―What is it, my sweet?‖ Bathasar murmured in Nadir’s ear, the tones
sounding pleased.
Nadir struggled to corral his need, calm himself down, remind himself that
this was for his master, for Bathasar, not him. But as aroused as he was, as
much as his body simply needed, it didn’t listen and another sound escaped.
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―I like those sounds, Nadir, like knowing how much you need me. Does it
feel good? My cock filling you?‖
Nadir sucked in a breath and managed to nod. ―Yes, oh Bathasar…‖ He
reached back and gripped one of Bathasar’s hips, unable to resist the need to
touch. He looked back and as soon as his head turned, Bathasar caught his
lips in a kiss.
It must have unlocked something in Bathasar because he started moving
faster. Nadir moaned, thrilling in the barely controlled need he felt in his
master, the need he’d brought out. He rocked his own hips, doing his best to
give back all the pleasure he was getting. It felt incredible and even without
a hand on his cock, Nadir felt himself getting close, once more, to orgasm.
He lost himself a little in the pleasure, difficult as it was for him to accept it.
But Bathasar was a master, not just his, but at giving, at making him feel
good and Nadir and to fight hard to keep himself grounded. It was only
when Bathasar slowed and pulled back a little that Nadir could bring his
focus back to his master from his own building pleasure.
Nadir looked over his shoulder as Bathasar sat back then lifted him until he
was sitting up, as well, his back flush to Bathasar’s front. Bathasar shifted
until he was buried fully and both of them moaned. ―Oh, feel so good,
Nadir. I’m so deep.‖ Bathasar’s voice sounded even more strained, as if he
was fighting hard to hold onto control. The knowledge that Nadir had done
that for this man filled him with warmth. He turned his face and their lips
met in a long, thorough kiss.
Then Bathasar started moving, started thrusting and Nadir’s sounds filled
the alcove. He held nothing back, giving long, full strokes, drawing more
and louder moans from Nadir. The change in angle nearly did him in,
especially after the hard thrust that caught Nadir’s prostate almost perfectly.
Nadir felt grateful that his cock was being left alone. He could only imagine
how much more desperate he’d be if Bathasar paid attention to it, too.
Instead, Bathasar did something that seriously shocked him, as if all the rest
of the evening hadn’t been stunning enough. Bathasar’s hands slid along
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Nadir’s arms until they reached his hands, then Bathasar threaded his fingers
with Nadir’s and held.
Nadir stared at it for a moment, so surprised, he’d stopped moving. ―Are
you okay?‖
Nadir shook his head, then nodded. ―Yes, I…‖ He couldn’t quite get out
why it surprised him so, except that it felt so intimate and he’d only ever had
that with two people before in his life. Cyrus and Jasim. Jasim was long
gone, now living with his mistress and lover in Tiantang. Nadir, of course,
made love with Cyrus as often as they could. Clasping hands was a common
thing when they did as it had been for years.
When they made love.
But this was his master, albeit a master unlike any other he’d ever had. A
master who had a pet name for him, who cared for him, pleasured him.
Nadir couldn’t quite wrap his head around it.
He forced the confusion down, did his damnedest to ignore it. Instead, he
worked to simply enjoy the feel of it and the care from Bathasar. He turned
his head to tell Bathasar that he was sorry, but Bathasar simply kissed him
before he could speak and Nadir took that to mean Bathasar understood.
He’d known Bathasar was astute.
Bathasar pulled out and tugged on Nadir until he turned around, then nudged
him over onto his back, pushed back into him and clasped their hands again,
lifting them to kiss it. ―I want to see you,‖ Bathasar murmured. Before Nadir
could think too much about that, gather his wits, Bathasar leaned down and
was kissing him, pinning one of his hands—still clasped to Bathasar’s—
above their heads.
This, Nadir knew. This, he understood. So, he poured himself into it, putting
everything he could into the physical and was rewarded when Bathasar
started moving again.
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But despite everything, Nadir flew toward orgasm again ridiculously fast.
He threw a hand up and braced it on the wall above his head, actually
grateful he hadn’t been told to stroke himself. Not that he could go off
without the command, but he was already so worked up he was approaching
the point of desperation, he didn’t need to be further stimulated.
He wanted, needed to give the kind of pleasure he was feeling, so he lifted
his legs and started moving, as well. He rocked his hips, flexed his muscles
and let out his moans—doing everything he could think of for Bathasar.
And he was thrilled when Bathasar’s eyes slammed closed and head was
thrown back.
―Getting close.‖ Bathasar nearly muttered them and Nadir’s gaze was locked
to the handsome face, loving the need, the lust, the fight he could see in
Bathasar for control. Nadir loved so much that he was the one to push
Bathasar to that. He didn’t understand why he was so desperate to give to
this master so much, except that Bathasar had done so much for him.
Then the gray eyes fixed on him, Bathasar sat up a bit and wrapped the free
hand around Nadir’s cock. When he started stroking, the little bit of control
Nadir had left on his desperation disappeared and his sounds, which he
hadn’t exactly been holding back, got much louder and took on a note that
sounded uncomfortably close to a plea. When he saw the flash of
satisfaction in Bathasar’s eyes, however, he couldn’t care and gave up any
attempt to hold back. He let his sounds turn even more desperate.
And a moment later, he watched as Bathasar threw his head back again and
gritted his teeth. Nadir flexed his muscles, hoping against hope to push
Bathasar over the edge, but of course this man couldn’t do that. Bathasar
forced out the command—come—and Nadir was shoved almost violently
over the edge and into orgasm.
His body shook as pleasure surged through him, stealing his breath and
sight, turning everything white. He couldn’t see, couldn’t shout. But he
could feel as the cock inside of him twitched hard as it released. He could
hear as the sound of his name came in Bathasar’s voice. The feel of it, the
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sound of it, stretched out his climax, making it hold on, pulling the cum
from his balls to coat his chest.
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ISAM

ISAM checked the sun for the umpteenth time that afternoon. It hadn’t
moved so much as an inch, but he couldn’t seem to resist. He wanted the
afternoon over.
―It doesn’t move that fast, you know,‖ Hamid said helpfully then chuckled.
―What are you so anxious for, anyway?‖
Isam sent him a sideways look. ―I am tired of guard duty today,‖ he
grumbled, though that was far from the full truth. He needed away from
Hamid, not the duties. His closest friend and the man he was in love with
was making him absolutely insane.
Because Hamid didn’t know he was in love. Hamid didn’t realize that when
bending over to pick something up or stretching or whatever, it made Isam’s
cock twitch and mouth water. He’d had to turn around and adjust himself
more than once.
And that day was worse than most. Isam hadn’t had much time by himself
the last few days and so his normal method of easing his frustrations over
his best friend hadn’t been possible. But he was determined that night to
find some quiet alone time and ease his tension.
Hamid snorted at him. ―Tired of guard duty? You never tire of guard duty.
Unless you have your eye on one of the cam—‖
Isam growled. ―You are never going to let me live that down, are you?‖
Hamid grinned. ―No.‖
―I never actually did anything with it, you know,‖ Isam felt the need to say,
even though he knew quite well that Hamid was aware of the truth. ―The
teasing has gotten old.‖ He turned his back on his friend and paced away.
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He listened to the footsteps on the sand, then a hand on his shoulder. He
turned to see Hamid frowning. ―I’m sorry. I didn’t realize it really annoyed
you.‖
Isam shrugged a shoulder. ―It does not matter—‖
―It does. I’m sorry. You’re my best friend, I know I’m allowed to tease you,
but I should also respect when there are lines not to cross.‖
Isam forced a smile and nodded. ―Thank you. I am fine, really.‖
Hamid silently considered him for a long moment, then nodded. ―Alright.‖
He glanced up at the sun then smiled. ―It’s almost time. Why don’t you go.
I’ll cover the last bit of time.‖
Isam raised his eyebrows. ―Are you sure?‖
―Yeah, go on.‖ Hamid tilted his head and Isam smiled.
―Thank you. I will see you at dinner, then,‖ he said as he stepped away.
―See you then.‖

ISAM hurried to his tent, annoyed to no end when he got there and found
his sister inside. ―What are you doing here?‖ Sahla had her own space and it
frustrated him when he found her in his.
Sahla looked up and scowled at him. ―What do you mean? I have a right to
be here.‖
Isam’s eyes narrowed and Sahla’s widened. ―You have your own tent. This
is mine and I would like some privacy.‖
Sahla grinned. ―Oh! I know why you want privacy!‖ She laughed as she
stood up and picked up her needlework. ―Have you told him yet?‖
With a sigh, Isam shook his head. ―No, and you are not going to, either.‖
―Why don’t you?‖ She asked, rolling her eyes. Isam noted that she still
hadn’t moved toward the exit.
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―You know why. Now get out.‖ He scowled when she slowly put her things
back in the basket. ―Why do you insist on coming into my tent? What is
wrong with yours?‖
Sahla made a face. ―Ommah is in there. And she insists on talking my ear
off, asking me when I’m going to pick one of the handsome clan members
and settle down.‖ She shook her head. ―They are all either too old or young
boys. Or prefer someone else.‖ She gave him a pointed look that had him
rolling his own eyes.
―Why not find someone, then and shut her up?‖ He asked, ignoring her look.
She shook her head. ―I already told you that no one here interests me.
Besides, maybe Jasim will come back and—‖
―He is in love, Sahla, I told you. He is not going to leave the empress to
come back here.‖
Sahla pouted. ―How can he be a slave? Doesn’t he care about that?‖
Isam sighed. ―He is not. Not really. If he wanted to leave, the empress
would not care.‖
―Well, fine then. Jasim is taken. The only other one I would have wanted
apparently doesn’t want me.‖ She sniffed and picked up her basket. ―He is
interested in someone else. Or so he tells me.‖
Isam raised an eyebrow. ―And who would that be?‖
Sahla smirked. ―Wouldn’t you like to know?‖
―Sahla—‖ Isam scowled.
―Nope. I promised him I wouldn’t tell. You will find out eventually.‖ And
with that, she flounced out of the tent.
Isam sent up a bid for patience with his sister. He loved her dearly, but she
could get him to the point of breaking things with very little effort on her
part.
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The conversation did manage to derail the worst of his frustration from the
day, but he knew that wouldn’t last. He tied the flaps closed on his tent and
undressed quickly, settling back on his pallet.
With his eyes closed, he brought Hamid’s image to mind, the way his friend
looked especially when they were at the oasis swimming. Hamid loved to
wear nothing when swimming and they had, on more than one occasion,
gone in late at night alone and naked. Isam had a particular memory he
loved of Hamid’s long, lean form in the moonlight with water sliding over
skin.
That was all it took for Isam’s cock to harden. He bit his lip to stifle sound
as he moved his hand over his length, squeezing slightly at the base before
he started stroking. He had a favorite fantasy he liked to accompany this and
he brought that up as his hand moved over his length with more purpose.
His other hand cupped and teased his balls as the Hamid in his fantasy
approached him across the sand in the moonlight.
They stood just a foot apart, not touching, not speaking. Hamid’s look was
heated, want clear in the hazel eyes. Isam’s gaze met Hamid’s and he dug
deep for the courage to reach up and touch his friend’s face. Fingertips
danced over damp skin then slid along a cheek to weave through curly wet
hair.
A breath of time later, he was in Hamid’s arms, their lips locked in a battle
of tongues and teeth and need. Hands mapped muscles and skin and their
cocks ground together.
Outside of his fantasy, Isam’s hand sped up, soft grunts slipping out that he
was unable to contain. His other hand rolled his balls through his fingers,
then slid down to his taint to tease then press on the spot he knew would
amplify the pleasure. Another quiet groan escaped and he bit his lip almost
brutally to hold it all back.
“Isam…” Hamid whispered as they broke apart, both fighting for breath.
Isam met his friend’s eyes and stepped back, taking Hamid’s hand and
pulling him toward the blanket where they’d left their things. Hamid
followed, eyes never leaving Isam and when Isam felt the fabric under his
feet, he sat down and lay back, tugging Hamid with him.
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“Hamid,” he murmured when the other man was over him, lips moving over
chin and cheek, then making a wet trail over his neck. Hamid ground his
cock into Isam’s, pulling a long, loud moan from Isam’s throat.
Isam let another sound out, despite his best attempts and he let go of his
cock to slow himself down just a little. He didn’t know how long it would
be before he could get time alone again and he was determined to make the
most of what he had. His cock twitched in agreement and pre-cum beaded
on the tip. He panted hard as he tried to cobble together a bit of control, but
the fantasy still played on in his head and he couldn’t seem to stop it.
Hamid dragged his lips over Isam’s chest, teasing the skin and bringing
goose bumps to the surface. Isam’s eyes slammed closed as one nipple was
pulled between Hamid’s lips and tormented until Isam let out a groan loud
enough to be heard across the water. His hands threaded through Hamid’s
wet hair as his friend moved further along his body, brushing his lips over
Isam’s stomach, causing the muscles to jump. He clenched his jaw,
determined to keep quiet, to keep from alerting the camp of their activities
but when Hamid paused, hovering over Isam’s cock, eyes full of more heat,
Isam released a tiny whimper of need.
Hamid’s lips spread into a smile full of promise, then he opened his mouth
and swallowed Isam’s cock in one swift move. “HAMID!” Isam’s eyes
slammed closed as the shout let out that he couldn’t have held in for
anything.
Isam had no idea he’d said his friend’s name out loud. He took his cock
back into his hand and started stroking, this time much faster, unable to hold
back. His hips rocked as he did, his other hand teasing his entrance, then
moving back along his taint to cup his balls again. Pre-cum flowed from the
tip of his cock steadily, easing his hand and every time he got to the tip, the
pleasure sharpened further.
Hamid pulled off Isam’s cock and looked up at him, smile spreading at the
shout. “Isam?” He called, and Isam forced his eyes open. He met his
friend’s eyes and watched as Hamid lowered himself again to Isam’s cock.
Hamid’s tongue came out and he dragged it along the length, teasing
another soft groan from Isam’s throat. It made a path over veins, finding
every spot Isam had that would make him desperate for more. “Hamid…”
he groaned again, hands fisting in the black hair.
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“Isam…” Hamid whispered again before going back to what he was doing.
Isam’s hand was nearly flying over his flesh now. He could feel himself
getting close, so very close and he knew he’d never get through his whole
fantasy. Instead, he focused on the imagined feel of Hamid’s mouth on him
and let himself go, let the pleasure start to flood him.
He didn’t register the sound he should have, didn’t notice the shift in light.
So he didn’t know that he wasn’t alone when he moaned his dream lover’s
name again. It wasn’t until he heard the gasp that he was brought out of his
fantasy.
His eyes flew open to stare into Hamid’s. His friend was standing in the
entrance to his tent, eyes wide and face a study in pure shock.
Isam lay there, his mortification taking over as he realized what just
happened. But he couldn’t seem to move, couldn’t seem to do anything. He
just stayed there for a long moment, his cock still hard and still in his hand,
his other hand between his legs, fingers at his entrance, and his eyes glued to
his friend.
It took him quite a while to realize it, but when he was finally able to tear
his eyes away from Hamid’s shocked face, they dropped to see… Hamid
was aroused.
His eyes flew back up to meet Hamid’s gaze and they continued to stare at
each other in suspended time. Oh no, now what?
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No More

―DO YOU think he knows?‖ Cyrus asked as he ran the towel over Teman’s
hair.
Teman shook his head, earning himself a grunt. ―Oops. No, I don’t.‖
―Why stay back tonight, then?‖ Cyrus asked.
Teman sighed. ―Lord Atherol has been increasingly annoying of late. There
are a number of other nobles that sit nearby that have been making things
difficult on Bathasar. Asking him the same questions over and over—things
he’s already addressed at court—but they refuse to accept.‖
Cyrus hmphed. ―That would be miserable.‖
―Yes,‖ Teman said, sighing as the towel was tossed aside and Cyrus picked
up a hairbrush. ―In fact, he’s still with the advisors now, trying to work out a
few things so they’ll leave him alone.‖
―Well, then, all the more reason to do this right. Do you have anything in
particular in mind?‖ Cyrus asked.
―There are a few things we’ll use. But the red velvet robe is the most
important. It was the one he had for me that same night last year. Wow,‖
Teman said, sucking in a breath. ―It’s really been a year, hasn’t it?‖ He
glanced over his shoulder at Cyrus, who nodded and smiled.
―Yes,‖ Cyrus continued to run the brush through Teman’s hair, and Teman’s
eyes slid closed as he enjoyed the sensations. ―I do believe your hair has a
year’s worth of length added to it. Have you cut it at all?‖
―No,‖ Teman whispered, opening his eyes. ―Bathasar likes it long, so…‖ He
shrugged.
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―I like Nadir’s hair long, too. He likes it pulled, and it certainly makes it
easier to grab if it’s long.‖
Teman chuckled. ―Bathasar pulls mine, too.‖ He sighed and glanced at the
window, noting how low the sun was. ―We should hurry. He’ll be back
soon.‖
―Of course.‖ Cyrus crossed the room to open one of the cabinets. ―I think
this,‖ he said, turning around and holding up a jeweled ring meant for
Teman’s cock. It was one of Bathasar’s favorites.
Teman grinned. ―Perfect.‖

―THANK you for helping me get ready,‖ Teman said, hugging his friend.
Cyrus smiled. ―Of course. Have a good evening.‖
―Oh, I will.‖ He watched Cyrus hurry out of the room, and then he took a
seat in the chair next to the fire and picked up his book. He’d never be able
to concentrate on it, no matter how interesting it was, but he didn’t need to.
It was just a distraction technique, anyway. He settled in to wait.
It didn’t take long. The servants brought their dinner through the room and
out to the balcony, and he kept himself in his chair, focusing on his book, to
stay out of the way. Then they were gone, and only a few minutes later, he
heard the door. He worked hard not to look up, to keep his eyes on his book.
He heard a chuckle, and a moment later, Bathasar’s lips were on his temple.
―Hello, my love. I missed you.‖
Teman’s smile spread into a grin. ―It wasn’t that long,‖ he said with a soft
laugh of his own. He set the book aside and turned his face up to meet
Bathasar’s lips for a real kiss. His eyes slid closed and he let a soft moan go,
knowing how much Bathasar loved his sounds. One hand came up to thread
through Bathasar’s long, black hair as the kiss deepened.
When they finally broke apart, Teman had trouble breathing.
―What prompted that?‖ Bathasar murmured.
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―Just… wanted to.‖
Bathasar grinned. ―I’ll never turn it down. Is the food ready?‖
Teman nodded. ―Yes, they just brought it a few minutes ago.‖
―Good. Shall we?‖ He asked, holding a hand out.
Teman took it, stood, and moved around the chair. They kept their hands
clasped as they stepped through the door and approached the table. Teman
was careful with his robe to keep his surprises hidden as he sat on a cushion,
but had a surprise of his own when he got a good look at the low table.
But before he could react, Bathasar sat down behind him and put both arms
around him, brushing his ear with a light kiss. ―Do you remember what
today is, love?‖
Teman looked up and blinked. ―Yes, I… I didn’t think you did.‖
Bathasar smiled. ―Of course, I do. I couldn’t forget this night for anything. It
was the night you became mine.‖
Teman turned part way on his cushion and lifted both hands to cup
Bathasar’s face. ―The best night of my life.‖ He paused to frown. ―Well,
maybe. I… I was still so unsure, then.‖
Bathasar reached up to brush a thumb over his cheek. ―That is true. But we
are here now. I think everyone who loves goes through similar trials.‖
Teman’s frown deepened. ―But I hurt you.‖
Bathasar actually smiled. ―Love… I understood, at least as much as was
possible.‖
Teman shook his head, and Bathasar’s eye widened, undoubtedly at the
sheen in them. ―I… never, I mean…‖ Teman fought with himself and the
emotions stunned with the suddenness of them. ―I… but…. No. I regret so
much of what I did. If I… If I’d just…‖
―Just what?‖ Bathasar shook his head. ―If you hadn’t, you would still be
wondering, now, a year later.‖

Collected Shorts | 41

Teman looked down, staring at a satin tie on Bathasar’s tunic. It blurred and
he blinked to clear his eyesight. Would he? Would he still be wondering?
He wanted to think he would have let go, that he would have accepted it,
long before now.
But he wasn’t so sure. He cleared his throat and blinked his eyes again,
turning to look out over the city. The stars were bright in the night sky, the
sun having finally fallen below the horizon. The moon was behind the
palace somewhere, not in his line of sight. But he wasn’t seeing that sky. He
was remembering another one, on a night not so long ago when he was
alone, and the uncertainty of what he’d been doing then. That memory
finally crystallized his current thoughts. ―You’re right. I would have. Even
now, as much as I love you, I wouldn’t be completely sure. I just… I wish I
hadn’t had to hurt you to figure it out.‖
Bathasar didn’t speak for a long moment. He simply tightened his arms
around Teman. Soft kisses feathered over Teman’s temple and cheek before
he finally spoke. ―I think we’re stronger for it. We are much more secure in
our feelings now, and if things happen in the near future as we think they
might, we’re going to need to remember it.‖
Bathasar’s arms tightened as Teman’s tears threatened to overflow again.
Teman was having trouble breathing all of a sudden as the thought of losing
this man, the one who had become his world, intruded. He buried his face in
Bathasar’s neck, inhaling the scent he’d come to know so well as he fought
with his fears and emotions. No, he wouldn’t lose this man. He’d just have
to be good enough, strong enough, fast enough, just… enough. And if he
wasn’t… he’d find someone who was. They’d been through enough. Put
each other through enough.
He took a deep breath and shifted onto his knees, turning fully toward
Bathasar. He put his hands up, cupped Bathasar’s face again, and leaned in
to capture his lover’s lips. He brushed them lightly with his own, teasing,
just barely touching. He kept that up despite the moves Bathasar tried to
make to take over the kiss. Finally, he gave in enough to nip at each lip, then
nibble softly for as long as he could before Bathasar did take over, crushing
their mouths together.
Their tongues touched and the kiss exploded into heat. Bathasar’s hands slid
up Teman’s back, one threaded through Teman’s brown hair, fisting and
pulling until his head was tilted back. Bathasar dove in and bit at his neck,
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dragging a loud groan from him, and then nipped a line along skin until the
sensitive spot where neck meets shoulder was between Bathasar’s teeth.
Teman was yanked in until he was straddling Bathasar’s lap and he bucked,
needing to grind, needing friction, his cock demanding attention thanks to
the bites and hair pulling. One of his hands tangled in Bathasar’s hair, the
other braced himself on a shoulder, and he tried to rock more, but then
Bathasar’s arm was back around his waist and holding him still. Which only
succeeded in making him want and need even more. Bathasar’s name came
out on a long, low moan that was answered with a soft growl.
Bathasar pulled his mouth off of Teman’s skin and looked up, releasing
Teman’s hair. They both panted hard to recover some form of normal
breathing, thought that seemed impossible with the need rioting through
Teman’s body.
―A year,‖ Bathasar said, still scrambling for air. ―A year we’ve been
together, and you can still almost turn me into an animal from a single kiss.‖
He flashed a smile that spread into a grin when Teman returned it.
―I wouldn’t have you any other way,‖ Teman managed, leaning forward and
keeping this kiss soft and light. ―We should eat before it gets too cold.‖
―Yes,‖ Bathasar agreed. ―See what I’ve had prepared?‖
After another soft kiss, Teman turned around to settle in on the cushion
again, but Bathasar simply pulled until his seat was a lap instead. He
chuckled and turned his attention to the food. ―Ohh!‖ The exclamation was
soft, but happy. All the same foods he’d loved so much the year before: the
lamb he’d nearly moaned over, the roasted vegetables, the couscous, and the
wine. ―How did you remember?‖ He asked, glancing over his shoulder.
―I had never in my life enjoyed watching someone eat the way I’d watched
you that night. You took such pleasure in everything, each bite of food. I
don’t think I will ever get the images of you eating out of my mind.‖ He
shifted enough to reach out and put some of the lamb on a plate. ―You might
also notice the other bowls,‖ he said, pointing.
Teman’s eyes widened. ―Oh my! Honey and sweet cream.‖ Images filled his
head, memories as sharp and clear as if they were a painting or tapestry. Of
the honey and cream covering him, of Bathasar’s tongue cleaning it off, of
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his cock coated in it and licked oh so slowly clean. Back in the present, his
cock twitched hard at the thoughts. ―Does this mean…‖
―Yes, you’re not having dessert, my love. You are dessert.‖ Bathasar
grinned, and Teman’s smile matched it.
―Then you might appreciate this, too,‖ he said, his fingers flying along the
row of buttons on his robe, to show the tiny gold rings around his nipples,
the larger, thick, jeweled one around his sac and hard length, and the thinner
glans ring below his cock tip.
―Oh yes, that will go very nicely with dessert, indeed,‖ he said, kissing
Teman again. ―Well, then, we should get busy, hmm? We have an eventful
evening ahead of us.‖
―Mmm. Yes, we do.‖ Teman paused to touch Bathasar’s cheek one more
time. ―Thank you. I’m glad we’re here. I’m sorry I hurt you, but I think… I
know it was the right thing. This year, this night, couldn’t be better.‖
Bathasar set down the lamb he’d picked up and brushed the backs of his
fingers over Teman’s cheek. ―It is,‖ he agreed, nodding. ―No more regrets.
No more thoughts about it. No more worries about it. There are too many
others to think about.‖
Teman shook his head. ―No more,‖ he agreed and smiled, knowing it was
true.
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Too Much Mead

NADIR giggled. If he had been even slightly less drunk, he’d have sworn it
wasn’t a giggle. Grown men did not giggle. They chuckled or laughed. But
definitely no giggles.
Fortunately, he was drunk and giggling while drunk was okay. So he did it
again when Cyrus tried to stand up once more. And failed, once again. Even
holding onto the wall wasn’t enough, apparently.
―I… think I’ll stay here a bit,‖ Cyrus mumbled, making Nadir giggle again.
―Perhaps we should not have had so much of this—‖ Nadir peered again at
the now-empty bottle that sat on the ground between them. ―What was it?‖
―Mead. I think. I didn’t think mead could get you drink. I mean, drunk.‖
Cyrus shook his head hard then swayed even while sitting, causing another
round of giggles from Nadir.
―Well, be fear… uh, fair, Cyrus. We haven’t drunken got before,‖ Nadir
reminded him, then paused to consider what he said. ―Something was wrong
with that, but I don’t know what. Anyway, we have no tolerance for
drunk… Uh, drink.‖
―That is true,‖ Cyrus agreed, nodding a few more times than necessary. He
tried, yet again, to stand and while he was unsteady, he managed to remain
upright.
―Way to go!‖ Nadir cheered, earning a glare from Cyrus.
―You are not funny,‖ he grumbled.
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Nadir only laughed harder. ―Yes, I am.‖
Cyrus shook his head, weaving dangerously as he did. ―Why did the world
move?‖
Nadir’s giggles came back and he slapped a hand over his mouth. When he
had control, he pulled it away. ―It didn’t. You did.‖
―I did not!‖ Cyrus said indignantly. ―I would have known if I’d moved.‖ He
shook his head again, then swayed—again. ―Oh,‖ he muttered, cheeks
turning red.
―Why do you need to stand, anyway?‖ Nadir asked.
―I need to go outside. I think I have had too much mead.‖
Nadir stared at him a moment, then he figured out what Cyrus mean. ―Oh.‖
He looked around the space they’d taken for the night. The abandoned shack
sat at the edge of the city, very near the gates. It had once held a small
family, Nadir was sure, based on the bits of broken furniture that were left.
A small bed obviously made for an infant sat on its side in one corner.
Another corner held a chair with three legs that should have had four and
half a table lay against one wall. Something had splattered dark, rust-colored
stains on one wall that Nadir didn’t want to contemplate too closely. But the
fireplace worked, they would be protected from the sandstorm and that’s
what mattered.
―Exactly. And there is no chamber pot in here.‖ Cyrus gave him a pointed
look, then swayed again.
―Perhaps I should go with you?‖ Nadir asked, fighting the snicker that
wanted to escape.
Cyrus scowled. ―I don’t need your help to relieve myself.‖
Nadir lost the fight and laughed. ―Of course not.‖ He nodded, and Cyrus
narrowed his eyes. ―I just thought, perhaps, you might like help with the
horses.‖
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Cyrus considered him for a moment then nodded. ―Alright.‖
Nadir got unsteadily to his feet and they opened the door. The sandstorm
was still brewing and Nadir was sure it was now not far from them. Grains
of sand whipped through the air, the wind blew, their hair lashed at their
cheeks and forehead and Nadir was very grateful for the face covering that
kept his nose and mouth clear. He watched as Cyrus moved around to the
side of the shack.
Nadir turned to the horses to give Cyrus a bit of privacy and help keep
himself sane. He could admit he’d caught himself watching Cyrus change
clothes on more than one occasion, fascinated by his best friend’s body. In
one of the more embarrassing moments, his own cock had gotten hard when
he’d been unable to drag his eyes away.
Cyrus had started to fill out, his muscles becoming more defined. His
rounded ass, strong legs and toned chest had given Nadir more than
one…interesting night of dreams. In fact, the night before, he’d awakened–
thankfully, before Cyrus—covered in a sticky mess after he’d been
dreaming about Cyrus’s hands and mouth on him.
His first sexual experiences had been far from pleasant. He would never, in
his life, forget that tavern and the things those men did to him. But there had
been a few touches—even during that evening—that, when he thought of
them as if Cyrus was doing them, had made him feel very different than
those stinky old men did.
And he could admit, he wanted to feel them with Cyrus.
But Cyrus hadn’t displayed any such interest, save a few instances of his
own cock hardening while looking at Nadir. As far as Nadir knew, his friend
didn’t have the same wishes that he did.
Nadir turned his attention back to their horses, which were currently
tethered to the post in front of the shack. They were going to have to bring
the animals in. With the storm looking like it wouldn’t pass over as they’d
hoped, the animals wouldn’t make it out in the weather. Nadir unwrapped
the reins and turned to the door to lead his mare inside.
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Cyrus came back around the corner as Nadir led Sukar—so named because
she had a horrible sweet tooth—through the door. He left her there to see if
Cyrus’s slightly more temperamental gelding was giving his friend trouble.
But when he approached the door, he saw Cyrus talking to it and stopped
dead at what he heard.
―I know you don’t feel the same way, but I do hope you’ll consider what
I’m about to ask,‖ Cyrus said, slurring about every other word, but Nadir
could just make them out. He blinked at Cyrus, amused. ―But I love you!
And I hope you’ll think about this.‖ Cyrus nodded, swayed dangerously,
then straightened himself again. Nadir tried to stifle the laughter that
threatened, not wanting to alert Cyrus to his presence. Cyrus leaned forward
and peered at the horse again. ―So… will you marry me?‖
Nadir lost it. He started laughing, unable to hold it in this time. Cyrus spun
around, looking at him, then back at the horse, then back at him. ―Uh…‖ He
looked completely confused for a long moment until he shook his head hard,
swayed with the motion then managed to steady himself.
Nadir laughed even harder, holding his stomach and doubling over.
―Cyrus…‖ he tried but had to stop to laugh more. ―Cyrus he’s…‖ But again,
he couldn’t stop laughing enough to speak more.
Cyrus seemed to gather himself together because he threw a glare at Nadir
before he turned back to the horse. Nadir stopped laughing when he saw
Cyrus’s cheeks redden as his friend unwrapped the reins from the post then
moved toward the door. Nadir calmed himself enough from the last of his
chuckles to make room as Cyrus and horse came in. ―What… what was that
all about?‖
―I don’t know what you’re talking about,‖ Cyrus said, and Nadir snickered
again.
―I do believe you’ve had enough mead,‖ Nadir said, approaching Sukar and
starting on her saddle.
Cyrus muttered something that sounded suspiciously like, ―maybe not
enough,‖ and Nadir turned to him, eyebrows raised. Cyrus shook his head.
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―Nothing,‖ he said, refusing to meet Nadir’s eyes and turning back to
unsaddle his own horse.
Nadir stared at him for a long moment, confused himself; then he pushed it
off and he and Cyrus worked silently as they removed saddles, bags and
blankets, movements automatic since they’d done it so often for so long.
Nadir was grateful for that since they were so drunk. He wished now that
he’d brought them in regardless of the storm’s path and taken care of them
before they started drinking. He had quite a bit of trouble staying steady, but
he managed to make it through unsaddling, brushing and feeding.
With the horses inside, the small shack felt infinitely smaller, especially
with no outside light, whatsoever. They wrestled the shutters closed and
anchored them to keep the sand as minimal as possible. Then they fed pieces
of the chair into the fire and set out their bedrolls close to the hearth, in the
only space left to them.
The cold winter desert night held a particularly hard bite that night. Even
with the addition of the saddle blankets and covering himself with his cloak
as well as his blanket, Nadir shivered.
―Perhaps we should consider sharing our blankets,‖ Cyrus whispered.
Nadir rolled over to look at him. ―You would be okay with that?‖
Cyrus frowned. ―Why not? We’ve done it before.‖
That much was true. But it had been quite a while since they’d slept that
close, partially because it hadn’t been cold enough for that and partially
because they’d simply not been that close physically since the horrible night
they’d sold themselves at the tavern. Something unspoken had passed
between them and they’d kept to themselves a lot more since then.
But Nadir was not a complete fool. He wouldn’t want to pass up an
opportunity like this, though he was a little afraid he’d wake up a sticky
mess again. He considered it for a long moment, but then decided that even
if that happened, it’d be inside his clothes and Cyrus shouldn’t notice,
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anyway. He’d rather get the chance to see what it felt like to be so close to
Cyrus again.
He nodded. ―That’s probably the best idea.‖
After a lot of shuffling, having to get up to spread the blankets out in a better
way, then finally finding the most comfortable way to lay, they were able to
settle down to sleep. Nadir couldn’t help but like the way they’d ended up.
Cyrus curled around him, lending warmth to his back, one arm draped over
his waist. Nadir knew that was only because there wasn’t another truly
comfortable place for the arm, but he didn’t care what the whys of it were.
And he had his answer for what it felt like. A warmth stole over him that
had nothing to do with the temperature of the room or the blankets covering
them. His heart skipped a beat or two, something funny made his stomach
shake, and his cock reacted to the feel of Cyrus’s body against his.
It, in short, felt amazing.
Nadir didn’t quite understand what he was feeling, why his stomach jumped
at Cyrus’s closeness, why his cock was hardening, why his heart suddenly
seemed to be hammering. He just knew that no one he’d ever known made
him feel like this. And that he never wanted it to end.
He hoped that, someday maybe, he’d get more of it.
He had no idea.
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Jealousy Sneak Peek

SALEHI brushed his fingers over the railing as he took the stairs to the first
floor of the tower. He nodded to the guard sleepily keeping watch at the
bottom then continued on his way. The moon shone brightly through a
window to his left and he paused to look up at it.
Twenty-four Midwinter moons, now, he’d seen rise and set from inside the
palace. He breathed in the sharp desert night air and let his eyes dance from
star to star as he tried to corral his thoughts. His eyes slid closed as he
fought his longing and wishes.
In all these years, he’d rarely allowed himself to think about what he might
have had were it not for that fateful night all those years ago. Regrets did
little for him, instead he preferred to change what he could and learn to
accept what he couldn’t. These restless thoughts most often drifted to a
particular person sleeping in a room in the East Wing. His ―what ifs‖ and
―might have beens‖ almost entirely revolved around that man, more than
anything beyond the palace walls.
Salehi shook the thoughts off and continued down the hall. As he passed
each guard, he greeted them by name and they returned the greetings, smiles
on each face. Salehi’s slippered feet took the steps without his thought,
turning here or there as he came to the corners and cross halls.
He found himself once again stopping at the end of a hall. The guard behind
him said nothing as Salehi’s eyes landed on the set of double-doors half way
down the hallway. He leaned back against the wall and took a few deep
breaths.
He didn’t know why it had become so difficult for him to stay away. He
didn’t want to think about these things, wasn’t interested in the feelings he’d
spent so many years trying to bury.
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He swallowed as they welled to the surface and the longing and ache he’d
worked so hard to ignore took over. He fought to keep his breathing even as
images he’d struggled to forget over the years came back to him. His eyes
closed and he gritted his teeth to try to push them away.
The battle, as had happened every night for the last month, was in vain. The
same face looked down at him first in love, in want, in need. Then it shifted,
to anger, to loathing, and the ache intensified into pain, going through him.
He opened his eyes, forcing the images back, ignoring the wetness on his
face. He allowed himself to stare at the door for a few more seconds then he
stood up. Why are you getting to me like this? Why now?
But, of course, no answer came to his question. Salehi turned on his heel and
took the first few steps of the walk back through the palace. As he did, he
heard the unmistakable click of a door opening behind him.
He stopped, afraid to turn around, afraid to keep going, frozen in place.
There was no reason whatsoever for him to be in this part of the palace at
this time of night. His new duties didn’t take him out of bed like his last did.
No, that now fell to Cyrus and Nadir.
He listened to the soft scrape of slippers over marble. Were it not so quiet,
he wouldn’t have heard them. But it was, even the nearby guard not making
enough sound as he left to mask them. Salehi worked to control his
breathing and calm himself.

―HOW many nights, now, Salehi?‖ Darius whispered, stopping close
enough to touch, but unwilling to take the risk. Because if he touched, even
in the slightest, he couldn’t be sure he wouldn’t do something he’d regret.
Like pull the man in and kiss him within an inch of his life.
But he knew the reaction he’d get to that and stifled the urge to touch.
―I think you know the answer to that.‖ Salehi held himself stiffly and Darius
wondered where the man he once loved was. The Salehi he’d fallen in love
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with all those years ago had a quick smile, a ready laugh, a warmth and
openness that drew him in. He rarely saw the smile now, couldn’t remember
the last time he’d heard Salehi laugh and hadn’t felt that warmth in…
twenty-four years.
Darius swallowed at the brittle sound to Salehi’s voice. Something was
there, something Darius wasn’t expecting, something he hadn’t heard
before. He closed the distance and gave in, lifting a hand and laying it on
Salehi’s shoulder. ―What is it?‖
Salehi looked over his shoulder and up, meeting Darius’s eyes. Their gazes
held for so long, Darius thought Salehi wasn’t going to answer him. ―I……
don’t know, honestly.‖
Darius considered the gorgeous face. A few lines fanned out from the
corners of Salehi’s eyes. Silver threads peeked through the black hair. But
other than those minor indications of age, he was as beautiful as ever and
perhaps maybe more so because of them. In the dark eyes, Darius saw the
hints of confusion, frustration and he nodded. ―If… if I can… help…‖
A soon as the words were out, he wished he could pull them back. It was
ridiculous and he knew it. Salehi hadn’t wanted anything from him in over
twenty years. That wasn’t about to change.
But Salehi didn’t refuse him right away. His lips pressed together briefly as
he thought it through. Then he nodded. ―If… I… I will let you know.‖
Darius tried to bury the surprise. When Salehi turned around quickly, he was
pretty sure he’d failed. He cursed himself, but forced that aside to worry
about later. Instead, he leaned in a little closer and let his hand slide along
Salehi’s arm to cover wrist and knuckles. ―Please do. Salehi…‖ But Darius
had no idea what else he could say.
He paused, inhaling. He smells so good. He had to swallow a few times as
memories swamped him. He pushed them aside, too, and focused on the
man next to him. ―Will you be at the feast?‖
Salehi hesitated then nodded. ―Yes.‖
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―Perhaps… you’ll sit with me?‖
Salehi stood still for a long moment, then took a deep breath. ―I… I don’t
know. I’ll… Let me think about it.‖
Darius tried to ignore the disappointment. ―Alright. I’ll… let you go. Good
night, Salehi.‖
Salehi looked over his shoulder again, meeting Darius’s eyes. As he pulled
his hand away, Darius felt what he thought was the softest of squeezes,
though he could have imagined it. ―Good night, Darius,‖ Salehi whispered,
then slipped away.
Darius watched Salehi turn the first corner, then he went back to his room.
As he shut the door, he leaned back against it and closed his eyes. The
images he’d pushed aside earlier came back to him and he let them wash
through him.
A young Salehi, laughing at something Darius said. Another of him with a
wide smile when Darius handed him a half-wilted flower. When that faded,
one of his favorites surfaced and he held on to this one.
Salehi’s dark eyes shone, his black hair was plastered to his face from sweat.
He panted hard, out of breath but smiled widely as he reached up to cup
Darius’s face.
Darius would never forget that image for as long as he lived. The day it’d
happened, he’d burned it into his brain, knowing it was something he’d want
to remember. Despite that, he’d had no idea just how precious that vision
and memory would be. So he held on to the image, remembered the feel of
Salehi in his arms, the smell of their loving.
Darius stood up and crossed the room, then slipped under the covers and
into bed. As he settled in to sleep, a familiar face waited for him, though this
time, it had laugh lines around the eyes and silver in the hair. Instead of a
memory, a dream started and Darius felt hope for the first time in a very
long time.
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NADIR smiled at Shahid as he approached the double doors. ―Good
evening, Shahid. How are you?‖
Shahid’s smile spread. ―I’m well. It’s good to see you, Nadir. It’s been a
little while. How are you?‖
Nadir nodded. ―Indeed. We’ve had new slaves to train. I have been busy.‖
He leaned in and left a kiss on each of Shahid’s cheeks. ―But they are ready
now, so I will be here again.‖
Shahid returned the kisses. ―Good. I’m glad to hear it. I like to see you.‖
Nadir blushed. ―When are you going to find someone of your own?‖
It was Shahid’s turn to blush, making Nadir grin. ―I simply haven’t found
anyone as beautiful as you.‖
Nadir rolled his eyes making Shahid chuckle. ―You are too much, Shahid.‖
He shook his head, left another kiss on Shahid’s cheek and stepped back.
―You are depriving someone of your attentions.‖ Shahid’s eyebrows went
up and Nadir nodded. ―Yes. Someone will be very lucky to have them. You
should keep your eyes open.‖
Shahid smiled and shook his head. ―You are the one that is too much. But
thank you. I will think about it.‖
―Good. I must get inside. I have something to discuss with His Highness.‖
―Of course. Good night, Nadir.‖
―Good night, Shahid.‖ Nadir stepped through the opened door and slipped
silently across the room, pausing behind one of the armchairs. The black
head bent over the parchment indicated Bathasar’s concentration and Nadir
grinned. ―Always so focused,‖ he whispered into Bathasar’s ear.
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Bathasar’s head snapped up and his lips twitched into a grin. ―Until you’re
here,‖ he replied, setting the parchment aside and taking Nadir’s hand.
Nadir moved around the chair and when Bathasar tugged on his hand, fell
into Bathasar’s lap. ―I’m glad to know I can still get your attention.‖
Bathasar laughed. ―Always, my sweet love. Is Teman with Cyrus?‖
Nadir nodded. ―He is. They are caring for Bahi, who is still not feeling
well.‖
―I’m sorry to hear it. Do I need to send for the physician?‖
Nadir smiled and shook his head. ―No. Teman believes he knows the
problem. It seems the fish Bahi took ill on the other day simply does not
agree with him. He ate it again today and reacted poorly yet again.‖
―Ah, well, that is a relief. So he will be okay then?‖
Nadir nodded. ―Indeed. He will just have to avoid that fish.‖
―So, to what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?‖
―I can’t just want to see my love?‖ Nadir asked, raising an eyebrow.
Bathasar grinned. ―Normally, yes. But you have a look in your eye.‖
Nadir laughed. ―Guilty.‖ He stopped and leaned in, kissing Bathasar before
speaking. Bathasar deepened the kiss and Nadir got lost in the taste and feel
he still hadn’t gotten tired of. He threaded his fingers through Bathasar’s
hair, cupping both cheeks in his palms. Nadir gave a soft moan as Bathasar’s
lips moved over his and both hands slid over his body, pulling him in
tighter. When they finally broke apart, he panted hard, working to gather his
scattered wits. ―You are too good at that,‖ Nadir managed.
Bathasar’s smile flashed again. ―No such thing. But I am quite sure you
know the affect you have on me, too.‖ He rocked a little and Nadir felt the
hardness under him.
He smiled. ―Indeed.‖
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―Now, before I carry you over to the bed and thoroughly love your body, tell
me what it is you want.‖
Nadir closed his eyes and took a deep breath, forcing his arousal down for
the moment. ―I saw something the other night when I went to retrieve Bahi
from Lord Atherol and again yesterday at the Midwinter feast.‖ He frowned
and chewed on his lip. ―I do not like to poke my nose in other people’s
business but I believe it is time to do something.‖
―What is it?‖ Bathasar asked, tilting his head.
―Captai—uh Darius and Salehi.‖
Bathasar raised his eyebrows. ―Oh? What is that?‖
―I believe they have been in love for a very long time - since before I came
to the palace, for sure, and probably longer than that.‖ His frown deepened.
―Yet they refuse to be together. I do not know what happened to push them
apart, but they have been struggling with it for a long time. I want to help
them.‖
―Perhaps they don’t want to get together?‖ Bathasar suggested.
Nadir shook his head. ―No. Well, I mean, they don’t, but I don’t believe
that’s what they really want. Rather, I think they’ve convinced themselves
of this. I think… I think what they need is a push.‖ He paused to consider
his words. ―When I went to retrieve Bahi the other night, I saw them talking
in the hallway. I hadn’t meant to eavesdrop but I didn’t want to interrupt and
thought it best to simply stay out of the way and wait. And the looks on their
faces, Bathasar…‖ Nadir met Bathasar’s gray eyes. ―They do not like where
they are. Then, at the Midwinter feast, they sat together.‖
―I saw that, but I was a little preoccupied with other things at the time.‖
―It was… uncomfortable does not begin to describe it.‖ He sighed. ―I think
they still love each other. I think that, deep down, they still want to be
together but if I am correct in my suspicions, it’s been so long that they
don’t know how to bridge that gap.‖
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Bathasar nodded. ―I see. Though… I’m not sure what I could do. I can’t
exactly order them to fall back in love.‖
Nadir giggled. ―Hardly. I actually have an idea.‖
Bathasar’s eyebrows went up. ―Oh?‖
Nadir nodded. ―Yes. I wonder… do you think you could spare your advisors
for a while so they could take a trip?‖
―A trip?‖
―Yes. A trip.‖
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Golden Collar
In the lands of vast deserts,
breathtaking beauty, and incredible
riches sits the power-hungry Malik
Mukesh whose brutal cruelty is known
far and wide. Crown Amir Bathasar
must trust in his allies and his heart on
his path to the throne. But can slaves
really make the difference in ending
Mukesh’s reign of fear? Perhaps the
golden collars Teman, Cyrus, and
Nadir wear are deceptive and there’s
more to them than slaves trained in the
ways of pleasure. Perhaps they’ll
make the right choices to help
Bathasar take the throne and lead the
country into a new era.
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Can Kane recognize what's right in front of
him
before he loses everything?
When Kane Harris’s world
turns upside down, his lifelong
best friend is the only one to
catch him.
Years ago, Ian Kelly accepted
Kane would never return his
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believes he’s incapable of it.
Ian is willing to settle for what
he can get—a best friend,
sometimes casual lover, and
occasional submissive. He's
learned he can’t live without
Kane, but he can’t let Kane
know. Because when, not if,
Kane confirms that Ian’s love
will never be returned, Ian
won’t be able to take it. But
when Kane loses his job and
asks Ian to step up their play to
help him deal, Ian’s ability to hide his feelings falters. Then Kane starts his
own computer security firm and asks Ian to join him, and Ian struggles
further.
It’s not until they visit the exclusive BDSM club the Iron Door that things
come to a head. Kane screws up big time, and he’s afraid he can’t fix it.
He’s sure he’ll lose his best friend, his Dom, his everything…
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Pandemus Chronicles
The world as they know it may be gone, but that doesn’t mean they have to
go it alone…

After losing everything in
the pandemic, is survival all
Daniel and Jake can hope
for? Or might they find
more?

In a world that's gone to
hell, will Mark let old
fears keep him from the
chance at more than just
survival? Or will Duncan
be able to show him the
healing power of love?

No one gets to live your life but you…
Patrick has taken his
acting talents from high
school all the way to a role
a major television show.
But as the show
progresses, his life of
absolute certainties
crumbles when he finds
himself reacting to the
kisses of his male costar.
refuses to accept it,
reminding himself he’s
married and a father—and
thus, straight.
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One night he goes to drink
his
worries away, meets
Chance Dillon, and can’t
take his eyes off the man.
After having a little too much alcohol, he spills his problem to Chance, who
helps him realize there’s something other than gay and straight. Patrick’s
new understanding of his bisexual identity helps him sleep better—until the
next day, when he discovers Chance is a sound technician on the same set.
As their friendship grows and Patrick’s marriage ends, he recognizes a
possibility for much more with Chance. But Patrick isn’t ready to be out the
way Chance has been for so long, and when the matter is taken out of
Patrick's hands, he pushes Chance away to spare him the mess Patrick's life
has become. By the time he realizes his mistake, it may be too late.
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Logan must trust in Baxter’s love and let go of the secrets before
it costs him more than he can afford—Baxter’s life.
Baxter’s never felt so helpless
before. He’s watched over the
last few months as his partner’s
health got worse and worse.
Logan doesn’t eat. He doesn’t
sleep. And Baxter can’t begin
to figure out what to do with
the terror he sees in Logan’s
eyes.
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on
vacation,
Baxter
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wisely. He knows Logan loves
him; he’s not worried about
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like
that.
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