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Devotion

 


I have been sitting at the table on the
balcony of the rented room I took the night before. The sun has
set, but the sky is that dark bruise I've come to admire and crave
seeing. Brazil is beautiful, no doubt, and the ocean roars not too
far from where I sit. I can hear the screaming laughter of children
melding perfectly with the cry of the sea.

 


It's been over two thousand years since I was
a child, since I learned what it was to truly lose my innocence.
Not just physically, but in every way innocence can be stripped
from you. For most of those two thousand years, I've been chasing
the thief who blinded me with wealth, security, and title in
exchange for something I'd not had time to appreciate.

 


In its own way, that is my devotion to him.
My childish love, warped into this obsession and crazed need. I
have chased him from city to city, empire to empire, continent to
continent, but always he slips away before I can close my hand on
his wrist.

 


Madness. I know it's madness, but I can't
help it.

 


I am desperately devoted.

 


Do you know devotion?

 


I do not mean the paltry sense of adoration
many feel in this day and age. What I ask is, have you ever loved
something with such a feverish need that all else was eclipsed by
this burning desire to please and be pleased, to love and be
loved?

 


That is devotion.

 


Can you imagine an eternity in which to give
that level of worship? I can. I still feel the very core of who and
what I am call to him.

 


Him.

 




He who holds my heart in a tight grip,
strangling the life from me and wringing out all my passion for
him. I was but a child when I found him... or, more accurately,
when he chose to allow me to see him. His very appearance stole the
breath from my chest, made my eyes fill with tears for the beauty
he possessed. It did not occur to me to fear such unnatural beauty;
he was an angel to me, silver and ivory. My fingers ached to touch
his alabaster flesh, to press my lips to his, and in that moment –
one moment that led to so many, many others – I felt utter
devotion. I wanted to worship him, to love him, to pledge my life
and loyalty into his service.

 


And without a word between us, I was his.
Heart, body, and soul. A street rat now to become the devout
acolyte of a god made flesh.

 


Do you know seduction?

 


Of course you do. Most humans know seduction,
how to take what they want from another with the simple use of
one’s body and its moist, secret places. There exists a finer art
of seduction, one that simple mortals do not utilize. Time, you
see, is something mortals are forever aware of, and so they run
about at a frenzied pace, trying to experience everything at once.
Those not encumbered by the limits of time, enjoy a more drawn out,
mental and emotional seduction.

 


Being a boy, I knew little of love and the
crafts of the body. But I knew enough to recognize the racing of my
heart, the burning in my veins, and the flush of my skin. When his
eyes turned toward me, looking upon me with borrowed warmth, I knew
devotion and seduction. His eyes, blacker than any night without
stars, pierced me, pinning me against the wall of a building in the
busy marketplace, and as I panted out a silent cry of need, he came
to me.

 


I was nothing before he took me in – a rented
boy to do menial labor for those who could not afford their own
slaves. I could not read or write, and I spoke such crude language
that the man who loaned me to others demanded I never speak. This
dark-eyed man, who was taller than my keeper, spoke Latin with
fluid grace, his voice thick, soft like velvet, and they bartered
for me. To this day I know not what price Julius paid for me, but I
do know that it was nothing for him to toss that silken purse into
my keeper's grubby hand.

 


Names. Yes, Julius was my new lord and
master. I was a bought slave. Owned by a cloaked man who seemed
quiet and out of place in the streets of Rome. My name? My keeper
never bothered to bestow one upon me, but – in time – Julius did. I
am not certain when he chose it, or even why, but the name called
in the streets when I pass is the one he eventually gave to me. But
I digress.

 


I do not recall much about our journey from
the center of Rome to his home, but I spent most of it staring up
at his silver hair, which glowed like fire in the late afternoon
sun. He was marvelous, and I was besotted.

 


If I was in awe of the man, I was absolutely
dazzled by his home. The house was large, the central atrium full
of warm, golden light and verdant plants. The soft sound of water
filled my ears, and the scent permeating the hallway I stood in was
that of clean, damp tile. The rooms I could see were filled with
mosaics, paintings, sculptures, and richly upholstered furniture.
Golds and reds dominated the rooms, bronze and onyx highlighting
the burning color scheme. The floors were spotless, the walls
scrubbed and tidy, and there seemed little need for a dirty slave
boy in this grand home.

 


That was when the lustful thoughts clouded my
mind. I had heard tales among other boys of what the Roman men
sometimes demanded of the boys in their service. The stories had
frightened me, terrified me into nightmares for months, but such
services had never been required of me. Now, in Julius' home, this
might change, and the fear almost suffocated me.

 


“Boy, why do you pale?” he asked as he gazed
down at me. His voice had a strange lilt to it, an accent that,
even now, I am unable to put a place to.

 


I swallowed hard, forcing the lump in my
throat away. “You have a fine home, my lord. It is clean, well
kept. For what purpose could you have purchased me?” I dared to
ask. It was the most I had said in three summers, and thankfully,
the words did not fail my addled brain.

 


His lips curled into a faint smile. “You have
spirit, and your very demeanor speaks to me of what thoughts
trouble you. How many winters have you survived, boy?”

 


“Twelve.”

 


“Do not worry about such things until the
time comes for you to worry,” he said sagely, softly, and I knew
then what his ultimate intent was.

 


He took me into his home. There were servants
I never saw, other children I merely heard; we were separate from
them, it seemed. In a grand suite I was bathed by his gentle hands,
touched with fleeting caresses, and kissed chastely as a sleeping
gown was pulled over my unruly hair. With father-like sweetness, he
laid me atop the silken sheets of a great mattress, pressing his
lips to my brow before he left me in the silence of this new
world.

 


I will not bore you with the small
intricacies of our initial words, nor shall I bother explaining
when our relationship shifted away from adoring pupil and doting
teacher. I will tell you that he gave me words. So many words! I
could express anything and everything my heart felt, though saying
these things aloud seemed to be unnecessary to Julius. He could
simply look into my eyes and know the love I felt for him. His
black eyes would become moist, richer to my sight, and then he
would turn away from my shining face.

 


I wasn't there a week before a young man was
brought in and I was told he was to be my tutor. Julius said it was
important for me to learn history, to read and to write. Because
Julius said it, I accepted that as pure truth. The man, Decimus,
was twenty and very beautiful. Even then, I didn't truly have a
name, and Decimus merely referred to me as 'boy' in the same manner
that Julius did.

 


It was more of a name than I'd ever had, and
as with everything else in my life, I accepted it without
complaint.

 


So, I applied myself to all Decimus would
teach me. I assumed I was naturally a quick study, as I was able to
learn any trade previously assigned to me, but I was
determined. I wanted to make Julius proud; I didn't want to
give him a reason to send me from his home and back to the slums of
Rome. For hours every day, I would listen to Decimus speak of wars
and heroes and criminals and traitors. I would write upon my wax
tablet words I'd never before seen, but somehow knew. I would read
the words upon other tablets that Decimus would prepare before
coming to Julius' home, and I felt such pleasure and pride in my
accomplishments.

 


Though I rarely saw my new master in those
early months, I knew his presence. I sensed him whenever he'd come
to my bedside as I slept. I could smell him in the air long after
he'd passed through a room. I felt his eyes on me even in the
darkest of nights. It was a subtle, quiet seduction, kept in the
periphery of my young life. What mattered was pleasing him, and
pleasing him, I knew, meant doing well with my lessons.

 


In my fifteenth year, though, my lessons
changed. Not instantly, and not intrusively, but Decimus' approach
to our time together was different. He sat closer to me. He touched
my hair or ran his fingers over my shoulders as he passed by. He
was a handsome man, I won't deny that, and soon those touches and
coy glances caught my attention and distracted me from military
history.

 


So began my new lessons – the ones I soon
discovered were the most important Decimus was to teach me.

 


He schooled me in the arts of kissing first.
I had never kissed another before, but Decimus was patient. It was
easy to slip into his lap, be cradled in his arms, and feel the
warmth of him upon my lips. Kisses were intoxicating, setting my
pulse aflame and causing heat to pool in my lap. I would cling to
him, pressing against his body, wanting something I could not yet
ask for.

 


I must admit, Julius' choice of instructor,
and the manner with which that instructor approached the lesson,
was brilliant. Decimus was not an older, wealthy man with a title
and land of his own. He was a tutor, older than myself by only a
few years, and unattached to any maiden. His touch was fire, and
his words promising. I was fed from an unending fount and I drank
my fill. I believe I would have been content to never move beyond
the kissing and fleeting fondling on the divan, but that was not
what Decimus, or Julius, wanted for me.

 


There was more.

 


Much more.

 


What I must make clear to you is that, though
I seemed to be no more than a boy, most youths my age were married
and had children already. I was an oddity. I was attractive and
unwed at the age of fifteen; I was not the lover of a wealthy man,
either. In this day and age, I can see how many would think Decimus
nothing but a pervert, but I assure you, he was not. He knew his
job, and he knew it well: to awaken in me the things Julius
sought.

 


I find it strange that I can easily recall
everything about the moment Decimus took me to bed for the first
time. Everything. It was midsummer and the heat was
stifling. It didn't help that storm clouds had rolled in during the
afternoon and now the heat was accentuated by intense moisture. It
was so hot and humid, I found myself spending much of my time in
the cool waters of the baths in Julius' home. Just as I thought the
Heavens would never break open and weep, the thunder sounded and
the rain fell.

 


He was standing in the shadows of the main
bathing room, watching me. His eyes followed every move I made,
from pushing my hair back from my face to drying my body. I could
feel the weight of that gaze, the heat; it set my blood rushing in
a way I'd never before experienced. Shyly, I looked up at him,
cheeks flushed and heart pounding, and I knew what he was
there for.

 


Decimus came to me. He shook his head when I
reached for my robe, and led me naked from the cool, echoing
chamber. Again, I could hear the sounds of laughing children, their
footsteps swift and light in some distant part of Julius' estate,
but in this area, we were alone. Along the hallways Decimus took
me, never a word spoken, until we entered a room I'd never seen
before. It was lushly appointed, with bright blues, greens, and
reds decorating every surface. In the center of the room was a
feather mattress, thick and inviting, and the room was smoky with
pungent incense. The humidity was stifling in this interior room
that had no outlet but the door to the hallway, and my head
spun.

 


When I say I remembered everything, this was
something of a lie. I don't remember the act itself at all. What I
remember is bright pain, breathless pleasure, and hot pressure.
Inside, outside, so much pressure, building with every move into my
body Decimus made. The heat and the rocking is what I remember, and
clutching at him as the storm above raged as loud as the storm
within the room. I suppose I can say I wasn't an astute pupil in
this lesson because I was simply washed along the tide of lust.

 


What I remember most clearly is afterward.
Sheets damp – almost soaking – tangled around my ankles, my eyes
heavy, my limbs sore, and my pulse still throbbing in my groin. It
was a pleasant, wonderful feeling, and I clung to it just as I
clung to Decimus. The storm still rumbled above us, the thunder
strong enough to make the pottery rattle. I laughed. I recall
laughing, a wild, free sound, and Decimus chuckling at my youthful
joy. It had been wonderful, all the frivolity of that moment.

 


But it was just a moment.

 


Too soon, I slipped into sleep, dozing in the
hazy heat of the room, surrounded by the scent of our tryst and the
resin of the incense. I think I fell asleep with my head upon
Decimus' chest, with his arm around me, but I can't recall that
clearly. I was so pleasantly drowsy that all that came after my
burst of laughter is lost.

 


When I woke, Decimus was gone, the sky above
quiet, the house as silent as a grave. I untangled my sweaty body
from the sheets and grabbed a robe from the chaise. My feet made no
sound as I traveled the hallways, seeking some sign of life. I
couldn't rouse my voice to call out, to beg Decimus to return to my
side and alleviate this intense, gnawing fear in my gut. Instead,
in the twilight of the halls, I searched for anyone – even
one of those ghostly children I heard so often.

 


Finally, after stumbling through another
grand archway, I found someone. With tears on my cheeks and my
knees shaking, I recognized Julius' silhouette against the night
sky. He was standing on a balcony in a room where every surface was
covered with parchment scrolls, wax tablets, or artwork. It was the
artwork that made me stop at the threshold of Julius' sanctuary.
The art was of males and females – some together, some paired with
the same gender, some alone – and all of them were exceptionally
beautiful. Many of the pieces depicted their subjects in rather
compromising positions.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/7376
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg





