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PART 1
GHALIB

―IF YOU keep staring at someone else‘s property, you‘ll end up just like
them.
Ghalib ibn Ahmed turned to look at his friend, eyebrow raised. ―What do
you mean by that?‖
―I‘ve see you watching them. But they belong to the malik and he will not
like you looking at his property.‖ Sadiq turned to pick up one of the pillows
from the floor where they‘d left it and put it back on the bed.
―Our malik is not like that,‖ Ghalib argued. ―He is fair and good.‖
Sadiq snorted. ―Really? You believe that? He is just like his father.‖
Ghalib scowled. ―Have you been around him? Have you heard him speak?‖
Sadiq looked uncomfortable. ―No,‖ he admitted. ―I have not. But I have
heard the other servants talk. The man has three — three pleasure slaves.
How can he be good and fair if he is also greedy?‖
―Greedy?‖ Ghalib asked. ―What makes that greedy? I believe he genuinely
cares for them.‖
After picking up another couple of pillows and arranging them with the
first, Sadiq shook his head. ―You can not care for that many at once.‖
―I am not so sure of that. I have seen him with them. He is either a very
good actor, or he cares for them.‖ Ghalib shrugged. ―Either way, he is not
about to consign me to pleasure slavery simply for looking.‖
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Sadiq shook his head. ―Why do you look, anyway? There is nothing special
about them, aside from being beautiful.‖
―They are beautiful. But… they are fascinating,‖ he admitted. ―And I have
served them a few times. They are good men.‖
―Good men?‖ Sadiq asked, scoffing. ―They are slaves for a reason. They
are criminals. Thieves. Never mind that one is a gypsy.‖ The face Sadiq
made had Ghalib‘s blood boiling.
―What do you know of them? Truly? Have you been where they were?
Have you survived what they have survived? Teman is a good man. I have
served him. He cares about people, is kind. And doesn‘t talk about them,‖
he finished pointedly.
Sadiq blushed. ―Why are they fascinating?‖ he asked, obviously deflecting
the conversation.
Ghalib frowned, trying to think of how to put it in words as he finished
arranging the pillows. ―They have a… grace… to them. They serve, anyone
who requests them, yet they hold onto this grace, this beauty. Teman,
especially. He was a gypsy, so free. And yet he chose to come back here,
turn himself in, stay a slave.‖
Sadiq raised his eyebrow. ―You sound like you admire him.‖
―I do,‖ Ghalb said, shrugging again. ―I can not imagine giving up freedom
like that.‖
―I think he must not be right in the head, if he did that. Why should he?‖
Sadiq shook his head. ―I wouldn‘t. I would have been long gone.‖
―It is rumored that he loves the malik. That His Highness loves him back.‖
―Stories,‖ Sadiq said as they left the room and started along the hall. ―Just
stories some of the serving girls made up because they love fairy tales.‖
Ghalib frowned, but didn‘t argue. ―I must see to Qadi Adel‘s rooms. I will
see you later,‖ he said, at the end of the hall.
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―I am expected to clean the amir‘s chambers. Don‘t go looking at any more
slaves. I‘m convinced you‘ll end up there,‖ Sadiq warned, but Ghalib
shook his head.
―You are the one who is not right in the head,‖ Ghalib said, with a laugh.
He turned away and hurried toward the stairs to the guest wing.
Ghalib had served in the palace for four years. His mother had died while
giving birth to his little sister and his father had found himself on the wrong
side of a game of cards. In need of money to pay his father‘s debts that had
come to him, he‘d found himself at the back door of the palace, looking for
work, his infant sister, Naila, in his arms. He‘d heard rumors that ablebodied boys could join the guards, but when he‘d arrived, he‘d been told
that he was too young.
However, a woman from the kitchens - he would find out later, her name
was Safiya and she was the head of the kitchen servants - took one look at
him and Naila and let them in. Naila had been taken by Safiya and placed
with another woman in the kitchen who had recently lost her own child.
Ghalib kept an eye on his sister and every time he saw her, she seemed to
be a happy, healthy child.
Since being a guard yet was out of his reach, he‘d started as a serving boy
with the vague idea of joining the guards later, when he got older. But
despite his best efforts, he‘d found he had no talent with a sword or bow.
Even being tutored by Captain Darius himself didn‘t seem to help. The
captain had tried very hard to teach him, but he just hadn‘t been able to
pick it up.
So, Safiya had taken him into the kitchens, in an attempt to teach him to
cook. But like the guards, he‘d had no talent for that, either. His best efforts
had produced… little more than burnt bricks and absolutely nothing edible,
much to Safiya‘s amusement. He was as useless in the kitchen as he had
been in the guard barracks.
He didn‘t think he could happily work as a servant like that for the rest of
his life. He wanted to do something more, though he‘d shown no talent for
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anything. So he‘d kept up with cleaning and simply serving in any way
he‘d been told. He‘d managed to pay his father‘s debts and he was
comfortable with his work.
But he was restless.
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PART 2
DEFINING FREEDOM

GHALIB stepped back and melted into the alcove when he saw the group
of slaves coming toward him. They didn‘t notice him as they passed,
talking amongst themselves. He watched them as they walked down the
hall, unable to look away.
They were pleasure slaves, property of the malik and amir. They were
attractive, graceful, and fascinating to Ghalib.
Part of their allure was the inner beauty they all seemed to possess. Despite
being slaves, despite having their choices taken away, they all held
themselves with a quiet grace Ghalib couldn‘t seem to stop thinking about.
After spending time with one of the slaves—a gypsy named Teman—
Ghalib had started to question the common assumptions made about these
slaves.
Most assumed them arrogant because they commanded the attention of the
nobles even more than the higher-born servants did. Many of his fellow
pages looked at the slaves with disdain for what they did, which Ghalib
thought was awfully hypocritical—most of the other pages wouldn‘t
hesitate to lure a scullery or laundry maid into a dark alcove to take
advantage of her. Yet, those same pages would look down their noses at
someone whose job it was to provide company to others.
When the slaves turned the corner at the end of the hall, Ghalib forced
himself out of the alcove to continue on his way. He held a message for a
visitor of the malik—a man who made a point of knowing Ghalib‘s name
when most nobles couldn‘t be bothered to—and he was anxious to deliver
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it. The visitor was none other than the mother of the malik‘s own personal
pleasure slave. Some said the malik and his slave were in love. Ghalib
could believe it, having seen them together.
The same pages that held the distain for the slaves, however, were not so
willing to accept that particular rumor.
Ghalib knew why, as the love between two men or two women of equal
rank was rarely discussed, and never openly. He‘d seen the nobles who
visited the malik‘s court or attended the lavish court dinners choose slaves
of the same gender often. But when it came to matches made within their
own ranks, they were always with someone of the opposite sex.
That was, in part, due to the need to secure heirs, Ghalib was sure. But he
also had heard the whispers of things that were simply unacceptable in
―polite company,‖ as Safiya, the kitchen mistress, called it. Among those
unacceptable items were things like the love two of the shayks seemed to
have for each other, despite the fact that each had a wife. Or that certain
other nobles never seemed to touch the female slaves.
It was simply not discussed. Only whispered about behind hands or closed
doors.
And, as such, the idea that the malik would eschew a marriage with a
woman for his personal slave and male lover was just not possible. At least,
to those willing to say so. Even if it was in whispers.
Ghalib pulled himself out of his musings to properly address the visiting
woman. He hurried into the room, bowed quickly, and held out the paper.
―My Lady.‖
―Oh aren‘t you a sweet one, but I don‘t need that,‖ she said, smiling. ―Just
call me Kaya, everyone else does… except those that call me Ommah.‖
Ghalib blinked at her and stuttered out something completely incoherent,
his cheeks red.
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She chuckled as she opened the paper and read. He waited to see if she
would need something else. ―Oh, good. Thank you so much.‖
Ghalib bit his lip and told himself he was supposed to just go. The footmen
and guards would have a thing or three to say about him not leaving
immediately, but he couldn‘t resist. ―You are Teman‘s mother, yes?‖
She smiled widely. ―I am. Do you know him?‖
Ghalib nodded. ―I sometimes work in the malik‘s chambers. He… he is
very lucky and very good… um, nice.‖
Kaya raised her eyebrows at him. ―I agree, he is.‖
Ghalib blinked. He hadn‘t really expected that answer and didn‘t know
how to reply.
She smiled widely. ―I couldn‘t have picked a better mate for my son than
Bathasar.‖
―I… do… do the gypsies not care about that, then?‖
―About what?‖ She asked, puzzled. ―The slavery? We do not normally
abide it, but in Teman‘s case, the clan understands.‖
―Oh, no, I meant… uh, I‘m sorry,‖ he muttered, changing his mind. ―Thank
you, My L—err, Kaya.‖ He bowed again and started toward the door.
―Ghalib?‖ she called.
He turned in surprise. He‘d told her his name once and she‘d remembered
it. ―Yes, uh, Kaya?‖
―What were you asking about?‖
He frowned and came back to stand near her. He tried to find the best way
to present it, but everything he came up with sounded horrible. Finally, he
blurted, ―Teman is with a man.‖
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Kaya laughed, and Ghalib felt his cheeks burn. But before he could back
away, she reached out to touch him. ―I‘m sorry. I‘m not laughing at you.‖
She appeared to fight with herself for a moment, then finally had control.
―Though the number of men within our clan who are attracted to men—or
women who like women—are very few, we tend not to worry too much
about it.‖
Ghalib nodded, frowning. ―Thank you,‖ he said quietly, then bowed one
more time before making his escape.
His walk to the kitchens was slow, his mind turning things over. He
wondered what it would have been like to grow up with the gypsies, to be
free as they were.
Despite his station in life, there were still things that weren‘t done, weren‘t
discussed. It wasn‘t the freedom to leave or travel—he could do that, if he
really wanted. His sister was in good care, he had nothing holding him
here.
No, it was something else.
The nobles had their slaves and were only barely hiding their attractions.
The slaves couldn’t choose who they were with, but in that, they were freer
than many others. There were no strictures on who they ―should‖ or
―shouldn‘t‖ be with, as long as they followed the orders of their masters.
But, even among the other servants, Ghalib knew that who they were
attracted to was not up for discussion. He‘d seen the footmen and pages go
after one too many maids, or talk about who they could lure into the closet
or who Ghalib should try to attract.
Except, he didn‘t want any of them.
He hadn‘t heard of anyone being punished, specifically, for taking a lover
of the same gender. But perhaps that was more because people simply
didn’t. The very few who were outward about it were more or less above
the law, anyway.
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The rumors were, however, that anyone found guilty of it would find
themselves in the dungeon. The death penalty was rare in Neyem, but that
was because the dungeons were usually just as bad—or worse. At least
with the death penalty, it was over quickly. The dungeons were a horrid
place from what he‘d heard, though thankfully, he‘d never seen them
himself.
Ghalib had no wish to, either.
Instead, he gave forced smiles and came up with another excuse to be
somewhere else when the other pages tried to hook him up with one of the
maids. He dodged the questions about when he was going to settle down
and find a wife. He worked very hard to keep his eyes off of the other
pages he was attracted to.
And he kept his mouth shut.
And he watched the slaves and envied their freedom, the irony of which
was not lost on him. They were bound to the palace, owned by someone
else. And yet freer than Ghalib in the one thing he wished, above all else,
he could be free about.
As he approached the kitchens, he took a deep breath. He carefully tucked
away his wishes, his longing, his needs, and passed through the door, his
face concealing it all yet again.
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PART 3
FIRST MEETING

GHALIB slipped out of the Grand Hall and down the corridor to the
courtyard door. He stepped out into the rapidly-cooling desert night and
took a deep breath of the sharp air. The sounds of merriment from the
Midwinter feast floated through the windows to Ghalib‘s right but he paid
them no mind.
He stared, instead, at the moon that filled the sky, his mind not on the
festivities or even the cold night. He wasn‘t even really seeing the bright
moon and its face. Instead, his thoughts were on the date and what it meant.
In two days‘ time, he would turn nineteen.
Another year, another stretch of time he‘d spent cleaning rooms, fetching
things, running messages, setting up fires or carrying food.
He knew he should be grateful for it. He should be happy that he had work,
could be in the royal palace. He never went without food, was always
clothed—and well—had almost everything he needed. So many didn‘t have
even that.
And he was grateful. He‘d been hungry and desperate. But Safiya had
taken care of that and now, now… he was restless.
He wanted something more, something else.
He wanted to be useful in a way he wasn‘t here. Here, he was just another
footman, just another page, just another runner. And maybe there was a

GROWTH | 11

little more than that. He was known to the malik. He was specifically
requested on occasion, but in the end, it made little difference. If he stayed
here, as a footman or page, that was all he‘d ever be.
He took a deep breath and let the sigh out, closing his eyes and trying to
sort through the mess his mind was in.
―That sounded very forlorn,‖ a voice said behind him.
Ghalib spun around to see a man he didn‘t readily recognize leaning
against a wall, partially hidden in shadows. He couldn‘t make out
everything, but the fabric of the man belied station and Ghalib scrambled to
bow his head. ―Ya sayyid, my apologies, I didn‘t realize you were there.‖
He stood up again and started for the door.
―Please, don‘t leave on my account.‖ He stood out of the shadows and
Ghalib‘s breath caught. He recognized the man, though he‘d only ever seen
the man from a distance, usually when he was leaving the man‘s rooms
after cleaning or setting up the fire. He blinked now, staring despite
himself. Long, black hair shone in the moonlight. Dark eyes that held a
wealth of intelligence and secrets focused on him and Ghalib squirmed a
little. ―What is your name?‖
―Uh…I… My,‖ Ghalib stuttered, then blushed. ―Ghalib ibn Ahmed, ya
sayyid.‖
―I am Adel. And though I am a qadi, you needn‘t address me as sayyid. My
given name is quite enough.‖ Adel stepped closer and considered him.
―Ahmed? The justice advisor? ―
―Oh, uh, no, ya sayyid. My father is dead.‖
―My condolences. And I thought I told you to use my given name.‖ He
paused and tilted his head. ―Do I know you? You seem familiar.‖
Ghalib blinked and he found himself grateful for the night and shadows as
the color darkened on his cheeks. ―Nothing to be sorry for. He‘s been dead
many years. And I, uh, I am usually the one to clean your rooms, ya say—
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uh, Adel. Please, I am sorry for interrupting.‖ He started to back away, but
Adel‘s hand shot out to clamp onto Ghalib‘s arm.
―I think I said you shouldn‘t leave. What was the sigh about?‖
Ghalib found himself scowling though he usually mastered his expressions
well around his betters. But he didn‘t like admitting his thoughts and
feelings to himself, much less speak them out loud. He‘d never told them to
anyone. He certainly didn‘t want to tell this stranger—and a noble at that—
about his feelings. The reaction would only involve laughter and ridicule.
He‘d heard plenty from the other footmen the few times he‘d mentioned
doing something besides being a footman. He could well imagine what a
highborn noble would say.
Before he could speak, however, a bright smile flashed in the darkness.
―You didn‘t like that.‖ Adel chuckled. ―That is quite alright. I will see you
again, Ghalib ibn Ahmed. And next time, I‘ll get you to tell me.‖
With another chuckle, he turned and walked back into the palace. Ghalib
stared after him for a long moment, scowl still firmly on his face. He
couldn‘t remember ever reacting quite like that. The man irritated him. And
though that wasn‘t unusual for a noble, the irritation was much sharper with
this man.
Partially because, he could admit, Adel also surprised and fascinated him.
He‘d never had a noble tell him to use a given name. Never had one speak
to him—except for the malik, that is—the way Adel had. Never held what
would have been considered a normal, if brief, conversation with one.
The other part of his irritation came from finding out that he‘d reacted
almost violently to the small touch and Adel‘s proximity. Ghalib‘s cock
was uncomfortably hard. It was ridiculous. But the touch, the smile and
those eyes had been enough to send his system into the swiftest arousal he
could remember feeling in a long time.
He shot a look at the doorway Adel had disappeared through. With any
luck, he could avoid the man in the future. He had no wish to subject
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himself either to Adel‘s insistence on him talking about his feelings or to
the insane arousal he‘d experienced. And he‘d be damned if Adel saw both
at the same time.
With a headshake and, surprisingly, his earlier melancholy forgotten,
Ghalib went in search of a private spot to take care of his discomfort.
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PART 4
ADEL

ADEL couldn‘t decide if he was amused, annoyed or… impressed. Ghalib
had managed to evade him for more than a week. His room had still been
cleaned, but Ghalib had done so when he‘d been out of the room. So,
despite doing his best to be there, he‘d managed to miss Ghalib every time.
The one time he‘d been in the room when Ghalib came in, he‘d been in the
bathing room and hadn‘t heard anything until the door closing. He‘d nearly
leaped out of the tub, snatched up his towel and hurried out to the main
room only to find that the fire was lit, the wine tray was on his table… and
Ghalib had gone.
It was, in a word, ridiculous.
Adel hadn‘t brought himself to directly request Ghalib yet. He would, if it
came down to it, but he saw that as borderline abuse of his rank and didn‘t
like to do that. Because what he would be requesting Ghalib for had
nothing to do with actual duties. And everything to do with the attraction
he felt for Ghalib. But he was getting closer and closer to that point with
every new day that Ghalib managed to avoid him.
Because that attraction irritated him by its simple existence.
Adel didn‘t want to be attracted to a servant. It had nothing to do with their
station –except for the fact that they most often felt they couldn’t say no.
And he refused to put someone in that situation.
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Adel‘s father had had no such reticence. He‘d slept with nearly every
servant he came across. He‘d had no compunction over using his maids and
kitchen help as much for sex as he had for cleaning or cooking. As such,
Adel now dealt with more of his father‘s bastards than he knew what to do
with.
And though Adel much preferred men to women and, thus, wasn‘t about to
father bastards, he didn‘t want to follow in the man‘s footsteps anymore
than he already had. Which was to say, none. Thus, he‘d refused to touch
any of the servants—male or female.
So his attraction to Ghalib annoyed him to begin with. The fact that Adel
couldn‘t stop thinking about him only made things worse. And then there
was the fact that Ghalib didn‘t seem even remotely interested in returning
that attraction, which made Adel even more determined to see and talk to
him. Because despite the avoidance Ghalib was doing, Adel could have
sworn something had passed between them the night of the Midwinter
feast. And with the reaction Ghalib had had to his touch, he was sure he
hadn‘t been the only one to feel something when he‘d grabbed Ghalib‘s
arm.
As if being a servant wasn‘t bad enough, Adel was fairly certain Ghalib
was still too young to get involved with. He had a very youthful face, and
though Ghalib was plenty tall—as tall as Adel himself—something in the
round cheeks made Adel question Ghalib‘s age.
And yet, all of that aside, the thing he hadn‘t been able to stop thinking
about the most hadn‘t been the deep, dark eyes or the lean body Adel could
tell was under the tunic nor had it been the strength he‘d felt in the arm
he‘d grabbed. No, it‘d been… the sigh.
He‘d called it ―forlorn‖ to Ghalib. And that was true, but there was more to
it, too. He‘d heard so much in that single sigh; it said so much about
Ghalib.
And yet, not enough.
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Adel picked up on the fact that something was wrong. But what exactly it
was, he couldn‘t know and until he could pin Ghalib down and ask—
again—there was no way to find out.
He‘d tried. He‘d spoken to the lady from the kitchen, four of the other
footmen, two pages and several maids. And though they knew who he was,
none of them seemed to know much about him. The lady in the kitchen,
Safiya, seemed to know the most, but even she didn‘t have much to tell
him. Ghalib had come to the palace young with a baby sister who had been
adopted by another couple. He‘d been there ever since, did what he was
assigned to do and mostly just kept to himself.
Which had been very… unhelpful.
Adel paced his rooms, trying to puzzle the whole thing out. He wanted to
help Ghalib. He was a qadi, he had wealth at his command, lands, people.
Whatever it was, he was sure he could do something. But not until he knew
what was wrong.
He liked to help people. Ever since he was a small boy, he tried to help
people. His mother often found him in the kitchen ―helping‖ to cook or
carrying an injured animal into the villa to help it get better. He‘d taken
more than a little bit of teasing over it through his life.
But he didn‘t care. He didn‘t care then and he didn‘t care now. Because
more than liking to help, he felt that, since he was in the position to do so,
it was his duty to use what he had to help others.
He stopped next to the window and looked out over the rooftops of
Behekam. Lights twinkled on as the sun sank behind the horizon and Adel
lost track of time.

HE WAS so lost in thought, he almost missed the door opening. But the
click was loud enough to pull him back and he turned to see the very object
of his musings step into the room.

GROWTH | 17

―Oh! Ya sayyid, my apologies. I‘ll come back.‖ Ghalib stepped back but
Adel crossed the room in what could only have been a few strides and
grabbed the door.
―No. Come in.‖ It came out sharper than it should have, but Adel couldn‘t
quite care. He was not letting Ghalib go again.
―Uh, I have other things—‖
Adel shook his head, grabbed Ghalib‘s wrist and physically pulled him into
the room. ―Oh no, you don‘t. They can wait.‖
―But—‖ Ghalib‘s mouth snapped shut, undoubtedly at the expression on
Adel‘s face. Or perhaps it was the fact that he was grinding his teeth. It
didn‘t matter, Adel was simply gateful Ghalib stopped trying to leave.
―Good. Please, sit.‖ Adel turned and waved a hand at one of the chairs in
front of the fire.
Ghalib blinked at him without moving for a moment. ―Sit?‖ he asked as if
he didn‘t understand the word.
Adel stared in return. ―Yes, sit. Is there something wrong with that?‖
―But—‖
Adel sighed. ―If you say ‗but‘ one more time…‖
―But you‘ve got my wrist.‖
Adel glanced down and smiled sheepishly. ―Oh. Apologies.‖ He released
Ghalib and stepped back, holding his hand out again. ―Please.‖
With a cautious glance at Adel, Ghalib moved over to the chairs and
perched on the edge of one of them as if he might jump up and fly away at
any moment.
Adel shook his head at the position and took the other chair. But when he
opened his mouth to speak, he realized he had no idea how to broach the
subject. He closed his mouth and considered Ghalib for a long time. Adel
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tried to ignore the thrill of seeing Ghalib again and instead focus on the
problem at hand. Ghalib kept looking at him, but didn‘t volunteer anything.
It took Adel a moment to realize why Ghalib stayed sitting on the edge of
the chair and was keeping quiet. It wasn‘t until he saw the slight shake of
hand that he understood. ―There is no reason to be nervous.‖
Ghalib frowned. ―You are not unhappy with my service then?‖
Adel couldn‘t help it, he laughed. ―Hardly.‖ He mastered himself when he
saw Ghalib‘s frown deepen. ―No, no. You have done quite well.‖ He
paused and looked at the young face. ―When we last met, something was
wrong. Tell me what it was.‖
Ghalib‘s eyebrows scrunched together in puzzlement. ―That is what this is
about?‖
Adel blinked and nodded. ―Yes. I told you I would get you to tell me.‖
The puzzlement turned into a scowl which amused Adel. He liked knowing
he could get under Ghalib‘s skin. ―My apologies, ya sayyid, but that is
none of your business.‖
Adel simply grinned. ―First, I told you to call me Adel. I do not wish to use
the title. Second, I am making it my business.‖
The scowl deepened and Adel thought he might have even heard Ghalib
grinding his teeth, now. ―Y—Adel, I do not wish to… trouble you. I assure
you, it‘s nothing that will impede my duties.‖
Adel tilted his head. ―Why ever would you think that‘s my concern?‖
Ghalib blinked at him. ―Isn‘t it?‖
―No.‖ Adel shook his head. ―Why would you think that?‖
Ghalib pressed his lips together briefly. ―It is what most of the nobility
would worry about.‖
―Ah.‖ Adel nodded. ―I see. Well, it is not why I ask.‖
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―Then why would you ask? What would you care about a servant like
that?‖
―Let‘s just say I do.‖
Ghalib actually laughed, making Adel scowl. ―You would only laugh.
Really, it‘s nothing to make an issue over.‖ He moved as if to leave and
Adel stood up, then leaned over Ghalib, placing his hands on the chair,
caging Ghalib in.
―You should not make assumptions, boy. Not everyone is as they appear,‖
Adel said in a low, dangerous voice.
Ghalib looked up, eyes narrow, obviously unimpressed. ―I‘m not a boy.
You shouldn‘t make assumptions based on appearance,‖ he countered.
Adel stared at him a moment then stood up and laughed. ―Indeed, Ghalib,
indeed.‖ He sat back down, still smiling. ―Then tell me, first. How old are
you?‖
―I turned nineteen two days after the feast.‖ The words came grudgingly, as
if they were almost painfully pulled fom him.
Adel bowed his head. ―Allow me to apologize for my assumption, then.
Now, what was the problem.? I am making it my business. I do not believe
it was ‗nothing‘ and I am not going to laugh.‖
Ghalib considered him for a long time without speaking. Adel let the
silence sit giving Ghalib the chance to work it out. Finally, with a sigh,
Ghalib spoke. ―As you are aware, I am a servant here in the palace. I do the
work of footmen, pages, whatever is requested of me, really.‖ He shrugged
a shoulder but Adel could see this was anything but casual. ―I…‖ He
paused and dropped his gaze to his hands, which picked at an invisible spot
on his pants. Finally, he took a deep breath, Adel saw him brace himself,
then, ―I am… restless. I wish to be something else, something more than a
servant. But…‖ He trailed off, shrugged a shoulder and kept his focus on
his hands.
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Adel raised his eyebrows. ―That is nothing to be ashamed of. Most men
wish to do something with their lives.‖ Ghalib looked up quickly and stared
at him. Adel nodded. ―Yes. I had always thought, were I not the heir to the
qadi-dom, that I might have focused on raising horses. My people do, but I
am not able to participate in the day to day as I would wish. So, if I had not
been heir, I think I would have been in the stables. Did you not consider
apprenticing? Or perhaps joining the guards?‖
Ghalib frowned. ―I have no talents. Captain Darius—Excuse me, Darius—
tried to teach me how to use a sword, bow, just about any weapon he could
come up with and I was hopeless. I burned everything I tried to cook in the
kitchen. And I can‘t even repair my own clothes.‖ He shook his head. ―I
truly have no talents to speak of. I once even tried to fish—and I managed
to fail at that.‖ He snorted.
Adel smiled. ―I can‘t fish, either. I think I‘m just too loud and scare them
away. But surely there is something that interests you.‖
―You forget I am also nineteen. Much too old for the masters to be willing
to take me on. Apprentices start much younger than me.‖ Ghalib shook his
head. ―I should be grateful. I have work, I‘m not hungry or cold.‖ He
shrugged a shoulder. ―I am good at taking care of people, but that is all.‖
Adel watched as Ghalib struggled to control his emotions. ―There is
nothing wrong with taking care of people.‖
Ghalib looked up. ―That is true. Like I said, I should be grateful. Please,
ya—Adel, do not allow me to take up more of your time.‖ He stood and
bowed his head. ―I thank you for not laughing and hearing me out.‖
―I—of course.‖ Adel frowned. ―If I can do anything, help in any way,
please… do not hesitate to ask.‖ He knew how weak the words sounded,
knew that this proud young man would not approach him, no matter what.
And the smile Ghalib turned on him only reinforced that opinion.
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―Thank you.‖ He glanced around the room then seemed to remember
something. ―Oh, uh…‖ he blushed and turned to the fireplace then set the
logs and lit the fire.
Adel stood awkwardly to the side and watched, unsure how to proceed.
He‘d never before come across a problem like this one, something he
couldn‘t immediately help with. Even with the injured animals when he
was young, he knew what to do. ―Thank you,‖ he said as Ghalib stood.
―Of course. Is there anything I can get you?‖
Adel shook his head. ―Not at this time. May I… request you if there is
something?‖
Ghalib‘s eyebrows went up but he nodded. ―O-of course. Have a good
evening.‖ With a bow, he slipped out the door and was gone.
Adel sat back in his chair and stared into the fire for a long time after
Ghalib left, his mind going many different directions at once. He wasn‘t
through with this yet, not at all. He was sure there was something he could
do, some way to help.
And he wasn‘t ready to let go of seeing Ghalib again.
He‘d caught the hesitation in Ghalib‘s voice at being requested. He hadn‘t
liked it, and that was one puzzle Adel wanted to solve. Why was the man
so worried about seeing him?
He laid his head back on the chair and sighed at himself. He was
ridiculously relieved to hear Ghalib‘s age. Were he his father, that wouldn‘t
have stopped him. The late qadi hadn‘t given a single care for the age of
the maid or serving girl he took to his bed. But Adel, as he reminded
himself often, was not his father.
As such, while one reservation was gone, the other—the fact of Ghalib‘s
station, wasn‘t going away anytime soon. Which made him wonder.
Was the help truly for Ghalib‘s sake? Or his own? Because if Ghalib was
no longer a servant, then his last reservation was gone.
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He refused to answer the questions directly. But as he sat and thought it
through, he realized he needed to talk to someone. He couldn‘t solve this
one on his own. And he knew just who might be able to help.

IT TOOK him a few days to get time, but finally on the third evening, he
sat in a chair opposite Bathasar in front of the malik‘s fire, sipping wine.
―Tell me what is on your mind, my friend,‖ Bathasar said, with a smile.
Adel scowled at him. ―I can‘t want to spend a bit of time with my friend?‖
Bathasar laughed. ―I know you too well, Adel. You prefer to spend your
time more constructively than that. Though you ought to loosen up a little
and enjoy yourself more.‖
Adel shrugged. ―I take time to read before bed.‖
―That is not what I am referring to,‖ Bathasar said with a chuckle. He
opened his mouth to say something else when the door opened and two
men walked in.
Adel blinked at them. One, he knew was Teman, the pleasure slave
Bathasar had with him at all times. The other was unfamiliar to him.
―Adel, these are my loves. Teman, you‘ve met before. And this is Nadir ibn
Fahyim.‖
Adel stared. ―Loves? Both of them?‖
Teman and Nadir chuckled and Bathasar grinned. ―Indeed. I love them
both. Teman, as you know, has been with me for quite some time. Last
year, while Nadir and his partner Cyrus spent a good deal of time with us,
helping me with something, he and I fell in love, as well.‖ He tugged on
Nadir who laughed as he fell into Bathasar‘s lap. Teman sat on the arm of
the chair, pulling Nadir back against him and Bathasar kissed each of them
before looking up again. He grinned at the obvious look of shock on Adel‘s
face. ―I do believe we‘ve struck my friend mute.‖
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Teman and Nadir smiled, though Nadir blushed. ―It is nice to see you
again, Adel.‖
―Uh, and you, Teman. It‘s nice to meet you, Nadir.‖ He didn‘t know if he
should offer his hand or not, but Nadir solved it by holding one out. They
shook and Adel sat back.
―It‘s nice to meet you, too. His Highness has told us about you. Your lands
are part of the horse farms to the north?‖ Nadir asked.
Adel nodded. ―Indeed. Have you been up there?‖
Nadir smiled. ―We went up last year with His Highness. It is a beautiful
place.‖
―Thank you. I‘m rather fond of my home. Were it not for Bathasar, I would
be there now.‖
Bathasar snorted. ―He likes the palace life, but refuses to admit it.‖
Adel scowled. ―Ha.‖ He looked away, then back, smiling. ―Okay, I will
admit that there are some definite advantages to being here.‖
―Like the pleasure slaves?‖ Teman asked.
Adel shook his head. ―No, I do not request them. I was thinking more of
the library and baths.‖
Teman nodded. ―It is a splendid library, isn‘t it?‖ He looked down and
kissed Nadir‘s forehead. ―We spend too much time in there, I think.‖
Nadir grinned up at him. ―I have not heard His Highness complain.‖
―And you won‘t. Neither of you will let me give you anything else.‖
Both Teman and Nadir laughed. ―Of course not,‖ Teman said, leaning in
and kissing Bathasar again.
Adel felt a bit lost, watching them. He hadn‘t missed the collars both of
them wore, yet Bathasar had told him that Teman was free to leave and a
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slave in name only. And the collar around Nadir‘s neck, though different
from Teman‘s, was not the same as the regular slaves. On top of that, they
both wore clothes. It was altogether confusing.
―In fact, my love,‖ Teman said. ―We were coming here to see if you
wanted to go with us. Cyrus has been busy with Salehi.‖
―I have promised my friend some of my time. I will come join you when
we are through.‖ Bathasar brushed a thumb over Teman‘s cheek and Adel
could not mistake the expression of pure love on his friend‘s face. An
expression he also wore when looking at Nadir. After he exchanged kisses
with them, they both stood.
―We will wait for you there.‖ Nadir left another kiss on Bathasar‘s cheek
before stepping back.
―I doubt we‘ll be too long, my sweet love. Enjoy the books.‖
With waves, the two men left and Adel forced himself to focus on
Bathasar, who was looking at him with amusement.
―Are you all right?‖ Bathasar asked, grinning.
Adel shook his head. ―I don‘t know.‖
Bathasar laughed. ―I can understand the… three of us confusing you. I will
refrain from making it worse.‖
―Did you say Nadir had a partner?‖ Adel asked.
―Or not. Yes. Nadir and his partner Cyrus handle the pleasure slaves. They
are responsible for training, organizing, and watching over them. They, too,
love each other and have for many years.‖
―But… Nadir loves you?‖
Bathasar nodded. ―Yes. And just to make sure you are completely lost…
Teman also loves Cyrus, who returns the feelings.‖
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Adel dropped his face into his hand, prompting chuckles from Bathasar.
―I… it‘s… I…‖ He shook his head and looked up. ―I can‘t begin to
untangle that.‖
―That‘s alright. We can‘t always untangle it, ourselves.‖
Adel blinked at him. ―Excuse me?‖
Bathasar chuckled. ―Indeed. Even Teman and Nadir care for each other as
more than friends and Cyrus and I… well, we don‘t love each other, not
like we do Teman and Nadir, but we care. More than friends but not
exactly lovers.‖
―I‘m sorry I asked.‖
―Now that you are lost, what is on your mind?‖
Adel narrowed his eyes. ―Sneaky.‖
Bathasar grinned unrepentantly. ―Teman accuses me of that all the time.‖
―He would be correct.‖ He sighed and took a sip of wine. ―I am… well, I
don‘t really know where to begin.‖ He looked up then frowned as another
piece of Bathasar‘s relationships prodded him. ―Why do they wear
collars?‖
―That is what‘s on your mind?‖ Bathasar asked, blinking.
―No, no.‖ Adel shook his head. ―No, but I was wondering. If they are not
true slaves, why do they wear collars?‖
―Oh!‖ Bathasar nodded and took a deep breath, obviously considering the
question carefully. ―Yes. Both Teman and Nadir… have a need to serve.
They have…‖ He paused and tilted his head in thought. ―They have a
deeply ingrained need to please. When Teman first became a slave, before
he and I fell in love, he struggled with his slavery. My love is a gypsy, as
you know.‖ Adel nodded and Bathasar continued. ―And the freedom that is
so important to him caused the slavery to chafe. He struggled with it and
when he came to understand his need to serve, it helped him deal with his
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confinement. When he returned to me, having me put the collar back on
him gives him a reminder of a special place he holds in my life. A place
that—even with Nadir—no one else holds. That has… shifted, changed a
little since Nadir and I fell in love and he and Cyrus recognized theirs. But
he still primarily serves me and Nadir serves Cyrus.‖
―So, they are… symbols? Of this service?‖ Adel asked.
―Yes. Neither I nor Cyrus require they wear the collars. Both of them want
them. It reminds them of their place, gives them something to focus on, and
allows them to remember that they are cherished, their service is
cherished.‖
Adel frowned. ―I never thought of the slavery that way before. Are any of
the other slaves like this?‖
Bathasar nodded. ―Many are. Some are quite happy serving many different
masters, others prefer to go back to the same one. Cyrus and Nadir try to
match the noble and slave that would best complement each other. Nadir
has discovered that he has a way with the nobility that seems to make them
more willing to listen to both him nd Cyrus.‖ He grinned and the only
emotion Adel could ascribe to the expression was pride.
―So, those that aren‘t like that?‖
Bathasar took a sip of his wine. ―There are others who do not have the
same need to please. Many of them settle into the life of a pleasure slave,
simply because they are grateful that they were given a choice. Make no
mistake. Every one of our pleasure slaves deserved punishment. They all
committed crimes. Even my loves, Teman and Nadir. I… might not have
considered some of what they did nearly the same severity as others, but
that is neither here nor there. At the time they came to us, they had broken
the law. I can be merciful to a point, but I cannot ignore the laws.‖
―No, of course not,‖ Adel agreed. ―So they always choose the slavery?‖
Bathasar shook his head. ―No. There are a few who do not, who are not
willing to give up what they do to be slaves.‖
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―Give up?‖ Adel asked, raising his eyebrows.
―The pleasure slaves give up control of their bodies, to a point. They are no
longer allowed to give themselves pleasure. They are conditioned to
arousal—to be aroused and ready for a master at all times—whether they
want to or not. And they are locked to a command that they cannot give
themselves. They can never again determine when they have an orgasm. It
is entirely up to their master or mistress.‖
―Oh. I… I can‘t imagine being willing to do that.‖ Adel shook his head.
―Do they know this before they agree?‖
―Oh yes. But many believe it is a fair trade to stay out of the dungeons.
And some, those with that need to serve, to please, are even glad for it.
There are a few who have left the slave ranks and even chose to keep those
things in place. Teman and Nadir did.‖
Adel‘s eyes widened. ―Even though they do not have to? It can be reversed
and they chose not to?‖
Bathasar nodded. ―Yes. Again, it is a way that they can serve. They give
over this control to the one who collars them—Teman to me, Nadir to
Cyrus, though we often spend time with both.‖
Adel stared into his wine. ―That… I‘m not sure I understand completely.‖
―To be perfectly honest, neither do I. But that is because I don‘t have the
same need to serve that they do. I have learned to accept it and work with
it, for Teman‘s and Nadir‘s sakes.‖
Adel nodded. ―That, I can understand.‖
―Now, tell me what it is that is bothering you.‖
Adel looked up and sighed. ―Are you familiar with one of your servants
named Ghalib?‖

28 | GRACE R. DUNCAN

PART 5
GHALIB’S DECISION

GHALIB approached the malik‘s chambers and paused in front of the
guards.
―Hello, Ghalib!‖ The one on the left greeted him.
Ghalib smiled. ―Good evening, Shahid. How are you this evening?‖
―Grateful to be in out of the brewing storm.‖
―Indeed.‖ Ghalib nodded. ―We have been busy, closing everything up and
making sure everyone is safe.‖
Shahid nodded. ―It is a lot of work. Captain Akil came through earlier to
make sure we were all accounted for. It promises to be a long few days
cooped up.‖
Ghalib grinned. ―I‘m sure most will find something to occupy their time. I
imagine the pleasure slaves will be quite busy.‖
Shahid laughed. ―I do not doubt it. Did you have business with His
Highness?‖
Ghalib shook his head. ―No, I was requested by Teman.‖
―Oh, yes, he is inside. Have a good evening!‖ Shahid opened the door and
Ghalib nodded as he passed through.
―Thank you. And you too.‖
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When the door closed behind him, Ghalib looked around, frowning when
he didn‘t see anyone, at first. ―Teman?‖
―I‘m in here,‖ Teman called from the bathing room.
Ghalib stepped through the door and stopped, eyebrows going up.
―Teman?‖
Teman‘s long, brown hair was covered in dust, his face looked as if he‘d
rolled in mud and the robe he wore looked like it was supposed to be green,
though it, too, was covered.
Teman laughed. ―I must look a sight, I know. I was out to calm the horses.
They do not like the sandstorm that is brewing.‖
―Oh! I apologize.‖
Teman shook his head. ―Nothing to apologize for. But I must be bathed.
His Highness is stuck with Lord Atherol this afternoon, who thinks that the
storm is something that will blow over in a few hours and they should
simply work through it.‖
Ghalib raised an eyebrow as he crossed over to the lounger Teman perched
on. ―Hasn‘t he been here for a storm before?‖
Teman chuckled. ―Apparently not. He has been lucky enough to be back in
Saol for them.‖
Ghalib shook his head. ―He is in for a shock.‖
―Yes, he is. His squeak will be heard all the way in Tiantang when he
realizes.‖
Ghalib laughed. ―Oh dear, I‘m afraid so.‖ He helped Teman out of the robe
and tunic, then tugged each of the boots off. The robe, he feared, was a
complete loss. The tunic fared a bit better and the pants might be
salvageable. ―I‘m afraid this will end up in the scrap pile.‖ Ghalib held the
robe up and shook it a little. ―Hmmm. Maybe not. I‘ll see what we can do.‖
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Teman‘s eyes widened in horror. ―Oh, don‘t throw it away!‖
Ghalib grinned. ―Your… I mean, Teman, you must remember you are as
good as royalty now. You can‘t be seen in something that won‘t come
clean.‖
Teman rolled his eyes and muttered something impolite under his breath. ―I
am not royalty.‖ He sighed. ―But I can see your point. Though… do not
throw it away. There is someone who needs it.‖
Ghalib nodded in understanding. ―We do not actually throw it away, I
apologize. It will be laundered the best we can and given to someone in
need.‖
―Oh.‖ Teman sighed. ―Thank you. That relieves my mind.‖
Ghalib smiled. ―That has been done for many years, as I understand it.‖ He
took the key Teman held out and unlocked the cage confining Teman‘s
cock.
The first time he‘d had to do this, he‘d been a little shocked, very
embarrassed and… extremely aroused. He‘d managed to hide it from
Teman, as far as he could tell, but it had been quite uncomfortable. He
removed the lock, then took the cage itself off. The ring opened on a hinge
and by the time both parts had been placed on the side of the tub, Teman‘s
cock had hardened.
He‘d heard about the conditioning the pleasure slaves went through. Many
of the servants speculated about the truth of what happened in the slaves
wing, though Ghalib had a feeling none of them understood it completely.
Even he wasn‘t quite sure what all happened and he felt it was too intrusive
to ask Teman directly.
Though he was, in a word, fascinated.
He forced his mind away from it lest he embarrass himself again. He‘d
managed to learn how to keep himself from reacting as strongly as he had
before but it hadn‘t ceased to turn him on.
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He turned back to Teman and waited until the man had slid under the
water. Ghalib rolled his pants up, slipped out of his shoes and sat on the
side of the tub, picking up the pitcher kept for rinsing.
―Tell me how you have been doing,‖ Teman said as Ghalib poured the
water.
Before Ghalib could stop it, a heavy sigh slipped out. Teman looked over
his shoulder, raising an eyebrow. ―That sounded very… forlorn.‖
Ghalib scowled. ―Why does everyone think that?‖ he muttered to himself.
―Think what? And who is everyone?‖
Ghalib shook his head. ―I‘m sorry. It isn‘t your problem.‖
Teman turned around in the water and put a hand on Ghalib‘s arm.
―Ghalib… I would like to think of us as friends. I know that surprises
you—I know what you think of me, but really, I‘d like you to think of me
as a friend.‖
Ghalib sighed, though he did his best to not let this one sound so bad.
―There is a qadi here who is rather… nosy.‖
Teman‘s eyebrows went up. ―Would this qadi be… Adel, by chance?‖
Ghalib blinked at Teman. ―How could you know this?‖
Teman grinned. ―He was in here the other night, talking to His Highness
and was in a rather… not sour, not foul… but he was not in good spirits.‖
Ghalib simply stared at Teman for a few long moments. It couldn‘t
possibly mean anything. ―I‘m sure it is coincidence. Though… I did meet
the qadi—twice in fact, once the night of the Midwinter feast. And he, uh,
insisted I speak with him earlier this week.‖
―Ah. He is not unhappy with you, is he?‖
Ghalib shook his head. ―No, no. He… He said the same thing about a sigh
I‘d let out the night of the feast. That it was forlorn.‖ He waved his hand so
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Teman would turn around, then picked up the soap and worked up a lather.
―I didn‘t know he was out there. I‘d gone out for some air and… Well, he
must have been standing in the shadows or something.‖ Ghalib shook his
head, scowling again. ―I tried to tell him I didn‘t mean to interrupt but he
has a… rather irritating way of insisting.‖
He paused when he thought he heard a chuckle. ―Teman?‖
―Nothing. Sorry, something caught in my throat. Please, continue.‖
Ghalib chewed on his lip for another moment, then decided to continue.
―He kept trying to get me to tell him what was wrong. But the truth was, I
had no wish to confess something so trivial to a noble. They are not
interested in the maudlin musings of a servant.‖
―You are very well-spoken, Ghalib. Do you know that?‖ Teman asked
when Ghalib paused again.
Ghalib blinked at the back of Teman‘s head. ―I… I‘d… never thought of
myself that way. Thank you.‖
―Do you read?‖ Teman asked.
Ghalib nodded then remembered Teman‘s back was turned. ―When I can. I
don‘t have many books. My father was a learned man and taught me to
read early.‖
―What happened to him? Your mother?‖
Ghalib frowned. ―My mother died giving birth to my sister, who lives here
in the palace with another servant couple. My father… my father owed
some debts and found himself on the wrong side of a game of cards.‖
―I‘m sorry.‖
Ghalib shook his head. ―It was a long time ago. But I will always be
grateful for his teaching me to read. Well… maybe.‖
―Hmm? What does that mean?‖
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―I‘m not sure it was such a good thing. What good is it for a servant—a
footman, a page, a runner like me, to be able to read? All I seem to be
capable of is wishing I was somewhere else.‖ He stopped when he realized
what he‘d said. ―Uh, that was very impolite of me. I am sorry. I shouldn‘t
have said that.‖
Teman turned around and put a hand on Ghalib‘s arm, again. ―Why?‖
―It… it is ungrateful. I have been given a position in the palace—many,
many people would kill for what I have.‖ He gave a mirthless chuckle.
―Though I have considered something similar.‖ This, he muttered, hoping
that Teman wouldn‘t hear it and would simply let it go. But of course, he
wouldn‘t.
―What was that? Why?‖
Ghalib stopped trying to bathe Teman for a moment and simply looked at
him. ―This is the same reason Qadi Adel insisted I speak with him.‖ He
frowned. ―I wish to be something… else, something more.‖ He shook his
head. ―I am ridiculous and ungrateful. But the truth of it is, I am unhappy
running messages, holding doors, setting fires.‖ He shrugged a shoulder.
―Though I need to forget this. But that is why I sometimes rue the fact that
I can read. I know that there are other things out there, other places,
other…‖ he shook his head in frustration. ―I should be grateful for the food
I have, the warm clean clothes, a place to sleep out of the storm.‖
Teman pursed his lips and considered Ghalib for a long moment. ―Before I
came to the palace, I was never able to imagine a life other than the one I
led. I was free, I went anywhere I chose. Jasim and I did whatever we
wanted. And I thought I was happy. But I was missing something.
Something I found here. Have you considered that you‘re maybe just
lonely?‖
Ghalib gave a half-smile. ―You are more accurate than you know. It isn‘t
just that I wish to do something else. I… I often wish to be something. I…
I…‖ He paused and cleared his throat, knowing the color was rising in his
cheeks.
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―Oh, is there a girl?‖ Teman asked, grinning.
Ghalib dropped his gaze and swallowed. He didn‘t think he would get
censure from Teman for this, but years of keeping this to himself tangled
his tongue. He swallowed and looked up then shook his head. ―No. It…
I…‖ He sighed. ―I am… not interested in women.‖ It was barely a whisper
by the time he finished and he refused to look up at Teman.
―What‘s wrong with that?‖ Teman asked, sounding truly puzzled.
Ghalib looked up and blinked. ―Because it is not considered acceptable for
someone of my station.‖
Teman‘s eyes widened. ―Oh. I‘m sorry. I… as a Gypsy, I never paid much
attention to things like that. Our clan doesn‘t care.‖
―I… asked your mother about it once, and that is what she said.‖
Teman smiled. ―My mother would probably have laughed.‖
Ghalib nodded. ―She did. Please, let me finish taking care of you. We can
talk while I do. Unless… does my… uh, that I…‖
Teman shook his head. ―No. Don‘t worry.‖
Ghalib let out a breath. ―Okay.‖ He picked up the washcloth and focused
on soaping it up first.
―So, tell me then, what is it that you wish you were?‖
Ghalib spit it out before he could change his mind. ―Important to
someone.‖
Teman glanced over his shoulder and raised an eyebrow. ―I can see that.‖
Ghalib frowned. ―Qadi Adel finally convinced me to tell him what has been
on my mind, but I couldn‘t tell him that part.‖ He paused and scowled. ―He
does not behave like most of the nobility. He confuses me.‖
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―That‘s because he‘s not like most of the nobility,‖ Teman replied, shaking
his head.
―He asked me about apprenticing, about all manner of things but,
Teman…‖
―Yes, I know. You are a bit old for that.‖ He turned around and Ghalib saw
the frown. ―That still does not explain the comment you made earlier. What
did you mean about doing something similar? Surely you don‘t wish to go
to the dungeons!‖
Ghalib quickly shook his head. He‘d hoped Teman would let that go, but he
should have guessed. Teman was sharp, picked up on way too much. ―Oh,
no. No, uh…‖ he paused feeling his cheeks heat. He couldn‘t look at
Teman‘s face and focused instead on washing neck, chest and arms.
―Ghalib…‖
Ghalib sighed. ―I would hope to be given the choice.‖ His face felt hot and
he couldn‘t look up for anything.
―I see.‖ Teman‘s voice was neutral and this, more than anything, dragged
Ghalib‘s gaze up. He frowned at the expression on Teman‘s face, then he
realized the problem. Teman chose to come back to the palace after being
given his freedom, but Ghalib suspected, as did a few others, that if Teman
truly wanted to leave, Bathasar wouldn‘t stop him. So, in essence, he could
still choose freedom.
But as a Gypsy, he‘d never truly choose slavery.
Ghalib swallowed, dropping his eyes again. ―I… please, forget I said
anything. I wouldn‘t really, I couldn‘t, I mean…‖
Teman put a hand on his arm again. ―Ghalib, I‘m sorry. It is not for me to
judge you. You were not raised with the same values I was.‖
Ghalib shook his head. ―No, it was wrong of me to suggest it, I—‖
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―Ghalib stop.‖ He reached up and tilted Ghalib‘s chin until Ghalib was
forced to look at him. ―The fault is mine. I shouldn‘t have reacted like
that.‖ He paused to tilt his head. ―What is it that makes you want that?‖
Ghalib looked away and picked up the soap for something to focus on.
―You seem… compared to what I can be, you seem… freer. You once told
me that people can do a lot of things they don‘t think they can.‖ He
frowned. ―When I‘d said I didn‘t think I could be a slave. But… I feel…‖
―Trapped?‖ Teman asked.
Ghalib looked up and nodded. ―Yes.‖
―Do you remember what I told you that we give up as slaves?‖
Ghalib nodded again. ―Yes. You have no control over your bodies in some
things.‖ He nodded his head, indicating Teman‘s still-hard cock. ―Your
conditioning, your training.‖
―I can not, and I doubt I will ever be able to, give myself an orgasm.‖
Ghalib nodded. ―I‘d heard something like that.‖
―As a pleasure slave, you have no control over who you can be with. If you
are requested by a mistress—a woman, you must please her.‖ He frowned.
―Though, Cyrus and Nadir are trying to learn the preferences of the nobility
and slaves and match them accordingly.‖ He looked up again. ―Are you
saying you want to be a pleasure slave?‖
Ghalib smiled sadly. ―I‘m not even sure I‘m pretty enough to be one.‖ He
looked up, eyes widening as soon as it came out. ―I don‘t mean… It was
not meant…‖ he dropped his face into his hands. ―I believe I should use
this bar on my tongue.
Teman laughed and touched Ghalib‘s shoulder. ―First off, I am not
offended by ‗pretty.‘ I don‘t think of myself that way, but that‘s fine.
Second, you are a very good-looking young man, Ghalib. And I am quite
sure that you would find yourself requested quite often.‖
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Ghalib looked up. ―You think so?‖
―Yes.‖ Teman nodded. ―But…‖ He paused and looked Ghalib over for a
long moment. He shook his head. ―There must be something else you are
good at?‖
Ghalib chuckled. ―The only thing I am good at is taking care of people.‖
Teman‘s eyes narrowed briefly. ―I think I understand.‖
Ghalib raised his eyebrows. ―What do you understand?‖
―Something I don‘t think you do yet. Hurry, finish bathing me. There is
someone you should talk to.‖
Ghalib looked in puzzlement at Teman for a long moment, but found out
quickly Teman wasn‘t giving any more information, so he turned his
attention to finishing the bath then brushing hair and arranging clothes.
When Teman was once more caged and dressed and Ghalib‘s shoes were
back on, he took Ghalib‘s hand. ―Come with me.‖
Ghalib, confused, did as he was bid and in very short order, found himself
climbing the steps of the tower to the slaves‘ wing. By the time they stood
in front of the third door in the hall, he was thoroughly baffled. ―Teman?
Why are we here?‖
―I want you to talk to someone for a few moments. If what I suspect is
correct, he will know and then I may be able to help you.‖
―Help me?‖ Ghalib shook his head, still lost.
―Yes. But don‘t worry.‖ Teman smiled at him then turned and knocked.
The door opened to one of the men that had been another personal slave of
the malik the year before. ―Teman!‖ he called, pulling Teman into the room
and forcing Ghalib to let go of Teman‘s hand.
Teman and the man embraced for a long moment, then the other man—
Ghalib remembered his name as Nadir—who was slightly shorter than
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Teman with long, thick black hair, sparkling eyes and a pretty smile, leaned
in and kissed Teman. Ghalib felt his face heat—and his cock start to
swell—when the kiss deepened and turned quite passionate.
When they broke apart, Nadir panted. ―Well, what was that for?‖
Teman grinned. ―I missed you.‖
Ghalib watched color spread on Nadir‘s cheeks but his smile grew as wide
as Teman‘s. ―I missed you. We‘ve been busy training a new slave but he
finished today, so we will be free again. Oh!‖ He said, looking up and
seeing Ghalib. ―Hello.‖
―Oops.‖ Teman turned and held a hand out at Ghalib. When he didn‘t
move, Teman leaned further and took his hand, tugging until he moved
closer. ―Nadir, you‘ve seen Ghalib before. Ghalib, this is Nadir, His
Highness‘s other lover and my best friend.‖
Nadir looked at Teman in surprise, eyebrows going up. ―Best friend?‖
Teman nodded, smile fading. ―You‘ve come to mean so much to me.‖ He
raised a hand and brushed his finger‘s over Nadir‘s cheek. ―We‘ve grown
so close. Is… is that okay?‖
Ghalib was surprised to see the uncertainty on Teman‘s face, but Nadir
smiled, leaned in and erased it quickly with a kiss. ―Yes, it‘s very okay. It
makes me feel good. I‘ll be happy to call you best friend. What… what
about Jasim?‖ Nadir asked, frowning.
―Jas has made friends in Tiantang. We‘ll always be close, he‘s as much a
brother as friend. But… we‘re days—weeks—apart. And, you and I…‖ He
trailed off and shrugged a shoulder, head bowed.
Nadir tilted Teman‘s face up and kissed him again. ―It‘s alright. I‘m happy
to take over the role. Though… you know that there‘s more than friendship
from my side, right?‖
Teman smiled widely. ―As there is from mine.‖
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Ghalib wanted desperately to pull his hand away and slip out the door. He
felt like he very much did not belong witnessing this scene. But as Ghalib
tried to let go of Teman‘s hand, Teman tightened his around Ghalib‘s and
refused to let go. ―We will talk more of this a little later. Hmm?‖
Nadir nodded. ―Yes, definitely. Now, what can I do for you, Ghalib?‖ he
asked, turning to Ghalib who felt like he‘d just stepped out into the middle
of a court session or something with the entire room looking at him.
―Uh…‖
Teman rescued him. ―I‘d like you to talk to Ghalib for a few minutes. I
believe I recognize something in him that you will, too.‖
Ghalib frowned. Something in me? Did he mean who I am attracted to?
Teman and Nadir exchanged looks. ―Ah, yes,‖ Nadir said, nodding. He
turned to Ghalib, smiling. ―Ghalib? Let‘s sit and talk for a few moments.‖

WHEN Teman came back a short while later to collect him, Ghalib was
thoroughly confused. Nadir had asked him a series of questions, some he
had answers to and others he didn‘t. Nadir had, yet again, asked him what
he was good at and Ghalib had given the only answer he had. But that had
only seemed to satisfy some unknown-to-Ghalib criteria for something and
puzzled him.
―So, was I right?‖ Teman asked.
Nadir nodded. ―Oh yes. You have a knack for this. Perhaps you should be
here instead of me.‖
Teman laughed. ―Hardly. I would be way too tempted to run some of the
nobility through with a dagger, rather than deal with them.‖ Teman shook
his head. ―You have infinitely more patience than I do.‖
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Ghalib raised an eyebrow, surprised at how casually Teman discussed
killing a member of the nobility. But then again, Teman was lover to the
malik and not likely to be hanged for something like making a comment
like that. He also didn‘t think Teman really would. But simply saying it
could get a person arrested. Ghalib shook the thought away and turned back
to them.
At that moment another man stepped into the room. ―Ah, Cyrus, this is
Ghalib,‖ Nadir said, holding a hand out.
Cyrus stepped forward, offering his hand. As Ghalib shook it, Cyrus
smiled. ―It‘s nice to officially meet you. I‘ve heard all about you from
Teman, though I have seen you often, we simply didn‘t have much
occasion to talk.‖
Ghalib raised his eyebrows. ―You remember me, then?‖
Cyrus smiled. ―Yes, of course I do. You were with us up at Dhel al-Jebal
last year.‖
Ghalib nodded. ―I was. I didn‘t realize that you knew who I was.‖
―Oh yes quite. We saw you in His Highness‘s meetings, as well.‖ He
turned to Nadir and Teman.
―So, what will you do?‖ Nadir asked, glancing at Ghalib.
Teman smiled. ―Speak first with Bathasar. I sincerely doubt he would deny
it, but it is something to discuss first. I don‘t think this has ever happened
before.‖
Nadir shook his head. ―No, no, I don‘t think so either.‖ He smiled at Ghalib
and brushed his hand over Ghalib‘s hair. ―He is very handsome.‖
―Very,‖ Cyrus agreed.
Teman‘s smile widened. ―That‘s what I told him.‖
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Ghalib‘s cheeks turned red at the compliment and his eyes widened as he
realized what they were saying. Were they discussing his comment about
becoming a pleasure slave? Could he? Did he really want to? His heart
started pounding at the thought. He‘d certainly contemplated it often
enough when he‘d been alone at night, asleep on his pallet in the room he
shared with the other male servants. He‘d wondered what it would be like
to be more… visible to someone than he was as a servant. Even
temporarily, even for only a night, someone would call him by name. They
would know him, he could serve them and only them.
He certainly hadn‘t forgotten Teman‘s words. He knew very well what the
slaves gave up. But as he‘d never actually had sex and wasn‘t likely going
to be able to unless he did something like this, he wasn‘t entirely sure that
was a bad thing. He thought he could live with that.
If you are requested by a mistress—a woman, you must please her. But…
he thought, perhaps, he could handle that if he was taught how. And, just
maybe, the conditioning he‘d heard bits and pieces about might help with
it. He didn‘t know what all went on with that, but as he thought it through,
his cock twitched, his heart sped up and he swallowed. Did he want this?
―Ghalib?‖ Teman asked and Ghalib pulled himself together. He might be
wrong, it might not be what they were discussing.
Ghalib smiled. ―I‘m sorry, I was lost in thought. What is it?‖
―Obviously.‖ Teman chuckled. ―Let‘s go back to His Highness‘s rooms.
We will talk there. He should be through with Lord Atherol soon.‖ Teman
turned to Cyrus and the two kissed deeply then he also gave Nadir a very
long, thorough kiss. ―And I will see you soon, yes?‖
Nadir nodded, kissing Teman again. ―Yes, yes.‖
Teman grinned and stepped back. ―I better.‖
Ghalib glanced at Nadir then to Teman then back and bowed his head.
―Uh… Good-bye.‖
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Nadir smiled. ―Good-bye, Ghalib. I‘ll see you.‖
―Bye,‖ Cyrus said. ―Nadir is right. We‘ll see you.‖
Ghalib raised a hand in a wave. ―Uh, yes,‖ he mumbled not knowing why
that would be, but he didn‘t know what else to say. With another head bow,
he turned and followed Teman down the stairs.

―PLEASE, have a seat.‖ Teman waved a hand at one of the chairs by the
fire. Ghalib frowned, but perched on the edge. Teman shook his head.
―Please, relax. I don‘t bite. Not even if you ask.‖ Ghalib blinked at him and
Teman rolled his eyes. ―It was a jest.‖
―Oh!‖ Ghalib blushed and he shifted back a little, but not much.
Teman tilted his head and considered Ghalib who responded by shifting
back onto the chair more. Teman gave a nod of satisfaction then took a
chair of his own. ―Tell me, Ghalib, are you aware that… some people like
pain?‖
Ghalib frowned. ―I have heard that, yes. It is rather difficult not to, here in
the palace.‖
Teman nodded, smiling ruefully. ―Indeed, that is true. Then you are also
aware that some people like to give it, including many of the nobility here.‖
Ghalib nodded. ―That… does not surprise me.‖
Teman paused, eyes going to the fire crackling on the hearth. ―When I first
came here… it seems so long ago.‖ He shook his head and turned back to
Ghalib. ―When I went through training, I was, of course, trained to accept
pain.‖
Ghalib‘s eyes widened. He wondered why the idea of pain made his cock
twitch. Pushing it off to consider later, he nodded at Teman.
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―It is… designed to help the slave learn to deal with the pain. People, even
people who like to take it, do so in different ways. Nadir, that you met
today, enjoys pain. Not all pain, of course,‖ he said and Ghalib guessed he
had a disbelieving look on his face. ―No. There are good kinds of pain and
bad kinds, even for people who like it. But Nadir likes pain from the
beginning. I enjoy it, too, but I work through it and find pleasure later.
Others simply learn how to handle it to get through it. The slaves are
conditioned to stay aroused though pain, even if they don‘t enjoy it. It‘s
another aspect of the slavery to consider.‖
Teman looked back toward the fire and opened his mouth to speak when
the door opened. Ghalib turned around to see Bathasar step in. He sprang to
his feet and bowed low.
He heard Bathasar sigh. ―Please, Ghalib, that is not necessary.‖
Ghalib looked up, puzzled. ―Your Highness?‖
Bathasar shook his head, looking exasperated. ―If you wish to bow, that is
fine, but please, I do not stand on ceremony in my private quarters. I try not
to stand on ceremony most of the time, but no one seems to listen.
Especially, however, please, in my private quarters, be comfortable.‖ He
smiled and Ghalib felt himself relax a bit. Bathasar nodded. ―Good. Please,
sit. I am guessing you were visiting with my love. I must go clean up. I will
return.‖
―Bathasar,‖ Teman said, standing to follow.
Ghalib wondered if he should leave but before he could decide, Teman
turned around. ―Don‘t go anywhere. Stay. In fact, have some wine and sit.‖
Ghalib blinked at Teman but nodded his head. ―Yes, yo—uh, Teman.‖
Teman grinned and rolled his eyes. ―We will be back shortly.‖
Ghalib watched them go into the bathing room and when they‘d
disappeared, he sat back down. He still couldn‘t quite bring himself to sit
all the way back and perched once more on the edge of the chair. And even
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if he‘d felt comfortable having wine, he doubted he could handle it in that
moment. He tried to get himself to sit back in the chair farther and work to
relax at least a little.
He let the last hour work through is mind, trying to make sense of all that
he‘d heard and learned. He couldn‘t pretend any more he didn‘t know what
they were discussing. He was very sure that, at that moment, Teman was
talking to His Highness about the possibility of Ghalib becoming a pleasure
slave.
Despite all he‘d fantasized about, despite all he‘d heard, seen, felt, the idea
that he actually could become one had never really occurred to him. Yet, he
had a feeling that he would be facing that decision in very short order.
Could he give up his freedom? He thought about never leaving the palace
again, about never having the chance to leave Behekam, much less Neyem.
Yet, he‘d had plenty of opportunity and still, he hadn‘t left the palace more
than a handful of times since he‘d arrived. He‘d never been outside of the
city. And when he thought about not having that ability, he felt… nothing,
one way or the other.
He‘d certainly already considered the conditioning. His cock hardened
embarrassingly fast already. But he knew there was more to it, even if he
didn‘t understand all of it. He‘d seen the cages. Could he wear one? A
collar?
Could he be—live—naked?
He blushed at the thought. But when he‘d been in the slaves‘ wing a short
while before, no one had seemed to even make an issue out of being naked
and he wondered if he wouldn‘t simply get used to it the way the others
had.
He frowned as he tried to work through all the questions in his head. There
was so much to consider. There was his sister. Would he ever be able to see
her? Would he want to, if he was naked? She was in good hands, she
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certainly didn‘t need him, anymore. She was very happy with her new
family.
He stood up and paced to the window, though the shutters had long since
been locked against the storm. He closed his eyes and listened to the wind
blow and the sand batter against the wood.
…Trained to accept pain…
He let that thought work through his mind. He‘d certainly experienced
plenty of pain over the years. Most of it, he‘d certainly not liked. He
remembered once a kitchen maid who‘d mistaken him for another of the
runners, thinking he‘d been the one to pinch her ass and she‘d slapped him.
He remembered being very confused when, while it‘d hurt, he‘d rather
liked it. He didn‘t know what that said, if he was like Teman and Nadir, or
not. But he suspected that, at least, the pain training would not cause him a
problem.
So, if they offered him the chance, was he hesitating? Why?
Ghalib sighed, opened his eyes and paced back to the chair. Just as he sat—
on the edge once more—Teman and Bathasar came out from the bathing
room. Ghalib sprang to his feet, earning him a long-suffering sigh from
Bathasar. Ghalib blushed, but couldn‘t bring himself to sit back down.
―Really…‖ Bathasar shook his head and threw a glare at the snicker Teman
let out. The glare only pulled a louder snort.
―Really indeed, my love. What do you expect? You are our ruler. We can
hardly keep from showing you the proper respect.‖ Teman grinned.
―But we‘re alone,‖ Bathasar nearly whined. ―No one is around to care or
think about it.‖ He waved a hand. ―Never mind. Sit, Ghalib. That‘s an
order.‖
Ghalib sat, though he stayed perched on the edge of the chair. He watched
out of the corner of his eye as Teman went over to a table and started
pouring wine. But Ghalib‘s attention was drawn back to Bathasar when he
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took the chair opposite Ghalib, rolling his eyes. ―Teman and I have been
talking.‖ He tilted his head and Ghalib couldn‘t decipher the look in his
eyes. ―Sit back. Relax.‖ He sighed. ―I wish I could order you to do that.‖
This last was muttered, but Ghalib caught it.
Ghalib took a deep breath, scooted to the back of the chair and did his best
to let go of the tension. He couldn‘t stop the confusion and tension that was
caused by why he was there. But he worked to relax a little and at least try
to not appear like he needed to jump up and bow at any given second.
Bathasar watched this and nodded. ―Good. Thank you.‖ He smiled and
Ghalib felt himself relax even further. ―I really like to think of myself as a
fair, friendly, approachable person.‖ He chuckled. ―Unfortunately, my title
seems to get in the way of that.‖
Teman came back then and handed a goblet of wine to Bathasar then turned
and held one out at Ghalib. Ghalib widened his eyes, but took the glass,
hoping to not upset Bathasar any further than he already had by refusing.
He still felt uncomfortable at sitting with the malik like an equal, but he
was beginning to learn that Bathasar rather preferred that. Not that he could
ever get comfortable with that idea, but he‘d at least try to pretend. After
retrieving a third glass for himself, Teman took a seat in the chair next to
Bathasar.
Ghalib smiled. ―I… if I may, Your Highness… it is that very… um…
attitude that makes us want to show the respect.‖
―So I‘ve been told,‖ Bathasar said, ruefully, shaking his head. ―I am not
about to turn into a tyrant or nasty person just to get people to not want to
show respect.‖ He waved a hand. ―Okay. Enough about that. My love has
been telling me some interesting things, Ghalib.‖
Butterflies Ghalib didn‘t know he had woke in his stomach and fluttered.
―Oh, Your Highness?‖
Bathasar nodded. ―He has indeed. He started by telling me that you prefer
men to women. I am… aware of the restrictions people of your station feel
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over that sort of thing. If I could, I would change them now. But that is an
ideal that takes time to happen. I‘m afraid that even if I made it clear that
who you are attracted to is none of the law‘s business, it would not change
the peoples‘ view.‖
Ghalib nodded, frowning. ―Yes, I understand.‖
Bathasar smiled. ―I also understand that those of us in the higher ranks
have a bit more freedom when it comes to that, especially when we choose
pleasure slaves. I wish I could do something to make that easier on you, but
I cannot. As for the other…‖ He frowned and glanced at Teman. ―I confess,
I‘m a bit at a loss as to how to proceed.‖
―Let me, love.‖ Teman took a sip of his wine and smiled encouragingly. ―I
think, as intelligent as you are, you‘ve figured this out, haven‘t you,
Ghalib?‖
Ghalib swallowed, then decided that a bit of wine might not be a bad idea
after all, and took a drink. He cleared his throat. ―I believe so. I… I…‖ He
sighed, unable to make himself say it.
Bathasar breathed a sigh of obvious relief. ―Thank you, love.‖ He paused to
take Teman‘s hand and kiss it then turned back to Ghalib.
―I can… well, I don‘t exactly understand the need to serve,‖ Bathasar said.
Need to serve. That summed it up pretty well. Ghalib hadn‘t put it like that
before, but that was about as accurate as it could get. I’m best at taking
care of people. He wasn‘t far off in what he‘d said, even if the way he‘d
said it wasn‘t exactly right. Ghalib focused back on Bathasar when he
spoke again.
―But… I recognize that some people have that. What I do understand is that
the type of service you give now in the palace doesn‘t come close to filling
that need.‖ He paused and considered Ghalib again for a long moment.
Then, finally asked, ―Do you want to go into pleasure slavery, Ghalib?‖
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He took a deep breath. The question hung in the air as if suspended on a
string between them. The idea that‘d been teasing him for some time. And
now that it was presented to him, the butterflies went from fluttering to
rioting, his heart pounded, his palms moistened and his throat dried
completely. Could he do this? Was this what he wanted?
Yes. That answer to the latter question rang clearly in his mind. So, he
knew he wanted it. But… could he? ―I… I…‖ He swallowed hard, staring
into his wine.
He hadn‘t heard any movements, but a moment later, Teman was squatting
next to his chair. ―Ghalib?‖
He glanced over at the man who‘d befriended him, swallowed around his
dry throat and dug up the ability to speak. ―I…‖
―Perhaps I should ask another question and make a few things clear,‖
Bathasar said, drawing Ghalib‘s attention. ―Are you unhappy in the
palace?‖
Ghalib quickly shook his head. ―No, Your Highness!‖ Ghalib‘s cheeks
heated but he forced himself to look up at Bathasar. ―Your… Highness, I
don‘t want to seem ungrateful for what I‘ve been given here. I am very glad
that my sister has a home, that I have food—‖
Bathasar shook his head, holding up a hand. ―I don‘t think that, not at all.‖
He smiled gently. ―And it‘s not given. You most definitely earn it. No, I
want to make sure you like the palace itself. As a part of the pleasure
slaves, you will be forced to stay inside most of the time. We do allow
them out on the grounds, but they cannot leave the palace completely.
Though, if you did do this, if you found that you were truly unhappy… I
would not make you stay.‖
Ghalib‘s eyes widened. ―You… you wouldn‘t?‖
Bathasar smiled. ―I prefer to think I‘m not a tyrant.‖
Ghalib blushed. ―I didn‘t mean—‖
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Bathasar sighed. ―I can‘t even make a joke. Anyway, no. If you choose to
become one, you may also choose to leave. I would ask you give it some
time, get through the training, give yourself a real chance to see if you‘ll be
happy there, but… if, in the end, you aren‘t… you will be free to go back to
your former duties.‖
Ghalib stared at Bathasar for a long time, then dropped his gaze to his wine
glass. Teman laid a hand on his leg and he met the brown eyes that were
focused on him. ―I… I… what if I am horrible at it?‖ He flicked a glance at
Bathasar, then Teman. His cheeks burned brighter and he dropped his
voice. ―I… uh… I have never… um…‖ He cleared his throat and looked
away.
Teman‘s hand tightened. ―It‘s all right. I think you will do beautifully, I
think you‘ll… bloom there, in fact. They will teach you all you need to
know. And you will have a chance to… practice… your skills before they
pronounce you ready to be requested.‖ Ghalib looked up again and Teman
nodded. ―But I really don‘t think you have anything to worry about.‖
Ghalib met Teman‘s gaze for another moment, then took a deep breath and,
around his pounding heart, finally forced the words out. ―Then yes. I would
like that.‖
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PART 6
THIS IS WHERE (ADEL)
GOES BERSERK

―You made him do what?‖ Adel stared at Bathasar in shock.
Bathasar shook his head and Adel thought he saw a carefully-hidden smirk.
―Ghalib is now part of the pleasure slaves.‖
Adel blinked at his friend for a long moment then frowned. ―When I asked
for help with him, I thought you would help. I didn‘t think you would
consign him to slavery. I…‖ He shook his head and opened his mouth to
speak but Bathasar held a hand up before he could.
―I did not consign him to slavery. You misunderstand. I didn‘t make him.
He is on his way to the slaves‘ wing now with Teman because he chose to
go.‖
Adel scrunched his eyebrows up in puzzlement. ―I‘m sorry, Bath, but that
makes no sense. Why would someone choose slavery?‖
Bathasar pursed his lips and looked thoughtful for a long moment then
waved a hand at the armchairs in front of the fire. ―Please, Adel, let‘s take a
seat.‖
Adel frowned but chose one and settled in while Bathasar poured wine. He
kept his silence, letting the idea work its way through his mind, but nothing
seemed to want to make sense to him. Adel took the offered goblet and
sipped as Bathasar claimed his own seat.
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Bathasar took a drink of his wine and appeared to consider his words
carefully. ―Do you remember when I told you about my loves?‖
―I could hardly forget it,‖ Adel said with a snort. ―I‘ve never been so
confused in my life. I‘m still not sure I understand. But…‖ He frowned and
blinked at Bathasar. ―Wait. Are you saying that this is the same thing?‖
Bathasar smiled and nodded. ―Indeed it is. Teman and Nadir believe Ghalib
has a similar need to serve that they do. Ghalib…‖ He paused and sighed.
―I am not sure it is my right to tell you this.‖
Adel raised an eyebrow. ―You are malik. It is your right to do anything you
please.‖
Bathasar rolled his eyes. ―You know that is not how I work.‖
―Yes, I do,‖ Adel conceded, holding a hand up. ―My apologies.‖
―It‘s okay. I know I‘m… unusual.‖ Adel laughed and Bathasar grinned then
continued. ―Ghalib prefers men.‖
Adel tilted his head. ―I suspected that but… what has that to do with him
joining the slaves?‖
―Perhaps since you aren‘t here in Behekam all that much, you don‘t realize.
People of his station are not… well, it‘s not acceptable for them to engage
in a relationship with someone of the same sex. We—the nobility, I
mean—have an… immunity of sorts… to that kind of censure. For the most
part, anyway, especially when it comes to choosing lovers or slaves. We
cannot marry someone of the same sex, but no one would ever consider
making a comment, for instance, if you always chose male slaves. If, that
is, you chose slaves at all.‖
Adel digested that for a few moments in silence, Bathasar sipping wine and
letting him work through it. ―I see. And he feels that this is a way for him
to… explore his sexuality? Without worrying about the… social
consequences?‖
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Bathasar nodded. ―It is one part of it. Ghalib seems quite lost, struggling to
find his place. He is too intelligent by half to remain a simple servant. I can
see that from the limited time I‘ve talked to him.‖
―I have seen that, myself. I can certainly understand why he would be
unhappy with his position.‖ Adel shook his head. ―But… slavery? Isn‘t
there some other way to help him?‖ He scowled. ―I… Bathasar, the men
who would use him, the things they would do to him! I…‖ He shook his
head again.
Adel didn‘t like the smirk on his friend‘s face. ―You know how to stop that,
don‘t you?‖ he asked, and Adel tried, he really did, to keep the glare
contained. He guessed by the grin that he failed.
―I do not take slaves.‖
―So, you have said.‖ Bathasar raised his eyebrows. ―And, even to save
Ghalib from ―those men,‖ you wouldn‘t consider it?‖
Adel frowned. ―I…that‘s not fair.‖ He shook his head. ―This… I don‘t
understand. Perhaps I should talk to him, instead. Maybe he can see reason.
He is, as you say, intelligent. There must be a better way to handle this.‖
Bathasar shook his head, poorly containing his widening grin. ―I believe
talking to him might help.‖ He sighed and sobered a bit. ―But you might go
into it with the idea of trying to understand him. He is lost. He does need
something more. But this way of serving is… yes, I told you before I don‘t
understand it completely. But they would not harm him. Cyrus and Nadir
are very good at what they do.‖
Adel looked up, pursing his lips. ―Harm him? What is that supposed to
mean? He‘s a slave! It‘s harder to harm someone more unless you kill
them.‖
Bathasar sighed again. ―He is… much like my love Teman, he is a slave in
name only. He chose to become part of them. He wanted to explore this
part of himself. I saw no reason to deny him.‖
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―He‘s just a boy!‖ Adel burst out. ―He hardly knows—‖
―Ghalib is a man. Fully grown and more than capable of making his own
decisions. Tell me, Adel, if he were not a servant, knowing his age as I
know you do, would you have hesitated to spend time with him? Take him
to bed?‖
Adel looked away. He didn‘t need to answer; Bathasar already knew it.
He‘d spent more than a few sleepless nights thinking about that very thing,
wondering what Ghalib would feel like, taste like. Hints of the man‘s scent
had been haunting him for weeks now.
―What about him being a slave makes you hesitate now? Is it because
others will have touched him?‖
Adel snorted before he could stop it. ―I am hardly that hypocritical. That
would be exceedingly unfair, would it not?‖ He refused to examine the
small thought prodding him in the back of his mind, telling him that was
exactly the problem, that he wanted to be the only one touching Ghalib, he
wanted to be the one to bring the man pleasure.
―Then what?‖ Bathasar tilted his head, looking genuinely puzzled.
―I…‖ Adel frowned then shrugged. ―I don‘t know exactly. I suppose the
thought of slavery always chafed. But you say he is a slave in name only?‖
Bathasar nodded. ―Yes. I have asked him to give it a chance, see the
training through but if he was truly unhappy, I would not make him stay.‖
Adel shook his head. ―Even so. There must be another way. I… I need to
talk to him, try to get him to see reason.‖ He started to stand when Bathasar
held a hand out.
―Please. I am quite sure he will talk to you, but give him a couple of days.
He will have a lot to deal with in the beginning. Let him get settled a bit
before you go and do me a favor.‖
Adel raised an eyebrow. ―What is that?‖
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―I will talk to Cyrus and Nadir. Watch him, just for a short while, before
you talk him out of it.‖
―Watch him?‖
Bathasar nodded. ―Yes. There are places you can observe what is going on.
Watch him, see how he handles it. Then talk to him.‖
Adel frowned. He wanted to talk to Ghalib now, wanted to stop this
foolishness, but he wasn‘t about to go against his malik‘s wishes. ―Two
days. I can wait that long. And I will watch.‖
He didn‘t like the smirk hidden behind Bathasar‘s wine goblet. ―Two
days,‖ Bathasar agreed, sipping.
Adel narrowed his eyes. That had been too easy, but with no better idea for
how to argue his point, he kept his silence and focused on his wine.
Two days suddenly felt like an eternity.
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PART 7
GHALIB’S WELCOME

GHALIB spent the entire trip from Bathasar‘s quarters to the slaves‘ wing
second guessing himself. Grateful Teman didn‘t push him to talk, he kept
turning the same questions over in his head. Was this the right thing? What
had he gotten himself into?
What was going to happen now?
He only had the vaguest of ideas about what to expect. He knew there was
conditioning involved. He‘d be trained in sex. He‘d be naked. Beyond that,
he had no real clue and now that he thought it through, he realized he
should have asked so many more questions before he‘d agreed to it.
He glanced over at Teman then back to the hallway ahead. Teman seemed
happy. And as a gypsy, formerly as free as the wind, he‘d assured Ghalib
on more than one occasion that he‘d do it all again. So… it couldn‘t be that
bad, could it?
He could admit that a small part of him was excited about the prospects. It
bothered him quite a bit that he‘d made it to this age and still had no sexual
experience. The other pages and footmen went on and on in the evenings in
the kitchens about which maid they‘d been with or what brothel they‘d
gone to. They talked often about who they were going to take to bed and—
to Ghalib‘s supreme embarrassment—what they would do when they got
there.
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He‘d kept his mouth firmly shut. Entirely aside from his sexual
preferences, he had no experience and had had no wish to clue the others in
to that. The teasing and jokes at his expense would never have ended.
So he was looking forward to some portion of it. But the bigger portion, the
unknown, had him more reticent than excited.
―It‘s not that bad.‖
Ghalib started and looked over at Teman, raising his eyebrows.
Teman nodded. ―I won‘t lie, there are definitely difficult parts of the
training. But I am sure that Cyrus and Nadir will take care of you.‖
Ghalib considered that as they started up the last set of stairs. ―Is it… I…‖
he sighed. ―Never mind me. It‘s a bit late for questions now,‖ he said,
chuckling.
Teman stopped, turning to him and putting a hand on his arm. ―You can
still change your mind, Ghalib. If you truly didn‘t want this, we can go
right back.‖
Ghalib frowned but shook his head. ―No. I… I will admit I am nervous
about what is to come, but no. I think this is the right thing for me.‖
Teman smiled, squeezing his arm. ―I think so, too. I do think you‘ll do
beautifully. Flourish, as it were.‖
―Thank you.‖ Ghalib smiled and his heart slowed just a little. ―I… that
helps.‖
―You‘re welcome.‖ He turned and they continued up the stairs. ―When I
first started, I had no one to tell me what to expect. I was… bewildered and
confused. There was so much happening to me. Cyrus and Nadir did a lot
to help me understand and that, I think, went a long way toward making it
easier to deal with. Trust them. They would never truly hurt you.‖
Ghalib pursed his lips. ―I thought you said there was… pain training?‖
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Teman chuckled. ―Yes, I‘m sorry. Some things—the pain training,
specifically—will hurt. But they won‘t do anything that would… cause real
damage. Nothing lasting. Entirely aside from the fact that my love has
made sure that it won‘t happen, they don‘t believe in it.‖
―Oh, okay.‖ Ghalib nodded. ―I think I understand.‖
They reached the top of the steps and Ghalib, his heart pounding once
more, followed Teman to the same door they‘d approached earlier. After
Teman knocked, Ghalib heard a muffled ―enter!‖ from inside.
He stepped with Teman into the room and glanced around. He‘d been too
confused earlier to take much in but it looked like most other rooms in the
palace. Colorful silks hung at the currently covered windows. Lamps and a
lit fireplace provided light. A lounger, two chairs and a pile of cushions
provided seating. The wind battered hard at the wooden shutters, drowning
out Cyrus‘s voice briefly.
―Ah! Welcome back. I thought we‘d see you again,‖ Cyrus said, standing
and rounding his desk. He looked over at Teman. ―So, he has agreed,
then?‖
Teman nodded, smiling at Ghalib. ―He is… understandably nervous. But
when I suggested we turn back, he said he still wanted to do it.‖
Cyrus smiled at Ghalib and Ghalib worked to try not to let his nerves creep
back. ―I understand, Ghalib. I was quite nervous in the beginning, too. I
think we all are. It‘s the unknown. But Nadir and I will do our best to tell
you what to expect. I find that keeps it from being too overwhelming.‖ He
frowned and turned back to Teman. ―Did His Highness mention any…
uh… differences in how we are to deal with Ghalib?‖
Teman shook his head. ―No, he didn‘t. But now that you mention it, I
wonder.‖ He chewed on his bottom lip for a long moment then shook his
head again. ―I will ask him and let you know. He did ask that Ghalib see
the training through. But if he is truly unhappy, Bathasar won‘t force him
to stay.‖
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Cyrus nodded. ―I believe that of him.‖
―Somehow, though, I don‘t think he will be unhappy here. Will you,
Ghalib?‖ Teman turned a smile on him.
Surprised by being directly addressed, Ghalib blushed and stuttered. ―N-no,
Your, uh, Teman, I don‘t think so, either.‖ At the near-slip, Teman rolled
his eyes. Ghalib smiled, though it was weaker than he would have liked.
Either the other two didn‘t notice or they ignored it.
―Where is Nadir?‖ Teman asked.
―Oh, he is preparing the last of the slaves for the evening. Every one of
them has been requested because of the storm and we even had to turn a
few people down when we ran out of slaves to request.‖
Teman laughed. ―I had a feeling you‘d be busy tonight. Is… is it a bad time
to bring Ghalib?‖
Cyrus shook his head. ―No, no. Once the slaves are sent on their way, we‘ll
be quite alone.‖ He sighed. ―I suspect very few of the slaves will be
returned any time soon. I have sent word to Safiya to have the servants
keep an eye out and make sure they are being fed—or let us know so we
can make sure of it. It is the only thing that bothers me about this storm.
With most of the slaves in private chambers, I can‘t watch over them.‖
Cyrus glowered.
Teman smiled and leaned toward Ghalib. ―See? He cares about the slaves a
lot. He‘ll take care of you.‖
Cyrus‘s smile replaced the glower. ―Indeed, Ghalib. Besides, it will be
quite some time before you will be available to be requested. First, let me
show you around while Nadir finishes up with the last few.‖
―I think I‘ll go say hi and offer my help,‖ Teman said.
―I was about to go back. I wanted to send that message to Safiya and make
sure I had recorded where everyone had been sent. So, I am sure he will
welcome the help.‖
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Teman nodded, then turned to Ghalib, surprising him with a kiss to the
cheek. ―You will do very well here, I‘m sure of it.‖
―Thank you.‖ Ghalib managed a somewhat believable smile.
Teman turned to Cyrus, they shared a long kiss and Ghalib looked away to
give them a little bit of privacy. Despite whispering, he still heard the
exchange of words of love before the door opened, pulling his gaze back to
Cyrus.
―So, let me give you that tour.‖ He held his hand toward the hallway and
Ghalib stepped out of the office. They turned away from the stairwell and
started walking down the hallway. ―That,‖ he said, pointing at the door
immediately past the office, ―is the training room.‖ He opened the door and
Ghalib peeked in to see… a relatively normal, unassuming room. Cushions
on the floor, one armchair off to the side, a large fireplace, currently dark, a
wide window, covered for the storm and cabinets along the wall by the
door. The only slightly-odd thing Ghalib saw were the hooks and pegs set
into one wall. ―You‘ll have plenty of time to get acquainted with it over the
next few weeks.‖
As Cyrus closed the door and they continued along the hall, Ghalib
frowned. ―Does the… training… take long then?‖
Cyrus pursed his lips as they paused outside the next door. ―It‘s actually
not easy to predict. Teman didn‘t take long at all. He struggled with the
training at first, but then settled into it and he had plenty of experience
before he came to the palace. Others, who hadn‘t done much at all before
coming here, took longer. And still others were even faster than Teman at
it.‖ He shrugged. ―There are some that insist on fighting every step of the
way. I should also point out that the word ‗training‘ is a bit of a misnomer.
You will be trained—trained to please, trained in how to give pleasure to
both men and women, trained to accept pain. But the early part of it is
simply conditioning. The slaves are conditioned to arousal at all times,
always ready for the master or mistress who requests them.‖ He paused and
smiled. ―It‘s not quite as scary as it sounds.
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Ghalib looked up into Cyrus‘s dark eyes. ―I… I‘m sure it‘s not.‖
Cyrus laughed then opened the door next to him. ―This used to be called
the ‗recovery‘ room and was kept for use when the slaves had been
mistreated. Bathasar doesn‘t tolerate that kind of treatment anymore. So
this room is mostly for anyone who gets sick or injured in another way. It
still happens occasionally, but it is much more rare these days and usually
cloaked in accidents. As most of the nobility doesn‘t want to lose the
opportunity to request slaves, they tend to behave.‖
Ghalib chuckled. ―I believe that.‖
They continued down the hall to the end and stopped in a large, round room
that was divided in half. To Ghalib‘s left, several low tables were sprinkled
throughout, cushions surrounding them. Behind the tables, a long single
table sat against one wall. To his right, loungers, cushions and chairs
scattered around the other half of the room. The sand-colored wall here was
broken half way by a wide doorway, closed by tall, wooden doors. Covered
windows took up much of the rest of the wall space, save a huge fireplace
opposite the doorway they currently stood in. Ghalib could feel the heat of
the roaring fire from there. Shelves stood on either side of the fireplace
filled with books and other items Ghalib couldn‘t figure out from there.
―This is what we call the common room. This is where you take meals,‖ he
said, motioning toward the low tables, ―or relax when you are not in
training or been requested.‖ He motioned to the other side. ―During the
day, when your training is over, many of the slaves who can read, choose to
spend their time in the palace library. If you have other interests, Bathasar
likes to encourage you to pursue them.‖
―He is very… generous to slaves.‖
Cyrus nodded and turned to consider Ghalib. ―He believes that the freedom
they give up, as well as the control over their bodies is enough of a
punishment for the crimes they have committed. Not everyone who has
committed a crime is given the opportunity to come here. Their crime has a
lot to do with it. None of them were truly violent crimes. Many were
simply in the wrong place at the wrong time. But Bathasar cannot—and
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should not—ignore the laws. But he feels that there is enough punishment
in losing freedom and control as they do.‖
Ghalib nodded. ―I can see that.‖
They turned and started back along the hallway. Cyrus opened the first
double-wooden door to show a long room filled with single cots. ―This is
where the slaves sleep. When I was still a slave, when Malik Mukesh was
still alive, we slept on pallets on the floor. Bathasar has since provided the
cots though the slaves are not always here to sleep at night. Sometimes they
stay with the noble who has requested them. When you are here—as you
will be for the foreseeable future—you will sleep here. They are quite
comfortable.‖
Ghalib chuckled. ―They look softer than the cots in the servants quarters I
shared with another footman.‖
Cyrus raised his eyebrows. ―Interesting. I wonder if Bathasar knows that.‖
He closed the doors and they continued along the hall, Ghalib wondering
what Cyrus meant by that.
―I am quite sure he does.‖
―I wouldn‘t bet on that. He is still learning much about the horrible things
his father allowed. This,‖ he said, opening another set of double doors, ―is
our bathing room.‖
They stepped in together and Ghalib tried to take everything in. The room
was beyond huge. A pond-sized marble tub took up the majority of the
space, set against the back wall. Three steps led up to it and Ghalib could
see steam rising from the surface of the water. Above the top of the tub, a
wide window—closed against the storm like the others—would normally
provide light and air. To the left, another fireplace, currently lit, kept the
chill at bay. The rest of the walls held cabinets of all sorts. Set between the
tub and cabinets, long, padded benches gave comfortable places to sit while
the slaves were readied for their evenings.
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Only four slaves remained in the room. Two looked to be finished and
waiting and two more sat in front of Teman and Nadir as their hair was
braided. All four wore gold chains draped around them, wide gold collars
around their necks and cuffs in similar gold around their wrists. Otherwise,
the two women and two men were quite naked. He noted the male slaves
had rings around the bases of their erect cocks and gold spiraling around
the lengths. He couldn‘t make out more detail and didn‘t want to stare, lest
he cause himself problems.
Nadir stepped back then. ―That‘s it, Bahi, you‘re ready. Good luck with
Lord Atherol.‖
Bahi rolled his eyes and grinned. ―It would be easier if I had something to
plug my ears.‖
Nadir, Teman and the other male slave laughed. ―I‘m afraid we can‘t give
those.‖ Nadir patted Bahi‘s shoulder. ―But you do well with him.‖
Bahi sighed. ―I will take that as the compliment I know you intended,‖ he
said, winking and Nadir laughed again. ―Come on, Zayd, we have a… loud
night ahead of us.‖
The other male slave, Zayd, stood and bowed his head to Nadir, then Cyrus
before taking Bahi‘s hand. They shared a long, deep kiss then took a bag
Nadir held out and threw waves before being joined by the two women. A
moment later, the door closed behind the four slaves and Nadir and Teman
turned to Cyrus and Ghalib.
―Welcome back, Ghalib! I‘m so happy you chose to join us,‖ Nadir said
stepping up to Ghalib and taking his hands.
Ghalib must have looked as panicked as he felt because Nadir‘s smile
widened. He squeezed Ghalib‘s hands. ―I promise it‘s not nearly as scary as
you‘re imagining.‖
―He is looking a bit overwhelmed,‖ Teman said. ―Isn‘t he, Cyrus?‖
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―He is,‖ Cyrus agreed then turned to Ghalib and put a hand on his back.
―Really. My loves are correct. We aren‘t that scary. I know it‘s a lot to take
in at once.‖ He paused and turned to Nadir. ―Perhaps, we should take this a
step at a time. Get him equipped?‖
Nadir nodded and moved over to one of the cabinets along the wall. Ghalib
couldn‘t tell what was happening there, so instead, he shifted his attention
back to Cyrus, who was frowning at him. ―I wonder…‖ He tilted his head
and looked Ghalib over.
Ghalib squirmed at the perusal.
―What‘s that, Cyrus?‖ Teman asked.
Cyrus pursed his lips and looked up when Nadir came back. ―Should he
still be dressed?‖
―Oh, that is a good question,‖ Nadir said, turning to look at Ghalib.
Ghalib, confused, switched his gaze from one to the other. Why would he
be dressed? He blinked at their thoughtful expressions when he realized the
problem. ―Uh… if I may… please, don‘t treat me any differently.‖ His face
heated when they all raised their eyebrows but he forced himself to
continue. ―If… if I am going to do this, I want to do it the right way. The—
the way everyone else does.‖
Nadir‘s face split into a grin. ―Oh, you were so right about him, Tem.‖
Teman grinned, too. ―Thank you. I thought so.‖
―If that is what you want, Ghalib...?‖ Cyrus asked, smiling.
Ghalib swallowed, pushed the last of his uncertainty and fears into the back
and nodded. ―It is.‖
Cyrus‘s smile widened and he nodded. ―Good.‖ There was a tone of
approval in Cyrus‘s voice that Ghalib reacted to. He didn‘t quite
understand it except that he liked knowing Cyrus approved of him. Cyrus
gave him one more long piercing look, then nodded again and stepped
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back. ―Well, then. strip. You must get used to being naked, as that is how
you will be from now on unless a master decides otherwise. Nadir, you,
too. He should be bathed and shaved.‖
―Of course, Cyrus,‖ Nadir replied and Ghalib raised his eyebrows at the
obedience he heard in Nadir‘s voice.
But he found himself wanting to obey Cyrus as well and, slightly
bewildered, hurriedly toed his slippers off, then tugged his tunic over his
head.
―May I help?‖ Teman asked.
Cyrus smiled. ―Of course. You too, then. Clothes off.‖
Teman bowed his head and Ghalib was momentarily distracted when both
men peeled tunics and pants off in very short order. He forced his attention
back to his own clothes and a moment later, was as naked as the other two.
As he did, he realized he wasn‘t nearly as bothered by being naked as he
thought he would be. He suspected it had a lot to do with the fact that he
wasn‘t the only one without clothes. He couldn‘t stop himself from looking
Nadir over and saw, to his surprise, that Nadir still wore a cage, just like
Teman did.
Nadir smiled, obviously reading his gaze correctly. ―Yes, I still wear one. I
serve Cyrus like Teman serves His Highness. Though I do sometimes serve
His Highness, as well. And Teman sometimes serves Cyrus.‖
―You‘re confusing him, love,‖ Cyrus said with a chuckle.
―Sorry!‖ Nadir laughed and held his hand toward the tub. ―Let‘s get you
cleaned up.‖
Ghalib crossed the small space and took the three steps up to the side of the
tub, easing himself into the steaming water. Teman and Nadir, cages
having been removed by Cyrus, joined him a moment later. He kept his
gaze averted from their cocks, afraid of how he‘d react if he looked just a
little too long.
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―I think we can get some training in this evening,‖ Cyrus said from the
door. ―Get him equipped and I‘ll get the room ready.‖
―Okay, Cyrus.‖ Nadir returned Cyrus‘s wave and Cyrus left.
Teman reached up and ran his hand over Ghalib‘s hair. ―He‘s got beautiful
hair. Is it always this long? Do you like it that way?‖
―I do. I usually kept it short to do my work. I liked it long, but it was
difficult to work with by myself.‖
―Well, you needn‘t worry about that now. We will help you. In fact, we
will be responsible for bathing you—either I will or another slave, most
likely,‖ Nadir said, reaching for a washcloth. ―You will no longer be
allowed to touch yourself. At least, not while you are uncaged.‖ Ghalib
stood still while Nadir handed a second cloth to Teman and they both
lathered them up. Then they turned to him and he found himself struggling
with a brand new set of sensations as they both ran their hands over him.
He hadn‘t been bathed by anyone else since he was a small boy, when his
mother was still alive. And that had most certainly not felt the same. Now,
he had two sets of male hands touching him. Bathing, yes, but they felt
good and before long, he was reacting, his cock starting to fill.
His face burned and he tried, a little desperately, to think of something else.
―Try not to worry so, Ghalib,‖ Nadir said gently. ―You should react when
someone touches you. Remember, your life now is about pleasure. It‘s
touch. It is both giving and receiving that pleasure. Even here, in the
bathtub. We will not pleasure you deliberately, but as you settle into your
life here, everything will take on a sensual tone.‖
Teman nodded. ―It is how you should be. Let yourself feel it. Let it go. You
please others by allowing yourself to feel these things, by becoming this
embodiment of that pleasure.‖ Teman smiled and Ghalib, despite the
confusion he still felt, began to relax.
―Good,‖ Nadir said and the pleased note helped Ghalib feel even better.
―See? Not so bad.‖
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―It was one of the things I struggled with in the beginning.‖ Teman took a
pitcher from the shelf on the side of the tub and filled it with water. ―I was
very confused and overwhelmed. I didn‘t understand exactly how things
had shifted, or where my focus should be. Cyrus and Nadir taught me it
was about the pleasure. I knew it was my duty, but they showed me that it
could be a good thing. Something I could appreciate, too. Then I went and
fell in love with them.‖ He grinned over at Nadir, who blushed but leaned
forward. They shared a quick kiss; then Teman turned back to him. ―I
didn‘t realize it then. I cared about them, surely. I didn‘t understand my
feelings, though, until much more recently.‖
―A near-death experience is good for that,‖ Nadir agreed, causing Teman to
laugh.
―Well, you had the near-death experience.‖ His smile faded. ―I thought I‘d
lost you. We all did.‖
Nadir paused in his scrubbing of Ghalib‘s back. ―But you didn‘t. You, all
of you, agreed to let that go.‖
Teman shrugged a shoulder. ―Most of the time, I have.‖ He reached up and
cupped Nadir‘s cheek. ―I don‘t think there is anything wrong with
recognizing that you can lose those most important to you. And cherish
them as a result.‖
Nadir shook his head, smiling. ―No, that is true. I remember when you left.
I still cherish you now, knowing how hard that was for you.‖
Teman sighed. ―You are too forgiving.‖
Ghalib watched the exchange, wishing he was anywhere else. He didn‘t
want to intrude on this moment, but there was no where for him to go. They
seemed to realize they‘d stopped washing him then, however and turned
back to him. ―Nonsense. You needed to do that. Teman had been given his
freedom shortly after Malik Mukesh was killed,‖ Nadir said, addressing
Ghalib again. ―And I believe firmly, he needed to go.‖
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―I had heard something like that. May… may I ask what happened?‖
Ghalib asked, then bit his lip. ―I‘m sorry. That is none of my business. I
am—‖
―My friend.‖ Teman paused to kiss him on the cheek, making him blush—
and, annoyingly—his cock twitch. ―And I don‘t mind telling you. You
know I am a gypsy. So you know that I am used to being free.‖
Ghalib nodded. ―Yes, you told me about that once.‖
Teman smiled. ―Our clan does not abide slavery.‖
―Our?‖ Ghalib asked, surprised by the term.
Nadir was the one that answered, grinning. ―His mother adopted us —
Cyrus and me. We haven‘t had parents of our own for many years. When
Kaya—Teman‘s mother—discovered this, she insisted we call ourselves
part of her clan.‖
Ghalib‘s mouth fell open. ―Your mother is amazing. I… I have talked to
her. She is wonderful.‖
Teman beamed. ―She is. Don‘t let her know you don‘t have a mother
anymore, or you‘ll find yourself a member of my clan, too.‖
Ghalib laughed. ―Doubtful.‖
―Don‘t be so sure,‖ Nadir said, chuckling.
―So, uh… what happened?‖ Ghalib asked to steer things back to
comfortable ground. Because the idea of having a family again sounded
much too good.
―When Mukesh was killed and Bathasar ascended to the throne, his social
advisor —Nasr—‖
―The one caught conspiring?‖ Ghalib asked, eyes wide.
Teman nodded, scowling. ―The same. That rat… anyway. He was the one
that advised Bathasar that I must be known as a slave. I… Well, whether I
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like it or not, he was correct. The nobility would not accept me as an
official consort of the malik. I am male, gypsy and a commoner.‖
Ghalib winced.
―Indeed,‖ Teman said. ―So if I was to stay, I had to be known as slave. I…
well, at the time, I couldn‘t handle it. I was wrong. Very wrong. But I had
to learn that.‖
―Sometimes, we have to learn things the hard way,‖ Ghalib said softly.
―Too true, my friend,‖ Nadir agreed. ―Now, we must wash your hair.‖
The two worked together without speaking. Teman poured the water, Nadir
lathered his hair with a sweet spiced soap and then they rinsed it. ―Now for
the part that, I am sure, you will have trouble with. If you could brace
yourself on the side of the tub, please.‖
Ghalib did, a little nervously. He felt hands on his ass then, parting the
cheeks and the cloth running along his crack. Right after that, slicked
fingers prodded his anus, one pushing through the ring of muscle. Despite
himself, Ghalib moaned, surprised at how good that felt. Odd, different, but
good.
―Yes, I know,‖ Nadir murmured. ―You‘ll feel even better things as time
goes on. Like before, simply learn to accept it. Allow it in, feel it, embrace
it and it will go even better for you.‖
Ghalib didn‘t understand everything Nadir said, but he simply let the words
absorb and made a conscious effort to not fight it. That first finger pushed
into him farther, twisted then pulled out again. Nadir repeated this a couple
more times and before it disappeared completely, Ghalib‘s cock had
hardened completely and he was having trouble breathing.
―Well done, Ghalib.‖ Nadir praised him and Ghalib struggled to catch his
breath. ―That part is done. You did wonderfully. Turn around.‖
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Ghalib‘s face heated. He couldn‘t look at either of them as he did. The
water in the tub only came to the lower part of his hips so when he turned,
his cock stood out from him, tip above the water, obviously full and red.
―Oooo,‖ Teman whispered and despite himself, Ghalib looked up. He was
looking right at Ghalib‘s cock and Ghalib‘s face burned hotter. ―Nothing to
be embarrassed about, Ghalib,‖ Teman hurried to assure him. ―It‘s
beautiful. You‘ll make your masters very happy.‖
―Quite,‖ Nadir agreed, smiling. ―Sit on the side, please.‖
The heat faded just a little but he still couldn‘t look at the others as he
settled onto the side of the tub. He kept his eyes focused on Nadir‘s hands
as the washcloth was lathered once again. He gripped the tile hard when
Nadir ran the washcloth over his swollen length. It felt way too good and
he was afraid he‘d embarrass himself even further.
―It‘s thick, too,‖ Nadir commented, making Ghalib blush even brighter.
―You must learn to accept these kind of things, Ghalib. A master isn‘t
going to worry about embarrassing you when they appraise you. They will
look at your cock, feel your ass, weigh your balls and not even think about
how you will react.‖
Ghalib looked up at Nadir, who nodded.
―Yes. They will be very matter-of-fact about it. Most of your life is sensual.
Most of it is about pleasure. His Highness has tried to promote that ideal—
that the slaves are for pleasure, individuals that are to be enjoyed, not
treated like a camel at market. But he cannot force the nobility to behave in
a particular way, except, of course, if they actually mistreat you.‖
Ghalib looked down, watching as Nadir cleaned him with quick, efficient
movements. ―Most of the time, when you are bathed, it is more like that.
The other slaves understand very well how aroused you will be when
uncaged and being touched. They do not like to make you miserable. Not
that I do. I am trying to teach you the sensual side of our world.‖
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Ghalib swallowed and nodded. ―I believe I understand. We… should be
sensual. We should be about pleasure, though not everyone will treat us
that way or… behave that way.‖
Nadir smiled brightly. ―Exactly. He is intelligent.‖
Teman grinned. ―I told you. Are you ready?‖
Nadir nodded. ―Yes. Let me lather the soap again.‖
When Ghalib realized what Teman was holding, his eyes went wide and he
gulped. Teman smiled and laid his free hand on Ghalib‘s arm. ―Relax. They
won‘t hurt you. I… panicked quite a bit the first time it was done to me.
But Cyrus and Nadir are good at what they do. If you relax, take a few deep
breaths and, if you need to, close your eyes. It‘ll be over soon.‖
Ghalib considered closing his eyes, but he couldn‘t seem to take them off
the small blade Teman handed to Nadir. So instead, he followed it as it
dipped down, scraped lightly along his skin above his cock then Nadir
flicked it aside, rinsing it quickly before running it, again, over Ghalib‘s
skin. As Nadir worked, Ghalib relaxed bit by tiny bit as the hair around his
cock and over his balls disappeared. A very short time later, he was
completely clean shaven from the bottom of his treasure trail to his taint.
He stared at himself, then looked up at Nadir. ―Wow.‖
Nadir laughed. ―Teman said the same thing the first time Cyrus shaved
him.‖
Teman grinned. ―I did, indeed. And it didn‘t hurt, did it?‖
Ghalib shook his head. ―No.‖
―Let‘s get you dried off. We are almost done.‖
Ghalib stepped out of the tub and waited patiently while they ran the towel
over him with more of those quick, efficient movements. Then he sat on
one of the loungers as they made short work of drying his hair and brushing
it out. He‘d spent so much time with it tied back, he didn‘t realize it had
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grown past his shoulders, but he felt it lie just above the shoulder blades
when Nadir finished with it.
―Now,‖ Nadir said, picking up a basket on the neighboring lounger and
handing it to Teman. He pulled a piece of gold out and held it up. ―Your
collar. You will wear this at all times except during baths, which you will
have often.‖ He placed the collar around Ghalib‘s neck and Ghalib‘s heart
quickened when it was snapped closed. ―Are you okay?‖ Nadir asked.
Ghalib nodded. ―Yes, I… it‘s… just… different.‖
Teman smiled. ―It is, at that. Is it uncomfortable?‖
Ghalib considered the question then shook his head. ―No, not at all.‖
Nadir grinned then lifted a small gold lock and showed it to Ghalib. ―This
is as much symbolic as anything. If you need that off, we will take it off—
that goes even for the other slaves,‖ he added when Ghalib opened his
mouth. ―We have seen a few truly react poorly to them. If you do, there are
alternatives. Worry not, you will still wear a symbol of some kind of the
slavery.‖
Ghalib nodded.
―Good.‖ Nadir fitted the lock in place and clicked it shut. Ghalib pondered
the feel, the slight weight and decided he liked it.
Teman held out two smaller pieces that were a similar shape to the collar.
When Nadir put the first one around Ghalib‘s wrist, he noticed it had soft
edges and a velvet lining. ―These do not lock. They are for both decoration
and utility. If a master chooses to tie you down, they often use these to do
so. They are much better for your skin than rope or plain leather is.‖
―They didn‘t use to be lined. Bathasar noticed at dinner one night that Bahi
had sores on his wrists. When he asked Salehi about it, Salehi had told him
it was a common occurrence when the masters tied the slaves tightly.
Needless to say, Bathasar was not happy.‖
Ghalib nodded. ―I… can believe that of him.‖
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―The last piece you must wear will be the most difficult. Stand up, please.‖
Ghalib had been expecting this. He couldn‘t seem to look away as Nadir
wrapped the thick hinged silver ring around his sac. It closed around both,
coming together on top of his cock at the base, forming a much smaller
ring. Next he lifted the cage—shaped like a flaccid penis, it was made of
many thick, vertical bars that reached from the base and curved to a
rounded point. Nadir spread thick oil on the inside then slid it over Ghalib‘s
cock. He threaded a lock through the smaller ring the cage slid over and
clicked it closed.
Ghalib stared at it for a long moment. It felt heavy, pulling on his cock and
balls and making him much more aware of them than he‘d ever been
before.
―Yes, it will be uncomfortable for a while. Eventually, you will get to
where you don‘t necessarily notice it. It takes about two weeks for your
body to become accustomed to it. You will wake at night for a while as
your body tries to force an erection. It will be uncomfortable, but it
shouldn‘t hurt. When your cock tries to fill, it will pull on the cage, thereby
pulling on your balls.‖
Ghalib looked up, eyes wide. He hadn‘t considered that aspect of it. He‘d
known about the cages; he‘d certainly removed them from Teman many
times. ―Two… weeks?‖
Nadir nodded. ―Yes. But like I said, it should not hurt. If it does, you must
tell us, because it means we have probably put the wrong size cage on you.
This might seem… opposite, but if the cage is too big, it gives your cock
too much room. If it‘s small enough, your body will learn its limits sooner.‖
Ghalib nodded slowly. ―That… actually makes a sort of sense.‖
―Here, look at yourself,‖ Teman said in his ear, taking his hand. Teman
tugged and Ghalib followed him to a mirror between two of the cabinets
Ghalib hadn‘t seen earlier. ―You are beautiful,‖ Teman whispered.
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Ghalib stared at himself. The gold of his collar and cuffs warmed his skin.
His black hair shone in the candlelight. He thought, somewhere in there, he
might even see a hint of the grace he‘d always admired in the other
pleasure slaves. That‘s when it hit.
He was now one of them.
And he knew, in that moment, he‘d made the right decision.
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PART 8
TRAINING BEGINS

GHALIB turned back to see both Cyrus and Nadir watching him. He hadn‘t
heard Cyrus return, but he guessed he‘d been too preoccupied with his own
reflection. Nadir was wearing his tunic and pants again, as well. He
considered their expressions for a moment. It could have been his
imagination, of course, but he was almost sure he saw a spark of approval
in their eyes. Whether he was seeing something or it was really there didn‘t
seem to matter because that same feeling he‘d gotten earlier from Cyrus
came back. He liked knowing they were pleased.
―So, have you eaten, Ghalib?‖ Cyrus asked as he and Nadir stepped closer.
Ghalib had been trying to ignore that very issue for a while, now. He didn‘t
want to inconvenience anyone and it certainly looked like they‘d all already
had their meals. He opened his mouth to tell them he had, but his stomach
chose that precise moment to growl, giving his answer for him. He blushed.
―Uh… No, I haven‘t. It‘s okay, though, I—‖
―It certainly isn‘t,‖ Nadir said, shaking his head. ―You need plenty to keep
you going. The training isn‘t… hard, necessarily, but it does take energy.‖
He smiled to soften his words and took Ghalib‘s hand. ―We haven‘t eaten,
either. We‘re used to putting it off, but I think it might be a good idea to
stop now and have something, don‘t you, Cyrus?‖
Cyrus nodded. ―Yes, indeed it is.‖ He turned to Teman. ―Want to join us?‖
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―I‘d love to, but I should probably get back to Bathasar before he thinks
you‘ve kidnapped me.‖ Teman picked up his tunic and pulled it on,
buttoning it quickly.
Ghalib raised his eyebrows but they just laughed. ―Don‘t want to leave him
alone too long. He‘ll get bored,‖ Nadir said.
Teman grinned, tugging his pants on and shaking his head. ―Can‘t have a
bored malik.‖
Ghalib tried to step back when Teman leaned in and kissed Nadir, but
Nadir wouldn‘t let go of his hand. Teman shared a kiss next with Cyrus—
and Ghalib squirmed a little as he watched, his cock twitching. The
squirming got worse when Teman turned to him and dropped another kiss
on his cheek then hugged him. ―You‘re going to do beautifully,‖ he
whispered into Ghalib‘s ear.
―Thank you.‖ Ghalib whispered returning the hug one-armed. ―I… I hope
so.‖
―You will.‖ Teman stepped back. Then with a ―Night!‖ and a wave, he left.
Leaving Ghalib alone with his new… masters.
He glanced over at the other two, realizing Nadir still held his hand. ―So,‖
Nadir said, squeezing his hand, then letting go. ―Let‘s get something to
eat.‖
Cyrus opened the door, but when Ghalib hesitated, held a hand out. ―Go
ahead.‖
He followed Nadir into the hall and turned, expecting to go down to the
common room. But instead, Nadir crossed over to one of the doors they‘d
passed up earlier. ―Cyrus, should I request…?‖
When they stepped through the door, Ghalib saw a table with four chairs
and the reason for Nadir‘s interruption. In the center of the table a large
platter of couscous, vegetables and a dark meat that Ghalib thought was
probably lamb sat steaming.
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―Have a seat, Ghalib.‖ Cyrus‘s voice came from close behind Ghalib and
had that ring of command to it he‘d heard earlier, the one that made him
want to obey.
As he moved towards a chair, he bought himself time so he could be the
last to sit by glancing around curiously at the rest of the room. There were
silks draped next to a window covered, like the rest, to block out the storm.
One either side of it, two sets of shelves stood with books and other items
Ghalib didn‘t want to examine too closely. A lit fireplace provided warmth
and had several cushions piled in front of it for seating. To his left, a door
opened into another smallish room and Ghalib could barely make out the
shape of a bed through the doorway.
When the other two had taken seats, Ghalib finally sat. But before he could
come up with any more delaying tactics so his masters ate first, Nadir
solved his reticence by putting a plate in front of him full of food. ―Eat,‖ he
ordered Ghalib.
Caught between following an order and protocol—though he wasn‘t
entirely sure what the exact protocol was for dealing with former slaves
turned masters—he dropped his gaze to his plate, frowning. However,
when he couldn‘t figure out what took higher priority, he took a chance that
following orders counted more and picked up a piece of meat.
―There, that‘s not so hard, is it?‖ Cyrus asked.
Ghalib blushed but didn‘t speak, grateful he was too busy chewing. He
settled for a slight shake of his head.
―I do believe he‘s a bit worried about eating with us. Am I right, Ghalib?‖
Nadir asked gently.
Ghalib, still chewing, nodded.
―Just to make it clear, you are not the first slave who‘s joined us here. Bahi,
Zayd and Khalida have all eaten with us here when they were left behind
for an evening. We spend our time with who we choose.‖
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Ghalib blinked at Cyrus who nodded. Finally forcing himself to swallow,
he said, ―You… are unlike any other master I‘ve heard about. Or known.‖
Cyrus grinned. ―Good. I‘d hate to be typical.‖
―Cyrus!‖ Nadir laughed.
The grin just widened. ―It‘s true. Am I typical, my love?‖
―Hardly. But you never have been.‖ Nadir shook his head and popped an
olive into his mouth.
―Exactly. I‘m not about to start now, am I? Really, Ghalib. I know things
are confusing for you but do try to relax and enjoy the meal. It‘s different, I
know, to get used to being on this side of things. But it is important, too. As
you‘ll see in the morning, there are servants who work here in the slaves‘
wing. They bring fresh bathwater, provide towels and wash basins for
morning clean up, clean the wing and bring the food for us. Among other
things.‖
―I… can‘t say I‘ve ever been waited on like that,‖ Ghalib mumbled.
―It‘s another thing to get used to,‖ Nadir agreed. ―I had trouble with it
when we first came here. I kept expecting to be the one to get my own food
or serve someone else.‖
Cyrus chuckled. ―Even I had a bit of trouble with that. But it‘s one of the
easier things to get used to, I think.‖
Nadir nodded. ―Indeed. Now, eat up, Ghalib. You‘ll want your strength.
Tonight won‘t be very difficult, but it never hurts to eat a good meal.‖

GHALIB found himself relaxing quite a bit. Cyrus and Nadir kept the light
banter going between themselves, letting Ghalib simply listen. It helped
him not feel so self-conscious and unsure. He certainly hadn‘t forgotten he
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was naked, but he hadn‘t consciously thought of it, either. And since he
knew what he had to do—eat his meal—he could simply worry about it and
not question anything.
When the food was consumed and they‘d washed up, they led him across
the hall to the door Cyrus had shown him earlier. The fire in the training
room had been lit some time ago and started to burn down. Cyrus bent
down and set another log on the fire then turned and motioned to a cushion.
―Please, take a seat.‖
It took Ghalib a moment to find a comfortable way to sit. The chair had
been no problem - he‘d been able to keep his legs apart, thereby allowing
the cage to sit between them. Here, however, it wanted to get caught. After
glancing at Cyrus and Nadir, who were preoccupied with other things, he
adjusted his cock and resettled it, finally finding a comfortable way to sit.
―The first thing you will learn,‖ Nadir said, settling in on a cushion next to
him, ―is how to present yourself to your master. We have two positions for
you to worry about when you are being evaluated or addressed by a master.
When you are standing, you must clasp your hands behind the small of
your back, keeping your feet braced apart and head down. Always keep
your head bowed unless your master tells you otherwise.‖
Ghalib nodded and frowned, wondering if that applied there, as well. He
decided he‘d be better off asking. ―Is… do I do that with you, too?‖
Cyrus smiled, approval in the expression, which Ghalib liked seeing. ―That
is a good question, but no. Here, especially outside the training room, we
would prefer you didn‘t worry about protocol. But even inside the training
room, unless we tell you otherwise, you need not worry. Be comfortable,
relax. There are many times you must worry about these things, so with us,
we want you to be able to let go of that.‖
Ghalib nodded slowly. ―I understand.‖
Nadir grinned. ―Good. Now, for the other position… I told you earlier that
the masters will evaluate you—they will want to look at your cock, touch

GROWTH | 79

your balls, your ass and anything else. What we call the ‗presentation
position‘ makes this easier both on you and the master. You will sit up on
you knees with them spread, your hands will rest, palms up, on your thighs.
Like this.‖ Nadir sat up on his cushion, getting into the position he‘d
described.
Ghalib watched carefully, understanding dawning. Though Nadir was not
naked, Ghalib could see how much would be open to a prospective master
this way. Without being told, he shifted until he sat similarly.
―Good,‖ Cyrus said, nodding. ―There are a few adjustments. Remember to
keep your head bowed.‖ Ghalib lowered his head. ―Yes. Good. Also, your
bottom should rest on your heels, allowing you to be opened.‖
He helped Ghalib shift and once he‘d stepped back, Ghalib‘s cheeks had
colored a bit. He knew every bit of himself was on display and though he‘d
known to expect it, knowing this and experiencing it were two very
different things. For the first time since his bath, he felt awfully exposed.
―Good. That‘s beautiful,‖ Cyrus murmured and the pleased tone made
Ghalib feel a bit better.
―Very,‖ Nadir agreed. ―Ghalib, you are very beautiful. You have a body
most masters will be thrilled to touch and enjoy.‖ He brushed at Ghalib‘s
hair, and Ghalib glanced toward Nadir to see a smile. ―Oh yes.‖ He ran a
hand down Ghalib‘s back, touch ghosting over muscles and skin then
teasing Ghalib‘s ass. ―Have you been touched here by anyone other than
me?‖
Ghalib hesitated, then shook his head. ―No, uh… M—‖ Ghalib hesitated
for another second. ―Do I call you Master?‖
Nadir smiled and shook his head. ―No. Call me Nadir. Call him Cyrus.‖
Ghalib nodded. ―Okay.‖
―Have you done anything with anyone else?‖
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Again, Ghalib shook his head. ―No.‖ His cheeks, despite his best efforts,
burned again.
Nadir ran a hand over his back. ―That is nothing to be ashamed of, Ghalib.
We both understand.‖
Ghalib looked up and Nadir nodded. ―I…‖ He paused and took a deep
breath. ―I have never done anything with anyone else. Not… not even a
kiss.‖
Nadir‘s eyes widened briefly before he mastered himself. ―That is just fine.
We will teach you what you need to learn.‖
―I suspect that if word of that gets out, he will be highly sought after,‖
Cyrus said, thoughtfully.
―Oh, indeed,‖ Nadir agreed and Ghalib blinked at them.
―I… but… why?‖
Nadir smiled. ―There is something about being someone‘s first, Ghalib.
Though you will have some of those here, in training. There are other
things we will not need to do with you. And if the masters know that you
have not been touched in a certain way, they will want to be that first.‖
Ghalib considered them for a moment. ―I can see that. I—‖ Adel‘s face
flashed into Ghalib‘s mind then and he frowned. Now was a bad time to
think of that man. True, he‘d been very affected by Adel‘s touch. But
Ghalib had overheard the qadi mention on more than on occasion that Adel
didn‘t take slaves, so it didn‘t matter. He pushed the thought from his mind
and shook his head. ―Okay. Is there anything special I must do?‖
Nadir shook his head. ―No. We will take it into consideration during your
training but aside from being taught to give pleasure—since you do not
have experience in giving it—there will be no difference.‖
Ghalib breathed a sigh of relief and let go of the brief fear that this would
somehow disqualify him from serving.
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―Now, then,‖ Cyrus said, sitting forward. ―You will want to work on sitting
in that position. You will always have a cushion or something to sit on, but
it takes a bit to find the right way to kneel so that you are comfortable for a
while. Even so, you will have to move. Bathasar tries to encourage the
masters and mistresses to not keep you in that position for too long—I
have, on more than one occasion, not been able to stand for some time—
but he can only force so much.‖
Ghalib nodded. ―I can see how that would happen. I once got stuck when
scrubbing a floor. I‘d been working on a particularly stubborn spot and
when I went to get up… I couldn‘t.‖
Nadir laughed. ―Oh, we‘ve all been there. So be sure to shift just enough so
that you do not have that problem. If a master gives you any trouble for
that, let us know. Okay?‖
Ghalib raised his eyebrows. ―Okay.‖
―Bathasar does not tolerate mistreatment. Under any circumstances,‖ Cyrus
said. ―You are to report anything that makes you truly uncomfortable. Your
limits are your own here. Yes, you may not choose your masters,‖ he added
at Ghalib‘s look. ―They will order you to do many things that you will have
to do. Anything when it comes to otherwise normal sex is well within their
rights to request. But if there is something that you are truly uncomfortable
with, something that hurts in a bad way or anything like that, you are to tell
us about it. Do you understand?‖
―I do. That… well, I have heard stories of things that happened under…‖
Ghalib closed his mouth. Despite the comfort he felt with these two, he
realized talking ill of a former malik was not the wisest idea.
―Under Malik Mukesh, yes.‖ Nadir nodded. ―He was a foul, horrible person
and Neyem is much better off without him.‖
Ghalib‘s eyes widened and he stared, open-mouthed at Nadir.
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Nadir smiled. ―I have no qualms about telling it like it is about that man. I
was on the receiving end of his treatment too many times. Bathasar has
encouraged me to speak my feelings and so I do.‖
Cyrus gave Nadir a smile filled with more than Ghalib could understand
and Ghalib looked away briefly until Cyrus spoke. ―Now, I said earlier that
the word training isn‘t entirely accurate. There is training but we will get to
that much later. First, you must be conditioned to arousal. The pleasure
slaves learn to equate in their minds certain sounds and smells to pleasure
and arousal. When the conditioning is complete, your body and mind will
make the connections for you without conscious thought. Eventually, you
will reach a point where, when your cage is removed, your cock will
harden immediately.‖
Nadir took over, hand running once more down Ghalib‘s back. ―Once you
are conditioned to arousal, you will be also be conditioned to a command.
That is, there will be a point where you will no longer be able to orgasm
without one and you will not be able to give that command to yourself. I
believe you will… appreciate that, when we get there. Especially when you
start to serve your masters.‖
Ghalib had thought about that quite a bit since Teman had told him about it.
He had, of course, been used to giving himself pleasure. It had been the
only pleasure he‘d had since he discovered such things. But he‘d seen
Teman‘s face when they‘d discussed it and the look had been one of pure
happiness. Ghalib wasn‘t sure he understood yet, but he‘d committed to
this and, despite any trepidation, he wanted to give it everything. ―Is… I…‖
He shook his head at himself. He would not ask about a ―what if‖ he didn‘t
want to stay. He would, he was sure of it, and entertaining the idea would
only make things more difficult. ―Teman told me about it. I… I don‘t know
exactly how I feel but… I want to do this, so…‖ he let the sentence go, and
Nadir smiled.
―Don‘t worry so. You‘ll be fine. And that is in the future.‖
―Before we start in on your conditioning, you should understand something
about it.‖ Ghalib turned his attention back to Cyrus, though he found it a bit
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difficult to focus with Nadir‘s hands on him. Nadir didn‘t seem to be
deliberately arousing him or anything, they were just light touches—
teasing his spine or brushing his hair aside or simply resting on his back,
but as unused to them as Ghalib was, they were a bit distracting. And, he
was a little embarrassed to note, they were affecting him quite a bit. His
cock was already starting to strain against the cage. He forced his attention
back to Cyrus.
―Something that took us a while to learn when we went through the training
all those years ago is that if you work with the conditioning—actively think
about the pleasure and the sound and smell—it will go faster. If you want
to be conditioned, the conditioning goes much more smoothly.‖
Ghalib nodded. ―That… that makes sense.‖ He swallowed, this throat
drying when Nadir ran that hand down his back again.
―One last thing, then I believe we should get started. I will allow release,
but only rarely during your conditioning. We‘ve found that some release is
necessary. Without any, the conditioning actually takes longer. Likewise, if
we allow you orgasm too often, it will also take longer for your
conditioning to be in place.‖
Ghalib cleared his throat. ―Okay, that also makes sense.‖ He found himself
more than a little nervous as he watched Cyrus pull a key ring off of his
belt and flip through the keys. He selected one and sat forward, fitting it
into the lock on Ghalib‘s cage. With the touches from Nadir, his cock was
already half-hard and when the cage was removed, it jumped.
He tried not to let himself be embarrassed. He reminded himself this was
what he should want, the pleasure, the arousal was a good thing. He
swallowed around his dry throat and took a deep breath. ―Let‘s move over
here,‖ Cyrus said, holding a hand toward the cushions against the one wall.
Ghalib chose a pillow along the middle of the wall, Nadir settling in next to
him while Cyrus retrieved something from the small table near the
armchair. When he returned, Ghalib saw what looked like a silver bracelet
full of tiny bells. Cyrus handed it to Nadir then returned to the armchair and
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Ghalib heard the strike of a flame. A moment later, the rich, spicy scent of
incense filled the room.
―This is the smell I mentioned. We burn it at all times here in the slaves‘
wing. I am sure you‘ve noticed it elsewhere.‖
Ghalib nodded. ―Yes. Many of the nobility burn it and it is usually used in
the Great Hall.‖
―Yes. It‘s for the slaves, to keep their conditioning in place.‖
Nadir took Ghalib‘s hands and raised them over his head as Cyrus settled
into the chair near the fire. Ghalib looked up as the loops on his wrist cuffs
were fitted over one of the hooks above him. Then Nadir guided his hands
to the peg above the hook and Ghalib understood: it was something to hold
on to, rather than letting him dangle from the cuffs.
Despite expecting it, Ghalib still wasn‘t prepared for the sudden, almost
violent arousal that coursed through him when Nadir took his cock in hand
and started stroking it. Within a very short time, he was harder than he
could ever remember being and he struggled with the gasps at just how
good it felt. Once his cock had hardened completely, Nadir sat back, picked
up the bracelet and put it around Ghalib‘s ankle.
―We mentioned you would be conditioned to smell—the incense burning
now, but you will also be conditioned to sound—the sound of bells. We‘ve
discovered that, though we use these to condition you—and keep the
conditioning in place later—any similar, light bells also work.‖ Cyrus
grinned. ―Including those used on the harnesses of the horses we
sometimes ride. Nadir found that out last year.‖
Nadir grinned. ―Indeed. We traveled to the horse lands to the north where
His Highness breeds horses for the royal stables. The entire way there, Zia
had bells on her bridle and reins and so, I was stimulated the whole time.‖
Ghalib‘s eyes widened. ―That would be…‖
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―Indeed, it was. His Highness was always good at taking care of us, though,
never forgetting how our conditioning worked and often made sure we
were relieved.‖ Nadir leaned in again, wrapping his hand once more around
Ghalib‘s cock and Ghalib‘s eyes slid closed as the pleasure hit again.
Despite himself, he couldn‘t seem to hold in a moan at the feel. As soon as
it slipped out, he bit his lip.
―Go ahead, let your sounds out,‖ Nadir murmured as he slid his hand
slowly from the base of Ghalib‘s cock to the tip then just as slowly back
down again. ―There may be a master who wishes you to be silent but many
more like to hear your sounds, so let them out.‖
Ghalib made a conscious effort to do as Nadir instructed. He‘d spent a long
time hiding his sounds, keeping what he was doing private. The last thing
he‘d needed was to have one of the other footmen or pages walk in and see
him giving himself pleasure. Because he‘d had no doubt whatsoever that if
he‘d been caught by one of those he‘d been attracted to, just them seeing
him would have sent him over the edge. As such, he‘d always been as quiet
as possible, but he took a deep breath and when Nadir stroked him again,
let the soft moan out.
―Good, that‘s good,‖ Cyrus encouraged him and Ghalib felt the approval
fuel him. Ghalib worked to let go, let himself simply feel the pleasure. He
focused on Nadir‘s hand, so tight, feeling so incredibly good. Nadir
dragged it slowly again from balls to tip, then ran his rough palm over the
head. Ghalib moaned, rocking his hips, unconsciously seeking more
sensation, more of anything, he didn‘t know what, just more. Nadir didn‘t
disappoint, moving his hand faster, twisting slightly and teasing Ghalib‘s
balls, as well. Precum flowed from the tip and Nadir used it, spreading it
with his thumb over the sensitive head, making Ghalib even more crazy.
Before he knew it, in what was a ridiculously short time, he was flying
toward the edge of orgasm, his balls tightening, the need for climax hitting
him hard.
Just as he thought he‘d go over, Nadir pulled his hand away and Ghalib‘s
cock jumped with the denied climax. Ghalib groaned, back arching, unable
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to stop himself, his hips rocking again as need rioted through him. ―I
know,‖ Nadir murmured. ―I know, you need so badly, but not yet, Ghalib.‖
With effort, Ghalib kept the whine contained as he struggled to remember
how to simply breathe. Eventually, he managed, eyes opening to look at
Nadir, who smiled at him.
―Yes, good. I know this is difficult, but you are doing beautifully. Now,
listen, okay?‖
Ghalib took another breath and nodded.
―Good. You cannot allow yourself to orgasm yet. You must let me know if
you get too close. I can usually stop it myself, but if I do not, you must tell
me. Okay?‖
Ghalib nodded, still not sure he could speak coherently.
―Very good. Remember what we said, Ghalib. If we let you orgasm too
much, then it will take longer and be much more difficult for you.‖ Nadir
smiled then took Ghalib‘s cock in hand once more. Yet again, Ghalib
struggled as his body was violently aroused, driven toward the edge of
orgasm and denied. This time, the whine didn‘t stay contained completely
and when Ghalib realized he let it out, he blushed.
―It‘s all right, Ghalib,‖ Cyrus said and Ghalib looked up, not realized the
man had moved next to him. Cyrus brushed some of Ghalib‘s hair off of his
face. ―This is not easy, we know. But you‘re doing well. Remember that
you want to make these connections, so think about the scent, think about
the bells—‖ He paused and ran his fingers over the tiny bells on Ghalib‘s
ankle. ―And think about those as they go with the pleasure, okay?‖
Ghalib swallowed then nodded one more time.
Cyrus smiled and Ghalib had a brief moment to realize the man was quite
gorgeous. Cyrus‘s smile really lit up his face. Ghalib took a few seconds to
appreciate it and as he did another face flashed through his mind. That
succeeded in pulling his attention away from Cyrus. He so did not want to
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think about Adel right then. He didn‘t need to equate the man with arousal
any more than he already had. Which was, in Ghalib‘s opinion, too much.
He closed his eyes instead and took a deep inhale of the incense then
shifted the foot with the bracelet on, jingling the bells. Then he opened his
eyes, looked up at Nadir, and nodded.
―Good. Again.‖ Nadir smiled and started stroking him once more.
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PART 9
ADEL’S UNDERSTANDING

ADEL paced the small office, throwing a glare at the shutters when a
whine of wind made them rattle. His patience was waning, his need to see
Ghalib, convince the man to not be an idiot, nearly overwhelming. In that
moment, he soundly cursed his promise to Bathasar.
The door opened and Adel turned to see Cyrus step in. ―My apologies, ya
sayyid, for keeping you waiting.‖
―Adel, please.‖ Adel waved a hand, trying to force himself to calm down.
He would have no chance of convincing a thirsty horse to drink water in his
current state of mind, much less talk sense into Ghalib, and he knew it. ―It‘s
quite all right. I understand you are busy.‖
Cyrus smiled. ―Indeed, but I still didn‘t mean to keep you waiting. Please,‖
he said, holding a hand toward the wall behind the desk. A small square
door, not quite the size of a man‘s hand, was built into the wall next to a
tapestry. If Cyrus hadn‘t drawn Adel‘s attention to it, he‘d never have seen
it. Cyrus stepped behind the desk motioning for Adel to join him. ―I
understand that the former malik had this done to be able to observe
training while the slaves were unaware. Once he lost interest, Salehi used it
occasionally to monitor things when he was unable to be in the room. And
now… it seems it comes in handy for another reason.‖
―I had no idea when Bathasar suggested I observe, it would be something
like this.‖ Adel moved up to Cyrus, but hesitated. ―I‘m not entirely sure
this is at all right.‖
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Cyrus smiled. ―I think… I think it is necessary. Let me help you understand
what you will see before I show you. All of the slaves are conditioned to
arousal, that is that they are ready at any time for the master or mistress
they serve to have use of them. For male slaves, that means the ability to be
erect at pretty much any time. For females, that is to be wet.
―For those slaves that like to serve, it is a blessing for them, something they
wish to have in place. Teman and Nadir do. And Ghalib is like them, I have
seen it already. In just the two days he has been with us, I have witnessed
his need to please. This is good for him, as it makes the service something
he wants to do, a way for him to fulfill a base need.‖ Adel must have
looked as skeptical as he felt. ―I know it‘s hard to understand. I never felt
the same need to please that Nadir and Teman do. I… prefer to be in
control, myself. But you do not need to understand it. Instead… accept that
it is part of who he is.‖
Adel nodded, his mind working through it. He could admit that he probably
understood Cyrus more than Ghalib or Nadir or Teman, though he still
wasn‘t sure he could simply accept this idea—or any of it, for that matter.
Cyrus opened the small door and stepped back. ―Nadir is currently working
on Ghalib‘s conditioning. He is aroused to the smell of the incense, the feel
of the chain on his ankle and the sound of the bells. Eventually, those
things will keep his body in a state of semi-arousal. When his cage is
removed, the release of his cock will complete that. These things—the
sound and smell—will also allow him to recover quickly.‖
Adel gave Cyrus another nod but he really only heard part of the words. He
was too focused on the vision in front of him, a vision that had his own
cock hardening almost instantly. Ghalib leaned against a wall on the
opposite side of the room, his arms over his head, cuffs attached to a hook
in the wall. His legs were spread wide and his cock was hard, red, and
dripping precum as Nadir‘s hand, wrapped around it, moved fast.
And the most amazing, arousing moans and sounds fell from Ghalib‘s lips.
Adel‘s cock jumped in reaction.
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It took everything he had to get control of himself. He took slow deep
breaths, though the burning incense didn‘t clear his senses like he‘d have
liked.
Ghalib threw his head back, nearly shouted ―Now!‖ and Nadir let go.
Ghalib gasped, breathing hard, his hips rocking, thrusting into the air and
Adel‘s cock strained even more. He thought of being over there, buried in
Ghalib‘s ass as Ghalib rode him, rocking like that as he was the one
stroking Ghalib‘s cock. As the thought hit, a frighteningly powerful mix of
jealousy and need slammed into him hard.
―Beautiful, Ghalib, you‘re doing wonderfully,‖ Nadir said, brushing
Ghalib‘s hair out of his face. Adel watched in fascination as Nadir
continued to praise with soft words and Ghalib calmed slowly. A moment
later, he turned a wide smile on Nadir. ―There you are. Are you okay?‖
Nadir asked.
Ghalib nodded. ―Yes, thank you.‖
―Let‘s take a break,‖ Nadir said, sitting up and unhooking Ghalib‘s wrists.
Adel couldn‘t quite tear his gaze away but instead of reaching for his cock
to finish the job as Adel expected, Ghalib rested his arms on his knees and
accepted the goblet of water Nadir held out. ―You are doing so well.
You‘re—‖ Adel was so fixed on the vision of Ghalib‘s thick, red, dripping
cock that he missed the rest of what Nadir said.
Adel wrestled his gaze from Ghalib and stepped back, not quite able look at
Cyrus. ―Thank you,‖ he said, reeling from what he‘d just watched. He
turned and nearly stumbled to a lounger against the wall. He sat hard,
resting his elbows on his thighs and dropping his head into his hands as he
tried to assimilate what he‘d just seen. His cock, still so hard it nearly hurt,
was making clear thought nearly impossible. He took a deep breath—and
with the tiny door closed, he found he could—and closed his eyes to try
again to sort through things.
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None of it, none of Ghalib‘s reactions, not what Ghalib had said made any
sense to him. None of his own reaction to the control, the commands, the
look on Ghalib‘s face seemed to form any sort of coherent understanding.
Ghalib had been very happy—once he‘d calmed down. Adel had heard the
plea in the whines, couldn‘t have missed the need in Ghalib‘s voice for
anything. Yet, despite being denied release, despite being so obviously
close to orgasm and still pulled back, he‘d smiled.
A beautiful, breathtaking smile. Much more beautiful than the scowls or
looks of depression that had been on Ghalib‘s face the last time he‘d seen
the man.
―Adel?‖ Cyrus murmured and Adel felt the lounger shift as Cyrus sat next
to him. ―Are you okay?‖
Adel looked up at Cyrus and shook his head. ―Truthfully… I don‘t know.‖
Cyrus nodded. ―It is a lot to take in and understand. If you were brought
here as a slave, you might understand a bit more were you to experience the
serving side of things. Not that I think you should join the slaves,‖ he
added, a look of amusement on his face and Adel wondered what his own
expression must have looked like to garner the comment.
―I… suppose I can agree to that. But… I‘m not a slave, and I don‘t think I
could be one.‖
Cyrus smiled. ―No, I don‘t think you should, either. At least, not be a slave.
However, I think you might consider requesting one for an evening or two
and talk more with His Highness about the things he does with Teman and
Nadir. I would also be willing to talk to you, though I suspect Bathasar
would do a much better job of it than I could.‖
Adel pursed his lips, trying to decide how to answer. His first reaction—the
almost instinctive ―I don‘t take slaves‖ needed to be suppressed. He knew
that in this situation, if he was truly going to understand Ghalib and help,
automatically saying that would be counterproductive.
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As he thought it through, though, the idea of taking one not Ghalib did not
sit very well with him. He was being silly, he knew it. What they‘d done—
or not done—before they were together, if they were ever together, was
nothing to worry about. Even so, he didn‘t think taking another slave was
the answer, either.
―I will have to consider that.‖
Cyrus nodded. ―That is fair.‖ He considered Adel for a moment. ―Bathasar
has asked Ghalib to see the training through. If you truly think he is doing
the wrong thing, feel free to say so. But I would ask that you allow him
time to make his own decision.‖
Adel didn‘t like it, but at the same time, he knew he couldn‘t force
anything, anyway. He would get nowhere trying to push if Ghalib was
otherwise happy.
―I am also going to mention something else, something I believe Bathasar
has told you, but that you might not be considering.‖ Cyrus paused,
seeming to gather himself. ―Without the slaves, Ghalib is more or less
relegated to being lonely. He can have no lover outside of the slaves. As a
simple servant, he can‘t be with someone of the same sex. If he were to fall
in love here or with a master, he could be with them. But otherwise…‖
Adel didn‘t need to hear the rest, he knew what Cyrus was getting at. He
wanted to say that it really didn‘t matter, but as Bathasar had pointed out to
him, he had privilege when it came to that. Were Ghalib out on his lands, it
might be different, but he could admit there were likely things that
happened in the village he didn‘t know simply because he was the qadi. His
people, while open and friendly, were still human and subject to the same
human failings of jealousy, fear and, thus, hatred as anyone else was.
He sighed. There still had to be something else, something he was missing.
But he‘d be damned if he could figure it out. Perhaps, despite how he felt
now, perhaps Ghalib would tire of it by the time the training was over.
Adel forced himself to take another deep breath and remember that he
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knew very well how to be patient. He hadn‘t been acting like it, he could
admit that, but he could do it.
He‘d talk to Ghalib directly, see if he could convince Ghalib to take
another path and if not… he‘d figure something else out.
Admit it, you don’t want him with anyone else. Adel swallowed the
annoyance but admitted it to himself. He did want Ghalib, didn‘t want to
see Ghalib going to someone else. But he didn‘t know that it was his right
to demand anything, no matter how attracted he was to the man. Because
that‘s all it was, attraction.
He sat up and looked over at Cyrus. ―My apologies, I am keeping you from
your duties.‖
Cyrus shook his head. ―No, no, it‘s quite alright.‖ He smiled. ―Would you
still like to speak with Ghalib?‖
Adel nodded and stood when Cyrus did. ―Yes, please.‖
Cyrus hesitated, looking him over. ―One more thing… did you know that
Ghalib is still a virgin?‖
Adel‘s stomach dropped out and he was pretty sure he swayed on the spot.
―He‘s never been with another man?‖
―No,‖ Cyrus said, shaking his head. ―He has not.‖ He watched Adel for a
long moment and Adel wondered what his expression looked like because
something in it made Cyrus‘s eyes twinkle. ―That won‘t be the case for
much longer, of course. It will become known before long and there will
likely be a clamor to request him when he is released for duty.‖
Adel stared at Cyrus, unable to speak or move. The image of Ghalib with
any of the other men in the palace made Adel‘s blood boil, but especially
knowing what he did, it could make Ghalib‘s introduction to that type of
pleasure horrible. One of the crueler members of the nobility may no longer
be around, but Jabir was, by far, not the only one to push as far as he could
against Bathasar‘s dictates when it came to the slaves. And the thought of
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Ghalib subject to someone like that… Adel couldn‘t allow himself to
contemplate it. He was, for the most part, a peaceful person. But he could
all too readily imagine challenging someone over that and it simply wasn‘t
done, not over a slave.
He shook his head. He had to get perspective on this. As attracted as he was
to Ghalib, as much as he wanted to help the man, he couldn‘t risk his
qadidom over it. He took a deep breath.
Perhaps, however, it was time to give in on something, something he
couldn‘t remember, in that moment, why he had been so insistent on.
Maybe it was because his cock was still hard, the sounds of Ghalib‘s cries
still echoed in his ears, and the image of Ghalib aroused and needy
wouldn‘t likely leave him for a very long time. He considered the look on
Cyrus‘s face but couldn‘t quite figure out what the man was thinking. He
needed to take the chance, because the thought of anyone else being inside
of Ghalib… well, he couldn‘t stand it. He didn‘t know what that meant, but
he just couldn‘t stand it.
―Would I be out of line to ask he not be given to anyone else first?‖
Adel had a feeling he‘d asked exactly the question Cyrus was expecting,
because the smile that broke across Cyrus‘s face was wide. ―Of course
that‘s not out of line. His training, so far, is going well. I expect his
conditioning will be in place sooner than many others, though his training
in giving pleasure will, of course, take longer. When he is finished, I can let
you know and you can tell me then, if you‘d like to request him before he is
offered to the rest of the nobility.‖
He couldn‘t do more than give a nod. ―When he…‖ He paused and cleared
his throat. ―When he is trained in giving pleasure, will he be taken?‖
Again, Cyrus‘s eyes twinkled and Adel had a feeling he was more
transparent than he would have liked. ―No. He will be taught to give
pleasure with his mouth and hands for both men and women and he will be
trained how to take pain, which I think he will do well with. But no, since
he has never been with anyone before, his virginity will remain intact.‖
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Adel swallowed and managed another nod. ―Very well, then. I will be
interested to know when he has completed his… training.‖
Cyrus‘s smile widened. ―Of course. Now, let me speak with Nadir and we
will give you time to talk to Ghalib.‖
―Thank you.‖
Cyrus bowed his head and stepped from the room. Adel, with no way to
channel the excess energy coursing through him, paced. He paused long
enough to adjust himself—his cock was finally going soft again—but then
walked the room, trying to ignore the wind he was once more aware of.
And trying to think of how to say what he needed to say to Ghalib.
The trouble was… he wasn‘t sure anymore what that should be.
Did he still try to talk Ghalib out of this? He had to admit what Cyrus told
him made at least some amount of sense. But there still had to be some
other way for Ghalib to be happy. But… what was it?
He still hadn‘t figured anything out when the door opened a few moments
later and Ghalib stepped in. Adel‘s mouth dried and his cock, which had
finally gone soft, filled damned near instantly. Ghalib‘s cage was still off,
he was still hard and red as if he‘d just been stopped from orgasm.
Adel stared at him without speaking for a long moment.
―Ya—uh, Adel?‖ Ghalib asked. He looked… wary and that snapped Adel
out of his stupor.
―Hello, Ghalib. I have asked for a moment to speak with you. I… I made a
promise to His Highness that I wouldn‘t interrupt your…training—‖ He
stumbled over the word. ―Too long. But I had to speak with you. I… I
understand a bit more now than I did the last time we spoke.‖
―Oh?‖ Ghalib asked, eyebrows going up.
Adel nodded. ―Yes. I… as Bathasar has pointed out, I have a privilege that
those of your station do not. I spend so much time at my villa, that I‘m not
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as aware of it as I am here. But… even with that… surely there is
somewhere you can go that your… sexuality isn‘t an issue?‖
Ghalib frowned and Adel knew he was doing a terrible job of this. ―No. I
have never been so much as past the gates of Behekam. Where would I go?
And I still do not have a craft, there is nothing I could do to provide for
myself.‖
Adel sighed. ―There must be something—‖
―Why do you care?‖ Ghalib asked and Adel scowled at the harsh tone of
voice.
―Why does that matter?‖ Adel countered.
Ghalib snorted. ―You are a qadi. Whether you are like the rest or not, there
is no reason for you to trouble yourself with some lowly, useless servant
not part of your realm.‖
―If I am… troubled… it is because I choose to be. Why are you so
stubborn?‖
Ghalib crossed his arms and stared at Adel, who noted that Ghalib‘s cock
was still quite hard. ―This is my life!‖ He shook his head. ―It is my choice!
My sister is well-cared-for and has no need of me any longer. If I have
found something that I am good at, I don‘t care how it might offend your
sensibilities!‖
―You‘ve never been anywhere! How can you know what you want?‖
―I am nineteen years old! Where am I going to go?‖ Ghalib shouted.
―Somewhere besides a bed with your ass in the air, taking any cock that
would fill you!‖ Adel growled.
Ghalib raised his eyebrows, but the blush on his cheeks was telling. ―Why
is that so bad? Are you a eunuch? Have you taken a vow of celibacy? What
is wrong with warming someone‘s bed?‖
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Adel scowled and stalked across the room. Ghalib‘s eyes widened and he
backed up a half-step before firming his stance and returning the scowl.
―You know nothing of warming a bed. Do you think having Nadir‘s hand
on you gives you the first idea what it is like for that cock to fill someone?
For your ass to be spread wide as a man thrusts into you? For your mouth
to be stuffed full, your hair pulled and throat coated in seed?‖ Every
sentence added a little bit more color to Ghalib‘s cheeks and Adel felt his
cock strain at the look of innocence on Ghalib‘s face. He leaned in, leaving
barely a breath of space between them. ―Have you even been kissed,
Ghalib? Felt a man‘s lips on you, tasted them?‖
Ghalib struggled, the answer obvious despite his resistance. Adel waited,
watching, letting the silence sit and the air thicken between them until
finally, Ghalib shook his head. ―I didn‘t think so,‖ Adel growled, then
pinned Ghalib to the wall and captured that damnably tempting mouth with
his own.
The taste was like nothing Adel had ever experienced. Spicy and sweet at
the same time and yet there was more, too. It was as if all of his favorite
things had gathered there, in one place. He moved his lips over Ghalib‘s,
nipping, nibbling then sucking the bottom lip in. His tongue probed the
seam of Ghalib‘s mouth and Ghalib opened to him. Adel moaned as the
need for this man—a need so sharp it stole his breath, a need he just could
not understand—nearly engulfed him.
He rocked into Ghalib, feeling Ghalib‘s hard cock against his own as his
tongue filled the other man‘s mouth, mapping and learning it. He pulled
back, his gaze focused on Ghalib‘s. His pupils were huge, eyes wide,
staring, looking a little lost.
―Touch me,‖ Adel murmured, and Ghalib‘s hands came up to fist in the silk
of Adel‘s tunic. Adel dropped one hand, running it over Ghalib‘s side to
rest on one naked hip before diving in again and losing himself in the taste
he was quickly becoming addicted to. The feel of Ghalib‘s hands sliding
down his back tore a groan from his throat and he pulled back then bent,
burying his face in Ghalib‘s neck, licking, kissing and sucking on the pale
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olive skin there. He inhaled the scent of spiced soap, sweat and warm skin,
his cock twitching in reaction. ―You smell divine,‖ he murmured before
biting down just below Ghalib‘s collar.
Ghalib groaned loudly, rocking against him, hands gripping Adel‘s ass
tightly.
It took everything Adel had to pull himself back, panting, struggling for
simple air. His cock was so hard, it damned near hurt, his balls aching. He
leaned back just enough to look down Ghalib‘s body, thrilling in the
evidence of just what their kiss did to him. ―You‘re beautiful, Ghalib,‖ he
whispered, meeting the dark eyes again. ―Every man in this palace is going
to want you. But I will be the first here,‖ he promised, slipping his hand
between Ghalib‘s body and the wall, then tracing his fingers along Ghalib‘s
crack until they brushed his hole. ―I will fill you with me, my cock, my
seed.‖
He panted again, trying to pull himself together. Ghalib seemed wholly
incapable of speech. His eyes were still wide, fixed on Adel, his chest rose
and fell quickly, and his cock still strained as red—redder, even—than
when he‘d stepped into the room. ―You… want me?‖
―Oh yes, Ghalib, do not doubt it for one minute. And if you insist on this
foolish path, then I will have you, too.‖
Ghalib swallowed, his gaze searching Adel‘s face for something. He
seemed to find it, because he put a hand on Adel‘s chest then let it slide
down over the silk tunic to the ties on Adel‘s pants. Without breaking their
gaze, he tugged and Adel felt his pants come open. Then, in a move that
shocked Adel to his core, Ghalib dropped to his knees and swallowed
Adel‘s cock in one swift move.
The shock didn't last long. At the feel of that hot mouth around his
incredibly hard, aching cock, arousal eradicated any bit of the surprise.
Adel slammed his mouth shut, gritting his teeth but the ―Ghalib!‖ that
escaped still sounded much too loud to his ears. He wondered that it didn‘t
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bring Cyrus and Nadir into the room, but he couldn‘t think about that for
long. Because Ghalib’s mouth was on him.
He tried to gather his wits, his control, but the feel of the lips surrounding
the crown of his cock and the tongue moving along his length obliterated it.
―Gh… I… Oh, yes…‖ he groaned and knew he had mere heartbeats before
he emptied himself into Ghalib‘s mouth. One hand went to the long black
hair and he fisted it in the strands. He looked down to see Ghalib‘s gaze on
his, those eyes wide and deep, the look one Adel couldn‘t begin to
decipher.
The vision in front of him nearly undid him. Ghalib's mouth stretched
around his cock, those dark eyes, deep pools filled with want focused on
him, his own hand buried in Ghalib's hair, all three challenged a control
he'd never before questioned.
It was that look, something in the gaze that did it. Adel tightened his hand
and started thrusting into Ghalib‘s mouth. He was going too far, thrusting
too hard, he knew it, but Ghalib didn‘t seem to care, simply kept
swallowing and sucking and running that amazing tongue along the
underside. Ghalib didn't have much finesse, but that didn't seem to matter
to Adel's body, because he hurtled toward orgasm ridiculously fast. One of
Ghalib's hands cupping and teasing his balls only sped things up and when
Ghalib's thumb pressed at the spot just behind Adel's sac, shooting pleasure
through his balls and cock, Adel couldn't stop the reaction. His hand
twitched, pulling on Ghalib‘s hair, dragging a moan that reverberated over
Adel‘s cock and it was over. With a muffled shout, he held Ghalib‘s head
as he emptied his balls into that hot, amazing mouth and down Ghalib‘s
throat.
Ghalib pulled off as Adel gasped, desperately trying to suck in air. Adel
tugged until Ghalib stood then crushed their mouths together, groaning at
the taste of himself on Ghalib‘s tongue and lips, needing to feel Ghalib
against him, needing the taste of those lips on his. He wrapped a hand
around Ghalib‘s cock and stroked it, dragging the most amazing groans and
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struggles from the man under him. Ghalib pulled back, whimpering. ―I…
can‘t…‖
―Can‘t what?‖ Adel asked, breath ghosting over Ghalib‘s hot skin.
―Can‘t… not allowed… to come,‖ he whined.
―Oh, I won‘t let you spill, make no mistake,‖ he whispered. He bit down,
then, on the juncture where Ghalib‘s neck met shoulder and squeezed
slightly with his hand.
Ghalib cried out, arms coming up to grip Adel‘s shirt, hips rocking. Adel
stroked him hard a few more seconds but just as Ghalib‘s body tensed
telling Adel he was on the edge of orgasm, Adel let go. Ghalib poised on
that edge, hands gripping tight, body shaking.
―You will be mine, boy. Mine.‖ He cupped Ghalib‘s balls, teasing,
squeezing slightly then weighing them. When Ghalib groaned, he ran his
thumb along Ghalib‘s straining length one more time, then over the wet tip.
Adel listened to Ghalib moan and whimper for a moment, savoring the way
Ghalib vibrated with need. Then he brushed his hand down Ghalib‘s side.
―You are beautiful, feel wonderful, taste amazing. Kiss me again; then I
will leave you to your training.‖
Ghalib turned his face and Adel wasted no time, thrusting his tongue in,
filling Ghalib with his taste and claiming, though he would not have
verbalized that realization. When he finally broke the kiss, he inhaled
Ghalib‘s scent deeply. ―Accept your conditioning, learn your service, and
know you will be preparing your body for me.‖ He leaned in and nipped
Ghalib‘s ear. ―And I will learn how to accept that service.‖
With only one glance at the stunned look on Ghalib‘s face, Adel left.
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PART 10
CONFUSION

GHALIB was annoyed, frustrated, aroused, and… confused. He could deal
with the frustration because it was caused by the arousal, which he had
accepted as simply a huge part of his life now. His cock, though caged,
seemed to want to stay semi-hard at all times.
He still woke with it straining against the cage. The first morning that had
happened, he‘d been intensely embarrassed because he‘d seen none of the
other male slaves with that problem. It wasn‘t until he was in training later
on that day that Nadir assured him it was only temporary and not a
weakness or failing of any sort on his part. But it hadn‘t yet subsided, his
body hadn‘t learned its limits, so he woke each morning with his cage full
and ballsac stretched.
His cock was learning its daytime limits, though. Or it seemed to be.
Though it filled the cage, it didn‘t quite strain as much as it did in the
mornings, for which he was intensely grateful.
The annoyance he felt over all of this came from his confusion. Every time
he was consciously aroused, he thought of that damnable qadi. Within
seconds of Nadir stroking his cock to full erection, Adel‘s face and voice
filled his head, and his skin tingled remembering Adel‘s touch.
And when he wasn‘t consciously aroused—like at night—Adel provided
the semi-hard, semi-aroused state he seemed to stay in the rest of the time.
His dreams brought him back to his knees in front of Adel. He woke with
the taste and feel of Adel‘s cock on his tongue and lips.
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In the early morning hours, when the rest of the slaves snored, Ghalib
allowed himself to admit he wanted more of it—more of the touch, the
taste, the smell of Adel. He allowed himself to fantasize what that cock
would feel like filling him. What Adel‘s weight would feel like, pushing
him into a bed.
He‘d had to grip the edge of his cot tightly to keep from touching himself
over those thoughts. He groaned softly as he strained, yet again, against the
cage, frustrated at its limitations. In those moments, he actually looked
forward to the conditioning sessions, despite the frustration and denial,
because at least the cage was off then.
One positive to this was that his conditioning was going very well. It still
took time for his cock to harden when the cage came off, but not too long,
and it did so with only the anklet, bells, and incense. He no longer needed
touch; his mind filled in the ghosted memory of Adel‘s instead and shortly
thereafter, he was hard and even sometimes desperate and needy.
He wondered if he‘d still think of that after Adel tired of him. Or if he
would need reinforcement conditioning when he no longer had Adel to
think about.
Or would he still think about, lust after… want… Adel when he knew Adel
no longer wanted him?
He couldn‘t bring himself to answer that question. And while the room was
dark, the slaves snored, and Rasheed watched over them silently, Ghalib
refused to think about that. He let himself fantasize instead, about serving
Adel for a very long time.
Of course, once the sun came up, he couldn‘t bring himself to admit he was
looking forward to the end of training. He would not answer the thinlyveiled hints Cyrus and Nadir dropped that he might be happy to serve Adel.
He wasn‘t ready, in the light of day, to actively think about wanting the
qadi.
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Adel still infuriated him, still roused his ire in ways no one else did. It
made no sense to him, why he would react so strongly to the qadi. He‘d
never felt like that before. Then again, he‘d never been so aroused by a
simple touch from someone, either. His mind went back to that first
meeting, the night of the Midwinter‘s Feast and the violent arousal that had
coursed through him just from Adel touching his arm.
He couldn‘t figure it out and the confusion mixed with the arousal
frustrated him. He finally gave in one evening during a break in his
conditioning and spoke his confusion out loud. Cyrus had gone to help a
sick slave and he was alone for the moment with Nadir.
Nadir looked thoughtful as he gave Ghalib the light touches he used
between the conditioning sessions intended to keep Ghalib‘s cock hard. His
dark eyes held humor and something else Ghalib couldn‘t quite figure out.
―Have you considered there might be more than simple sexual attraction to
him?‖
Ghalib couldn‘t begin to contemplate something like that. He scowled.
―Who says I am sexually attracted to him?‖ he asked, instead.
Nadir laughed. ―Ghalib, my friend, I saw you when you returned from your
meeting with him. Your face held the burns of his rough skin, your lips
were swollen and your body belied your need.‖
Ghalib‘s cheeks heated. He knew he couldn‘t argue the evidence that he‘d
done something. ―I was still aroused from the conditioning.‖
He knew he hadn‘t fooled Nadir, who‘s smile only widened. ―Indeed. I was
aware he didn‘t allow you release.‖ That caused Ghalib‘s face to burn even
hotter. He sobered a little and reached up to turn Ghalib‘s face to him. ―Tell
me truthfully, do you not want his attention?‖
Ghalib sighed. He didn‘t want to tell Nadir—or admit to himself—the
truth, but he wasn‘t about to lie, either. ―I do,‖ he whispered. ―I… I do not
understand him. In one breath, he shows his disgust for the slaves and in
the next, tells me I am training to please him. I don‘t understand!‖
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Nadir‘s eyebrows went up. ―He told you that, did he?‖
Ghalib blinked then bit his lip. Adel hadn‘t told him not to speak of it with
Cyrus or Nadir, but it was out now. He nodded. ―He did. He said he would
be my first.‖
The smile came back, wider than ever. ―So that is how it is. I see.‖ He
nodded, turning his attention to Ghalib‘s cock again. Ghalib sucked in a
breath as he was brought back to the sharp need quickly. He groaned as
Nadir worked him over, felt his balls tightening ridiculously fast. As soon
as his eyes slid closed, Adel waited for him, heated eyes fixed on him. He
felt, not Nadir‘s hand on his cock, but Adel‘s, teasing him, telling him he
was not allowed release.
―Who are you seeing?‖ Nadir whispered.
A dim portion of Ghalib‘s brain warned him to keep his silence, but when
the hand around his cock squeezed slightly then dragged over the tip, he
said, ―Adel.‖
The hand disappeared very briefly, then came back, slick and hot, stroking
him again, this time aided by what Ghalib assumed was oil. As the hand
moved faster, the sound of the bells on his ankle floated to him and the
incense he constantly smelled made itself known. He inhaled deeply and
moved his foot while focusing on the pleasure, the need filling him. He felt
the first tingling in his balls as he approached orgasm. He groaned, rocking,
despite his best efforts, into the hand around him.
―Are you close, Ghalib?‖ Ghalib didn‘t have the capacity to speak clearly.
He could only moan, rolling his hips again and thrusting into the hand.
―How did his hand feel? How did his cock taste? Did you enjoy feeling him
grip your hair?‖
The memory exploded into his mind, vivid and clear. The feel of the hand
tight in his hair, pulling, as Adel lost control dragged a groan from him.
The slightly-sweet taste of Adel‘s seed filled his thoughts as his balls drew
up. The sound of Adel‘s voice calling his name, saying ―mine‖ nearly
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undid him. ―Going to… need to…‖ he tried to warn, then inhaled the scent
of the incense deeply again.
Two strokes later, just as Ghalib thought he would lose it, Nadir squeezed
the base of his cock, pulling him back from the edge of orgasm. He
whimpered deep in his throat, his hips rocking, cock thrusting into the air
as he was released. ―Beautiful, Ghalib, you‘re doing beautifully.‖
He struggled with breath, tried in vain to gather his wits. He gripped the
peg above his head hard, unable to stop moving. He hadn‘t yet been
brought that close, except the instance with Adel, and not given release. His
balls ached, cock hurt from the sharp need and denial.
Just as he started to calm down, Nadir moved his hand again, the stroking
this time nowhere close to slow. In what felt like mere heartbeats, he was
hurtling back to the edge of orgasm. A whine tore from his throat just as he
thought he‘d go over; then Nadir let go and he hung there, his body poised,
but denied before he eased back again into desperate need.
Nadir only let him calm just enough to take the edge off. This time, he
drew it out, keeping the strokes to Ghalib‘s cock slow and deliberate.
Enough to keep him near that edge but not enough to push him over. Firm
strokes from tip to base but not back the other way, then he paused to run
his thumb over the crown, play with the slit and tease the nerves just under
the head. None of it was what he needed, close but not close enough. As he
worked, Nadir made sure Ghalib‘s ankle shifted often, sounding the bells
and reminding Ghalib of the anklet.
Ghalib felt like he was drowning in the arousal and need, desperate for the
orgasm he hadn‘t felt in days. Since his first night, in fact, now six days
ago. He could think of nothing else except the need to come… and Adel.
Despite the teasing touches, he did start to approach the edge again. As
Nadir‘s hands danced over his balls, they drew tighter once more and he
was sure he was going to lose it, no matter how hard he tried to hold back.
Yet again, he inhaled deeply, the sweet, spicy scent of the incense filling
him. ―I… I can‘t…,‖ he moaned. ―I need…‖
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―What do you need, Ghalib?‖ Nadir whispered, his hand tightening just a
little, strokes firming.
―Need to… please…‖ Ghalib moaned, hips rocking again, trying to thrust
into Nadir‘s hand. He gripped the peg even tighter, his full, heavy balls
aching to empty.
―Tell me how he tastes,‖ Nadir commanded.
―Sweet,‖ Ghalib answered without hesitation. ―So sweet.‖
―How does his cock feel in your mouth?‖
―Thick.‖ It came out a moan as the memory, having not faded far,
sharpened. ―Felt so good. Him filling my mouth.‖ As the words started to
spill, he couldn‘t seem to stop them. ―Thrusting into my throat. Groaning
my name.‖
―Where was his hand?‖
―In my hair, gripping me, holding me still.‖ The memory brought an even
sharper surge of arousal, pushed him to the very edge. He nearly cried as
the need got to be too much.
―Who, Ghalib?‖ Nadir asked, softly. ―Who do you want?‖
―Adel!‖ Ghalib shouted and before he even finished the name, Nadir finally
gave him the permission and finally stroke he needed so badly. With the
thought of Adel firmly in his mind, the orgasm roared through him, starting
at the base of his spine and exploding outward. He shook with the force of
it as the climax yanked the cum from his balls and shot it over Nadir‘s
hand, his stomach and chest in thick, hot ropes. Nadir kept stroking him
and aftershocks of pleasure followed, bringing weaker spurts in the wake of
the explosion.
Nadir pulled Ghalib‘s cuffs off the hook first, having to almost peel
Ghalib‘s hands from the peg. As soon as his arms were down, Ghalib
braced his elbows on his knees and buried his face in his hands. He was
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only vaguely aware of Nadir cleaning him up, rubbing his shoulders and
returning the cage to him, so lost was he in his own head.
―I want him,‖ he whispered, voice breaking with the admission.
He felt an arm slip around his shoulders. ―There‘s nothing wrong with
that,‖ Nadir murmured, brushing his free hand over Ghalib‘s shoulder, then
hair, then running his fingers down Ghalib‘s cheek. ―Is it just want?‖
―I…‖ Ghalib started, then stopped and took a breath. He couldn‘t speak the
words, couldn‘t force them through his lips, so he shook his head.
―He‘s a good man, Ghalib.‖
Ghalib took a deep breath and looked up again. ―I don‘t… I can‘t… how?
Why? I don‘t understand.‖
Nadir smiled. ―That‘s a question they‘ve been asking for ages. No one
understands how these things happen. No one knows why they happen the
way they do. I probably fell in love with Cyrus over years. I felt it build,
blossom from our friendship, from protecting each other. And yet, when I
fell in love with Bathasar… it blindsided me. I had no idea it had been so…
big, so brilliant. I hadn‘t wanted to, at the time. I was so confused, I didn‘t
know how to handle it. I loved Cyrus, how could I love Bathasar, too? And
yet, I did.‖
Ghalib shook his head. ―I don‘t think I could love two people.‖
Nadir shrugged a shoulder. ―Many couldn‘t, I am sure. And that‘s okay.
That‘s not the point, though.‖
―I‘m not… I‘m not in love with him,‖ Ghalib mumbled.
―Probably not,‖ Nadir agreed. ―You don‘t know him very well yet.‖
―But… I like him. Even though he makes me so angry I could… just…
break something.‖
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Nadir laughed. ―I understand that. That‘s all part of it. I‘m sure you
frustrate him.‖
Ghalib couldn‘t resist a small smile at that. ―I do tend to cause a lot of
scowls.‖
―See?‖ Nadir grinned. ―There is a reason he doesn‘t want anyone else to
touch you. There is a reason he wants to be your first.‖
Ghalib shook his head, frowning. ―You said it yourself, that is coveted. He
just—‖
―No,‖ Nadir said, firmly. ―I don‘t believe that is all. You forget, he has
never taken slaves before.‖
―Why?‖ Ghalib asked, puzzled.
Nadir shrugged his shoulder again. ―I don‘t know. I suspect he is simply
someone who doesn‘t focus on pleasure like others do. There are rumors
that his father was very… well, let‘s just say not particular about who he
took to his bed. The former qadi was before my time here, but a few of the
slaves remember him. They all say that he had a big appetite when it came
to sex. It‘s possible that‘s caused Qadi Adel to shy away from anything like
that.‖
Ghalib frowned. He could admit that made a certain amount of sense. He
chewed his lip. Perhaps that would mean he might not be so ready to get rid
of him, then, either. ―Do you think…‖ He shook his head, frustrated at
himself. Slave or servant, it didn‘t matter. There was a reason no one
believed His Highness could truly love his slave. There was a reason no
one was willing to credit the rumors of their relationship. The nobility
played with the slaves, but they didn‘t truly fall in love with them. The
malik and Teman were different.
―Try not to let yourself get stuck with these worries yet. Give Adel a
chance to prove he‘s not like the other nobles.‖
Ghalib chuckled. ―He has done that, no doubt.‖
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―See?‖ Nadir leaned in and kissed him on the temple. ―Do as he‘s asked.
Focus on your conditioning and training and give him a chance.‖ Ghalib
nodded, taking a breath. ―And you have done beautifully today. Your
conditioning is coming along very well. I believe we will be able to move
forward soon.‖
Ghalib took one more breath then did his best to let go of Adel for the
moment. ―What is the next portion?‖
Nadir grinned. ―Command conditioning. Working with you until you are
unable to orgasm without one.‖
Ghalib felt the blood drain from his face… and right into his caged cock.
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