Rabi reached the oasis of Sharurah more easily than he had expected. Oh, certainly it was a hundred miles from Najran across trackless, endless dunes that rose like the waves on the coast, but frozen in sand and time. It was even further from Shibam or Tarim along winding, parched stone canyons which hid as many brigands and thieves as they did fleas. Despite the brand on his hand and the manacles on his wrists that suggested otherwise, Rabi did not get along well with brigands or thieves. It should not be a crime to steal to feed one's family, as he had often said to whomever was chained close enough to listen. Even less when one's family is as small as one's own self, and when the food one steals is primarily seed cakes and Egyptian beer. The types of people who ate seed cakes and drank beer were not likely to go hungry from missing a meal. The officials had thought otherwise.

But Sharurah was easy to reach because the camel he'd stolen from the caravan was already loaded with water skins enough to last him a week, more than enough dried fruit and meat, and, among the other goods, a map. Especially the map. He had put four days' and four nights' walk between himself and the caravan following that map and its instructions to the stroke - even this last day, when the map had directed him to turn and twist so many times through the gullies where the sands met the canyons that he was certain he'd taken the same paths four or five times, before the sun had begun to set in the east. And yet, just as the map predicted, when he crested the ridge between two long-dry washes, he saw it.

It was called an oasis on the map, and by the man in the silk robes from whom he'd stolen the camel. (Rabi had plentiful time during his flight from the caravan to ruminate on the fact that now that he'd stolen a camel, he belonged in the slave's chains from which he'd escaped. A camel was significantly different from cakes or beer, even if Rabi was quite certain that the man in the silk robes owned many camels and could afford the loss of this one. Still, if he had not been wrongly enslaved for feeding himself in the first place, he hardly would have been in the position to steal the camel, would he?) Despite its name, the oasis looked like nothing more than a Bedouin tent erected in the niche formed by a stand of boulders, though few Bedouin tents were so brightly red and gold-striped after even a few weeks in the sun. A crescent of palm trees planted at regular intervals defined the outer perimeter of the tent and offered support where tent-stakes would have had only sand or stone to sink into.  The air in this wash smelled of water and water plants, and felt as cool as a sea breeze.  Rabi was not alarmed. He had listened when the man in the silk robes had spoken - boasted with drunken shouts, rather - about his destination. Jinn were tricky things, and appearances were not always to be believed.
Rabi was perhaps the only one to listen to the silk-robed man, though half of the caravan must have heard him.  The man never spoke to Rabi - who would speak to a slave he did not own? - but he had a captive audience in the guards that watched the slave-chain.  The man spoke loudly at the nighttime fires, and the guards and merchants avoided him.  Just as the slaves avoided Rabi whenever he protested his innocence, he thought. In Rabi's case, it was as much because the other slaves did not relish catching the stray lashes from his inevitable beatings.  In the case of the silk-robed man, it was because of his hands.  In total tally counting both hands, the man had only three fingers and his thumbs; while Rabi did not get a close look, it did not seem as if the man's knuckles were scarred.  He must have been born that way.  That meant he was either unlucky, cursed, or unloved by God, and none of these were qualities the other caravaners wanted near them.

 
Rabi led the camel back down from the ridge the way he had come until the tent was out of sight, then wedged the halter rope behind a boulder before knotting it so it could not slip free. Now that it was his camel, he would keep much closer watch on it than the silk-robed man had. He took one water skin and the small wooden chest from the camel's packs, just as the man had described.  He also brought his manacles, which the man had not described, but Rabi could do nothing about them.

He could, however, do something for his appearance. After taking a sip to wet his tongue, Rabi used the rest of the precious water in the skin to wet his hands, face, forearms, and feet, and let the water run off into the sand.  What remained of his tunic he tossed onto the rocks for the birds. Opening the small chest gingerly, he removed the small vial of frankincense oil and anointed his head and shoulders. He put on the silver ring inscribed with twining vines. He had looked through the chest frequently, and just as frequently weighed the option of abandoning the map's instructions and the silk-robed man's quest, and finding a city where he could sell the jewels and precious items inside.  Most of the items were, on their own, worth more than Rabi had ever owned.  The entire chest contained the wealth of a prince. He would have had to go to a city where he was not known to sell the chest and its contents, but even with the meager price a stranger would receive, he could buy lands that stretched to the horizon, horses and camels and goats, and as many wives as he desired. It would be an excellent life. But the silk-robed man, to judge by his boasts and servants and belong, had an excellent life despite his fingers, and everything that he said in Rabi's hearing related to this oasis, to coming here to make the best trade of his life. Rabi was no fool. Much was good. More was better.

Rabi already wore the loose Persian pants the wealthy man had packed, and a pair of his sandals.   He unfolded an embroidered vest and slipped it on over his shoulders.  Closing the chest again, Rabi climbed down the boulder stairs and boldly pushed through the veil hanging across the tent's opening. Just as he was stepping inside, a slumping man wearing a white robe stumbled out, and his unsteady steps brushed him against Rabi. Rabi cursed him and pushed the other man aside. The man had a chest of his own, so Rabi opened the lid to verify the contents of his. Rabi knew those tricks well enough. He glanced back after the hunched white form scrambling up the boulders. Though he had not seen his face, there was something familiar about that other man.  His robe had been silk, and - Rabi paused to stare and focus his eyes - he seemed to be missing a finger.  He shook his head clear as the man disappeared over the boulders; there was nothing to recognize.
Still, as Rabi stepped into the tent and a chill passed through him, he wasn't certain that he'd have recognized himself.  He was transformed. It was as though he'd stepped into a marble statue version of himself.  He turned his hands over as the tingling stopped - his nails were clean and trimmed, his fingers uncalloused. His forearms rippled with lean muscle, and the skin of his chest was smooth, unpocked, and unscarred, as though his skin had never known the kiss of a whip. His feet were cleaner than what he'd been able to manage with the water skin, as though he'd walked the last few days on a road of pillows. He felt his face and realized that he was smooth-shaven for the first time in many years, and his hair hung in oiled curls around his ears. Most importantly, his manacles were gone, replaced by thick bracers of gold worked with a lace of filigree. No chain bound his wrists together; he could stretch! The silver ring on his finger - a few minutes ago his only aspiration to finery - was now plain by comparison.

The inside of the tent was even smaller than it had appeared from the outside, or so he thought until he realized that he was in a curtain-enclosed antechamber. A sling chair cushioned with a pillow and a small table sat on a carpet to one side; Rabi set the chest on the table, as the silk-robed man had described, near a bowl of strange fruit and a pitcher of wine with an empty goblet. The fruit had the appearance of dates, but were as fleshy and juicy as a plum, and sweeter than any fruit he had tasted before. In minutes he had eaten a dozen and tossed the pits to the sand at the edge of the tent.  The wine was cool and had never been cut by water. He settled comfortably in the chair, though he was unaccustomed to sitting in one, and waited.
* * * * * * *
The curtains parted, revealing a woman standing deeper in the tent. No - she was not a woman. She was at least twelve feet tall. She was a Jinni. The silk-robed man had mentioned that numerous times, but Rabi was not prepared for the actual experience of  an immortal towering over him, even if her appearance was an illusion. A beautiful illusion. Her hair hung straight and shining as a silk curtain around her shoulders. Her neck was long and curved in a graceful arch that tilted her head. Her eyes were black like her hair, and half-hidden behind thick lashes. Her nose was as straight as a tower, and her lips as full and blush as a rose. Her breasts and shoulders promised ample curves before they disappeared into fabric only just sheer enough to tease his eyes with the light flickering behind her. When she walked out between the curtains, gold bangles at her neck, wrists, and ankles jangled, and the rings in her nose and ears caught the light. She smiled with promise. He returned the smile with pleasant, patient expectation from the chair.

"Peace," she offered, as she bowed before him. Tall as she was, that brought her head to just above his. As she paused there, Rabi heard her draw a deep breath of his scent.

"Peace on you," he replied.

Then she took his chin in one hand, lifted his face, and kissed him on the lips, as deeply as a lover. She tasted of earth and fire, like coffee, and her tongue was hot and eager. "Ahh," she exclaimed, as she straightened. "You are Rabi! We have waited for you." Then she flipped open the lid of the small chest and poked through it with a single finger until she seemed to find what she was looking for. "I see you know my price." She held up an uncut ruby as large as the joint on Rabi's thumb, turning it in the brazier light. 
Rabi nodded - he'd eyed that stone himself many times in the last four days. It would have bought him the fastest stallion in the desert.

"Come, then." 

Enclosing his hand in hers, she drew him from the chair and through the curtains. The tent beyond was the size the outside had promised, but he had expected something more, given the Jinn love for illusion. A spring-fed pool sunk into clean rock in the center of the tent, and was surrounded by rugs and oil lamps. The water was so clear he could see the bottom of the pool as easily as the floor beneath his feet. Oil lamps filled the already-thick air with the perfume of lilies. Pillows and other bedding lay deeper in the tent. The Jinni placed her payment in a dish she passed as they entered the room, then took him by both hands to draw him toward the pool. At the edge she stopped, and slipped from her clothes before stepping backward into the pool. Her skin was as flawless as her face, and her body was as supple as her lips had suggested. She discarded her garment without thought, and wore her gold and jewels into the water. The pool, which was barely large enough to accommodate her when she sunk in to her ribs, rushed up against the rocks that surrounded it, then flowed down through a channel that led it out of the tent.

Cupping one hand, she lifted a handful of the water to his lips. "Drink." The water was cool, like the wine, and refreshing. It tasted faintly of flowers.

Then she instructed him to remove his clothes and join her in the water.  She watched with satisfaction as he obeyed, pushing back a natural hesitance that had no place within this tent, but when he began to sit in the pool across from her, she pulled him instead into her lap. Despite the cool of the water, her thighs were warm beneath his, as were her hands as they slid over his shoulders, down his chest, and past his belly. Perhaps what she did was meant to bathe him, but after only a few minutes he turned to face her and they were tangled in each other's limbs. She was eager to kiss him; even when his lips left hers to explore her body, she would kiss his neck or ears or chest or suck on his fingers. 

She dandled him there in the pool for a good hour, at least - she was in no hurry. Even as a slave, Rabi was no stranger to the embrace of a woman, but those had been anxious, desperate affairs, pressed for time either for fear of discovery or by the passion of the moment. This was almost lazy. His manhood was fully erect, yet it remained so without threat of spilling, even when she stroked it with her glassy nails. The women he had engaged in his past affairs had shown varying levels of enthusiasm, from bare acceptance to vocal enthusiasm, but never had one of his partners been the aggressor between them - the one to touch and fondle, to pull his head to her breasts, to lift and handle him as though he were the frail, sweet thing. But he had never before shared a pillow with a giantess, so he only made the best of the opportunity he had, and gave as good as he got. 

When she lifted them both from the water and leaned back on the nearest rug, he was ready and eager to kneel between her spread legs and enter her. The warmth of her skin had hinted at the fire inside her, but it was a wet heat - the fire of creation. For several moments he was lost in the delirium of thrusting. She drew him against her, to lie across her belly, and as she crossed her feet loosely behind him her hips rose to meet his, and she clenched around his manhood. They fell into an easy, unhurried rhythm, which lasted longer than he should have been able to bear - long enough that Rabi didn't feel the fatigue in his muscles until the river dammed within him finally broke through and rushed to fill her.  Vitality drained from him. For a few moments more she rocked her hips against his, but as he went limp inside her she fell still. 

Rabi lay there for some time, just breathing and basking in the warmth of her skin like a lizard on a sun-baked stone. He did not sleep, for she stroked his hair and curled her fingers through the locks behind his ears, and she murmured things to him in the Jinn language that he couldn't understand. Her words were like the purring of a great cat beneath him.

Then, somewhere in the distance, he heard a ram's horn sounding, and he knew, instinctively, that the time he had paid for was up. He sighed and lazed a moment longer against the Jinni's belly. The Jinni shifted, and he realized that he was still inside of her, until she caught him around the chest and lifted him above her head.

* * * * * * *
Rabi sat in the chair in the tent's small antechamber and waited.  Spending months in chains had taught him patience.

After a while the curtains parted, revealing a woman standing deeper in the tent. Not a woman - she had a woman's form, but she was tall enough to stoop beside a tent post more than twice Rabi's height, and the fires of a Jinni soul burned in her eyes. He was prepared for her appearance, however, and only smiled as she stalked toward him.

She was beautiful. Her hair hung in glossy black curls across her bosom. Her nose was long, her eyes tilted like cat's and lined with dark lashes. Her rose-colored lips parted for her tongue. Earrings, a nose ring, necklaces, bracelets, and anklets all jangled as she stalked toward him on an indirect path. Her legs crossed over each other like a dancer's, creating an alluring silhouette against the flickering light behind her. The fabric between her thighs swished.

When she reached him, she bowed her head, and purred, "Peace on you-" She drew a long breath above him and added his name. "Rabi."
He inclined his head in response. She bowed further, dropping almost to one knee so her face was level with his. As large as her face was - almost as wide as his shoulders - it filled his vision. Her smoldering eyes flicked between his, and again her tongue wetted her lips, which twitched to a pursing moue as though they imagined kissing him. She kept the hand's gap between them, and reached to the small chest on the table beside him. "I do hope you know my price, Rabi." Her breath washed over his face, and even that was perfumed with the scent of cinnamon and citrus. Only after a moment longer of staring into his eyes did she finally turn away to look at the coin glinting goldly between her fingers. "A solidus," she breathed. The face of some hawk-nosed, Roman-looking man was stamped off-center into the metal. She turned to him again, with a smile wide enough to display coin-sized teeth glistening like pearls fresh from the shell. "Come!"

He followed her through the curtains, which parted to reveal an inside larger than the outside of the tent could accommodate. He had expected as much; everyone knew that the Jinn were masters of illusion. What alarmed him, though, were the couple laying in the pillows across the tent, on the far side of the pool. Another Jinni nearly as tall as the one holding his hand lay on her back, but kneeling between her thighs was a man, who by every appearance was Rabi himself, changed as he was.  He wore the same Persian pants, the same sandals, and the same filigreed gold bracers. Rabi stared at himself from behind, and the sight of himself thrusting roused his own member with anticipation.

The Jinni leading him jerked him forward by the wrist. "Am I not sufficient for you, Rabi?" Her pout jested, but she still maneuvered him toward her other side to block the other Rabi from his view, and dropped the solidus into a metal dish with a solid-sounding clink. She led him to the edge of the pool, and slipped out of her thin garments before descending stone steps into the water. The water itself was so clear it seemed that paper-thin glass rippled around her thighs. A golden glow, like an echo from the braziers around the perimeter of the tent, shone up from the water to light her belly and the underside of her breasts. When Rabi began to disrobe she batted his hands aside and took over the task herself. If her fingers were strong and tore the seam of his pants a bit, he did not argue, for soon he was pressed against her, folded into the shallow valley between breasts pert but as large as his head. Cool water from the pool splashed over him, contrasting with the warmth of her skin, or of her tongue and lips kissing the dribbling water away. Her kisses roamed his body while she bathed him, but whenever she approached his face, she stopped, lingering just out of lips’ reach, and resumed kissing him on his chest or arms.

The transition from her bathing him to fondling his erect manhood, then kneeling to kiss and lick it, happened so gradually that he did not even remember when he'd sat and let his feet dangle into the water. He could remember arching his back, moaning with the realization that no matter what tricks she played with her lips or tongue, no matter how close to the edge of orgasm he seemed to come, she could simply push him further, and the pressure within him would grow. She was as aggressive as a maiden riding on top of him, as demanding with her lips as with the little grunting sounds she made, but even when he tried he could not make himself release. He finally closed his eyes, letting the waves of agonizing pleasure wash through him.

Until he heard the trumpeting of a ram's horn somewhere in the distance. Something changed, something in the motion of her lips or the suction between her cheeks, and he spilled his seed. Her eyes met his and wrinkled with a smile, but still her lips did not part until his last convulsion left him panting on the rug beside the pool. Then, as the last echoes of the horn died away in time with his sighs, she lifted herself out of the pool, laid herself across him and pressed her lips to his.
* * * * * * *
Rabi's wait in the antechamber was not long. The curtains parted, and a woman as tall as a fig tree stepped through, but Rabi had listened carefully when the man in the silk robes spoke to the caravan guard, and he knew to expect the Jinn to appear as a giant. Her hair was the color of dates touched by gold, her skin bronzed, and her pink lips curled with a mischievous smile.

She sniffed at the air as she sashayed toward the chair where he sat, and seemed to hesitate. When she reached him she bent at the waist - not quite a bow - to sniff again in the curls of his hair, then straightened with a disdainful frown. She fingered through the contents of his chest idly, just enough to confirm her expectation. "Frankincense," she sneered at him. "I see you judge your own vanity to be worth more than the pleasure I could have shown you. Now you have cursed yourself to always wonder what you have traded away." 
Dismissing him with a wave of her hand, she turned and strode back through the curtains. Before they closed behind her, Rabi heard men laughing, women sighing and moaning, and water splashing. He caught a momentary glimpse of flesh pressing on flesh, and the scent of mingling perfumes. But he did not follow her, because even a slave knew better than to try to cheat the Jinn in their own home. He remained in the chair, but shifted uncomfortably. 
* * * * * * *
The chair was surprisingly comfortable, though Rabi wondered if it was truly meant for him, or if he was expected to remain standing.  He glanced down at the rug, where he would have been more at home. The air inside this small, curtained room was cool and moist, a pleasure itself after so many weeks in the parched heat of the desert. He bit into another piece of fruit and let the juice dribble down his throat.
His mind wandered to the chest and its contents.  He thought again about removing the silver ring from his finger, since it clearly was not necessary beside the gold bracers and the fine embroidery on his vest. The silk-robed man had gone on and on about his chest, and while he hadn't been specific about its contents, he had told the caravan stories of a dozen different libraries in a dozen different cities, to which he'd traveled just for the possibility of a hint of what he should include. He invented unbelievable tales about chasing after bandits for a ring stolen from a particular maiden's finger. Perhaps the one he wore.  He'd climbed the peaks of Ararat, nearly dying just to claim an unremarkable feather from a raven's nest. He was full of nonsense, of course, even if his chest was full of a remarkable array of baubles and fortunes.  
Rabi heard a soft footstep from beyond the antechamber, and his thoughts focused.
The Jinni who entered through the curtains was in every respect ample. She was wide through her hips, on which a chain of pierced coins jangled with each step. Her bosom quivered like a pair of wineskins in a gown barely adequate to the task of restraining them. Her lips were red and full, her lashes dark, her hair falling in waves to the small of her back. When her brown eyes lighted on him, she laughed and clapped with delight. She took his cheeks in both hands and kissed him fully on the lips. It was something more than a greeting, as her wide tongue thrust into his mouth. "Rabi!" she gasped. "At last you come again for the first time." She only had to glance into the chest sitting open on the table beside him to find the string of pearls that satisfied her. "Come, come, my darling - I have made a place for us!"

She led him through the curtains and into a space that could not possibly fit within the tent he had seen from the outside. The red-and-gold-striped fabric rose high enough for black-speckled hawks to circle within the peak, and met the ground a half-league distant. An oasis lake of very clear water stretched between stands of boulders, wide enough for a dozen tipsy white boats to drift without coming near each other. In the boats, around the lake, lying on rugs and propped on pillows were Jinn by the hundreds, if not thousands, in various states of undress. Thick black manes of hair streamed from some heads; others wore plaits or knots. Skin as dark as ebony or as pale as cream shifted and slid beneath diaphanous robes and over silken pillows. Their gasps and groans and moans mingled together into herd noises. Intertwined with the Jinn were men, or a thousand copies of one man. Each of them looked and sounded just like Rabi himself. Each of them wore the same gold bracers that tugged his arms down to the earth, and each moved in that same slinky, low-centered way that Rabi recognized as his own.

He thought he should have been alarmed, or unsettled, or concerned, but he was only mildly aroused. The Jinni who held his hand smiled expectantly down at him, and he returned it with one of her own.

Then, "Szen!" she called, to a Jinni sitting at the edge of the oasis. She, unlike the other Jinn around her, had no Rabi in her lap, or in her arms, or in her mouth. She turned, brows arched, and considered them. The Jinni holding his hand beckoned to her. "Come, if you are not in contract, and I will share my payment with you."  She dangled the string of pearls to tempt the other.

The Jinni by the bank smiled with what seemed to be relief, and rose to join them.

Two more unattached Jinn joined them for the promise of a share in the pearls before the four of them settled into a nest of satin pillows that waited for them. The ample Jinni slipped from her clothes and pulled him down to her lap, where her belly molded to the curve of his back and her bosom cradled his head. She placed the pearls in a dish behind her head.  

Rabi had never been lavished with such attention before, but neither had he ever been the owner of gold bracers, or of treasure sufficient to contract a Jinn harem. While the ample Jinni beneath him twirled her fingers through his hair or kissed his hands, the other three removed his sandals and washed his feet with perfumed water. One of them produced a plate of date cakes and a goblet of watered wine, which she fed to him with bright smiles and dainty, eight-inch fingers. The other two, who could have been twins when their straight black hair fell in front of their faces, pushed up his robes and stretched themselves over his legs. With fingers and lips they fondled him back to erection, trading him back and forth between each other like a two-headed flutist. 
The ample Jinni tilted Rabi’s head back so she could kiss his lips. Somewhere in the distance a horn blew a single, long note, and his seed poured out of him over still-squeezing fingers. The Jinni kissed him more deeply.

* * * * * * *
Rabi shifted in the chair. The shade of the tent's antechamber was preferable to the baking sun outside, and the fruit and wine on the table were heavenly after the stale flatbread he'd been fed on the slave train. Yet beyond the curtains he could hear a hubbub - the peculiar combination of the sounds of a brothel and a bazaar. The scents of mingled perfumes and the cool of an oasis breeze occasionally floated out toward him. He shifted again, not from discomfort, but from anticipation.

The curtains parted, revealing a Jinn giantess as tall as an elephant, but much lovelier. Her skin was brown like bread crust, but smooth and supple. Her broad lips smiled at him, and her dark eyes twinkled with mirth. Her tightly curled hair was cut close to her head and was the color of honey - a striking contrast. She bowed to him and bid him peace, and kissed him boldly on the lips. "Rabi," she named him, and he nodded in agreement. The aftertaste of her kiss lingered on his tongue.  Even after she stood he could still feel the yielding pressure of her lips against his mouth.

She sifted through the contents of his chest, which were much fewer than Rabi recalled bringing into the tent a few moments earlier, but finally she closed the lid and bowed her head to him. "You do not know my price." Her smile was apologetic, but she closed the curtains tightly behind her, leaving Rabi alone in the antechamber.

* * * * * * *
The curtains were thrown back at last, revealing a female form unlike any Rabi had ever seen. He wasn't surprised that she towered over him - what Jinni would appear as a simple mortal? - but her hair was the color of fire, her eyes the color of budding spring leaves, her skin as pale as milk where it wasn't speckled with freckles the same color as her nipples. She wore no clothes, only such an armor of jewelry as made Rabi's gold bracers appear paltry by comparison. She danced into the small chamber with a giddy laugh, filling the air with a perfume both sweet and sharp. She did not speak, and when she bent toward him and lifted his face, instead of greeting him with a kiss she licked the length of his face and laughed again. "Rabi," she declared, but her accent was so thick, so guttural, Rabi could not believe that she spoke a word of God's language. 

She tipped back the lid of the chest, and though there were still several gems and objects of gold within the box (each large enough to buy the farm he grew up on, oxen and all), she withdrew an unremarkable black feather - the type any raven might drop as it took wing - and twirled it between her fingers before giggling and beckoning for him to follow.

Beyond the curtains was no tent, but a city - a city not of buildings, but of rugs and pillows and pavilions, a city beneath the great ceiling of red and golden stripes that disappeared above the clouds. Rivers of clear water flowed from a dozen directions to feed a lake so clear that only the reflections of the thousand braziers surrounding it convinced Rabi it had a surface at all. Jinn of every complexion and appearance populated the rug-strewn land, and in the embrace of each one - or several, where they clustered together - one of ten thousand Rabis gasped with delight. The chorus of sexual pleasure crashed again and again, like waves on the shore.

The flame-haired Jinni pushed him along when he stopped to stare. He hoped she would lead him to a spot near the water, where hundreds of Rabis bathed or frolicked or tangled with a Jinni of their own beneath the lip of a skiff, but she led him instead to an uninhabited pile of pillows and motioned for him to lie down. The feather dropped from her fingers to twirl into a metal bowl at the edge of the pillows.  

Once he was settled, she - without warning - proceeded to kneel over his shoulders and drop the flower of her sex onto his face. Any protest he might have made was stifled in the demands of her flesh, which pressed urgently against his lips. It was unexpected, but not unpleasant. She was warm, but it was a comfortable warmth, not the parching of the desert. She smelled of musk and fresh-turned earth, but tasted more of that same sour-sweet fruit he had smelled on her perfume in the antechamber. She moaned appreciatively at his efforts to please her, and multiplied his effects by grinding down against him as though she were an overturned mortar, and he the pestle beneath. Though he did not withhold any effort, she was insatiable and would not release him. At moments he feared that she had forgotten that he, as a mortal, required regular intervals to breathe, but always the sway of her hips brought fresh air to him just as he needed it most. The pleasure he took from her wordless groans had begun to mingle with the despair of ever satisfying her when a horn sounded somewhere in the distance. As though responding to a cue, the great Jinni cried out in victory and shuddered above him and against him. Even when her jerking stopped, though, she didn't remove herself from him; instead she leaned forward, gathered up his legs, and curiously brought the toes of one foot to her lips.

* * * * * * *
Rabi waited still in the antechamber, though several Jinn had come to inspect the few contents of his chest and left after expressing polite disappointment that he did not know their price. He fretted that he had not been invited into the heaven of delights the sounds and scents beyond the curtains promised, but the wine and fruit on the table beside him were luxury beyond any he had previously known, and the kisses given him by the Jinn he could not pay were sufficiently delightful to convince him to continue to wait in hopes of more.

The curtains parted, and Rabi straightened, preparing himself for another kiss and eventual disappointment. The Jinni did not pause dramatically between the curtains as the others had, so instead he used the moment of her approach to appreciate her beauty. The Jinn had each been beautiful in a different way, but this one was severe in her pulchritude. Her deep-set eyes probed from beneath narrow, arched brows. Her black hair had been plaited up into a complex weave above her head, and the shape of her ears lent themselves the perception of a sharp chin. When she smiled, it was the pleased calculation of a moneylender, rather than warm invitation.   She smelled of wood oil and honey.

Unlike the others, she crossed first to the table and the chest there, but only to tip the lid closed. A few remaining gems clinked against the coins inside. When she bent and filled her nostrils with his scent, she did not continue down to kiss his lips, but instead took his hand in hers and lifted that to her mouth.  She kissed the silver ring he'd stolen from the chest. "I see you know the price, Rabi."

"I am called Silat," she said as she drew him from the chair to stand at her side. His head rose only to her thighs, and Rabi felt unpleasantly inferior in her stern company, like a child beside a strict teacher. That she was certain to be hundreds of years older than he did not improve the comparison.

She led him through the curtains and into what was not the inner expanse of the tent, but a complete world. An entire race of female Jinn entertained countless copies of himself - thousands upon thousands of men with his face, his voice, his pained expression of orgasm, and his golden bracers. All of the golden bracers of all the Rabis could, if stacked together, create a palace larger than Suleiman's. A canopy of stars twinkled in the darkened red strips of the tent, which rose beyond the reach of his vision and fell past the horizon.  The moon hung against a field of gold.  Silat lead him out among the other Jinn, and though she often paused so they could sit at the edge of a rug or throw themselves upon a cushion and watch some other Rabi under the care of some other Jinni gasp at pleasures his body could scarcely tolerate, she did not make conversation with Rabi beyond occasionally plying him with wine and sweet cakes. The Jinn that they watched were eager to kiss their Rabis on any patch of his skin that presented itself, eager to taste him with their lingering tongues, eager to fill their nostrils with his scent, but Silat was an exception; she had only one interest. When they sat, she pulled him into her lap and closed her lips around his ring finger. Her tongue traced around the band of silver with habitual frequency. When she stood to lead him to some new erotic display, sometimes she carried him rather than his hand to escape her lips. 
Rabi did not complain. He was not certain that his experience was not, in its own peculiar way, equally erotic to that of any other Rabi that he saw.  Silat paid his finger such devotion that it became an icon for his entire body.

They passed by a glassy sea at the center of the land of the Jinn; its surface reflected the stars above even more brightly then they shone. Between the glimmering reflected stars, Rabi saw the desert stones beneath the water descending to unplumbable black depths. A Jinni with no Rabi of her own broke the surface near him, and after a glance at Silat, approached eagerly and knelt to kiss him. She stroked Rabi's erection, which had stood as straight as a bannerman's spear this whole time. But when her lips parted and her tongue flicked out eagerly, Silat took him by the hand and led him away from her and the water.
Beneath a stand of palms, a pair of Jinn anointed his feet.  When one of them tried to kiss his lips, Silat led him away.  He was given a conical hat by a Jinni sitting atop a boulder, and a white robe beneath a pavilion, but while Silat allowed her sisters to bring him gifts, she would not share him further, and always drew him away, despite his protests.  She would not answer him when he asked her why.  


Rabi saw himself in every position in the blessed book. He saw Jinn attend to him with every female organ named by Suleiman, but Jinn, like mortal women, were particularly eager with their lips and their womanly flowers. Silat led him from horizon to horizon and around the shore of the sea, but the night did not pass and they did not sleep or feast, beyond nibbling at cakes. At last, after climbing a gently sloped mount that overlooked a valley filled with silk cushions and writhing flesh, Silat indicated that he should stop.  She motioned for him to recline on a golden couch, like a throne built for sleeping, that waited unoccupied for them. He did, and she lay beside him, then kissed the ring on his finger.

"Is this where we, too, shall share the pleasures of the flesh, Silat?"

"That is not what you have paid me for, Rabi." She examined him with her dark, piercing eyes, and a hint of a smile appeared on her lips. "But if in some other season of your life you would return to this place, I would be pleased if you brought my contract price. I can show you pleasures none other here would."

Rabi glanced over the length of the valley, then to the starlit land beyond. "May I return, then? I thought that Jinn-"

"Of course you may," she assured him, with another kiss for his ring, "Provided you are willing to pay. Most men return at least once, though very few - only the bravest - as many as ten times. None more than that."

"I think you and your sisters may give me cause for great bravery, Silat."

Her slight smile remained cryptic. "We shall see. You are completely pleased, then?" She indicated the four directions. "Do you see yourself lacking for any pleasure you desire? I shall tell you its cost, if you do."

Rabi assured her that he had at least seen himself pleased in every conceivable way.

Still smiling, she reached behind the couch and produced an immense ram's horn, large even for her hands. It was inlaid with ebony and gilded along the ridge and the edges. When she lifted it above her head, it shone with the light of the moon. She raised it to her lips and blew a single, long note that echoed back from every direction until the air was filled with a sound that lingered even after she lowered the horn. As the sound began to fade, it was replaced with a chorus of climaxes from the valley; the Rabis who were not already laying, panted and expended, across their Jinn were now finishing with such loud, earnest cries that Rabi was embarrassed for himself on their account. He glanced at Silat, whose smile had spread to bare her teeth. She kissed the tip of his finger.

And then, in every direction that he could see, the Jinn turned on their Rabis, making meals of their moments-ago lovers.  A thousand thousands of Jinn filled their greedy lips with the flesh of man; a thousand thousand moans of satisfied delight rang through the air.


Rabi recoiled in horror, but Silat was as quick and strong as she was tall, and prevented him from leaving the couch. She suckled on his ring finger.

Strangely, the other Rabis did not seem to share his fear or disgust at their demise. Not one made an attempt to escape their Jinni, though few would have had time. In most cases each Jinni took her Rabi whole, in a series of quick gulps like a lizard eating a locust. But where the Jinni was smaller than her sisters, and where the Rabi was shared by more than one Jinni, the Jinn bit into his flesh as if he was a piece of fruit.  No blood spilled from these wounds or the mouths of the Jinn; a clear, thick nectar leaked from the Rabis instead.  Even these Rabis did not scream in agony as they were devoured.

Silat's teeth dented the flesh of his finger; Rabi turned on her. "Will you eat me as well?" It came out as a near scream - desperate and pitiful.

"Of course not," the Jinni laughed. "For you are Rabi, the son of a man, and the laws of Suleiman forbid any Jinni from spilling your blood upon the sands or consuming your soul. But we may yet exact a price." Then she took his entire finger within her mouth, and her teeth bit down beyond the silver ring.

Rabi cried out in agony - the only voice to do so in all of the tent-enclosed earth. The pain was everything he could have feared from shearing sinew and cracking bone. But even after her teeth had closed together, severing the last shreds of flesh, she would not release him; her lips remained closed over the wound to prevent a single drop of blood from escaping. He writhed, but his strength was nothing compared to hers. His eyes squeezed shut, his head rolled back, and he wailed.

A pair of hands - not Silat's, as she still held his wrist and shoulder - caught him by the cheeks and held him for a kiss. A pair of large, warm lips parted against his, and the tip of a tongue slipped into his mouth. It tasted of honeyed milk. And then, suddenly, Rabi was more than complete. Memories stacked over memories, and he remembered following a Jinni with a single long plait through the curtains. He remembered her bathing him in a clear lagoon filled with lotus flowers. He remembered lying between her thighs and entering her. He remembered her eager, girlish moans at his thrusts. He remembered her warm channel fitting him with unexpected perfection, like a socket made for the key, despite their relative sizes. He remembered the horn blowing, and the Jinni kissing him one last time before her mouth closed around him, and he was swallowed into blackness as wet and warm and close as her sex.


Rabi opened his eyes in time to see her smile before she pulled away from him, bowing her head in farewell. A dozen more Jinn had gathered behind her, and thousands more streamed in from the valley to join the crowd ascending the mount.

Hands caught his cheeks, lips pressed to his, and memory stacked upon memory. A Jinni made herself his eager slave and begged to please him. A kiss, and another memory. He stood in the shallows of the clear lake, arms stretched to hang onto the hips of the Jinni bending away from him. A kiss, and now he was the plaything. A kiss, and he knelt on the breasts of a Jinni with a greedy mouth.

Kisses upon kisses, and he was replete with memories within the tent; his life leading up to the moment he entered the home of the Jinn was a frail shade of existence. He was stupefied from the flood of sensation, drunk on the crashing waves of remembered pleasures, and had completely forgotten the pain of his severed finger.

When the last of the Jinn had shared her kiss and retreated with bowed head, Silat's lips finally parted.  She released her hold on his hand with her same, calculating smile. Where the finger had been, unbroken, unscarred skin closed around the knuckle. Silat bowed her head as her sisters had done.

Rabi rose, but stumbled from the couch as though every goblet of wine the countless Rabis had drunk had come through with their memories.  The world reeled around him; the ground fell away from his feet.  The tent was smaller than he remembered it. The curtains he sought were blessedly close - only a few steps from the golden couch where Silat still watched him. It was luck that kept him from falling into the pool at the center of the tent; luck too that he spotted his refilled water skin lying there on a rug.  He pushed through the curtains and into the antechamber.  Even with the tent a red and gold swirl, he remembered the chest and wealth it still contained, and he bundled it beneath his white coat.

As he left the tent, another man pushed his way into the antechamber.  He shouldered Rabi aside impatiently, but Rabi didn't curse the man - he'd been just like him once.
Now, outside of the tent, he was different.  The chest might be nearly empty, but it was enough, and inside he was full - overflowing with confidence in himself.  Nothing of the thief Rabi, nothing of the slave Rabi remained.  He had no doubt that he would refill that chest himself. Perhaps he would buy himself a silk robe as well. It was only money; what he had now was worth more than money could purchase.

The world around him still seemed shallow and pale in comparison with his memories, but the ground was firm and where he expected it beneath his feet. He crested the ridge above the tent, and his camel lowed rudely.  His golden bracers glinted in the light of the setting sun.  He'd made a splendid trade for a finger.
