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Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


He stared at the monitors before him; hundreds of cameras played in front of him. All of them were people in their condos, going about their daily lives, unaware that they were being studied, watched, and controlled.

Many others called him the head. He liked to keep an eye on most of the condo tenants. His new favorite was Gabriel, and he watched her every day.

He watched as she got ready for bed and when she got up in the morning. Tonight, he watched as four men took her to her bed.

He watched the tall black men take her in every way they could, three at a time, forcing their cocks into every hole she had. Gabriel had a lust-filled look in her eyes as the tall man in front of her fucked her mouth.

If only he could hear her scream, hear how they took her. He reached out and touched the screen; his fingers traced Gabriel’s face as they came inside her.

He remembered that look, the look of a woman filled with lust for another man. That was many years ago, long before many could remember.

The head turned off the monitors and headed for his room. There was no bed in here, just books. Every book ever written was in this large room deep under the condo. He loved the feel of the books he had, even when he was a young boy.

The problem with eternal life was that it was infinite. He didn’t sleep anymore, and even if he tried, he couldn’t. Sleep evaded him, and it was one of the hardest penalties he and the others had to endure.

The body didn’t need to sleep to rejuvenate; it was constantly awake. His brain was continually thinking, plotting, and remembering past events.

So, he stayed awake, reading and waiting for the next day. He grabbed a book, sat down in the large chair, and started to read.

For the head, life wasn’t always like this. There was a time when he was just a young man who wanted to fall in love with a woman and be happy, but that was many, many years ago, just as the Americas had been found and the states were forming.

That was when he had an actual name: Robert Jacob Timothy. He was born into a poor family that served one of the wealthiest merchants in the colonies. Long before the war for independence, Robert was merely a stable boy, tending to the merchants’ horses and sometimes the other larger farm animals.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Robert remembered those rough days when he didn’t know if he would eat properly that day. His father worked in the merchants’ warehouses and would disappear for days to visit markets in the South or other colonies.

He envied the rich kids in their nice clothes, who lived in big houses. Robert always thought it was at least better to be a hand than a slave. He had heard rumors about the treatment of the colored slaves in the southern colonies and dreaded the idea that it might happen to him or his sisters.

“Robert, do you call this clean?” the stable master said, dragging Robert by the ear.

Robert was sixteen, and the large man who was his master treated him like he was ten. “Look at it!” The man threw Robert down to the ground and lifted the horse’s foot. “Does that look clean?”

“I cleaned it,” Robert said. “The horse has walked around the stable since then!”

“What did you say!” the man smacked Robert. “Are you talking back to me!”

“Sorry, sir!” Robert cried as he held his hand up in defense.

“Nicola!” a woman’s voice yelled.

“Madam!” the stable master said as the lady of the house approached.

“Did you just hit him?” the woman said as she stared down at Robert on the floor.

“Ma’am?” Nicola asked as he looked at the pretty woman in a long gray dress.

“I asked you a question, did I not?” the lady offered her hand to Robert. “Do I need to repeat myself?”

“No, Ma’am,” Nicola said. “Yes, Ma’am the boy...”

“The young man,” the lady said, helping Robert get to his feet.

“The young man talked back to me,” Nicola held his head high. “Your husband has...”

“My husband is at port and away from the house for two more weeks is he not?” the lady said.

“Yes Ma’am,” Nicola said.

“While he is away am I not the lady in charge?” she asked.
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