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CHAPTER 1


JOHN






Eugenio took the new cellular telephone out of the packaging and read the instructions. He put in the batteries, then he tried it: he dialed a friend's number. He heard the dial tone.

"Hello?"


"Ciao Dario, it's me, Eugenio."


"Oh, ciao! Where are you calling from?"


"I'm at home."


"Did you finally put the telephone?"


"A lot better: I bought a nice cellular telephone, big as a cigarette box. I just bought it and you are the first I'm calling."


"What an honour! The voice is good. How are you?"


"Fine, and you?"


"Very well." Dario answered.


"And with Fulvio, is all okey?"


"Yes, we made peace, and now it's better than before."


"I'm really happy."


"And you? Nothing new?"


"No. One night stands. Nothing serious."


"But move on, Eugenio. Time passes and..."


"Hey, don't treat me like an old man! I'm only twenty six, after all!"


"Yes, yes, I was just joking, come on! Listen, Eugenio, would you like to come to our place next month? We're organizing a party for our eighth anniversary, and we would be happy to have you with us."


"Sure, it's April 27th, right?"


"You remember the date?"


"How could I not remember it? It was Carlo's birthday. He invited both of you to his party, you met there."


"Yes, it's true. And you were a delicious boy. Poor Carlo..."


"Yes... Well, I leave you now, Dario. See you soon."


"Wait, tell me your number!"


"Ah, yes..."


Eugenio finished the call and thought again about Carlo. They became lovers when he was seventeen, then they lived together for three years, until Carlo's death... He still had the telephone at his ear, while thinking about that, and he heard a voice.


"Ciao!"


"Dario? Are you still there?" he asked, stupefied.


"No, I'm not Dario." the slightly metallic voice said, "I'm your new telephone, so to say."


"What? Come on, stop it! You are Dario!"


"No. Try to cut the line."


Eugenio shook his head, smiling. That jester of Dario, he thought. He cut the line and put the telephone back to his hear.


"You see? I'm still here."


"How did you do that? Who are you?"


"The telephone, as I said."


"Come on! What's that, an interference?"


"No, Eugenio, I'm really speaking to you from inside your telephone. I'm a soul."


"Right, now even telephones have a soul!"


"Not really, I'm just a temporary guest, for a few days. Until I'll reincarnate in a new being, in a new body."


"Come on! I never believed in reincarnation. Who are you?"


"I don't have a name and I have lot of names: those of all the people I was. You can call me with the name of my last incarnation, if you want to: John."


"John? And who's that John, an American?"


"No, an Englishman, the technician who tested this cellular. He died while testing it, so I had to enter the cellular."


"And why?"


"Because when our body dies we are attracted by the nearest noble metal, and here inside there is a little bit of platinum."


"Ah, and how do you feel in there?"


"How do I feel? I'm here, and that's all."


"You have a lively fantasy..."


"Why? You have to know that souls can never tell lies. I'm the soul of the late John."


"And now you are prisoner of this phone."


"No, not prisoner, just a guest, until I'll reincarnate again."


"When?"


"I don't know. After the death of the previous body, at least fifty days have to pass, sometimes more. Twenty nine days have already gone by, so..."


"And how do you reincarnate?"


"When a spermatozoon penetrates an ovum, it's like the nearest available soul is sucked in."


"You are naive. How do you want me to believe to such a bullshit? Moreover, if it was like you say, the world population would not be in continuous growth, would always be composed of the same number of souls."


"No, there are also new souls, who have never incarnated. They are the competitors we fear the most, because they are very fast. Sometimes a soul remains without a body even for years."


"So, you pretend to be the soul of John, a phone tester."


"And hundreds of other people. The first time I incarnated was about ten thousand years ago."


"Hey, but then you are old!" Eugenio said, laughing.


"A soul doesn't become old, just matures little by little, learns something from each new incarnation. And a soul doesn't forget anything, even the most trivial things that his body could forget. So it is more and more enriched..."


"And then? Will it all come to an end?"


"I think so, but don't ask me: I know just what I've learned until now."


"And... tell me, does god exist?"


"If you want my personal opinion, I think so, but on that subject I don't know anything more than you do. On others, I know a lot more than you: I have the experience of thousand lives, but..."


"Hundreds or thousands?"


"You're trying to catch me red-handed, right? Hundreds, thousands, they're just numbers used to say many, aren't they? If you want to know precisely, I reincarnated three hundred and sixty one times."


"And you remember all of them?"


"Sure."


"So, my soul could remember also..."


"Sure."


"But I don't remember anything."


"When we enter in a new body, we temporary lose the memory of all the preceding lives, otherwise it would influence our new life too much. But when our body dies, we recover the complete memory, enriched by the new experiences. This, at least, is the theory I formulated."


"You always refer to yourself as masculine. Are there male and female souls?"


"No, souls don't have a gender. However, I've always incarnated in men that have been gay like you are. That's why I felt like speaking with you."


"A gay soul! This is really a thought-out joke!"


"No, it is not a joke, it is a fact. Probably we are attired by certain gene combinations..."


"So, according to you, being gay is a genetic problem?"


"It is probably. I've never reincarnate in a scientist, so I don't know exactly, but my experience makes me think that way."


"So, someone is gay because he receives a gay soul?"


"Or vice versa, possibly, I don't know."


"Never reincarnate in a straight man?"


"No, at most in a bisexual man, so to say."


"And never in a woman?"


"Never, at least until now. But three hundred and sixty one times are not so much, I think."


Eugenio thought that the joke, whoever was doing it, was amusing, so he continued in his colloquy: "So, would you tell me about that John?"


"If you want me to... I incarnate 13th of March 1950. I am the son of a Wales countryman, I'm grown in the country. From my childhood on I'm strong, lively, curious, buy shy. A little after puberty I begin to feel attracted by my elders, but partly because of education, my religion, various reasons, I always resist to temptations. To tell the truth, there are not so many occasions either: I live in a small, puritan community, very strictly controlled. But when I feel those indefinable states of excitement, I dream to be in the arms of a beautiful, strong, passionate man companion. Just dreams, but I'm deeply ashamed of them afterwards. At seventeen I go to study electronics in a town. I live in a boarding school. Here, one of my class mates, one year older than me, starts to court me. But I refuse him, and keep him at a distance."


"Didn't you like him?"


"Sure I do like him, and a lot. When we are alone, studying together, and he caresses me, I'm strongly aroused, but I reject him. I'm scared by my very desire. He tries several times, but is not too insistent, so nothing happens. After graduation I quickly find a job, and after some time I meet a nice, likely girl, and we decide to marry: I want to be normal."


"It's a mistake that several closeted gays do. I was lucky, I accepted myself at once."


"I don't. We marry. I love her, I think it can work. But on the contrary... From the wedding night on, it doesn't work. I feel okay with her, I like to caress her, to be caressed, but I'm not aroused at all. She is patient for a while. Then she advises me to see a doctor, a specialist, but nothing changes. At the end she wants the divorce, poor Mary Ann... I remain alone for three years. I feel more and more attracted by men, but I still resist. Until I meet Nick. He is an Irish boy, three years older than me. He is beautiful like the sun..."


"Who knows why nobody falls in love with an ugly person?"


"Because the concept of beauty is completely subjective, and because, at a certain point, you can see a beauty that eyes cannot discern. Don't be so naive!"


"Bah, I just know that in all tales the protagonists are always splendid..."


"Do you want me to continue, or not?"


"Come on, don't play the offended now. Yes, continue, your tale is rather interesting. So, you were saying you met Nick..."


"I never felt attracted to anybody the way I am attracted to him. Moreover, as he never makes sexual advances to me, I feel completely sure with him, I don't feel like running away from him. Together, we go to pubs, to horse races, to walk, to see movies. We talk a lot and we become more and more intimate. And I understand that he is gay too, so little by little I open to him, I tell him my problems. Nick listens, asks me questions, but never gives me answers, he makes me find the answers myself, little by little. He is a splendid person, Nick. With him I feel more than okay, I can be myself..."


"Did he work with you?"


 "No, he does... he is a primary school teacher. He belongs to the IRA, as I discover later. That summer we go to the seaside together. We book a two bed room in a delicious bed and breakfast, close to the beach. One evening, as we go to bed, he sits on the edge of my bed. We chat. He caresses my hand. I caress his hand. He caresses my cheek, with tenderness. We don't talk anymore, we look at each other, in silence. He lowers to kiss me. I return the kiss. He starts to undress me, I'm aroused, I let him undress me, quivering while waiting. I know what he wants from me, and I feel strangely ready to give him what he wants. I feel great in his arms. He gets undressed, comes to me, kisses me, I kiss him, our tongues play hide and seek, I'm all quiver, I'm ready to follow him to the end of the world. We explore each others' bodies, we learn to know each other, and finally our mouths find our throbbing erections and we unite in a pleasure circle..."


"You do a sixty nine, don't you?"


"Yes, sure. He starts to lick me between my buttocks, my reaction is terribly strong, an intense pleasure. I understand what he desires and I readily offer myself to him. He puts my legs onto his shoulders, he smiles at me inquiring. I nod yes. He takes his time to prepare me, until I feel ready. And finally he leans on me, and looks at me with his sweet smile. I nod again, he starts to push and I receive him in me. And finally I fully realize: I did find what all of me needed. He darts on me, in me, with youthful ardour, I answer with fervent enthusiasm. While he takes me, he kisses me and I feel that I have nothing more to desire from life. I feel I belong to him, that he belongs to me. His strong member inside me is part of me. He and I are realizing the dream of all lovers: to become one united thing. My first night of love. It is splendid, I feel like being in paradise. I feel I'm in love with him and tell him so. He is happy, he tells me that he has loved me for ages. It is me to make him happy and knowing this fills me with joy. I like feeling his desire, his tenderness; his passion conquers me; I let him drive me on the roads of love. I want to blend with him..."


"Yes, I can understand you. I too experienced that. I think that the bodies want to blend, because the souls want to blend..."


"You are perfectly right. Two souls can communicate just in flashes, in moments of peculiar intensity, and the sexual intercourse, inspired by love, at times makes this happen. The morning after, when we wake up, he asks me to be his boyfriend. I accept at once, without hesitation. In the months spent together before that night, he had transformed me, he had brought me to accept myself, my love and his love. So our story begins. Just one thing from time to time dims our relation: I would like to live with him, but he doesn't agree. And yet I know he loves me. The fact is that he doesn't want to involve me. Even if I don't know about it yet, belonging to the IRA means a very dangerous life..."


"If he loved you so much, he had to tell you, hadn't he?"


"I don't know, I'm not him... Anyway, even without understanding, I accept. I love him with all my self."


"You never cheated on him, I bet."


"No, sure, it doesn't even pass through my mind, for he's the only one for me. All others are simply... others. I can like them, I can feel very good being together as friends, but the idea of having intercourse with other people doesn't even barely touch my mind."


"I loved Carlo very much, and yet, at times, the temptation came. And twice I did actually cheat on him; afterwards, however, I regret having done so. I didn't want to, but..."


"Each one is different, right?"


"It can depend on my soul." Eugenio said with a smile.


"No. The soul, when it is in a body, blends completely with it and what results is something completely new and original. And today, I am the essence of everyone I ever was, can you understand this? But I will reincarnate again, and I will have completely new and different experiences. Not all my "I"s were faithful, on the contrary... The spontaneous faithfulness, I think, is something rather rare."


"Go on. You were with Nick..."


"Yes, then, I am with Nick..."


"But, why do you always use the present tense? What's that, an historical present? A question of literary style?"


"No, to me memories are like reality. Like in a movie, I am all the time all my personages, talking in present tense comes spontaneous to me. Being incarnated, a soul lives in the time, where there is a present, a past and a future. But this is just an illusion of the entity soul-body. The body lives in the time..."


"Yes, all right. Too difficult. Go on, rather."


"If you don't always interrupt me... Then, I feel really good. I am perfectly well, with Nick. Even if I am Protestant and he is Catholic, I am Welch and he is Irish, nothing separates us."


"By the way, what did you do about religion? It seems to me that neither Protestants nor Catholics welcome homosexuals, right? Did you have an easy conscience?"


"Yes. Both of us made a distinction between our faith in God and the sermons of His churches. We don't have problems. We know that the love that unites us is holy, so we live up to it without problems. Each church, each religion preaches different things, occasionally even opposite things. Therefore each church is fallible, even if they affirm the opposite. This is my conviction, as well as Nick's."


"And as a soul?"


"Not so different, even if perhaps more articulate. But do you want to talk about theology and moral or about John?"


"Uh, how impatient, touchy you are!"


"No, a soul is neither impatient nor touchy. I just don't understand what you really want to talk about."


"About John. I like the way you narrate."


"OK. So, everything is alright. I yet imagine a long, serene life together because I feel that, even if we are not united by a rite, we are forever joined together in love. He is my husband and I'm his husband. Therefore I am happy. When we can be together, be it a few hours or some complete days, for me it is a feast, the paradise. It is enough to look into his eyes and read in them his love for me, and I'm filled with emotion. It is enough if he brushes me, to feel the desire in his fingers, and I want to be united with him. I love to feel his desire, undress him, be undressed by him. I love the long preliminaries, the growing but held back desire, the taste, the scent, the consistence of his member dancing between my lips, the warmth of his lips on my member, the pleasure we give each other at full hands, until both of us are no longer able to hold back and I beg him to take me, oh, without words, and he finally enters me with his virile and fresh impetuosity and makes me feel that I'm completely his. We pass a splendid period whose intensity and fullness of emotions never end to astound me. I feel fully man, fully realized, in one word: happy. But one day, watching TV news while waiting for him, I hear that there has been a clash between the IRA and the police, not far from the church of Saint Martin on the Fields, and that the IRA left behind three of their men dead.


The newsreader says the names: one of them is Nick! He, my Nick, is dead! Killed. Oh I feel like I'm dying. My life, all at a sudden, has no more meaning. I don't consider killing myself, this is not part of my mental schemes, but I ask myself what I live for, and I pray to God to call me to him, to reunite me with my Nick. I work, then shut myself home. Nothing interests me, nobody. Just the sweet memory of Nick. And at the end, on the 12th of November 1994, while I'm testing the umpteenth cellular telephone, a heart attack stops my heart. So I part from the body that was John and enter in this cellular."


"And now you are speaking to me. Well, whoever you are, you have a lively fantasy. I like the way you build your stories."


"You still don't believe me, eh? Bah, for me nothing changes. You don't believe me, but you talk to me..."


"And you, soul, why are you talking with me?"


"Because it amuses me to do it. Before I never could, but now, thanks to modern technology... And, well, it amuses me that you don't believe me, you know?"


"It amuses you? Souls can be amused?"


"I use the words you can understand, the concepts you know, nitwit! Do you know that you are a funny chap? I would have liked to be your soul... but then you would have been different from what you are..."


"Well, OK. But now I have to leave you. Can we talk again?"


"As long as you like, and as long as I have to remain in your cellular."


"What number do I have to dial to talk to you?"


"Number? Don't be silly: it's enough to open the cellular at any time and then you tell me you want to talk with me, OK?"


"Right, a soul doesn't need to sleep, I think." Eugenio said with irony, "Well, ciao, soul. Now I'm busy."


"Ciao, Eugenio."


The young man closed his cellular and asked himself who could be that witty fellow amusing himself in that way. An interference... or somebody who found a way to hook to a line... and who had thought of an original and harmless pastime.


Anyway, it had been amusing.




CHAPTER 2


THE FIRST






The next morning, Eugenio remembered he had to do a telephone call, so he took his cellular and dialed the number. He talked, greeted and cut the line.

Then he remembered the self-styled "soul". He opened again the cellular and, feeling a little silly, asked "Ciao, are you there?"


"Of course I'm here. Ciao, Eugenio. I thought you didn't want to talk with me anymore..."


"Hey, are you listening all the time?" he asked, surprised for the immediate answer.


"And what else do I have to do? I just wait for the days to elapse, till some inseminated cell attracts and absorbs me."


"I see. Listen, I have some spare time, do you feel like talking with me a little?"


"Sure, for me time doesn't count, as I've already told you. It is only a problem for you."


"Yesterday you told me about your last reincarnation. Do you remember the first one also?"


"Sure, all is present, to me. The first one... well, it is of little interest to you, I guess. Anyway... You know, the last glaciation has just passed. I come to life in a group living in caves, in the land that nowadays is called France. A precarious life, in constant fight against wild animals and against a nature which is still cold and hostile, similar to what today is found in Iceland or rather perhaps in Finland, I think. We are a group of nomad hunters, even if there are some attempts at starting a temporary cultivation in the short fine weather periods.


Our small society is founded on a simple hierarchic principle, namely on two values: physical strength and hunting skills. It is similar to a pack of wolves: first, there is a leader, the strongest and most skilled man, and then, in pecking order, the others. The pack leader chooses his women, and then the others. And, as the leader chooses his woman - he usually has several women - someone, at the end of the hierarchy, remains without a woman. That's usually a young man. But, as the sexual hunger starts quite early, the young boy has only two possibilities: either trying to have sex with a complaisant woman in secret - but this is rather difficult and rare, and even dangerous, because we practically live all together - or to do it with another boy having the same problem. Growing older, one can also try to challenge another man and fight with him: if, by chance, he wins, he has the right to take the looser's woman and mate with her, if the looser has one. But if he looses, he must recognize the other man's superiority, submit to the winner by crouching at his feet and offering himself to the man as if he was a woman. The other man fucks him, and peace is done."


"What was your name?"


"We don't have real names. Rather appellatives or nicknames, and they often change. We are a small group, we all know each other... My last nickname, if you want to know, is Greuj, that could be translated, in actual terms, with... well, it's difficult... "Look", perhaps. "Greu", without the final "J" sound, is the word we use to draw somebody's attention to something... Or perhaps "Here you are" or... "You know", I'm not sure..."


"And, tell me, there were also gay persons at that time?"


"No, being gay has nothing to do with it. To fuck the looser is a kind of social rite: the looser is fucked in front of everyone and this is like a declaration that the looser accepts his place in the social scale, nothing more, nothing less. For sure there is also pleasure in these unions, sex is always sex, but they are more a mean to establish, recognize and maintain a hierarchy than anything other. Also between the youths without a woman, a hierarchy is established with fights, and the winner fucks the looser. Fights amongst youngsters are very frequent: in fact they are useful to become physically strong, but also to soothe the unrestrained sexual drive. And one day, perhaps, to conquer his first woman."


"But, women were just objects?"


"You are thinking with present mentality. Women are quite always pregnant and they suckle almost continuously. Infant mortality is very high, so they practically have to procreate once a year. Therefore they cannot go hunting, they have to give birth to children and raise them, practically as a full time job. To get food, for themselves and for their children, they completely depend on their hunting men. It is not an ideological discrimination, it is just law of nature. And a stronger and more skilled hunter can maintain and protect more than one woman. It's just that. A kind of natural selection, you see: the stronger procreates more than others and therefore the breed improves."


"And you, when did you have your first fight, not just as a game?"


"Just after my puberty, I presume I am nine or ten years old. Man, in this time, ripes early. My first fight is more a kind of imitating my elders than anything other. I challenge a boy slightly older than me, we fight, I lose. Therefore I crouch in front of him offering him my submission..."


"You mean your little ass..." Eugenio said with an amused giggle.


"Sure. He comes on towards me, spits in his hand and brushes it on his cock, making it harden and lubricating it, and takes me. I feel it pushing on my little hole, opening it little by little, invading me. After a first, short but sharp pain, my sphincter suddenly gives way, he sinks inside me and in a short while I notice that I like a lot feeling that young and strong body on me, but especially feeling his tool inside me. I hope he is not one of those doing just a short formal fuck, and then ignoring you. Partly I'm lucky, he needs some time to come and until he doesn't come, unlike others, he doesn't stop. Anyway, I like that first experience so much that, little by little, I start to challenge boys I'm quite sure being stronger than me, who I admire and who I want to fuck me."


 "So, you didn't fight to win, but to get fucked, eh?" Eugenio asked with a malicious tone.


"No, on the contrary, I try to win. It is not just a sexual problem, you see, it is just one thing: sex, social position, food... Those who always lose, with the years, become a kind of... inferior beings. And nobody wants to be that. Sometimes I win and the other has to submit to me, and anyway I also like a lot to be the fucker."


"But one had to accept anytime he is challenged?"


"No, but the only way to avoid the fight, when challenged, is to crouch in the defeated position and let the other fuck you... Not many do that... and only if the other is clearly too superior, clearly stronger."


"Therefore the challenger is automatically sure to fuck or to be fucked."


"It is just like that, right. And this is quite good for those who, like me, prefer to have sex with a man instead of a woman. In fact, people you call gays nowadays, in these times are known as troublemakers... Challenging is a good excuse to have a good fuck with a man, one way or the other."


"But, apart from the fights, it didn't happen that two men just decided to have sex together?"


"Yes, but just amongst the boys or amongst the last in the social scale, when they realize that they have no chance to win at all. They also often form steady couples."


"And the others, did they mock them?"


"No, it is simply natural to live that way, with everybody at peace. There are no prejudices. And rather, at times it happens that a hunter takes a weaker one with him, one of those who gave up fighting, as a steady companion, and keeps that one with him, as part of his family, as one of his women. Without needing a challenge when he feels like, he just takes him, gets on top and fucks him. These people have a quite particular position, in fact they are like women, in a sense, because they have to promptly please their hunter anytime he feels like, but then they also have to go hunting with him and help him. And really, it is precisely in times of game-hunting, when they are far away from our village for days, that they carry out their sexual duties. At night they lie with their man who often fucks them. That's why the hunter who can afford having a personal boy with him is often envied by other hunters.


Anyway, there is a hunter I like very much. Not only has he a handsome body, but he is skilled in fucking, he is a real champion. So, from time to time, I challenge him, I lose and submit to him. He knows my intentions very well, and willingly consents to my game. I know he likes fucking me, because I don't lie there uninvolved, leave it all up to him. I've learned to move and make my asshole throb so that I give him great pleasure. Anyway I too am strong enough now: sometimes a boy tries to challenge me and often I'm the winner, so that the boy submits to me. I also like being on top and fucking a good ass, clearly."


"You always talk about fucking. There is no love, right?"


"Not yet the romantic love as you think of today. Even if sometimes there is affection. And anyway, there is also pleasure in these unions. There is joy. Don't imagine a society without joy and pleasure. We have a culture, usages and customs; a corpse, for instance, is buried carefully and with respect, in a resting position, with gifts around his body. The first mythes are formed and are told at night around the fires. We decorate our bodies with colored clays, and with feathers or bits of leather, with fangs of animals."


"Did you wear clothes or were you naked?"


"Completely naked, we don't suffer from cold, we are strong. Only in very cold nights we cover up with animal furs and we warm each other. And sometimes, especially on these occasions, we also have sex without fighting, just on instinct, for pleasure. For a certain period, before I get my first woman, there is a boy coming often to warm himself and me under my fur, and at night we usually have sex. There is affection between us. We often share our bag. I am a good hunter, even if I am still young. And he is ready to please me in every way. He has delicious lips and a dream-like little ass. When we are alone in our pallet, he is really vivacious, he has the fire on him, and he loves being fucked by me. I consider him my protégé."


"You were lovers, in one word."


"No, just two faithful companions, an older and a younger one. And, him being so young, we don't need to use the subterfuge of fighting. He often fights with boys of his age, and he often wins. He is growing in a skilful hunter. But he likes being fucked by me, so he simply makes me understand that..."


"And how?"


"One winter night he just comes to lie near me, under my bear fur. He starts to touch me, and I let him do so. He arouses me, then, quietly, he goes on all fours and offers himself to me. I go on with him, excited, grasp his hips and stick my rod in his little hole, with real pleasure. He succeeds in keeping me awake nearly all night, making me take him several times, making me cum several times. I like that little boy very much. So I tell him to come again, and he comes."


"Similar to the hunter you were talking about earlier."


"Yes, but I and the hunter are adults, so we must resort to the fight excuse."


"How old was that boy?"


"Eleven, perhaps twelve. Not yet thirteen."


"A child!"


"Not in these times. It is like, let's say, seventeen, eighteen today. Remember what I told you, we ripen very fast, also physically, and life is really short in these days. So, all winter long he comes under my fur, every night, to be fucked by me. And even afterwards, when we slacken our meetings, at times he comes to look after me. Even after I won my first woman... I and he are what could be called two bosom friends..."


"Or two bottom friends! But, did the others know? About you two, I mean."


"Sure, but they don't find it so strange. Especially, as I told you, when we are out for the hunt."


"Did you also have orgies amongst men?"


"You mean three, four or more?"


"Yes, right."


"Amongst small boys, it happens sometimes, but it is more a game to unload our puberal energies. And anyway, it starts quite always with the excuse of a fight, something that happens quite frequently, expecially at that age. Amongst adults it doesn't happen. And whatsoever, never with our women."


"So, you said, you also won a woman at a certain point..."


"Yes, sure, and I have two children."


"Did you like her?"


"She is simply my woman... I clearly prefer a man. In fact I am someway a troublemaker, one of those who challenge others a little too often. Each time I desire to be fucked, or to fuck. Anyway I perform my duty also with my woman, of course. And it is just a little after the birth of my second child when, on a hunt for brown bears, a big and strong male succeeds in grasping me and crushes me, bites me with his fangs and kills me. So I feel sucked away in a nearby stone containing metals..."


"How old were you?"


"I think eighteen, I don't know for sure."


"A short life..."


"Bah, mean for these times. To die at forty is a real record, like today dying more than a hundred years old... Women, already at these times, live a little longer than men, but they also, with all the pregnancies and hard life they have, wear out quickly."


 "Did you remain in that stone for a long time?"


"Rather. I presume more than two hundred years, but I cannot be sure. When I'm just a soul I don't have conscience of time going by in the external world unless special external phenomena occur, or I'm reincarnated."


"Yesterday you told me that, according to you, being gay is a genetical fact..."


"I think so. It is likely."


"So, in your opinion, there is a gene making you gay and another making you straight? So, the moment genes are mixing and you get one of each, you are bisexual, if you have two of the same kind you are either gay or straight?"


"I see that you thought about it... But I don't think it works that way, in fact, if it was as you say, the child of a lesbian and a gay man must absolutely be either gay or lesbian, and it doesn't seem to be that way..."


"I don't understand. What do you mean?"


"Do you know Mendel's genetic laws?"


"Quite enough..."


"Then, listen. If it was as you say, let's call G the gene of homosexuality and S the one making you straight. Let's imagine a bisexual man, who has a GS combination, couples with a bisexual woman, who is GS too. Well, the four possible combinations can be one GG, that is a completely homosexual child, one SS, that is a completely straight child, and two GS, that are two bisexual children..."


"Yes, right."


"Now, let's imagine a gay man, that is a GG, couples with a lesbian, that is a GG as well. Their children can only be GG as well, completely homosexual, you understand? But the possibility that a gay couples with a lesbian is really remote, so, little by little, the group GG will disappear..."


"I see... But then? What's your theory?"


"I think that there is a gene pushing the person towards the man, whatever gender it has, that I'll call M, and another gene pushing towards the woman, that I'll call F. Now, let's think that a bisexual man and a bisexual woman couple: they both have the MF combination, right? The four possibilities are one MM, two MF and one FF. Now, if the child with the MM combination is a woman, she will be completely heterosexual, and if that child is a man, he will be completely homosexual..."


"I don't see what changes..."


"Well, a complete gay, that is a MM, couples with a complete lesbian, that is a FF. All their children will be MF, that is bisexual, whatever their gender is... Do you see the difference between your theory and mine?"


"Yes... but you had thousands of years to think about it... But anyway, if it was as you say, 25% of the population would be straight, 25% homosexual and 50% bisexual... it doesn't seem to be like that at all."


"You rightly said it "would" be. But there is the enormous social pressure pushing to change one's natural behaviour. So, the way how one actually lives his sexuality is modified by places and the epochs..."


"All is decided at the point of conception, in your opinion."


"I told you, this is just my theory, I can't prove it. And I've never been a genetic scientist, supposing that they understand this point better than us. And anyway, if it is due to genes, I think it is a little more complicated than just a M and F gene..."


"Let us change the subject. You just told me that you don't have conscience of the external world when you are just a soul, until you reincarnate."


"Right."


"But then, now, how can you have conscience of me?"


"Because this device allows me to communicate with you. Until now, in the intermediate periods, I just had conscience of myself and of the experiences I had being in the preceeding bodies. In the intermediate periods, I compare, catalogue, put these experiences in order... just to use your terms. And when I'm incarnated I have full conscience of the external world through the body senses, but not of myself as a soul."


"You did elaborate a good theory, you have a lively fantasy."


"You still don't believe me, eh? Why don't you verify the story of John and Nick? Nick's death was published in newspapers, and I think that there must be an obituary notice for John, at least in English newspapers. If you want I can give you the data."


"Good, tell me." Eugenio said amused, and started to take notes of what the voice was saying at the telephone.




CHAPTER 3


LUDWIG






Eugenio was very busy for some days. But he got the time to go to the newspapers section of the National Library, in order to look for English newspapers. What he found confirmed part of what the voice in the telephone had told him. A certain Nick O'Neil, member of IRA, had been killed in a clash with the police, and a certain John Brax died on November 12 th 1994...

"Are you there?"


"Sure, I'm here."


"I found something on the newspapers. But maybe you are just an archivist who, before building your story, had consulted newspapers, no?"


"There is no worse unbeliever than one who doesn't want to believe"


"Bah, let's pretend all is true. Of the three hundred and more persons you have been, which one did you love most, or liked most?"


"Everyone. It's always me, even if always different. Nobody is more valuable than anybody else, it is just society that makes stupid comparisons and arbitrarily puts a high or low value on a man."


"But, who had the most interesting life?"


"Everyone, from my point of view, in fact each time I've learned a lot of new things. Plus and minus, plus and minus... it doesn't exist, can't you understand? We are all equals, even if in extreme diversity."


"Come on! If we were all equal, we will fall in love for anybody and on the contrary there are some who attract us and others who leave us cold, or even annoy us."


"Don't change the tune! We are all equals concerning dignity, but just because we are so different about character, expression or culture, we feel OK with some and we do not with some others. Is it possible that you can't understand that?"


"OK, OK! Do you, by chance, have some more tales for me?"


"Yes, sure, three hundred and fifty nine more."


"Ah, and something adventurous?"


"Adventurous? All right. It is 1611 and I come to life in Kassel, my name is Ludwig, I'm the fifth son of a little beer merchant. A quite comfortable childhood, even if not in luxury, also because my father is rather stingy. I start to work really early, with my brothers, and I don't have much free time. But on Sundays all commercial activities have to stop, so it is a real day of rest. In the morning I go with my family to the church, then lunch at home, finally I'm free: I run about with my friends, boys of my age. Just outside town there is a small wood which is the center of our adventures: we play at the war, or who finds more nests, or hide and seek.


I am thirteen. We are just playing hide and seek. My friend Bertrand shows me a silver coin. I ask him how he did get it. He asks me if I would like to have one, too. Sure, I tell him, sure I would like. So, he tells me that there is a guy, downtown, who is generous with boys who are kind to him. I don't understand: it's enough being kind to him? Sure, he says, it's enough doing some games with him. And so he explains to me that the man likes to do the secret games that sometimes we do amongst boys: to open our breeches, touching what's inside, and that the man likes making the boy come, and then he gives him some coins. This story makes me curious.


After all, to have coins in exchange for things we do amongst friends and for free, is everything but bad, I think. So I ask him if he can introduce me to that man. He proposes me going back to town, without being seen by our other friends. We slip away, amused at the idea that they will seek us in vain. Downtown he makes me enter a gate, we cross a courtyard and climb a staircase. He stops in front of a door and knocks. A servant comes to open the door. Bertrand tells him that he brought a friend for the master. The servant makes us enter in a kind of small lounge. After a while a man, dressed with a certain elegance, comes in. He is around thirty five, and he makes me feel uneasy. My friend tells him that I'm interested in doing those things. The man seems pleased, looks at me from hair to toe, then says to Bertrand to come back later. I don't want my friend to go away, I feel ill at ease.


As soon as we are alone, the man, always looking at me with his piercing eyes, touches me between my legs, fingers me. Even if I feel terribly ashamed, I'm aroused and he seems happy with that. Having locked the door with a bolt, the man pulls out his brocade jerkin, slips out of his black leotard and breeches, opens his white underpants and... I look with my eyes wide open what he has between his legs. He smiles at my expression, and invites me to touch it. I like the feeling, it is warm, strong. He starts undressing me and I let him do so, while I continue to caress his rod, fascinated. Soon both of us are completely naked. He has a strong body, a little hairy, manly. He spreads some cushions on the carpet and brings me down with him. He touches me everywhere and in a way that excites me terribly. I feel ashamed and yet I like all that, and my heart beats fast. We just touch, caress, finger each other until we both reach the maximum pleasure, and I like looking at his jerking body, prey to a strong orgasm. I confusedly think that it is a lot better than what we do amongst friends. He smiles at me. We dress again. He asks me my name, gives me a copper coin and asks me if I will come again to his place, next Sunday afternoon: if I come he will give me two copper coins. I say yes. Then he makes me swear that I will tell absolutely nobody about our meetings, without his authorization. I swear.


And go back home. I hide my coin, and I feel rich. The thought of earning more coins, and in a such a pleasurable way, is alluring.


The following Sunday, as soon as I'm allowed to leave home, I go to that house instead of going to the woods to meet my friends. My heart beats like a drum. While I climb the stairs, I feel excited. When I'm in front of that door I'm about to knock, but, I don't know why, I lose the courage. I hesitate for a long while, then go back downstairs and go to the woods. Bertrand seems astounded to see me. He asks me why I didn't go to my meeting. I tell him how I didn't have the courage. He tells me I was stupid, that Mister Krueger, that's the man's name, was really happy to have met me, that he likes me a lot and that he is waiting for me, and that it is not kind to keep him waiting...


At the end he persuades me. He accompanies me to that door and knocks, and when the servant comes to open, he disappears at once. The servant accompanies me in another room: it is a bed room. Rather elegant. I remain there, standing, alone. The door opens again and the man appears. He says nothing, he smiles, comes close to me, undresses me completely, undresses himself, takes me on the bed. We are excited, we touch each other. He convinces me to drink half a glass of sweet wine.


I feel light, in an agreeable state. I giggle like a dumb kid. And when he asks me to suck at his rod, I just lean between his legs and do it, light heartedly, with pleasure: yes, really with pleasure. The following Sunday I'm again at his place. Two more coins and guaranteed pleasure, I think with excitation. This time I don't need the wine, I do what he asks me without any problem. Afterwards, to make up my mouth, he gives me a little spoon of honey. And the two coins. But the taste was not bad, after all, just a little strange and unusual. Krueger knows who I am, so he orders a keg of beer from my father and asks for home delivery by the boy, that is me. My father doesn't find anything strange in that: I almost always do the small deliveries. The keg is just an excuse to see me again. I have not much time, so he just opens his breeches and I satisfy him in hurry. This time he gives me just one coin, but he promises me three coins when I go to see him next Sunday.


At this point I go to meet him without any problem, willingly. That Sunday he makes me drink a full glass of his sweet wine. Then he spreads something between my buttocks, on my little hole, and it gives me a fresh and pleasurable sensation. When he feels I'm fully excited, completely relaxed, suddenly he takes me. It is a shock, I feel pain, I didn't expect something like that, but I don't have the force to oppose him except by words, and he quietly continues, moving inside me, up and down. Little by little I feel the initial pain soothing and a strange pleasure growing, inside me. He caresses me, for the first time he kisses me in the mouth, he skillfully arouses me and enjoys me. And finally he rejoices inside me, making me come at the same time. And after that, he tells me sweet and winning words that give me pleasure. And when I leave, he gives me a silver coin!


I'm back to see him. He can do with me as it pleases him best, and I promptly accept it, with pleasure. Also because the pain is disappearing as rapidly as the pleasure is growing. At this point I trust him completely. He tells me that I'm one of the best boys he ever met, he flatters me... and each time he takes me for a long time, it is highly pleasant and makes me rejoice. Until one day, while I'm in his bed, naked and fully aroused, he sweetly tells me that there is one of his friends, his guest, who has heard so many good things about me, that he wanted to meet me. And he adds that he would be very grateful to me if I would be kind to his friend also. I tell him that I'm ashamed, that I don't want, but he insists so nicely... and another man is in the bed, and Krueger leaves us alone and the man takes me with evident pleasure. And one Sunday there is another friend, then another one, sometimes even two, one after the other, and some friends come back... Until I realize that his "friends" are really paying him to come into my bed, and that in other rooms of that apartment there are other boys and other paying "friends"... We boys enter from the back gate, the clients from the front one. A perfectly organized commerce. At this point the servant is welcoming me and brings me in the bedroom where I have to wait for the new, or old, client. Krueger, I guess, must be busy initiating a new boy that Bertrand brought to him. To me, it is ok that way."


"Hey, but this is just a dreary story of prostitution, it isn't an adventure." Eugenio protested, but he was amused.


"Wait, this is just the beginning. The adventure has yet to start. So, for half a year now I go to that house every Sunday afternoon, and I have put aside a little hoard, steadily growing, but of no use to me, in fact I don't dare to use it. Anyway I rather like going to Krueger's place, the clients are respectable people, gentle and in average quite young. I made them enjoy, and I enjoy myself. Meanwhile the war that will be later known as the Thirty Years' War, has burst out, and Kassel is also affected. So, amongst the clients, some army officers start to show up. Amongst those one takes a fancy to me; I'm a quite handsome kid, and in bed I am more than available... Each time he comes, he wants me. He himself is not bad at all, he is twenty four years old and his name is Wilhelm. As his company is moved, he says he wants me with him... I'm fascinated, so I decide to flee from home and follow him. He will leave in the evening, with his horse, just before the town gates are closed. So I wait for him at the Frankfurter Gate with a bundle and all my coins. He takes me on his saddle and we leave at full gallop.


When we are at his new assigned place, he accomodates me in an inn, paying the expenses. He comes almost every day to see me and to make love with me. I like him very much, but during the long periodes of absence I am bored. Our allies, in this period, are the Danes. I meet a young Dane soldier, a nineteen year old boy, we meet several times, until one day Christian makes me understand that he desires me. I ask him if he has a place. He takes me to the ruins of a burned church, we climb the remains of the bell tower, and there I give myself to the youth. Christian is very different from Wilhelm; he is simple, gentle and strong. Christian is a farmer, Wilhelm an aristocrat. Christian is joyful, Wilhelm romantic...


For a while I continue to make love with both of them, each not knowing about the other, but little by little I feel more and more attracted by the handsome Dane. So, when the Danish King, who has the same name as my boyfriend, decides to move his army, I abandon Wilhelm and follow Christian. He succeeds in having me enrolled as a sutler. I'm now sixteen. I follow Christian for two years, till the Danes, having been defeated, abandon the war. I want to follow my young soldier to Denmark, but he tells me that he will live with his family and that he will not be able to justify my presence... so we have to part."


"Were you in love with him?" Eugenio asked.


"No, but I feel really great with him. I ask myself what can I do. I have some coins aside, the uniform of a Dane sutler, and I am without any means to earn my living. I rather like the military life. At first I follow a ballad singer who is northward-bound. He sees me sitting next to the road, eating a piece of bread, so he stops, he buttonholes me and proposes me to travel with him. I understand at once the reason of his proposal, in fact at night he tries to sleep with me. I don't repel him, even if he is some forty years old and a little too thin, I don't repent: he is skilled in bed. We arrive in Pomerania as the Swedish army lands to help the northern rebels against the Emperor. I assist the landing and think that several of those soldiers are rather handsome. So I decide to ask them if they want a sutler speaking German. I'm lucky, they accept, they give me their uniform and I follow them. I don't have to wait long till happens what I wish for. One night, camped near a river, one of the soldiers who never diverted his eyes form me all day long, slips behind the supplies wagon, close to where I was sleeping and, without needing a single word, we just start making love. He had just entered my back, when somebody arrives. I tense, scared, but he makes me understand that I have nothing to worry about, it is just his friend. He lies near us and for the first time I participate in a threesome.


It is said that Northerners are cold people, but I assure you that those two are all but cold. We spend a good part of the night making passionate love. Well, you know, if the Danish soldiers sometimes had sex between themselves, as probably all soldiers of the world do, it seems that Swedish soldiers would rather renounce their pay than not to make love. The great majority form steady couples. And I am, like, adopted by that couple, so that we always make love all three together. But my impression is that even if in bed they are able to make long and valiant battles, they have very little skill as soldiers. In fact they are gathering defeat upon defeat, until at Lützen their king is killed on the battle field. So also the Swede retire.


But the French army succeeds. I'm now twenty, and I enroll with them.


And for the first time I really fall in love. He is a boy of my age, his name is Maurice. He doesn't have a family and enrolled just to try his luck. One day, when we are all taking a bath in the river, nude as the day we were born, I meet him. He comes near me, swimming, then he greets me with a wide smile. He has a body that at once arouses me, I look at him with my mouth agape, I caress him with my eyes. He asks me if I like him. I say yes. He tells me that he likes me, and he bluntly asks me if I want to make love with him.


I say yes. Then he, with a happy smile, tells me to follow him. We summarily get dressed and he takes me to the tents. He asks another soldier if there is somebody inside the tent. The fellow syas that it is empty, that we can use it without worry, because he will keep a good watch. We feverishly undress again, lie on the blankets and intertwine full of desire. I like him a lot, he is really well built and he is skilled. We unite in a wonderful sixty nine and I am so excited and I'm thinking to ask him to take me, when, on the contrary, he offers himself to me. It is my first time. Until now, possibly because they were all older than me, this has never happened.


And so I try and enter him, and I like it a lot, especially because I feel he likes having me in him. Then Maurice takes me, and this also is really good. We are kissing, sated, happy, when the soldier outside tells us that two other soldiers are waiting for their turn... We dress and go out, leaving the place to the two French soldiers. I smile, seeing the lust in their eyes, and the swelling in their trousers, while they enter the tent. Maurice and I have long talks, and long sex meetings as well. I like him a lot, and when he tells me he wants us to be steady lovers, I gladly accept. French soldiers are really wonderful combatants, successfull both on battle field and even more in bed. They are collecting victories after victories.


Maurice is a beautiful young man, and very likeable. In our free time he helps me to improve my French and I teach him German. During various battles we are always side by side and each of us protects the other.


During one of the battles, suddenly we realize we are separated from the others: this is very dangerous. We hide in a thicket waiting for the right occasion to reunite with the others. We are there, in silence, holding our breaths, spying the battle line shifts. At a certain moment an officer with several soldiers arrives; they are Imperials, enemies. They are transporting some small wooden boxes. They pass not so far from us, and stop amidst some bushes. We cannot see what they are doing, but when they run back towards the battle field, the wooden boxes are no longer in their hands.


When they disappear, we go to look where they stopped. At first we can't notice anything, just the homogeneous blanket of dry leaves that covers all the underwood. But then Maurice sees something, he shifts the leaves at one point and there is freshly moved earth. I keep guard while he digs, and soon the boxes appear. He takes his bayonet and forces one open; it is full, filled to the brim, of golden Imperial coins, new, shining, with Ferdinand II portray. I think that this is the pay for the soldiers, and that the Imperials, seeing that it was going worst for them, did bury the coins so that the they did not risk to fall in the hands of the French. We consult each other and rapidly take our decision: we empty our cartridge pouches and small packs, and put the coins in, then continue to dig and to take other coins, until our pouches and packs are full and heavy. Maurice says that if we go back to the camp, we cannot possibly hide our treasure in the long run, so, on the spot, we decide to desert, so we can enjoy that unexpected wealth. We rapidly go away from the battle field.


At night we are near a great farm, there's light shining from the windows. We decide to ask for a place to spend the night. With the excuse we have to join rapidly our army, we will ask them to sell us two horses and to give us some civil clothes, because, we will explain, we are afraid we can run into the Imperials before reaching our army. So we do, ready to defend ourselves and to run away if they don't believe us or if they are pro-Imperials. But there is no problem. We don't pay them with the gold coins, but with our personal ones, which we even in battle always have with us. They seem glad to help two "French allies" and offer us some food. They are a Calvinist family of Dutch descent. The following morning, our uniforms hidden in a sac with some food on top of it, dressed like farmers, we mount our horses, thank them and leave. But as soon as we are out of sight, instead of going towards the battle fields, we turn our horses and gallop towards France. I'm not so steady on the saddle, but luckily I don't fall down, even if I'm close to several times. We gallop for three days, the horses are tired, but now we feel almost safe. We get rid of our uniforms.


We reach Metz and decide to buy two more horses. As the man who sells them to us asks if we come from Luxembourg, we say yes. And after that we tell always that story. And finally we enter France, a little beyond Verdun. We stop at an inn and think about what we can do with all that gold. We don't really have the faintest idea. So we decide to get in contact with the townsfolk and buttonhole some merchants. We hear them say that the future is in manufacturing, that King Louis' government, that is the Cardinal, encourages investors. That laces are very requested... So we decide to look for some lace maker girls. Our idea is to gather enough people to start a production, then to present ourselves to ask for the easy terms we have heard about. Our gold allows us to pay the women without selling yet and to accumulate good precious merchandise.


It takes us one year, but at the end we obtain the patent from the royal officials and we can widen our manufacture. Only few women work at homes, most of them work on the first floor of the house we bought. And to the woman making the most beautiful laces, besides the agreed price, we give a prize, so that the production increases and finally we start to sell to the Paris merchants and our capital, that is now exiguous, starts to increase..."


"Listen, I'm not really interested in your commercial exploits. I would like a little more... spicy story..." Eugenio interrupted him.


"I see. Well, what do you want, a pornographic story?"


"No, not necessarily, but... you and him, how were you together?"


"Maurice and I? Great. We were two middle class youths, admired and respected, and we continued to make love without the slightest problem."


"Nobody did mind the cohabitation of two men?"


"No, because for everybody we are cousins, we also choose the same family name. And the fact we have so many woman workers, several young and pretty, gives origin to gossip that we carefully avoid to belie. Moreover, some of these girls, in order to make themselves important in their companions' eyes, let understand that they are liked by me or Maurice, and these we also don't belie at all: this allows us to live in peace. No, everything goes smoothly. We pass a long quiet period, we are a real middle class couple.


We are both thirty six years old, when Maurice suddenly falls ill: very high temperatures, vomit, incredible migraines: in four days he is dead, notwithstanding I pay the best doctors. Today, with the notions I have, I think it is meningitis, even if I'm not sure.


I make the business proceed, but I feel lost. For the first time, without him at my side, I feel a stranger in that land. The following year, at last, the Thirty Years' War ends. There is a new Louis on the throne of France, and the Fronde starts. I am rich, but I feel lonely. I'm restless. At that point a young Italian comes to town, a twenty-one year old boy, whose name is Stefano. I notice him in the square. He is begging, somebody maltreats him, calls him a ragamuffin, chases him. I look at him carefully: under rags and dirt, there is a handsome boy. Our eyes meet. I approach him and he, in a French with accent, begs me for the charity of a piece of bread. On impulse, I tell him to come to my place. I offer him to have a bath, I give him some good clothes, I have him seated at my table and I eat with him. It must have been a long time since he last ate, because he devours everything in the twinkling of an eye. I like him a lot, clean and properly dressed he is beautiful. I ask him who he is, what brought him here, where he is from. He tells me that he is the youngest son of a lute maker in Pavia. Three years before, after his father's death, his older brother, in reality a step brother who had always hated him, chased him away from home. For two years he made a living wandering and playing his lute, and had a fair life, but one year ago he was attacked, beaten, and robbed of everything, also his lute. After that he succeeded in barely surviving, begging for alms. I offer him to stop and sleep at my place and I tell him that, if he is a little patient, I will manage to get him a new lute, so he could start again to earn a fair living. He thanks me, moved..."


"You wanted to have him in your bed, right? You wanted a good fuck!"


"Eugenio, do you think always and just of that? Yes, I like him, but I don't want to profit from him, for sure, not I, Ludwig. I'm just glad to give a hand to a boy that I like, and that's all. In fact that night, as much as I like him, I let him sleep quietly..."


"Just that night, eh?" Eugenio maliciously asked.


"That night and the following as well. And it's him who, on the third night, comes to knock at my room. He wears the nightshirt I gave him, and has a candle in his hands. He asks me if he can talk to me. I say yes. I put away the accounting book I was revising and he sits on the edge of my bed. He tells me that he noticed the way I look at him and that he thinks I like him. I say yes. He tells me that he likes me also and that he would like to be able to do something for me. I notice that between his legs the nightshirt is moving, rising... Anyway I pretend not to understand, I want him to do the first move. He tells me that he noticed how lonely I always am and he asks me if I don't miss somebody giving me some warmth, some affection. I tell him that I do... Then he caresses my arm, slips his hand inside the wide sleeve of my nightshirt and goes up, until he can caress my chest, tease my nipple.


I'm aroused, I close my eyes and quiver. He leans on me and brushes my lips with a kiss. I take him and pull him to me, kiss him with vigour. He pulls the blanket from my body, comes on the bed, on my body and holds on tight to me. I slip my hands under his nightshirt, put them on his small and firm buttocks and squeeze them. He sighs and kisses me again. I undress him, he undresses me and bends to me and starts to give pleasure to my whole body. We make love with passion. The boy is very sweet, he goes out of his way to give me pleasure and makes me feel that he really likes me. He gives himself to me and I take him with joy. I feel him, under me, excited and happy, he looks at me smiling, he encourages me. I feel once again living, happy. It is beautiful making love to him... But then I want also to feel him inside me, and I feel an extraordinary pleasure. He takes me and smiles in happiness, we kiss while he continues to move inside me with youthful vigour and virile joy. I like being in his strong arms, between his firm legs. Afterwards, I hold him tight to me and ask him to remain with me in my bed. I cover our bodies with the blanket and blow off the candles. I ask him: this is for sure not your first time. He tells me that I'm right. He ever since liked men, and his father was aware of that but always protected him. But for that reason, after his father's death, his older brother chased him away from home.


The next night, he is back with me, we make love again with renewed passion and intense pleasure. I love feeling so strongly desired by such a beautiful young man. I love making him mine and being his... Then the lute I had ordered for him is delievered. I think he will go away now.


I feel a little sad, but I don't want to hold him back. But he, having thanked me for the lute, hesitantly asks me if he can stay a little longer with me. I tell him that, for my part, he can stay as long as he wants to. Then he says that, if it was for him, he would like to remain with me a lot more... I feel happy. So he remains with me. We both feel to be in love and we tell each other, and we are happy. He tells me that he wants to remain with me forever, I tell him yes. Well, he really remains with me forever, at least until I die."


"How did Ludwig die?" Eugenio asked.


"I am fifty eight and he is close to forty. I die while sleeping. He cries, when he becomes aware. Happily I had made him my peer partner, so I don't leave him on the street, on the contrary he is a rich man..."


"How can you know that he cried at your death, if you were dead? Didn't you say that the soul out of its body doesn't have conscience of the external world?"


"The soul doesn't part immediately from the body, but little by little and in that short period I am conscious both of myself, of my body and all that surrounds it, as if I was seeing all from above. That's how I see him crying. But I cannot communicate with him, I cannot tell him not to worry, that I am well. Then the complete parting takes place and with it the unawareness of the external world..."


"But, what is death, how does it happens? When the heart stops or when the brain activity ceases?"


"I cannot tell you more than what I know thanks to the lives that I live, I'm not omniscient. The soul enters the fertilized ovum before its first division, and when the soul parts from the body, the body is dead. I just know that at a certain point I start to part from the body, and not at my will, and that when the parting is complete, it is irreversible. But at times, when the parting is nearly complete, I feel absorbed again in the body and then... it is what normally is called resurrection. But how and why this happens... don't ask me: it happens and that's all I can say."


"Then, there is somebody who decides it?"


"If you want, you can thin..."


At that moment the telephone rang and the voice interrupted. Eugenio answered. He was urgently called by his office because there was a break down in the terminal and he had to rebuilt some data. Unwillingly having not bid farewell the voice, he went to work.




CHAPTER 4


CAIUS






The day after, as soon as Eugenio had some free time, he took his cellular and opened it: "Are you there?"

"This question again! You know I'm here."


"The fact is that I still wonder how it's done: do you receive a signal when I open my cellular?"


"No, I hear your voice, so to say. That is, I feel variations in the metal with which I am."


"With which you are? In which you are, you wanted to say?"


"I don't know, I'm not matter, I'm not inside it, I'm not around it, I'm not with it... I am, almost like with my body, I think."


"What conscience do you have of this cellular telephone?"


"Shape, energy fields... I don't really know, I'm trying to interpret."


"But are you... tied to an object?"


"Yes, even if at times I suddenly feel like being sucked in another object. Possibly because it is composed of a more noble metal, but in reality I don't exactly know. I don't have enough experiences yet."


"Do you have another life to narrate me?"


"Sure. Do you feel like listening to the story of my life as Caius, the roman legionnaire?"


"Yes, why not."


"I come to life in a patrician family in decadence. I can say we are poor, compared to other patricians, even if we have seven slaves in the household. I am born in the year 628 of Rome..."


"That is?"


"125 B.C. When I am fourteen, I catch two of our slaves in the larder and they are doing strange things. One of them, Matius, stands against the wall, his short tunic risen in front, his legs a little apart, his eyes closed. The other, Velius, is kneeling in front of him, and moves his head backwards and forwards in a rhythm... Being curious, I draw nearer and they don't hear me coming, as I am barefoot. I stay to look at them, my mouth widely open: the one kneeling has the thing of the other in his mouth!


Suddenly Velius becomes aware of me and pulls away with a choked moan and I see that thing, free, glossy with saliva, throbbing, and then Matius sees me also, and hastily covers himself and kneels in front of me and beseeches me not to tell anything to no one, especially not to my father, who is a severe man. I ask them what they were doing; it seems so strange to me! 'A game', Matius says. 'If it is just a game, why would my father punish you?' I ask. 'Because it is a forbidden game', the slave explains to me. 'But is it amusing?' I ask. 'Yes, we like it a lot...' Then Velius tells me that, if I keep the secret, while Matius stays in watch, he will do the same game with me, so I can understand. I say yes. Matius goes out of the door to keep watch. Velius rises my short tunic, caresses me there. It is agreeable. Then, continuing to caress my belly and my thighs, he puts his mouth there and... I like it very much! I feel my legs go weak for the pleasure. I do sometimes caress myself there until I reach a strong pleasure and come, but I never felt something so strong and fine. Velius perceives me enjoying it and brings me to orgasm. I glide on the floor, panting. Velius smiles satisfiedly and asks me again to keep the secret.


I nod yes, persuaded, but I put a condition: the next time it has to be Matius to do that to me, he is younger and nice... So, Matius consents and starts to do that game with me. I like it very much, for sure I will not tell anybody!


Then, after some months, I lay my eyes on Nika, a sixteen year old slave bought shortly before. I ask Matius if he thinks that Nika also knows these games. He says he doesn't know, but if I want, he can check. I think that Matius and Velius did, somehow, convince Nika to consent.


I just know that Nika takes Matius' place and I like him even more, and I also like to touch him while he is servicing me, to arouse him with me. Matius, after some time, asks me if by chance I don't want to try a new exciting way to do it with Nika and he explains me how and what I have to do... It seems fun, so I tell him yes. He calls Nika and, while Matius is on watch, I first ask the young slave to arouse me in the usual way, then I ask him to turn around and to go down on the floor, on all fours. He obeyes and I take him, I enter him. I like that even more than what we did up to this day. And, while taking him, I like to touch him so that he reaches his orgasm a moment before me: his contractions make me rejoice much more.


When I am seventeen, my father enrolls me in the Legion. I miss Nika and what I did with him. I want to do it again. In the barracks life is rigorous and the discipline hard. And to see my fellow legionnaires naked on several occasions, does only increase my desire. To see these sound bodies, these virile members, these firm asses becomes a continuous torment and temptation.


Until one day, while we are soaking in the tepidarium, one of my fellow legionnaires, Marius, stretches a leg under water and pushes his foot between my legs, brushing me there and staring in my eyes persistently. I get a hard on and blush, but I don't move away. He continues for a while, now with a light smile on his lips, then stops as if nothing ever happened, changes his position and starts to talk with another fellow. I have to wait for me becoming soft again before going out of the water. But Marius is waiting for me outside the thermae, and while we go back to our barracks, he cunningly tells me that I'm easy to excite. I blush again, but he continues, saying that anyway I suit him and that during the night he will come in my pallet. I object that, as we all sleep in the same room, the others will see us, but he laughs and tells me that everybody will pretend not to notice. He asks me, almost astounded, if I never realized that during the nights almost one third of the pallets are empty, and another third has two bodies in them. No, I didn't realize... The very night he comes. I'm waiting, already aroused. But he, to my surprise, crouches near my face and presents his member to my lips.


I shake my head no, but he grasps my head and pushes it against his groin. The warmth, the smell, the strong throbbing of his member against my face excites me and finally I do what he wants. I don't like it so much, but I satisfy him. And then, he satisfies me. That's a lot better... He comes back a couple of nights later and everything is repeated, but then I try his back hole with my finger. He brusquely pulls my hand away and whispers to me that between two legionnaires this thing is not to be done! So I content myself with satisfying him, and to be satisfied by him in his way. Better than nothing. But one day, while we are chatting, I tell him that I need something different. He proposes to go with him to a brothel. I tell him that I'm not at all interested in women. He laughs and says that it's better that way: men are cheaper. They are nothing special, the brothel slaves.


They are young, but too effeminate and silly, but I content myself and give vent to my needs. I am eighteen and half when we are sent to fight to fight in Gaul, where a local chieftain has rebelled. The travel, by foot, is without story. Except for the nights, when we go out for a hunt game in groups of three..."


"Hunting, at night? What kind of animal were you hunting?"


"No, not animals. The game consists in lying near some villa and waiting for a young slave to come out for his physiological needs... We then jump on him, keep a firm hold on him and blindfold him, so he can't recognize us, and while two keep him in position, the third of us fucks him. Even if the slave complains to his master, and even if the master comes to complain to our centurion or our decurion, for the slave is not able to recognize us, all ends there."


"A really nice sport, raping slaves!" Eugenio said in a disapproving voice.


"Well, you know, it is a different epoch. There are trios going to hunt slave girls, and trios going to hunt for slave boys. But the majority is not hairsplitting, and fuck everything they can put their hands on. Sometimes, by mistake, it even happens that we fuck a free youth. In this case our chiefs just blow us up very severely, telling us that such things are not to happen, but again, all ends there. And anyway, more than one of our preys loves it: you can hear them asking to fuck them harder, longer... Especially along the consular road, where the legions pass often. I think that some of them come out on purpose, to be fucked, and not just slaves or servants, but also some young patricians disguised as slaves. So you don't have to feel scandalized, I think. It is very, very rare we really need to gag them so they don't scream while we fuck them, I can guarantee you.


Finally we reach the Transalpine Gaul and we start to play seriously.


They are handsome, those Gauls, especially some of them: blond or ruddy, strong, very virile. But, being our enemies, we can just look at them from far, and when we meet physiqually, it is hand-to-hand-fighting and surely not to have sex, but to kill and not to be killed. But sometimes, when I walk near some of the prisoners, I cannot avoid being aroused.


My secret dream, and not just mine, I know very well, is to be able to have a handsome young Gaul under me... 


This war is really divided in thousand episodes, skirmishes, ambushes, real battles, raids, but the legions, slowly but irresistibly, go forward. Our century is often sent as reconnaissance patrol to explore the area. Our spies told us that the Gauls are organizing an ambush, so we are again sent in reconnaissance.


At the beginning we proceed fast, even if carefully. We are in sight of a keep built to protect a settlers villa. The villa is in ruins, ravaged by a recent fire. The keep seems untouched, even if it doesn't hoist the roman vexilla anymore. We now proceed with prudence. It is afternoon, the weather is fine. Suddenly they spring up, they are a lot. The centurion orders us to rush to the keep: there, their numerical superiority will be balanced by the fortification. We succeed in entering the keep: the weak point is the gate without the doors, but a few men can defend it and the others align on the glacis. The Gauls surround the keep, but don't attack.


Their plan is simple, they just want to starve us out. But our centurion smiles: if we don't return, the legion will move forward, with prudence but steadily, and will come to our rescue. So we have just to ration our food and resist. We settle down, fix the watch shifts. Gauls never fight at night, so we sleep rather safely, leaving the minimum of sentry at the gate and on the glacis. And sometimes we start again to have some oral sex with each other. Also because, in a sense, we are bored.


The Gauls are always there, they don't attack, they don't withdraw. At night we see their bonfires, we hear their songs. They must be approximately five hundred men. Every now and then we can see their food supplies wagon: they start to tempt us. Somebody proposes to sally forth, but our centurion is firm, we have just to wait. We start to feel the hunger and still the legion doesn't show. How long can we resist? So, one night, by common consent with my fellows, we decide that one of us should try to do a sally alone, towards one of the wagons which seem easier to reach, to steal some food. We cast lots and I'm the one drawn. I'm happy to go, a little to drive away tedium, a little to show off to my comrades, a little for hunger, a little because I am one of the nimblest... I leave my armour behind, also my sandals, I remain with just my short tunic on, which I girdle with my belt in order to attach as much provisions as possible to it. In silence, I glide down from the glacis.


Lying down, I slowly creep forward on the ground, sheltered by weeds and low bushes, holding my breath. I approach the goal little by little. Sincerely, my heart is in my mouth. But there is no hindrance, the wagon is close to me now. I succeed in slipping under it.


I look towards the keep: it is almost indistinct in the night darkness, notwithstanding the faint moon light. It is just a far whitish mass, and I can't even distinguish the sentry I know is there. I reemerge on the other side of the wagon, that is on its front, I stand up and start to rummage inside, taking and putting some food on the ground near my feet... A rustle makes me turn round, and I see a shadow moving. I lie down on the ground with my heart throbbing. I see the shadow approaching, I hope he didn't see me... The problem is that, lying like that, I cannot see him anymore.


Suddenly he is in front of me. Possibly just because I'm lying on the ground and looking up to him from below, he seems enormous to me, powerful. And he looks at me with eyes like embers. He has a sword in his hand and rises it slowly, without losing sight of me. I feel I'm dead. If I have to die there, I don't want to be stabbed on my back, so I turn on my back and offer my chest to his sword..."


"How brave! A real Roman soldier!" Eugenio said, slightly ironically.


"We Romans are a proud people, especially when facing death. And in particular us patricians. We grow up with that concept. You probably know the words 'dulce et decorum est pro patria mori!' don't you?"


"You were dying for your stomach, not for your country..."


"How matter of factly you are! I feel I'm near dying for my country, anyway, and therefore, even if I'm scared to die, I accept it and proudly."


"All right. And then?"


"He rises his sword, then bends down to me and grasps me by my belt and rises me. I see he is about stabbing me. Our eyes are fixed on each other.


Strangely, it is like my fear abandons me, while he rises me. My body is unbalanced towards my head, I instinctively spread my legs to balance it and my short tunic rides up and I see his eyes looking on what, inevitably, becomes exposed to his eyes, with a look of surprise. He slowly lets me back down on the ground, he plants his sword on the ground, kneels down between my spread legs and I can read lust in his eyes, while he unties that kind of breeches he wears. I feel like hypnotized. When he notices my eyes looking between his thighs and widening, he has an ironic smile, he grasps my legs and pushes them up to my chest. I try to wriggle away, but he is incredibly strong and after a short, silent struggle that arouses both of us, he bends me to his will. He puts his saliva on my anus, and then he impales me.


It hurts like hell, but for pride, I don't emit a sound. While he is fucking me, his eyes are fixed on mine and he smiles, and I think confusedly that he is beautiful. Well, I think, afterwards he will kill me, I may as well enjoy those last moments. I relax and start to like it. Even more, the pleasure, even if mixed with pain, is growing more and more. So, a little for the pleasure I feel, a little to show him I'm not a coward, I smile to him. His smile widens and again I think he is a beautiful man. He brushes my nipples, I quiver and emit a soft sigh. He wears a kind of sleeveless vest: I slip my hands under it and lightly squeeze his nipples.


He seems delighted, he emits a low moaning and continues to fuck me with evident pleasure. He also continues to titillate my nipples, always looking straight into my eyes. I feel his hard rod powerfully slipping in and out my ass and I love it. And as I feel him coming inside me, I also come. He slowly rises, ties his breeches again and takes his sword. Then, with his foot, he lightly kicks the food I had taken from the wagon and makes a gesture with his sword towards our keep. I look at him, still unbelieving. He steps back and repeats the gesture, imperious, but continuing to smile slightly.


I slowly take the food, without losing sight of him, and ask myself if he wants to kill me while I have the stolen food on me, stabbing me at my shoulders. He seems to understand, he steps back again and lowers his sword. So, taking the food at last and fixing it to my belt, I start to crawl on my way back. I turn to look at him, and he is still there. I leave the camp without problems, I'm back at the point from where I left the keep and utter the agreed signal. They lower me a rope, I grasp it and climb up. They give me a hearty welcome, even if they hoped I could bring back more food. They ask me why it took so long. I say there was a sentry, and I needed to wait for it to go away. Just the dull pain I feel between my buttocks can belie me, but they don't know.


Two days after the legion at last arrives. Our besiegers rapidly withdraw, chased by our vanguards. We are safe! The Gauls abandoned their wagon, still containing a few provisions. We join the rest of the legion and advance. Well, the campaign is long but successful, and finally we can go back to Rome where the triumph awaits us. My family is proud of me. Now I am twenty two and my father wants me to enter politics, so he asks a friend of his, who is Senator, to take me as his secretary. Three more years pass. I marry, have a family, and a little house on the foot of the Quirinal."


"You did marry?"


"Sure, a marriage combined by my family, of course."


"But you liked just men, right?"


"Yes, but this doesn't mean I cannot perform my duty with a woman.


Anyway... I'm passing through the Forum and I stop to look at the slaves auction sale, thinking that I can now afford having a slave for housekeeping. A Phrygian girl, possibly. It is said they are the best to care children, and I already have one child and await the second in a couple of months. I look around.


There are also some very attractive boys, especially the Saguntans, but they are expensive. Then, I see in a corner a young Gaul, standing up waiting for his turn to be auctioned, and I recognize him at once. He doesn't seem to me as giant as I remembered, now, but I'm sure it is him.


Beautiful, even if he has now a dejected, serious, dark look. He wears just his characteristic breeches, dirty and worn. His chest is naked, the waved hair long on his shoulders has the colour of ripe wheat. I decide to buy him, at any price. Luckily for me the Gaul slaves are not amongst the most valued, so when they auction him, I'm able to win him. I have the faint feeling that he also recognizes me. Having paid the money, not even much, I take him with me. He follows me in silence.


Along the way I ask him his name. 'Narbonix, master' he answers in broken Latin. He is twenty six years old, one more than me, and is a slave since three years. Arrived at my home, my wife doesn't seem so happy with my purchase, but she says nothing. She just tells me to have him washed and to give him a decent tunic. While Narbonix is washing himself, I stay there and look at him. For sure it is him, he is splendid, I'm aroused. When he dries himself, I draw near him and touch him with a smile full of desire. And he says 'You could have your revenge now, master, now you have the sword and the food'. He says those words with some pride, looking me straight in the eye.


So, it is really him, and he remembers me. I'm excited. I make him lie down. I rise my tunic, I put his knees to his chest and I take him. Now the parts are reversed. It is really enjoyable, also because he is participating with evident pleasure. After I give him a slave short tunic and have his hair cut in the roman fashion, I explain him his duties in the house, I assign him a place to sleep, and he starts his work. He soon gets used to his tasks, which he carries out with care. He attends to my son, cooks, cleans, learns to go shopping. He has a good character, reserved, proud, but careful, so little by little my wife starts to appreciate him. I too appreciate him more and more and often, at night, I go where he sleeps. He receives me with evident pleasure and little by little our way to have sex also changes and becomes more gentle and pleasurable than ever.


He is affectionate to my children and they are to him. He has the tendency to spoil them, but he is also able to make them behave well. Things are going all right, we have in our household now two female slaves and three male slaves, including Narbo as we call him.


But he is the only one taking responsibility for my sons and I make him chief of the slaves. And our relationship continues and becomes deeper. I pass delicious hours with him and I am so grateful for the pleasure he is able to give me, that I decide to allow him to take me as I feel he desires.


He is moved, and also while taking me he is able to give me very intense pleasure. When I'm elected magistrate, I buy a new house on the Velium.


I decide to free Narbo. He asks me to remain in my household, at my service, and I willingly agree. Also because it is now evident for us that he is my secret lover, evident to both of us, even if we never touched the subject. And that's when, for the first time, we talk about our first, old encounter.


I ask him why he didn't kill me, and he answers that he was impressed by my beauty and my courage and that he did took me not in scorn but for desire. He tells me that, even if in Gaul he was married, he always loved men and than now that he was with me, even if far from his country, from his people, he feels happy. And happy I am for this lover, devout and sincere.


The republic is passing difficult moments. Often populace riots burst out. They are instigated by the various patricians trying, with this pressing mean, to impose their will, their politics on the Senate. And it is during one of those riots that I'm stabbed with a dagger by somebody and I die, at the age of thirty six. So, as a soul, I enter the iron that separated me from my body and remain there for almost three years..."


"So, you don't know what became of Narbo."


"No. Even analyzing the memory of the following life, there is no trace of Narbo."


"Didn't you look for him?"


"I couldn't, because in my new life I didn't have memory of him. I could have met him by chance and, after the death of that body, I could became aware I have met him again. But it didn't happen."


"I see. But that's a pity... Well, Now I have to leave you, I'm busy. But tomorrow I want to hear another tale abut your reincarnations."


"What period?"


"I'll tell you tomorrow, otherwise you could prepare yourself."


"You really are unbelieving, eh? All right, see you tomorrow, then."




CHAPTER 5


SELIM






Eugenio sat comfortably on the lounge armchair but, unlike usually, didn't switch on the TV set. It was more amusing to use the cellular. He opened it and at once the voice said:

"Do you need to do a telephone call, or do you want to talk with me?"


"With you. Tell me, who were you around the year... 1100?"


"I am Selim, an Arab groom. I am born in the year 434 of Hegira, that is 1056 of the Christian era."


"Hey, suddenly you are no more in Europe?"


"Sure I am in Europe, I'm born in Sicily that since about 170 years is dominated by the Arabs."


"And how did it happen that you incarnated in an Arab?"


"Before I was a Byzantine knight, then a Sicilian fisherman, then, after the Arab conquest, an Arab merchant, and at last Selim, all right? And after Selim, as the Norsemen arrived in Sicily, I incarnated in a Norseman, but I died when I was just two years old..."


"You know history very well..."


"I know everything I experienced and everything my various 'I's have studied. I can say I know some parts a lot better than many historians."


"But, do you really remember everything?"


"Everything in the smallest details, even what my various 'I's forgot during their lives. Do you want me to recite you all the Koran or all the Bible by heart? Or also..."


"No no, thank you! Tell me rather about that Sicilian groom."


"Well, I come to life in 434 of the Hegira, son of an Arab soldier and a Sicilian girl. They call me Selim. As a boy, I'm sent to work at the Emir's stables. I am thirteen. The Norsemen have landed on the island and a long war is fought. But where we live, everything is quiet, the land is still firmly in the Emir's hands. One day the Emir's son comes to the stable and tells me to prepare his horse. I am saddling it as I hear the prince saying to the other groom to go to the palace and ask the servants for the mantle he forgot, so we are alone now. He comes near me, telling me that he noticed me, that I am a really handsome boy, that I found grace at his eyes. I feel excited, and to receive such compliments by the son of our sovereign is agreeable. Then he gives me a coin. I help him to mount the horse. The other groom comes back with the mantle, the prince takes it, spurs his horse and goes away.


Naively, I tell to the other groom, a seventeen year old boy, about the compliments I've received. He bursts out laughing. Thinking he doesn't believe me, I say, upset, that I'm not a liar. He continues laughing, but he says he believes me. He puts his hand on my ass and repeats that surely he believes me: 'The prince wants this', he says. 'How?' I ask, 'What do you mean?' He explains to me that he also has gone through it: the prince will pay me more compliments, will give me more coins and when he feels I'm grateful and ready to please him, he will ask me to let him take my ass. And of course I could do nothing but let him mount me as he pleases, exactly as it has been with him.


The prince is back and does pay me some more compliments. When he goes away, the other groom, Ali, smiles and tells me to be prepared to loose my cherry: 'He will hurt you a lot, he has a very big dong... it will be better if you train, Selim, before that.' 'To train? And how?' I ask him. 'Well, mine is not so big, let me fuck your ass, so you'll start to get used to it' he says and pulls me to him and caresses my ass. I say no and withdraw, but I'm worried. The prince is more and more gentle with me, gives me more coins, caresses my hair... Ali returns to the attack, tells me that it will be really painful, that it will hurt me badly, and insists it would be better if I let him prepare me. To convince me, he pulls it out and shows it to me. It seems big to me, but he says that the prince's dong is lot bigger and he makes a gesture with his hands to show me its size. I shiver in fear...


The prince is more and more gentle with me... I feel the moment approaching. So, one evening when we are alone in the stable, I tell Ali that perhaps he is right, that perhaps... Ali smiles, takes me to the storeroom for horse rugs, makes me lower my breeches and uncover my ass, makes me lie on some rugs and with his finger he spreads something on my hole: he explains to me that it is an unguent that will make me feel less pain. Then, he comes on me, pushes his rod in my hole, I scream. He shuts my mouth with his hand and takes me with force. It hurts me, I wriggle, but to no avail. He fucks me for a good while. When it is over, I'm in tears: 'How should I ever take the prince inside me?' I ask scared. 'You will see, you will get used to it, as I got, even if nobody helped me to prepare my hole for that.' he says, 'The important thing is that we do it again, until your hole is used to it. Look, Selim, I'm doing this just because I want to help you' he says...


Well, I believe him, and even thank him. I accept the prince's kindness towards me with trepidation and fear, and wonder when he will decide to take the last step, that is to take me, and meanwhile I continue being fucked by Ali. I see that he is right, I'm getting used, and within a few weeks I even begin to like it. So, I think that when the prince will mount me, it will be the same: at the beginning it will be painful, but I'll get used to his bigger size also...


Two, three months pass, but the prince doesn't seem to decide, until one day he tells me that he really likes me a lot and that he decided he wants me at palace, in his quarters as a personal page boy. Here we are, I think in a flutter of anticipation and fear. I follow him. He gives me page clothes, he takes me to his bed room and shows me where I will sleep: at the bottom of his wide bed, there is a little bed...


Amongst my duties, he explains to me, there will be helping him to undress in the evenings and to dress in the mornings... So, that same evening, while I wait for him in his bed room, I mentally prepare for what is about to happen. He comes. I help him to undress, almost trembling. He has a really fine body, strong, it is the first time I see him without his clothes on. He remains with just the short underpants on him, that don't hide a big swelling, and he lies on his bed. I ask him if I have to undress, he says 'Sure, boy!' So I pull off my clothes and remain, like him, with just my underpants on me, then I go close to his bed and tell him that I'm ready. He looks at me with an interrogative air and tells me to go and lie on my bed. I go, thinking that perhaps he prefers coming to my bed, so I lie down, and wait. After a while I hear his regular breathing: he is asleep!


I don't understand, but I think that perhaps he doesn't feel like, tonight... The following morning I help him to dress, but again nothing happens; he is kind, gentle with me, at times he gives me something like a caress, but nothing more.


Some days pass, but nothing happens. So, at the first opportunity, I go to look for Ali and I ask him why the prince hasn't taken me yet... He starts laughing and tells me that I swallowed his story: the prince only likes women, he says, it is him, Ali, who wanted to fuck me and, with that excuse, he got what he wanted. I'm angry with him and attack him, but he holds me fast and tells me not to be silly: he knows that I like it a lot being fucked, then, what do I complain about? While he keeps a firm hold on me, he touches me, he arouses me... and at the end he persuades me to give myself to him again. It is true, I like it very much, feeling his rod hammering inside me... So, from time to time, when I'm done with my duties, I go to the stable to have sex with Ali, without any further excuses, no more shame.


I'm no longer angry with him, now, on the contrary... I like Ali, I like the enthusiasm and the impetuous way he takes me. The story with Ali continues for three years, until he marries and tells me that he doesn't need me anymore. But at this point I like it too much, and I want to do it again. But with whom? There are people attracting me, first of all the prince, but I don't know if he, or others, would like to do it with me, I don't know how to ask for it, how to make the other understand. So almost one year passes, it's really difficult for me. I ask Ali again and a couple of time I talk him into satisfying me. But I want somebody steady, someone who wants to do it often, more frequently.


I am with the prince in his Summer Palace. Today the prince is absent, so I go down to the cove. It is a very hot day, so I undress and dive in the cool water. Back on the beach, I lie down to dry under the sun. Without reason, I get aroused and my wet breeches make a tent. I close my eyes and start to slowly caress between my legs, enjoying the good sensations I'm giving myself. Suddenly I have the feeling that somebody is close to me. I open my eyes: there is a local boy, looking at me with a cunning smile. He also wears just his short breeches, and they also show a good swelling.


Without saying a word, I sit up and caress his swelling. He crouches near me, circles my shoulders with his arms hugging me, and kisses me. I never had been kissed by Ali, so I withdraw, but he blocks me and kisses me again, into my mouth. It is such a sweet sensation, I like it, I reciprocate. He pushes me on the sand, he caresses me all over my body and kisses me again, then he slips his hand under my short breeches, and he caresses my bare erection. I sigh.


He, for the first time, speaks to me and with a smile, asks me if I want to make love to him. I am deeply stirred and answer yes. He pulls off my breeches, then his own, and we intertwine on the sand. Usually Ali just took me, mounted and fucked me. This boy instead makes me experience an intense pleasure. I ask him his name: he is Alfeo and is nineteen years old.


He has a splendid body. When he makes me understand that he desires me, I hastily offer myself to him, feeling my heart filled with joy. He doesn't take me from behind like Ali but from the front, and this also is new to me, and beautiful. He enters me slowly, brushing my nipples: oh how wonderful it is! Moving inside me, he also kisses me, caresses all my body. He gives me intense new feelings.


His smiling, merry expression conquers me completely. I want to belong to him, forever. I caress his strong legs, his chest, his slender sides. Until I feel him explode inside me, and I also come, and is eyes are so luminous and so beautiful... He invites me to swim with him, I follow him. He swims like a fish, he is beautiful. We are back to the shore, completely naked, we lie under the sun to dry, and then he says to me that he wants to meet me again. I feel so happy, I tell him yes, but unhappily I will be there just for a few more days. He then asks me not to leave him, to remain here. I tell him that I cannot, I am a servant of the prince, I have to follow him. He seems to become sad, but he doesn't insist. When I put on my clothes, we make a date for the next day.


The following day he is waiting for me at the cove, but when I arrive, he takes me nearby, in a small hut. There is a pallet. We lie down and make love. I'm more and more fascinated by him, and tell him so. Then he insists that I have to remain with him; he asks me to leave the prince, he wants me with him. If he could he would follow me, but the Arab aristocrats don't take natives as servants. So, it is up to me to remain here... As the day of departure approaches, I feel more and more in love with him and he insists more and more that I have to remain. 'You will come to fish with me' he says, 'We will be happy.' 'But the prince will sent his men searching for me, he will find me, punish me' I object. I would like to remain, I feel that now with certainty. We think of thousand plans, we do a thousand projects. But in the end, I decide that the best thing to do is to ask the prince to set me free, to allow me to remain. If he will deny me what I ask him, we will have no other possibility than parting, but I'm confident...


The prince, in contrary to what I hope, doesn't want to renounce my services and orders me to never talk about it again. I have to go back with him. Parting from Alfeo is a very sad moment, for both of us. The prince and I go back to the palace. I don't succeed in forgetting my beautiful fisherman. The distance, instead of attenuating my sentiment for him, makes it stronger..."


"Cut short, did you meet again or not?"


"Hey, Eugenio... wasn't it you who didn't believe me?"


"Wether I believe you or not, the story is interesting."


"And you are aroused by it, right? Shortly before you were masturbating..."


"What's that, do you even have eyes, now?" Eugenio asked, astounded.


"No, I understood by your breath, am I wrong?"


"No... but go on, did you met again?"


"I am twenty two years old. I'm very sad. Contrary to before, no other man attracts me anymore, I want just Alfeo, even if I'm afraid I lost him..."


"Didn't you go back to the Summer Palace, the following summer?"


"No, that part of Sicily is in the Norsemen' hands, at this point. We still have a small part of the island, and all is going from bad to worst. The prince is now passing more days in battle fields than in his father's palace."


"Well, ok, tell me how you met with Alfeo. You did meet him, right?"


"Yes. One morning, I'm crossing the market when I hear someone calling me: Alfeo, a basket of molluscs in his hands, is looking at me with a wide smile. I go towards him, like in dream. He tells me that, in those years, he did nothing but thinking of me. He asks me if I got a lover. When I tell him no, he seems happy and says neither did he, because he is still in love with me. He tried to forget me, he did have adventures, but he couldn't forget me, so finally he decided to come and look for me. I feel like embracing him, kissing him. Almost as if he could read my mind, he whispers to me exactly the same thing as I do: 'I'm so happy to see you again, to be near you...'


I ask him were he lives, to take me to his place, so we will be able to be alone for a while. He smiles and tells me that before that he has to sell his molluscs, otherwise he won't have something to eat this day nor the money to pay for his bed. He asks me to meet again in the afternoon, near the Abdul's Mosque. I'm longing for the afternoon to come. I go to the mosque. I just wait for a short time, then I see Alfeo coming. He smiles at me and makes me signs to follow him. We enter the mosque: I'm a little amazed, but I follow him. While he guides me through, he explains me that the muezzin rents him out a small room behind the mosque's storehouse. We enter, he bars the door, and we are in each other's arms. We passionately kiss. We undress each other, filled with desire we lie down on his pallet, we make love. It is even more beautiful than I remembered. We are no more two boys, now, but two young men in the bloom of our virility, and he knows how to make love in a splendid way. I feel him on me, in me, around me... and it is wonderful. When I finally leave to go back to the palace, it is sunset: we didn't realize the passing of time.


For three years we love each other in secret. If the prince is absent, we meet even every day and we make love extendedly, and when the prince is at his palace, we cannot meet so often and we have less time, but it is always splendid.


Then, the town is besieged by the Norsemen and finally the Arabs capitulate and leave the island. But many Arabs, especially those of the lowest classes, remain. And I too, notwithstanding the prince's insistence, decide to remain. At the side of my beloved Alfeo I see the last Arab ship setting sail.


In town there are the new masters, the blond Norsemen winners. Abdul Mosque is burned. The Arabs who remain start to convert to the conquerors' religion and I, now living with Alfeo and fishing molluscs with him, also ask to be christened the name of Sereno."


"Sereno? Why did you choose that name?"


"Alfeo chooses it for me, because it resembles to Selim and because I'm really serene, now that I can live with him."


"And then, did you remain all your life with Alfeo, or did you fall in love with a handsome Norman?"


"No, I remain with him until his death. And six years later, I also die, it is the year 1119."


"A nice story, romantic. But were you always faithful, in your stories?"


"No, not always. It depends, and not from me as a soul. For example, when I live in Corsica with the name of Filon..."


"When?" Eugenio interrupted him, with curiosity.




CHAPTER 6


FILON






"I don't know, it is the 187th year of the colony, I'm not able to tell you exactly to what year it corresponds, let's say it could be between the year 500 and 400 B.C. Alalia is a Greek colony, not wealthy, not poor. It has a good port which is the reason for its existence, and which grants the contact with other colonies and with the mother country. I am the son of a well-off Greek, a potter, not so famous, but he sells and has a good income. I'm the third of seven children. From my early childhood on I bungle with clay, but it is evident I will never be able to really collaborate with my father in his work, as my brothers skillfully do.

I'm ten years old when, for the first time, something happens that will mark all my life: a fourteen year old boy, the son of the oil seller, takes me to a corner of the port, between the maze made of crates and heaps of goods and teaches me a game... you surely understand what game it is: he rises my short skirt and pushes his member into my back hole and that arouses me at once..."


"Come on, how can it arouse you? You were just a ten year old boy!"


"You forget again that in these times puberty is more precocious than now.


I've just reached my puberty and therefore I'm able to feel the sexual pleasure, moreover his tool is not too big, not yet, so it doesn't hurt me at all. While he is joyfully pumping inside me, he touches my body all over, and I just push against him to feel his small but very hard stick better, inside my back channel. He jerks me off, continuing to pump inside me, until he makes me come, and he also comes inside me. Oh, I really love it. Well, afterwards, he tells me that he doesn't do that nice game just with me, but also with three other boys between my own and his age. He asks me if I want to meet his other friends and become part of his gang, and I willingly accept. So we start to meet quite often and we do it even in threes or fours. That boy, whose name is Aner, is in some way our boss and he likes to lie down and be serviced by two or three of us at the same time. One licks and sucks between his legs, and two of us suck his nipples, for instance, then he chooses which of us would have the sought after privilege to welcome him between his small buttocks.


So he takes the lucky boy, while the others play between themselves or they continue to service the couple, licking and kissing Aner and the chosen boy he is happily fucking. I like doing this game with them very much, and it is enough for him to invite me, then I more than willingly participate. I like being on all fours with him mounting me from behind, while I possibly suck another friend's rod and perhaps a third one sucks my yet small but hard dick.... But I'll better stop with these details or you will get too aroused..."


"No, just go on, don't worry about me..." Eugenio said amused.


"For a couple of years we continue this way. Being the youngest of the group, I'm not just mounted by Aner, but sometimes also by the other members of our group. I can say that more or less every other day, but often even every day, I get a good fuck from one or another of the gang boys. Anyway, the one I like most to take me is Aner and his wonderful strong dick which is the biggest and longest in our gang.


I'm thirteen years old when the second basic episode occurs. One day I meet a young sailor who asks me if I would like to visit his ship. I willingly accept, boys always like ships, so he takes me on board, amiably shows me around and, as we are in the hold, he puts his hand under my short skirt, fingers my small ass, pushes a finger against my throbbing hole and asks me with a smile if I would like to amuse myself with him. I accept at once, so, making me lean forward and keeping myself steady with both hands against the wooden wall, he puts his saliva on my hole and takes me with relish. He's big, he fills me completely, I love that mighty bar slipping inside my eager hole, then starting to dance inside me. I push against him, I wriggle my little ass to feel him better, and he seems to like it a lot, for he's pumping inside me. He is so big and yet he fits perfectly inside me, like a sword in his sheath. When he finally comes, he holds me tight against his body and rises me from the floor, panting, and he unloads himself deepl inside me wit a long, husky moan. Then, seeing that I evidently enjoyed receiving his hard bar a lot, he asks me if I perhaps would like him to call a sailor friend, a man who for sure will like my little hot ass very much. I say yes, and I wait there.


Quite soon the other sailor comes downstairs and, without saying a word, he positions me on a crate. His bar is not thicker that that of his young mate, but straight and longer, smooth and nice. He slips it all inside me without any problem, possibly also because I'm slippery from the cum of the previous sailor, and he starts to take me with virile energy, a really intense expression on his manly face..."


"Bah, nothing new, it seems..." Eugenio objected.


"No, it certainly is. You see, up until now I believed that it was just a game amongst boys, and on the contrary I discover that even a young man, and then a grown man, like to do it at least as much as I, Aner and the other boys like doing it. And I love it with these two horny sailors even more than with my friends: the two men have more substantial tools, and they both know how to use them in a very skilled way... So, when a new ship comes, I start to wander in the port, hoping that some nice sailor wants to do it with me. To my pleasure, it happens quite often and I also discover that there are different ways to have sex, or must I say different styles... and not just concerning various mating positions, but also and mainly for the person's character. Some do it with fantasy, some with joy, some seem to carry out a duty, some are just in haste, some are passionate, some tender, some vehement... It is really fascinating.


I'm fifteen when I have my third experience that completely changes my life. A Roman sailor hooks me on the street and takes me to an inn room. After having me suck his hot and hard bar for a good while, he puts me with my back on the bed, kneels in front of my exposed ass, folds back my legs against my chest, and finally he enters me. He takes me with slow and long long strokes, and he asks me to suck his nipples at the same time.


While pumping inside me, he tells me that I am a very good fuck and that he likes me very much. He is the talkative kind... He tells me how much he did like that Egyptian boy's mouth in that port, or that Sirian boy's ass in that other port, and he continues to pump inside me without haste, thoroughly enjoying me. I too enjoy that strong and butch body on me, that hard and hot bar inside me. I like sucking and gently chewing on his hard nipples, and make him moan with pleasure. After this very pleasurable and lasting sex session with me, he gives me a coin and asks me if it is ok, if the tariff in the port of Alalia is the same as in other ports for this kind of services. That's how I discover that you can obtain money doing something you like very much.


I then do some rapid sums, and realize that, if I can find enough sailors, and perhaps not just sailors, who are ready to give me money in exchange for sex, I can earn a good living and in a very, very pleasurable way."


"In short, you became a 'marchetta'. But did money already exist at that time?" Eugenio asked.


"Ah, so you call them 'marchetta', now, in Italy? Yes, sure money exists, since a couple of centuries at least. So I decide to commerce with my body. To sell pleasure, receiving pleasure. I know that there are women doing it, so I start to observe them, to try to understand how they hook their clients. And above all, where they take them, because sometimes I can find a sailor or a city man, mainly the soldiers of the fort, willing to do it, but it happens that we can't conclude just because we don't have a suitable place to go. Doing it as amusement, that occurrence could just be something I regret, but if I want to enter commerce, it would become a net loss..."


"Commercial soul, right? You were a kid, but not artless, it seems..."


"It's no use to talk to me with that mocking air! To me this is a really serious matter, all my life from that moment on could, or better would, incredibly change."


"But what about your family? Did they know which decision you took?"


"Yes, I told them. Well, they aren't really happy, but I am resolute. Anyway, prostitution is a recognized and respected work in this epoch. So I decide to become a male prostitute and, having heard that the far away port of Nea Polis is very big and hence frequented by lot of ships, and not only Greek ones, I decide to move there as soon as I gather enough money. For one year I bustle about, accepting every chance, even clients I don't like so much, just to get money. The market days are also good to find new clients, mainly amongst the country folk. But the two main categories remain the sailors, and second the soldiers. At last I can put away enough money and then, having made farewells to my family, I leave Alalia, for I obtain a passage on a Phoenician ship heading to Nea Polis, in exchange for some free services during the journey for the captain and some of the sailors. The journey has no story, I just pass from one berth to another, giving pleasure to several men. And finally we land. Nea Polis is a really wide and beautiful port, a lively town, built at the foot of a big volcano..."


"Yes, go on, it is Naples, I understood..."


"All right, I am just telling you what I feel at my landing, right?


So, I was saying... and I realize that the boys having arrived before me and for the same purpose, are not few. But that doesn't worry me at all. Taking everything into consideration, it seems to me that I'm more desirable than the average of these boys. Some are effeminate, some very butch, so I decide to be in between, not posing one way or the other, just to be genuine, to be myself. But I understand that being well dressed is also important. A well dressed boy can attract more clients and earn more money. My clothes seem too provincial to me, so I buy some more fashionable clothes. And there is always the problem of where to bring my potential clients.


One day I notice one of the boys selling themselves, a colleague, who inspires me with confidence so I start to talk with him. He is a native. He doesn't have any problems about a place, because they run the business as a family: his father, mother, sisters, he himself and a brother, so they just use their own home to bring their clients to. He explains to me that a solution could be to pay an innkeeper to be allowed to use one of the rooms, but I object that doing so I will lose too much of my earnings, and that therefore I have to look for another solution. I don't know why, but that boy seems to have a liking for me. His name is Temis, he is one year older than me.


The day after we meet again and he proposes to have lunch at his home, because he wants his family to meet me. His mother, after the meal, offers me: if I want to go to live with them, unless I find a better solution, I can have food, shelter and can use a bed for my clients, for one third of the price I would have to pay in an inn, but in exchange, I have to participate with them in house chores. I like this family, the conditions are very good, so I immediately accept and move in with them the same day. At night, as I go to sleep in my new bed, Temis emerges from behind the curtain and asks me if I feel like making love to him.


I did have just two clients this day, so, even if I'm a little tired, I accept. The way he makes love to me is... relaxing, and I really enjoy it. He is sweet, and he likes to do everything, so we start sucking each other, then he takes me, then asks me to take him. He makes me lie on my back and then impales himself on my rod, moving up and down, while looking down and smiling at me. We caress each others' chests, while we silently continue to fuck each other for a good while...


So, for four years I live with Temis and his nice and likeable family, and I continue to sometimes make love to the boy with real pleasure. What amazes me is that the father goes to the houses of wealthy dames to please them... But the trade is mainly carried out in their house.


Then, having accumulated enough money, I decide to buy two rooms on the ground floor of a building, very close to the port, and start my own trade.


At this point my clients are not just sailors, but also several town people.


In a short time I have too many clients, even after I single out, so I decide to have a boy with me at home, to help me. The first one is a country boy who just arrived in the town, looking for his fortune. I easily convince him, first to have sex with me, then to come to work with me. He is a very nice boy, he also attracts more and more clients, so I soon need to hire another boy, than yet another one...


In short, in the span of just five years, the whole building belongs to me, so I refurnish it elegantly and it is now the most famous and richest boy's brothel of the whole town of Nea Polis, with a wide choice of very fine and available boys for any taste."


"But, don't you have a steady lover?"


"No, apart from some good clients I like and that I can now choose at my will, I can amuse myself with my boys who are always willing to please me. Well, there really is a young client, the head of harbour authorities' son who comes every now and then to meet me and who seems to be almost in love with me... I like him very much, but I don't want to be involved in a serious relationship, even if he often tries to persuade me to accept him as my lover. His father cuts him his funds, at a certain point, not being happy with his son's frequentation of my brothel, and the boy is distressed.


So, I accept to continue seeing him, for free, because I really like him and I'm rich now, I can afford to have a... not paying client. He is a tender young man and, while he clearly likes also the sex part of our meetings, he needs rather affection than just sex, and I'm ready to give him that also... But I don't want a steady lover, I just don't need that... I am twenty eight years old when I meet a new client, a young and very handsome man, a twenty three year old Phoenician sailor. I like him so much that, when he hooks me at the port, I bring him home in haste.


Just being near him while walking along the way to my brothel, arouses me a lot. I take him to my personal room, we undress each other, and we start making love. He is different from the other clients, he really knows how to make love to a man, he is obviously trying to please me, quite as if I was his client and not vice versa... I'm fascinated by him, I am putty in his hands. He turns me around, he takes me in all positions possible, he makes me yell for pleasure. In all the years I've never met such a splendid lover. He seems tireless, he wears me out, and I feel happy as I never had been in all my life... And after having so wonderfully made love to me, while I'm just lying on my bed, panting and really happy, he rummages in his sack and, just to rob me, he stabs a knife into my chest. I just look at him with wide, unbelieving eyes, then I lose consciousness. And so, after three days of agony and despite the care of my brothel boys, I finally part from my body..."


"And you enter that dagger."


"No, the sailor took it back with him. I enter in a golden ring. And from there I reincarnate a few months after, in the fourth son of a weaver..."


"Well, you will tell me about him another time, unfortunately I'm busy now. And my ear aches, staying for such a long time at the telephone..." Eugenio said.


"Ciao, then, until next time..."




CHAPTER 7


ADELBERT






It has become like an intoxication, wether the story about reincarnations was true or not, what the mysterious voice in the telephone told him fascinated Eugenio. So, as soon as he had a little free time, he was taking his cellular to hear some new stories.

"Hey, what will you narrate me this time?"


"Stop shouting at me, you are deafening me!" the voice answered.


"What's that, today you even got ears?"


"You never heard about witticisms?"


"Souls have also sense of humor?"


"Sure, at least I have it, and I think that other souls also must have one."


"But... tell me, we humans do communicate by speaking, writing and by other means, but what about you souls?"


"We can't, unless through the body with which we become one, and with another human being. But that's not directly. Apart form the special and partial communication for very short instants during sexual unions of two beings, as I yet told you."


"But can two souls stay in the same object, between one incarnation and the following one?"


"I don't know, possibly yes..."


"In this case you cannot communicate?"


"I don't know. Why do you have to ask me questions I don't know and that I can't answer?"


"All right, all right. Well, then, tell me who you were in the... twelfth century."


"Adelbert. I am born 1127 in Reims. My father is a tailor and he mainly makes clerical clothes and vestments. As a small boy, having a fine voice, I become one of the little choristers of the cathedral choir. I like music and singing. And I like the dress I have to wear when I sing. I am a nice boy, slender, and I have blond hair and green-hazelnut eyes.


Singing and clothing, from these boyhood years on, will always be my passion, beside men, of course, but this will come later. Until I'm thirteen I am in the choir, but then my voice changes, becomes strange, so I have to stop singing in the cathedral. But I like singing and I realize that my tone-deaf cockerel voice is suitable to sing the popular ballads and that people laugh and appreciate me. I like being the center of attention. I learn to play the lute to accompany my songs and I learn more and more new songs. All of this is lot more fun than the Gregorian chant. At sixteen my voice finds a new balance, and my repertory now also contains love songs. In reality I still don't know love. But the love songs, those I certainly know. All day long I help my father making clothes, and during my free time I sew elegant and precious clothes for myself, someway personal in style, even if I just use clippings and scraps left over from the vestments we usually make, but anyway they are fine. In the evening, or on holiday, I sing. A nice life, after all. I grow up serenely, cheerfully...


When I'm seventeen, Marvel comes to Reims. He is a troubadour, an itinerant minstrel. He wanders from Court to Court, earning his living with his songs. I meet him because he comes to see my father, asking him to sew him new clothes. I'm fascinated by him at once; he is beautiful, not tall but with a perfect body, a sad but sweet smile, his hair at shoulder-length, soft and bright like silk, eyes with an intense look. My father tells him that he has no time and moreover he doesn't make clothes of the kind the troubadour wants, so I ask my father if I can cut and sew it. My father says yes, if the troubadour accepts a boy to do it... Marvel accepts and I'm grateful to him. I ask him what dress he wants, and he asks me to see the clothes and to tell him the prices: he is going to decide after he saw them, and concerning the model, he will be inspired by the kind of cloth he chooses. While he is looking at the clothes, he compliments on the dress I wear. So I just show him the other clothes I made for myself: he seems struck and says I have talent. I am pleased. He chooses the cloth, explains the model to me. I take his measurements.


Then I ask him if he would let me hear his songs. He says yes and invites me to the inn where he lodges, the same evening. I go and, thinking I can possibly ask him to teach me something, I bring my lute with me. When he sees it, he asks me if I'm able to sing, and wants to hear me. Then, sitting near him under the inn pergola, I intone one of the songs I know. He listens to me attentively. Then he puts his hand on my leg in a friendly gesture and tells me that he liked that song very much. He asks me for another song. While I play and sing, his hand lightly caresses my leg, it is pleasurable. His hand shifts on my leg, upward, and I feel a heat spreading within me and I start to get aroused. He seems engrossed in the music, looks at me smiling and continues to lightly caress my thigh...


When I end, he pulls away his hand to clap his hands. I feel something like an emptiness: his hand gave me a faint sense of pleasure that I now miss. Then, he takes his viola and starts to play and sing. I'm completely fascinated. When he stops, I ask him if he wants to teach it to me. He willingly accepts. While I'm learning, like to encourage me, he sometimes puts his hand back on my thigh and I like the feeling. Finally I thank him and go back home. The following evening I go again to meet him and we sing again. Again, his hand touches me from time to time, lightly, pleasurable, warm. He asks me if I'm tired, it is late... I say no. He caresses my cheek and tells me he likes me very much, and that he would like to have me as his pupil...


He asks me if I would like to play the viola. I say yes, so he makes an appointment for the following evening, promising me he will teach me. It is not easy, my fingers seem awkward... I'm getting discouraged. So, he makes me stand up, comes behind me and takes my hands, to teach me to hold the viola properly, he guides me. It is almost like an embrace, I feel the warmth of his body against my back, it is a splendid sensation.


Instinctively I lean against him and feel his arousal. And then he whispers to me that it's me who has this effect on him, that he likes me. I feel troubled, it is the first time someone tells me such things. Now it's him to push against me, to hold me tight, and his tongue lightly brushes my earlobe. I am really embarrassed, but quiver with pleasure. I feel my braguette swelling. But he leaves me alone, sits again and resumes his lesson. The day after he comes to the shop to have his first fitting. He pulls off his clothes and I look at him in awe. He wears my basted cloth.


While I touch him to mark the points which I have to take in to make it really close fitting, I feel him lightly quivering and I notice he is getting aroused. He sees the direction of my eyes and smiles. And he repeats that it's me who has this effect on him... Even if I jerked off since four years, I didn't yet have any sexual intercourse of any kind. I never got aroused by anybody. But now I'm getting aroused. He undresses again and puts his own clothes back on. He smiles at me conspiratorially while he rearranges his erection constraining it in his clothes.


This evening I'm again at his place. Now, the hand that he lies on my thigh has a completely different meaning for me, and I immediately get a hard on. He moves his hand lightly, going up a little, I desire him to go up more... But it doesn't happen: we bid farewell as usual. But that night, for the first time, I jerk off with an image in my mind: Marvel.


When it is time for the second fitting, I'm fully conscious of my desire for him, and it is difficult for me not to touch him on purpose. He, again, gets a hard on. And as a result, I also get aroused. I'm kneeling in front of him, I'm checking where I have to remake the sewing to avoid antiaesthetic creases, going up from his ankles to his thighs, and I become aware that I have to touch him right there, on his swelling. I try not to let myself go, to only touch lightly, but I feel it throbbing. He puts his hand on mine and pushes them hard against his basket. I blush, I tremble. He crouches in front of me, takes my face between his hands, looks me in the eye and slowly approaches his face to mine. He brushes my lips with his lips, he lightly touches them with the tip of his tongue and I close my eyes and quiver.


He whispers to me that this evening he will not wait for me under the pergola, but upstairs, in his room. I go, my lute in my hands, almost as an excuse towards myself, but I perfectly know that it will be of no use, this evening. He welcomes me, takes the instrument from my hands and puts it near his viola on the table, then he drives me towards his bed and makes me sit on its edge, then he sits near me. He takes me in his arms and I let myself go against his chest. He caresses my face and tells me that he likes me very much, that he is happy to have me there, with him. I'm in emotion. He caresses me, at first in a light way, but then with more and more intimacy. I'm aroused. My breath becomes heavy. He kisses me on my lips and it is not the light kiss of the afternoon anymore. He makes me lie on my back on the bed. I clutch at him. He conquers me... It is no use giggling, Eugenio, I'm not saying this in a physical sense, I mean that he fascinates me. That I feel strongly attracted to him, that I feel like having discovered paradise. I'm saying that I fall in love with him, that suddenly my whole life seems different to me, so beautiful, luminous being near him.


Therefore I wonder, if he will leave, will my life become once again grey? Before I never felt my life being grey, but now... I would like to never finish his clothes to make him remain longer in Reims. All day long I can just think about him. After supper I run to his inn, to be with him.


He comes for the last fitting. This time we openly caress each other, the fitting takes more time than ever, the dress is perfect, fits him nicely, he is happy and kisses me. He tells me that he waits for me this evening, our last evening. When I go to his place, I am tense. We make love, but after that, I burst out crying. He is surprised, he embraces me, he cuddles me and asks me why I'm crying. And I tell him that I don't want to lose him, I don't want to part from him. He caresses me and asks me, then, why I don't go away with him; he will turn me into a skilled troubadour... I look at him, amazed, happy. I immediately accept. He will leave town the following morning at dawn. I tell him that I'm going to my home now, I will bundle out my few belongings and will come back to him, so the following morning we will leave together.


Back home, I tell my parents what I decided: I want to become a troubadour. Therefore I will leave with Marvel. My mother cries, my father tries to dissuade me, but I take my best clothes, my lute and I'm ready to join him. Then my father gives me some coins. I embrace my parents and go back to Marvel, to the inn. I sleep near him...


The following morning at dawn we are already on the road. I feel so lighthearted and happy! We chat, he merrily tells me a thousand of things, I listen to him enchanted, fascinated. Even the road seems wonderful to me, not only because it is late spring, but mainly because I'm walking at his side. He tells me that we will ask for hospitality in the castle of Chalôn sur Marne, where we will perform our songs. I tell him that I'm not so skilled yet, but he insists, telling me that my rustic songs could also be interesting for the castle people.


The Lord of Chalôn welcomes us: he already knows Marvel and he wants to listen to the new songs in his repertory. Fortunately we are lodged in the same room. We remain at the castle for one week and I'm enchanted: it is the first time I've entered a castle, I'm able to observe it's life so close. The only one thing that annoys me are the glances of some pages and knights toward Marvel. I'm not worried about the womens' glances, because I know that he doesn't care for them. But he sleeps every night with me, so, naively, I'm reassured. He buys me a nice viola and I'm happy.


Naively, I say, because when we stop at Troyes' castle, I discover that in reality he doesn't need to wait for the night to go making love with one of the knights. By chance, in fact, I catch their conversation and the knight makes a date with him, saying 'as always, in the same room'. I feel betrayed, I feel like crying, but all day long I say nothing. When we are in our room, at night, he approaches me to make love, but I push him away. I don't make a jealousy scene, I don't grudge him that, I am just sulky. And he explains to me that this is a troubadour's life: 'Why do you think we are so appreciated, so in demand? Because of our songs, of course, but also for this: because we are ready and available to go in bed with whom asks us! And you too have to learn this rapidly, if you want to be a troubadour!'


I'm shaken. I feel twice betrayed. But Marvel knows how to take me and little by little he makes me get over it. But it is not anymore like before, a dream has been shattered. I follow him from castle to castle, until we reach Tournus' castle. We are together since six months. He tells me that we have to find a castle where they will allow us to spend at least the coldest months. Winter is the most difficult season. I have to decide to play my part also. In other words, to go to bed with whom asks me. It had yet happened that somebody tried to bring me in his bed, but until now I succeeded in clearing out skillfully. So, at Tournus, I have my first experience with another man. He is the Count superintendent, a married man, about forty years old, stout, I don't like him. But possibly right because of that I finally accepted.


A kind of... I don't know how to define it... desperation, perhaps. If I have to do something I don't like doing, it is all the same to do it with somebody I don't like... Marvel is now astounded for my indiscriminate yes: he tells me that I'm not presumed to always say yes, and that between an 'always yes' and an 'always no' there is a middle way... But I don't listen to him and, in the same way I have sex with others, I now have sex with him. Without passion, quite like a kind of unpleasant duty to which one has to submit.


In spring, after crossing Lyon, he decides to go towards Lausanne, and I decide to part company with him and to continue instead towards the Savoy. Unlike I hoped, I expected, he doesn't insist to remain together, he let me go my way without the faintest protest: this is the last disappointment he gives to me. My viola and my lute at my shoulders, two suitcases in my hands, I take my way..."


"Suitcases? In the 12th century already exist suitcases?"


"I said so, but really they are two wide bags of strong hemp, that rather can resemble to the gym sacks that today's sports men use, a kind of wide saddlebag, but made for travelers on foot, where I keep my clothes.


Passing from village to village, I stop in the square and I start playing, just to pass my time. People stop, appreciate, and somebody starts to give me an egg, a fruit, even some coins. Marvel never wanted to sing for the common people, he said he was not a ballad singer. I, on the contrary, think that, even if I'm not at a castle, I can earn something that way. In another village, the innkeeper offers me free board and lodging if I sing for his guests, and that gives me a new idea. Anyway, I also show up at the castles and often I'm admitted. Here, I sometimes receive as a gift, beside the money, some old clothes of the nobles which I, always having scissors, needles and thread with me, adapt. And now, when I understand that I have aroused somebody's desire, I only accept if I like him.


So, I arrive at Chambery castle. While I'm waiting at the gate to know if my hospitality request will be accepted, I see a slender man's figure on a small balcony up on the top, who gives me an impression of elegance and sadness: he is still, looks far away... I ask a soldier who is he: he is the youngest son of the Count, the soldier says, and everyday he stays there for a long time. I tell him that he seems sad to me, and the soldier answers that the boy suffers from melancholy. I am admitted. The superintendent examines me, he wants to hear some of my repertory, he tells me the wage, not high but I accept. He assigns me a small room and tells me to prepare for dinner this evening.


You have to know that one of the things I've learned from Marvel is the adaptation of songs: if, for example, the original song is about two towers of a castle, they can become one or four or whatsoever, according to the castle where you are. If the coat of arms of the lord you sing about, is in the original song red with a golden lion, it can become green with a silver sword, if that is the coat of arms of the Lord hosting you. And if the maid the song is about has blond plaits, they can become black if the lady of the manor is that way. The audience is more interested and pleased that way. Changes can sometimes be extemporaneous, if you are skilled enough, but they are often carefully prepared in advance...


In the evening, admitted at the Count's table, I'm introduced and welcomed with evident pleasure: there are the Count, the Countess, his eldest son with his wife, and the other children, the second is a boy, the third is a girl, and the youngest a boy; then the superintendent with his wife and some knights and dames. We eat, then I start to sing. The youngest son, Philibert, listens absorbed, but I can't see him smile even once. He is a nineteen year old youth, pale, with a gentle but deeply sad air, beautiful. I feel incredibly attracted towards him. Besides my court and love songs, also my popular song, sometimes a little licentious, have success and amuse the noble audience. But Philibert doesn't laugh. When I go back to my room, I can only think about this young man. A song comes to my mind, "The maid at the window". I think about modifying it, so that, except for the title, I can sing about her without any feminine or masculine terms and to change the knight going to meet her, in a troubadour: a message that I hope the young Philibert will be able to catch..."


"But then, also the others can catch it, can't they?" Eugenio objected.


"Not necessarily. The skill is in making subtle allusions, so that the interpretations can be various. This evening, in the hall of the Count, I sing. I announce the title "La Pucelle à la Fenestre" and start to sing.


'There, near the great tower, at the window the gentle soul awaits, day after day, who knows what...' And when the unknown knight arrives, whose name is Amour, that is 'love', I instead sing about the the troubadour whose name is Belami, that is 'nice friend'. And when in the original she lets her small handkerchief fall by the window, I change it in a glove. And I look at Philibert who, as usually absorbed in listening, doesn't seem to understand that I'm singing for him. The following day, while I walk in the castle court, I see him again at his small balcony.


Then, I stop below and start to sing again the song 'La Pucelle à la Fenestre'. In the evening I sing to my audience other songs. But the day after, I wait until Philibert again comes out on his small balcony, and again I sing "La Pucelle". And this time, to my delight, from the balcony falls a gold embroidered glove. I take it and slip it inside my jerkin, I look up to the balcony, but it is empty. But the signal is clear. I go back inside the castle and go upstairs, my heart is in my mouth, to the young man's room. I knock at the door. His voice tells me to enter. I bow, and hand him his glove. He thanks me, saying it did slip from his hands and, taking it, our hands brush. He then asks me if that song was for him.


I say yes. He thanks me and, for the first time, a ghost of a smile seems to light up his expression. I tell him that he is really beautiful when he smiles and he lightly blushes. But smiles again. I caress his hand on impulse and he grasps my hand and squeezes it lightly. I take his hand to my lips and breath a kiss on it. Philibert looks me straight in the eye and I, in a whisper filled with emotion, repeat to him that he is so beautiful...


He barely smiles, caresses my face, gently pulls me to him. I take him in my arms, I keep him tight, I lightly kiss him on his lips. He quivers, and reciprocates my kiss, but in an intimate way. Then, in a low voice, he repeats the song's words: 'did you know me, troubadour?' 'No,' I answer with the song words, 'but my heart knew you and guided me to you.' 'What is your name?' 'My name is Love' I answer right with the words of the song. Then he kisses me again and asks me, changing at this point the words of the song, if I want to be his lover. My body that adheres to his body answers him, and I let him feel my desire and savour his desire. We caress, we kiss and slowly we lower on the fur carpet. Our bodies search each other, our hands slip under the clothes and soon we are both grasped by the whirl of passion.


But as I try to go beyond our embrace, feeling prey of a strong desire, he gently stops me and says:
'Not yet, give me some time to believe that all this is true.' We stand up again, setting our clothes back in order. He makes me sit near the window. I ask him why he appears every day at the balcony, why he is so sad. He tells me that, when he was fifteen years old, he knew love for the first and only time, in the person of a young vassal of his father, but that the youth had to go to war, and never came back: he was killed. And from that day on, he fell ill of melancholy. I tell him that life continues, and that I would do anything to make the smile return on his beautiful face.


It is him who, the very night, when I'm just back in my room and start to undress, knocks at my door. I open, just my underpants on me. He enters, locks the door, comes near me and caresses my bare chest. The candle flare reflects in his eyes and I feel lost in his look. I pull him close to me, I caress him, kiss him. I start to undress him, I gently push him on my bed, I climb on him and start to kiss him all over his body. He quivers, lightly moans, closing his eyes. We are finally naked and I gaze at him full of desire. But he, again, even if he is aroused at least like me, stops me, gently holds me against him and sadly whispers: 'You also will leave...' I kiss him and tell him that I'm falling in love with him. 'But you will also go...' he repeats. I tell him that, if there is a way, any way, I willingly stop here for him. He caresses me, and asks me to swear it. I swear. He kisses me, but then gets out of my bed and dresses again. I beg him to stay. He shakes his head no and leaves my room. And I feel completely lost for him...


The following day I hear the Countess say that she considers sending Philibert to Rome on pilgrimage, hoping that her son can recover there.


Then, on the spot, I invent that I too had the intention to go to Rome and offer myself to be part of her son's convoy. The Countess seems to favourably consider my offer: she says that perhaps my songs can contribute to give him serenity, and offers me a pay for all the period I will accompany him... it is set. Shortly before supper, Philibert stops me in a corridor and asks me if it is true that I will accompany him to Rome. Yes, I confirm him. He seems happy. He whispers to me he will wait for me, that night.


During supper the Count talks about the pilgrimage and about who will escort his son: eight knights, two prelates, six servants... The Countess tells that I too will be on the convoy. The Count asks me if I really want to, and my yes includes me in the convoy. The departure is decided: the time to prepare everything, to send some messengers to ask the lords of the lands we will cross for authorization for passage and hospitality, and to wait for the answers to fix the itinerary.


This night, I go upstairs to Philibert's room. He is waiting for me. He asks me if I really love him. Full of emotion, I answer him that I want to belong to him, forever. He caresses me, we embrace, we kiss and when, intertwined on his bed, our bodies search for each other, he let's go all hesitations and finally we unite. Ah, it is so splendid! And for the first time I see him smiling with happiness. Afterwards, while we are dressing again, he says to me with a serious expression: 'Don't betray me, don't disappoint me, or I will kill myself'. I then take his dagger which is on a cabinet, I unsheathe it, kiss it and give it to him, telling him that I belong to him and that, if I ever will disappoint him one day, he has to kill me with it. He too kisses the blade and sheathes it again. We both know that this gesture has the value of an oath. In the period that precedes our departure, during the day, each time we meet we have deep and conspiratorial glances for each other. And during the night we have hours of intense and tender love that make me feel the happiest man in the world.


During the day Philibert has still his sad expression, but in our times of intimacy he more and more often smiles and this fills me with joy.


We leave. We climb up the Moria valley, we pass the Alps and notwithstanding it is full summer, the nights are cold, but not for us who sleep together.


I wonder if the others of the convoy know what ties us... We go down the valley, towards Taurin, a small town still enclosed in the square of ancient Roman walls, then we go down to Pavia. Along the itinerary, protected by the knights, I always ride at Philibert's side, and the more we proceed towards the south the more he seems serene. Then come the two prelates, followed by servants with the luggage. Everywhere we are received with courtesy, and I repay the hospitality with my songs. And always the valet's small bed is put at the foot of Philibert's bed, for me. I always ruffle my bed's sheets, to give the impression, it has been used, but in reality I always spend the night in Philibert's bed and every night we make love. I feel I deeply love him, and he also lets me feel his love that seems to strengthen day after day.


We are guest of the Luni's Sire, and the noble seems strongly attracted to me. I try to resist to his close court and I warn Philibert, asking him to leave that castle soon. He understands, accepts, and takes his leave of Luni's Sire. We resume our way, but after less than half a day of journey, we are attacked by a group of outlaws. Everything is clear to me as I realize that their aim is me, in fact they capture me and run away. So I'm brought back to the Luni's Sire who, at my refusal to bend to his desire, shuts me in the castle dungeon.


But Philibert also understood the truth. He wants to free me by all means, but his knights make him understand that they certainly have not enough power to make themselves heard. I'm chained in the castle dungeon, but I don't intend to bend to the Sire's requests. Philibert has not forgot me. Being guest in a nearby monastery, he tells the Abbot about my kidnapping and about the Luni's Sire's sexual greed for me and asks him for help to free me. The Abbot says that he knows about the 'vice' of the noble man, but that he doesn't know how to put a remedy to the situation. Philibert then asks him to lend him some monk habits: they will disguise and make them think that they are monks on pilgrimage to the sanctuary of Saint James of Compostella, and they will ask for hospitality in the castle.


The Abbot, to save them from speaking with their strong French accent, sends with them also three real monks. They are received in the castle. Before leaving the following morning, with the excuse to comfort the prisoners, they persuade the chief of the guards to let them go inside the dungeon. Philibert succeeds in freeing me from my chains and gives me a habit to wear, while he puts a bundle on my pallet feigning my shape, and we go out. They don't realize that now there is one more monk, and we reach, safe and sound, the monastery. Philibert gives back the habits to the monks, we mount our horses and gallop towards the south, hoping we can leave Luni's land before the Sire realizes my escape.


We reach Lucca, we are safe now. Philibert is happy. We continue our journey and pass through Siena, then Viterbo and at last we are in Rome. After visiting all the basilicas and having payed homage to the Holy Father, we resume our way back home, to the north, but in Siena we deviate to Florence and Bologna and we resume the 'Francigena Road' in Piacenza.


Philibert is completely transformed: he is cheerful, happy. His love for me, my love for him have brought about the miracle, even if the prelates, of course, say that the merit is to the Pope's blessing. We are back to Chambery in mid autumn. The Count and the Countess at once notice the transformation of their son and are happy. When Philibert asks them to allow me to remain at the castle, they immediately accept his request without raising any difficulty. Three years later, the Count decides to entrust to his youngest son one of the castles he conquered in the Transalpine land where he is widening his possessions, so we move there. Philibert invests me to knighthood. I have to choose my standard. I choose it to be a white glove on a sky blue field. The bishop of Pignerol blesses my standard, my spear and sword, and I'm invested to knighthood."


"And they lived happily ever after..." Eugenio commented with a smile.


"Yes, you can say that. At least until 1164, the year when an aisle of the castle where Philibert and I live collapses and we both die. While we are making love..."


"A wonderful death..." Eugenio said.


"Bah... not fast enough not to see terror in my Philibert's eyes while we clutch at each other. Death is often a dramatic experience, especially when it is violent. Sometimes it can also be a sweet experience, for..."


"But, what is the reason of all your subsequent reincarnations? What is the reason of life, reincarnations or not?"


"The reason? Who knows it? I started to exist in my first incarnation and my... self-consciousness was empty. I started to think after my first parting. Reason? There must be one. I think it is my enrichment, my completion perhaps. But if it will happen, how it will happen, I'm not able to tell you."


"But, you souls are indestructible?"


"Sure, we are not substance, not force, not energy... I'm not subjected to the laws of physics."


"Yes you are, as you are attired by metals and by fertilized cells. Is it not a physical law that attracts you?"


"I say attraction because I have to use human concepts, but it is not a force, a field of forces... It happens. How? There are still many things I don't know, I don't understand, even if I know and understand much more with any life I lived, and each time a little deeper."


"Yes, all right... your tales are more interesting than those discussions."


"It's you who starts them. Don't complain, after."


"Ok, ok. What do you narrate me, now?"


"I can tell you about the time I was a Frenchman, in the times of the French Revolution..."


"But have you never been somebody famous?"




CHAPTER 8


ROLF






"Famous?"

"Somebody who is also in the History books."


"Well, yes... I was Rolf, the Viking, or Dane, or Norseman chieftain as you prefer to say, and the first Duke of Normandy..."


"Never heard about him."


"Because you don't know history. It is the time just after the Danes besieged Paris. At the times of the siege I think I am fifteen years old. I fight with the soldiers since my coming of age, that is three years after my puberty. Since one year I'm the squire of the group chieftain, the strong Dubel, a man about thirty years old, a formidable warrior and a formidable lover."


"How did you become his lover?"


"In the most simple of ways. I am the son of one of his men, he notices me, so he takes me as his batman and right the first night, when he lies down, makes me undress, kneel between his powerful bare thighs and he tells me to suck it..."


"And you?" Eugenio asked amazed.


"He is our leader, he is the strongest warrior, I admire him, my father recommended me to obey him completely... so I do it without any hesitation. Rather, I feel him getting aroused and I feel honoured having been chosen by him for this intimate service, amongst the several batmen he has. Then he bodily turns me round, mounts me and fucks me..."


"Didn't he hurt you?"


"Yes, he is really well endowed. But a viking doesn't complain. I feel he likes me a lot and I'm proud of that. I become his official lover."


"Official? You mean that everybody knew that? There is no problem in the relationship between two men?"


"Absolutely not. He is married, as everybody, he has children. But we vikings are known, in our raids, to mount our enemies' girls or boys. And it is normal for an adult warrior, when he is far away from his family due to war, to have a boy lover, precisely a batman, that he trains in the weapons' use and war."


"But he also had other batmen, that is lovers..."


"Of course, he is the strongest warrior, the most admired one."


"And weren't you jealous?"


"No, even because little by little he becomes affectionate to me and prefers me to all the others. And now that I'm used to it, I like it and I'm happy when he calls me to his pallet. While we besiege Paris, we built a steady encampment, with poles, stones and earth, from where, on our horses, we ride through the fields, forests, plains and villages to get food. We kill whoever resists us, we pursue the youths and, having caught them, we mount them."


"You too?"


"Of course! Even if I always choose men. He, Dubel, doesn't make any distinctions, he takes whatever he gets. But then, we also often end up doing it together, he and I, before going back to the encampment with our plunder. At last, we decide to leave Paris, that still resists, and to find a land for us, to settle nearest to the sea, that remains for us an important landmark. Dubel founds a village for his men and their families. Notwithstanding that he is now reunited with his family, and in the meanwhile I have also married, he doesn't renounce me and we often make love together. His sons have died in war, therefore Dubel adopts me as a son to succeed to him after his death."


"But he continues to fuck you..."


"First of all we are lovers, right? Well, after a long serial of challenges, Dubel controls more and more of the neighbouring Norsemen's villages, who become his allies or that he subdues. I am at his side for the administration of our growing estate. I too have now a batman..."


"Didn't you make love with Dubel anymore?"


"Sure I do, but I also love to have a handsome boy on my bed to please me. Rather, once while I am taking my batman, he enters, sees us, gets aroused, comes to me and takes me. I really like that double sensation a lot, so sometimes we do threesomes again, with me in the middle..."


"You are a real pervert..."


"No, I just enjoy life. When Dubel dies because of a wound he received in a challenge that he won anyway, I assume his role and continue to widen my influence in the area. I know we need to be united if we want to resist to the France king who tries to chase us back to sea. I fortify the village, that now is rather a small town, and start to build my castle. I am now a man, I must be around thirty years old..."


"How is that you, always so exact about dates, are so approximative now?"


"Because I still don't know the calendar. I can give you the exact dates only after 911, when I sign a treaty with King Charles III the Simple, who recognizes me as Normandy Duke and entrusts all the Normandy land to me, and I recognize him as my king. To ratify the treaty, the king wants a group of noble Norsemen to go to live at his court, and a group of noble Francs to mine. While we discuss the various points of the treaty, I meet the eldest son of his Palace Master, a young Franc, seventeen years old, really wonderful, and I feel a strong liking for him. So I ask the king to have him also in the small group of nobles who will come with me to my castle. The king accepts, but asks that amongst my men stopping at his court, there is also my second son.


So it happens. I go back to my castle with my small group of guest-hostages. A period of peace starts. I want to conquer the young Angilbert, to whom I took a fancy..."


"Didn't you simply mount him as you vikings used to do?" Eugenio ironically asked.


"No. We are becoming civilized, and he is a noble hostage. Moreover I'm not only interested in having sex with him, I want him to become my lover. I like him, he is learned, gentle, beautiful. I start to discretely court him, I always want him at my side. I have the feeling he likes me. But each time I try to reach some degree of intimacy with him, he seems to escape from me.


I feel more and more attracted to the young Franc and I can't understand why he, who anyway seems also attracted by me, escapes me each time he understands what I would like to have from him. So, one day, I decide to speak with him frankly. We are alone between the tower battlements admiring my land and the nearby sea. So I tell him about my love for him, about my desire. He smiles and says he did understand. Then I ask him why he does always escape: perhaps he doesn't like me? Or he is not inclined to men's love?


He answers that he, more than willingly, would be mine, and my heart gives a start in my chest, but he adds that I have my batman, my wife, that I have also occasional adventures... He will be only for the man who oaths him fidelity. I make him remember that I'm the Lord of all this land and that I recognize to be superior only king Charles. He smiles like to a slow witted child and tells me that he is not asking from me fidelity as a Duke, but as Rolf, as a man. He says that as a Duke he will always obey me... and also as a lover, just if I have nobody else.


To me this is like a challenge. If that's the price he asks me to be mine, he will get it. First, I make a gift to my batman and I send him back to his family honourably. Then I order to my wife to go to live in our castle in West Normandy with our children. Then I summon Angilbert and tell him: "Now there are no more obstacles, accept to be my lover." He asks me to take him in my bed room. He locks the doors, slowly undresses in front of me, looking at me with a sweet smile. I feel burning with desire, he is of a god-like beauty. He says: "Here I am, do with me all you want, as you please." I too undress, I draw near him, I caress him like in a daydream. He becomes aroused.


I take him in my arms, rise him against my chest, take him to my bed where I lay him down. He looks at me with desire filled eyes, smiling, awaiting. I go to the bed, hold him tightly against me and start to enjoy his fresh and strong body. He offers himself to me, so at last I start to push my way inside him. I am quite amazed: I used hundreds of asses in my life, I took hundreds of boys and youths and men... and yet it is something different, something new, incredible. I slowly invade him, and he welcomes me inside him. He gives himself to me transported with delight. He really wants me, he not just lets me have my way with him. He caresses all my body, he kisses and licks all parts of my body he can reach while I move in and out of him. He makes me feel how much he does like having me inside him. He is tender, passionate, he is able to read my desire in my eyes and to promptly answer to it, or rather, he knows how to stir up my desire... I don't regret at all the sacrifices and renounces he asked of me, on the contrary, he plentifully repays me.


His way to make love, refines my way to make love. Francs at this time are a lot more civilized than we Norsemen. Angilbert is so sensual, and even if he receives me in him, he remains so manly... He is sensual, he makes me discover the intensity and beauty of a total donation, he always gives himself to me, and yet, I feel that he... owns me. And notwithstanding my pride, and I have a strong pride, I must admit, I feel happy to belong to him. I never thought that loving, and having sex, with another man could give such an intense pleasure and such a strong feeling of being complete at last.


I love his way to take care of my body, I learn from him how to give, and receive, the maximum of pleasure, how to transform each love encounter in a living poem, in a real paradise. Sex, I discover thanks to him, is not just fucking, it is a lot more. He cares so much about me as no wife, no batmen could have cared. He is really living for me, but now I am also living for him. And not just when having sex, but all day long. And my days are radiant.


We live together, happily, for eleven years. I have now white hair, he is a mature man, and yet we continue to make love like the first time he gave himself to me. I feel like an old man, nowadays, but when he is in my arms, when I am in his arms, I still feel like a young man. As he often says to me, I am his stud... I never get tired of making love with him.


But then I fall ill. When I realize I'm near to my end, I summon my eldest son into my presence and I make him solemnly swear, in front of all my vassals, that he will treat Angilbert like a dear brother and like the most precious of all his subjects. My son swears, and I read in his eyes that he is sincere, so I close my eyes, and finally I can pass away, in peace. It is the year 922, 12th of June, in the afternoon."


"Another romantic story..."


"What's up, don't you like them?"


"Yes... and this Rolf, first Duke of Normandy, is the most famous person you ever was?"


"Eh, yes, you have to be content with that. But I have been also the lover of more famous men, if you want I can tell you..."


"Yes, but not now, tomorrow. Now I'm a little busy..." Eugenio answered, bid farewell to the voice and closed his cellular.




CHAPTER 9


DEMETRATOS






The day after, having finished his dinner, Eugenio asked his cellular for a new story.

"So, Eugenio, do you want to know about when I was the lover of Pericles the Athenian? Is he famous enough for you?"


"Pericles? Was he gay?"


"In this period, in Greece, there is no gay and not gay. Pederasty is normal, is an important part of the
 educational system of boys. As it is normal to marry after this."


"But there were also adult men decidedly preferring adult males, that is not just pederasts?"


"Sure there are, and I am one of them. Pericles... more or less. I mean that he was presumed to stop having sex with me at my coming of age, but instead, he continues, even if more and more seldom... So, are you interested in my story?"


"Yes, go on, tell me."


"I am the son of Philon, the votive offerings and amulets maker, and my name is Demetratos. When I come to life, Pericles is fourteen years old. Our house and shop are near the Ephaesteion, at the beginning of the road to the Acropolis. I am born just one year before the Salamina Battle, a difficult moment for Athens. Luckily we win, in spite of having just one third of the ships the Persians have, and when I am two years old even the land army of our proud enemy is defeated and a long peace period starts. Democracy wins out over despotism, thanks to our gods' help. Well, today I think it has been the force of desperation to make us win, but at this time I am convinced, like everybody, that only the gods' help allowed us to win against such an enemy, incredibly superior to us.


I am nine years old when in Olympia the Zeus temple is restored by the contribution of all Greek towns and the panhellenic games start again. My father takes me to see them. It's here that I meet Pericles, for the first time. He is twenty three years old, he wears just the very short tunic and is admiring the huge Zeus statue with other Athenians. He greets my father, caresses my hair and ask me my name, and I'm lost in fascination for him. I see him again, this time completely naked, while he contends in the games, And I'm even more fascinated. He is beautiful, from hair to toe, a perfect athlete. And he is also very skilled. I cheer for him, and not just because he is Athenian.


I know that in a few years my father will have to find me an erastes, and I want him to be Pericles. So, after the games, while he is cleaning up himself with the other athletes, using a bone strigil, I go near him and tell him my hope.


"Pericles, I would like very much becoming your erastai... please..."


He smiles and tells me: "Ah, Demetratos, now just think of growing older, and at the right age, we will talk again about that. Moreover, it is your father who has to choose your erastes, and possibly he has somebody else in mind."


I don't want it to be another man, so I also tell my father. He shakes his head and tells me that Pericles is from a too important family to accept, at the right moment, to be my erastes. But I don't surrender at all. If I grow up well, promising, Pericles will accept me, I think with conviction. Therefore, as we are back home, and when I am enrolled in the gymnasion, I resolutely apply myself.


I am thirteen years old when Pericles passes in the gymnasion. So I go near him, recall him who I am and ask him to go to see my father and to ask him to become my erastes. He again smiles, but answers me that it is up to my father to go to ask him and not vice versa. Then I ask him if he yet got an eromenos. He laughs and says that no, he still has none, but that he is thinking about getting one. So I ask him to wait until my father asks him to take care of me. He promises me he will wait, but not more than three months.


I then go to see my father and beseech him to go to meet Pericles and to ask him to become my erastes. But my father answers that he cannot do such a thing. I insist, but it is useless. But I don't surrender, for sure. When I go with my father to the Agora, where his name is drawn by lot as one of the representatives of our phylai for that year, I see that Pericles is there also, so I go and call him, telling him that my father wants to talk to him. Pericles follows me, and when he is in front of my father, my hero asks what my father wants to tell him.


My father is confused, he apologises for my impertinence, scolds me, but Pericles smiles and asks him:


"Can I do something for your son?"


I answer: "Yes, become my erastes."


Pericles asks my father: "Is this what you desire for your son?"


Well, my father, even if ashamed, in the end asks him if he accepts to take me as his eromenon, Pericles accepts without any problem, and I am happy.


This thing settled, I wait for Pericles coming to take me at the gymnasion. I don't have to wait long. He takes me in his beautiful house, in his private room, he makes me lay near him and finally he starts my initiation..."


"That is he fucks you."


"No, not yet. That happens almost one year later. At the beginning he just caresses me, makes me caress him, while we talk, because the erastes is, first of all, is a real educator. He explains to me many things, he answers my questions, he asks me questions... He really has my formation into an adult at heart, and meanwhile he also leads me, little by little, up to sexuality. Our spiritual and physical intimacy grows little by little. My meetings with him are the most beautiful moments of my day, the long walks, the discussions, the visits, the physical exercise together, and also when we lay in his room and we caresses each other.


He then makes me discover my own body, his beautiful body. He teaches me the most erogenous parts, how to awake them, how to arouse the pleasure. It is a kind of crescendo, you know, like in music. And one day we also cum, and it is very pleasurable. Then he starts to have with me what is called the interfemural intercourse: he embraces me from my front, he slids his powerful rod between my tight femurs thighs and moves back and forward, his groin brushing my erect dick, until we both come. And while doing this kind of union, he starts to probe my back hole with his fingers, with some perfumed ointment, and he starts to penetrate me with his finger, preparing me little by little. And he teaches me to be master of my desire, and not its slave.


His finger inside me is so pleasant, and he knows how to move it so that he brushes a special spot, giving me not only a great pleasure, but also the desire to have something more substantial in there... His finger becomes two, he is little by little teaching me to relax, to open to his visits, to prepare for the last step. And meanwhile he says me gentle words, or rather sweet, because I can feel they come from his hearth.


And finally, one day, instead of the incomplete intercourse he was having with me, he makes me turn around and he scoops on my back and takes me, I feel so happy that I almost cry. What I so much desired, is happening, Pericles is really and completely making me his own lover. I feel him sliding into me, without any pain; gently but steadily he fills me. And how good it feels when he starts to undulate his pelvis pushing his wonderful rod in and out of me, in a firm, strong, perfect rhythm.


For us a new, different period starts, where I feel that he too is now fully satisfied with me. And after each union, he now caresses me for a long time, saying me sweet words that fill my heart with a deep joy. I feel that I belong to him, that my life belongs to him, because he is making a man of me in all the meanings. When I can be near him, with him, I feel really realized.


Pericles starts to take interest in politics. As you probably know, he has a rapid success. I grow older, and he receives requests from other influential families to become the erastes of their sons. I have to marry, I am of the right age. I don't want to, but Pericles persuades me and it is him who finds me a girl to marry. A poor wife she is, I don't satisfy her so often, even if we have two children. I start to be requested in my turn to accept my erastai: being a close friend of Pericles the requests are frequent and from good families.


From time to time I meet again with Pericles and, when we are alone in the intimacy of his or my home, it is not uncommon that we make love again. To tell you the truth, the initiative always starts from me, but he never steps back, even if, afterwards, he gently tells me that we have to stop with that... But when I slide my hand between his legs, he at once gets aroused and cunningly smiles. And so we start making love. Anyway, it is always him to take me and never the opposite way. I like being penetrated very much, but also a lot to penetrate, but for that I have to content myself with my erastai. I don't complain, anyway.


I am now thirty years old, and one of my successive eromenos, a boy named Philetos, falls in love with me. He is a very sound and strong boy, well shaped, with a nice character. When he grows up, just like it happened between me and Pericles, he continues making love with me even over the age that our society admits. He grows handsome and strong and he becomes one of Athens' best athletes. And he is more and more in love with me. He is jealous of my eromenoi, even of my wife, and happily he knows nothing of what's going on between me and Pericles, even if the meetings with Pericles now are more and more rare.


When we make love, Philetos and I, it is wonderful. He is able to give me pleasure as nobody else can... he is passionate, loving, caring. He knows me, I can say, better than myself..."


"But this doesn't prevent you from taking your pleasure, for what I understand, with Pericles and with your boys..."


"Well, no, you are right. The fact is that I'm sexually very active, I must admit it. Sometimes it even happens that I have three intercourses the same day, but anyway never less than one, that is with Philetos. For what I know, he on the contrary is completely faithful to me. That is not because I ask him to be, he is just madly in love with me.


But life has always its sad points, nobody can escape them. My Philetos dies in the first Peloponnese war. Just after his death I realize how important he had become to me. I miss him terribly. I realize that I too was indeed in love with him. Sadly, it is too late. And two years later, Pericles also dies, because of the pestilence epidemic. Those two deaths shakes me deeply. After that I don't want to have sex with anybody else. I don't accept anymore eromenoi. I close in myself, feeling dead with the two men I loved. Nine years after Pericles death, finally, I too find a glorious death on the battle field..."


Eugenio emitted a sigh and for a while both kept silent.


Then Eugenio said to the voice: "You know, I grew affectioned to this Demetratos, I quite regret he is dead..."


"What's that, does he resemble you?"


"Not at all... I just liked him, because..."


"I like all of them, because all are 'I'. Even those dying as children, or even those dead before being given birth..."


"Before being born? But those don't count, right?"


"Why not? Of course they count. They all are my lives."


"But you don't have a conscience in a body in gestation, right? Therefore..."


"You are wrong. I have sensations: noises, sounds, shakes, at times even lights... fears, peace... the formation of the new being really starts there. And being detached from that body still in formation for me, has the same value as being detached from a fully formed body. Moreover, it is a missed occasion for a new experience. No, even if these lives don't have such a long story, don't even have a name, I cannot say they don't count."




CHAPTER 10


MARCUS






"Anyway, it seems to me that, in the lives you told me about, you always had happiness, love, exceptional lovers..."

"I just thought you weren't interested in the others. But if you want, I can tell you about when I was Marcus, a Gaul-roman..."


"What period is it?"


"I come to life in 392 and die in 411, when I am eighteen. I am born in a Sequanian villa, a great rural villa that is urbanizing. You know, it is from those villas that the french term "ville" for town, comes. Sometimes there are barbarians' incursions, but they are small groups and the villa is able to defend itself with few losses, also because those groups look for more easy preys. I am thirteen years old when my friend Valerius, a little older than me, catches me masturbating. I am deadly ashamed, because he is my best friend, but he smiles and says that everybody does that and that I have nothing at all to be ashamed of.


To persuade me, he sits next to me and starts to masturbate. I look at him with envy, he has a bigger tool than me. I ask him if I can touch it, and he says yes, or rather, he proposes me to masturbate each other. I like touching it, feeling him touching mine, it is a lot more agreeable than doing it myself. So, a few days after, when he proposes me to do it again, I accept at once. So he starts to touch me, to caress me, and I follow suit. I like it. And when he kisses me, it is even more beautiful. It is a 'crescendo' day after day, until we also start to kiss each other all over our bodies, then even there... and the step to suck each other is short, but above all, very pleasurable.


We don't penetrate each other: it could seem strange to you, but we don't even know it is possible, nobody taught us, nobody made us discover that possibility. We are discovering sexuality by ourselves, step by step..."


"There were no gay people, in your place?"


"Probably yes, the usual ten percent more or less, I think, but we two didn't meet anyone. So, we make love how it comes us in mind, in a very gentle way. Our friendship strengthens, we become inseparable. Our families are neighbors, in very good terms so that our brotherhood doesn't arise any suspect. We know that these are things we are not presumed to do, our village priest taught us that, but we continue, we simply keep it a secret, because we think it will be silly not to do such a good thing, between two intimate friends. We talk about that between ourselves and we both agree on that line of conduct.


I am fourteen. It is winter, more precisely the first day of the year, and we are celebrating when a blood covered man on his horse arrives and warns us that the barbarians are arriving. The Rhine has frozen and they could pass it in forces. We organize the defence, thinking they are one of the usual groups, the man died soon after giving his alarm and hadn't had the time to tell us how many they are. We hide the victuals, we block the streets with barricades, we take out our weapons and mount the guard.


On January the second they arrive, and we are dismayed: they are advancing on their horses in a thick line that seems to fill all the horizon. They must be thousands, tens of thousands. They are the Vandals. They approach slowly, like a compact wall. They stop. Our women take the children in the houses, an incredible silence lowers on all the villa. Then, suddenly, the human wall starts the attack, the horses starting off at full gallop, and they shout all together, brandishing their weapons, making them whirl and it is like the sea, roaring, is throwing itself on us. The sun, even if pale, draws frightening glares from the advancing wall that, in a moment invests the villa.


We all fight, also Valerius and I, driven to despair, while that shouting stream outflanks us, surrounds us, starts to infiltrate trough the streets. They overflow, they are everywhere, our men are dying like flies, and also those who surrender are butchered. At this point there is no more real resistance, groups enter the houses, slaughter, pillage, then put them on fire. I am with some thirty of our men. We are surrounded by the yelling mass that improvise a carousel around us, shouting yells, and we can just wait for our death. From time to time they hit one man. I see my father die, then Valerius' father and his elder brother, and others. They are killing us one after the other, slowly. I see that we are now not even ten remaining. And I realize that we are the youngest of the group: it seems that they kill the less young first, leaving us as the last...


In spite of all we still try to defend us, but they, passing near us with their horses, make our weapons fling away from our hands. They can kill us, but they don't. They are amusing themselves. We are now unarmed, defenceless, we herd together, and I feel Valerius taking my hand and squeezing it in silence. Then, one of the horsemen, continuing to run in that infernal carousel around our small survivors' group, leans over his saddle, stretches out an arm and takes one of us and puts him in front of him on the saddle, like a sack, and all the Vandals around us laugh aloud. It is like a signal, one after another we are grasped in that way, I feel Valerius snatched away from me, then I myself am risen away and I see the ground spinning fast under me. I'm terribly scared.


Suddenly they stop, dismount their horses. I feel I am hurled to the ground, several Vandals jump on me, their blades shining, and while they keep me nailed on the ground, they cut off all my clothes from my body so that in short I am completely naked on the icy ground. I see one of the Warriors opening his clothes at his groin, pulling out his erect member and coming down on me. A moment before he rapes me, I see Valerius, naked like me, screaming under a Vandal, then I feel the member of the one on me violently pushing against my hole. I scream, uselessly try to wriggle out , I hear the laughter of the barbarians keeping me still against the ground, a terrible pain, and the man on me hammering with violence his way inside me. The pain is unbearable, and when that one leaves me, another one immediately takes his place. When the third rapes me, I luckily faint out. I don't know how long I remain on the ground, unconscious. I think a full day, because when I recover my senses the Vandals are no more here.


I try to stand up, I am nearly frozen. I feel intense pain pangs. I pick up my clothes' tatters, trying in some way to cover up myself. Several houses still burn. All around me, corpses. I drag myself around looking for Valerius. He is still unconscious, but alive. There are six more boys around me, living. I have blood between my tights, like all the living boys and several of the dead. Little by little also the others recover their senses. We look at each other, in silence, distressed. We don't know what to say, what to do.


Then, one of us stands up, goes near a dead man and starts to undress him. The others protest, ask him if he went crazy, but he answers that to the dead cloths are of no use, but we need them. So, even if feeling a strong uneasiness, we all follow suit. Then another says we have to check the food hides: perhaps the Vandals didn't find all of them, so we start digging in the still smoking ruins. At the fifth attempts we have luck. We eat.


At evening, after working as long as there is light to bury our dead, we really just amass them in the crypt of what was our church, we lie down, exhausted, to sleep. Valerius and I, not caring at all of what others could think, sleep tightly embraced. A little to contrast the cold, a little in instinct quite to console each other.


The day after we ask ourselves what to do. We think we can go southwards, where there are other villas, hoping they will accept us. But for two days we walk, crossing just burned villas and desolation. It seems that they passed everywhere and the scenes we see are even more horrible than what we left behind. In one villa, for instance, the slaughtered bodies have been literally cut in pieces, an useless and gratuitous cruelty...


Finally, behind a hill, we see an intact villa. There are yet other refugees, they welcome us as they can. But the villa cannot maintain so many people, so the inhabitants invite us, with gentle firmness, to move further south, as soon as possible. We decide to sleep there and to resume our journey the day after.


We leave at dawn, nine of us, taking with us just some food for the journey. But after the vandals, also the Alans arrived. We discover it at our expenses when suddenly, at mid afternoon a band of these barbarians pounce on us. Our group instinctively herd together. They surround us, dismount their horses, and with gestures, menacing us with their swords, make us understand they want all we are carrying with us. We give them our poor bundles. Then one of the barbarians approaches one of us boys, takes him by his arm and yells something to his companions. The other laugh and circle the boy, they force him to kneel and we think they want to kill him, but they uncover his ass and rape him.


It is like a signal, also Valerius and I are grasped and they don't even spare the four aged men that are with us. When they finally leave, they have killed three of us who attempted to resist them, and amongst them, also Valerius. I don't know why, I didn't cry even when I saw the corpses of my father and mother, or of other relatives or friends, but now I bitterly cry for Valerius. I put his clothes in order, bring him between the trees, cover his dead body as good as I can with evergreen branches.


One of the other survivors forces me to leave. I don't know if the pain of the soul or of the body is stronger. I walk with the others, like an automaton. Somebody proposes to go back, to the villa from where we started. Others say that it is better to go further south, to the mountains. I don't care. A young man who decided to go back, takes me with him. I follow him without objecting.


Back at that villa we tell them our new misadventure and beg them to let us stay. As many had left, and also on the intercession of the local priest, we are allowed to remain. Also because the people don't feel safe, and decided to fortify the villa, so some more arms to do the work, are useful now.


For one month we all work, women and children included, to rise palisades, dry walls, trying to dig moats, but this last idea is soon abandoned, in fact the frozen ground is harder then granite. We men are hosted in the small chapel, the women in various houses.


After one month of hard work, one of the children on guard on the surrounding trees, comes to the villa, running and shouting that barbarians are coming. They are different from the first and the second kind, those are Suebes. Reaching the limits of the village, they slowly spread out, surrounding us. One of them comes forward and, shouting in a broken Latin, asks us not to resist them, if we want to save both the village and our lives. He warns us that at minimal resistance they will kill all of us and burn all the houses. They are numerous, too many. After a short discussion, the village people decide to surrender. So, the barbarians had all of us to file and to depose all our weapons. Then they divide us in two groups: on one side all those between fifteen and twenty five years old, men and women, on another side all the others. Meanwhile they start to systematically pillage the houses, taking away all the food, the valuables like clothes, furs and metallic objects.


Behind their column there are several carriages with their women and children, and they load everything in their carriages. Then they start to tie all the people of the younger group, where I too am. The priest asks them what they are doing, and the one who knows some Latin, answers that they are taking us as slaves. The priest protests, but as an answer they cut his throat.


The barbarians' column leaves the village and we follow. In march formation, the carriages are in the center of the column, with a double row of warriors on each side. We are tied to each other at our necks, our wrists tied in front of us, and our ankles are tied with a short rope so that we can walk but not run. They march singing, a strange song, sad and strong at the same time. Sometimes they stop not far from a torrent, making a tight circle with their carriages and at its center they light some bonfires. They eat, sing, then divide the day plunder, us slaves included, making the parts in hierarchic order.


There are other slaves who were taken before us, not many and all young. So I come to know what our destiny will be. We will have to care the horses, to gather wood for the fires, water, always under escort, to carry out all the heaviest works and, quite often, let our master take us, especially when he is not yet married. Obviously. Not all the barbarians have a family, just about three of four.


My master is a herculean man, around forty years old, his coarse hair united in two plaits. He has a wife and six children, the elder around twenty and the little one around five years old. He puts me immediately to work. He makes me understand with gestures what he wants from me. At night he sleeps in the carriage, with his wife and his children. I sleep under the chariot, tied. But at least I have a fur blanket and I eat regularly.


When I don't understand what he wants from me, he sometimes menacingly shouts at me, but all considered he is not a bad man. His wife is worst: sometimes she beats me with a kind of flexible can that she normally uses to drive the animals which pull their chariot. The two elder sons are quite all the time with friends their age, and they don't treat me neither good nor bad.


Even if the chariots are more or less of one family, life takes place in great groups, probably of relatives, or of comrades in arms, I don't know for sure. Also food is prepared in great groups composed of several families. The march order is strictly fixed.Each group has his vexilla, a long spear with a symbol on the top. The group where I am has a deer antler as an emblem. Each group has always the same place in the marching column or in the chariots circle. And inside the group there is a strict hierarchy.


All along our way they attack several communities, some they completely destroy, some not, according to the resistance they meet. And the number of slaves slowly increases..."


"Didn't you say that sometimes the masters did sexually use their slaves? Did they with you?" Eugenio interrupts.


"For the first months, under this point of view that seems so interesting to you, nothing happens to me. I am their slave for four months, it is spring. Also the eldest sons, now, when the night is no more too cold, start to sleep under the chariot. I guess because their parents want a little more intimacy, or space, or both. I'm starting to understand their language. One night I wake up, feeling somebody is touching me. The eldest son of my master, Unwin, is untying my breeches.


When he sees that I'm awake, he looks at me with his piercing eyes and orders me to lower my breeches. It is useless to oppose, so I comply. He caresses my bare ass for a good while. He rolls me on my side, scoops behind me, and he brushes his cock with energy between my buttocks, but he doesn't yet penetrate me. I ask myself what he is waiting for, it is evident what he wants from me. He caresses my belly, my genital and, in spite of all, he arouses me. This is what he was waiting for: as soon as he feels my hard on, he puts his saliva in my anus and starts. He is not violent, he slides it inside me little by little, continuing to caress my genitals so that I don't lose my erection.


His tool is not too big, he can slip it all inside me without giving me pain, just a slight annoyance. I hear him breathing and he starts to slowly move inside me. Little by little I start to feel even a little pleasure. It is evident that he doesn't want to hurt me, and that, after all my preceeding experiences, amazes me. Now, while he is moving in and out of me, he is masturbating me at full hand. My pleasure increases and he is aware of that. His breath becomes more deep and fast, quite panting. Now he is taking me with some more energy, but again without violence.


Suddenly I cum, and soon after he too cums inside me, strongly panting. Then he parts from me and goes back to sleep. I put me in order and relax: after all, I think, it wasn't bad at all... Evidently he too enjoyed it, because two nights later it happens again. And this time, at the end, he tells me that he likes my ass. I, instinctively, answer: thank you. He then has a short smile and tells me that it's all the better, because he intends to do it again with me.


It is three days later when he comes again to the attack. I'm sleeping on my back. He crouches near me and starts to untie my breeches. I wake up and he smiles at me, continuing what he is doing. I then lean out my hand and caress between his legs, feeling his hard on. He again smiles to me, satisfied, even more when I rummage in his clothes and pull it out. I then approach with my face and starts to lick it. He is surprised and jumps back and fells seated on the ground, his legs wide open, his hands on his back. So I bend down to him and start again, and when I feel his tool throbbing, I start to suck at it. I like the feeling of his strong cock throbbing in my mouth, after so much time. He emits a short surprised moan, but then he pushes his pelvis towards me, letting me understand that he is appreciating what I'm doing to him.


I suck and lick, and lightly knead his balls, and when I feel he is ready, I go on all my fours offering myself to him. He comes to me and enters me, then starts to pump inside me, caressing me all over my body and masturbating me like all the other times. He is really very excited, because in a few strokes he unloads inside my channel. But he doesn't withdraw, he continues to masturbate me until I too cum. Just then he slowly withdraws and, while we reset our clothing, he tells me that he likes me very much. I thank him again. I too liked it this time. And I want it to become even more pleasing...


Little by little I involve him in my love plays: I uncover his chest and suckle his nipples and he seems being mad for the pleasure. Now he unites with me every night, with ardour, and once he tells me that I'm a lot better than the slave girls he was used to share with the other youths. The fact is that I like him more and more and that I really want to please him.


A first consequence of this changed relationship is that Unwin starts to treat me kindly, even during the day, and once, as his mother is beating me because I unintentionally spilled some water, he tells her to stop. And at night he assures me that his mother will never again beat me. And he caresses me. Then, I think he is ready for a new thing: I kiss him in his mouth.


It is evident that it is his first time, his eyes widen, then he awkwardly starts to reciprocate my kiss, and he likes it. I'm aware that I'm conquering him, little by little. Now, also for the food, I don't have just leftovers, because Unwin personally gives me my food.


It is summer. The Suebes, after conquering a municipality and having pillaged it, make their encampment near a small lake. Unwin takes me to the shore and tells me we can bathe. I tell him that, with my wrists and ankles tied, I would risk to drown. He then asks me to swear that I will not attempt to flee away, and unties me. We undress and plunge in the water. What a relief! I feel free and, for a moment, I feel tempted to flee away swimming... even more when I realize that Unwin is not near me, and that he is nearer to the shore than me... But I give up: I gave him my word and he trusted me... Moreover, where to go in that ravaged land?


We are back to the shore and we lay under the sun. And then, he asks me why I didn't flee: he swam toward the beach expressly to give me the possibility to do it... I look at him stupefied, then I tell him: I gave you my word... He smiles and says I am a real man. We dress and I ask him to tie again my ankles. He says that at this point it is no more necessary. I then tell him that I actually felt the temptation to flee away, and that I don't know if it will not come again. He tells me, seriously, that if I try to flee, he would have to search for me and then to kill me, and he doesn't want this to happen. So, I insist he has to tie me, and he does it.


But that same night, after he unties me, he, for the first time, sucks my nipples, caresses me, kisses me for a long while before taking me. I like more and more making love with him, but he also likes very much doing it with me. I also like a lot how he takes me, with vigour but tenderness. And after we cum, he doesn't any more go back to his pallet, but remains with me, caressing and sweetly kissing me... He is my master, it is true, but at this point he is also my lover...


The barbarian groups don't attack just the Gaul-roman villas and municipalities, but they often also have bloody clashes between themselves. During these months there are three clashes, twice against the Vandals and once against the Alans, but always the Suebes are the winners. During the last attack of the Vandals, while I hide myself under the carriage, I see Unwin falling from his horse and an enemy trying to hit him. So, without thinking, I just come out from under the chariot, I take a metal bucket hanging from it and with all my strength I throw it towards the Vandal, hitting him on the chest while he is lowering his cutting blow. The Vandal staggers, Unwin has the time to stand up and, from below, he transfixes his enemy. He mounts his horse again, but only after throwing me a glance.


The Vandals, seeing their attempt to overthrow the Suebes useless, rapidly withdraw and the Suebes, after a short attempt to pursue them, come back to the encampment, triumphant. They prepare a big bonfire where they burn their dead in a solemn rite, they set the widows and orphans, then they celebrate the victory. After this Unwin tells his father how I saved his life, and asks him to set me free. This thing has no precedents, so it is discussed by all men of the group. But in the end it is accepted.


I really don't know where to go, so I ask Unwin to keep me with him. Just now, I am no more tied, and I eat with the free men. Winter comes. Unwin decides to continue to sleep with me under the chariot. He is not the only young man to sleep out, so this doesn't surprise the others, and we continue to make love.


But near the end of winter our column is attacked by the Imperial legions. It was one year nobody saw them. They win. They free the slaves, but the other slaves accuse me being a friend of the barbarians, so I'm taken away in chains, together with the surviving Suebes, amongst whom unfortunately there is no Unwin: he died in the battle.


We are brought to Treviri. For some time we remain chained in the prison. But with the full of spring, we are offered to work as slaves in the country, for a rich man of the town. I accept, together with a few others. The new master treats me with much hardness and despise, probably because I am a Gaul-roman and sees me as a traitor.


So, I decide to try to escape. I'm now quite eighteen years old. During my slave period in Treviri I often have sex with the other slaves, in fact slaves cannot have women, and I am one of the youngest... To me there is no problem, even if of course no one of them is a Valerius or a Unwin... One of them is always very kind to me, more than any other slave, both when he takes me and during the day. So I confide him my project to escape, asking him to help me. He says that he feels all right being a slave there, so he doesn't want to escape, but he assures me he will help me. But instead, he betrays me. To gain merits at our master's eyes, when I'm ready to flee, he tells it to our master.


The master hates me. He acts as if he didn't know. He just hides some archers. When I put my project in act, feeling safe, I have just the time to go out of the fields enclosure and go towards the forest, when an arrow pierces my arm. I run, a second arrow pierces my back. I fall down, I feel other arrows piercing me while I lose consciousness, and then life abandons my body..."


Eugenio emits a sigh and says: "Ah, those were really barbarous times. Happily Europe, since centuries, has become a civilized land..."


"Do you really believe so? Then, hear the story of Ignace, born in Bruxelles on February the 14th 1807 and dead in Bristol on April 29th 1838."


"No, I have no time now, I'm sorry. You can tell me tomorrow. Will I still find you?"


"Sure, the needed day didn't yet elapse, so there is no danger I have to leave. Hear you tomorrow, then."




CHAPTER 11


IGNACE






The day after, as soon as he had some free time, Eugenio took his cellular and asked the voice to tell him about Ignace.

"Yes. I am the son of a weaver. Our family is really numerous, and my father has difficulties to manage to make both ends meet, even though I and my two elder brothers are working. I am twelve. I work as a dishwasher and scullery boy in a restaurant patronized by wealthy bourgeois. At home, we sleep in two rooms: my parents with my three sisters in one and in the other, divided in two beds, us six boys. I sleep with Robert, the oldest, who is fourteen, and with Pierre, my brother of eight. In the other bed sleeps Mathieu, who is thirteen, Noel, ten years old, and Paul who is six.


One night I wake up feeling that Robert is doing strange movements: he is masturbating. I ask him what the hell he is doing, and he explains it to me, touches me, jacks me off. I like it. For some nights, we continue that way, as soon as the other brothers are sleeping, until once he persuades me to try something different. He makes me lay on my tummy, lays on my shoulders, points his hard tool between my small buttocks, and pushes until he can put it all inside me. It is a strange but not unpleasant sensation... Then he starts moving up and down and this also doesn't bother me, eve if I don't find it so pleasurable. But he seems to like it very much, and after some nights, I start to feel some good vibrations in my body.


What on the contrary I don't like at all, is what happens to me a few months later. I have just finished to wash up in the kitchen. I am the last. I go, as every night, to see the owner to get that day's pay. The master counts the coins, is about to give them to me, but he stops. He looks at me in a strange way. Tells me to come closer. Then he tells me that I am a nice lad, that I'm growing well, that he likes me. Even if after all these are compliments, I feel ill at ease for the way he is looking at me.


He is sitting at his desk, turns with the chair towards me, pulls me between his spread legs, caresses me. But when his hand starts to finger me between my legs, I step back. He blocks me up, says that he wants to see my dick and unbuttons my breeches. I try to stop him. He insists, tells me that he knows I jerk off hiding from my father, and that he just wants to amuse himself with me. He lowers my breeches and caresses me between my legs. I am terribly embarrassed, I beg him to stop, but it is as if he doesn't hear me. He feels my little ass, rummages with his finger and pushes it inside my little hole. That vexes me and gives me too much embarrassment, so I again ask him to stop, but this is absolutely not his intention.


Little by little he undresses me, then starts to undress himself too. He forces me on my knees and pulls my face against his hard rod and tells me to suck it. I try to resist, just the idea to put my lips on that meat tube from were we piss, disgusts me, we never did that, I and my brother. He brushes his hard meat and balls all over my face, and continues to tell me that I have to lick it, to suck it. I keep my mouth stubbornly closed, until he becomes really angry, slaps my face several times with energy and tells me that I just have to obey. I start to be quite scared and in the end, I open my mouth. He warns me not to let him feel my teeth, then he pushes it inside my mouth and, holding my head with both hands, makes me move it back and forth on his big rod. I have the gag reflex, and try to pull back. He slaps me again, then continues to use my head and mouth to get his pleasure. I manage to suppress the gag reflex...


Then he takes me, puts me with my chest on his desk, my legs hanging down, spreads open my little buttocks and start to push with his big rod in my hole. He starts to open my hole and the pain is so strong that I scream. He plugs my mouth with his hand and continues to push his way inside me with strong stokes. The pain is really strong, I try to wriggle out, uselessly, he continues to push his tool inside me, impaling me, stretching my bowel in a very painful way. I feel completely open, defenseless, and suddenly all my vigour seems to abandon me and I just lay there, limp. He then starts to hammer inside me, emitting short pleasure groans that make me think of a pig gulping down at his trough... and I am the trough. His hands claw my small buttocks, roughly kneading them. And finally he pushes all the way inside me, and he spurts, jet after jet, inside me. Now, sated, he pulls out, dresses again and makes me dress. Then, he tells me that I better not tell anything to anybody about what 'we' did, if I don't want to lose my work...


On the contrary, as I am back home and as soon as my father is back also, I tell him everything. He listens to me, shakes his head, then tells me that we cannot afford to lose my salary, that finding another job is really impossible, that I have to be patient, to endure, because those are things that happens... and that, if my boss wants to do it again, I should better not rise objections. And that, no matter how painful it is, it is just a question of time until I get used to it...


Being disappointed, embittered, I tell that night everything to my brother Robert, he embraces and caresses me, and tells me: 'How do you think we have these two rooms for so little money? Since two years I have to do the same thing with our houselord. That's why every week it is me who has to bring him the money... and my ass.' Then he tells me that we have no other possibility but to console each other, because at least we love each other. He kisses me, caresses me and for that night we don't make love, because I am still too hurting.


After that evening I try to end my work before the others, but my boss understands my aim and gives me more work so that I am the last to finish, thus he can fuck me. I have no escape. I have to undergo my boss fucking me, and I suffer from it. There is no tenderness, no care, he just wants to use me for his pleasure. Anyway little by little the physical pain goes away. My only consolation is my brother Robert, and to know that he shares my same misfortune. This seems to quite strengthen our union. I like making love with him, anyway, because he is tender and loving.


I am fifteen, when one night, after having been used by my boss like usual, three drunk soldiers of our Dutch King grasp me, drag me in an alley and rape me. They lower my trousers, make me bend and fuck me at the same time in the ass and in the mouth, and they laugh and tell me that we Belgians are only good for that, to be fucked by Dutch. They leave me just when they hear people coming and run away, leaving me on the pavement, half naked. The people who are coming succour me. They ask me what happened. When I tell them, they take me home and ask my father to report the crime to the authorities. My father is hesitant, but these people, men of the bourgeoisie who never accepted that Belgium was united to Holland, and that our King had to be a Dutch, see a good occasion in my case to rise the public opinion, so they give my father money to convince him to go with them to report the crime.


All the newspapers report my rape.


But my father's boss is a Flemish, pro-Dutch, and he tells my father that he has to withdraw the report to the police if he doesn't want to be fired. So my father goes to the police and tells them that I invented everything, because I hate the Dutch, and withdraws the report. But the thing doesn't end here, in fact as a consequence the police arrest me for defamation and offence to the Royal Army, and I am put in prison.


The very first moment I put foot in the prison, I am at once prey of the other inmates that use me to sate their greed for sex. They just snap their fingers, and I have to kneel between their legs to satisfy them with my mouth. I try to rebel, but I am just badly beaten and they eat my food, and soon I understand that I can only comply. What, at the beginning, makes me feel more sick is that quite often I have do do my blow jobs in front of everybody. But nobody seems to care, so I soon get used to it. This is at day time. At night, they come to my pallet and, without saying a word, they just lower my trousers and fuck me, some quite in hurry, some other taking good part of the night to slowly enjoy my ass. You can guess, we are around thirty inmates in the same wide cell, each day at least three or four of them require my services."


"But, you were put in the same cell with adults? Not in the minor prison?" Eugenio asks, astounded.


"There is no minor prison in this time, and the cells are normally communal, for big groups of people. And my impression is that the wardens just share out the minors or youngest inmates between the different cells, just with the purpose to give vent to the older inmates' sexual urge.


When I am free again, I am seventeen. My old boss doesn't want me any more in his restaurant. I look for a work, but can't find any. At home, my father seems reluctantly to seeing me, perhaps he feels guilty. Only my brother Robert welcomes me again. Just when I am in his arms and he makes love with me, at night, I feel someway relieved, he gives me warmth, affection, tenderness. But I don't know what to do. All day long I roam around the city, hoping to find a work, of any kind. Until, one evening, while I sit on the stairs of a church after the umpteenth 'No' and don't feel like going back home, a guy approaches me. It is a bourgeois. He looks at me, then asks me how much I want. I don't understand: how much do I want, for what? He explains to me in clear words: to be fucked by him. I look at him flabbergasted, but then I think that, after all, after having been used by dozens of men, it is not bad doing it for money. So I ask him how much he is willing to give me. And I accept.


He takes me to a very cheap hotel, makes me undress and for a while he turns around me, looking at my body and feeling me, until he manages to give me an erection. I'm ashamed but excited: normally I was just fucked and forgot about... Then he undresses, and I see that he already has a strong hard on. He lies on the bed and asks me to lick and kiss his body. I obey. He continues to touch me to keep me aroused. Then he asks me to suck his cock and wet it well with my spit, because he wants to fuck my ass. And in fact after a while, he makes me stand on my knees, holding myself on the bed's headboard with both hands, kneels between my legs, takes me at my waist and penetrates me with only one steady, determined, long and slow push. Then, when he is completely inside me, he holds me on my chest and tummy with both his arms, and waving back and forward his groin, he starts to fuck me. Meanwhile he brushes my nipples and genitals and nibs at my neck and shoulders. It is not at all unpleasant. He fucks me for a long while, until he squeezes me strongly and pushes himself the deepest he can, and with a set of short but strong strokes, he unloads inside me. He remains still for a while, slightly panting, then very slowly slips out of me. He makes me sit on the bed, crouches between my legs and tells me that he wants to drink my milk! So he starts to suck me, until I give him all my sperm that he greedily swallows. Then, with a sated expression, he tells me to dress again. He pays me and we leave the hotel, and part without a word.


So, I start my career as a prostitute. I discover where are the place are where the customers looks for boys like me, and I align my price level with that of the other boys. At home I say I have found a work as a sculler boy in a restaurant very far from home, so I can also justify the fact that I come back home at the small hours. I don't even have the courage to tell the truth to Robert, I am too ashamed. In fact I think that having sex being forced, and having sex for money is not the same thing.


I don't bring home all the money I earn, I cannot, in fact no sculler boy could earn so much money. So I hide part of it. I want to save enough money to leave the town. I dream of a better future, far from there. Possibly in England.


I am nineteen and half when I can realize my dream: I board a ship and leave for England. It is all but easy! I undervalued the problem of language. Not speaking English I can't find a work and my savings rapidly finish. So I start again to prostitute myself, you don't need to speak for that. I survive, start again to save some money and, more important, I learn English.


I am twenty one years old when I decide to move to Bristol, a town that is flourishing as an industrial center. But here it is also not easy to find a job. Until one day when, speaking with the young owner of a manufacture, from the way he is looking at me, I understand that he is attracted to me. In the meantime I learned to recognize the lust which sparkled in the eyes of my clients when we were haggling about the price. So, when he tells me that he has no use for non-specialized workers, I tell him that I am ready to do anything, just to get a work. He doesn't wait for any more words: he tells me that if I really am ready to please him, perhaps he can give me some work. I tell him I'm ready to please him as he better likes. He decides to immediately test me. He locks his office door with the key, asks me to what extent I'm ready to do really anything and feels with his hand between my legs.


I let him do it. He opens my trousers, lowers them, makes me bend on his desk and takes me with such ardour that at each of his strokes the table moves. I want to be hired at any price, so I do my best to give him pleasure: I make my hole throb, and emit low, fake pleasure moans, knowing that this can arouse him even more, I push myself against his groin to meet his pushes, I slightly waver my pelvis. He asks me if I like being fucked by him, and I answer that he is a real man, that I love how he fucks me. He mounts me at full gallop now, and in a short while he gets a very strong orgasm. When I can stand again, I see in his eyes that he is really satisfied. In fact he hires me. But not for the factory, instead as a servant in his house. He assigns me a small room, not in the garrett like the other servants of the family, but behind the laundry room. And he comes to visit me quite often: each time he wants to give vent to his lust.


Anyway I have a work, the family is big, there is a lot to do in that house. The father, him and his two brothers, older than him, are the owners of the manufactory and the family is more than wealthy. Altogether we are eleven servants living in that house, included Ryan, the seventeen years old son of the butler and the cook. I understand he is attracted to me, and I manage to bring him to confess me that he likes men, and me in particular. So we start to make love when we can withdraw without rising any suspect. I am his first man, so I have to teach him everything, but he is eager to learn. And sex between us is good, it is very similar to what I had with my brother Robert, just much more variated. When we make love we exchange lot of tenderness and affection and it is good to be in each others arms. We normally start our secret encounters embracing, kissing caressing each other and we slowly undress each other. Then we suck each other with real passion for a while, until he asks me, he begs me to fuck him... I like it very much to take him, and I don't want to penetrate him from the back but from his front, because I like looking at his smiling face while I move inside him... He always gives me splendid orgasms and he too comes while I'm coming inside him... It is really good sex."


"Were you in love?" Eugenio asked.


"Not really in love, but we were really well together. In some way he needed me and I needed him. Possibly, if our relationship could continue, we could also have fallen in love with each other. But, after not even one year that I've lived in that house, I and the young master are caught by his father, who first whips me with anger, then chases me from his home on the spot, because I corrupted his son! Just be aware that his son is five years older than me!


At this point I am twenty two years old, and even if I try again to prostitute myself, I can't find enough clients. It is going from bad to worst. I start to pilfer and I'm lucky, I never get caught. I also start to beg and I sleep wherever I can. This life continues for six years, in a more and more bad state, so that I show almost ten years more than my age. And I am twenty eight when, after two weeks of strong fever, I die for starvation under a bridge, lonely, feeling an immense pain all over my body. It is 1838, we are on the climax of of the industrial revolution. Well I prefer the barbarian epoch, believe me..."


Eugenio kept silent for a while. Then, thoughtfully he said: "It is an horrible story..."


"Do you think that such things don't happen any more? Here in Europe? I whish it would be like that, but sincerely I don't believe it. Yes, there is more equality, more justice, more laws to protect the weak, but..."


"I preferred the stories you were telling me before..."


"I don't doubt that. Well, the next one I am going to tell you will be different, I promise you."


"Yes... it will be better. I still have time, why don't you tell me now something more pleasurable?"




CHAPTER 12


ROX






"All right. My name is Rox, I am born in Grav'inis, not far from Carnac. My father is a skilled potter, appreciated by the community..."

"Sorry, but what year is it?"


"I can't say with precision, but possibly, more or less 1500 b.C. The calendar is not yet known in this part of the world..."


"And, how do you know were you are born?"


"In a later life I went to these places, and I'm quite sure they are the same.


In our village the chief is the man having more cattle and land than the others. He is a kind of king, if you want, but he is assisted by the council of the family fathers, that has a certain amount of power. The two wavers, the potter, the three stone cutters and the shaman are anyway influential people, constituting the chief's council.


So, I am born in an important family. I am respected by the boys of my age, and also by the village people who have as their unique resource the strength of their arms. We are not yet really divided into social classes, but there is something like an outline of it. But marriages still are free, there is some kind of equality feeling, due also to the fact that all the efficient men, wealthy or not, have to defend the village in case of an attack from other villages. This happens quite rarely, I just heard talking about it from the old people, but all my life it didn't happen.


I reach puberty and then, for me and some of my friends, the coming of age ceremony is celebrated. It consists of three rites: the emission of our sperm to testify we really are adult, the cut of our hair and the ceremony of taking the habit. In fact, before that all the children are stark naked. Each of the rites has, of course, songs and dances and the complete ceremony lasts a full lunation.


Amongst us boys, after puberty, it is normal to have sex, in fact the mothers closely watch their daughters until their marriage, and if one of us boys does a little too much the rounds to a girl, it is not rare that her mother tells us to stop it and to go giving vent to our hots with another boy. In fact the marriage is celebrated four springs after the coming of age. The parents decide, after the puberty ceremony, the couples. I have to marry Ker, the daughter of the nearing village's ropemaker.


Besides cultivating the fields and breeding animals, at times we go hunting, fishing and so our diet is rich. We conserve some of the food, this is the women's task, so also in winter we can have good meals. There is also enough free time, and during the year there are several festivals. One of the most interesting is the festival when from each village groups carry the surplus of the production, to go to the wide plain to swap their productions with the surplus of other villages. It is right on that occasion that also the marriages are negotiated.


The Great Reunion, how it is called, takes place at the end of Autumn, near the point where the small river merges with the big one in a long but small fall. The fall is a little higher than a standing adult, but it is long like about twenty lying adults. Mainly we boys go to bathe at the fall, on that occasion.


It is here that I see Bres for the first time. He is an adolescent of a village near the sea, he is lean and nimble. I feel at once attracted to him, so passing under and behind the fall, I arrive unseen at his shoulders, circle his waist and pull him to me. He reacts in surprise, thinking I want to fight, but when I gently grope him on his genitals he understands my intentions, laughs and he also starts to touch me between my legs. We are aroused and soon disappear behind the water curtain. I am more developed than him, and he likes to touch me. We are even more aroused. He caresses my hard rod and smiles, I caress his small and firm buttocks and with a finger explore the crack and the puckered hole. His smile widens, and after a short while, he turns around and offers his nice ass to me without any hesitation. I take him standing in the shelter of the thick water curtain, I feel his little hole opening to accept me, and Bres pushes his lower back against my groin, lightly wavering his hips: I smoothly slip inside him and I feel a really pleasurable sensation.


He is tight and hot, and evidently likes being fucked by me, because in spite of the noisy water fall, I can hear him moaning for pleasure. While steadily pumping inside him, I brush his nipples and caress his little hard dick and his nice contracted balls. He pushes his head back on my chest and moans even stronger. And each time I sink in him, he pushes back his little ass to be better penetrated. Whith his hands he caresses my hands that are roaming on his body. And he suddenly comes, and with each spurt all his muscle also contract his hole around my rod, so that I, too, soon cum inside him.


We part, he turns around and looks at me with bright eyes. He caresses my chest and I tell him that I liked taking him very much. He smiles and says that he too really enjoyed being fucked by me, and that he wants to do it again with me. Our villages are not far, so we make a date to meet at the great rock that is more or less at half way. And at last we tell each other our names.


So we start to meet. With my other friends, normally, we penetrate each other in turn, but Bres likes just to be penetrated, and that suits me fine. In the great rock there is a small cave where we spread a thick layer of leaves to be more comfortable, and there we undress and lie to have sex. Differently from the other boys, we don't mate immediately. First we just touch, brush our bodies one against the other and just when we both are really aroused I take him. I like Bres more and more and evidently it is the same wih him. This, anyway, doesn't refrain me from having sex also with other boys of my village.


But while for the other boys this coupling is just a waiting period before having their girl, to me and Bres it is different. One day he tells me that he really is not at all attracted by girls, and I know, and tell him, that for me it is the same. So, one day, we mutually promise that we will continue to meet at the great rock also after our marriages.


I like very much when, after arousing him at the most, he begs me to take him and I don't do it immediately, I make him wait and tease him until he can't resist any more and prays me, beseeches me to take him. Then I finally agree to his insistent request and he is so excited that he cums even without touching his dick. Bres adores me, and of course this pleases me. Quite often, after I enjoyed him, he succeeds in arousing me again and making me take him a second time. He discovers that I love being licked all over my body and he learns to do that in a really skilled way.


So, one day, after licking my thighs, for the first time, on instinct, he takes my tool in his mouth: I find that extremely pleasurable and suddenly cum in his mouth. He swallows all my cum and seems to like its taste. So I teach this new possibility also to the other village boys, and some of them like it a lot. But Bres remains the best: he does it with a passion that most don't have. For making love, he is the most skilled boy I ever met.


First I, and then also Bres, have to marry. But as we promised each other, we continue to regularly meet at the great rock and to make love with passion. The other boys of my village, once married, cease to have sex amongst each other, at least for what I know, and seem fully satisfied and sated with their women. Not Bres and I, who always find more good when we unite between ourselves than when we have to carry out our duty with our women.


The chief of our village dies and the great tomb of his family is reopened to bury him. Then his eldest son is appointed chief and a great festival is held, and some envoys of the neighbouring villages participate. Bres is also amongst the envoys. As each house of the village hosts one or more of the envoys from the other villages, of course I host my friend Bres. At night I can't resist the idea to have him here and I want make love with him, so I sneak in his bed. He welcomes me with real pleasure. We kiss, then we suck each other and when Bres feels I am fully aroused, without words he offers himself to me. I sink in him with extreme pleasure and start to piston inside him, while he, happy and very excited, caresses all my body. We are passionately making love, when my wife wakes up and catches us in the act.


You have to know that in this period and in our land, women have a remarkable influence on social life. So, the day after, she goes to see our chief and tells him that she doesn't want me at home anymore. The chief tries to calm her down, after all he is my friend, but she makes such a fuss that all the village comes to know about the fact. So we become everybody's laughing stock. Also for the other envoys of Bres village, for all the envoys from all the villages, and for the women. We are treated like boys, with heavy jests, and at times also like women.


I can't stand all that anymore, so I challenge one of my villagers to a duel. Not only the chief opposes to this duel, but the guy says, with a scornful air, that he doesn't fight against a woman or a boy. I am furious and fly into a great rage. At this point the chief advises me to better leave the village. Also my brothers, who are very ashamed because of me, insist that I have to move away.


So, together with Bres, we take our weapons, some food and we abandon my village. But what to do? We will for sure not be welcomed in the neighbouring villages, where as soon as the various envoys will be back, our situation will be known. So, hunting and fishing to eat, and gathering edible vegetables, we start a journey towards the south. We try to be accepted in several villages, telling we are brothers, but there is diffidence towards two unknown men without a family.


We fear winter: without a shelter, and without a provision of preserved food, we feel that we will not be able to survive. We arrive in a wide village and we see that the inhabitants are working to build a great grave, transporting the huge stones with wooden rolls and ropes. So we offer ourselves to work for them in exchange of a shelter and food. The chief accepts: four strong arms more to build his new family grave are just useful.


They come to know that Bres is a ropemaker, and I a potter, so, besides the help to build the grave, we also start to help the local potter and ropemaker. Little by little we are integrated. But then, the chief asks us if we want to take a wife. I feel lost, we are over again! But Bres has a brilliant idea: he confides to the chief that we cannot marry, or just have sex with a woman, in fact at our birth there was a prophecy that we will die the same moment we will couple with a woman.


These news seem to interest their priest: in this place, differently from our villages, the priest, or shaman or man of the spirits how they are called in the different places, has to absolutely never couple with a woman, therefore he can have sex exclusively with his acolytes, one of whom at his death will take his place. Seeing that with my actual knowledge I would say that this tribe did find a simple and easy way to integrate the gay people.


So, after some meetings, we become assistants of the priest. Now we have an official role in this small society and, above all, we can have sex without problems. But it happens that I take a fancy in a young acolyte, the favourite of the priest, a boy of an incredible gentleness and beauty, and I start to discretely court him. Until one day I succeed in being alone with him in the wood. So I clearly tell him how much I desire him. He dithers, hesitates, seems ashamed, but when I embrace and kiss him, he surrenders and starts to reciprocate. Little by little we undress each other, we lie on the grass and finally we start making love. He is tender, delicate, but also passionate. After having aroused him, I finally penetrate him with immense pleasure. He shakes under me and actively participates giving me a great enjoyement. After having finally unloaded myself in him, I become aware that his beautiful rod still is hard end erect and I feel the desire to have it in me. So I offer myself to him. He seems stupefied, but he comes to me, really excited. I have to guide him inside me, and he enters me, and I love the sensation, but after a few fast strokes he cums moaning aloud his pleasure. I am the first man he could penetrate and he also likes very much being the top. The boy falls in love with me and our secret relationship begins.


Meanwhile also the priest takes a fancy in Bres and he keeps on until one day he succeeds in making love with him. Evidently the priest looses his head for Bres, and this doesn't amaze me at all, because Bres is really able to make love in a very special way. So, the priest, in order to have Bres all for himself, decides to poison me little by little to get rid of me. But his acolyte becomes aware of that, warns me and gives me an antidote. The priest is astounded for my resistance to his poison, therefore he increases the doses, until one day his acolyte just swaps the food in our bowls...


The priest is almost immediately hit by a strong pain and dies within a few hours. He has just the time to realize that he has been poisoned with his own poison but he can't understand by whom. In fact he never suspected that his favoured acolyte and I are lovers, because he was too taken in trying to hide his affair with Bres.


The new priest is my young secrete lover. From the neighbouring villages come the priests to consecrate him with a long rite. He wants me at his side as his first assistant and of course also as his secrete lover. But I am restless, and it is not so long after that I take a fancy in his new young acolyte, a really agreeable boy, so, little by little, I manage to make him fall in love with me and to convince him to be mine. The problem is that Bres officially is my lover, so that I make love with him and however I like Bres, I continue in secret to make love with the new priest and also, each time we can, I have very good sex with his young, complaisant acolyte who, officially, is the priest's lover. A very complicated situation that puts me often in difficulty..."


"A real Don Juan, in short..." Eugenio interrupts him with a sneer.


"No, more of a Casanova..."

"And what's the difference?"


"Huge: Don Juan was interested just in the conquest, and once he obtained what he wanted, he was no more interested in his partner, and started to search something new. Casanova on the contrary was fascinated by all of them, and the women were to look for him, to get round him..."


"Well, then you were half way, because in reality, as you are telling me, it is you to look for them and to go round them..."


"Yes, it is true. I would like to have all of them for me, I am not able to renounce to any of them. I like Bres, I like the young priest, I like the acolyte..."


"But are you in love with at least one of the three?"


"Probably not... I love them, really, but all three in the same way. Love, the real one, comes later. And it is right for it that I lose my life. I fall in love for a boy of the village where we now live, whose name is Frey. He is near marrying, therefore he must be around fifteen years old. I start to court him, I let him understand how much I like him and desire him, how important he is becoming for me. He rejects me, gently, but he doesn't want to have sex with me. I feel madly in love with him. So I try again, but he again refuses me.


One day I see him near the small lake. He is completely naked, he must have swam, and he is stretched under the sun. We are far from the village and there is nobody around. I am on my way back after gathering some herbs with medicinal properties. He doesn't hear me approaching, he has his eyes closed.


I stop near him and contemplate him, and I am aroused. Without any noise, I put down my basked with herbs and my bronze sickle, pull out my clothes and go to him. I am sure that if I manage to have him excited, he will be mine. If I succeed in making love with him, he will understand how much I love him and will no longer reject me. Therefore I have to make him mine, to take him. When he realizes my intention, he rebels. We fight. I am more and more excited, I want him, I want him to feel the strength of my love, I want him at last to accept it. He too is soon aroused, and this gives me even more determination, pushes me to proceed. I am an adult, stronger than him, so little by little I succeed in bending his body to my desire.


I can't understand anything more, I just know that he has to be mine, that I want him, that I have to take him and I think that, if I succeed, he will be mine forever. I am finally penetrating him, entering him, he is so warm, so tight, throbbing, and so beautiful... I feel being in paradise. I feel happy and smile to him... he grasps my sickle and hits me. I am like stupefied, I loosen my hold, tell him that I'm in love with him, but he hits me again, and again, and again... I am dying, I am parting from my body. I don't feel pain any more, I see him attack ruthlessly on my inanimate body. Then Frey, covered with my blood, pulls me in the water, keeps my head under, and all is over."


"Shit, what a death! Terrible."


"A death like any other. I just am sad that he didn't understand my love."


"But you were raping him!"


"Yes... and no. I really was in love with him."


"Love is not to take, but to give."


"Yes, little by little human beings are understanding that, but it took not few a thousands of years. And men have yet to fully understand this, in reality. The desire to take more than to give remains very strong in the human being, don't you agree? Jealousy is one evident proof of this."


"Anyway... you have to become a novelist..."


"I? I can't, I don't have a body. Perhaps one of my future incarnations, but of course then I will not be able to suggest him my past experiences. Possibly, you can rather write down what I'm telling you..."


"I'm not a novelist, I am just an office worker. I don't have the needed fantasy..."


"No, real life is a lot more fanciful than the most lively imagination, believe me, Eugenio. I lived more interesting things in my lives than what was written in the gay novels John was reading."


"It seems so. What will you tell me, tomorrow?"


"What you want." the voice quietly answered.




CHAPTER 13


GUILLAUME






Eugenio became aware that he was starting to believe the voice. But he wanted to put it at a test. For two days he didn't contact the voice but read a history book, hoping he could catch the voice red handed. 

Then, opening the cellular, he said: "Hey, why don't you tell me who you were in 1787?"


"I am Guillaume de Brêle, third son of the Marquis de Brêle, and I'm born in 1779. Therefore I am eight years old. This year, like the following one, in France the harvest is disastrous, so there are also difficulties in the provisioning. The price of wheat goes to the stars and whereas my family, even if grumbling, can afford to buy it, several poor people don't have the means to buy it, and so they suffer from hunger. Expecially in Paris. In the States General it is chaos, the Third Estate feels mocked by the nobility and the clergy and decides to do the oath of Jeu de Paume. Little after Parisians revolt and attack the Bastille. I am then ten years old..."


"So, you didn't personally live those moments..."


"No, sure, even because we were living in the country, far from Paris, in a small castle bearing a countrymen village. But the news flys, at home we talk about it. My father is worried and, notwithstanding everybody says that this is just one of the many popular risings that will soon die away, he feels that this time something more serious is happening. So he decides to send us away from the castle, from France, to the house of one of my mother's sisters, who lives in Belgium. We leave with the carriage. We arrive at our aunt's castle and she welcomes us, worrying for the news coming from France.


There is lot of tension in the air, and things seems to go from bad to worse. In 1771 we hear that the king escapes from Paris, but he is recognised, catched and brought back, prisoner of the revolutionaries. Several aristocrats, who flew abroad, try to persuade the bordering powers to declare war to the revolutionary France to free the king and to give him back his power. So, the revolutionary France feels threatened and declares war. On September 20th 1792 France defeats the Austro-Prussians and the revolutionary army attacks Belgium, which belongs to Prussia, so we have to flee again. While we are escaping, we hear the news that the king of France has been murdered..."


"You are fourteen when the king is guillotined, right?"


"Not yet, my birthday is some months later. We escape to the other side of the Rhine, to Hamburg where our aunt has some German relatives, amongst them the Count von Tiemann. Here I meet Dieter: he is the second son of the Count, an eighteen year old boy. He perfectly speaks French, English, Danish, besides of course German. He is very elegant, courteous, cultured. At the beginning, a little because of my shyness, a little for my condition of poor relative, really relative of relatives, I don't tie up with him. But anyway, neither with other people.


Dieter treats me kindly and seems to be interested in me, he asks me to go to ride with him, he trains me in fencing, he likes to talk with me... so, little by little, I start to open up with him and seek for his company. Dieter reveals himself being also likeable and witty. He introduces me to his friends like his French cousin and this pleases me: it makes me feel a real, accepted member of his family.


When the good season comes, he takes me to do long rowing in his park lake and we joyfully chat of this and that. Little by little a sense of real friendship sets up between us; even if he is four years older than me he doesn't make me feel that. One evening he proposes me to go with the boat on the lake to see the full moon rising. He assures me that seeing it being in the water is an unforgettable scene. I willingly accept and go.


When we are at the center of the lake, he puts the oars in the boat, spreads a soft blanket on the bottom and we lay, the one at the side of the other, our heads leaning on the padded seat. I like feeling the faint warmth of his body at my side. He seats himself better and puts his arm around my shoulders. Then I lay my head on his chest. We talk of this and that. He caresses my hair. I feel really great and tell him. He gives me a light kiss on my forehead.


He looks at me, I smile at him. He gives me another kiss, between my eyes, gentle, light. Feeling affection, warmth, friendship in that kiss, I whisper him a thank you. He smiles to me and caresses my cheek, and tells me that he likes me. I answer that I too like him and that I feel really great near him. He caresses my chest through my shirt. I quiver and curl up against him. He kisses me again, but this time on my lips, always light, and his hand roams on my trunk, from my chest to my belly, gentle and warm. Little by little, without even realizing it, I become aroused. He continues to caress me and holds me tight against him. He kisses me again on the lips, but this time he lingers there longer and brushes his lips on mine.


I shudder, I like very much what he is making me feel. I caress his back, the nape of his neck. He barely turns, pulls me closer against him and I feel his erection pushing against my side and his tongue creeping between my lips. I part my teet and accept his tongue, breathless - I suddenly understands where he is driving me, and I feel ready to follow him! His hand lowers between my legs, feels me and his tongue plays with mine inside my mouth. His hand opens the buttons of my silk breeches, slips under the cloth, reaches again my erection and caresses it, pushes, massages it. I sigh and quiver closing my eyes, and feel great warmth all over my body. I understand that Dieter wants me, and I feel ready to become his.


He drives my hand between his legs and I notice that, I don't know how or when, he did open his breeches. Under my hand I feel his naked hard on. It is like a shock for me, but very pleasurable. I like that first, intimate contact with his naked member, and I feel deeply moved. I squeeze, caress, feel it with an incredible pleasure. He, with a slightly hoarse voice, tells me that he likes me very much and asks me if I want to make love with him. I answer yes, deeply moved, but I whisper to him that he has to teach me everything, because for me it is the first time. He kisses me, caresses me and says that, if it is my first time, he wants it to be splendid. He doesn't push further what we are doing. We just continue to touch, caress, kiss each other, and we wait for the moon to rise. Never the moon seemed more beautiful to me than tonight, in this sweet intimacy full of reciprocal desire. Then, having put our clothes in order again, he takes me back to the landing place.


He ties the boat, then embraces and kisses me again, and whispers to me that tonight he will come in my room and he will make love with me. I nod yes, quivering and happy. We go back to the castle. His elder brother is playing violin. We listen to him for a while, then we chat a little, and at the end we bid each other good night. I go upstairs in my room, undress, and slip under the bed sheet in quivering await. I hear my room door open and with the light of the moon that floods my room, I see him coming to my bed. He asks me in a whisper if I'm asleep. I smile happily at him and whisper that I was waiting for him.


Dieter comes in my bed and embraces me. He pulls off my long sleeping shirt, pulls off his own, and I feel his naked body joining mine, full of desire. He caresses and kisses me for a long while. Little by little he brings me to stop thinking, he makes me so excited. I feel that he wants me, and I too want him inside me, and finally he makes my legs rest on his shoulders, and spreads something fresh on my waiting little hole. His fingers massage me there, he is preparing me, and meanwhile he kisses me and tells me how much he desires me. I feel completely relaxed and ready. I want him, so I ask him to take me now, not to wait anymore. He asks me if I'm really sure I want him to enter inside me. I tell him yes, with a mixture of desire, enthusiasm and fluttering happiness. And at last he leans against me, and takes my virginity, penetrating me with tender passion.


I feel it pushing on my throbbing flesh rosette, and I open to it, eager to finally have him inside me. I feel him stretching my hole little by little, and I really like the sensation. I feel it sliding inside me, strong, resolute and yet delicate, and his face depicts an intense and pleased expression. I feel he is taking me to paradise, it is the most involving experience of all my life. I feel I belong to him, I feel he belongs to me, I am one with him. I murmur him that I love him. He says nothing, smiles and continues to settle into me, gently caressing me.


Finally I feel the curly and soft hairs of his groin tickling my spread little buttocks. He is completely immerged in me. I smile at him, he smiles at me and asks me if it is all right. I am so moved that I'm not able to raise my voice, so I just nod yes. Then Dieter starts to move in and out with vigorous calm, and I incredibly like feeling it moving inside me. He brushes my nipples, while he continues to take me, and I like this too, so I reciprocate. He smiles and asks me if I'm enjoying it. I vigorously nod yes again. By instinct, to feel him better, I push my ass against his groin each time he sinks back into me, and this seems to increase his pleasure. My pleasure is reaching unknown peaks. Suddenly, it is like inside me all was upset, all my muscles tense, and moaning, I unload between our bellies. It is like a signal to him, who holds me stronger and at his turn empties inside me all of his male liqueur. God, how beautiful his face is while he is enjoying inside me!


Later, while we lie intertwined, he whispers to me that he believes he is in love with me, and that to him I am the most important thing in all his life, and that he never felt something such intense with anybody... and I am happy. I let him cuddle me, I caress him, thinking that nothing more beautiful than that could happen to me. We kiss, and say each other many sweet things. But then he has to leave me, to go back to his room. He kisses me a last time, deeply, and leaves. I fall asleep, happy, trying to catch his good, male smell in my cushion...


A wonderful period begins, where he surrounds me with care and gentleness. My mother can't understand what could have provoked such a change in me - she suddenly sees me happy, joyful - and she is glad. Dieter and I continue to make love with unchanged passion, night after night, month after month, for almost one year. For me the best moment of the day is when I can be between his arms, his legs, under his handsome body, and Dieter takes me with that mixture of greedy desire and tenderness. At times, when we are completely sure not to be seen, we also stay just embraced, lying togeter, to rise, and to enjoy, quivers the one in the other.


In 1794, the French Convention resumes its military actions against the Coalition, and Dieter has to leave for the front. I would like to go to fight with him, but I am still too young, and cannot. He tells me that he will be back soon, and to wait for him. He asks me to promise that I will be faithful to him, that I will not look for another lover in his absence. I swear with all my heart, I feel that I can be only his. But unhappily Dieter doesn't come back: he gloriously falls on the battle field. For me this is a real shock. I feel the whole world crumbling. As much as his love made me happy, so much I feel now in despair. I close in myself. The only thing that has an interest for me now, is to reach the age when I too can go to fight against the revolutionary, to revenge my Dieter, my king, and my father of which we have no more news and we are afraid he did fall under the revolution's strokes too. Therefore I constantly train myself in the use of weapons.


Finally I can enrol in the army, but just then the Prussians sign the peace treaty with the French. Angry and disappointed, I then decide to go to Austria to fight with them against the French. Deaf to my mother's prayers, I go to enroll in the Austrian army. But now, at the head of the French army there is a young general, a certain Bonaparte, who unhappily defeats also the Austrians and with the peace of Campoformio, France obtains Belgium and part of the German region East of the Rhine.


Disappointed, I leave also the Austrians. I am now eighteen. England has not yet signed the peace with France, therefore I decide to go to England. But the English army is conservative and unhappily doesn't accept foreigners in his rangs. So, I just join the small community of French exiles and of their English friends, mainly young people of the local aristocracy.


I am twenty three when I meet Lord Attlee's son, the young David who is eighteen. The beginning of our acquaintance comes from the fact that I am called at Attlee Mansion to teach French to the young Lord. He is a quick witted, likeable boy, and he yet has a smattering of French. He applies himself in the studies with diligence and makes fast improvement. His father is happy with my work, therefore, when they go to Bath for the summer holidays, I am invited to their villa.


Together with David, we do long rides in the vicinity and he illustrates me these places' history. He says that Bath is so called because the Romans already built there some spa. He says that the ancient Romans did bathe completely naked, and that they weren't ashamed of their nakedness. So I say that it seems to me that ancient Romans were more civilized than us. He smiles, nods in assent, then with a casual air says that Romans didn't either have problems with making love between men, in fact several emperors had publicly a man as lover.


While he tells me this, he looks straight in my eyes. I repeat, smiling, that they really were a civilized people. He then holds out his hand and puts it on my leg and asks me if I would have liked to be an ancient Roman. I answer that, with him near me, I would have been more than happy. He now caresses my leg. I put my hand on his and lightly squeeze. Our fingers intertwine. I pull him to me and kiss him. He reciprocates my kiss with passion and tells me that he strongly desired me since the very first moment he met me.


To be sincere, I didn't. After my Dieter's death I didn't have a sexual life anymore. But now, suddenly, I feel I desire him, strongly. He leans against me for a moment, then parts from me and whispers that in here we could be seen. He tells me to follow him. We go in the villa park, and he takes me to the gazebo. We enter it, lock the doors, and he comes into my arms. Quite frenetically we undress, I pull him next to me on one of the dormeuses, I kiss him, our bodies brush against each other, his hands lower to feel my virile erection and, excitedly, he begs me to take him.


I am taken a little unawares, because I am on the point to ask him the same thing, but David insists, folds his legs on his chest and offers himself to me. That silent offering gesture is incredibly exciting, so I feel I want to try. I put the tip of my member on his throbbing hole and push. He receives me with a long pleasure whining, I take him and what I feel is really wonderful. I slide all inside him without difficulty, and I start to move back and forward. He incites me to do it faster, stronger... He moves under me, whining with happiness, whispering my name as in a passionate litany. I'm terribly excited.


His radiant smile conquers me, the passion with which he gives himself to me subjugates me, the pleasure that he gives me inflames me. Making love with him annihilates in one stroke the years of sadness that weighed on me like a leaden cloak. The mirth with which the handsome David welcomes me into himself makes me really happy.


Later on we very often meet to make love. Each of our lessons begins with a long love making, and only after that we apply to the studies. David is incredibly sensual and, even if younger than me, is able to make love in a sublime way. He is able to take me to incredible pleasure peaks, then he offers himself to me, joyfully. When I'm too near to my orgasm, he makes me slow down or stop, because he wants to enjoy me inside him the longest time possible. In the pauses, he lightly bits my nipples, he licks me, he kisses me all over, keeping well awake my excitation, then asks me to take him again...


This is one of the most beautiful memories of our fantastic unions... It is summer, we are riding along the shore. The long stretch of beach is deserted, so we undress completely and dive into the water. We swim, and play in the water, splashing each other with water like two carefree school boys, but soon we both are aroused and full of mutual desire. I embrace and kiss him, and say that I want him. He then invites me to ride the horse. I don't understand, so he explains to me: we will both, naked as we are, mount the same horse, possibly mine which is stronger, and, while we ride, I will take him... The idea amuses and arouses me.


We mount, he sitting in front of me and holding the reins. He starts riding and his delicious little ass brushes against my strong erection. I hold him at his waist and make him move so that, little by little, my steel-hard rod finds the way to his warm and tender little ass and enters him. When I slide completely in, he pushes the horse to a jog trot, then to a fast trot. Even if we don't move, the rhythm of the horse rump makes me taking him with sound and pleasurable strokes. I lick and lightly bite his back, caress his chest and belly, feel and finger with increasing pleasure his turgid genitals. It is beautiful staying in that way, free in the nature, the evening air caressing our naked bodies, with him between my arms, pushing against me to better enjoy this double ride.


When he feels that we are both nearing orgasm, he turns the trot into a strong gallop. His pelvis jolts on my lap with vigour, so that I am now taking him with strong strokes, which send us both to paradise. And when, with a loud, chocked moaning I pull him to me and reach orgasm in him, he restrains the horse, stopping it, and lets himself go against me, panting and satisfied. He too reached his orgasm together with me. He throws back his head and we deeply kiss, my member still throbbing deep inside him. He asks me if I liked it. I answer him that it has been the most beautiful ride of all my life. He smiles and nods. We kiss again.


Yes, I feel really happy, and even more than happy when he tells me he is in love with me. I am now able to answer him, in full sincerity, that I too am in love with him. And our love seems to grow every day. I am again serene, or rather, fully happy.


When in 1802 also England signs the peace with Napoleon, it is a new big disappointment for me, but I remain in England, because now I have David. Anyway, the following year the war between France and England bursts out again. Therefore David has to embark to participate in the sea war against Napoleon. Fortunately for me, my lover comes back safe and sound, after a clash has neither winners nor losers.


In 1804 Napoleon has the Pope crown him Emperor. England is still at war with France, but all is limited to a few, scarce clashes on sea. England in reality is not interested at all in France, neither in revenging his assassinated king. The only aim she has is to be able to sail safely on the seas she always dominated.


In 1805 I am twenty six years old and David twenty two. His father decides to send him to the "Grand Tour" as it still is in fashion for the young men of the European aristocracy, and he decides to send him on a journey to Russia. David wants me to accompany him, and I immediately accept and am happy, both because I can remain near my lover and for the perspective of the journey. On the ship we can get two neighbouring cabins, with a communicating door, so that we will be able to make love when and how we like, which is quite often.


The journey has just started, we are off Belgium, when our ship meets a terrible storm. For a while the ship succeeds in steering, but then the sails are teared, the rudder crashes, the mainmast collapses. The ship drifts and we are shipwrecked on the Belgian coast. Several of us are able to reach the shore swimming. David is always near me. We are worn out. We are rescued. But, while David can recover quite fast, I, after an apparent improvement, get a strong fever and, after an agony of almost one month, I die."


"You often die young." Eugenio said.


"It happened to me to also live for a long time. Anyway, remember that the average life span was not the same as nowaday. The average in this period is still just thirty five, forty years. Therefore, having lived to my twenty sixth year, could be like now living the double."


"Anyway, I hope not to die at fifty two..." Eugenio said laughing.


"Any moment is good." the voice said.


"It's easy for you to talk so, you are immortal! For me it is different." Eugenio protested.


"Ha, but then you believe me, now." the voice calmly said.


"Well... I don't know... possibly..."


"I bet that if God in person appeared to you, you would be the type who runs immediately to be seen by a psychiatrist..." the voice said ironically.


"I think so." Eugenio answered laughing. Then he asked: "About that, did you ever had, in your lives, some visions? Apparitions? Something that you were, and are not able to explain?"




CHAPTER 14


GILLES






"Yes, just once. I am Gilles, born in Tournai in 1327 and I'm son of a dyer. I grow up well, quiet, in a household without economic problems. When I am thirteen, one of my father's apprentices teaches me how to masturbate. Children's games, nothing more. But when he stops doing it with me, I miss the pleasure to have somebody's erected member in my hand, to be touched there by somebody's hands. So I start to look around to find somebody I can teach that fine game. Until I am fifteen I do it with several other boys, but all of them, after a first enthusiasm, soon start to be interested in girls and don't want to do it with me any more.

I am absolutely not interested in girls. One day I try it with a boy older than me. He tells me to stop trying those things, and that doing them is a mortal sin. I never thought about that. I am quite stricken by that idea. I am a good Christian, those games between boys were done in secret, sure, but just because adult people never understand what boys like. And anyway nobody talks about these activities, not even the adults that, of course, do them. But I thought it was just a secret, not a mortal sin!


So I go to confession, and the priest confirms the words of that boy. I enter a crisis. Sure, I don't want to do mortal sins. Sure I repent. Sure I will never do it again. No, not even by myself. He absolves me. But it's easer said than done. Desire is strong, it gets stronger everyday. A fight against myself begins in me, against my desire. Until a boy, younger than me, Jean, tries it with me, and I surrender and like it a lot. Even because the boy gives me head - I never tried that before and it is wonderful... I like feeling his sweet lips on my little hard rod, his tongue whirling on the burning tip of my quivering tool, and I like the merry smile he shows while dedicating himself to my pleasure. Yes, I like it very much. And I feel an incredibly strong pleasure when he greedily swallows all my seed in great sips, continuing to lick my hypersensitive rod's tip...


When I go to confession again, the priest threatens me with the torments of hell, the eternal fire if I don't mend my ways. The struggle inside myself starts again, but Jean gets round to me and manages to have me surrender to him, and not just once. I feel a growing pleasure having the young, greedy boy sucking me. I feel like becoming mad, like if in me there are two opposed persons, one good and one evil, one a saint and one the son of the devil... I pray, I intensely pray, but each time Jean entices me, I surrender to him.


One day Jean, after having fully aroused me with his sweet mouth, offers himself to me and persuades me to penetrate him. I do it, and at once I feel it is such a sublime thing that, for the first time, I ask myself how such a wonderful thing could be a sin. It is so great being sheathed in his tight and hot channel, moving up and down inside him, and hearing him whining with joy. It is so beautiful feeling under me his gentle and tender body moving, and moaning for the pleasure he gets in giving me pleasure... It is so wonderful flooding his hot and throbbing channel with my seed, and thereafter, while relaxing satisfied, to be embraced and caressed by Jean, who, between a kiss and another, thanks me to have made him so happy...


But the religious convictions are strong. I confess again, I again fight, I resist to Jean, even if it is really difficult. I succeed in making him give up. Jean is wounded, disappointed by me, and this gives me pain. But then the boy finds another lover, and this makes me jealous... And in reality desire seems to strengthen in me. Sometimes I feel like going to look for Jean again. Sometimes I look at my friends with badly hidden lust. Sometimes I furiously jack myself off... to go then again to confession. The priest terrorizes me. I feel lost. This situation continues for months and months.


I am seventeen when the priest, to whom I tell all my pain, decides to do an exorcism on me to send away the devil that evidently took possession of me. But absolutely nothing happens. So, the priest orders me to pass all night in church, prostrated on the floor in front of the big crucifix, amongst four lit candles, and to uninterruptedly pray for mercy. He takes me to church and closes the doors with his keys.


It is in dead of night. The church is silent and just the candles in front of the Holy Virgin with Child's statue and the four around me are lit. I pray, cry, invoke the Virgin, Christ, all the Saints to help me...


At a certain point I see a great light, incredibly strong, emanating from the statue and it seems quite as if the Virgin is smiling at me. Then also the statue disappears and just the blazing light remains. I stand up, approach that light like I am in trance, attracted, and the more I approach, the more I feel healed of all my pain. Then suddenly, it is as if in the light a diaphanous image I cannot clearly distinguish materializes. Is it an angel? The same Virgin? A saint? I don't know, I can't understand.


Then I hear a voice that tells me to stop worrying. My life will be short, I will die in exactly four years, but they will be four years full of happiness, because I'm about to meet the right person, and that this person is waiting for me right now, just in front of the church. The voice tells me to go, to entrust me to that person, to be faithful and in love. Then the voice says also that, when I will die, heaven is waiting for me. The great church door, which was locked, is now wide open even if nobody came to unlock it, and anyway just the parson has its keys. I go out, the night is clear. I look around.


Under the old stone cross, on its stairs, somebody is sitting. I draw nearer. It is a young man, so beautiful! He has the attire of a pilgrim. He smiles at me, I smile at him, hesitantly. He tells me that he was waiting for me, asks me if I want to go with him. I say yes. I turn towards the church, the light has disappeared, the great door is again locked. He stands up, takes me by my hand and brings me out of town. He leads me to a hay loft, takes a candle from a corner and lights it with a flint stone. He smiles at me, asks me to undress and he too undresses - he really is a splendid man. He lies on his mantle that he has spread on the hay and invites me to join him. He invites me to make love with him.


I lie near him. He embraces me and I feel excited and moved. He kisses me in my mouth, it is a wonderful kiss, long, full of passion. Then he lowers, to kiss, lick, suckle all over my body, he lingers on my turgid nipples, and I feel like dying for the pleasure. He reaches my genitals and, having him turned upside down, I have his perfect genitals in front of my eyes, so that, at the same time with him, I part my lips and take his beautiful tool into my mouth. Thus we are united in a circle of pleasure and joy, and inside me I feel that what we are doing is beautiful, right and holy.


We make love, we unite, I am his and he is mine, and it is sweet and good. When he takes me, he makes me lie on my back, comes close to me and penetrates me. While he moves, he holds me between his arms and kisses me. I feel him slipping in and out and the pleasure is immense, a pleasure not just physical. I feel I belong to him, I feel that between his arms and legs I've found my place in the world. While he moves inside me, he caresses, smiles, kisses me and whispers sweet words to me. I feel in paradise. Then he gives himself to me, and I'm not able to say if I like best being taken by him or to take him. I would say that there is no difference, I love welcoming him inside me, I love how he receives me inside him.


I feel I am deeply in love with him and I am about telling him so, when he tells me, right at that moment, that he knows I am in love with him, that he is in love with me, that if I follow him I will be happy till the end of my days and even more. I swear to him that I will be always and only his. We fall asleep, intertwined. I feel happy, there is no more place for remorse in me - he is the man who has been sent to me, with whom I will be happy for four years.


At dawn we leave. We merrily walk, side by side. We beg from village to village, from town to town, from city to city and always people give us food, right for that day. At evening we always find a shelter, a place where to sleep and to make love. And during the day we talk about a thousand and one subjects, I never get tired of listening to him. In winter we find every day somebody who hosts us in a warm place, and always the accommodation is such that we can unworriedly make love. Not one day passes without us making love at least once, in complete tranquillity, fully enjoying each other's body in cheerful and vigorous tenderness. His body is so beautiful that it moves me just to look at it, his genitals are so perfect that I would like him not to be forced to cover them with his clothes. I adore being his, I adore making him mine.


It is like a dream. We own or carry nothing, and yet we miss nothing. Just to give you an idea about our living, I'll tell you three of many extraordinary events.


One day his sandals break down in a way that it is impossible to repair them. He laughs, throws them in a ditch, and resumes the way, barefoot. Just in that moment a man riding a horse passes at full speed. When he passes us, something falls down from his saddlebag, landing right in front of us. I pick it up, it is a bag. I open it, it contains a pair of new sandals, exactly fitting the feet of my lover. So he quietly wears them and we resume our way.


In a similar way, another day while we are playing and bucking in a field like two kids, my breeches, worn and old, tear badly. They now barely cover my genitals. I feel a little shy to go around in that condition. We pass in front of a house and a woman comes out with a frowned face, a pair of new breeches in her hands. She sees us and opens up in a kind smile. She tells us that she has sewed these breeches for her youngest son but that, having made a mistake when she cut the cloth, the breeches are too small. Then she looks at me and says that they could fit me, so she gives them to me. They fit me perfectly, almost as if she took my measurements.


But the most interesting event happens one day when we are at the square of a village on a market day. I suddenly feel terribly aroused, so I whisper to him that I want to make love with him. He smiles, takes my hand and drives me to a heap of hay which is in one corner of the square. He says that we can make love there. I look around, there are many people and the heap is in full view... At that moment the church bell rings out, and everybody goes inside the church. We remain alone. He pulls me on the hay, undresses me, I undress him, and we start to make love, in full day light, in the now deserted square. I feel, know that we have nothing to worry. In fact I take him with calm, I enjoy him, he takes me and enjoys me, we continue making love until both of us are fully satisfied. We quietly relax, kissing each other. Then we stand up and dress again. And from the church the people come out, resuming their activities...


I could tell you dozens of these extraordinary facts.


We wander without a goal, going where the wind takes us, as he says. I love him intensely and feel filled with his love. In spring we plait flowers garlands for each other, in summer we bathe in the rivers, in autumn we search and eat blackberries and blueberries, in winter we play with the snow, and we enjoy each other day after day. Nothing upsets us, never, not even for an instant. Making love with him happens so spontaneously, be it day time or night time, in the open or in a room, and never ever anybody comes to disturb our sessions of passionate union.


1347 comes, the pestilence rages in all of Europe, ravages France. At the beginning we help to bury the dead, but then they are too many, and it is necessary to burn them. We continue to wander. Even in these terrible days we miss nothing, and our love continues to bloom. I know that I don't have so much longer to live, the four years are elapsing, but near him, I'm not afraid.


In fact in 1348 the plague takes me: it is pulmonary plague. He assists me, doesn't leave me alone for a moment. He tells me not to worry, that I will pass away in my sleep, without pain. In fact it happens this way. One evening, after kissing me, he sweetly whispers to me to close my eyes, because the time has come we must part. I nod, smile to him, close my eyes... and I gently part from my thinned and strengthless body. I see him bent down to me, smiling and caressing me, then a great light, like the night in the church, then nothing. I am again a soul without a body..."


"But he, was he real, concrete, a true man..." Eugenio asked with a disconcerted tone.


"So real to make love with him for four exact years. So concrete to feel him inside me and to enter him. Such a true man that he felt the need to eat and to evacuate... No, it is not a dream, I assure you. It has not at all been a dream."


"But... and the vision?"


"That also, was not a dream. In fact he was there, waiting for me. He came for me. When I asked him how it came that he was there outside the church in the middle of the night, he simply told me that he arrived there in his wanderings, and that he felt the need to sit there, under the stone cross. And that, when he saw me, he clearly felt I was the person he was waiting for ever since, he had hoped to meet one day, and that's why he abandoned one day his carpenter's work and started to roam, looking for me."


"It seems incredible..."


"I can't understand you. All seemed normal to you when I was forced to prostitute myself, or when I was raped? Life is made of hard things but also of sweet things, of dreary things and of magic... You cannot accept just one part of it."


"But, perhaps, all the four years before your death were just the fruit of a hallucination provoked by the plague... and that superimposed on the real four years of your life..."


"No, I exclude that in a more absolute way. I could have had a hallucination as a body, but once my body was dead, I would have recognized it. I know, because I had hallucinations in other lives. But when I am a soul again, detached from my body, I can review at once, quite like they are superimposed, the hallucination and the reality surrounding that body in that moment, and as a soul I can clearly distinguish them. Nothing of all that in the life of Gilles. You must believe me."


"I don't know... this last story left me rather perplexed. Beautiful, but so unlikely!"


"Why do the beautiful things seem unlikely? That's quite like you see a wonderful flower, and you say it seems artificial, but then you see an artificial flower which is very beautiful, and you say it seems a real one... All that is beautiful has not to be believed, then? Man is a really funny animal."


"If you are a human soul, you too are part of man's errors."


"But at least I, afterwards, have an objective view of things. As a man, on the contrary, I have only, and just, a subjective view, even when one says it is objective. I think it is the fault of the senses: you believe too much in what you think you see, hear. It is the brain that cheats on you, because it interprets. I, at least in this phase, don't interpret, I know. Little, but I know..."


"Don't you think you conceited yourself?"


"It is not possible, for me, being so."


"Nobody in the world is humble like me... the haughty said!" Eugenio sneered. Then he asked: "Okay, but you, now, how do you explain those... miracles, visions..."


"I don't explain them, I don't know how and why they happened. Simply, we yet know too little to be able to explain everything. Like telepathy, for instance. There are things that man has in himself but he doesn't yet understand, know, and then he labels those things as miracles, magic, chance, fate, destiny... or he denies them! It seems that it is so difficult for men to just say: I don't understand, I have not enough knowledge, elements to understand..."


"So, you believe in miracles."


"Call them so, if you want. I simply think that things we are not yet able to explain, happen. My idea, but I am not sure, is that some kind of talents are yet sleeping inside men's body, and they sometimes, for certain people, on some occasions, arise for a moment."


"I see. And, tell me, I noticed that in all your story you never called him by his name. What was his name?"


"I don't know, I never asked him."


"You never asked him!?" Eugenio unbelieving said.


"I never needed to call him. When I was thinking I wanted to have him near, or I wanted to talk with him, he was there looking at me, ready for me..."


"Come on! At least when you were making love, didn't you feel the need to murmur his name?"


"Sure... 'Love' is how I called him..."




CHAPTER 15


KUNRATH






Eugenio asked the voice: "But were you always a honest, gentle, passionate lover?"

"Well, more or less... For instance, as Kunrath..."


"Who was he? When did he live?"


"I'm the son of a Norse knight. I'm born in 938. When I'm ten years old my father, I don't know for what reason, falls into disfavour and, to escape the Normandy duke's wrath, he flees with all the family. He is a valiant knight, so he enters the service of Duke Otto the Great, who is fighting against the neighbouring duchies to get the throne in place of the late carolingian Sovereign.


The Duke has a liking for my father, so that it could be said that I grow up with his son Otto the Young. At court there are several young knights and pageboys, and I soon start to feel a strong attraction towards several of them. At the beginning it is more some kind of great admiration for these vigorous, strong, a little rough, self-confident, powerful youths. I look at them training in the weapon's use, wrestling, often with bare chests. I like them, I get a peculiar feeling admiring them. Some in particular attract me, and I never lose sight of them, quite as if I want to learn the secret of their fascination. It is so that, when I am almost fourteen, I catch one of the young knights withdrawing with a pageboy. The secrecy of their air makes me curious, so I spy upon them.


I see the knight undressing the page, then himself, I see them caressing each other, touching with intimacy, and at last I see the knight penetrate the boy. The scene excites me, the two beautiful naked bodies intertwined, getting evident reciprocal pleasure, entices me. I fancy being in place of one of them... mainly of the knight who seems to be the one getting more pleasure from that union.


For some time I content myself with spying upon others in their meetings, and while they have sex, I masturbate. But then I say to myself that, if the pageboy is ready to do those things with the knight, perhaps he would do them with me also... So one day I stop him in a corridor and tell him to follow me, because I need his help. I take him where he normally withdraws with the knight and tell him to undress, because I want to take him. The pageboy asks me what I'm talking about, pretending not to understand, but I'm excited and tell him that, if he allows the knight to take him, he has now to do the same with me.


The boy turns pale, beseeches me not to tell anybody what he does with the knight. So, he surrenders to my request, undresses and lets me take him. He bends, I go at his back and penetrate him. I enter him without difficulty and I like it very much. The heat I feel, the warmth waving at each thrust in that little welcoming ass, excites me more and more. The sound rhythm with which I take him, at a certain point becomes disorderly, violent, and finally I reach a very strong orgasm inside him, an orgasm I never before thought possible to feel, in all my life. While we dress again, I say to him I will never tell what he does to anybody, as long as he let's me take him each time I feel like... He accepts.


That first success arouses my appetite and so I want to do it also with other pageboys, especially with one called Winfred, who has my same age. But as well as I spy on him, it seems that he has no sexual relations with anybody, so I cannot blackmail him to bend him to my desires. Therefore I decide to try it with other tactics.


I start to show a lot of attention and kindness towards him, until I see he starts to reciprocate. Then, one day, while we are alone, I tell him to be careful, because I heard that a knight was telling another knight that he took a fancy for him and that he wanted to take him in his bed. Winfred asks me who that man is, but I, having invented the whole story, don't tell him. He then says that he knows that these things happen at court, and that he thought that, sooner or later, it could happen to him too. And he asks me my advice.


I tell him that, in my opinion, he can do nothing but accept the knight court... he seems thoughtful, but he doesn't say no. I then ask him if he never had sex with a man. He answers that he had neither with a man nor a woman had sex until now. I tell him I did, and with a man. He looks at me, amazed for my confession, and asks me how it is. I tell him it is very beautiful... and propose him to try it with me. He acts coy and answers with a no.


But I am back in charge, telling him that it will be better for him to try it with me, before he is in the condition to not be able to deny himself to a knight. And at last, one day, he surrenders. As soon as I touch him, he is aroused. He tells me it feels weird, but lets me have my way. I am really excited, I undress him little by little, and I involve him. I kiss him and he reciprocates. Then I start to wet his little back hole, which is my goal, and it seems that he likes it. I bring him to feel intense sensations, and finally I try to penetrate him. After some hesitations from his part, at last I succeed in taking him and slowly sink inside him, while I jack him off. He continues to murmur "no" but my impression is that he really wants to continue. He is incredibly tight, and soon I am no more able to control myself, so I let give in to orgasm. I perceive that he too is nearing to reach the maximum pleasure. We both intensely rejoice.


But then, for several days, he avoids me, he seems to be ashamed of me. Until one day it is him who comes to look for me and, half way between shy and excited, he asks me to do it again...


This time he gives himself to me with sheer passion, and I like it very much. After that time, it is always him looking for me, begging me to have sex with him. So I persuade him also to suck me, to do for me anything I like, and Winfred surrenders to any of my requests, he is completely subdued to me. This gives me even more pleasure, a sense of power.


A new pageboy comes to court, Lambert, a cousin of Winfred. He is fourteen years old, that is two years younger than us. I like this new boy, I want him. So I order Winfred to do so that I can take him. Winfred, not to lose my favour, promptly obeys.


The project he thinks of is simple: Winfred starts involving Lambert in sexual games, then I "catch" them and so I can subdue Lambert to my will and desires. In fact the two boys are in a room, united in what you now call a sixty-nine, half naked, when I enter that room. Winfred acts very skilfully, he pretends to be frightened, he beseeches me not to denounce them. I answer that I will keep silent only if they both give themselves to me. Winfred immediately agrees, and Lambert, really frightened, follows suit. So I order them to continue what they were doing, and while Winfred keeps his little cousin in the right position, I penetrate Lambert with sheer pleasure, heedless of the faint pain wails of the boy I am deflowering. Then I take also Winfred, whose wails are surely not of pain...


I continue to amuse myself with the two boys, at times both together, at times one of them. They are always ready to satisfy my desires, to comply to my orders. On my request, they involve another pageboy I like, so that he too becomes soon my prey. I feel strong, powerful - I have now three boys under my control, to satisfy my sexual pleasure. The third boy is Heintz, he is the warmer and more passionate one of the three. And also the most clever. He desires to penetrate me, but I don't let him. So, he repays me with my same money.


When Heintz becomes aware that there is a knight who desires him, without me knowing it, he gives himself to the man. The knight is very fond of Heintz. So the pageboy tells him his desire to take me, and that I don't allow him, and asks his help. The knight, amused, accepts. So, one day, while I am taking Heintz, the knight arrives and catches us. Not to denounce us, he orders me to suck his member, and while I am on all fours in front of him to satisfy him, he orders Heintz to take my ass. I am surprised when I feel a great pleasure feeling the hard rod of the boy rummaging in my back entrance, invading me, shaking inside me. And also when the two swap their places, I like the big member of the knight widening my burning little hole and I feel a strong pleasure...


Some years elapses, the knight and Winfred leave, I continue with Lambert and Heintz, then with others. I am now twenty years old, I am a knight and I don't have difficulties to take this page or that page in my bed. My techniques are now refined, I know now how to seduce, how to understand who is worth to try ensnaring. Then also Lambert leaves, and after him, also Heintz, but I am for sure never alone.


In 962 I follow king Otto and his army to Italy where, after a short confrontation, he succeeds in deposing Berengario of Friuli, king of Italy. Then I follow the king to Rome, where Otto makes the pope John XII crown him Emperor of the Holy Roman Empire of Occident. All along our way, there are not a few young noble men I persuade to come in my bed to please me.


In Rome I meet Emo, a noble Longobard of the Southern Duchies and I am crushed by his fascination. He too is not insensible to me so, little by little, our intimacy grows until he, one evening, in the garden, tells me that he is in love with me. I embrace him, kiss him, he reciprocates with hot passion. He is breathless, he barely succeeds in whispering to me to go to his room. There, he feverishly undresses me, I undress him, he pulls me on his bed and for the first time we make love.


He is so excited that his face and shoulders are reddened, he is dewy with sweat, his eyes shine like stars, he is beautiful. I like feeling him sinking in me and taking me with vigour, while his hands clasp me, he shakes on me, his breath is heavy. Emo is perhaps the most virile of all my past lovers. Then he asks me to take him, and also when he is under me, he is full of energy and passion. We take each other several times, before we finally surrender to orgasm. Afterwards, while relaxing, he embraces me, kisses me, holds me tight against him, in blissfullness.


When Otto resumes his route to the North, I ask my Emperor to be allowed to remain in Rome. And when Emo, my young Longobard, decides to go back to Crotone, his native city, I follow him without hesitation. But the fact to follow him doesn't exempt me from looking for new secret adventures with nice young men or boys. Until one day Emo catches me in bed with one of his pageboys. He makes me a jealousy scene. All seems settled again, until he catches me again in intimacy with a young stable boy of his estates that I am merrily taking on the hay loft. This time the breaking off is irremediable.


Therefore I abandon Crotone and I board a ship going to the North. I am now twenty eight years old. But our ship is attacked by Arabic ships and, in spite of our strenuous resistance, we are defeated and all the survivors are kept prisoner and brought to Sicily. More than prisoners, it would be better to say that we are slaves. In fact I become the slave of a rich Arab merchant of Messina, who uses me to load and unload his merchandises from the ships.


Amongst the slaves there are men of different lands, young and handsome, and as it is not allowed for slaves to have women, they often have sex between them. So I can, with no difficulties, bring to my pallet and take more than one my companion slaves who are in the flower of youth and full of desire.


All considered, even if I have to work hard, I don't feel so bad. Especially when I meet young Leo, a twenty year old Byzantine slave just caught prisoner. I like him very much, and when I propose him to spend the night in my pallet, he at once accepts. The night he comes to my place and gives himself to me with real passion. It seems that Byzantines are famous for their sensuality, sure is that Leo is fantastic in bed. Our passionate encounters repeat, and in a short while we become a steady couple and official lovers. Amongst us slaves it is not rare that such steady couples form, without needing to hide it, I mean.


I live with him for five years. It is not that I'm completely faithful to him, but while the other little stories come and go, I never interrupt my relation with him. Also because Leo never makes jealousy scenes. He understands that even if I need every now and then a little adventure, the one I really love is him, therefore he serenely accepts my one night stands with other slaves.


Leo is twenty five, I'm ten years older than him. One day, while we are loading merchandises on a ship, he slips from the gangway and falls in the water with his load. The bale gets entangled in his clothes and draws him under water. As I see that, I immediately put down my load and dive in to rescue him. I can reach him under water, he is struggling scared, I succeed in freeing him but, while we go up again, as we did eat just little before, I'm seized with a cramp in my stomach that immobilizes me, I start swallowing water and, before somebody can rescue me, I drown..."


"That's why you did reincarnate in Sicily, then..."


"Yes. That time has been my longest period out of a body, I had to wait little more than six years inside one of the iron rings of the wharf before being again united to a body... You can understand, that place is not that suitable so it could be common for a man to make pregnant a woman..."


"So then, you incarnated in an Arab..."


"In a half breed, mother Sicilian and father unknown, but for sure an Arab; after him in a pure Arab; then in Selim, about whom I told you; then again in a half breed; and after that in the son of a Norseman merchant, but he died at six; and then in Adelbert, you do remember him, right?" 




CHAPTER 16


MASOLINO






"But you have never been an Italian?"

"Yes, several times, even if you don't consider the years before 1000... For example when I am Masolino. I am born in Velletri in 1508, but when I'm ten, my family moves to Rome. My father, who is from a family of grape growers and wine makers, is sent by the family together with his brother to open a tavern not far from Piazza de' Fiori. The Wild Boar Tavern, as it is called, soon becomes the meeting place for artists and skilled artisans who are working on the imposing project the Pope has ordered to be built on the Vatican hill, the new basilica. Sometimes even Michelangelo is our customer, who is around forty five..."


"Did you even make love with him?" Eugenio interrupted the voice, suddenly excited.


"No, never with him. But, if you are interested, the nude represented over Isaiah on the Sistine Chapel, the one on the right who almost touches the scene of the Deluge, is the portrait of Duccio, one of my lovers..."


"But, you were ten years old!" Eugenio objected.


"Eugenio! Not when I am ten years old, of course. When Duccio becomes my lover, his image is already on the Sistine's ceiling and I am seventeen years old... Anyway, Duccio's dick is bigger than Michelangelo represented it, I can assure you."


"Has he been your first man?"


"No, and if you don't continue to interrupt me, I will tell you. My fist man is a twenty year old stonedresser working at Saint Peter's construction. His name is Flavio. He comes often to our tavern. I am thirteen years old. Flavio is a likeable guy, a joker, his company is appreciated and often the others offer him a drink, so he often leaves the tavern a little tipsy. But one evening he is almost not able to stand up. For my father knows he lives close by, he tells me it will be better if I take him to his place, and I willingly accept. Leaning on me, tottering, I take him home. He shares an half underground room with other stonecutters. His companions are still in our tavern. I bring him to his pallet, he lies down, abruptly laughing. I ask him if he needs something before I leave. He says yes, embraces me and pulls me against his body. I think he is joking, I laugh and try to free myself from his hold. He caresses me, tries to kiss me and asks me to make love with him. He touches me between my legs and arouses me, but I manage to get free and tell him to sleep. He says he likes me very much, he wants to have sex with me, and he suddenly falls asleep.


I go back to the tavern, but I am slightly upset - I liked the way he touched me, and what he told me makes me think. Even if I haven't had any sexual experiences yet, I know that sometimes men do those things between themselves, I know it at least for the witticisms I hear at the tavern.


Two evenings later, I see Flavio again, and I am aware that he looks at me quite often, so I recall his words. Possibly he doesn't even remember he tried with me... but he looks at me in a way that now is clear for me, and recalling how he touched me, I am aroused again. When our eyes meet, he sketches a smile and I answer with a smile. Yes, I can feel he desires me.


Several days elapse, while we continue exchanging glances. Then one evening, suddenly he says he's feeling bad, he should better go to bed and asks my father if I can take him home. My father has nothing to object. All long the way he seems really in pain, he leans on me. I take him to his sleeping place, to his pallet. He then grasps my arm and, looking at me with his dark and deep eyes, he asks me if I did understand what his illness is. I, having believed him, answer that I don't. He then says that he is not at all ill, but that he just wanted to be alone with me, and saying so he pulls me to him and caresses me.


When he sees that I don't try to escape him, he holds me tight and kisses me in my mouth, and I can feel his erection pushing against me. I become aroused, he starts to undress me and I let him. He undresses himself, pulls me on his bed, lies on me and wraps his arms and legs around me. The contact between our naked bodies arouses me even more. He feels, kisses, caresses me, he brushes his body against mine, and he gets more and more excited.


When he tells me that he wants to take me, I am hesitant, afraid - it seems to me that he has such a big tool! He swears that he doesn't want to hurt me, that he just wants me to enjoy it, that he wants both of us to enjoy it together. He asks me to trust him. After some insistence and sweet words, at the end I accept. He makes me lie on my tummy, then he starts to spread something between my buttocks with his finger, on my little hole, His finger gives me a strange but pleasant feeling. Meanwhile he caresses, kisses, feels me and tells me to relax, assuring me that it will be really beautiful. His finger, teasing me deeper and deeper, starts to feel agreeable. I relax.


He swaps his finger with his member, he brushes it on my little hole, he starts to push. I yell a short scream and he stops at once, and asks me if I want him to withdraw. I say no - it hurts a little, but I like too much the good feeling it gives me. So he starts again and pushes all of it inside me, very slowly. He stops for a while so that I get used to that massive invasion, then he starts to move up and down. I feel like being in heaven, I like that meaty rod massaging me deep inside. Suddenly I cum against his pallet, he continues for a while, then he too unloads deep inside me.


He asks me if I did enjoy it, and I answer yes. He asks me if I want to do it again with him, and I decidedly answer yes.


When I am back to the tavern, my father asks me why I am so late. I answer that Flavio was really ill and that I didn't feel like leaving him too soon. But now he is sleeping and that he seems more relaxed... My father, luckily, swallows it. That night, in my pallet, I think again about what had just happened and I feel satisfied. Flavio has a fine body, and not just a nice body, but a really beautiful big dick, that he is able to use it skillfully so that making love with him is really pleasurable.


The day after Flavio waits for me on the street. He tells me that he cannot pretend to feel bad each time he wants to make love with me, so we have to find another way to meet. The problem is, I object, that when the tavern is closed and I have some free time, he works at the Saint Peter's yard. But he tells me that he and his roommates make turns to have the room free when one of them wants to have sex, and that therefore he can ask them to have the room for us on Sunday mornings, after the mass, when he is free and the tavern is closed.


I ask him, amazed, if his roommates know about us. He answers that they know he doesn't like girls but boys and that there is no problem. Rather, he adds with an amused smile, sometimes one of his mates, when he can't find a girl, makes sex with him. I ask him if he never had sex with a girl and he answers, making a weird face, that luckily he never did. Between men it is a lot better, he states. If it is so, I ask him, why doesn't everybody have sex just between men? He answers me, laughing, that it is just because otherwise no more boys with which one could make love would be born. I like him when he laughs, he becomes even handsomer.


We start to meet every Sunday morning after the mass. We can make love for a long time, with calm, and I have no problems when I go back home for lunch, my parents think that I was just somewhere around the ward playing with my friends.


I am now fifteen. One evening, leaving the church after mass, while I go to meet Flavio, a group of three patricians is walking on the street in the direction opposite mine. I stand aside, against the wall, to leave them passage. One of them stops in front of me and looks at me from head to toe, then asks me my name, how old I am, where I live. The other two approach, and ask him if by chance he is thinking to take me in his bed. He answers that he is right thinking about it, and fingers between my legs. I blush and try to wriggle away, but I am against the wall and the three youths surround me. That one continues to feel me until I get a hard on, he smiles with lust and says that I suit him. I pray him to let me go, but they take me bodily and try to take me away. I struggle, scream, but one of them pulls out a stiletto and points it at my throat.


They bring me at the small back door of the garden of a mansion I know very well - Palazzo Colonna. The young Colonna, Fabrizio, pushes me inside while his two friends, laughing bid him good bye, wish him to amuse himself and leave. Fabrizio takes me to a small building half hidden in a corner of the garden and with a key opens the door and pushes me inside. There is just one room, luxuriously furnished, where a wide and low bed filled with cushions stands out. He locks the door and orders me to undress.


We are on the bed. He is licking my body all over and he is arousing me. Then, when my dick is straight up and hard, he starts to suck it. I can't deny that it is really agreeable. Then, to my great surprise, he lies down on his back, spreads his legs and folds them on his chest, and orders me to fuck him! And he tells me to do it stronger, stronger... until I loose any embarrassment and start to fuck him with real passion. He likes it, he caress me, he feels me all over, really excited, he jerks himself off fast, shaking under my strong strokes. He orders me not to cum too fast and I do my best... until finally I am no more able to hold it back and empty myself in him, moaning aloud. Then he too cums, uniting his pleasure moans to mines.


He tells me that he really liked me, that he wants me again and makes me swear that I will come back to his place. Why not, I tell myself, I too liked fucking him very much, and if he likes being fucked... He offers me fruits, wine, he caresses me between my legs praising my virility. In fact, even if I am still a boy, I am yet well developed there. Then he lets me go. I dress, leave the garden and he, at the little door, tells me that next Sunday he will wait for me, and that I will find the small door open...


I go at Flavio's place. He was already thinking I wouldn't show up. While we make love, I tell him my adventure. Flavio giggles, excited, and tells me to ask to the young Colonna if by chance he would do it also with him... Flavio says he would like a threesome, and expecially with a patrician...


The following Sunday I try to tell Fabrizio, and he seems really interested in the proposal. He tells me that the following Sunday he will await me and Flavio. So, the Sunday I pass to fetch Flavio and, together, we go to the appointment. Fabrizio seems to be really delighted with Flavio and vice versa, and even if both involve me in their sexual games, Sunday after Sunday I feel to be in the way...


So, when a Swiss of the guard, Willy, who sometimes comes to drink at our tavern, let me understand that he would like to withdraw with me, I at once accept. The soldier takes me in a house where they rent beds, divided just by thin wooden walls and curtains, for couples who have no other place to go. We undress: he is a really handsome man, strong and passionate. And hearing, while we are making love, the moans of the neighbouring couples, is really exciting. They all are men couples, and almost one half are guards of the Pope, friends of Willy. The Swiss Guard has a renown, I discover, for loving sex amongst men.


I didn't completely loose contact with Fabrizio and Flavio, who meanwhile have become a steady couple. So when Fabrizio organizes a party in the countryside villa of the Colonna for his twentieth birthday and invites us, I go there with Willy. There are young patricians, artists, soldiers, boys of the low people... Little by little the atmosphere becomes merry, somebody partially undresses, couples form here and there and touch and kiss without shame. It is almost an orgy where couples form and part and swap freely.


And here I meet Duccio. He is twenty one years old. He is sitting, while a boy sucks his nipple and he rummages with his hand inside the boy's breeches. When I pass near him, I look at the outstanding erection pushing from inside his breeches. Duccio takes my arm and pulls me down to him. He kisses me in my mouth and I start to finger his glorious erection through his clothes. He opens my shirt and kisses my bare chest, then slips his hand in my trousers and caresses my buttocks, rummaging between them until he rims my hole quivering with pleasure. With a warm and sexy voice, he asks me if I want to withdraw with him. I tell him yes. He leaves the other boy, who turns to caress a soldier, stands up and draws me up a stairway. In one bedroom there are yet two couples making love; in another is a threesome on a bed. They all continue unworriedly even if they are aware we are looking at them. Duccio and I are really aroused. We find an empty bed and Duccio takes me on it.


We caress and kiss full of desire and in short we are both naked. He has the most beautiful body I ever saw. He too seems to appreciate my seventeen year old's body, to which he dedicates himself with incredible passion, so that he makes me loose my head. I too dedicate myself to him with passion, we search each other, we kiss incessantly, until at last we unite. First he takes me, but then he wants me to take him, alternating so several times in a crescendo of pleasure to the final enjoyment.


Then Duccio asks me who I am, were I live... he wants to meet again. I too want to meet him again, I like him very much. He tells me that he lives alone, in a small room nearby the Ottavia Porch. He asks me if, after the party, I feel like going to his place with him. I accept with pleasure. We go downstairs, where now several couples are in full embrace, in any corner of the villa, often one near the other. Willy pulls me in a corner where another boy is waiting for him, and they involve me in a threesome, while I see Duccio in the arms of a patrician who is undressing him.


When I and Duccio go home, he tells me that he wants do make love with me again. I feel a little tired, but he succeeds to arouse me again and we unite once more. I ask him if he has a steady lover, he says no. Then he asks me if I want to be his boyfriend but, he specifies, without stupid jealousies, both free to have all the adventures we want. I accept.


I am nineteen years old when the Imperial soldiers pillage Rome. The tavern of my father and my uncle is ravaged and then burned down. My family decides to go back to Velletri, but I want to remain in Rome, so I go to live with Duccio. It is very beautiful to fall asleep near him after making love, and to wake up with him again wanting to make love. We pass a splendid, intense year. Duccio seems insatiable, and I don' dislike this at all.


But a patrician lies his eyes on Duccio and offers him to go to live with him as a steady lover. A luxury life that Duccio is not able to refuse. He leaves me his room and goes away. I work now as an apprentice in a weaponry shop and so I earn my living. But soon I miss Duccio.


Thanks to my work, I meet a rich Swiss banker who moved to Rome two years before, and who collects ancient weapons. And I met also his son Huldrych, a nineteen year old boy, that is three years younger than me. The boy comes often to the shop to bring or to fetch a weapon to restore and, under the pretext of looking how we work, comes near me and looks at me with eyes that, soon, don't leave any doubt for me about his thoughts and desires. I like Huldrych very much, therefore I try to let him know that I'm deeply interested in him.


One day Huldrych, who I call Ulderico, asks me what I do on Sundays, when the shop is closed. I tell him that I do nothing special, that I'm free. He then asks me if I would like to go with him to have a glass of wine and to chat - he doesn't have many acquaintances and he would like us to become friends. We go to drink. He asks me lot of questions, and at a certain point he asks me if I have a girlfriend. I tell him no, and that I'm not even interested in finding one, then I ask him if he has one. He says that he too is not interested in girls, and that he always felt right just with people of his own gender. Then he proposes me to go to his home for lunch. I tell him that my clothes are too humble to be a guest at his place, a middle class home. He tells me that he will lend me one of his suits for the occasion and that, as we are becoming friends, he wants to introduce me to his family.


When we are in his room, he tells me to choose a suit. I take the simplest one, and even that one seems too fine to me. He invites me to change my clothes. I start to undress, he looks at me with evident desire and when I have just the under breeches on me, he draws closer and tells me that I am beautiful, and lightly caresses my chest. I am at once aroused, and he notices it, so he unties my underwear making it slip to my feet, and caresses my tool, looking me in the eye.


When he sees that I don't escape and that, on the contrary, I smile at him, he asks me to undress him. I willingly comply. In a while we are intertwined on his bed, making love. Ulderico offers himself to me and I take him with real pleasure. He is sweet, tender, he welcomes me in him with sheer passion, and moves under me so to give me an increasingly intense pleasure and finally he cums with me, moaning in happiness. We relax slightly panting, caressing and giving each other small kisses, his eyes shining, I am still deeply inserted in him. When I slowly slip out from him, he makes a soft sigh and caresses my cheek.


We dress again, I with the clothes he gave me, and go downstairs in the dining room, sitting at the table with his father, mother, elder brother and younger sister. He introduces me as his friend. His father, I'm sure, recognizes me, but he says nothing and treats me kindly.


Ulderico want me to keep the suit, for the next times, he says. After lunch we stroll downtown, chatting. I like him very much. I tell him so. He gently smiles, happy. Chatting, he tells me that at home his family knows that he likes sex just with men, and that for sure they did understand that we make love. This amazes me, but also excites me.


But when I go to his place and we make love again and then go downstairs for lunch, I feel embarrassed at the thought that his family knows that I just had a sexual intercourse with him. But everybody treats me with the usual kindness, as if I was any common friend of their family. Now, each time the shop is closed for a holiday or on Sundays, I am their guest.


One day Ulderico asks me if I want to be his steady lover. I tell him that I already am, in fact since I've known him, I didn't look for any other boy or man. He tells me that he meant something different - he wants me to go to live with him, in his house, in his room. I ask him what his family will say. He tells me that his family likes me, and that he asked his father, and he didn't raise any objection. I ask him in what capacity I will live in their house, as a servant? No, of course, as a lover, he tells me.


So I move in his room. At the beginning I am rather embarrassed, but I like being with Ulderico very much. I am treated like a member of the family. To spend my time, I keep the weapons collection of the father in order, I do my best to give a hand as often as I can, taking care of a thousand little things. Gradually I start to help also in the bank work. Nothing difficult in the beginning, just keeping the books in order, welcome the clients, little but useful things. Astolfo, the elder brother, teaches me to do other small operations. Apart from Ulderico, of course, Astolfo is the one treating me with more liking and familiarity in the house.


I'm living there for two and half years when one day, while his father and Ulderico are out, Astolfo asks me to help him finding some old account books. We go in the archive room, I am searching, when Astolfo comes at my back, girdles my waist pulling me at him and kisses me on my neck, telling me that he desires me. I try to free myself, gently, telling him not to joke, but I feel he is really aroused and I too become aroused. I still resist him, I recall him that he is near marrying, that I am his brother's lover, but he caresses me between my legs feeling the erection I cannot hide, pushes me against his erection, bits my neck and repeats that he wants me.


I succeed in wriggling free, I am troubled and beg him to stop, but he pushes me against the wall, embraces me, kisses me deep in my mouth and starts to untie my breeches. And I, more and more aroused, surrender to him. When he takes me to his room, I follow him trembling. I let him undress me, I watch him undress and I have a jolt of pleasure when I see his naked body and his splendid, powerful hard on. I put my lips on it like a thirsty man, and when he excitedly whispers that he wants to take me, I offer myself to him - it is so long that I can't remember the pleasure of being taken. The virile impetuosity with which he takes me is sheer pleasure. I really needed that. I abandon myself to the sensations he is giving me, without thinking anything more.


But afterwards, while we lie sated and panting, I feel remorse for what I allowed him to do, for what I did. I tell him that we shouldn't have done that. He says that we just don't have to tell nobody, but that he also enjoyed making love with me. He tells me that, apart from when he was adolescent and he did it with a cousin a couple of times, I am his first man. And that he wants to do it again with me...


For several times I succeed in resisting him, I don't want to cheat on Ulderico, but at last Astolfo succeeds in taking me again in his bed and we again make love. He marries, but even after that, he sometimes manages so he can unite with me. Ulderico doesn't suspect it at all, even when, possibly for a sense of guilt, I make love with him I become even more tender and passionate with him than ever. With Astolfo it happens quite seldom, not even once in a month. But I like it very much, and when he says that he wants me he doesn't need any more praying. Possibly the secrecy of our encounters makes them so exciting... or the fact that I love being taken, besides to take.


I am thirty years old when once Astolfo's wife catches us. It is a tragedy. She cries, insults, shouts, and all the family runs... I would have died for shame. The father orders Astolfo and his wife to go to their room to explain themselves, and gives the same order to me and Ulderico.


It is a painful confrontation, I am terribly ashamed. Ulderico doesn't shout, insult, yell - he is just sad, he wants to know, to understand. I don't try to justify myself, I feel guilty. We talk for a long time. I want to go away, disappear... Ulderico shows to be extraordinary - he tells me that he loves me and that he is ready to forgive me, if I promise him not to cheat on him again. I tell him that it was not my intention to cheat on him, but that I had been weak, and therefore that I don't deserve him. I tell him that now I am too ashamed in front of his family, that I didn't feel like remaining there... that it will be better for everybody if I leave.


But Ulderico goes to talk with his father and asks him to rent a small apartment just for the two of us, so the peace will be back both between him and me, and between Astolfo and his wife. His father accepts, so Ulderico and I move. His love for me doesn't change at all. I succeed in being faithful to him for a long time, even because I am more and more in love with him, but I start again to feel, and stronger as the time passes, the temptation to have somebody penetrating me. And Ulderico, on that ear, seems absolutely not to hear.


So I talk to him with open heart. I tell him that I don't want to cheat on him, but that I miss something and that the temptation to look for that, to find it, is making me more and more weak. He understands me, and tells me that he doesn't want to lose me and that, therefore, if I really cannot resist, I can look for somebody giving me what I need and he is not able to give me. But he tells me also that he is afraid that, if I found somebody ready to take me and to be taken by me, I don't need him anymore and that I could possibly leave him.


I absolutely don't want to leave him. The fact that he gave me his assent, seems for a while to attenuate my problem. But it comes back, little by little. Until one day I meet Duccio again. We greet each other, I ask him how he is and he asks me. He is still with his patrician, who spoils him, and he is happy. I tell him about my problem. He smiles and asks me why not to take a servant at home ready to "put me under every now and then" as he puts it. If I feel like, he can point me out a couple of such people... I ask him to make me meet them.


Duccio made us meet. One is a young man the same age of Ulderico, not really handsome but terribly virile and sexy, whose name is Claudio. When we are alone, I ask the young man if he really would agree to have sex with me. His eyes shine and he says that a man as beautiful as I am for sure doesn't need to beg him. I ask him to undress and I too undress. He has a fine body, sensual, and between his legs a remarkable tool, that as soon as I brush it, stands up imperious.


We lie down and, after exciting each other for a while, I try to penetrate him. He escapes me and says no, he doesn't like that at all, and if it is that what I am looking for, he is sorry but he is the wrong person. I am really happy with that. So I ask him to take me, and Claudio says that he is more than willing to do this. He makes me lie on my back, he pushes my legs against my chest, he kneels in front of my stretched out ass and starts to tease my hole in a very skilled way, until I am all a shudder and feel ready to be taken. Then he lies on me and with a set of well dealt blows, he is inside me to the hilt. He starts to go out and in, and he seems to become even more handsome, while he is taking me. He does it with calm vigour, enjoying me for a long time and making me enjoy it like a real artist. I am conquered.


I talk with Ulderico and I propose him to take Claudio in our home as our servant. He wants to meet Claudio, and he accepts. Claudio comes to live and work in our house. I normally sleep with Ulderico, but some times I also go to Claudio's bed to give vent to my needs. Ulderico is happy: he sees me completely serene, and moreover the house is now sparkling clean. Claudio works hard, and doesn't profit of his peculiar role. With Claudio it is just sex, even if really pleasurable, but I am deeply in love with Ulderico."


"But, how? Weren't you in love with him all the time?" Eugenio asked.


"Yes, possibly at the beginning I thought to feel for him just a strong affection, but the repeated proofs of his love made me understand, year after year, that Ulderico was for me the most important being of all my life. I now realize I am really and deeply in love with him.


When his father decides to open a branch of his bank in Bologna, he sends Ulderico and me to manage it. I am now able to side him completely. We move, keeping with us the faithful Claudio. We remain in Bologna until my death, that is in 1556."


"What's the cause of your death?"


"As they call it in that period, of tertian fever."




CHAPTER 17


DANIELE






"You said that you were also other Italians... Who was the most recent?" Eugenio asked.

"Daniele, who is born in Modena in 1838 and who died in Liverpool in 1883. My mother is a middle class woman, my father an intellectual, a fervent Carbonaro, imprisoned in the risings of '31 and freed in '37. I am the second born, my brother Carlo is born in 1830, just before my father's imprisonment, and I am after his freeing. Just after my birth, my family decides to move to London, because in Modena my father is subject to a very strict and close watch by the police.


So, really, I grow up in London and live all my life in England. In London lives a substantial group of Italian exiles and there is even a school for their children, so I grow up a perfect bilingual. My father immediately joins the Chartists, an English movement for democratic social and political reform, asking for the universal suffrage, the secrecy of vote, and an indemnity for the elected members of Parliament, so that also those coming from lower classes could be elected and live caring full time for their Parliament's duties.


We live in the West End of London, the poorest area, full of immigrants that the flourishing industries draw in great number. In 1851 the First Universal Exposition is held in London, the exposition of the new techniques opened by Queen Victoria in Hide Park. I am thirteen, and I am hired in the pavilion of the Kingdom of Piedmont and Sardinia thanks to my perfect bilinguism. I like that work and that lively and international ambience where all nations show the best of their industrial production. In the little free time, I systematically visit it.


So, I meet another boy, an Englishman working at the Expo like me. His name is Joseph and he is sixteen. A mutual instinctive liking begins. The first of us who has free time goes to the other's pavilion and if we both are free, we go around together. Our friendship lasts after the Expo. Joseph then proposes me to go to work with him at a publisher-bookseller in Oxford Circus, who is extending his activities and is looking for new personnel.


I am fourteen, I am eating lunch with Joseph in the shop's store, when my friend asks me if I like Dorothy, the owner's daughter. I answer that I found her too haughty. He then asks me if I wouldn't like to have sex with her, even just once. I say that I never thought about that. He insists, and asks me if I never fancied to do it with a girl. I answer no, I didn't yet think of such matters. He smiles and asks me if I never get hard ons. "Sure it happens", I answer quietly. "And what do you do, then?" he asks. Without shame, after all we are friends, and just three years apart, I answer that I beat off. He smiles and says that it is the same for him.


A few days later, while we are setting some books in a shelf, he tells me that he has a hard on and drives my hand to feel it. I touch it, smile, and ask him if he wants to beat off. He too smiles but says that unhappily it is not possible there, somebody could come and it will be more than just embarrassing. And he adds that he would not be ashamed of me, because we are real friends.


Our chats, little by little, become more intimate, more explicit. One evening he invites me for dinner to his home. We pass to warn my family. My mother objects that she is not happy thinking I would have to go back home alone, at night. So Joseph tells her that I can stop to sleep with him and that the following morning we can go to work together. My mother accepts then. We go, he introduces me to his parents, we have dinner, chat a little all together, then it is time to hit the bed. Of course I will share the bed with my friend. We slip under the covers wearing just our long drawers. We talk a little, then Joseph proposes me to beat each others' meat. I accept. We open the drawers and touch each other. I like feeling his hands on me, his hard thing throbbing in my hands. All happens quietly, agreeably, until we both reach the satisfaction. I think it all is over, and that we will go to sleep now, but instead he uncovers me, looks at me and whispers at me that he likes me a lot. His words please me, his caresses on my chest, belly, soft genitals, please me even more. He is arousing me again, then he asks me to caress him, and I willingly do it.


He sucks my nipples, it is great, so I reciprocate. I feel that what we are doing now is different from before. Before it was little more than a game between two horny adolescents, but now it's something more intimate, beautiful, intense... He turns so that he can lick my belly, then lowers, lowers, and starts to lick and suck the thing between my legs. I give a start for the pleasure and moan. He whispers at me to be careful or we can be heard. The awareness of that excites me even more. His straight, palpitating member is at a span from my face. I look at it with pleasure, caress it, then start to lightly kiss it, I try to lick it - it throbs, warm, strong. I like it. I try to make it slid between my lips and this time it is Joseph to give a start for the pleasure.


I suck him like he is doing to me, and that double feeling, between my legs and in my mouth, inebriates me. We caress each other all over our bodies, continuing, in a crescendo of good vibrations. And suddenly I cum, and to my great surprise, he drinks it all. And he too cums. He keeps my head pressed against his groin, and I too feel his taste, strange, unusual, but good... When we are done, we part and he turns again. I whisper to him that that way is lot better than just with hands... I ask him who taught him such a great thing... He tells me that it was three years before, one of his cousins who now is soldier in India.


Between us there is now more than simple friendship, there is complicity. At times he invites me again to stay at his home, and I too start to invite him, and as we always sleep alone and together on these occasions, we make love again in that pleasurable way. We continue like that for three years, that is until he succeeds to enter in the Royal Navy, his dream for ages, and so we part.


For almost one year I don't have any sex. I am waiting for Joseph who is now fighting in Crimea. Meanwhile I am eighteen and I am now a shop assistant in the main book shop. An university student comes often to check the new books, his name is Edward and he is twenty years old. When he discovers that I am Italian, he starts to speak Italian with me. Little by little we become friends. He is a great admirer of Italian Renaissance. From time to time he buys 'a prints book'on Italian fine arts.


A beautiful book 'in sexto' with prints of the Belvedere's Apollo, of the Laocoon and other nudes has just been issued. As soon as Edward comes, I show it to him. He looks at it, finds it very beautiful, lingers on the reproduction of the Apollo and tells me that his dreams are to go to Rome to see the originals. His fingers seem to caress the Apollo image. For the first time I think that I would like his fingers to caress my body that way... Edward seems more beautiful to me than ever, and I am aroused.


Our eyes meet. He continues to thumb through the book, and opens the section with the prints showing the paintings of the Sistine Chapel..."


"Ah, the Sistine Chapel again?" Eugenio interrupted.


"Michelangelo's nudes are beautiful, even in the black and white print reproductions. He stops on the page with a detail of the "Expulsion from Eden" and says to me: "Look how beautiful he depicted Adam and how Eve looks like an old witch!" I smile and say that in my opinion the male body is more fascinating than the female one. He looks at me slightly surprised, but he nods and adds: "Expecially that of you Italians is beautiful..." then he asks me with a cunning smile: "But, yours is really so small?" and he points at that of Adam.


I answer him that it is not so, and that at least mine is way more developed... The play of our glances becomes slyer, he tells me that he doesn't believe me, so I answer him that I'm ready to prove it. He asks me, with an air of pulling my leg: "Here? Now?" I answer him: "No, elsewhere." He then asks me if I would like to pose for him. "Naked?" I ask him. "Sure, naked." he answers. "Why not." I say.


All seems just a joke between young people, he buys the book, thanks me and goes away. But a few days later he comes again, a little before closing time, and asks me, in Italian, if I really feel like going to his room to pose. I immediately confirm. So he waits for closing time, then I follow him. He lives in a small room on the last floor of a house in Soho. He pulls out a sketch-book, a pencil, sits on a stool and tells me that he is ready - if I want to undress...


I undress in front of him and his eyes don't lose sight of me for an instant, so that little by little I am aroused and when I am naked, I have an half erection. He makes me take up my pose, and starts to draw. Then he comes near me to correct my position. His hands on my naked skin excites me again, and now I have a full erection. He notices it, smiles and says that it is true that mine is bigger than in Michelangelo's drawings... and caresses it. I quiver and he holds it tight, kneading it... I pull him to me and now it's my turn to finger between his legs and feel his erection. I start to undress him, and he lets me do.


I undress him, push him towards the near bed, he lies down and I go on him, he embraces me. We kiss, brushing our bodies one against the other and giving at last free vent to our mutual desire. We are terribly aroused. I like Edward, he is incredibly hot in bed, he loses that shyness usually characterizing him, he reacts with passion to my caresses, to my kisses. And then he begs me to penetrate him...


I tell him that I would like to, but that I've never done it. He then guides me in himself. Just to feel the desire with which he offers himself to me excites me even more, and finally I start to sink inside him. My member slips inside him like a hand in its glove, it is a splendid sensation. I take him with real enthusiasm, he gives himself to me with as much enthusiasm... It ia a passionate ride, fantastic. I like how he replies to each of my pushes, with joyfully participation. And when at last we cum, and then we relax, languidly embraced, he asks me if I want to become his boyfriend. I answer yes, without the slightest hesitation, and he caresses me, happily.


When we leave the bed, I go to see what he was drawing. He giggles, lightly blushing, and tells me that he is not able to draw - it was just a pretext to take me there, to see me naked. I embrace him telling him that I prefer that way than the opposite, him wanting to really draw me but not to make love with me... He again blushes, but he is happy.


Edward is really a delicious lover, full of kindness, attention, care towards me. Little by little I become aware I am falling in love with him. It must show, because my brother asks me if I got a girlfriend. I deny, but he doesn't believe me. But I cannot for sure tell him that I got a boyfriend! My family would never accept such a thing.


The problem arises after about two years. Edward insists that I go to live with him. But how could I justify such a thing to my family? They have the mentality that a son leaves his parents' house only the day he marries. Also my older brother, who is still bachelor, lives at home. For Edward it is easy, since his family lives in Liverpool and he studies in London. I try to make him understand, to make him reason, I ask him to be patient, if he loves me...


We go on, some way or another, for another year, where for me the only really beautiful moments between Edward and me are when we make love. Besides these moments, Edward becomes more and more difficult, insistent, sometimes he accuses me to not really love him, to have sex with him just when it suits me... He says that from his part, just to live with me, he would be ready to go against his family, but I on the contrary...


On Christmas 1859 he takes me to Liverpool, to his parents home. And during the Christmas meal, almost as if to prove what he told me, he announces to his family that I am his lover. He didn't tell me his intentions before, and I feel terribly ill at ease. An incredible sense of ice lowers on the table. His father, after a while, asks him since when he had "such preferences". He answers that it is since ever, his first time was when he was thirteen. It seems quite like I don't exist, they talk among themselves. His father asks him with whom he did it the first time. Edward answers that it is irrelevant, that what really is important to him is his relationship with me. Suddenly I exist again, I feel the eyes of everybody on me. His mother asks him how he could dare to give them such news at the Christmas meal, spoiling everything. His older brother defends him, and also his elder sister, even if in a softer, more nuanced way. I don't know were to turn, what to do, what to say.


I would like to go back to London, I feel deeply ill at ease. At a certain point his father, after a long silence, says that now we have to end the Christmas meal, and then we will resume the matter with calm. I have to force myself to be able to continue to eat. Edward seems calm.


After lunch, the father decides that "we men" have to go to the lounge to clarify the problem. I am more and more embarrassed. We move. The father first interrogates Edward, almost as if he wants to make sure it is not just a transient caprice. At the end, facing the certainty shown by his son, he doesn't do a moral speech as I expected from him, but one about social appearance. Provided that it is not known, he says in substance, if his son is "that way", there is nothing to do... As long as he doesn't tell it around, as long as he doesn't show himself in inconvenient ways, as long as it doesn't cause a scandal... what he does in bed with me is just our business, he concludes. He just reminds us that for the sexual intercourse between two men, the law is really stern, it previews imprisonment.


Edward is triumphant, he looks at me almost as if he wanted to say: didn't I tell you? The fact is that he doesn't know my family, I object when we are alone. Especially my father certainly wouldn't react that way... I am sure that, for the sake of preventing me from having a relationship with a man, he would be ready to report me to the police, to see me in jail...


Back in London, things between us get worse. Edward is not persuaded that my family would be so ill inclined to accept our relationship. So, after some rather animated discussions, Edward tells me not to show up at his place anymore, until I'm ready to go to live with him, facing my family...


I am distressed, because I really love him and like him very much, but really I don't feel like facing my father. We don't meet any more. I hope he will change his mind, he will come to look for me, but it doesn't happen. He doesn't come to the book shop anymore either. Little by little I resign myself.


1861 comes and the king of Piedmont is proclaimed king of Italy. My father decides to go back to Italy to contribute to the formation of the new, united nation. He wants all off us to go back with him, but both my brother Carlo, who meanwhile has married but lives still with us, and I prefer to remain in England and in the end my father accepts. My brother moves with his wife in the room of my parents and I remain in my room. After a short time I see the opportunity to live at last alone and, with the pretext to leave them their intimacy, I move in a small flat in another part of the city.


I didn't forget Edward, so I go to look for him. But at his place there is another man, with whom he lives now, so I can just withdraw in good order, disappointed. I feel lonely in my apartment in Camden Street, I want, I need a lover. I start to look around, I know that there are places where people like me meet, so I start to visit them regularly. I have various adventures, but nothing serious, nothing lasting, nothing important. People who just need to give vent to a night's desire, without any involvement.


I am 25 when I meet Kenneth, a 22 year old boy from Ireland. He comes to our book shop quite often with a nice girl, it must be his girlfriend. I am sorry, I ask myself why such handsome boys have to "waste" themselves with girls. I really like Kenneth very much, but thinking he is 'girls hunt reserve', I don't even try, I content myself admiring and dreaming of him.


Once Kenneth comes alone and, as always, he addresses me to have an advice on a good novel. I advice him the last reprint of Walter Scott and ask him why his fiancee didn't come. He looks at me slightly amazed, then tells me that the girl accompanying him usually is not his girlfriend, but his younger sister. Then he adds: "I don't have a girlfriend, and neither the intention to get one - I like my freedom too much..."


Then, to test him, I throw a sentence: "A girl today and another the next day..." He says no, to date a girl means to let her put a slipknot around your neck, she just has to pull and you find yourself married... I ask him if he lives with his parents. He says no, they are just four siblings and they live together, his older brother, his older sister, him and his younger sister. His parents still live in Ireland. His two sisters work as nurses, his brother as teacher in a boarding school and he is bookkeeper of a forwarding agency.


Little by little we become friends, I start to hope that Kenneth likes me. On Sundays we go together to see the horses races, or we walk in a park, taking our food with us and making picnics on the grass. He is likeable, full of curiosity for everything, and has a smile I like very much. I feel I desire him more and more. I would like to be able to create the conditions to make him understand...


One day he tells me he envies me because I live alone - he too would like to have my freedom. I answer that instead I would like not to be alone... for example, I would like to share my home with a friend... He looks at me and asks: "Not with a girl?" I answer: "No, I too prefer not to be tied by a woman... a friend, one like you, for instance. I think I would feel very good with you." He doesn't answer, it seems rather he is avoiding my eyes and I think he understood what I wanted to tell him with that sentence, and he doesn't like that.


But his attitude towards me doesn't change. So, one Sunday, I invite him to come to see where I live. He accepts, we go upstairs. He tells me that he likes my place, and admires some prints of male nudes I hanged on my living room. He asks me if I am fond of classical art... I answer him that I liked these prints. He says they are beautiful, then suddenly asks me if in my opinion it is true that Greeks had sex between men.


I tell him I believe it is true. He then says, thoughtfully: "Who knows how it could be, doing it with a man?" then, with candour he tells me that he doesn't even know how it could be with a girl... I look at him almost unbelieving and ask him how it comes that at 22 he still is a virgin. This word makes him smile: "I would never have defined myself such," he says, "but it is true, I am still a virgin." Then he explains to me: "Women don't attract me at all..." "And... men?" I ask him almost in a whisper. He looks at me, sees my encouraging smile and says: "Yes, sometimes, some men..."


I put my hand on his arm and, finally, I tell him that I feel very attracted to him. He blushes, but murmurs he is flattered. Then, blushing again, he asks me if I never had a "story" with a man. I tell him yes, and he seems quite astounded, but he asks me how it is, if it it beautiful... I tell him that it can be really beautiful and, with a deep emotion, I ask him if he would like to try it with me. He acts coy, embarrassed, and tells me that he never thought about it, that he doesn't know...


We change the subject and the tension loosens, he becomes again cheerful like before. We go out to have a walk, then bid good bye, making an appointment for the following Sunday. Now I desire him strongly and ask myself what I can do to persuade him. The thought that he has never made love makes him even more desirable in my eyes. The following Sunday I invite him again to come at my place, but he says he prefers to go for a walk.


I don't bring up the subject again, we continue to meet, to spend our time together. It is a Summer afternoon, we are seated under a tree, near the Serpentine. Kenneth says he would like to be on the seaside, on a beach, in swimsuit, to dive in the water... I like the idea, I could, for the first time, see him half naked... I propose to go to the seaside the following Sunday together. He accepts at once. I go to buy myself a nice swimsuit of thin jersey in big horizontal stripes of rust and green, as is the fashion. I try it at home and see with pleasure that it underlines pleasantly what I have between my legs, and I feel really sexy. Would Kenneth also feel that way?


The following Sunday we take the omnibus and go to the beach. When we are in our swimsuits, I have soon to lie on my belly to hide the too conspicuous erection that I get looking at Kenneth's body. He is aware of my way of looking at him and smiles, slightly embarrassed. Then he proposes me to go diving and he runs in the water. I run after him. Some time we swim, some time we just soak, and I continue to look at him with growing desire. We go back to the beach and stretch to dry under the sun. Kenneth looks at me, then murmurs that he feels good staying with me...


I look at him and my heart starts to drum, more than for the words, for the tone he said them and the intense way he is looking at me. I answer that each minute I spend near him is a joy to me. He stretches out his hand and puts it on my arm, in a kind of caress, saying nothing. I then say that I like feeling his hand on my skin, and he tightens his hold a little and says that it's a pity there are other people. What his words clearly imply, excites me.


I propose him to go back to London, to go to my place to conclude the day. He accepts with evident pleasure. All along the travel we just look at each other, in silence. He comes up to my flat and now we are strangely awkward, both of us. Finally I put my hand on his arm and pull him gently to me. I embrace him, he squeezes against me and I feel he is trembling. I caress his cheek, lightly kiss his lips. He emits a light sigh. I kiss him with more vigour, I caress all over his body, he abandons himself in my arms closing his eyes.


I take him in my bedroom and start to undress him. He shudders and trembles, excited, returns greedily my kisses, caresses my body while I undress, docile, lets me push him on my bed, and when I lie on him, he embraces me tightly. Full of desire, I whisper to him that I want him. He simply says yes, but I read my same desire in his eyes.


But, no matter how much he desires me and wants to give himself to me, it is his first time, he is not used to it, and it is too painful for him. So I desist. We caress, we conclude in that way. He asks me to forgive him, he is really sorry... I tell him it is not important, I am happy just to hold him in my arms, caress, kiss him.


The next time he comes at my place, he shows me a small glass jar. He explains to me that it is a lubricant and anaesthetic ointment his sisters use in hospital. He invites me to use it because, he says, he wants me in him. I am moved, I take him in my bed and, after arousing him, try again. He encourages me. He doesn't want me to stop even when he lightly winces with pain and is not able to hide it. I slowly slip inside him, and finally he is mine. I stay still, his breath is deep, he is trying to relax. He smiles at me and whispers "Now... fuck me, please..." and never that word seemed so beautiful, so sweet to me.


It is so wonderful making love with him! It is a dream to move inside his so hot and so tight love channel. He looks at me with a radiant smile, his eyes lost in mine. Suddenly he cums against my belly and this makes me reach my orgasm at once, deeply inside him. I then slip out and embrace him. He tells me he is happy. I tell him that I am sorry to hurt him, but he serenely says that he will get used soon, and that anyway he likes receiving me inside him too much to not continue. He caresses me sweetly and asks if I am happy with him... I tell him that I adore him, and it is true. I bend down to kiss him and he curls up against me.


So, Kenneth becomes my lover. To be with him is so beautiful, and not just to make love. I tell him I would like us to live together, and he promises me he will do all he can, that he too desires it. He just asks me to give him some time to set everything at home with his brother and sisters... I now understand what Edward did feel when he insisted we had to live together. And I am happy that Kenneth doesn't rise all the difficulties I rose then...


He moves in at my place just a few months later, at the beginning of December. I feel like dreaming, we fit together so good. Sometimes I wake up at night, and feeling him near me fills me with pleasure. I normally end my work before him, so I go to fetch him to go home together. It is so good knowing he is waiting for me, seeing him lighten up with a great smile as soon as he sees me.


At Christmas my brother wants me to go to his place for lunch, and Kenneth's siblings want him to go to their place, but we don't want to be seperated that very day. So I tell my brother I will go to his place for lunch, but with a friend, and Kenneth tells his siblings he will come for dinner, with a friend... At lunch I introduce Kenneth to my brother and sister in law, telling them that he lives at my place, with me. This also remembers me of that Christmas with Edward. Just, I don't tell Carlo that Kenneth is my lover. I don't know if my brother guesses it or not, but he doesn't ask questions and nothing happens. At mid afternoon we go to the home of Kenneth's siblings. He also tells them that I am the friend with whom he lives now. Kenneth's brother looks at me nodding and I'm almost sure he did understand, but he also says nothing.


Kenneth's brother and sisters marry, and we both are invited to their marriages. My brother has children, and we both are invited to their baptisms... it's evident that our families accepted us as an inseparable couple. I recall Edward's father words: "As long as you don't cause a scandal, do what you want..." Yes, our society is that way... hypocritical.


In 1872 the book shop where I still work, opens a branch in Liverpool and the owner decides to make me the manager. I then propose Kenneth to leave his work and come to work with me in Liverpool as accountant in the new book shop. He immediately accepts. We look for an apartment in that town and move.


Here I meet Edward again, who now lives with a new lover, a railroad engineer, a taciturn but likeable type. We become friends, we meet often. At first George, the engineer, is somewhat jealous of me, knowing that I was Edward's lover, but then, seeing how much Kenneth and I are united and in love, he overcomes his jealousy and he also starts to open up with us.


Kenneth and I are happy, no clouds dim our splendid relationship. Until I fall ill in 1883. I stay in bed for about three months, then it seems I recover and on the contrary, suddenly I get worse and in three days I die, assisted by my sweet Kenneth..."


"You were still young..."


"I was just forty five."


"Right. And... you don't know what happened to Kenneth."


"Of course not. I cannot know that."


"Wouldn't you like?"


"Bah, it is just not possible."


"Don't you miss some of your lovers?"


"No. As a soul I see everything with some detachment. I don't have attachment for things, for people."


"I don't like it. This means that also love dies with death."


"No, I love all of them. Simply, it is not possible to make alive again what has ended."


"Who do you love more, of your various lovers?"


"It doesn't exist a more or less. I love them, that's all."


"It is not easy to understand... But now I have to leave you. I am already a little late. Hear you tomorrow." Eugenio said, bid good bye and closed his cellular.




CHAPTER 18


MICHELE






As soon as Eugenio had some free time, he pulled out his cellular from his pocket, opened it and asked the voice to tell him about another Italian.

"Are you curious about when I am Michele, born in Lucca in 1712?"


"I don't know. Did he have an interesting life?"


"Don't ask me, all are interesting for me who lived them. Anyway... I am born in Lucca. My father is a miller of Lucca, and my mother is a very beautiful Spanish girl, but she dies when I am six years old. My father marries again, a woman who has a son, Felice, eight years old. My step brother and I fit well together at once. Later on my sister and another brother are also born. We boys help our father in the mill and grow up strong and beautiful. I admire Felice very much, and he is also respected by all the boys of the neighborhood.


It's been years that we sleep together, and when one night he starts playing with me, touching between my legs and making me touch him, I accept without the slightest problem. On the contrary, as I am reaching puberty, I like those games more and more. In reality we limit ourselves to brush one against the other, to touch each other, until we reach a strong pleasure. Then we sleep, half embraced, enjoying the warmth of the other's body.


Felice is fourteen and I am twelve. Some foreign young nobles pass our town. They are making the "Grand Tour". English Lords, French, Spanish, German aristocrats, usually accompanied by a servant and a tutor, sometimes also by a guide. One night Felice tells me what happened to him - the guide of a French nobleman approached him and told him that the noble wanted to amuse himself with him, and that he will give him some coins if he accepted. Felice did, and the young aristocrat made him undress, took him to his bed and did some really good and amusing things with him.


I ask him what it was, and he asks me if I want to try those things with him. I say yes. So Felice tells me that he will play the part of the French noble, and that I have to play his part. To me this seems a game even more interesting than any other we did before. But in reality, for the first time, we have a real and complete sexual intercourse, and Felice, after we kissed and I sucked him, penetrated me. I really like the feeling, so after that night, we regularly do it again, before sleeping. Also Felice, sometimes, does it again with some passing young aristocrat, in fact the guides had passed word of the fact that the eldest soon of Lucca's miller is willingly available to the noble foreigners' desires.


I ask Felice if and when I too could do it, but my step brother tells me that first I have to grow up, that I'm still too young. But he always tells me with abundance of details what he does with these foreigners, and this arouses me very much, and I am even more aroused when we do the same things with each other.


I am fifteen years old when the guide of a young English Lord comes to look for my brother Felice. Instead of going to call him, I lie and tell the man that Felice is not at home, but that, if he wants, I can go instead of my brother. The guide looks at me from head to toe, then accepts, and takes me to the inn where the Lord stopped.


The noble young man looks at me, then makes to me a gesture to follow him. He takes me to his room. I remember Felice's tales so that, even without understanding a single word of what the Englishman says, I know what to do. I let him undress me, and I undress him, and I caress, kiss and lick his body as I am uncovering it and the young man seems happy. I do my best, I want the man to be happy with me, and when he at last mounts me and takes me, I welcome him with real pleasure. His isn't so much bigger than Felice, so I can receive it all inside me almost without problems.


The Lord seems more than happy with me, gives me some coins and later his guide tells me that the young man wants me again in his bed, for the period of his stay. I go to the inn several times, and willingly. When, that first time, I tell Felice in bed of my adventure, he tells me that evidently I'm grown enough. I tell him that I have had a very good teacher in him, but I also tell him that, this time, I want to be the one on top and take him... Felice doesn't object, so I take him and feel that I like taking at least as much as being taken.


I am sixteen when a French Count, a young man twenty-one years old, is so pleased by the sex he has with me, that he proposes that I go on the "Grand Tour" with him. The thought fascinates me, also because the way of making love of this young man, Guillaume, is really pleasing. So, I tell my family that I'm entering the service of that aristocrat, and leave my home.


We go to Florence, Pisa, and Rome. During the days I accompany him, carrying all he needs to make his drawings, and during the nights I am in his bed, ready to please him. I am with him when he goes North to Bologna, and from here to Venice, then Milan, then Bern and finally France. But when we reach Dijon, Guillaume dismisses me. It is true that he gives me very good money to compensate me for my good "services", but I feel disappointed.


At first I think to go back to Lucca, so I go down towards Lyon. I am at half way, when I stop in a small inn. Here stopped also a musical trio travelling to Paris, hired by Madame Geoffrin. Amongst them is a violinist, whose name is Antoine, a young man, twenty-five years old. When he understands I am Italian, he starts to speak Italian with me. He asks me how it happens I am in this part of France, and I tell him I was in service with a young noble during one part of his "Grand Tour" and that he dismissed me just a short time ago.


He looks at me and smiles, then he tells me that he did understand, and that he would like to have the same services from me. I look at him somewhat surprised, asking myself if he is really proposing me to have sex with him. Antoine, not to leave me any doubt, asks me if I wouldn't like "to do it" with him. I answer yes, so he proposes me to go at once upstairs, in his room.


He doesn't lose time in preliminaries, he undresses, goes on the bed on all fours, and asks me to penetrate him. He asks me to take him with force, and the more I hammer into him with vigour, the more he seems to enjoy it. When we finally cum, I am satisfied but also a little worn out. Antoine tells me that he liked me very much, and asks me if I feel like doing it again, with his two companions... I look at him in astonishment, so he explains to me that all three of them like being taken, and that usually, if one of them finds a good young bull, he shares him with the others. And he says I have been really good, I am strong and virile, and I also have a really nice tool.


I remain in bed while Antoine dresses and goes downstairs. After a short while Edouard comes in, he is twenty-eight years old and he plays the viola. He greets me, comes near me and looks at me with evident desire. While he undresses, he caresses between my legs. He is less well shaped than Antoine, more thin, but between his legs he has a tool that gives me the creeps - happily he doesn't want to take me, I think... Without coming in bed, he bends down to my groin and sucks me for a good while, masturbating himself. Then he climbs on me, astride, and impales himself... He does everything, he springs up and down, he sways his hips, he enjoys me silently until he obtains his full satisfaction.


Then he goes out of the bed, tells me to wait, dresses and leaves. After a moment the third one comes in the bedroom, Victor. He is twenty-three years old and plays the cello. He is Edouard's brother. He hurriedly undresses, he is not bad at all, even if Antoine remains the most handsome. He smiles at me with a glance half way between impudent and shy, and says I am really beautiful. He comes to the bed and starts to kiss and caress all of my body, and I do the same to him, until he lies at my side, upside down, and I understand that he wants us to suck each other. So we unite. He is really skilled in sucking and, even though I did cum already twice, he gives me a new hard on without difficulty.


After a while he lies on his back, spreads his legs and asks me to take him. I make his legs rest on my shoulders and take him. He brushes my nipples, moaning with pleasure, pushing against me at each of my thrusts, giving me a stronger and stronger pleasure. When he feels that I am about to cum he takes my head between his hands and kisses me deeply, until we both have our orgasm. I abandon myself on him, panting, completely emptied, without any energy left in me. He caresses my back, tells me that he liked me very much, that I really am a man and that I have a really beautiful body and an even more beautiful member...


We dress again, and he invites me to have supper with them. While eating they talk about me and at a certain point Antoine proposes me to go into service with them, to accompany them to Paris. I smilingly answer that I would like to, but that I could not be able, each time, to satisfy all three of them like I did this afternoon. They say that they understand that, but that I will stay each night in the bed of another one of them. Along the day I will have to take care of their luggage, keep their clothes always in order, expecially when they have to perform in the concerts. They will also have special clothes made for me to accompany them in the concerts. They will pay me a monthly salary, not really high, but with the expenses of meals, lodging and travels on them, quite good. So, in the end I accept.


So, I follow them to the North, to Paris. Of the three musicians, I fit well with Antoine, because he is likeable and speaks Italian fluently. Edouard is not bad, but we two never really become close. Little by little, the one I like more is Victor, expecially in bed, but not only.


In Paris we are guests of Madame Geoffrin, a beautiful woman, regal, about thirty years old. What amazes me is that she knows that I am a somewhat particular servant, and this doesn't seem to scandalize her at all, on the contrary... Her literary salon hosts each time around fifty, one hundred people, for the main part men. They are men of letters, scientists, artists, philosophers both French and foreigners, mainly Italians. Just to tell you some of the names I meet at her place, important people like Diderot, Beccaria, D'Alembert, Voltaire, Algarotti... And it is right in her salon that the idea of the "Encyclopedie" starts and is carried out. Each time the Madame opens her salon, my three musicians have to perform pieces of their repertoire at the beginning. Then we too mix with the guests. My duty is to bring the music stands, the instruments, the scores, and then to put everything away. For the rest of the time I can stay there, in fact I don't appear to be a servant, but an assistant. It is Madame Geoffrin who wants me to remain. I think that the Madame has a liking for me.


She is a woman of a refined culture, she masters, besides French, also Italian, German, English and Spanish. She is a connoisseur of fine arts, music, literature, history, philosophy. It is enchanting just to hear her, she has verve, sense of humor and depth of thought. She really is a great lady.


One day the Madame takes me aside and tells me that one of her guests, the marquis De Machy, took a fancy to me. I am somewhat ill at ease, I don't know what to say and, to take my time, I answer that I am in service with the Messiers, the musicians... She answers that I don't belong to them and that, if I accepted to become the protege of the marquis, I would have all to gain, and she offers to introduce me to the marquis. I don't dare to refuse such a explicit request, therefore I follow her.


The marquis De Machy is completely different from what I feared. He is a young man, just twenty years old, beautiful like the sun, with intense eyes, smiling, deep and sensual. I feel at once incredibly attracted to him. After introducing us, the Madame leaves us alone. The marquis, Jean-Philippe, invites me to sit near him at a window, where we can talk undisturbed.


I am literally fascinated by that young man, who is just two years older than me. He asks me about my life, a thousand details, and I tell him everything. And when he starts to ask me more intimate questions, I also answer him on these matters, without the slightest embarrassment, so much he is able to put me at ease. When he proposes me to go with him, I feel a great desire to answer yes, but I repeat to him that I am in service with the musicians. He answers me with the same words as the Madame - I don't belong to them. I am still a little hesitant, but my heart hammers, so much I feel attracted to Jean. When the Madame passes near us, he stands up and says something to her. The Madame smiles at me and tells me not to worry, she will settle everything.


So, when the guests begin to leave, Jean waits for me in the hall while I go upstairs to get my mantle, then takes me to his coach. He tells the driver to bring us to his country lodge and to came back to fetch us the day after. His country lodge is just out of Paris, it's a nice little villa in the middle of a park. Servants welcome him somewhat surprised, Jean orders to prepare a room for me and the supper for both of us. Then he takes me to a small studio. Here he pulls me against him and for the first time he touches me, he kisses me. He is so sweet, I like him very much.


He caresses me, I feel he is excited and this arouses me, but he whispers to me he will come to meet me in the night and parts from me, telling me that it is not good to run to the top so fast. He asks me if I am able to ride, and when I say I am not, he promises to teach me. Then he asks me if I want to teach him Italian, and he will help me to improve my French. From all that I understand that he plans to have me with him for a long period, and this pleases me. We have supper. Then we stroll in the park, and here he embraces me again, pushing me against a tree and kisses me. Then again he parts, telling me again he will come to see me, later. I desire him more and more.


A short while after I am in my bed, he enters my room. He lights all the chandeliers before coming near me, saying that he wants to see me well. He comes to my bed and leans against me, just our night shirts separate our bodies, so I clearly perceive his warmth, his excitation. He caresses me, kisses me for a long while and finally he pulls off my night shirt and looks with evident admiration at my body. So I undress him. He is really beautiful, and I caress his now bare body, full of desire. It seems he wants to protract these moments, and that suits me fine.


For the first time in my life I have the sharp feeling that what we are doing is not sheer and simple sex, but really making love. And yet we barely know each other... Jean devotes himself to me with tender passion and I instinctively reciprocate, with the same sentiment. Until Jean, after bringing me to a very strong arousal, first offers himself to me, then he takes me... and in both moments I am conquered by his tender virility, by the gentle vigour with which he gives himself to me and then takes me...


Afterwards we continue to caress and to kiss for a long while, our bodies languidly intertwined. Jean tells me that he likes me very much, and asks me to remain with him. I answer that I can't hope nothing better than that, because I never felt so good with anybody until now. He says he wants to remain to sleep with me. I am happy. We fall asleep in a short while, still embraced.


On the following morning, at dawn, Jean wakes me with kisses and caresses all over my body and we make love with renewed desire. His luminous, smiling eyes fill me with passion and again we take each other with calm passion, for a long while. Then he goes back to his room to dress, and we meet downstairs for breakfast. His coach arrives. Jean tells me to wait for him there. He has to go to his family mansion to settle something, but he will be back, and he will teach me to ride a horse, and then we will spend some days together.


When he is back, in the evening, during supper he tells me that he wants me to stay with him. He says he is preparing his "Grand Tour" and he wants me to accompany him. "As your servant", I say happily. "No," he says, "as my companion. You will never be my servant." I make him remark that I am not a nobleman, I would not even know how to behave, he would cut a bad figure because of me. He tells me that there are so many pretending to be noble... he will teach me the manners, and he intends, as soon as I am ready, to introduce me to his family as an Italian gentleman. Michele Di San Martino, gentleman of Lucca. I laugh, say to him that they will never swallow it, but he is really determined - he wants me to be able to stay at his side on any occasion. I ask him how his family will take this project, but he says I don't have to worry.


In these days he teaches me to ride, I teach him Italian, which he easily learns, having studied Latin, and he corrects my French. He teaches me the etiquette and some rudiments of fencing. And he spends every night in my bed to make love, and it is splendid.


He is back in Paris for a couple of days, then he spends some more days with me, continuing my education. Then he goes back to Paris, but this time he takes me with him. He takes me to an Italian tailor and asks him to prepare a full wardrobe of clothes in the latest Italian fashion, then he takes me to a little hotel where he comes to see me almost every day. The tailor is making me a set of really beautiful clothes, fit for various occasions. I never wore such beautiful attires!


He takes me again to his his lodge and here I find a young Italian servant - he will be my personal servant, the servant of the knight of San Martino... I let him have his way, he seems so sure... Certainly, wearing these clothes and my first powdered wig, I seem another person. I am beginning to ride almost easily, and also fencing is not bad. Jean says I am a fast learner and is proud of me. And he makes love with me with unchanged pleasure and passion. Little by little I become aware that I am falling in love with him. He is really an exceptional young man, he has a strong and gentle character at the same time.


We are together for one month and a half when he decides it is time to introduce me to his family. He first announces the visit of an Italian friend, then he comes to fetch me with his coach, together with my luggage and my servant, and takes me to the De Machy Mansion. On the way I ask him if his family could not become aware of the truth from the servants of their country lodge, but he assures me that they are faithful to him, and that they will never betray us. In the past they willingly covered his adventures, without any problem. I ask him if I too am one of his adventures. He looks at me with is sweet eyes, takes my hand, squeezes it gently and says that no, he hopes not, he hopes that between us something more solid is growing. I am moved and tell him that I feel I am falling in love with him. Jean takes my hand to his lips, kisses it and tells me he his happy.


I am welcomed by Jean's family, without any suspect. They have a room prepared for me on the guests wing. Jean has two elder sister and two younger brothers. Besides his father and mother, the widowed sister of his father lives in the Mansion, with two adolescent sons. When we are alone, I ask him how he plans to come to my room at night, with all these people around. He explains to me that he will pass through his servant's room, come upstairs using the servants' stair, enter my servant's room and from there in my room, without danger of being seen by his family. I ask him if he can trust our servants. He says yes, I have not to worry, in fact Sandro, my servant, is the lover of Paul, his servant... and when he will come to meet me, Sandro will go to spend the night with Paul. And if somebody went to look for him, Sandro would come to prevent him... He really thought of everything! Anyway, nothing happens. We never have problems.


I take part in the parties at De Machy's Mansion, and when they are invited somewhere else, I go with them to the parties at other nobles' mansions. And I never make them ashamed of me. For the King's birthday, I go with the De Machy to Versailles. Here I meet some of the guests of Madame Geoffrin, but they seem not to recognize me... Apart from Madame Geoffrin who makes me her compliments, and tells me that she is glad that I am in good shape. I thank her to have introduced me to Jean. She simply answers that she thought I was the right person for her young friend.


King Louis is twenty-one years old and has not yet assumed the fullness of his power. He is a fascinating young man of an extreme elegance. When I am introduced to him by Jean's father, he greets me with a smile and, before going on, he tells me in Italian that I am welcome in his kingdom. I am moved.


Then, we leave for the "Grand Tour". We pass in Denmark, Sweden, then we go to the Czar's Court, we then go down to Budapest, Vienna, Venice, Florence and Rome, to then go North again to France. It is a three years journey. We are Jean and I, Sandro and Paul, and Jiri, a Czech, our guide and interpreter for the languages of the East, and his lover Misha who is also an interpreter... Sometimes we stop in uncomfortable hotels, real hovels, but sometimes we are guests of aristocrats, in sumptuous mansions or ancient castles. We have to eat unusual food and travel on dangerous roads, threatened by bandits that, luckily, we don't meet. When we leave Florence, Jean wants to stop in Lucca to meet my family. With some trepidation, I accompany him to my father's mill. My elder stepbrother has married and has already three children. We are really welcomed. My family admires my clothes.


Felice guesses that Jean and I are lovers and when he asks me, I confirm it. He says he is happy for me, because he likes Jean. I ask about him, how does he feel being married. He says he is happy, but that at times he goes to Florence where he has a young boyfriend. We stay in Lucca for five days, then rapidly we go North, with our luggage full of souvenirs we collected during our tour.


In Paris, as it is custom after a "Grand Tour", we have to take part in several parties where we have to tell about our experiences, show our souvenirs and answer a thousand questions. Also Madame Geoffrin, our good friend, invites us to her salon. And once she asks us what we intend to do, to remain together. Jean says that he didn't yet think about that, but that I can remain a guest in his mansion...


But the Madame points out to him that soon his parents will propose him a marriage, and that I cannot be their guest forever. Then Jean asks her if she has some suggestions, in fact he doesn't want to marry and neither to be separated from me. Madame Geoffrin tells him that she did think about this problem and that she really has a suggestion. One of her dearest friends, possessing wide estates at the German border, is looking for an administrator, and she thinks that Jean is fit for that role. In that way we both can leave Paris and Jean's family and live in our way in a small castle refurbished as a residence, in the center of the estates.


Jean asks me my opinion. I propose him to go to see the place, so we go with his coach. The place is enchanting, the residence delicious, on the border of a small lake, kept in order by a dozen of servants, the estates are wide and variously cultivated, the retribution is generous. So Jean decides to accept and we move there. Our rooms are divided by a lounge, and each has a servant's room at his side. We take with us, of course, Paul and Sandro. As they are the only ones who tide up our rooms, the rest of the servants cannot be aware that we always sleep in the same bed...


Jean doesn't have problems with his new occupation, in fact he assisted his father in the care of their estates. I learn to help him and to understand the problems of that work. We don't miss the society salons of Paris, where we go from time to time anyway. We are happy, the life in the outdoors makes us stronger and healthier. Our love doesn't know any crisis.


But in 1752 Jean has an accident while going to Paris. His coach, pursued by the bandits, overturns and falls down a scarp. He is picked up still alive, but after just five days, he dies. After his funeral, Madame Geoffrin convinces me to go back to the estate to continue administering it. I understand that I have really no other best choice. But certainly I now feel very lonely, I miss Jean terribly.


Two years later, while I am going through the Northern estates riding my horse, I see somebody on his tummy on the ground, next to the road. I dismount, thinking it could be someone who suddenly felt faint. I turn his body. It is a young man, white as death, wearing a dirty, torn servant's livery. He is still alive. I bodily rise him, put him on my saddle and go back to the castle. I call Sandro and Paul and make them put him on a bed. With their help I undress him to check him, but he is not wounded. His body, expecially his arms, legs and chest, is studded with small wounds and scars. I ask what could have happened to him, and Paul says that in his opinion the youth has been tortured.


We wash his body, we medicate and bandage him, then I entrust him to Paul, asking him to call me as soon as the young man recovers his senses. The youth has a handsome body, strong, and while I was washing him, besides the sympathy his conditions aroused in me, I felt slightly excited. I ask myself who can he possibly be - an escaped servant? But why? And these wounds?


Paul comes to call me, the young man has recovered his consciousness. I go to his bed and he speaks German. I don't understand this language, but Paul does and is our interpreter. The boy's name is Ole, he is twenty-four years old, and he is a Dane. When he was twelve, he entered the service of a German aristocrat. When he was fourteen, he was raped by the son of his master, who afterwards continued to take him at his whim. After some time he got used to it, he didn't complain, but three years ago, he fell in love with a stable boy, who reciprocrated. One year ago, his master's son caught them and became furious. The stable boy managed to escape, but he had been shut away in a dungeon where his young master tortured him and sexually abused him, even worse than before. A few weeks ago, another servant freed him and helped him to flee...


The story didn't come out like this, this is just a summary, but Paul had managed to make him tell all, little by little. I take turns with Paul to watch the youth's bedside, we give him light and nourishing meals, and I change his medication. And I feel more and more attracted to the young man. But, after the misadventures he faced, I really don't feel like making him understand my desire. When he has recovered, I offer him to remain to work for me. He gratefully accepts.


Ole is back to his old self, he works hard, and little by little he learns French. I feel more and more attracted to him. Sometimes I see him, bare chested, while he chops the firewood, and cannot do anything but admire the fine muscles of his chest and arms.


One day, I go to the lake shore, when I hear the noise of moved water behind a bush. I go to look and I see Ole, wearing just his short underpants, who is in the water to his hips and splashes water on himself with full hands.


Then he comes back to the shore and lies down. I can see the swelling between his legs becoming bigger... and in a while he starts to slowly caress it through the wet cloth, his eyes closed. I hold my breath, very aroused. I would like to go near him, to caress him there, but I restrain myself, afraid to put him in embarrass. The youth slips his hand under his underpants and continues to touch himself, unaware of being spied. I swallow, in emotion, staring at that beautiful and desirable body. Suddenly he opens his eyes and turns them towards me, and sees me, still amongst the bushes, looking at him.


He pulls out his hand, sits up embarrassed, and blushes, so I come out and go towards him and say to him that he is really beautiful... He looks at me and blushes again. I slowly crouch near him and the tension between us is at its peak. I stretch out my hand and slightly brush his chest. He quivers, takes my hand from his chest, brings it to his lips and kisses it. I brush his lips with my fingertips. He suckles my fingers, looking in my eyes. Then I tell him how much I desire him. He nods, and almost stammering, he says to me that he feels honoured. I part from him, otherwise I would start making love with him right there, which I don't want?. I ask him if he wants to come to my study, later on. He says that he will, for sure.


I wait for him, preparing the speech to make him. I want to tell him that I desire him, but that he has not to feel compelled or obliged, that I want him with me just in case this is also his desire. That he has absolutely not to feel the duty to tell me yes... He knocks at the door of my study. Now he is in perfect livery and I almost regret it. I made him sit in front of my desk and I am about starting my speech, when he asks me the permit to talk.


He tells me that he will be forever grateful to me for how I rescued and received him, and for how I treat him, that is with a respect that very few masters have for their servants. And that he became aware that I treat all my servants with respect, and that I am an extraordinary master, and that he admires me. Then he tells me that, besides the gratitude, besides the admiration, he became little by little more and more attracted to me, because I am a very handsome man, and that for a long time he has dreamed to become mine. And that today, as I revealed him my desire, he felt happy as he never had been in all his life. Then he adds, in a confused stammering and deliciously blushing, that if he can be able to please me...


I stand up and go towards him. He also stands up and waits. I take him in my arms and kiss him. He returns the kiss with passion. I ask him if he wants to come upstairs with me, he nods in assent, visibly moved, at least as much as I am. I take him to my room, in my bed. We start making love, and Ole is so sweet, passionate, spontaneous... He offers himself to me, and I take him with really intense pleasure. When I offer myself to him, at first he seems surprised, but then he takes me with evident desire. His youthful impetuosity pleases me, his tenderness while he unites with me enchants me, the passion the he shows conquers me.


We lie down, panting. I thank him. He smiles gently and says that he thanks me and adds that each time I desire it, he will be ready and happy to make love with me. I caress his body and tell him that I like him very much. He shyly smiles and says that my body is beautiful and sensual and almost to confirm what he just said, I see he is again aroused. I ask him if he wants to make love again, and he answers "At your wish". So I tell him that, if he wants us to continue to be together, he has to always tell me what he really feels, be it a yes or a no, or I will never again make love with him. In my bed I want Ole, and not a servant.


He smiles, blushes and tells me that he really desires to make love with me again. I tell him I am really happy of that... and we start again with renewed passion. If possible, it is even more pleasing than before.


He continues to come to me almost every day and little by little he becomes more spontaneous, more free, even if he doesn't put on airs when he has to carry out his work as a servant. I like him more and more, and not just physically. I decide I want him as my steady lover, so I propose him to side me in my administration work, no more as a servant, but as a friend and collaborator, as my lover. He is moved, but asks me what the other servants could say to this sudden promotion. Wouldn't they find it at least strange? Wouldn't they grumble? He feels all right even remaining just a servant...


His reaction convinces me even more. But in part I follow his opinion. At first he helps me, with the official role as a servant, but meanwhile he practices in his new work. Then, about one year later, I name him copyist and then after about another year, I make him my secretary and collaborator in all matters. There are no problems. In the same time our relationship has deepened, is stronger and more beautiful, in spite of the fact that I am almost twice his age. The joy with which he takes me and gives himself to me, shows me that our age difference is not a problem to him. I ask Paul if he would be offended in becoming Ole's servant, and Paul accepts without any problem. Ole now sleeps in the room that belonged to Jean.


Sometimes, while we are talking, sitting near the fireplace in my room, tenderly embraced, I tell him that, after my death, he will take my place, and he will find a young and handsome lover. But Ole doesn't want to hear such speeches, he tells me that he always asks in his prayers to die with me, because without me his life would be empty. Of course I am pleased to hear these words, also because I know that he is a person of an absolute sincerity.


We live together for sixteen years. He has become a beautiful man, strong and elegant. On the contrary I am becoming old, my hairs are almost completely white. I ask him how he can still like to be near an old man, but he makes me shut up and tells me that, even in bed, I still am a young man, and that anyway he loves me and that's it!


But in 1773, when I am sixty-one years old, I fall ill and die, but only after I obtained from the estates' owner the promise that Ole will succeed to me as administrator..."


"You don't know if Ole did find another lover to whom he bequeathed his place after his death?" Eugenio asked the voice, slightly amused at the idea.


"Of course I don't know. Anyway, remember, about twenty years later the French Revolution bursts out... Who knows if Ole did survive it and how? He must have been about sixty years old in that period..."


"Possibly he became the master of all the estates..."


"He was not the kind of person to profit of the situation, he was honest to the backbone, and loyal... If he didn't die before, or if he didn't flee at the Revolution's burst, I'm afraid he could have become one of its victims... But anyway I cannot know it and never could."


"You like Ole..."


"I liked him very much as Michele. Now, to me, Ole is just one of my past lovers..."


"Come on, you cannot compare him with the others, to make a balance? It is evident you were talking about him with real affection..."


"The affection Michele had for him..."


"I really can't understand this, your alleged detachment from sentiments..."


"Sentiments are just born in the complete reality body-soul. The body alone understands just the physical pleasure or pain, the soul alone just sees things in a disenchanted way. But when they are a unique reality, then sentiments are born..."


"Then I prefer the man to just his soul." Eugenio decidedly said.


"I too, what do you think! The body alone is just matter, doesn't live, is just a moving, or still, corpse. But also the soul alone, is incomplete. That's why I'm longing to reincarnate..."


"So, you know impatience, if you say you are longing for that. You feel some sentiments..."


"No, don't confuse the language expressions I am forced to use to communicate with you, with the sentiments. Also a well programmed computer could be longing for... something."


"And who knows that computers have a soul!"


"Don't talk nonsense. This telephone hosts me, so to say, but it doesn't have a soul, I am not its soul. Objects don't have a soul."


"And animals? And plants?"


"If they have a soul, I don't think at all it is the same as the soul of human beings. This at least is the conviction I have. Also because, in ten thousand years of reincarnating, it never happened to me to reincarnate in a cat or in a marguerite..."




CHAPTER 19


DECIUS






For three days Eugenio didn't talk to the voice, because he had to go out of town for work and forgot taking the cellular phone with him. When he was back, he at once went to take it and opened it:

"It's three days we didn't hear each other..."


"Ah, really?"


"Didn't you notice it?"


"And how could I? The only contact I have with the external world is with you, through the telephone."


"I had to go away for work and I forgot to take you with me. I'm sorry, in my hotel room we could have had long talks in the evenings. What will you narrate me, now?"


"About Decius, a roman slave who did a fine career..."


"What period?"


"I am born as a slave in Ostia in 94 A.D., that is two years before Traianus becomes emperor, and I die in Aquileia in 149, as a freeman and a rich merchant. My name is Decius because I am the tenth child of my parents, my father is a Betic slave and my mother a Dacian slave. Because of the "Pax Romana", slaves are more difficult to get, so my master thought to start a real slave breeding. Men have to work and make women pregnant, and women have to give birth to children one after the other and they take care of them, until the children reach the right age to be sold.


I'm sold when I'm fifteen, to the owner of a gladiator stable, to perform the most humble works - clean up the rooms and latrines, light up the fire to warm the water of the small thermal baths they use, change the straw of the sacks they use as pallets, wash the bowls they use to eat and so on.


But, already on the first evening, I become aware that amongst my duties, there is something else - altogether we are five boy slaves for around twenty men. In the evening, after supper, when the master and his men leave, locking the gates, the gladiators start to play dice and the game at stake is us five boys... They play five games, betting a kind of discs. The winner at the end of each game chooses one of us five boys and takes him in one of the pallets divided by the others with a kind of curtain. When I noticed them, before, I thought that they were the pallets of the leaders, or of the most famous gladiators in there, and just now I understand their real purpose...


Before that day, with the other young slaves, at night we did amuse amongst ourselves, therefore I was not completely unaware of sex, but what was awaiting me was really different - it was... heavy sex, if I can say so. Already in the first night, I am won by a Thracian gladiator, a he-man with severe eyes, who grasps me by my arm and takes me behind one of those curtains. Without much ceremony, he pulls my short tunic out, puts me on the pallet, undresses and comes on me. He asks me if I ever took it up the ass. Trembling, I answer no. So he has the adroitness to take the grease they use on their bodies for training and to thoroughly lubricate my hole...


I don't know if it would have been different without - it hurts terribly. I shout, he puts his big hand on my mouth and continues to ram in me with vigour, while his companions, who from behind the curtain heard my shout, tell him, laughing, to leave at least a piece of me for them.


When he is finally satisfied, he leaves me there, dresses again and goes out. I hear him telling the others that I was still a virgin, therefore, for that night, it would be better to avoid to submit me to a second fuck. I shudder thinking that it was planned also a second time - it hurts me and I'm afraid I am spilling blood. I hear them arguing for a while but then, for my luck, they don't play me again at the dice. So that man comes back, tells me to dress again and to go to sleep.


The day after, one of the other boy slaves, asks me how I feel. Bad, I tell him. Anyway I have to carry out all the same the duties they assign to me. The boy tells me that it will take at least one month to get used to it, but that it will hurt no more in the end. He explains to me that I have to breath deep and relax, and that I mustn't think about the pain, so I will feel less pain. He also tells me that, when I get used to it, it will be all but bad, that I could even enjoy it, expecially with some of the men...


It really takes almost three months for me to get used to it. For the first ten days they bet me at dice just once per night. But then they decide it is time I satisfy two of them per night, like the other boys do... Anyway, when they have sex with me, they are not all the same. Some are happy if I just satisfy them with my mouth, and sometimes they are not rude but almost tender. Some treat us in bed like women, possibly to deceive themselves, I don't know...


I learn rather fast what each of the men expects in bed, and how to make them happy. After about three months, I really start to feel some pleasure in those nocturnal unions, expecially with some of the gladiators, for example with a Macedonian retiarius, Philippos, who, before taking me, caresses and kisses me until I am completely aroused, then takes me without violence. He is not handsome, the Macedonian, besides the "gladius" between his legs, as he jokingly calls it, with which he really makes me feel good.


I am seventeen years old when a young Galatian gladiator enters the stable. His name is Kiron, and he is 23 years old. He is beautiful like a god, and he has already come to fame in the arena from where he is coming, in fact they say he was bought for a very high price. I see him in the training and my clear impression is that he really is exceptional.


One of the first night, he wins at dice, then he chooses me. I follow him behind the curtain more than willingly. He asks me what am I able to do - I tell him that I can do everything he could desire. So he pulls out his short skirt and asks me to show him. I like him very much, so I go on it with all my skill. At first he lets me do it, almost passive, but little by little he becomes more and more aroused and starts to participate... and to me it is a real surprise - he makes love with me with a tenderness quite incredible in such a rude and strong man. He caresses me, kisses me, suckles me, almost as if it was him to give me pleasure and not the other way.


Also when he takes me, he does it with such a gentleness that I feel in heaven. I feel him slip inside me, strong and delicate at once, and while he takes me, he kisses, caresses me, he holds me against him with sublime passion. In the end, while relaxing, he still keeps me against him, in his strong arms, and he tells me, caressing my hair, that he likes me very much. I too loved that union as never before. When I have to satisfy the second man, the contrast is so strong that the sense of amazement for what happened just before, increases in me. The day after I hint what happened to the other slave boys, but they look at me astounded and tell me that Kiron is not different from the average of the others - he stays there still, waiting to be serviced, then mounts you and fucks you almost as he was in a hurry...


I wonder why Kiron was so different with me. In the following days I become aware that if he wins and I am not already behind a curtain with another man, he always chooses me, and makes love with gentle passion, clearly worrying about giving pleasure to me also. And along the day, he is more gentle with me than with the others. Of course, nobody talks of love in that kind of ambience, but inside me I start to think that Kiron is in love with me. Sure thing is that I am falling in love with him.


In fact, when he goes to the arena for the combats, I always wait for him to come back, each time afraid it could be his last combat. But happily he always comes back as a winner, he collects one victory after the other, and soon he is the idol of all the audience. Great amounts of money are bet on him, and in the end nobody accepts any more betting on him - it is evident that he will be the winner again.


Sometimes he comes back covered with blood, but he never gets seriously wounded. During the day patricians, men ad women, come to see him and devour him with their eyes - he is really beautiful, my Kiron! At times some patrician woman or man give a party in his honor - it is the way to take him to their homes, and so to have sex with him. I am somewhat jealous of that but, of course, I am not in the position to say a word - I am just one of the slaves of the stable.


Kiron receives rich gifts and, little by little, his rank becomes higher. Slaves cannot posses anything, but for gladiators it is different, they can keep the gifts they receive.


In Rome, at this point everybody talks about Kiron, the combat where he fights fills the arena and our master's earnings become high as he never could have dreamed. So our master decides to give him a room for himself and has it prepared. Then Kiron asks him to have a slave exclusively for him, and our owner accepts - Kiron chooses me. From that day on, I am no more played at dice by the other gladiators, I now am Kiron's personal slave.


I ask him why did he chose me and he answers with a dry "because I felt like". In reality I understand that I am right to think that he is in love with me, even if possibly he won't admit it, not even to himself. I devote myself to him with real enthusiasm. Normally gladiators are very jealous of their weapons and paraphernalia. Kiron doesn't allow me to keep his gladius shining and sharp, but little by little he entrusts me, besides the cleaning of his clothes, with taking care of his armour, and he never has reason to complain.


After we make love, he wants me to remain in his bed, for a long while and in silence, and he caresses me with extreme sweetness - only when he feels he his falling asleep, he sends me back to my pallet. I think that this is because he doesn't want to be seen in the morning with me still in his bed, in his arms... But I don't really know, because we never talk about it. Sometimes when we make love, when he is fully aroused, he murmurs words in his language that I cannot understand, but the sweet tone speaks for itself.


He wants me to eat with him, and this also pleases me. At times he wants me to assist in his training. I ask him if he wants to make a gladiator of me and he shakes his head - he says that I don't have the right physical frame, then he adds at mid voice "For your luck!"


Now that I am in his bed every night, I become aware that, after a combat from which he always comes back as a winner, therefore during which he killed his adversary, he is particularly sad and he needs more tenderness and sweetness from me than usual. I understand he hates to kill, but he has to do it in order to survive.


I am twenty three when the Emperor Traianus dies and Adrianus becomes Emperor. On this occasion great celebrations are held with gladiators combats, to which the emperor in person assists. And he decides that at the end of the games he will give a premium in gold and the freedom to all the surviving winners. Kiron is now twenty eight years old and in his full shape. He prepares for the combats that could mean not only his survival, but also his freedom.


Of course I hope he could win, even if this would possibly mean that I will lose him. In fact I am sure, knowing him well now, that as soon as he can get his freedom, he will cease to fight. The games last for a full month. At the end, amongst the jubilation of the amphitheatre, Kiron is one of the few gladiators being crowned with laurel by the emperor and freed.


Our owner offers him a high wage if he accepts to remain to fight in his stable, but Kiron refuses. Then he tells the owner that he wants to buy me. The man answers him that he will give me as a present, besides the good pay he offered before, if he accepts to fight in his stable for one more year. I am sure that Kiron will refuse, but instead, to my great astonishment, he accepts, but he requires to make a written contract and to have it registered officially. I am deeply moved, and when I thank him that night, he drily answers that he simply got used to me, therefore he doesn't want to lose me.


That last year, for me, is the more difficult - I fear, more than ever, he could be defeated. But he still his at the peak of his power, nimble, he continues to train with his usual severity, and he continues to come back as a winner. When the patricians, his admirers, come to meet him, differently from usual, he now talks at length with them. Curious, I try to listen each time I can and I realize that all his questions are aimed to understand what's the best way to invest his gold, once that year elapsed.


He tells me only after having made his decision, one month before the end of that year. Brundisium port is in development, and with the gold he has, "we" can open a tavern for the passing sailors. That plural moves me - this is a further proof of what Kiron feels for me, even if he doesn't want to tell it in clear words.


Finally, we leave for Brundisium. Kiron, before deciding where to buy the premises to transform into a tavern, turns the town upside down for more than one month, seeing tenths of premises, negotiating on the prices, with a skill that amazes me. Then, once he decided which premise to buy, one that has also two rooms on the second floor where to live, we furbish it and we have the sign "Kiron the Gladiator" painted.


His fame did reach also Brundisium and many come to drink or eat at the tavern, also to see Kiron's panoply hanging on a wall, to see him, to listen to his tales. Business is more than good. Kiron, little by little, is transformed, he becomes more cheerful, more loquacious, the sadness that for years I felt in the deepness of his heart seems to be vanishing little by little.


One evening, after closing the tavern, we go upstairs to have our rest. He, as usual, embraces me, we start making love with the usual sweetness. I always like making love with him so much! Feeling him in me is my biggest joy. But this time, when we lie down still intertwined, to sleep, he asks me if I know what day is today. I don't know. He remembers me that exactly one year before, we opened the tavern. And he tells me that he decided to free me for that occasion. "So," he adds, "if you want, you can leave me".


I embrace him tightly and tell him that, if it is not him to send me away, I will never leave him and, finally, I tell him what urges inside me for years - I tell him that I love him. He embraces me more tightly, for a while he keeps silent, then he whispers that he too loves me. But he immediately adds, with a dry voice, that it will be better to sleep, because tomorrow we will face another heavy day. But while I fall asleep, he caresses me lightly and I feel happy.


Kiron sometimes accepts that the sailors who don't have enough money, pay him with other things - pearls, golden objects, spices. He is able to rightly evaluate those things and soon in the small strongbox we have at home, several valuable, exotic objects pile up. He doesn't keep everything, but just some valuable objects, he commutes the rest in money and he invests the money in a small commerce of amber from the Germanica, of perfumes and spices from the Arabica and of ivory from the Africa provinces. He doesn't ask the merchants for his purchases, but the same sailors, so he can get a profit margin, so that, even if it is a commerce in a small scale, soon becomes rentable.


Therefore, entrusting me with the management of the tavern, he buys two slaves to help me and he devotes himself mainly to this new activity. He has a vendor's tray with several levels built, lines it with precious colored silks, carries it with a shoulder belt, and he goes to visit some rich people at their homes, offering them his precious goods. He knows what, how and whom to offer his goods, and it is rare that his visits don't conclude with a sale.


One day a young knight enters the tavern and asks me how much I ask to allow him to take his pleasure with one of our slaves. This catches me somehow unaware and I tell him that I cannot answer him, with the pretext that the slaves belong to Kiron. When he is back, I tell him about it. Kiron calls the two slaves and ask them if they would like to have sex with our clients. They accept without any problem, so we decide to get on the back room two small but comfortable and elegant alcoves. When the knight comes again, I tell him the price and ask him which one of our two slaves he wants for his pleasure.


So we start a new, rentable activity. Soon we have to buy two more slaves, so that while two are busy in the alcoves, the other two can work in the tavern. But Kiron is unconditional, he doesn't want the tavern to become a brothel, our slaves have never to allure the clients, their principal work must be the tavern. Therefore he doesn't want them to use make up, their clothes are simple virile tunics, and the prices are rather high, to select the clients. The four slave are chosen so that they constitute a choice of different types - Gaius, sixteen, a Betic with bright eyes and a mischievous smile; Teeto, eighteen, an Achaean with intense eyes and an athletic body; the sweet Avites, twenty-two, a Briton with a slender body and cerulean eyes; and Tingit, twenty-five, a Mauritan oozing with sensuality.


Soon Tingit and Gaius become lovers, then also Avites and Teeto. Kiron is very happy with that, because it contributes to create a more serene, welcoming atmosphere in our tavern. So, it becomes more and more famous and classy - our clients are sailors, but also merchants and patricians, and also legionnaires who are always welcome because with their presence they contribute to make our tavern a safe place.


I get the feeling that Kiron has a liking for Teeto, so I tell him that, if he sometimes wants to amuse himself with him, I would not be jealous. Kiron becomes almost furious - he tells me that in his opinion I have a liking for Gaius and asks me if I want to have him in my bed. I answer that I like the boy, but that I am not interested in him in that way, because I feel fine with my man. Kiron answers me that it's the same for him - he is only interested in me. And, for the second time in those years, he repeats that he loves me. I tell him that he has to tell me more often, because I need to hear it. He smiles, nods and says he is not used to, but he will try to tell me, sometimes.


We live in Brundisium for twelve years, when Kiron proposes me to move to Aquileia. That port is developing and is becoming more and more important, because it is the commercial knot between the Mediterranean regions and Northern regions like the Noricum, the Retia, the Pannonia. We find a suitable premise just in front of the thermae, and not far from the port - the ideal position. Also in this new tavern we put the sign "Kiron the Gladiator".


This tavern has just one floor - there are two vide rooms side by side facing the street, where one can drink, eat, and play games. Then, in the back, there is the kitchen, the larder, the wine cell and the rooms - two for Kiron and me, and two more for our four slaves. They use also their rooms during the day to withdraw there with the clients asking their sexual services.


Kiron's guess had been right, business is prosperous and soon we buy two more small rooms near ours and we connect them, then we buy four more slaves. In fact often the citizens, coming out from the thermae, like to come to drink and eat something, and then choose one of our slaves to spend some time in intimate, agreeable company. We decide that Teeto will be the slaves chief, and that the clients have to ask him in order to use one of the back rooms with the slave they choose.


In the dead hours we always have some ten clients, in the rush hours even more than forty. In the months between November and March, when there is the "mare clausum" because of the bad weather, we can work with more calm and the clients are mainly local people. We profit of this period for a thorough cleaning of the rooms, to renew them, because between March and November, work is so intense that it doesn't leave us even just one free day to breath quietly.


Amongst our best clients there is also Velius, the imperial procurer, and his brother Marcus, a magistrate. Velius, each time, asks Caio's services, the nineteen years old Dacian slave, and Teeto warns me that the procurer is becoming too attached to the boy. One day, in fact, Velius asks me to sell him Caio. Even before we had had similar requests and our answer has always been a "no". But Velius is a very influential person, and making him an enemy could become really dangerous. So, at night, I talk about that with Kiron. He summons Caio and Teeto. First of all he asks Caio if by chance he has a lover amongst the other slaves. Caio answers no. Then he asks him if he feels good with the procurer Velius. Caio says yes. But Kiron is still hesitant, so he discusses the problem with me and Teeto. The slave points out that, all considered, we can buy a new slave at Caio's place and that, by selling him to Velius, we can gain a good patron.


So, when Velius comes back and asks me what we decided, I answer him that the thing is possible, and I ask him how much he is willing to pay. His offer is really generous. Having sold Caio to the procurer, I send Teeto to buy another slave. He comes back with another Dacian, a handsome seventeen year old boy named Arus, that he paid for one third of what we obtained for Caio. Like all the new slaves, Teeto makes Arus sleep each night with a different slave for the first days, so that he can learn to make sex in the various ways that a client could ask him. Arus learns fast and well.


Velius is more than happy with Caio, so that a few weeks later his brother Marcus asks me if I would also sell him one of our slaves, and he asks for Gaius. But I know that Gaius is Tingit's lover, therefore I answer him that it will be really difficult. Again I talk with Kiron and Teeto, but the slave chief tells us that the two slaves are no more a couple, they split... Therefore, after hearing Gaius, we decide to sell him to the magistrate Marcus. Also for him we get a very good amount of money and with part of that we buy a new slave. At this point Teeto proposes us to start a new kind of commerce - we can buy young slaves, teach them to become skilled in making sex, then sell them to rich masters.


Kiron buys a house behind our tavern and entrusts it to Teeto, Avites and Tingit - they have to buy young handsome slaves apt to the task, educate them, then send them to work in the tavern. In a discreet way, the rumor that our slaves are skilled in sex and that it is possible to buy them, spreads. So we start to have a rich clientele that comes to drink and eat at our tavern, then they ask to try and enjoy our slaves and then, sometimes, ask to buy the one they liked most. Always for high prices. And the fact to have always new boys in the tavern, attracts new clients. Also the fact that it is so different from the brothels attracts the most refined clientele - our boys are not effeminate, don't allure the clients, are not impudent, know what their place is and are not vulgar, and they are skilled in bed.


All goes on for the best, and I am happy. But when I am forty one, Kiron falls ill and in just fifteen days he dies. I feel grief stricken. Teeto, with Avites and Tingit close to me, try to convince me that life continues, that I have to continue the work like always. I decide to make Teeto a freeman and to make him my partner in the business.


Then, I begin to bring in my bed every night a different one of our young slaves - I don't want to tie with anybody, but I need sex. When I die in 149, I am the richest and most respected freeman in Aquileia, friend of the powerful people. I leave in my testament everything to Teeto, Avites and Tingit, who I also freed in these years, feeling that they are more friends than slaves. I just ask them not to change the tavern's name..."


"Decius was a romantic person..." Eugenio said with a sigh, then asked: "But why didn't he make couple with Teeto? I would have seen them together well..."


"No, Decius is too much in love with Kiron. He likes Teeto, but just for that he never wants to have sex with him. He is deeply faithful to his gladiator. Moreover, Teeto and Avites are lovers..."


"I see. Well, Now I must leave you. See you... ugh, hear you tomorrow..."




CHAPTER 20


DENIS






On the following day, Eugenio asked his cellular for another story.

The voice started at once: "I am Denis, born in Nevers' country side around 1434. My parents are farmers, but the family is very numerous and we are rather poor. Often, in order to survive, we have to have recourse to small thefts. Especially my elder brother is very skilled - when he strolls in the market, he always comes back with his bag filled with food, skillfully stolen from various stalls.


When the dukes don't go hunting, we sometimes also put some little trap in the wood and catch some hare or pheasant, and then it is a festivity, we can eat well. But we have to be very careful that the duke's gamekeepers don't catch us, because we could pay even with our lives for what we do. It happened in past, but happily never in our family.


Twice a year the duke's son, Nicolas Philippe, comes with the constable and the soldiers to gather the tithe in kind. As we often are not able to pay them, he chooses one of my elder brothers and has him taken to the castle by his soldiers. My brother comes back after about ten days, sometimes even one month later. When I ask my father or mother what they did to that brother, the answer was that they had to work for the duke's son. But my third brother Jean, once tells me the truth - the duke's son likes boys, therefore he takes them in his bed and fucks them.


Therefore the young duke Nicolas did fuck, and more than once, three of my brothers. I wonder when my turn will come. Evidently the young duke likes boys around fourteen, fifteen years old, I am now twelve, therefore in a couple of years it could be my turn. I ask Jean what it is like to be fucked. He giggles and tells me that, especially the first times, it hurts somewhat. But that you can eat well, and sleep in a very soft bed, therefore it is worth it. He tells me that, all considered, he hopes that the duke's son chooses him again.


I am thirteen when I happen to catch my elder brother Robert who is behind a bush fucking my brother Michel, the second. They don't notice me, so I enjoy the scene, and I beat off, excitedly. When I tell it to Jean, he says it is natural - before marrying we can't do it but amongst boys. So I ask him why he doesn't do it with me. He giggles and says he will think about it.


A few days later, I am picking fruits in the undergrowth, Jean comes near me and tells me to follow him. I ask him where and why. He smiles cunningly, caresses my small ass and asks me if I changed my mind. I understand and follow him without hesitation. He takes me to a withdrawn place, he makes me lower my breeches and turn, he pulls out his member and here, standing, he puts it all inside me. Possibly because it is not yet so big, possibly because I desire it, but, besides a light initial annoyance, I like it and it doesn't hurt at all. He puts his hand on my belly and pulls me against himself, with his other hand he beats me off at the same rhythm he is pumping inside me, and it becomes more and more pleasurable.


Afterwards, I ask him if it was that way with the duke's son. He says that it's not exactly the same because the young duke took him always in his bed. Then he adds that the duke has a tool bigger than his own, and shows me the size with his hands. Then, he adds like in an afterthought, the duke also likes being sucked, and that is the thing he likes least. I don't know why, but the idea to be able to feel an erected virile tool in my mouth makes me, on the contrary, excited at once.


After that, I do it again with Jean, but Robert, who is seventeen, has a bigger tool than Jean and the memory of when I saw him taking Michel, excites me. So I decide to try it with him. One day as Robert goes to the spring to get water and asks one of us to help him, I at once offer myself. When we are at the spring, I ask him if he wants to show it to me. Robert slaps me and tells me that such things are not to be done. Then I tell him that I saw him doing things with Michel, and if he doesn't want me to tell everybody, he has to do it with me too...


So Robert takes me behind a rock and opens his breeches. I crouch in front of him and take his member in my hands - I caress it and see it swells, and think it is beautiful. So I start to lick it and I feel that Robert likes it. I also like it, especially when I take it all into my mouth and start to suck. He tells me with a hoarse voice not to let him feel my teeth, to move my tongue, to clasp my lips, he makes me move my head back and fort - in short he teaches me to do it properly. He makes me lick it again, lick his heavy balls, the lap fold, and tells me that I am a little pig, and that he likes it.


After a while he makes me stand up, he lowers my breeches to my knees, makes me turn and bend ninety degrees, he insalivates my small hole and pushes it inside me. Yes, it is bigger than that of Jean, it hurts a little bit, but I like it too much. Robert is strong, he hammers in me with vigour but after a few strokes he cums, pushing himself completely inside me, and then I beat off rapidly so I can cum before he withdraws.


Afterwards, he repeats that I am really a little pig, but that he liked me. I make him promise me, without effort, that he will do it again with me. Robert tells me that if I learn to suck well, he will make me happy. Michel never wanted to suck him. Then I ask him what he had to do with the young duke. These things, Robert answers giggling, then he adds: "You'll see, in a while it will be your turn."


Appetite comes with eating. At this point I want to do it also with Michel, who is now fifteen. The occasion rises a few days later. We are coming back from Nevers, where we went to sell roots at the market. Michel says at a certain point that he has to pee and stops behind a tree. I say I also have to, and go near him and pull it out, and look at his groin. But I, instead of peeing, start to beat off. Michel looks at me and asks me what the hell I'm doing and what I have to look at him there. I stretch my arm and caress his little ass. He jolts and tells me not to be a moron. Then I tell him that I saw that he lets Robert fuck him, and that I want to do it with him. He blushes, says it is not true. I take his prick in my hand and feel it. This time he lets me do.


I have to insist for some time, but at last I persuade him to come between the bushes with me, and here we sit on the ground and I bend between his legs to suck it - I really like doing that. He moans and lets me do it, and he even caresses my hair. And after a while, he asks me to fuck his ass. I don't need to be told twice, he goes on his knees and stretches is nice little ass towards me. I kneel behind him and take him... and I understand why Robert and Jean like fucking so much! I am so excited that I cum almost immediately. Michel seems somewhat disappointed, but then asks me to make him cum with my lips. I satisfy his wish and when I feel him cumming, and feel the rather sour taste of his cream and I feel really happy.


So, hiding one from the other, my three elder brothers urge me to secret meetings and almost never a day passes without me doing it with one of them.


I am fourteen when the duke Nicolas finally chooses me. I am happy, and secretly excited. A soldier rises me bodily and puts me on the saddle in front of him. He takes me to the castle and entrusts me to a servant, just telling him that I am for the duke Nicolas. The servant takes me to the stables, makes me undress, sit in a tub of cold water, and with a kind of currycomb and soap, vigorously washes my whole body. He is silent, efficient. He makes me come out, dry, he combs me, then he makes me wear a simple short cloth tunic.


He takes me up a stairway, to a room where a table is already set. And he gives me my instructions. I have to pull out my tunic and wait, naked as the day I was born, standing up near the table. And when the young duke will arrive, he could ask me anything, I have to obey him without hesitation if I don't want to end my days starving in the dungeons. Then he leaves.


I pull off my short tunic and, naked, I am waiting near the table. After a while the duke enters. He doesn't wear the attire anymore he had when riding, now he wears a kind of wide silk gown tied at his waist, long to his ankles, with very wide sleeves. He looks at me and asks my name and my age. He sits at the table and tells me to start to serve him. While he eats and drinks, he feels me, first caressing my buttocks, then rummaging between my legs, then brushing my nipples so that soon I am aroused, and this seems to please him. I am sincerely somewhat embarrassed being there all naked while he is not, but this also has its exciting side.


Also his looks filled with lust are exciting. He tells me that, later, I can eat his leftovers - there is enough to satisfy the hunger of three people, I think merrily. He turns on his chair towards me, opens his legs and tells me to kneel between them. I guess what for, and I obey. He orders me to open his dress - what appears to my eyes makes me widen them. An erect, hard, throbbing pole rises from a thicket of brown curled hair, adorned by the heavy sack of his balls. He asks me if I like it and, with complete sincerity, I answer yes. He orders me to caress it. I take it in my hands - it is warm, smooth like silk, shuddering. He orders me to lick it, and I bend to do it with real pleasure, remembering Robert's lessons.


The young duke appreciates my job, tells me I am skilled, and that he likes it. He orders me to suck it and I let it slip between my tight lips, being careful not to make him feel my teeth, moving my tongue around it, making it all enter until it's tip is in my throat, then I start to move my head back and forth in rhythm. The young lord moans, pleasured, and while he caresses the nape of my neck and shoulders, he abandons himself against the tall chair's back, spreading his legs more. I caress the internal part of his thighs, his groin, his lap, his balls, continuing to suck at it, full of pleasure. It is big, long, hard, and I think that yes, it will hurt me, but it will also give me a lot of pleasure.


He makes me stop, he stands up and makes me stand up. He takes me to the near room where there is a wide tester bed. He unties his gown and lets it glide on the floor. He has a muscled and strong body, lightly hairy on his forearms and legs but hairless elsewhere. And at its center that beautiful pole, fiercely pointing forward. He sees my glance and smiles, and asks me if I like what I'm seeing, and if I want it into my little ass. I eagerly say yes. He makes me climb on his bed, he lies on it and orders me to lick all over his body. Meanwhile he caresses me, he feels me, he teases me between my buttocks with his finger, and soon he pushes little by little deeper and deeper inside me, preparing me for another, bigger invasion. I quiver all over in the wait, a little afraid of the size of that imposing pole, but also excited about the idea that in a while he will take me.


And finally he has me on all fours, with two fingers he spreads something on my hole, he seizes me at my waist and I feel that his pole rummages, hard and tense, until he finds my hole. He pushes, I moan. He gives a sharp stroke and starts to invade me, I am not able to retain a yell, but I want it inside me, I try to endure. He gives another stroke and sinks some more inside me. It hurts, but I like it too much.


On instinct I push myself against him, and he continues to open his way in me little by little. I moan, I whine, but I receive it with growing pleasure. It is a strange sensation, this feeling of pain and pleasure at the same time. Finally I feel his groin strongly pressing against my buttocks. He is deeply embed in me. He stops, almost as if he wants to savour the completed conquest, then he slowly starts to withdraw, to slip all inside me again with a vigorous push and a loud pleasure moan. The young duke takes me deeply, with calm, with virile pleasure, so different from my unskilled brothers.


Even when I feel he is close to reaching his orgasm, the shudders of his body tell me so, he continues with unchanged strength and calm to glide in and out of me, until I feel his whole body vibrate and he starts to fill me with his load, slightly panting. After he comes, he doesn't stop, he gives me several slow strokes until I feel it becomes soft again and withdraws from me. So he pulls it out, lies down and tells me that if I want I can go to have my meal.


I feel appetite, so I go back to the other room and eat with pleasure. After a while, I feel watched and rise my head. The young duke is in the door, his open gown on his shoulders, it almost frames his beautiful virile body. He smiles at me and tells me that he likes me. He says that amongst the many boys he had, I am one of the few who allow to be taken without any fuss, and with evident pleasure. He comes near me and caresses my ass, still a little hurting. He asks me if he did hurt me. I say yes, a little, but that I really liked it. He notices I am looking between his legs and asks me to lick it again. I don't need to be asked twice, he stands close to me while I am still sitting at the food table, so his pole is at the right level.


I take it in my hands and start to lick it, to kiss it, to suckle at it with real pleasure, which increases as his tool is rising again, quivering and powerful. I take all of it into my mouth and then he seizes my head between his strong hands and starts to slowly fuck me between my lips. I caress his swollen balls, his thighs, his sides, his belly, his twitching buttocks, savouring that tasty pole. He ruffles my hair, caresses the nape of my neck, my shoulders. I start to beat off, as I didn't cum before, while I enjoy that strong pole with my lips, tongue and mouth.


When he cums again, I savour, like a thirsty man at a spring, that warm and sweet liqueur, that floods my mouth, that pleasurably flows in my throat, and I also cum. It tastes so good, I confusedly think that it is because he is a lord... I greedily suck until the last drop, until the young duke parts from me with a deep sigh. He asks my name again, caressing my cheek, he asks me if I ate enough. I say yes, so he tells me to go in his bed. I hear him calling a page to take away the leftovers. I wait for him to come, but he is late. The wide bed is incredibly soft, agreeable, and unwillingly, I fall asleep.


When I wake up, the room is dark. I feel the heat of the duke's body near mine and from his breathing I understand he is sleeping. He has his arm across my body. I don't move, not to wake him. Through the window the gentle light of the moon creeps into the room. Shyly, I lower my hand between my young lord's legs and caress his soft tool, which is still big, with a warm pleasure. But then I stop and I sweetly fall asleep again.


In the morning I wake up and the duke is still asleep, but now his pole is hard and straight. I move on the bed so that I can reach it with my mouth and start to lick it. I understand he is awake when I feel him caressing my hair. So I suck it with enthusiasm, until he stops me, turns me on my side and, from behind, he enters me, pulling me against himself with one of his hands on my belly and the other on my chest. I beat off to the rhythm of his fast and short strokes. I feel his warm breath in my ear, and hear him whispering pleasure words, calling me by name. Then he pulls my hand away from my prick, seizes it and beats me off, continuing to pump inside me with growing pleasure. And when, trembling and moaning, he cums inside me, without pulling out, he turns on his back, keeping me lying on his body, and continues to beat me off until I also cum. Then he makes me glide to his side and comes on top of me. And he tells me that I am born to make love.


For days, I practically remain naked, in his rooms. I eat after him. When the servants bring the tub with hot water, I bathe with him, wash him, then myself, and often we also make love there, inside the tub. He has sex with me at different times of the day, he seems inexhaustible, insatiable. When he goes out, I have to stay in his rooms waiting for him. Once he is absent, his page tells me that he never saw his master so taken by a boy, until then, but he tells me not to illude myself, sooner or later he will get tired of me and look for another boy.


Anyway, duke Nicolas keeps me with him for two months, which is longer than the boys he usually takes. And, instead of sending me back home with my old rags, he makes me take new clothes. When the charged soldier brings me home, my three elder brothers want me to tell them everything. Not seeing me go back after the usual month, they worried about me.


I resume my old life, and the contrast is remarkable. The food, the bed, everything seems miserable to me now. And also when I start having sex with my brothers again, in comparison with how it was with duke Nicolas, it seems poor to me. But I have to adapt myself again. So, three months elapse, when one day three of the duke's soldiers come, and one asks who is Denis. He tells me that the duke wants me at the castle, and, taking me up as I am, he brings me back to the castle. The same servant takes me then to the rooms of the duke.


This time I remain there just for five weeks before he sends me back home. But the page tells me that, after he had me, the duke doesn't seem to appreciate the other boys he chooses in the villages of his land. Four months elapse again, and then I am taken and brought to the castle again. When the young lord has me, he seems to get tired of me, but when I am not there, he regrets not having me and he misses me.


This continues for almost two years, but then I'm growing up, becoming more and more a man, and the duke doesn't send for me again. Rather, after less than one year after my last time he wanted me at the castle, it is the turn of my brother Alain to be picked up and taken to the castle. When Alain is back, just two weeks later, he seems rather upset - he didn't like what happened, it seems. I ask myself how that could be, I liked it so much...


First my brother Robert, then also Michel, marry, so they stop having sex with me. Alain, not even to hint it. So it remains just Jean, but he also is more and more talking about girls and I understand that soon I will lose him also...


I am seventeen, almost eighteen, when one Sunday, after the Mass, a servant from the castle approaches me and asks me if I am Denis, son of Lois. I say yes. That servant draws me to a corner and tells me that the duke Nicolas wants me immediately at the castle. I look at him in surprise, but I cannot but follow him. Along the way I wonder what he could want from me - for sure now he is no more interested in me, unfortunately...


The servant takes me to the great castle kitchen and tells me to wait there. After a while duke Nicolas comes and makes me a gesture to follow him in the yard and here, strolling, he explains to me that one of his dearest friends, the Viscount Du Berry, who is now his guest, likes boys of my age very much and that therefore he wants me, as long as the Viscount remains at his castle, to become his personal page. I tell him that I would like to do that, more than willingly, but that I never was a page, and so I don't know if I will be up to that task. He smiles and tells me that my main task would be to do more or less what I did with him, so there will be no problem.


He makes me wash, and wear a page livery, then he takes me to the rooms of his guest, where the Viscount waits for me. When I enter, he tells his friend that my name is Denis (I am pleased he still remembers my name!) and that along his stay he will have me at his disposal for any of his wishes. The Viscount turns and I remain to look at him agape - he is of an incredible beauty, he is younger than the duke, he could be twenty-two years old, rather less than more. His eyes are of a gilded green, shining, and he has a bright smile..."


"Always very beautiful, your lovers, aren't they?" Eugenio said, sneering.


"I already explained to you that the concept of beauty is relative, personal. Possibly you would not have liked him, or anyway less than me, but to me he was beauty in person..."


"All right, all right... and then?"


"And then... the young Viscount thanks the duke, who leaves us. The Viscount asks me how old I am, he looks my body up and down, then he asks me to undress. He turns me around, feels me, studies me with care. It has a strange effect on me, it seems quite like a client at the livestock market, and the cattle is me. When I lower my breeches, he feels between my legs until he arouses me, then he says I am a little too thin, but that I am all right. He makes me dress again and he laughs when he sees that I have difficulties to settle my hard prick in the very tight breeches.


It is strange, but that young man gives me pleasurable and disagreeable sensations at the same time, I can't understand why. Anyway, it doesn't matter - I am just a servant and he is a lord and I have to do my best to please him. For sure he physically attracts me very much, especially when he smiles, but in other moments he seems cold and off-putting. I am longing for him to take me in his bed, to see how is making love with him. He goes to his bedroom where he changes for supper, then he goes downstairs. A servant brings me some food, and after a while he comes to take away my leftover.


Waiting, I feel bothered, but at last he comes. He is merry, perhaps the effect of wine, but he is not at all drunk. He asks me to help him undress - finally I can see his body and that at once arouses me very much. Naked, he lies on his back on the bed and tells me to undress. I rapidly free myself from the livery and go to him on the bed. He stays on his back, his legs widespread. I bend between his legs and start sucking him, and feel he likes very much what I'm doing for him. I lick his balls, and also under them, so he brings his legs against his chest and orders me to lick his hole. Somewhat hesitant, I obey, and I discover that it is pleasurable, feeling his hole shuddering under my laps.


And finally, he asks me to penetrate him! I'm afraid I misunderstood him, but he repeats his order, impatient. So then... I busy myself on him. He seems to transform, he becomes hot, passionate. He sucks my nipples, while I continue to take him with increasing pleasure, he holds me tight, he moans like in a frenzy. And when I cum inside him, pushing with all my means, he also cums, squirming and moaning.


Afterwards, he asks me to hold him tight between my arms, to caress him, he cuddles against me and falls asleep in this position. In the following days, little by little I understand what he likes, what he wants from me, what instead bothers him and I conform to his wishes. He seems more and more happy with my services, he loves the way I fuck his nice ass, so that when he has to leave the castle, he asks to take me with him, to keep me as his personal page.


We arrive at his castle, and he makes me wear a new livery with the colors of his house. I am practically his secret lover. He treats me very well and, even if during the day he always assumes his haughty air, I understand that it is just to hide from the others what he really feels for me.


I am at his service for six months, and I am really happy. I like making love with the young Viscount very much, who seems to grow more and more affectionate to me. In fact, one day..."


The voice suddenly became silent. Eugenio, stupefied, waited for it to resume the narration, then urged: "Hey, one day... what? Why did you stop? Shit, the phone is not broken, now..."


He tried to call a friend, it worked perfectly, the phone was alright. He tried to call the voice again, but to no avail.


Then, a sudden idea came to his min - he tried to remember what day he first heard the voice and how many days it said had to pass before it could reincarnate, and saw that the prescribed days had elapsed...


He also remembered that, just on the other side of his bedroom wall, there was the bedroom of the neighboring apartment, and that a young couple lived there, married just two months before... sometimes, in the night, especially the first days, Eugenio heard them making love, then they seemed to have calmed down... but that didn't mean they didn't continue to fuck.


Therefore, if he was right, that night, around eleven twenty, he did make her pregnant and the soul in his cellular was now in the just fertilized cell.


In the following months, Eugenio observed her, until he saw she was really pregnant... so he approached her, greeting her, and told her that a nice boy was going to be born, and he told her also in what month. She smiled, said that the month was right, but that it was not possible to know if the baby would be a boy or not - she would prefer a girl, after all.


"No no, believe me, it will be a boy." Eugenio insisted with a mysterious smile and said goodbye, he went downstairs waving his cellular. And merrily he thought: "And he will be gay!"








THE END
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