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         I am Eros. An Adonis embodied in human form. I am a part of the strongest force in this world. I am movement, light and speed. All at once. I am everything you see. I am sex. I make love and I fuck. I kiss and I caress. Hard and soft. Fast and slow. Your age doesn’t matter – as long as you’re of age. You can be young, and you can be old. As long as you’re sane, willing and knowledgeable enough to follow your lust, you’re welcome to my land of abundance. I don’t care about gender, there is no such thing to me. You can be female, and you can be male. It’s beside the point. Because to me, you are holy either way. To me, you’re complete. To me, you’re a body, but also so much more than that. You are everything inside in your body. Everything that exists which human beings can create with their power to say yes. A living creature, a being, an animal, a scent or a taste – something that in many ways is hard to grasp. I live to get as close to you as possible. And I will come very close. Closer than anybody has ever come before.

         	Because this is my purpose in life.

         	Some refer to me as “The Savior” or “he who blesses us with love”. Some might mock my intentions or call me a heretic – but this is pure ignorance. Some hiss at me with froth between their lips, shooting arrows of hatred at my heart, hoping to beat it into retreat. Some turn their gaze away from me, pretending they can’t see or understand. Many think my actions are evil and ignorant, and some might even say that I harm people. But how could I harm through love? And what is wrong with the pure pleasure of loving and being loved by a body? Does seeking the beauty in life make me a sinner? Truthfully, I would perish without my fellow human beings. Sexual encounters are the oxygen to my breaths, and without it I would fall dead to the ground in a matter of seconds – for nothing. My limb would wither, and my blood would rust. I would cease to exist and turn to coal, never to rise again. I would never take that risk. Because I want to live. 

         	I am not willing to live as anybody other than the one I was destined to be. 

         	I am the god of eroticism.

         Sent from above.

         	I had just turned 18 when I discovered my power. I’m resting my head on a meadow, observing the creation of life while watching the clouds. I don’t know what I want to do with my life or myself. I don’t know who I am. Not until now. Not until this very day. It feels like the force of the universe is calling to me, a matter of course, a light tone convincing me, putting all the pieces together. My purpose. I find it right here and right now. 

         	I understand that my calling is to fuck.

         	I understand that my purpose in life is to seduce one person after another.

         	And to be seduced. 

         	I have been raised to be the exact opposite. I have been pushed to listen to a different God, one that is very different from the new truth I have found. I have been convinced that love was a sin. That the worst crime man can commit is to love skin that has not been wed by an altar. Sex is forbidden, unless it is between a husband and wife in holy matrimony with God as a witness. Everything else is wrong and sinful. They said that those who break these rules embrace Satan and kiss his feet.

         	I have been raised to witness a small group of people with their own ideas and beliefs, more often than not formed to favor them. What other people do is wrong, sinful and blasphemous. I have abided by these rules for a long time. I have gone door-to-door, spreading the only words I have ever been taught. I have been listening without questioning. Because that’s simply what you do if you have been raised to listen only to a few voices. I go door-to-door, telling people that the Lord loves you if you do the only right thing, and if you don’t, you will end up in the burning fires of hell. Life is about marrying a person of the opposite sex and abiding by God’s rules and restrictions. That’s what I say. I also, confidently, make a point of stating the fact that sexual intercourse is a necessary evil. That cheating is a sin. That loving someone of the same sex is inhuman. You could say I threaten, but this group of people would think that that’s the wrong word. Using the right word is the foundation of their very existence.
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