
        
            
                
            
        

    
	The Black King of the Djinn

	 

	S.H. Azanon

	 

	
 

	The Black King of the Djinn

	Copyright © 2024 by S.H. Azanon

	 

	All rights reserved.

	 

	No part of this publication may be sold, reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

	 

	The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this work are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), events, places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

	 

	This story contains explicit sexual M/M content and graphic language. It is intended for mature audiences only.

	 

	Cover photo by Kureng Workx @ Pexels.com

	Layout & design by S.H. Azanon

	 

	First edition

	October, 2024

	 

	Word count: 11,700 words

	 

	
 

	Author’s Note

	 

	According to the Book of Wonders, a 14th-century Arabic manuscript, there are seven Djinn-Kings associated with planets and the days of the week: Al Madhab, the Golden King, the ruler of Sunday and the Sun; Al Abyad, the White King, the lord of Monday and the Moon; Al Ahmar, the Red King of Tuesday and Mars; Barqan, the Black King of Wednesday and Mercury; Shamhuresh, the Purple King of Thursday and Jupiter; Zawba’ah, the Green King of Friday and Venus; and Maymun, the Blue King of Saturday and Saturn. 

	I’ve based the titular character of this story on one of these mythological creatures, consulting the illustrations and trying to keep the source material in mind. No offense to the djinn is intended, but if any of them decide to pay me a visit, I am prepared to suffer their wicked ways.
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	The force of his desire blinded him. Like Tiresias, crawling around on his belly, no matter where Ian looked, his vision was splintered, blurred. Up, it was the dull fluorescent glow of reason; down, it was all glassy eyes and apathy. Amidst the scattered horde of students—twenty-five, though some heads slumped so low they were better described as semi-conscious lumps of ennui—only one face remained clear: Shawn Owens. His rapture. His agony.

	Glasses off, Ian rubbed his lids in vexation. Such cravings were a novelty. It was like something inside him had broken after his wife had left him, a dam that held back the torrent deep inside. He was a man unchained, Prometheus unbound. Or maybe he was simply scared of being hurt again. But more and more, he caught himself stealing glances at other men. In the grocery store, on the street, in the gym, he noticed their mountainous bodies, admiring their volcanic strength, their rocky bulges. And no one haunted his fantasies more than the young black stud sitting in the front row.

	Big and brawny, the Blue Devil’s star quarterback leaned back in his chair, arms crossed, legs spread wide in that universal posture of men to whom dominance came naturally. He needed to pass Ian’s class to keep his football scholarship, otherwise he wouldn’t even be here. If he wasn’t a proven athlete already, with that face and body he could have a career in modeling. What use did someone like him have for Renaissance poetry? Next year, when he graduates, he’ll become an NFL player and forget all about these tedious hours he had to endure being chained in here, in this lecture hall of despair. But would Ian be able to shrug him off so easily?

	“So what does Paradise Lost offer us?” Ian asked, his voice lifting, futilely, into the still air. A few scattered pens scratched against notebooks. Most of the students’ gazes, though, were fixed elsewhere—on their phones, glued to the hypnotic glow of digital distraction. “The great epic of man’s first disobedience,” he continued, plowing through their indifference like some hapless farmer casting seeds into barren soil, “of the Fall, of temptation, of defiance and ruin.”

	Putting his glasses back on and running a hand through his graying sandy hair, he stood gesticulating with a kind of muted desperation, as if summoning the very legions of Heaven to descend into this sad, sterile classroom. Yet none came. No divine chariots blazed through the industrial air-conditioning ducts, no archangels materialized to lift his mortared heart. He had once thrilled at Milton’s lines, felt the rush of words like a tempest in his blood. ‘Better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven.’ Ian had relished their glorious rebellion, the tragic beauty of Satan’s fall. But here—here, in the dull and dreary amphitheater of this modern academic Babylon—such words might as well be spoken to the walls.

	Despite everything, Ian still loved teaching. The day he got his tenure at Central Connecticut State University, almost a decade ago, was one of the proudest moments of his life. Now in his early forties, he was a perfect image of the nerdy professor: willowy, bespectacled, and never without a vest, with an array of neckties, chinos, and leather shoes in an endless variety of earth tones, like he was the very spirit of fall. But this wasn’t Dead Poets Society, and he sure as hell wasn’t Robin Williams. The blurry vision couldn’t cloud his perception; the kids were bored. How could a generation raised on Tweets and Reels appreciate Chaucer or Milton? If it’s not on TikTok, it might as well not exist. 

	His eyes wandered to Shawn again. It was as if his body, carved like some demigod’s statue, radiated a self-assuredness that rendered Milton’s cosmic drama trivial, unnecessary. The boy was not simply disengaged—he was stultified. A boredom that struck Ian not so much as passivity, but more as defiance. Not so different from Lucifer, was it? An angelic figure, bored with the constraints of Heaven, seeking a rebellion of his own. 

	“Shawn,” Ian called out, and his voice cracked with the weight of his reflection. “What do you make of Satan’s decision to, as Milton phrases it, ‘assert eternal Providence, and justify the ways of God to men’?”

	Silence thickened around them. The other students, sensing some potential rupture in their anemic routine, glanced up. 

	The young man blinked, his jaw shifting, as if Ian had spoken to him in some dead language, long since forgotten. “Uh, it’s pretty intense, I guess,” Shawn finally said, his voice a low rumble. Yet, a flicker of something—irritation, perhaps, or the faint stirrings of thought—crossed his handsome face. He scratched the back of his neck, and the motion rippled down his biceps, visible even beneath the loose fabric of his gray hoodie. Some of the girls in the back row leaned forward, as if the action had released a kind of pheromone, drifting up to them in waves. Ian could hardly blame them.

	“Pretty intense,” he echoed, unable to keep the edge from his voice. A millennium of words, and this was what it had come to. The eloquence of an epic reduced to the casual grunt of a boy who could launch a pigskin with the grace and power of Apollo, but whose mind could not grasp the metaphysical terror of Satan’s fall. Was this the legacy of the English literary canon? A shrug and a sigh from young gods who ruled only in the Coliseum of televised sports? “Yes,” Ian said, “Milton’s Satan is, indeed, intense. He embodies the eternal conflict between ambition and morality, the drive to defy authority and assert one’s own destiny. A conflict,” he added, his gaze returning to Shawn, “that might be particularly relevant to a young man who understands competition, and the price of victory.”

	Shawn fidgeted in his chair, his eyes flicking up to meet Ian’s. There was something there—a flash of discomfort, or maybe annoyance, as if Ian had intruded upon some sacred ground. He wasn’t stupid, this boy. No, Ian could see the intelligence beneath the nonchalance. It wasn’t stupidity that kept him from engaging, it was indifference, a sense of detachment from the world of ideas. He lived in a world of bodies, of movement, of action. Satan’s war in Heaven was too abstract, too far removed from the immediate, tactile reality of touchdowns and fame.

	Ian stifled a sigh. This—this was his purgatory. Not the fire and brimstone of damnation, but the slow, creeping erosion of meaning. Each year, fewer students seemed to care. They came to class with glazed eyes and distracted minds, as if great literature were some fossilized relic, a thing to be endured, not savored. When smartphones flickered like the false light of false idols, and the attention spans shriveled in the glare of instant gratification, Paradise Lost had become a footnote in a textbook, a monument to a bygone era, irrelevant, obsolete. And here he was, the last priest in a dying temple, doomed to preach to ears too numb to hear.

	“Perhaps,” Ian said, his voice lowering to a more intimate tone, as if speaking only to himself, “the real tragedy is not Satan’s fall, but that we—like him—have forgotten what it means to be in the presence of greatness.”

	A few students scribbled down the quote, not because they understood, but because it might show up on the exam. Shawn only stared at his desk, chewing the inside of his cheek while playing with his pen. He was lost in thought again, probably wondering how long this particular Hell of English Literature would last before he could escape back to the real world.

	And Ian? Ian looked out at the room of fallen angels, knowing they would never understand.
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	The sun hung low in New Britain’s autumn sky when Ian’s rusting Volvo turned onto his street. Tapping the wheel to the beat of Sting’s Shape of My Heart playing on the stereo, his mind was blank, free of hunky students and disregarded poets. The drive home was a time to unwind, a slow descent from the lofty peaks of academia to the mundanity of suburban life. 

	As he drove closer to his house, he noticed commotion next door—the Fadels were holding a yard sale. A colorful array of objects spread across the grass transformed their manicured lawn into a museum of forgotten worlds. His neighbor Amira marched through the jumble, her dark curls bouncing as she carried out more boxes from the house, discarding the remnants of a past existence. It’s funny, he thought, how some people feel no connection to history, even their own; if a thing has no immediate, practical use, it becomes meaningless. To him, it was always the opposite: the older the thing was, the more meaning it held, the more stories. Things were not the symbols of riches, but the richness of symbols that only a passage of time could provide.

	Pulling into his driveway, Ian grabbed his briefcase and stepped out of his car, surveying the scene. The yard sale was a small affair, unnoticed by most of the neighborhood, save for a few browsers who picked through the items like crows inspecting roadkill. The possibility of some
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