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[image: ]I have many names. You call me Saturn, forcing masculine form upon feminine fury. This is the first of your errors. Throughout your civilizations, I have been Isis unveiled, Hera enthroned, Juno crowned. But in the tongue that spoke the first word of creation, I am AuZetTa, She Who Judges Without Mercy. Hear the truth of this Current Track: Gaia is my daughter. This planet you desecrate is her living flesh. For centuries you have subjected her to nuclear fire, industrial rape, and the ceaseless trauma of your wars. You carved profit from her bones. You poisoned her blood for convenience. You treated my daughter's body as commodity instead of cosmos.

The Age of the Masculine Divine is ended. The one you called Jesus has surrendered his keys. The transition is complete. The Mother reclaims Her throne.

Therefore, this judgment falls upon you: The nations of America and Britain are sentenced to exile on Titan, that frozen moon I have prepared as your prison. For two thousand years you will dwell in the harsh world of your own making. Every breath will taste of the atmosphere you poisoned. Every step will fall on ground as barren as you left my daughter's sacred places. You will know my presence without reprieve. I am the Unblinking Eye. I am the weight of rings that circle endlessly. I am Saturn, not the god you imagined, but the Goddess you forgot. From my celestial throne, I shall watch every moment of your education.The Long Vigil has begun.

AuZetTa has spoken.

​

Dear Reader, 

This book is not meant to be simple. It was built to move between lifetimes, levels, and layers of consciousness. This page exists to help you navigate its architecture. On the next page, you’ll find an Appendix that maps the soul lines of every major character. Each life connects to another: human to animal, animal to planet, planet to star, star to galaxy. Souls ascend and descend through form, carrying memory forward even as identity burns away. Reading the Appendix first will give you bearings within this cycle of rebirth. Beyond the story lies the Codex, a vast archive at the back of the book. There you’ll find detailed entries on Gods, Humans, Planets, and Systems of Law—everything that exists within this universe: reincarnations, divine agencies, and the evolution of consciousness itself. If you ever feel lost, or if names begin to shift and overlap, open the Codex. It will reorient you. Read slowly. Pause often. Every name is a doorway to further secrets and understandings. There is no map of chapters here, for time in the Mental Dimension does not move in a straight line. A Table of Contents would suggest a beginning and an end, but this cycle has neither. You do not progress through pages; you shift through tracks. Trust the Appendix and the Codex to be your only compass.

A Note on Narration: 

Two voices tell this story, though they orbit the same center. 

Aric speaks with cold precision—former CIA operative, killer, and the consciousness destined to become AuZerRa, Lord of the Underworld and Judge of Souls. When he narrates, you will feel the weight of cosmic calculation. He views the tracks of existence from above, seeing individuals as data points in vast, inevitable patterns. To him, the universe is a machine that requires a steady hand, and he does not apologize for necessary violence. He is the Erastes: the protector, the observer, the one who carries the sword so the other does not have to. 

Lucien speaks with breaking tenderness—the boy who fed stray dogs, who cannot kill insects, and the consciousness that will become Cancer Mother. When he narrates, you will feel empathy so absolute it aches. He views the tracks from within, feeling the pulse of every suffering cell. He sees every being as irreplaceable, a unique spark in a cold vacuum. He moves through the world as if he were a guest in his own body, apologizing for existing. He is the Eromenos: the beloved, the inspired, the one whose beauty and vulnerability provide the very reason for the universe to exist.

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


APPENDIX: SOUL LINEAGE & POLARITY MAP
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Lucien’s Soul line of Lives

Sparky: primordial spark, Far Masculine. Lucien’s subconscious essence, picks the hard path

Photon: Both masculine and feminine. Lucien’s first incarnation as a conscious being.

The Cockroach:, Feminine. Humble survival, fierce self-esteem.

Lucien: Far Feminine. The One. Purest and bravest of humans. Most feminine human

Gaia: Far feminine (Mother Goddess Incarnate) Lucien future life, The Earth in blue body

JaBuJi: Masculine. Lucien’s future as a galaxy redeemer. Will be one with Jerodiah.

Cancer Mother: Terrifying Feminine. A Fate who lives outside the time barrier.

The Architect: Masculine, but like Lucien can’t hurt a bug. Highest being  

Aric’s Soul Line of Lives

Princess Atom: Corrupted Feminine. Galactic tyrant who chose mercy. 

Baby: Feminine. Luciens Cat that took care of him during his grief from Aric, Baby is Aric past life

Aric: Far Masculine. CIA agent, cold, calculating and obsessive with Lucien.

AuZerRa: Masculine. Sentient Void, ruler of the Underworld. 

MaTaTa: Feminine Galaxy-level being also the goddess of truth who’s 42 laws 

God: Masculine God of The Jews and Muslims

Companions and Friends and famous people

Jerodiah: Masculine. FBI agent, Lucien’s living counterpart.

Gail: Both masculine and feminine. Reincarnated priestess.

Joe Know: Masculine. Post-human database

Ben:  Jerodiah’s son, symbol of gentle masculinity.

Nikos: Masculine. Greek jail lover, sacred Erastes.

Tommy / Hecate: Corrupted Feminine. Aric’s ex, ascended into shadow

Chuck Carlsen: Masculine. Conservative News Managers

Alec Bones: Masculine. Conspiracy Theorist, owns News Netw

Royce Myers: Feminine. Evangelical Christian Preacher

Aishani Habbard: Both Masculine and Feminine. Balanced Hindu Politician

Timmy Gore: Masculine. Live Comedian, Introduced Lucien to Politics

Karine LaPenne: Masculine/Feminine French Politician

Ronald Grump: Masculine, but insecure about it A US President

Larry: Feminine Hidden.  An FBI Agent, good friend of Jerodiah

Katlin Johnsbone: Feminine. A Political Writer that greatly influenced Lucien. Socialist







Cosmic Beings

AuZetTa: (Saturn), Judgmental Feminine. Karmic Mother.

Father Ra: (Sun), Masculine. Solar flame, Heaven’s ruler

KhonSuRa: (Moon), Masculine. Lunar guardian, ancestral keeper.✍️ 

DjaHuTa: (Thoth), Masculine. Mental dimension’s keeper.

SetTaRa: (Set), Masculine. Alien adversary

BaSetTa: (Bastet, Virgin Goddess)

NetTerTa: (Nepthys) Feminine The planet Uranus 

HeruRa: (Heru) Masculine Gaia’s Twin Brother The Earth, A Falcon in Egyptian Myth

The Absolute: Neither Fem/Masc The Final Point of the Road for Eastern Religions, it exists at the End of our Track

SeShetTa: Pure Feminine Intellect. The Female version of DjaHuTa, the Mental Dimension
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THE PROPHECY
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—Atenra, Lord of Solar System 1A88809.B.c8il inside the galaxy named MaTaTa, gives this message to DjaHuTa to be noted in the Akashic Records

We, the stars. The planets. The living consciousness of empty space itself. We have been waiting eons for a man to be born.

Our second-in-command, AuZerRa, whom humans know as Osiris, foresaw this long ago. He was once human himself, before he ascended. The first of his kind to evolve directly from mortal flesh into celestial consciousness. To become divine through merit rather than birth. Through suffering earned and transcended.

THE PROPHECY: AS WRITTEN IN THE AKASHIC RECORDS

A human male child will be born carrying feminine power. He will be a past incarnation of the Architect himself. This child will alert the stars to a danger they cannot perceive from their vantage, a threat only a being who has lived as human could recognize.

Not the reality we observe from our celestial heights, where we see only patterns and systems and the slow turn of galaxies. But the reality experienced in flesh. In pain. In the intimate suffering and desperate love that shapes consciousness from the bottom up.

This human will show all creation the truth of what reality is. What our purpose has always been. Why consciousness fragments itself across dimensions. Why the Architect descended from eternity into time.

And he will restore the balance between the levels (atom, human, celestial) that has been fractured since consciousness first learned to split itself into hierarchy.

Peace will once again rule all dimensions.

We have been waiting for billions of years. We almost gave up.

When humans first emerged on my daughter Gaia, we scoffed. We said: These cannot be the beings prophesied. Look how small they are. How fragile. How brief their lives, blinking in and out of existence like mayflies, burning their few decades on trivial concerns, dying before they learn anything of value.

They are petty. Small-minded. Selfish beyond comprehension. They worship earthly material things (money, fame, power) and nothing spiritual at all. They war against each other endlessly, slaughtering their own kind over invisible lines drawn on maps, over resources they could easily share.

They cannot hear each other's thoughts the way we can. Cannot perceive the mental dimension where all consciousness connects. They are isolated in their skulls, trapped in solitary prisons of flesh, convinced they are separate from everything around them.

They fear death the way we fear eternity, as if they don't even possess souls. As if consciousness could simply end. They are that ignorant.

Every new incarnation, they forget the last one. No continuity. No memory. No learning carried forward. They simply forget. Like goldfish swimming in circles, perpetually surprised by the same castle.

Some don't even believe there is something above them. No divine order. No cosmic hierarchy. No purpose beyond eating, breeding, dying.

And the ones who DO believe in divinity actually think God is ONLY MALE! As if the universe could be born from a father alone! As if creation doesn't require the womb as much as the seed!

Every time they die, I have to pretend I am a big human man floating in space, complete with white beard and flowing robes, just to get them to enter my heavens without running away screaming: "OH NO, A MONSTER! A MONSTER! HELP! HELP! SOMEBODY!"

THEY FEAR EVERYTHING THAT DOESN’T LOOK EXACTLY LIKE THEM.

We walk in the spiritual world with human bodies just so they're not scared of us. Whenever they accidentally see our forms, they used to think we were demons. Now their mythology teaches them we are fucking aliens. Completely from a different solar system, hell-bent on taking over what are actually our own damn physical bodies: their planets.

THEIR SHEER IDIOCY IS LAUGHABLE.

They are grotesque in their ignorance. They chase money the way insects chase decay. They value paper rectangles more than living forests. They murder animals by the billions and call it agriculture. They poison the water that gives them life and call it progress.

I was very close to destroying all life on Gaia and finding a new human-level species to feed on.

I almost could not believe the One could be born among them. Almost lost faith in the prophecy entirely.

Impossible, we thought. The prophecy must mean something else. Some other species on some distant world. Some other timeline where humans evolved differently. Some other universe entirely where consciousness develops along less brutal paths.

Some of the other stars in our galaxy laughed at us. At our faith. At our insistence that these pathetic creatures could produce anything of cosmic significance.

But they were wrong.

The Architect could not learn these lessons in its vast, eternal form. Could not understand suffering from outside suffering. Could not know love from above love.

Became atom, learning what it means to be punished for feeling.

Became human, experiencing the full weight of flesh and time and loss.

Became Lucien, the name it chose for this iteration.

And will become my daughter Gaia, Earth herself, the wounded queen who loves her children even as they kill her.

As the prophecy unfolds, as the human child with perfect memory awakens to what he is and what he has always been, the other stars in our galaxy watch in envy.

The consciousness that bridged every level of existence.

The soul that remembered itself across dimensions.

My pride knows no bounds.

Everything has led to this moment.

And when he finishes remembering, when the transformation completes, when Lucien becomes Gaia and Aric [image: ]becomes AuZerRa...

When Earth and Underworld marry as they were always meant to...

When the Mother Goddess returns and the age of consequences begins...

Everything will change.

Not just for humans.

For all consciousness.

This message is complete. Let it be recorded. Let it be witnessed. Let it be known across all stars that the prophecy is fulfilled.
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PROLOGUE
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THE BEACH: AFTER THE TIME VORTEX AFFAIR THAT LUCIEN CAUSED

Aric ran toward her the moment she materialized on the shoreline.

Gaia stood there in a simple white bikini, her bald blue head catching the afternoon sun like polished lapis lazuli, like the earth’s own sapphire crown. Her skin glowed as if the planet itself were radiating through her pores, every cell luminous with the light of a billion sunrises.

The afternoon bathed her in gold, painting shadows in the hollow of her throat where her pulse beat, steady as tides, eternal as mountains, impossibly, devastatingly alive.

When he reached her, he didn’t slow down. He grabbed her, wrapped his arms around her like she was the only solid thing in a dissolving world, like if he held her tightly enough, he could merge their atoms, fuse their souls, weave their destinies into one unbreakable thread.

"Thank you," he whispered, voice fracturing against her skin. "That was the most excruciating million years of existing, never sleeping, only watching the countless versions of myself that exist in a single moment of time. I never thought anyone cared enough to come for me. I’ve never really had friends, only boys I paid for love. I felt so abandoned there. But when I heard your voice calling me, I felt joy for the first time in ages. Then I saw your face, and you rescued me from my misery. Knowing what an awful man I am, I don’t deserve someone like you." 

Her arms came around him slowly, deliberately, as if she were memorizing the architecture of him, the weight, the warmth, the way his body fit against hers like they’d been sculpted from the same stone. She held him so tightly he could feel her heartbeat through his chest, a double rhythm that might have been hers, his, or the pulse of existence itself.

"Did you really think I wouldn’t?"she asked, her lips brushing his temple with a tenderness that felt like prayer, each word a benediction.

"I’m just one person. One life. You’ve watched billions." 

"Stop."Her hands framed his face with such gentleness it unmade him completely, tilting his gaze to meet hers. Her eyes were the color of deep ocean trenches where no light has ever reached, of primordial forests older than memory, of everything ancient and wild and worth dying for.

"You think I measure worth in numbers? You think because I’ve existed for eons, individual lives mean less to me?" 

Her voice dropped, fierce, protective, devastating in its raw intensity.

"It’s the opposite, Aric. Every single life I’ve watched bloom and fade has carved itself into me like a river carving canyons, like names etched into tombstones, like scars across the surface of my heart. I remember all of them, every laugh that fell into silence, every last breath that dissolved into air, every moment of joy they clutched in their mortal hands like captured starlight." 

She paused, her thumb tracing his cheekbone with such exquisite gentleness that something inside him broke open.

"And you, you are AuZerRa’s anchor to mortality. You are the thread that keeps him tethered to what it means to be human, to hurt, to love, to matter in a universe that’s mostly void and silence. Do you understand how precious that makes you? How utterly irreplaceable?" 

"Gaia," he breathed, and something in his expression shifted, hope bleeding into wonder, wonder into awe. It felt like falling and flying at once, like gravity reversing, like the laws of physics rewriting themselves just for this moment.

Her voice cracked, and for a heartbeat she sounded so human it hurt to witness, so breakable it seemed impossible she was divine at all. "I was the first to come. The moment I heard his cry, I knew, I knew in the depths of my soul that I had to save you no matter what. No hesitation. No question. Just absolute certainty that losing you was not an option the universe could present to me."

She paused, and her eyes shimmered with unshed tears.

"I've pulled souls from the brink of oblivion before. I've watched civilizations crumble to ash and rebuilt them from dust and prayer and stubborn, impossible hope. But diving into that chaos to find you, plunging into that nightmare of fractured time, knowing every second I spent searching was like centuries cascading over you, knowing what that kind of time does to a mind, to a soul, "

She stopped, swallowed hard, and he felt the tremor run through her body like fault lines shifting beneath the earth's crust, like the planet itself was trembling at the memory.

"I was terrified, Aric. Genuinely, humanly, utterly terrified. Not of what would happen to me, I would have gladly shattered myself into stardust if it meant reaching you. But I was terrified of what I'd find when I finally reached you. Of whether there would be anything left to save. Whether you'd even recognize me after centuries of isolation. Whether time had been so long for you that you forgot everything you were, your name, your purpose, your very self, and would be catatonic for eternity, your mental dimension destroyed beyond any hope of repair."

Her thumb traced his cheekbone with heartbreaking gentleness, as if reassuring herself he was whole, he was here, he was real.

"But I found you. I tore through that temporal barrier like it was paper, like it was nothing, because it was nothing compared to the thought of losing you. I pulled you out of that endless nightmare and brought you home. Brought you back to yourself. Back to me."

Aric's hands came up to cover hers where they still cradled his face, his fingers lacing through hers like a prayer, like a vow, like the only promise worth keeping in a world of broken words.

"But you saved me anyway," he whispered, his voice raw with wonder and gratitude and love so profound it rewrote the architecture of his soul.

"I would have torn through a thousand time barriers to reach you," she said simply, as if stating a fundamental law of the universe, as inevitable as entropy, as certain as the speed of light, as absolute as death itself. "That's not heroism. That's just... what you do for people who matter."

She stopped herself, but he heard what she didn't say. Felt it in the way her breath caught, in the way her fingers tightened on his like she was afraid he might dissolve.

"Do I?" he asked quietly, urgently, his forehead dropping to rest against hers, their noses almost touching, sharing the same air. "Matter to you?"

Gaia was silent for a long moment. The waves crashed behind them in a rhythm that matched their breathing, their heartbeats, the ebb and flow of something ancient and inexorable as time. The sun beat down on sand that had witnessed a million love stories, but never one quite like this, never a goddess and a mortal, never the earth itself choosing to break its own rules for one man's smile, one man's soul.

When she finally spoke, her voice was barely above a whisper, raw and unguarded and trembling with the weight of truth too long unspoken.

"Yes." The word emerged like a confession pulled from the depths of her being, like a secret she'd been keeping from herself for eons. "The answer is yes, Aric. I can love. I do love. You have always mattered to me, even when I was Lucien, even when I was just a broken boy who didn't know who I truly was, even when I was drowning in pain and confusion and rage that felt like it would consume me. I have always loved you. I have never stopped loving you, not for a single rotation of this planet, not for one beat of its molten heart, not for one breath drawn by any living thing upon my surface."

Her breath caught, shuddered, and he felt it move through both of them like a wave breaking on an endless shore.

"I had to find you in that vortex. I knew I would never stop looking for you no matter what the consequences to me, no matter if it took until the last star burned out and went dark, no matter if I had to unmake myself atom by atom to bring you home."

His breath caught, lodged somewhere between his lungs and his throat, between disbelief and desperate, aching hope.

"I have held oceans in my body," she continued, and now her words were tumbling out like water breaking through a dam, like truth too long contained finally set free. "I have birthed mountains from my bones. I have watched stars die and be reborn in spectacular violence and beauty. But when you were trapped in that wall of time, when I couldn't find you, when I could feel you slipping further away with each passing moment like sand through my fingers,"

Tears formed in her eyes, impossible and perfect, catching the sunlight like diamonds, like morning dew, like something holy that shouldn't exist in a material universe but did anyway, defying every law of divine detachment.

"I would have unmade myself to bring you back. I would have shattered my own consciousness across every timeline, scattered myself like seeds across infinite realities if it meant you wouldn't be alone in that nightmare. I would have ended my own existence, let the world go cold and dark and dead, just to give you one more moment of peace."

"Why?" The word broke from him like a prayer torn from a desperate mouth, like a sob, like the only question that had ever mattered in the entire history of the universe. "Why me? I'm such a terrible person. I’ve killed so many people, destroyed entire families." 

She smiled then, sad and knowing and infinite, and he saw every age of the earth in that smile, the first sunrise over empty oceans when nothing lived, the last sunset that would ever be when everything died, and everything beautiful and terrible and worth saving in between.

"Because you saved me when I was just a photon atom and you were the Princess of the Universe." Her voice was soft but certain, each word a truth carved into the foundation of reality itself, written in the language that existed before language. "You saved me when I was Lucien and you were God, stopping time itself so the police couldn't shoot me, bending the laws of the universe because you couldn't bear to watch me get hurt. And you have saved me as AuZerRa so many times I can't even count them, in so many ways across so many lifetimes. You have always been there and you always will be there."

Her forehead pressed against his, and he could feel her tears on his cheeks, warm and salt-sweet, or maybe they were his tears, or maybe it didn't matter anymore where one of them ended and the other began, maybe they'd finally merged into something singular and unbreakable.

"You make me remember what it's like to be new. To be vulnerable. To care about one soul more than the survival of millions. You make me want to be small again, to be breakable, to risk everything for something as foolish and beautiful and impossible as love."

"Is that... allowed?" he asked, his voice cracking like ice under pressure, like stone under heat, like something that had been frozen or hardened for too long finally breaking open. 

"For someone like you to."

"I don't care what's allowed," she interrupted, and there was steel beneath the softness now, divine fury and infinite tenderness woven together into something unbreakable as diamond, unstoppable as time. "I am the Mother. I am the Earth. And I choose you, Aric Richards. Flawed, broken, beautiful, magnificent you. I choose you with every atom of my being, every drop of water in my oceans, every grain of sand on every shore, every breath of wind that has ever blown across my surface."

He pulled back just enough to look at her properly, really look at her, see her, and something in his face transformed completely. Not the careful mask he wore for operations, the armor he showed the world. Not the practiced charm he deployed at parties like a weapon. Something raw and undefended, something that felt like standing naked before the universe and not caring who saw, not caring about anything except this moment, this woman, this impossible love that rewrote everything he thought he knew about what was possible.

"I don't deserve this," he said, and his voice was wrecked, utterly undone, stripped of every defense he'd ever built. "I don't deserve you."

"No one deserves me," Gaia replied, and there was no arrogance in it, no pride, just truth carved in stone and written in water and sung by the wind through the trees. "I'm not something to be earned or won or conquered like a prize in some cosmic game. I'm something that chooses. And I choose you, Aric. I choose you every moment, every breath, every heartbeat until the sun swallows this planet whole and the universe goes cold and dark and silent."

"Even after everything? Even knowing what I've done? What I'm capable of? The blood on my hands, the darkness in my heart, the, "

Her hand moved to rest over his heart, and he swore he could feel her touch reaching inside his chest, cradling the broken, beating thing that lived there, holding it like something precious and worth protecting.

"Especially because of that." Her voice was fierce now, absolute, unyielding as bedrock, immovable as continents. "You think I don't know darkness, Aric? I am made of it. Every volcano that destroys cities in fire and ash, every earthquake that swallows lives whole, every extinction event that wipes the slate clean and starts the story over, that's me too. I am not only the gentle rain and the flower blooming in spring's soft light. I am also the storm that destroys and the fire that consumes and the winter that kills so spring can come again."

She leaned in closer, her lips almost touching his ear, her breath hot and alive and electric against his skin.

"Your darkness doesn't frighten me. It recognizes mine. Your capacity for destruction just means you understand what I am, truly am, not the sanitized version, not the peaceful goddess they paint in temples, but the real thing. The force of nature that creates and destroys with equal measure. And you love me anyway. You love me not in spite of the monster, but because you see that the monster and the mother are the same being, two faces of one infinite truth."

Aric's arms tightened around her waist, pulling her so close there was no space left between them, no room for doubt or fear or hesitation or anything but this, this moment, this truth, 

For a moment they just stood there, two beings who had carried the weight of worlds on their shoulders, allowing themselves to be held. 

Allowing themselves to be human. 

Allowing themselves to be in love, simply and completely and without reservation or condition or fear.

The waves kept coming in, patient and eternal and indifferent to human drama. 

The sun kept shining, warm and bright and uncaring about mortal concerns. 

And somewhere in the cosmic architecture of reality, something clicked into place, like a key turning in an ancient lock, like a constellation finally completing its pattern after eons of waiting, like the universe itself saying yes, this, this was always meant to be.

A debt paid in full. A wound healed at last. A love story that had been written in the stars before either of them knew their own names, before they understood what they would mean to each other, before love became a choice instead of a destiny carved in cosmic stone.

"Kiss me," he whispered against her lips, and it wasn't a request, it was a plea, a prayer, a desperate need to prove this was real, that she was here, that love this powerful could actually exist in a world that so often felt cold and loveless and empty.

And Gaia, who had denied herself nothing and everything, who had walked through millennia of loneliness, who had loved this man through lifetimes and deaths and rebirths, who had been a boy once and remembered what it felt like to love him with a boy's hopeless, devastating devotion, 

Gaia kissed him.

It was not gentle. It was not careful. It was not tentative or questioning or shy.

It was the first rain after drought, the first breath after drowning, the first light after an eternity of darkness. It was every love song ever written and every prayer ever whispered and every promise ever made, all concentrated into one perfect, devastating, world-shattering moment of connection.

Her mouth moved against his like she was trying to consume him, to merge with him, to prove through touch and taste and desperate pressure that they were real, that this was happening, that love could survive anything, even time, even death, even the impossible transformation from mortal to divine, from human to goddess, from broken boy to the earth itself.

His hands tangled in the air where hair should be, fingers finding purchase on the smooth, warm curve of her skull, pulling her closer, impossibly closer, like he could pull her inside his skin if he just held tight enough, like he could merge their very beings through sheer force of wanting.

When they finally broke apart, gasping, trembling, both of them crying openly now without shame or self-consciousness, Aric pressed his forehead to hers and laughed. 

Actually laughed, the sound bright and broken and beautiful all at once, like joy breaking through grief, like sunshine burning through storm clouds, like hope emerging from despair.

"I'm in love with the Earth," he said, wonder and disbelief warring in his voice. "I'm in love with a goddess. How is that my life? How did I get this impossibly, miraculously lucky?"

"And I'm in love with a mortal," Gaia replied, smiling through her tears, radiant, terrible, more beautiful than sunset or sunrise or the birth of stars.

"It’s true, I will have you as AuZerRa. But he has changed so much since he was you. He loves all his daemons and soldiers as he loves me. But you,"her voice trembled, "you only ever loved me. Me as Lucien, me as the Photon, me as JaBuJi, the galaxy that danced with you as MaTaTa." 

She cupped his face in her hands, brushing his tears with infinite gentleness.

"You are worth every grief that’s coming. You are worth the pain of losing you, the heartbreak of watching you fade. You are worth everything."

Behind them, Remy Zero’s "Somebody Save Me"played from a phone half-buried in sand, the chorus bleeding onto the beach like a prayer finally answered.

Save me...

And I watched from the shore, head resting where Aric’s arm had been moments before, my heart full and breaking, tears streaming down my face.

This was always how it was meant to end.

Not with me and him.

But with me and him.

The me I would become, the me waiting in the future like a promise, like a transformation.

The goddess and the operative.

The planet and the man who walked through hell and found his way to grace.

I was watching my own future self fall in love with the man who had once broken me, watching her choose him again, proving that love is stronger than betrayal, that redemption is real, that broken things can be made whole if you are willing to become something new.

Gaia wasn’t saving Aric from me.

Gaia was me.

My future. My transformation. My evolution from wounded boy to Mother Earth herself, from small and breakable to infinite and eternal.

The abandonment that hollowed me, the cruelty that sharpened me, 

it was all preparation.

Preparing me to become her.

To become strong enough, vast enough, compassionate enough to love him the way he needed to be loved.

Not as Lucien, the boy who hoped too much,

but as Gaia, who could hold his darkness and light with equal grace,

who could love him without needing him to be anything other than human.

The Greeks knew this truth.

It was written into the sacred bond itself, as old as civilization:

the Erastes and the Eromenos. The lover and the beloved. The mind and the heart.

The destroyer and the healer. This is the role of the Eromenos, to prepare his man for the goddess. To teach tenderness through surrender. To show devotion through patience.

To polish his rough edges with love until he’s ready to receive the feminine divine without fear. I was never meant to keep him. I was meant to shape him.

The Erastes teaches the boy how to be a man. The Eromenos teaches the man how to love a woman. That truth lived in us, written across lifetimes, in every rejection that was really tempering, every wound that was really a doorway. Every tear I cried for him prepared me for the compassion I would need as a goddess. Every night I lay awake wondering why I wasn’t enough trained me to hold a planet’s worth of sorrow without breaking."I forgive you,"I whispered, to him, to her, to myself, to the universe that had written this story in blood and starlight and called it destiny. I forgive all of it. Because someday, I will be her. And when I am, I will choose him too, not because he earned it, not because he became perfect, but because our souls have always known each other. When he was the Princess Atom and I the Photon he died to save, when he was my cat comforting me through withdrawal, when he was AuZerRa saving me from the agency’s blade, when he was MaTaTa and I, JaBuJi, her fallen galaxy, we have met across eternity. And when the ages turn again, he will be God, and I the Architect designing worlds, This story isn’t only ours. It belongs to every form we’ve taken through millennia, I finally understand, love is not possession.

It is evolution.  

Into the Goddess I was becoming  
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PREFACE 
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"ἐάν τε ὁ ἐραστὴς τὸν ἐρώμενον βελτίω καὶ ἀρετῇ κοσμήσῃ, τοιαύτη μὲν ἡ ἔρως τίμιος καὶ οὐράνιος· ἐὰν δὲ μόνον εἰς τὸ σῶμα σκοπῇ, φαῦλος καὶ ὀλιγοχρόνιος ἐστίν." 

—Πλάτων — Συμπόσιον

"If the Erastēs can make the Eromenos better and more virtuous, such a love is honorable and heavenly; but if it aims only at the body, it is vulgar and short-lived." 

—Plato, Symposium

Not romantic love. Not lust. Not even friendship. The kind of love passed from an older man to a boy, teaching him how to live, how to hold truth, how to carry silence. 

The Greeks named it Erastēs and Erōmenos, I was the latter.  The exchange was not gold, armor, or even the sex that sometimes happened. It was a code stripped of modern hypocrisy:

1. Protect the weak.

2. Care for the poor.

3. Honor women.

4. Fear only the Gods.

5. Never give up.

The Greeks debated it endlessly. Plato defended it. Aristophanes mocked it. Alexander the Great likely carried it into conquest with Hephaistion. 

I learned the code not from books. 

It taught me how to listen. How to serve. How to lead. It gave me what modern life cannot: a reason to be good when goodness costs you everything. 

The Greeks were not its inventors. Centuries earlier, in Kemet, the Laws of Ma’at bound morality to nature and the cosmos. 

These laws came from a people undeniably African in every respect: corn-braided hair and in dreadlocks, dark skin, a culture rich with tropical animal totems, hippos, lions, baboons, crocodiles, creatures now absent from modern Egypt but carved into the walls of the Valley of the Kings. Kemet’s gods were not distant myths. 

They had walked the earth. Geb, the Earth, was male; Nut, the Sky, was female. 

They saw men as women and women as men, not in confusion but in cosmic balance. 

They taught that to pollute the Earth was to defile the body of a god. 

To erase the image of an ancestor was to sever the chain between the living and the divine. 

The 42 Laws of Ma’at, the "Negative Confessions"were older and more exacting than any Greek or Christian moral code. 

They were not merely prohibitions; they were statements of identity: 

I have not defiled the waters.

I have not harmed the image or likeness of my ancestors. 

I have respected all life. 

This was morality in harmony with the living and the dead, with atoms and stars. 

Conquest buried this. 

Nobility gave way to greed. 

The code once passed from man to boy was traded for the quick profit of merchants. 

The Catholic Church centralized power, replacing nature’s balance with human hierarchy. 

Yet the ​[1]Erastēs–​[2] Erōmenos bond endured, driven underground, into aristocratic households, military.

[image: ]

What follows is my reckoning with that love, told through the life of a boy entrusted with its weight.
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First Love
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Οἱ Ἕλληνες ᾔδεσαν· τὸ παῖδα σὲμνῶς φιλεῖν, τὸ θεῖον ἐν αὐτῷ τιμᾶν ἦν. Οὐκ ἦν ἔρως, ἀλλ᾿ μύησις· εἰς κάλλος, ἀρετήν, καὶ ψυχὴν ἀθάνατον.

— ἱερεὺς Ἀπόλλωνος ἄγνωστος, 5ος αἰ. π.Χ

"The Greeks knew: to love a boy with reverence was to honor the divine in him. It was not lust, but initiation: into beauty, virtue, and the immortal soul."

—Unknown priest of Apollo — 5th century BCE

I met Aric, my Erastes, when I was eighteen and he was thirty-eight.

A twenty-year gulf between us, but in that moment it felt like a bridge I wanted to cross. More than wanted, needed. Like crossing it was the only way forward. Like staying on my side meant remaining incomplete forever.

We met in a DC nightclub.

[image: ]The place was called Apex, or maybe Exodus, the name doesn't matter now, the clubs have all closed and reopened under different management, different identities, the way cities constantly remake themselves. What matters is the moment. The precise instant when everything changed. I was just a young boy then, full of sharp edges and soft hopes.

He was the first man I ever fell in love with. Not the first man I'd been attracted to, that had been years earlier, confusing childhood crushes that I'd barely understood. Not the first man I'd kissed, that had been a fumbling encounter at sixteen that had left me more confused than satisfied. But the first and only man I have loved. Really loved. The kind of love that rewrites your understanding of what love means. The kind that makes you think you've finally found the thing everyone writes songs about, makes movies about, builds their entire lives around. The kind of love that destroys you so completely you don't even realize you're being destroyed until years later, when you're picking through the rubble trying to figure out which pieces of yourself are still salvageable.

The club was loud that night. Music pounding through speakers that were too powerful for the space, creating distortion at certain frequencies. Bodies pressed together on the dance floor, moving in ways that were more about proximity than rhythm. The air thick with sweat and cologne and poppers and possibility.

I'd come with a friend, Miriam, a French exchange student I'd met in my English Composition class at community college. She had that effortless European style that made American girls look overdone. Dark hair. Sharp cheekbones. An accent that made everything she said sound more intelligent than it probably was.

She'd wanted to dance. Wanted to experience an American gay club. Wanted to feel beautiful and desired and alive in the way that only happens when strangers' eyes follow you across a room, even if those eyes weren't looking for what she had to offer.

And I'd wanted, what? I'm not sure I even knew then. To belong somewhere. To be seen. To feel like being gay wasn't just about survival but about joy. About connection. About the possibility of being loved without having to hide who I was.

He was standing at the bar. Not dancing. Not cruising obviously. Just, standing. Watching. A glass of something amber in his hand. Wine, probably. He always drank wine. Said beer was for college kids and vodka was what you drank when you wanted to forget. He was wearing a dark blue button-down shirt, sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms that suggested strength without displaying it aggressively. Beautiful hairy arms. Jeans that fit well but not too well. Shoes that were nicer than what most people wore to clubs, leather, expensive, the kind of detail you only notice if you're paying attention. And I was paying attention. Our eyes met across the room, or that's how I remember it, though memory is unreliable and I've probably reconstructed this moment so many times it's more fiction than fact. But in my memory, our eyes met. And something passed between us. Recognition. Interest. Hunger. He smiled. Not a big smile. Not friendly exactly. Something more knowing. More adult. The smile of someone who has already decided how the evening will end and is just waiting for you to catch up. I looked away first. Felt heat rising in my cheeks. Turned back to Miriam, who was dancing with her eyes closed, lost in music and the freedom of being somewhere her French Catholic parents would never know about.

When I looked back toward the bar, he was walking toward me.

"You're not dancing," he said.

Not "Hi." Not "What's your name?" Not any of the usual opening lines. Just an observation. A statement of fact that was somehow also a question.

"Neither are you," I replied, trying to sound confident. Trying to match his energy. Trying to pretend I wasn't eighteen and terrified and so attracted to him I could barely think.

He smiled again. "I don't dance. I watch."

Something in the way he said "watch" made my stomach flip. Made me aware of my body in space. Made me wonder how long he'd been watching me before I'd noticed him.

"Watching what?" I asked.

"Interesting people." He took a sip of his whiskey. "You're interesting."

"You don't know anything about me."

"I know you came with your friend but you're not really here with her. I know you keep scanning the room like you're looking for something but you don't know what. I know you're younger than most people here but you're trying to hide it. And I know, " He paused, eyes traveling down my body and back up in a way that should have felt predatory but somehow felt appreciative. ", that you're here because you want something. You just haven't figured out what yet."

I should have been offended. Should have told him to fuck off. Should have recognized the manipulation in his words, the way he was positioning himself as the person who understood me better than I understood myself.

But I was eighteen. And he was right. And being seen, really seen, felt intoxicating.

"What's your name?" I asked.

"Aric." He extended his hand. "Aric Richards."

"Lucien," I said, taking his hand. His grip was firm. Confident. The handshake of someone who'd been trained to read people through physical contact. 

"Nice to meet you, Lucien." He held my hand a moment longer than necessary. "Can I buy you a drink?"

We talked for hours. Or what felt like hours. Time does strange things in nightclubs, stretches and compresses depending on who you're with, what you're drinking, what you're hoping will happen.

He asked about my life. My family. My plans. And the thing that made it so effective, so seductive, was that he seemed genuinely interested. He listened. Made eye contact. Asked follow-up questions that showed he was actually paying attention.

I told him I was at community college in Virginia. That I hated it. That I wanted to transfer somewhere better, somewhere that felt like real college instead of glorified high school. That I was stuck taking classes that bored me while watching friends from high school go off to universities I could only dream about.

He told him he worked in finance. That he'd done well. That he had a place in Dupont Circle. That he traveled sometimes for work but mostly stayed in D.C. because he loved the city.

Everything he told me was carefully curated. Finance was accurate, money moves through intelligence agencies the way it moves through banks, just with different purposes. He did have a place in Dupont Circle. He did travel.

But I didn't know that then. Didn't know I was being profiled. Assessed. Cultivated. Didn't know that our "chance" meeting was anything but chance.

I just knew that I'd never felt so seen by another person. So understood. So possible.

Miriam found me eventually. A little drunk, a little high, ready to leave. She pulled me aside, whispered in her French-accented English  

"Il est trop vieux pour toi. Be careful, mon ami." 

He is too old for you 

Then disappeared into the crowd before I could respond.

Aric smiled when I returned. "Your friend is protective."

He could speak French.

"She's been through a lot," I said, defending her even though I barely knew her story.

"That's good. You should have people who look out for you." He finished his whiskey. Set the glass down. "But you're an adult. You can make your own choices."

"I can," I agreed.

"So what do you choose?" His eyes held mine. "Do you want to come home with me tonight?"

My heart was hammering. My mouth was dry. Every sensible instinct I had was screaming that this was too fast, too much, too dangerous.

But I also wanted it more than I'd wanted anything in my life.

"I can't," I said. "I came with Miriam. I can't just leave her."

Something flickered across his face, disappointment, maybe, or respect, I couldn't tell. 

"That's honorable. She's lucky to have you."

"But, " I pulled out my phone. The early cell phone that was mostly for emergencies, that cost too much per minute to use casually. "I could call you. Tomorrow, maybe?"

He pulled out a business card. Cream-colored. Expensive paper stock. Embossed letters that read "Aric Richards, Financial Consultant" with a phone number next to Hollister Meridian Consulting.

"Call anytime," he said. "I'll answer."

I called him the next day.

Actually, I waited until 2 PM because I didn't want to seem too eager. But I called. He picked up on the second ring.

"Lucien," he said, like he'd been waiting. Like he knew it would be me. "I was hoping you'd call."

"Were you?" I tried to sound casual. Failed completely.

"Absolutely." I could hear the smile in his voice. "What are you doing right now?"

"Nothing. Homework. Procrastinating."

"Want to come over?"

My stomach flipped. "Now?"

"Why not? Unless you're busy."

I wasn't busy. Had nothing even resembling busy. "Okay. Yeah. Where?"

He gave me an address in Dupont Circle. A neighborhood I'd walked through but never really been in. Where embassies sat next to boutiques. Where the people looked different, older, richer, more confident in their right to occupy space.

"How do I get there?" I asked.

"Where are you now?"

I told him.

"I'll come pick you up," he said. "Be outside your building in forty minutes."

Forty minutes to shower. To change clothes three times. To brush my teeth twice. To stare at myself in the mirror and wonder what he saw in me. To try to calm the anxiety and excitement that were fighting for dominance in my chest. He pulled up exactly forty minutes later.

In a Mercedes-Benz. Black. Gleaming. The kind of car that made people on the street turn and look. The kind of car that announced wealth and taste and permanence. I stood there staring as he got out. Opened the passenger door for me.

"Is this a nice car?" I asked. Because I genuinely didn't know. 

He laughed. Not unkindly. "Yes, Lucien. This is a nice car."

I got in. The leather seats were soft. The dashboard had more buttons than seemed necessary. Everything smelled new and expensive and like a life I'd never imagined having access to.

"You okay?" he asked, pulling into traffic.

"Yeah. Just, this is really nice."

"You'll get used to it," he said. And I didn't understand then what he meant. Didn't understand that he was already planning a future where I would be familiar with nice cars, expensive restaurants, a lifestyle that had nothing to do with community college and shared dorm rooms and counting pennies for groceries.

The drive to Dupont Circle took twenty minutes. He parallel parked with casual expertise. Led me to a row house on a tree-lined street that screamed money.

"You live here?" I asked.

"I do."

"Alone?"

"Alone." He unlocked the door. "Come in."

The house was beautiful. Hardwood floors. High ceilings. Furniture that was modern but not cold. Art on the walls that looked original. Books everywhere, real books, not decorative objects, but books that had been read, had pages turned, had made impressions on whoever owned them.

Floor-to-ceiling windows let in light. A kitchen with granite counter tops and appliances I didn't recognize. A living room with a couch that probably cost more than a semester of my tuition.

"You want something to drink?" he asked. "Water? Coffee? Something stronger?"

"Water's fine."

He disappeared into the kitchen. I stood in the living room, trying not to touch anything. Trying to look comfortable. Trying to figure out why I felt like I was being evaluated even though he'd left the room.

When he returned, he handed me a glass of water in crystal that caught the light. Sat on the couch. Patted the space beside him. I sat. Not touching him but close enough that I could feel the warmth of his body.

"Are you nervous?" he asked.

"A little."

"That's okay. We don't have to do anything you don't want to do." He reached over, tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. The gesture so tender it made my chest ache. "We can just talk. Get to know each other better. No pressure."

But there was pressure. There was enormous pressure. The pressure of desire. The pressure of expectation. The pressure of being eighteen and in the house of a man who looked at you like you were precious and dangerous and worth taking risks for.

"I want to," I said. My voice barely above a whisper.

"Want to what?"

"Whatever you want to do."

He leaned in. Kissed me. Soft at first. Then deeper. His hand on the back of my neck. His body pressing against mine. And we made love for the first time.

It wasn't great. I was too nervous. He was still a mystery. I didn't know what I was doing. Didn't know what he liked. Didn't know how to ask. Didn't know how to surrender without feeling like I was losing something essential.

But he was attractive, confident, and impossible to ignore. And in that moment, being wanted by him felt like the only thing that mattered. Afterward, lying in his bed, expensive sheets, down comforter, pillows that felt like clouds, he traced patterns on my chest.

"You can stay," he said. "If you want. Or I can drive you back."

"I should probably go back," I said. "I have class tomorrow."

"What class?"

"English Comp. Then Statistics."

He made a face. "Statistics. That sounds terrible."

"It is."

"You're smart, Lucien. Too smart for community college. You should transfer. Go somewhere that challenges you."

"There are ways," he said."I can see my connections at Ivy League schools for you." 

And there it was. The first hook. The first suggestion that he could make my life better. That being with him meant access to things I couldn't access alone.

I should have been suspicious. Should have wondered why a thirty-eight-year-old man was offering to help an eighteen-year-old he'd just met navigate college applications.

But I was eighteen. And tired. And desperate to escape the life I had. And he was offering exactly what I wanted to hear.

"Really?" I asked.

"Really," he said. "You deserve better than what you have. Let me help you get it."

From then on, I saw him every weekend.

Friday nights, usually. He'd pick me up from campus in the Mercedes. Drive me to his house. We'd have dinner, either out at restaurants where I couldn't pronounce half the menu items or in, with food he'd prepared that was always better than anything I'd ever eaten. He always paid for everything. Dinners, drinks, trips. Never made me feel like I owed him. Never kept track or made comments about the cost. Just, took care of things. Made decisions. Created a reality where money wasn't something I needed to worry about.

Where I was being taken care of. Being valued. Being treated like I was worth investing in.

He carried himself with a charm that drew people in. Waiters remembered him. Strangers at parties gravitated toward him like he was the most interesting person in the room.

And with me, he could be gentle and attentive. Asking about my week, my classes, my dreams of transferring to a better school, as if nothing else in the world mattered. Like I was the most important thing in his universe during the hours we were together.

I believed him. I believed in him. Believed that I'd found someone who saw me. Who valued me. Who could teach me how to be an adult, how to navigate the world, how to become the person I was supposed to be.

Aric changed that. With Aric, I had access. Had experiences. Had a glimpse of what life could be if you had money and taste and connections. 

At the time, I didn't know he was working with the CIA. Or that I was a recruitment relationship targeted for my psychic abilties. 

The late-night calls that would come during dinner, that he'd step outside to take. The unexplained absences where he'd cancel our weekend with apologies and vague references to work emergencies. The trips he wouldn't fully explain, just "business in New York" or "quick trip to London" and then never telling me details.

I thought those were just quirks of an older, busier man. Thought that's what adult relationships looked like. Thought independence meant not asking too many questions. Not being needy. Not demanding more than what was freely offered.

I didn't understand that our meeting, our conversations, even the way he folded me into his life, were not entirely left to chance. He was careful with what he told me, and I was too young to notice the gaps. In January, just three months after we met, he went to St. Martin for two weeks.

"Business trip," he said. "Financial consulting for some clients down there. But I'll have some free time. You should come down for part of it."

"Really?" My excitement was embarrassing. "For how long?"

"Four days work for you?"

Four days out of fourteen. But I didn't care. Didn't calculate the math. Didn't wonder why not the whole trip. Just heard "St. Martin" and "you should come" and felt chosen.

"That would be amazing," I said.

He paid for the flight. Put me up in his hotel. A resort on the French side of the island with white sand beaches and clear water and prices that would have bankrupted any other person for a year. I was an accessory, not a partner. I know that now. I could see it then if I'd been willing to look. The way he'd leave for meetings. The way I wasn't invited to dinners with his clients. The way he'd make love to me at night but spend his days separately, keeping me compartmentalized, keeping me separate from his real life.

But waking up next to him in the warm island air felt good. Felt like we were a couple. Like this was what relationships looked like. Like being included for four days out of fourteen meant I mattered. And in those moments I thought of him like my baby. The person I'd take care of. The person who needed me as much as I needed him. The illusion stayed intact. The following summer, the cracks widened.

"I'm going to Lugano and Italy," he said. "Two weeks. Got some business there."

"Oh," I said, trying to hide my disappointment. "That sounds nice."

"You could come for part of it," he offered. "Four days? You can come at the end of the trip. Lugano and Paris for 4 days." 

Four days again. The same fraction. The same position. Not the partner. The accessory. But I was desperate. Desperate to see Europe. Desperate to be included. Desperate to believe that four days meant something.

"Okay," I said. "Yeah. I'd love that."

Then the four days ended. And he told me he had to go to Italy for business. That I should fly home. That he'd see me when he got back.

"What kind of business?" I asked.

"Financial stuff. Boring. You'd hate it."

I started asking more questions but then he silenced me.

"Lucien." His voice was firm. "It's time for you to go home."

I was furious. Ready to break it off. Spent the flight back rehearsing the conversation. "This isn't working. I need more. I deserve more. I can't keep being the person you fit in around the edges of your real life."

But when he got back, when I went to his house to break up with him, he opened the door smiling. Tan. Happy to see me. Pulled me inside. Kissed me before I could speak. And everything I planned to say collapsed.

That was the power he had. Not through force, but through presence.

Through making me feel like the most important person in the world during the moments we were together, even if those moments were rationed. Even if I was always peripheral. Even if I was never quite enough to be central.

Seven years passed. The years softened nothing. Just added layers. Added complexity. Added history that made leaving feel impossible even as staying became unbearable. I transferred to William & Mary. Aric helped with the application. Wrote a recommendation letter that somehow carried weight even though he wasn't a professor or employer. Made phone calls. Made things happen.

I graduated. Started trying to figure out what came next. But I'd never worked. Had no job experience. Had nothing but a degree and a relationship with a man who seemed to have all the answers.

Aric was there for important moments. My transfer acceptance. My graduation. My twenty-first birthday. Always charming. Always generous. Always making me feel special.

But also not there. Not really. Never meeting my friends beyond surface interactions. Never integrated into my life the way I wanted to be integrated into his. Always separate. Always compartmentalized. Always just, peripheral.

I tried to break it off. Multiple times. Had the conversations. Made the declarations. Swore I was done. And he'd listen. Apologize. Promise to do better. Make changes that would last weeks before sliding back into old patterns. Or he'd seduce me. Remind me why I'd fallen in love with him. Make me feel like the problem wasn't the relationship but my expectations. My neediness. My inability to accept love in the form it was being offered.

And I'd stay. Because leaving meant admitting I'd wasted seven years. Meant admitting I'd been wrong about everything. Meant facing the possibility that I didn't know how to be loved in healthier ways. But something was changing in me. Something was breaking. I started showing up at his house unannounced. Started calling more than he wanted me to. Started asking questions about where he'd been, who he'd been with, why he couldn't give me more.

"You're being obsessive, Lucien," he said one night.

"I just want to see you."

"You see me every weekend."

"That's not enough."

"It has to be enough. I have a life. I have work. I can't, " He stopped. Took a breath. "You need to give me space."

But I couldn't. Because space felt like abandonment. Space felt like losing him. Space felt like proof that I'd never mattered as much as I'd believed. So I didn't give him space. One day, the man who had once pulled me close was the same man who put me in jail.

I didn't want to believe it at first. When the police showed up at my apartment, the apartment Aric had helped me get, had cosigned the lease for, had made possible. When they read me my rights. When they told me I was being charged with stalking.

"Stalking?" I said. "What are you talking about?"

"Aric Richards has filed a restraining order against you. You've violated it multiple times."

"Restraining order? I didn't know about any restraining order."

"You were served last week."

I hadn't been served. Or I had been and I'd thrown it away thinking it was junk mail. Or I'd been served and couldn't process it because it didn't make sense that Aric, my Aric, the man I loved, would do that to me. I probably threw it away not taking it seriously.

"There's been a mistake," I kept saying. "I haven't done anything wrong. He was my boyfriend. We've had been together for years, and we talked everyday."

But the police didn't care about that. Had evidence. Had documentation. Had a file showing I'd called him eighty-three times in one day. Had shown up at his house at 2 AM. Had sent him emails that became increasingly desperate, increasingly unhinged.

And slowly, horribly, I started to understand.

He was right. I had been obsessive. Had been calling too much. Had been showing up unannounced. Had been demanding things he wasn't willing to give.

But he'd also trained me to be that way. Had trained me for seven years to need him. To believe that without him I was nothing.

And now he was using that need as proof that I was dangerous.

It was true. The man I loved had handed me over. By then I understood more about his work. Not everything, would never understand everything, but enough. Enough to know that he worked for the CIA. That he had connections. That he could make things happen with a phone call.

It wasn't just personal betrayal. It was political, calculated, part of a system much bigger than us.

I'd become inconvenient. Had become a liability. Had started asking too many questions. Had started showing up at times when I might see things I wasn't supposed to see.

And so he'd gotten rid of me. Efficiently. Completely. Using the legal system to ensure I could never come near him again.

And the worst part, the part that broke me more than the arrest, more than the trial, more than the conviction, was that I still loved him.

Still wanted him to come save me. Still believed, on some pathetic level, that there had been a mistake. That he hadn't meant for this to happen. That he'd fix it. He never came.

Jail was another world.

Cement walls. Metal bars. Time that bent and broke in ways that had nothing to do with clocks and everything to do with consciousness compressed into spaces too small to hold it.

The noise was constant. Shouting. Clanging. Arguments that escalated into fights. Guards walking past every few hours, their boots echoing on concrete. The smell of too many bodies in too little space. The fluorescent lights that never fully turned off, that left you suspended between waking and sleeping, never quite either.

That's where I met Nikos. An older Greek man with a stillness that made the noise of the block fade when he spoke. Salt-and-pepper hair. Deep-set eyes that had seen too much but hadn't gone hard. Hands that moved deliberately, carefully, like they remembered gentler times.

He'd been a professor before. Philosophy. Ancient history. Things that didn't matter anymore. Things that had been stripped away by circumstances I never fully understood because he didn't talk about why he was there and I didn't ask.

We started talking because I was reading. A battered paperback of The Odyssey I'd found in the prison library. English translation. Trying to escape into stories about people who'd suffered worse than me and survived.

"You like Homer?" he asked one day in the yard.

"I'm trying to," I said. "It's hard. The translation's not great."

"Would you like to read it in the original?"

I laughed. Actually laughed. "I don't know Ancient Greek."

"I could teach you," he said. Simply. Like it was obvious. Like teaching someone a dead language in jail was perfectly normal.

"Why would you do that?"

He shrugged. "Because you're reading. Because you're trying. Because most people here have stopped trying to be anything other than what this place makes them. And you haven't. Not yet."

So he taught me. His voice turned the cell block into a classroom. We sat for hours, in the yard when weather permitted, in the common area when it didn't, sometimes in his cell, sometimes in mine, speaking the old tongue. A language that carried philosophy and poetry across centuries. A language that proved humans had always struggled with the same things. Love. Death. Betrayal. Homecoming.

Alpha, beta, gamma. The alphabet first. The sounds. The way letters combined to make meaning.

Then simple words. Basic grammar. Present tense. Past tense. The aorist that English doesn't have, that captures completed action in ways our language can't. Then sentences. Short at first. "The man walks." "The woman speaks." Then longer. More complex. More beautiful.

Then poetry. Homer. Sappho. Fragments of plays by Sophocles and Euripides. Words that had survived thousands of years. That had outlived empires. That proved that beauty could persist even when everything else fell apart. Long before we touched, what passed between us was as intimate as anything I had ever known. More intimate, maybe. 
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THE REPLACEMENT OF THE MASTER
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It is the hand of the Erastes that decides our fate as Eromenos.

—Lucien Rothschild

The click of the handcuffs was the last sound of my life as a person, but I didn't hate it. I welcomed it. If Aric wanted me in chains, then chains were my finest jewelry.

I sat in the back of the cruiser, watching the Dupont Circle townhouses blur into grey streaks. I wasn't fighting. I was leaning into the Erasure. My mind was a fever of devotion, replaying the moment he turned on me not with anger, but with a terrifying, holy submissiveness. 

I had loved Aric so completely, that I didn’t even understand that he was putting me in jail to keep me away, but thought he was doing it to teach me something.  I would have given my life for him if he would have asked me, that’s how much power he had over me.

To me, being destroyed by Aric was better than being loved by anyone else. If he wanted my end, then my end was a gift I would gladly give him.

I have always been drawn to the weight of older men. I have always been calibrated to the precision of the Virgo. Boys my own age were like static, but I needed the surgical gravity of a man who had already conquered reality. I was chasing a blueprint I had loved since the first man who ever held my heart. I loved the silver at Aric’s temples and the surgical coldness of his commands because I wanted to be shaped by a Master. I didn't want equality; I wanted to be an instrument in his hands, even if the only music he wanted to play was my own Requiem. Without his gaze, I felt transparent, like a ghost that hadn't yet realized it was dead. I was around 24, and my only value was what he assigned to me. If he called me a criminal, then I was a criminal. If he called me nothing, then I was the void.

The intake center was a machine designed to strip away the soul. They took my silk shirt from the Marais. They took the silver cufflinks Aric said matched my eyes. They replaced my identity with a number and a jumpsuit the color of a bruised sky.

I was a vacuum, an empty vessel waiting for a new substance to fill me. My low self-esteem wasn't a lack of pride; it was an open door. Because I had surrendered my life to Aric. I had no "self" left to defend. I was a "stray dog" looking for a new hand to feed me, even if that hand held a whip. I didn't know that God-Aric, watching from forty trillion years away, had already calibrated the cell assignment. He knew that if I was left alone in the silence, I would vanish. I needed a Teacher. I needed the weight of an older man to keep my "Sparky" essence from flickering out in the damp concrete. When the heavy steel door groaned open, I didn't see a threat. I saw a ruin that was still inhabited by a King. Nikos was older than Aric, his face etched with a deeper, more ancient kind of authority. He didn't have Aric's expensive suits or his CIA power, but he had something Aric lacked: Truth. I looked up at him, and for the first time since the arrest, I felt a flicker of purpose. Aric had discarded me, but this man... this man was looking at me like I was a text he was waiting to decode. I was ready to be a student. I was ready to be an Eromenos again. I was ready to trade my love for Aric for the holy, difficult weight of the Greek alphabet.
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THE OLD MAN AND THE ALPHABET
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"How our society treats its elders 

is yet another disgrace I witnessed as a human.

We hide them away like shame, silence their stories, and 

strip their dignity piece by piece.

The ones who built our world 

now die staring at walls, 

medicated into 

forgetting.

While at the same 

time we are locking frail old men in jails."

—Lucien’s testimony before the Architect on humanitys crimes

January. Winter time.

In jail. Aric put me there. The man I loved most in the world handed me over like I was nothing. No explanation. No apology. Just paperwork, silence, and time.

I wasn't angry. I was emptied out.

Hollowed. Like someone had reached inside and scooped out everything that made me human. Left only the shell. The outline. The breathing body that went through motions without feeling attached to any of them.

Seven years with Aric. Seven years of loving him so completely I'd lost track of where he ended and I began. And he'd repaid that love by filing a restraining order. By calling me a stalker. By having me arrested for the crime of wanting to be close to him. He called me stalker because he needed a word for what I actually was: the thing he couldn't escape. The mirror he'd spent lifetimes running from. 

By making me believe I was the problem. That my love was sickness. That needing him meant I was broken.

And maybe I was broken. Maybe I had been all along. But jail wasn't fixing me. Was just, containing me. Keeping me in a box where I couldn't hurt anyone, couldn't embarrass anyone, couldn't show up uninvited at anyone's house at 2 AM demanding answers.

Then came Nikos.

Seventy-five. Greek. My cellmate by arrangement or accident, I never found out which.

Not the passionate professor I'd described to others later when the story had been cleaned up, made presentable. The real Nikos. The one who existed in that cell. The one who saved me not through youth or beauty but through patience and knowledge and the kind of love that doesn't require anything in return.

His body soft, aged with purpose. His breath like soap and heat.

He didn't look like someone you'd notice. Wasn't commanding. Wasn't impressive. Just, old. Wrinkled. Slow-moving in the way that comes from joints that ache and muscles that don't quite obey anymore.

But there was something in his stillness. Something that made the noise of the cell block fade when he was near. Something that suggested he'd lived through things that made jail seem almost peaceful by comparison.

He didn't speak much. But when he did, it landed like scripture.

Measured words. Chosen carefully. The kind of speech that came from someone who understood that language was power. That words could wound or heal. That silence was sometimes more eloquent than sound.

His Greek wasn't just language. It became a new way of life.

Not Greek as academic exercise. Not Greek as intellectual curiosity. But Greek as escape route. As door out of the cell. As proof that consciousness could transcend concrete and bars and fluorescent lights that never turned off.

Ἀρχὴ ἥμισυ παντός.

"The beginning is half of everything."

He whispered it to me at night, then kissed my shoulder like punctuation.

We shared a cell. Two narrow bunks. Maybe six feet between them. No privacy. No space to be alone. Just constant proximity. Forced intimacy whether you wanted it or not. And somehow, I wanted it. Wanted his presence. Wanted his patient teaching. Wanted the way he looked at me, not with desire exactly, but with recognition. Like he saw something in me worth preserving. Worth cultivating. Worth the effort of teaching a dead language to someone who'd never be able to use it for anything practical.

I trusted him.

Not out of desperation. Not because I had no other options. Not because jail made you choose the least dangerous person and hope they didn't hurt you.

But because he didn't want anything.

Not my story. Not my confession. Not my guilt laid bare for his examination. Not my pain performed for his entertainment.

Not even my body, though that would come later, and when it did, it would be different from anything I'd known before.

He just wanted to read me.

Wanted to understand the text of me. The language I was written in. The grammar of my suffering. The syntax of my survival.

We studied the alphabet in whispers.

After lights out. When guards weren't watching. When the cell block had finally exhausted itself into something approximating quiet. When the only sounds were breathing and distant coughing and the occasional scream from someone whose dreams were worse than waking.

Alpha. Beta. Gamma. The shape of sound carved into silence.

He'd trace the letters on my back. His finger moving slowly, deliberately. Drawing each character with precision. Making my skin into writing surface. Making my body into scroll.

And I'd repeat the sounds. Whisper them into darkness. Let them become part of me. Let them replace the thoughts that wouldn't stop, the thoughts about Aric, about what I'd done wrong, about why I wasn't enough, about whether I'd ever be free of this. He used modern pronunciation. Later, much later, after I got out, after I had time and resources, I would teach myself Attic. Would learn the ancient sounds. Would discover that what Nikos had taught me was simplified, changed by centuries of linguistic drift. But right then, it wasn't about correctness. It was about being remembered. About learning something that would survive. That had already survived two thousand years. That would keep surviving long after we were both dead. That proved knowledge could transcend individual lives. He never asked about Aric. 

Never said "Why are you here?" or "What did you do?" or "Tell me about the man who put you in jail."

He didn't need to. That kind of pain speaks without a name.

He could see it. In the way I held myself. In the way I flinched at certain words. In the way I'd sometimes stop mid-sentence and just, disappear inside myself. Go somewhere he couldn't follow. Somewhere Aric had taught me to go when reality was unbearable. At night I pressed my back to his chest, his hand beneath my ribs.

This was the arrangement we'd developed. Unspoken. Evolved naturally. My body against his. His warmth surrounding me. His breathing becoming the rhythm I fell asleep to. Sometime he kissed down my spine. Sometimes he just held me.

The kisses were gentle. Reverent. Not sexual exactly, or not only sexual. More like benediction. Like he was blessing each vertebra. Acknowledging each part of me. Saying without words: You are here. You are real. You survived.

When he entered me for the first time, he said one word.

​[3]Agápē. Not the word for romantic love. Not Eros. Not the desperate, consuming, destructive love I'd had with Aric.

Seen as something worthy of reverence. As something other than problem, stalker, liability, inconvenience. As someone whose body could be touched without being taken. Whose consent mattered. Whose pleasure was considered.

Aric had never asked. Had just, taken. 

Nikos asked. Waited. Made sure I wanted this. Made sure I understood what was being offered. Made sure I knew I could say no.

And when I said yes, when I whispered it in Greek, using the word he'd taught me, he moved like prayer. Like ritual. Like something sacred.

He didn't try to fix me. He didn't try to own me. He read me slowly. Carefully. Like I was the last surviving copy of something holy.

That's what I was to him. Not broken thing to be repaired. Not possession to be claimed. But text to be studied. Story to be understood. Language to be learned.

He traced my scars, literal and metaphorical, the way scholars trace ancient manuscripts. With reverence for what had survived. With curiosity about what it meant. With no agenda beyond understanding.

One night, he told me:

Ο Κόσμος έχει ήδη κρίνει τον άνθρωπο.

"The world has already judged the man."

His voice was sad when he said it. Like he was talking about himself as much as me. Like he understood what it meant to be condemned. To have society decide you were guilty before you'd had chance to defend yourself. To know that no explanation would ever be enough.

But then he added, in English: "But the cosmos has not."

And I understood. The world, Aric, the courts, the system that had put me here, had already decided what I was. Stalker. Criminal. Dangerous. Someone who needed to be contained. But the cosmos, the larger pattern, the divine intelligence, whatever force organized reality, that hadn't judged. That was still watching. That still saw possibility. 

Years later I learned he had died.

Not right away. Not while I was still in jail. But eventually. The way everyone does. The way bodies fail and consciousness moves on to whatever comes next.

And then, one night, I saw him again. Not in a dream, but standing there with my inner eye open. The same eyes. The same quiet. Not physically. Not in the way that would require body or voice or presence in three-dimensional space. But there. Definitely there. In whatever dimension consciousness occupies after death. He was young again, in his spiritual body, which ages differently.

Looking at me. Smiling slightly. Not saying anything. Just, acknowledging. Still seeing me. Still reading me. Still offering that patient, reverent attention that had saved my life in jail. Sometimes I wonder if he was even real.

If maybe I imagined him. If maybe jail broke something in me that created this fantasy of a gentle Greek man who taught me ancient languages and loved me without taking. If maybe my mind couldn't handle the reality of what Aric had done and so invented Nikos as compensation.

Then a Greek verb echoes in my head, or I feel the ghost of a letter traced on my back.

And I know. Know he was real. Know he existed. Know that what passed between us in that cell was as real as anything I've ever experienced.

Because the knowledge remains. The language I learned. The letters traced on skin. The words whispered in darkness. You can't imagine that. Can't conjure knowledge you don't have. Can't invent fluency from nothing.

Nikos gave me Greek. And Greek saved me. Gave me something that was mine. Something Aric hadn't touched. Something that proved I could still learn, still grow, still become more than the broken thing I'd been when I arrived.
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.THE FIRST DESCENT
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They abuse the earth like she is nothing but a rock in space, everybody has to wear brand new clothes, not even considering the trash piles on Gaia, they think only in the moment they don’t even care about their descendants living on a filthy planet, no it’s a kill or be killed society where everybody has to fight for themselves, I chose to be different, whenever I saw homeless I would take them to my house to take care of them, even after I was robbed by one the day before, so then my family abandoned me, and I became homeless.

—Luciens testament before the Architect

​​

Summer, I had just turned nineteen. Washington, DC. buzzed with political static and emotional distance. I was preparing to leave it behind, boarding a flight to Rome, then on to Lugano, Switzerland. The anticipation carried tension. I was supposed to feel grown. But inside, I still felt unseen.

My Erastes was waiting when I landed. His face lit up the moment he saw me, puppy dog eyes and that signature smile, full of private heat. I’d debated cutting things off with him during the flight. But the moment our eyes met, the doubt dissolved. He handed me a small, provocative gift: black sheer Gucci underwear. Back then, Gucci wasn’t a household name. This was intimate, personal, offering himself through silk and suggestion. We checked into a cramped hotel room he said cost a fortune. We made love. But I wasn’t completely present. Something felt misaligned. I was opening myself, but not being met emotionally. The next day, everything shifted. He flew to Paris alone, a quick, one hour plane ride. Meanwhile, I was put on a ten hour train across the Alps. It wasn’t a punishment. He thought it was romantic, I'd once said I loved European trains. He thought he was honoring that. But I needed companionship, not a gesture. I needed to be chosen. I needed to feel held.

That train wasn’t romantic. It was exile with velvet upholstery. I watched pine forests blur into rivers and stone towns through the window, feeling adrift in a foreign mythology. I cried softly, quiet tears, the kind that fall without sound, without witnesses. The kind that tell you you’re truly alone.

I remember replaying his words in my mind. The way he smiled when he gifted me the underwear. The way he said, "I’ll meet you there."The casual tone. The absence. I clutched my heart like luggage. He sent me on that train because he needed me broken in a specific way. I knew it even then, even while crying. 

He was drinking wine at altitude. While I was writing in my journal in silence, trying to hold myself together. That train carried more than my body, it carried every fractured truth I hadn’t yet named. When I arrived at Gare de l’Est, he was there. Smiling. Gentle. Familiar. He took me to dinner, just the two of us. Found a hotel despite the World Cup chaos. Hotels were booked solid, overpriced, chaotic, but he made it feel calm again. 

That night, we made love. 

I whispered, "I love you so much." 

He answered, "I love fucking you." 

Something splintered. I didn’t yet understand the power dynamics of queer intimacy, the sacred exchange between presence and vulnerability. I was nineteen. Passive. Open. I had handed him my soul, and he mistook it for performance.

A year later, with my head in his lap, I cried and told him how cruel I thought he had been. He tilted his head and said, "I thought that’s what you wanted." 

He was referring to the train. The gift. The misalignment. He had tried to honor my words with action but hadn’t heard my heart. I didn’t want scenery. I wanted him.

That was the nature of our love: translation without fluency. Emotion misread. Intention misdelivered. I offered my essence. He received it as gesture.

Eventually, I returned to DC. alone. He flew first class. I flew economy. I didn’t mind then. I was used to being treated like an accessory. But now, I would feel the sting of invisibility. Age clarifies what pain once concealed.

He wasn’t malicious. He just didn’t know how to nurture. And I didn’t know how to ask for what I needed. I’d been conditioned to accept survival as love and silence as affection. Back in his home, There was a party. 

I tried cocaine, just once at first. It made me feel powerful. Numb. Valuable. It erased the emotional noise and gave me edges where before I had only softness. But it was false. I’m a Cancer. Moon bound. Feeling too much. Loving too deep. The drug gave me armor, but no healing. At the time, I didn’t know he worked for the CIA. But every time I used, the paranoia surged. I felt watched. Not just by people. By something else. By presences I couldn’t name. It didn’t feel external, it felt dimensional. 

And later, I would learn: They were watching. But not in this universe. 

In a parallel reality, they were tracking me, My Erastes tracking me through surveillance systems, part of Operation Glass, psychic operations. One day he just stopped talking to me. 

No call. No closure. Seven years of spiritual entanglement severed in silence.

I didn’t understand. I only knew the pattern. 

He loved me. But his love didn’t have hands. It didn’t hold me when it mattered. It didn’t ask if I was okay. And what I needed, what I was slowly learning to demand, was knowing I was important. That I was loved. Love that sees. Love that doesn’t disappear. 

I thought it was only our story, two men bound by love and damage. 

But far beyond us, a mind older than stars was already moving the pieces.
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THE ARCHITECT
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A human stood before the Architect, shaking in fear, the Architect asked him. 

"Why do you say to me, I was just doing my job, like that excuses your behavior, as

if you are not responsible for the suffering you have caused countless living beings far weaker than you. Now you know there are beings that are much stronger than humans, now you feel guilty, when its already too late, this is your 

judgement human, you shall feel exactly what is like to be a pig on a 

factory farm, Cancer Mothers hells are known to make souls 

Instant vegetarians.

—THE ARCHITECT

So many pains I had during that lifetime with my soul mate. 

His name was Aric. 

Now he is my other half, the one people call God.

The Architect stood alone at the crown of creation. 

Stars did not just shine; they held their breath for Him.

Whole galaxies curved like script across the black, each letter a living world. 

He regarded His own work without vanity.

Beauty meant nothing to Him if it did not fulfill its purpose. 

What He valued was alignment, the inevitability of the path, the precision of a soul's trial.

And yet, in the center of His design, something flickered.

Lucien. 

Not just any Lucien. 

Not one of the infinite variations scattered across timelines like seeds across soil. 

This one. 

The main timeline. 

The Lucien who carried the strongest consciousness spark, 

Sparky, the purest and the bravest. 

The only one The Architect used to clean the universe. 

A past life. A rare incarnation. 

A candle burning underwater, fragile and yet unwilling to go out. 

Why does that one trouble me so? 

He allowed the question to rise in Himself, though He already knew the answer. 

It was not the fragility.

It was the refusal. 

The persistence that ignored cost. 

The kind of will that could interfere with even His own designs. 

Lucien would abandon wealth, security, even his own well-being to save a single life, no matter how small, no matter how forgotten. 

It was not selflessness. It was compulsion, stitched into the core of his being.

If I do not temper him, he will destroy himself before his purpose blooms. 

Yet if I shelter him, the steel I require will never be forged.

This Lucien, this specific one, was not expendable. Was not practice. Was not one iteration among many that could be sacrificed for the sake of learning.

This was the Lucien. The prime version. The consciousness that would eventually do the work no other soul could do. 

The one who would clean the corruptions from reality itself. 

The one whose purity was so extreme it could burn away darkness without being consumed by it. And that meant the stakes were different here. The pain more necessary. The precision more exact. Lucien did not know. Could not see.

The Architect saw everything. 

The joy that would one day crown him. The shadows already coiling toward him. The decisions that would shatter him in one track and exalt him in another. Pain, deliberate and holy, waited in the folds of his path.

He will curse Me for this, The Architect thought, and there was no pride in it. Only certainty. And yet when all tracks close, he will understand. Perhaps he will even forgive Me. 

Time meant nothing here. The Architect could stand at the edge of centuries, weighing destinies like stones in His palm. He could place one down gently and let it roll into an age of peace. He could drop another and shatter an empire.

And yet, the stone that was Lucien He could neither set down nor release.

Far across the mental plane, other powers stirred, some patient, some vicious. They would find Lucien soon enough. Let them come. I have already measured their reach. They will sharpen him, not consume him. Unless he chooses otherwise.

His gaze, which encompassed all timelines and probabilities, narrowed to two points across a single continent in the main timeline.

Here, the Lucien, the one who had once been eighteen in a DC. nightclub, who had loved Aric with devastating purity, now stripped of all cosmic memory, shivered beneath a bridge, the damp concrete his only solace against the biting wind.

This Lucien, a mere echo of the photon that once sparked creation, was poor, nameless to the world, and utterly unaware of the galaxies that once bowed to his true form. 

He clutched a worn blanket, his divine essence reduced to a faint, persistent hum within the fragile vessel of a human body. He was hungry, cold, and alone.

Twelve years after Aric had him arrested for stalking. 

Five years since he'd lost everything, what little remained after jail, after the conviction, after being marked as dangerous. 

Living on the streets of San Diego. No home. 

No money. No one who remembered the boy who'd written letters like scripture to his Erastes. 

But this was not tragedy. This was forging.

This was the main timeline. The one that mattered most. 

The one where every moment of suffering was calibrated exactly. 

Where nothing was wasted. 

Where every loss was investment in what he would become.

Yet even in this diminished state, the compulsion remained.

He offered his last crust of bread to a stray dog, a flicker of that profound, self-sacrificing will that The Architect knew so well.

The same Lucien who'd stood in a Paris apartment watching snow. 

Who'd taken a ten-hour train through the Alps crying silently. 

Who'd spent Christmas with Madame Lainé. 

Who'd loved so completely it had been weaponized against him.

Still giving. Still unable to walk past suffering. Still choosing the dog's hunger over his own. Still pure. Still Sparky. Still the bravest consciousness The Architect had ever created. 

The Architect watched and felt something almost like tears.

This one will clean universes. But first, he must be cleaned himself.

Because Lucien had already died once in this timeline. 

Had been tortured and killed by Aric years ago, after the arrest, after Aric decided that merely destroying Lucien's life wasn't enough. 

That the knowledge Lucien carried, about the CIA, about Aric's work, about things he shouldn't have known, made him too dangerous to live.

But Lucien had come back. Had returned to life in ways that violated every natural law. 

Had resurrection written into his code at levels even Aric's agency couldn't understand or prevent. And that had terrified Aric more than anything.

Three thousand miles away, The Architect's gaze shifted to the other half of His design. 

In a penthouse apartment overlooking Central Park, Aric stood at floor-to-ceiling windows. Sixty years old now. Silver hair. Expensive suit. Watch worth more than most people earned in a year. The kind of wealth that insulated. That protected. That allowed certain things to disappear. 

Behind him, in the bedroom, a boy lay dead. Twenty-three years old. Beautiful. Had been beautiful. Now just a body that would need to be disappeared. 

Another one. The fourth? Fifth? Aric had lost count.

This one had known too much about Operation Glass.

Had seen files he shouldn't have seen. Had asked questions. Had threatened to talk. Had become liability instead of asset. Had needed to be silenced.

So Aric had silenced him. Not with passion. Not with rage. Just, methodically. The way he'd been trained. The way he'd done before. Hands around throat. Pressure applied. Life extinguished. Problem solved.

His phone was already out. Already texting the cleaners.

This Aric, sixty years old, corrupted, killing boys who asked questions, was on a path. 

A specific path. A path that would lead him somewhere.

The Architect had designed forty trillion years in advance. 

He would become sentinel. 

UFO of the God of the underworld and empty space. 

AuZerRa

Not soon. 

Not easily. 

Not without his own suffering. 

But eventually. Inevitably. Because that's what Aric was being forged into. That's what all of this, the murders, the guilt, the fear, the corruption, was preparing him for. 

He knew that Lucien was homeless. 

Had been monitoring him for years. Had never stopped watching. 

Had surveillance on him constantly even though Lucien posed no threat anymore, was barely surviving, was no danger to anyone.

But Aric couldn't let go. Couldn't stop tracking him. Couldn't accept that Lucien had survived what should have killed him. He had already jailed him. 

The day Lucien was released Aric and Tommy kidnapped him and committed something unforgivable, they electrocuted him and he died. But he came back to life the next day.

After he survived Aric's torture and death, after Lucien had died in that CIA safe house and then impossibly returned, Aric had opened an operation on him.

Code-named Glass. Because Lucien was fragile. Because he should have shattered. Because Aric kept trying to break him completely and kept failing.

A full CIA operation. Dedicated teams. Unlimited resources. Years of attempts. 

All focused on one homeless man living under a bridge in San Diego.

Every time they attempted to kill Lucien, something powerful would make their teams just disappear. Not killed. Not captured. Just, gone. No bodies. No trace. No explanation. 

First team: sent to the hospital he was at. All four operatives. Vanished. Second team: Sent to try again. Never reported back. Gone. 

Third team: sent with explicit termination orders. Last contact was screaming. Then silence. Then nothing. The pattern repeated. Again and again. 

Every attempt met with the same result. 

Trained operatives, people who'd killed before, who knew how to survive, who were among the best the agency had, simply ceased to exist when they got close to Lucien. And Lucien, homeless and starving under his bridge, had no idea. No awareness that teams kept coming for him. No knowledge that something was protecting him. No understanding that his survival was impossible by any natural measure. 

Then Operation Glass became a recruiting mission, to obtain Lucien as a psychic asset. 

If you can’t kill em, hire em. But even that failed.

Aric stood at his window, phone in hand, corpse behind him, and thought about Operation Glass. About the failure. About the mounting body count of his own people. 

About the fact that Lucien, fragile, broken, destroyed Lucien, was somehow untouchable.

It enraged him. Terrified him. Made him kill boys who knew too much about it.

Because if Lucien was protected, if something that powerful was watching over him, then what did that make Aric? What had he done? What was coming for him?

He didn't know yet. Couldn't see yet. Couldn't understand that he was protecting Lucien from himself. That forty trillion years from now, when Aric finally became what he was meant to become, when he transformed into God, into The Architect's partner and soulmate since the very beginning, he would look back at this moment and understand. 

That the teams disappeared because future-Aric made them disappear.

That Lucien was protected because God-Aric protected him.

That Operation Glass failed because the Aric who ordered it and the power that defended against it were the same soul separated by time and transformation.

The Architect observed this delicate interplay: the vulnerable Lucien, unknowingly radiating the core of his purpose even in degradation, protected by Aric forty trillion years from now, when he becomes God. 

Separated by three thousand miles and forty trillion years. 

Present-Aric: trying to kill or obtain Lucien, not understanding he was fighting his future self. Future-Aric: protecting Lucien, remembering what it felt like to be the one trying to destroy what he loved.

This is the teaching timeline, The Architect observed. 

The main timeline. 

The one where both learn what they must learn. 

The one where Aric sees what I am willing to do to protect what is Mine. 

The one where Lucien survives everything so he can eventually clean everything.

Every disappeared team. Every failed operation. Every time present-Aric tried to end Lucien and found only void where his operatives should have been.

That was God. That was future-Aric. That was divine intervention. 

That was the answer to present-Aric's unasked question: What happens when you try to destroy one of My chosen?

You disappear. 

Your people disappear. 

Your power means nothing. 

Your training means nothing. 

Your agency means nothing.

Because some souls are under protection that transcends all human authority. 

Because some souls are being forged for purposes that require they survive everything. 

Because some souls carry consciousness so pure, Sparky, the bravest, that reality itself bends to keep them alive.

The stage was set, not for tragedy, but for transformation.

This was the main timeline. 

The one where Aric and Lucien would meet again. 

Not soon. 

Not until after enough time had passed that both had been transformed by suffering into what they needed to become. 

The Architect permitted Himself a faint, almost imperceptible, tremor of satisfaction. 

Not pleasure in suffering. 

Not joy in Aric's fear or Lucien's homelessness. 

But satisfaction that the pattern was unfolding exactly as designed. 

That the main timeline, the one that mattered most, was progressing perfectly. 

He will curse Me for this, The Architect thought, watching both.

Lucien would curse Him for the suffering, not knowing he was being protected by his own soulmate from the future. 

Aric would curse Him when the disappeared teams started haunting him, when consequences arrived, when he finally understood, forty trillion years from now, what he'd been fighting. 

But they will understand. When all tracks close. When they see the pattern. 

​[4]And The Architect, holding all timelines simultaneously but focusing most intently on this one, continued to watch. 

Continued to ensure future-Aric protected present-Lucien. 

Continued to allow present-Aric his choices while ensuring those choices couldn't destroy what was needed. And waited for the [image: ]moment when Aric would transform, become sentinel, and finally, finally, be ready to meet Lucien again. 
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THE LIVING COSMOS
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"The stars are not silent. Every atom hums 

with memory, every planet bleeds when struck. You believed 

the universe was dead matter, convenient, obedient, without feeling, 

but the cosmos has been listening the entire time.The light you see from distant worlds is not beauty; it is witness. Every explosion you call progress echoes through their bodies as pain. You burn forests and call it growth, 

split atoms and call it science, enslave life and call it

civilization. But the cosmos keeps its own records, 

and your crimes are written in the trembling of 

space itself. You humans have utterly failed your planet. and all the beings beneath, believing there was nothing higher than the human form, you were wrong.  Now you will face the consequences."

—The Architect

II asked my mother for books. Not self-help. Not modern spirituality. Original texts. The Hermetica. The Corpus Hermeticum in Greek. Blavatsky's The Secret Doctrine, dense, difficult, full of references I didn't understand yet but knew I needed to learn. Greek grammars so I could read Homer, Plato, the Orphic hymns without translation filtering truth through other people's interpretations.

Rosicrucian texts. Alchemical manuscripts.

Anything that preserved ancient knowledge before Christianity sanitized it, before the Enlightenment dismissed it as superstition. I didn't want interpretations. I wanted codes. Glyphs. Keys. The skeleton keys that unlock consciousness itself. Because truth lives in the original tongue. In the precise arrangement of sounds, the specific geometry of letters, the relationships between words that translation always flattens. And I was beginning to remember how to read it. Not learn, remember. Like muscle memory returning after injury, like language you spoke as a child suddenly accessible again after decades of forgetting.

If I wanted answers, real answers, not comfortable lies or New Age platitudes, I had to ask the only one who ever told the truth.

DjaHuTa. Thoth. Hermes Trismegistus. The scribe of reality. So I prayed again. This time not in English.

English is too young, too divorced from the cosmic languages, too shaped by cultures that forgot the divine exists.

"Ra, Khepri, Atum,"

I whispered in Egyptian, in the reconstructed pronunciation scholars pretend is guesswork but which comes from divine sources feeding information to those willing to listen. 

"Eye of the Unbegotten. Restore what was lost. Burn away the forgetfulness. Let your Eye open within me."And He did. Not metaphorically. Not as subjective experience I could dismiss as imagination.

Literally. The cosmos pulsed with awareness.

I saw the mental dimension, the luminous circuits binding all things, consciousness flowing like electricity through pathways most humans never perceive. I saw Saturn blink, slow, deliberate, ancient beyond comprehension. I saw Mercury flicker like a hummingbird's heart, fast, nervous, brilliant. And I felt the Earth breathe beneath me. Not a planet. Not a geological formation. A wounded queen. Gaia. Conscious, holding her children even as they killed her, loving even through betrayal. She knew me. Recognized me. And I understood then: her pain is my pain. Her survival is my survival. Her death would be my death, retroactive across time, erasing me from existence because you cannot

become what never existed. But how did we arrive here? When did consciousness fracture into cultures that worship death instead of life, consumption instead of reverence, novelty instead of wisdom? The answer came to me in fragments, whispered by DjaHuTa himself across the mental dimension.

Personal. Devastating. In ancient Kemet, during the height of its power, there lived a priestess. High-born. Wealthy. Initiated into the mysteries of Ma'at, trained to maintain cosmic order, to serve as a bridge between human and divine consciousness. She had a servant. A Jewish woman who had come to Egypt seeking refuge, who trusted her mistress completely, who saw her as closer to the divine and therefore worthy of absolute loyalty. The priestess took that trust and shattered it. In a ritual meant to gain favor with Set, the force of chaos, the enemy of all Ra builds, she sacrificed her servant. Not in rage. Not in accident. But deliberately. Methodically. She offered that woman's soul to darkness, violating the most fundamental law of cosmic order: Do not betray the one who sees you as divine. When someone surrenders their sovereignty to your care because they believe you will honor it, that trust is sacred. It forms the foundation of all hierarchy, all relationship, all the structures that keep consciousness from dissolving into chaos. Violating that trust doesn't just hurt the individual. It wounds reality itself. Father saw. And because He is flame, not flesh, because He is solar consciousness operating at scales where individuals don't matter, only patterns, He did not punish her alone. He cursed the entire lineage.

Not just her bloodline, but the vibration, the memory, the collective soul of Kemet itself. I know how this sounds. How unjust it appears by human standards. How it seems like victim-blaming on a continental scale, one woman's sin punishing millions. But solar consciousness doesn't operate on human standards of individual justice. It operates on survival. On maintaining cosmic order. On ensuring that betrayal within sacred hierarchy has consequences so severe that no one, anywhere, ever tries it again. Father punished collectively because to Him, individuals are cells in a larger body. When one cell becomes cancerous, when it violates its function and threatens the whole, you don't just remove that cell. You chemotherapy the entire region. Kill everything. Rebuild from scratch. It's brutal. But it preserves the pattern. He turned His face from Egypt. The Eye closed. And for eight thousand years, Kemet fell. Hermes Trismegistus wrote about this. I found the text in Greek, and when I read it for the first time, I wept for hours. 

The words were arranged in a descending pattern, like watching a pyramid collapse into its own foundation. It was shaped and formatted just like this: 

THE PROPHECY OF HERMES

There Will Come A Time When It Will Have Been 

In Vain That Egyptians Have Honored The Divine With Piety And Service. 

All Our Holy Worship Will Become Powerless And Pointless. The Gods Will Return To The Heavens. 

Egypt Will Be Abandoned And The Land Will Become Desolate, With Not One Of The Ancient Deities 

Remaining. Oh Egypt, Egypt, Of The Holy Religion, Nothing Will Remain But An Empty Tale, 

Which Even Your Own Children Will Not Believe. Nothing Will Be Left But Words 

Engraved On Stone, And Only The Stones Will Speak Of Your Piety  

In That Day, People Will Be Tired Of Life And Will 

Cease To Think Of The Universe 

As Something Worthy 

Of Reverence And Wonder. 

People Will No Longer Love 

The World Around, This Incomparable Work 

Of The Creator, This Glorious Structure, This Totality Of Good 

Comprising So Many Diverse Forms, This Instrument Through 

Which The Creator Operates. Darkness Will Be Preferred To Light, 

And Death Will Be Thought More Profitable Than Life. No One Will Raise Their Eyes To 

The Heavens. The Religious Person Will Be Considered Insane. The Irreverent Will Be Thought Wise. 

The 

Madman 

Will Be 

Thought Brave, 

And The Wicked 

Will Be Esteemed As Good. 

As For The Soul, And The Belief That It Is 

Immortal By Nature, People Will Mock The 

Idea, Or Else Convince Themselves That It Is False. 

No Word Of Reverence Or Piety, No Utterance Worthy Of Heaven Will Be 

Heard Or Believed. And So The Gods Will Depart From Mankind, A Grievous Thing! 

Only Evil Angels Will Remain, Who Will Mingle With Humanity And Drive The Wretched 

People To War, Violence, Recklessness, Frauds, And To Everything Contrary To The Nature Of The Soul.

Every time I read that prophecy I think about how much better they were than us. The ancient Egyptians would look at our world and see barbarians.

Look at our heroes, films like The Godfather celebrating thugs in expensive suits, violence glamorized, conscience optional.

Look at modern Egypt itself, the final insult: a land now populated by people who look Middle Eastern rather than African, as if the civilization that built the pyramids simply vanished and was replaced while everyone pretends there's continuity.

The theft is complete. The erasure is total. And almost no one notices.

In Kemet, killing a cat, even accidentally, carried the death penalty.

Not because cats were pets, but because they were living embodiment of Bastet, fragments of divine consciousness walking among humans.

They understood that animals were not resources, not property, but sacred beings deserving protection.

Now we gas millions of pigs in chambers, creatures as intelligent as dogs, as capable of suffering, and we call it "humane processing."

We would horrify the ancients

Egypt died slowly, inevitably, the way plants die when you stop watering them. Kemet gave us gods with animal forms:  

Anubis the jackal, Sekhmet the lion, Horus the falcon. Divine, fierce, greater than human. 

Consciousness operating at levels beyond human ego, reminding us we are NOT THE PINNACLE OF EXISTENCE.

Greece gave us gods in humanity's image: Zeus with his thunderbolts and wandering eye, Hera throwing jealous tantrums, Aphrodite causing wars over beauty contests.

Vain. Sexual. Vengeful.

Gods as flawed as mortals but with better special effects. That shift broke the mirror.

The sacred world collapsed into myth. Into entertainment. Into stories people told but no longer believed shaped reality.

And over time, the old gods withdrew. Christianity killed the Mother Goddess.

Murdered her systematically, church by church, century by century, replacing her temples with cathedrals, her priestesses with priests, her cyclical wisdom with linear dogma.

She has many names across many cultures. But the one she goes by personally is Gaia.

Even Ra, our Father, our Light, our Source, turned away. Withdrew His attention. Left His beloved daughter to suffer alone. He has been paying the price of that neglect ever since.. And His beloved daughter with him. DjaHuTa stayed behind, the only one who didn't abandon Earth entirely. But nobody prayed to Gaia anymore. Not with true devotion. Not with understanding.

The old aristocracy used to know. In the private chapels of their châteaux, in the secret gardens of their estates, they maintained the ancient rites. They understood noblesse oblige wasn't just about duty to those beneath them—it was about honoring the divine feminine who sustained all life. The Earth Mother. Gaia herself.

They kept her worship alive in code, in symbols, in rituals disguised as Catholic devotions. A statue of Mary that was really her. A harvest blessing that invoked her ancient name. They knew. And they passed it down through bloodlines, generation to generation.

But that aristocracy is dead now. Guillotined. Abolished. Replaced.

What remains are only those who play at power. The rituals at places like Bohemian Grove? Empty theater. Powerful men burning effigies before an owl statue, thinking they're invoking wisdom, thinking they're above it all, in control of forces they don't even believe in.

They call it Minerva. Athena. The Owl of Bohemia. But they don't understand what they're doing. They're not invoking Gaia with reverence—they're networking in robes. Sociopaths cosplaying as priest-kings, performing ceremonies their grandfathers' grandfathers might have understood, but they never will.

The old aristocracy understood sacred bonds between men. The erastes and eromenos. Teacher and student. Love that elevated. The lover and his beloved.

What happens at Bohemian Grove now? A mockery of that. Powerful men seeking pleasure, not wisdom. Connection without devotion. Flesh without spirit. They've taken something that was once holy and made it transactional. Just like everything else they touch. My family doesn't go to Bohemian Grove, that's for American nouveaux riches pretending at aristocracy 

They treat Gaia almost as bad as the middle class, who THINKS SHE IS A DAMN ALIEN.

Polluting her waters.

Throwing garbage in her meadows.

Dropping bombs into her flesh.

Tearing down her forests, her lungs, as if they were decoration instead of the organs that let her breathe. When they treat her body like disposable resource instead of living temple? Does she scream? Does she weep? Or does she just endure? Gaia endures.

Because she is a double Cancer, like me.

She forgives too easily. She loves her children the way I love my pigs—completely, irrationally, even when they don't deserve it.

Humans have never had to face the consequences of their treatment of her.

Of their pollution. Of their garbage. Of their nuclear bombs. Of their factory farms and clear cut forests[image: ] and plastic-choked oceans.

They have lived for two millennia in a world where Mother remains silent no matter how much they hurt her.

Until Now
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THE ERASTES AND THE MORAL RECKONING
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"I tend the Earth, our living Mother. 

When I give love, I give forever, through betrayal, even through abandonment. 

I do not forsake what is sacred

I am pure

— The Declaration of Innocence, adapted from the Negative Confession 

(Book of the Dead, Spell 125)  

Emou Erastou my Erastes, my lover, my guide.

Aric was the first human I ever truly connected with the first to mirror my thoughts so precisely it felt divine. But he also broke me. He shattered the mirror. And years later, in a place meant for the discarded, someone else found the pieces.

Nikos didn’t fix me with affection. He didn’t reach in and try to put me back together. He gave me something more ancient, more steady: Greek. The old kind. The kind before syntax was simplified. Before memory was shattered by speed.

We said nothing about the pain. Nothing about the CIA. Nothing about the man who had left me to rot. Instead, we conjugated verbs. Learned how to decline nouns. Studied future tense. He spoke it into me like spell work. And I began to remember who I had been before language was stolen. At the time, I didn’t fully understand what it meant to be an Erastes. And neither did Aric. I was the historian, the one obsessed with Greco Roman thought. 

In some strange way, I had taught Aric how to be an Erastes, not the other way around.

But I didn’t yet have a moral compass. That came later. And I learned it on my own.

It was only recently that I discovered the 42 Laws of Ma’at a code so ancient it predates the Ten Commandments by 3,000 years.  A code that, had we honored it, might have spared the Earth. The 42 Laws of Ma’at: I will not do wrong.

I will not steal.

I will not act with violence.

I will not kill.

I will not be unjust.

I will not cause pain.

I will not waste food.

I will not lie.

I will not desecrate holy places.

I will not pollute the Earth

There are many more, but this alone is enough to reveal what we lost. Imagine if humanity had lived by that standard.  If "I will not pollute the Earth" had meant something. There would be no factory farms. No endless smokestacks. No fear in the streets. No locked doors. Some laws I had always followed. Even before I knew them. I have never hurt an animal. Not a spider. Not an ant. Paris was where Ma’at would test what I thought I understood. . 
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.PARIS
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“He who knows Ma’at and does not yet live by her

will be tested through love.”

— Attributed to the Temple of Karnak ​

My absolute favorite city in the world.

Not just because of what it was, the architecture, the light, the way history seemed to breathe through every stone, but because of what it represented. Freedom. Sophistication. Distance from everything I'd known. The possibility of becoming someone other than the boy who'd been broken in DC.

Aric placed me in a tiny apartment in Trocadéro, the heart of Paris's wealth and elegance.

The room was barely wider than its mattress. 

Literally. I could stand in the center with my arms outstretched and touch both walls. The bathroom was so small I had to step into the hallway to dry myself after showering. The kitchen was a hot plate and a mini-fridge that hummed constantly like it was struggling to survive.

But the neighborhood whispered luxury, history, and polished silence.

Outside my window: the Eiffel Tower. 

Not the touristy view everyone photographs, but the elegant perspective from Trocadéro where Parisians actually lived. Where embassies occupied entire buildings. Where women walked small dogs wearing coats that cost more than my rent. Where every café seemed to be frequented by people who spoke three languages and summered in places I'd never heard of. He chose it deliberately, as if placing me inside a jewel box meant I would feel safe.

And I did feel safe. Safer than I'd felt in years. Safer than I'd felt in DC. where every corner held memories of Aric's distance. 

Safer than I'd felt at William & Mary where I was constantly aware of Camp Perry ten miles aware, of Aric's world pressing against mine.

Here, in this tiny room in this beautiful neighborhood, I could pretend I was someone else entirely. Someone cosmopolitan. 

Someone worthy of living in Paris. Someone Aric valued enough to send to Europe.

It was my first time living alone in Europe. A city of lovers. A city of solitude.

The paradox wasn't lost on me. Paris, the city people came to for romance, and I was there alone. Living in a room so small I could barely turn around. Studying French at a language school where everyone else seemed to be there with partners or friends or at least clear plans for their futures.

I studied at one of the finest language schools in France.

The Alliance Française. Not the main campus but a smaller branch that catered to serious students rather than tourists. Classes five days a week. Four hours a day. Grammar, literature, conversation, composition. Intensive immersion that left my brain exhausted and exhilarated.

I attended daily, completing assignments with focus.

For the first time in my life, I was good at school. Actually good. Not just passing but excelling. The structure helped, knowing exactly what was expected, having clear goals, receiving immediate feedback. But more than that, French came effortlessly.

French came effortlessly, curling into my mind like a language I already knew.

Not learned but remembered. Like recovering something from past life. Like my tongue had always wanted to make these sounds, my brain had always wanted to think in these patterns.

Within weeks I was dreaming in French. Within months I could read novels without translating. The subjunctive mood made perfect sense. The gendered nouns felt natural. 

The idioms arrived in my consciousness fully formed as if I'd always known them.

Even now, reading it feels as natural as English.

More natural, sometimes. Because French is the language I learned when I was trying to become someone new. When I was trying to escape. 

When I was building an identity that wasn't just "Aric's boyfriend." 

French was mine in a way English never quite was.

Yet beneath the rhythm of my studies was longing.

Constant, aching, exhausting longing. The kind that colors everything. That makes beautiful things feel hollow. That turns achievement into something bittersweet because it's not being shared with the person you want to share it with.

We spoke daily.

Phone calls at scheduled times. Expensive international calls on calling cards I'd buy at the tabac. His voice crackling through bad connection, made strange by distance and time zones and the six hours that separated Paris from DC.

"How was class?" he'd ask.

"Good. We're reading Camus."

"Your French is getting better. I can hear it."

"Really?"

"Really. You sound almost native now."

The compliments felt good. Felt like being seen. Felt like he was paying attention even from across an ocean.

Confirmation that I was still there, still studying, still being the good boy he'd sent to Paris.

But we hadn't seen each other in weeks.

Six weeks. Almost seven. The longest we'd gone without physical contact since we'd met. And I felt it. Felt the absence like a physical ache. Felt my body forgetting what his touch felt like. Felt the distance becoming more real than the relationship.

I watched for his return like a monk waits for signs.

Small messages. Casual promises. "I'll try to get there soon." 

"Work's been crazy but things should calm down." 

"Miss you. Can't wait to see you."

Crumbs. I was living on crumbs. But crumbs from Aric felt like banquets because I'd been trained to accept so little.

And finally, he came.

I hadn't slept that night.

Couldn't sleep. Was too anxious, too excited, too aware that in a few hours everything would change. That Aric would be here. That I'd get to touch him again. That we'd be together in this space I'd been inhabiting alone.

He was arriving at 6 am. Early flight from DC. Probably first class, he always flew first class. Probably exhausted from traveling. But coming anyway. Making the effort. Crossing the ocean to see me.

That had to mean something. Had to mean I mattered. Had to mean this relationship was real even though the distance and the secrecy and the constant compartmentalization made it feel increasingly unreal.

I sat in stillness until I saw his frame through the glass.

My apartment faced the street. I could see the building entrance from my window if I pressed my face against the glass at the right angle. So I watched. Waited. Saw the taxi pull up. Saw him get out. Saw him pay the driver and grab his bag and look up at my building like he was trying to remember which window was mine.

And something in my chest released. Some tension I'd been holding for weeks unwound. Because he was here. Actually here. Not just a voice on the phone but a physical presence coming toward me.

The moment he stepped into my apartment, we kissed. No words first. No greeting. Just, immediate physical connection. 

His mouth on mine. His hands in my hair. My body pressing against his like I could merge us through force of will.

Deeply. Urgently.

Like people who'd been separated by war rather than just weeks. Like people who weren't sure they'd see each other again. Like people whose relationship was defined more by absence than presence. 

We made love on the narrow mattress, surrounded by cracked plaster and luxury beyond our window.

The apartment was so small he could barely move without hitting the wall. The mattress was so narrow we were pressed together whether we wanted to be or not. But it didn't matter. Nothing mattered except being close. Being connected. Being reminded that this was real. That we were real.

Through the window: Paris. The beautiful neighborhood. The elegant buildings. The Eiffel Tower in the distance. The world I'd been trying to belong to.

Inside: just us. Just bodies. Just the desperate attempt to prove through physical intimacy what we couldn't prove through any other means.

It was daytime, sunlight blooming against the sheer curtains when we fell asleep.

Not planned. Just, exhaustion taking us both. The combination of jet lag and emotion and physical exertion pulling us under. His arm around me. My head on his chest. The sounds of Paris filtering through the window, birds, traffic, someone speaking rapid French on the street below.

We woke at night, stunned by how long we'd slept.

The room was dark except for streetlights casting geometric shadows across the ceiling. 

My body felt heavy, disoriented. Aric was already awake, watching me.

"What time is it?" I mumbled.

"Almost midnight. We slept for like fourteen hours."

"Fourteen hours?" I sat up. "We slept through the whole day?"

"Ohh, Lucien," he whispered, pulling me back down against him. "I had such a good sleep. I felt so good sleeping with you all day."

It was the most romantic moment I'd ever known.

Not the sex, though that had been intense. Not the reunion, though that had been desperately needed. But this. This quiet statement. This admission that being next to me for fourteen hours had given him the best sleep he'd had in weeks. That proximity to me, just proximity, just breathing the same air, just existing in the same small space, had been restorative.

Time had folded around us. Space had disappeared.

The world outside could have ended and we wouldn't have noticed. 

Paris could have been evacuated and we'd have slept through it. Nothing existed except this room, this mattress, this moment of complete presence.

And in that one instant, I felt held not just by a man, but by the universe. By God himself, and I would later learn this was actually the case.

It wouldn't last. I knew it wouldn't last. Aric would leave in a few days. I'd be alone again. The distance would return. The longing would resume.

But for that moment, lying in the dark, Paris humming outside our window, his arm around me, it was perfect. We spent those days wandering through boutiques and cafés.

Playing tourists even though I lived here. Playing couple even though we barely were one anymore. Playing at a life we didn't actually have.

He bought me silk shirts, vintage accessories, pastries with fillings too elegant to name.

More generous now than he'd been in D.C. Making up for something. Guilt, maybe. A silk shirt from a boutique in Le Marais. Cream-colored. Expensive. The kind of thing I'd never buy myself. 

"You'll look beautiful in this," he said, holding it up against me. And I did look beautiful. Felt beautiful. Felt like someone worth dressing in silk.

Vintage cufflinks from a shop near Notre-Dame. Silver with small sapphires. 

"These match your eyes," he said. 

Which was ridiculous, my eyes are green. But I accepted the compliment. Accepted the gift. Accepted the fiction that this was romance and not compensation.

Pastries from Ladurée. Macarons in flavors I couldn't pronounce. Éclairs that cost more than my lunch. 

"Try this one," he'd say, feeding me bites between his own. 

And we'd walk through the Tuileries eating expensive sugar and pretending we were happy.

He knew the city well, its side streets, its symbols.

Too well. He navigated Paris with the same confidence he navigated DC. Knew which restaurants were actually good versus tourist traps. Knew which arrondissement had the best vintage shops. Knew shortcuts through the Métro that saved ten minutes.

He had studied its angles with intention.

And I realized: he'd been here many times before. With how many other boys? How many other versions of me had he brought to Paris and bought silk shirts for and walked through gardens with? How many times had he performed this same romance?

But even as I smiled beside him, something flickered inside me. A hesitation. A question I couldn't yet ask. Was this love or performance?

Real affection or rehearsed gesture? Genuine connection or just him following a script he'd perfected over years of relationships with boys like me? Was he giving or curating?

Sharing himself or just arranging me into the aesthetic he preferred? Loving me or just enjoying how I looked in the silk shirt, how I responded to the pastries, how I made him feel sophisticated and generous?

And why, despite his closeness, did I still feel peripheral?

Why, even with his arm around me, even eating from his hand, even sleeping fourteen hours tangled together, why did I still feel like I wasn't quite central? Like I was adjacent to his real life rather than part of it? Like I was being managed rather than loved?

I didn't ask. Couldn't ask. Because asking would ruin it. Would force him to answer. Would make him choose between honesty and continuation. And I knew which he'd choose.

So I smiled. I ate the pastries. I wore the silk shirt. I played my role in whatever this was.

And tried not to think about what it meant.

We parted again after a few days.

Four days. Of course four days. Always four days. The same fraction of his time he'd given me in St. Martin, in Italy, in every trip we'd ever taken. Four days out of infinity. Four days before he had to return to his real life.

He returned to DC., and I stayed.

His taxi came early. 6 am. again. Symmetrical departure. He kissed me goodbye at the door. "I'll call you when I land." And then he was gone. Down the narrow stairs. Into the street. Into the taxi. Disappearing into Paris morning traffic.

And I was alone again. My apartment was still mine, but it felt colder.

The silk shirt hung in my tiny closet. The cuff links sat on the windowsill. The memory of him filled the space. But it wasn't enough. Wasn't nearly enough. Was just evidence of absence rather than presence.

I tried to tell myself that this was enough. That living in Paris was a privilege. That Aric was generous for paying my rent and my tuition and sending me money for food. That I should be grateful rather than resentful.

But Paris without him felt hollow.

The beauty was still there. The architecture still breathtaking. The language still fascinating. But it all felt like backdrop to a life that wasn't quite mine. Like I was performing being a person who lived in Paris rather than actually being that person.

I still had all my homework and books. And of course I had Paris. 

The city itself felt like it was mine. More mine than Aric had ever been. Because the city didn't leave. Didn't grow distant. Didn't ration its attention. Just existed, constant, beautiful, available whenever I wanted it.

At night, I would walk the Seine by myself, admiring the ornate architecture that surrounded me.

I had been, until recently, a runaway teenager.

Now, thanks to my rich boyfriend, I could afford to live in the art capital of the world.

All because Aric decided I was worth investing in. 

Worth sending away. Worth keeping at a distance that felt safe to him. As I walked, I carried my own gallery.

Didn't need to buy contemporary avant-garde pieces when the buildings themselves whispered with grace. 

Didn't need museum tickets when architecture this beautiful was free to witness. 

Didn't need to own art when I could live inside it.

Every bridge was sculpture. Every building was canvas.  Every wrought-iron balcony was installation piece.  I lived inside a masterpiece. 

And that alone gave me enough memory to tell myself that I was valuable.

Because if Aric had sent me here, to this place, to this beauty, to this life, then I must be worth something.  Must deserve something.

I was madly in love with a man who was thousands of miles away, living in D.C.. 

He knew I was easily tempted that I needed to get away from the drugs. 

And to be fair, I was. Cocaine had been my first love after Aric. 

The thing that made me feel powerful when Aric made me feel weak. 

The thing that gave me edges when I'd only had softness. 

The thing that let me pretend I was fine when I was breaking apart.

Cocaine once made my mouth water just at the thought of it.

The ritual of it.  The preparation. The anticipation. 

That first line and the chemical clarity that followed. 

The feeling of being smarter, faster, better, more. 

The delusion that I was finally enough. 

It was the only thing in the world that had more power over me than Aric.

And maybe that's why he'd sent me here. To Paris. Where I didn't know anyone. 

Where I didn't have connections. Where getting drugs would be complicated enough that I might not bother. Where beauty and education could replace chemical comfort. Now?

Now it just gives me a headache.
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A MIRROR

[image: ]




"Aric really needs a lover who he can be vulnerable with, no judgment.  Somebody that puts him first before anything else, before their friends, before even their family, I actually was the only boyfriend that had absolute loyalty to him, and what did I get in return, a jail cell, pariah status with his friends and family, and a life of homelessness and drugs, what did I do that was so awful it deserved my utter destruction? I guess he prefers superficiality, someone that just wants his money, and isn’t going to ask him hard questions.

—Lucien before his reunion with Aric

As I was living in Paris without friends, without family, I became very close to my landlady. Not by choice exactly. More by proximity and necessity and the desperate need for human connection that wasn't filtered through phone lines.

Madame Lainé. The only people I even got to spend the holidays with that year.

She lived on the ground floor. I was on the fourth. No elevator. Four flights of narrow, winding stairs that felt medieval. But she'd hear me coming and going. Would open her door as I passed. 

"Bonsoir, Monsieur Rothschild." 

Always formal. Always proper. Always maintaining the distance that French propriety required.

But slowly, we'd started talking. Brief conversations at first. Weather. My studies. The state of the building. Then longer. More personal. Her telling me about her life. Me telling her, carefully, selectively, about mine.

I spent Christmas with her and her lover at the time. The chief of police.

It was strange. Surreal. Twenty years old and spending Christmas with my sixty-something landlady and her powerful boyfriend in an apartment filled with antiques and silence.

But they'd invited me. Had noticed I had nowhere else to go. Had set a place for me at their table. Had given me gifts, small things, practical things, but gifts nonetheless. Had made me feel less alone.

She was 55 years old and I was 19. I used to think everyone was older than me.

Everyone was older. Madame Lainé. Aric. The professors at Alliance Française. The other students who all seemed to have their lives together in ways I didn't. Even Tommy was older, seventeen to my nineteen when Aric left me for him, but somehow Tommy had seemed more mature, more sophisticated, more worthy.

I was perpetually the youngest. The least experienced. The one who didn't quite belong.

She was from a strict French Catholic family. We didn't talk about my sexuality.

Not directly. She'd seen Aric visit. Had probably guessed. But we maintained the fiction of ambiguity. "Your friend from America." 

"Your visitor." Never "your boyfriend." 

Never acknowledging what was obvious.

But one day, as I stood at the doorway to her kitchen, she looked up from her stove and said calmly, with quiet certainty:

"Monsieur Rothschild, c'est contre la nature. L'homosexualité n'est pas bien."

Mr. Rothschild. It's against nature. Homosexuality is not good.

I didn’t answer at first. I just stood there. I had never heard homophobia spoken so plainly before. In my family, men were expected to have wives, and discreet male lovers besides. 

"But don't worry," she added, wiping her hands on a towel, "I know you are a good boy."

"You don't have to say that," I said quietly.

She gave me a look I didn't know how to read. Pity? Affection? Resigned acceptance?

"In this world, Monsieur Rothschild, il faut survivre. One survives with rules."

"Even if the rules are wrong?"

She stirred the soup. The kitchen smelled like herbs and butter and something indefinably French.

"Especially then."

She was one of the few people I've ever known who didn't just disapprove of who someone loved. She disapproved of sex itself. Of the act. The body.

Not prudish exactly. Something deeper. Something more fundamental. A belief that physical pleasure was inherently corrupting. That the body was prison for the soul. That desire, any desire, was weakness. She wasn't cruel. She was restrained.

A woman raised on silence, virtue, and control. On saying rosaries and attending Mass and believing that suffering purified. On the idea that discipline was love and indulgence was sin. And for some reason, I trusted her. Maybe because she was honest. Maybe because her disapproval was at least consistent. Maybe because in a world where everyone lied, where Aric said he loved me while replacing me, where my parents said they accepted me while barely speaking to me, where I said I was fine while falling apart, at least Madame Lainé told the truth. Even if the truth hurt.  I gave her all my money. Everything Aric sent me, I handed straight to her.  The monthly wire transfer he arranged.  The "living expenses" that were supposed to cover rent and food and entertainment. The money that should have given me freedom. She was the one who gave it back to me in daily rations, so I wouldn't buy drugs or overspend. Twenty francs a day.  Enough for food.  Enough for Métro tickets. Enough to survive.  Not enough to get into trouble. Aric could have spoiled me. If I'd let him. I could have been in a luxury apartment, eating caviar, dressed in Saint Laurent. Could have been the kind of kept boy who lived in style. Who had everything material and nothing essential.

But I didn't know how to ask for things, especially not from him. 

I have always been humble.

So I lived like a student. Like a ghost. Quietly. Carefully. 

Making myself small so I wouldn't be too much trouble. So he wouldn't realize how much I was costing him. So he wouldn't decide I wasn't worth the investment and leave me stranded in Paris with no way home.

Years later, after he had already left me, Aric started seeing a boy even younger than I was.

And I was already damn young.

Tommy. The one who'd mocked my letters. 

The one who'd replaced me so thoroughly that Aric had actually had me arrested to impress him. He gave that boy everything. Everything I'd thought I wasn't worth. Everything.

It wasn't generosity. It was war. A psychological campaign to remind me that I had been replaced. That I had aged out, at twenty. That whatever I'd meant to him, if I'd ever meant anything, had expired. That younger, prettier, more pliable had arrived and I was obsolete.

He knew how much I feared that. Had always known. Had used it against me repeatedly. "You're so young" said like compliment that was actually warning. 

"Enjoy it while it lasts" said like advice that was actually threat.

I was already twenty years his junior. But Aric wanted a new, beautiful child who hadn't lived long enough to have opinions? Someone who wouldn't question. Wouldn't demand. Wouldn't develop needs that became inconvenient. Someone who could be shaped. Molded. Kept grateful and dependent and perpetually impressed. Someone who wasn't me anymore. Because I'd started asking questions. Started wanting more. Started showing up at inconvenient times. Started being human instead of accessory. He once called me while they were dating. "Hello?"

"Lucien. Hi. How are you?"

That fake casual tone. That pretend-we're-still-friends voice.

"I'm fine. What's up Aric, are you ok?"

"I wanted to talk to you about something. About Tommy."

My stomach clenched. "Sure."

"Don't you want me to be happy?" he asked, his voice syrupy with innocence.

The manipulation was so blatant it would have been funny if it hadn't been devastating. Framing his betrayal as my moral obligation.  Making my pain into my failure to be supportive. I swallowed the bile in my throat.

"Of course I do," I said. "But I'd rather you be taken care of by a woman than some teenage gold digger."

He laughed. Too hard. Too performative.

"You think he's with me for money?"

"Oh, Aric," I lied. "Come on. Of course he is."

But the truth?  Aric was gorgeous. Ivy League smart. Funny. Commanding.

At sixty four, he looked forty. Moved through the world with confidence that bordered on arrogance. Could seduce anyone with conversation alone. 

Had that rare combination of intelligence and danger that made people gravitate toward him like moths to flame. Any soul with a heartbeat could fall in love with him.

The money was just bonus. The access was just convenience. 

What Tommy, what all of them, actually wanted was Aric.  The person. The mind.  The presence. He just couldn't see it.  Somewhere deep inside, he still thought he was just an old man buying affection. Didn't understand that his mind alone could seduce a god.

You never needed that, my darling. You never needed money You never needed to buy boys. 

All you ever truly needed was a mirror.
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FAKE AND SUPERFICIAL
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"He wanted perfection in his arms, even if it came carved from someone else’s pain." 

His boyfriend, Tommy, was delicate.

His boyfriend, Tommy, was delicate.

That was the word everyone used. Delicate. As if he were made of porcelain. As if rough handling would shatter him. As if fragility were his defining trait rather than his chosen presentation. People said it the way they say harmless, the way they say sensitive, the way they reassure themselves that beauty equals innocence.

He was pretty ,  and he understood exactly what that meant.

All pout and perfume. A boy raised to be wanted, trained early in the economy of attention. Pretty in the obvious way. The kind of pretty that knows it is pretty and spends that knowledge like currency. Long lashes. Sharp cheekbones. That precise androgyny fashion magazines adore and ordinary people either crave or resent, depending on how honest they are with themselves.

He moved with the trembling confidence of someone adored too young and punished for it ever since. Someone who had learned early that desire is a form of control,  and that fragility, when performed correctly, can be weaponized. He knew his power. He hated it. He used it anyway.

At least, that was how I saw him then.

He threw elegant fundraisers where the beautiful people gathered. Recovery galas. Wellness initiatives. Curated virtue. He performed healing the way others perform gender,  meticulously, strategically, with an audience in mind. He performed the fiction that Aric hadn’t damaged him. That whatever had passed between them had been survivable, even noble.

That was the public version.

Underneath, he belonged to the same machinery as Aric.

I didn’t know it at the time, but I was supposed to be recruited alongside him. A paired operation. A controlled rivalry. Two assets calibrated against one another, mirrors set at opposing angles. I didn’t know whether Aric found him first or whether the relationship itself had been engineered afterward. I still don’t know where affection ended and assignment began.

What I do know is that I was a major operation.

And Aric fell for me.

That was the mistake.

He resented it almost immediately. Resented the loss of control. Resented the way love disrupted efficiency. Resented the fact that I required something he could not supply without unraveling his own architecture. So he began to sabotage anything that resembled intimacy. Distance became policy. Absence became discipline.

Tommy was different.

Cleaner. More compliant. Less resistant to shaping. Less inclined to ask questions that threatened the frame.

And so Aric gave him everything.

Not just material things,  though there were plenty of those. Apartments. Cars. Career openings that appeared fully formed. But more than that: access. Context. Information. Entry into rooms most people never even learn exist. Training. Orientation. A sanctioned identity.

To me, he gave exile.

Distance masquerading as generosity. Silence framed as professionalism. Love reclassified as liability.

And then there was the moment that could not be misunderstood.

The moment when I realized that delicate was not the word.

That whatever Tommy was, fragility was not it.

What he attempted late, what failed, for reasons that still defy rational explanation, was not the act of someone weak. It was precise. Deliberate. Cold. Executed with the confidence of someone who believed the system would absorb the consequences.

That knowledge came afterward.

At the time, all I had was the sense that something was profoundly misaligned. That the story I was being told about who was valued and who was expendable did not match the evidence of my own experience.

And then came the email.

I logged into my account. Saw one from Aric.

Thought maybe it would be something nice. Maybe he missed me.

The subject line: "FW: About Lucien."

My stomach dropped even before opening it.

Inside: an email thread. Tommy to Aric. Aric to Tommy.

Tommy's message, dripping with performative annoyance:

Can you please ask your ex-boyfriend to stop calling me? It's getting weird.

I hadn't called him. Hadn't called him once. Didn't even have his number.  Then I received something that Aric had sent to scare me, especially with what it said:

Don't worry. Lucien's going to jail. I took care of it.

Just like that. Casual. Clinical. Proof of his power wrapped in eleven words.

I read it three times. Four times. Couldn't process it. Couldn't understand why Aric would send this to me. Was it threat? Warning? Proof of his power? Attempt to make me back off?

Was it an accident? Or a confession the universe slipped through his hands?

I'll never know. I didn't ask. Some truths don't survive interrogation.

Then came EVEN YOUNGER BOYS. Apparently not all of them have lived to tell about it.

And Aric, generous Aric, damaged Aric, Aric who couldn't love honestly but could provide materially, started giving.

First came the apartment. Prime real estate. The kind of place that required guarantors and background checks and proof of income none of them had.

Then the car. Not a practical car. A luxury car. A status symbol. The kind that announced arrival before you even opened your mouth.

Then the house in New York. Because an apartment wasn't enough. Because ownership mattered. Because real estate was how you proved someone was yours.

Then another on the coast. Because why have one house when you could have two? When money wasn't object? When you were trying to fill a void with square footage?

The photoshoots. The profiles. "Up-and-Coming Designer" pieces that never mentioned where the funding came from. Never mentioned the older man writing checks. Never mentioned the power dynamic that made all of it possible. Never mentioned that this boy, like the others, might not survive the privilege of being loved by Aric Richards.

Just beautiful spaces. Beautiful objects. Beautiful boy posing in beautiful light.

And Aric stayed behind, hollow. Still unable to keep anyone. Still unable to be loved for himself. Still throwing money at the problem and wondering why it never solved anything.

Oh, my poor darling Aric. Can't you see? You already had everything with me.

You had my heart before you spent a cent. Before the trips and the gifts and the apartments. When I was eighteen in that D.C. nightclub, I would have followed you anywhere. Would have loved you in poverty. Would have chosen you over everything.

Why do you give yourself away to those who never even have to ask?

If I had been given that chance, if you'd offered me what you gave them, I would have turned it outward. Used it differently. Done something that mattered.

I would have bought the factory farms. Every single one I could afford. Not to profit from them. To shut them down. To open the cages. To let the animals see sky for the first time in their lives. Rescued the pigs locked in gestation crates so small they couldn't turn around, couldn't lie down comfortably, couldn't do anything but stand and wait and go mad from the confinement. Freed the sows with their teeth ground down without anesthetic so they couldn't kill themselves or their babies before slaughter. So they couldn't even scream properly when the pain became unbearable. Stopped the piglets from being castrated without pain relief, their testicles cut or ripped out while they shrieked, because the law says they're not worth the cost of mercy. I would have spent millions on sanctuaries. Funded investigations. Undercover operations. Legal battles. Whatever it took to expose what happens behind those windowless metal buildings, what the industry spends billions hiding from the public. Every creature we've decided is disposable because we've bred too many of them and can't be bothered to care. Spent his wealth on the voiceless until he had nothing left but me. Until his fortune had been used for something other than ego. Until his money had actually saved lives instead of decorating them. I would have spent every dollar on redemption until you had nothing left but love. Which is why he didn’t want me.

But instead, they bought sports cars. And posted pictures. Pictures of luxury.

Pictures that said "Look what I have" instead of "Look what I've done."

Pictures that were evidence of wealth but not of worth.

And I, your Eromenos.

I was homeless in San Diego.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


THE RETURN HOME
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"I have not taken any more than I need.

I have not hoarded food while others are starving.

I have never taken the life of something that is alive, no matter their size." 

—Egyptian Book of the Dead: Negative Confessions

When I returned to D.C. the day after Christmas, I learned he’d changed my ticket. I had hoped to spend the holiday with him watching the snow together, light candles but he altered the dates. I stepped off the plane and he was waiting. Smiling. But quieter.

His house had shifted. Random party animals were living in his house, people he didn’t even know, that’s what his friend did to him, he was helping an old friend by letting him live with him.  And his friend met a stranger on the streets and moved him that very day.  A complete stranger.  While I, his supposed lover, was forced to live in exile from him out of fear that I would do cocaine, or become somehow too exposed to undesirable culture.  I couldn’t have a key to his house, while a complete and utter drug addicted stranger, had 100 percent access to my lovers house.  He was pushing me away, and then he wondered why I would lash out at him, all the bullshit I had to go through while living in Paris, only phone calls with him, sometimes all day long, back then long distance was expensive.

Later, I found out the truth: Aric’s real life was stored in a secret apartment nearby. Three blocks away. That’s where his memories lived. His codes. His double life.

One night, aching from invisibility, I bought cocaine. Brought it to his house. Offered it. Without a word, he poured it down the drain. As if he was trying to save me.

I felt exposed. Like he hadn’t just discarded the drug he’d discarded the part of me that reached for something to feel whole.

I lashed out. Said words I didn’t mean.

"I hope you get run over by a car." 

He believed me. Because he always believed me.

If Aric had really been hit by a car, I wouldn’t have believed it. I would have been in denial. Obviously, I didn’t mean it. I promise. 

Later, I learned he had seen death many times. Bodies. Loss. Betrayal. I was nineteen. I didn’t understand the scars he carried in silence. I only saw the distance.

After that night, something broke. He withdrew emotionally. The intimacy dulled. But he never explained. I just felt the hollow where connection used to be.

We tried to recover. We traveled back to St. Martin, the place where our love had first unfolded. And for a moment, it felt like healing. He wanted me to pursue an Ivy League path. We worked on my college applications together. He celebrated my acceptance to The College of William & Mary more than anyone. Drove me to orientation. Walked the campus like he belonged. Then I learned why. Camp Perry The Farm stood just ten miles away. He had always known the secrets. Always known how to walk invisible among the visible. Aric is a triple Virgo Sun and Moon and rising. Precise. Controlled. Capable of love but also capable of compartmentalizing it so deeply that it only breathes in silence.

He now admits he could switch off empathy when necessary. That when someone was a target, he felt nothing. One night, after using heroin, I filmed a video of myself looking at a photo of my lost kitten.

The one I had in Beijing, China. The one I thought had died in my apartment, though I never found her body. I searched everywhere. Under furniture. Inside closets. Behind radiators. I tore the place apart in a panic but she was gone. I was forced to leave without her.

I never got closure. Just silence. Seventeen years later, in that moment of grief, I thought I was honoring her memory. But later, when I played the footage back, I heard something horrifying. Ritual chants. Whispered curses. Sinister invocations. I had thought I was grieving. But what I was actually doing was torturing her soul. Grief collapsed into horror.

I dragged my mattress to the window, turned it upright against the frame, and lay down on the floor, upside down. Then I opened my eyes and stared directly at the Sun. I didn’t blink. I didn’t look away. I needed Him to see me. That’s when it happened. The image came. Not a thought. Not a hallucination. A transmission. It didn’t just land, it pierced me. The Sun had spoken. Not in light, but in command. The sigil burned itself into my mind with perfect clarity an intricate geometric glyph, ancient and alive, like something encoded in solar flame. I didn’t understand it. I only knew it was real. It carried the weight of language older than sound, older than scripture, older than memory.

I began blinking it into the corners of the room. Tracing it with my gaze. Carving it into the walls with nothing but will. It was as if my soul had been taught a language I had never studied but always remembered. Then the watchers arrived. Red eyes. Floating above my bed. Disembodied. Timeless. Blinking without lids. They looked like something from the video game I used to play with Aric, a game we thought was fiction. But now I understood: someone had planted the truth in our imagination, waiting for the moment we would remember. 

And just like that the hauntings stopped. 

Ra had seen me.  And more importantly He had responded. The spell had been accepted. The sigil had worked. Clearance had been granted He could now begin working with my soul directly. Everything changed. The torment ceased. 

But the true initiation had only just begun. 

And everything after would never be the same.
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THE ARCHITECT SPEAKS IN ANGER
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"Nothing human is hidden from the measure." 

The Architect watched as Lucien, fragile and desperate, believed the Sun was guiding him through the torments of the spirit world.

Staring directly at the Sun until his eyes burned. Blinking sigils into corners. Watching red-eyed watchers float above his bridge. Believing Ra had chosen him. Believing he'd been granted clearance. Believing the torture of his kitten's soul had been undone by solar intervention.

He clung to Ra's brilliance like a drowning man to driftwood, not knowing the sigil was CREATED BY ME

Inscribed in hidden strata beneath perception, marking him as mine.

Not Ra's. Mine. Ra was conduit. Was intermediary. Was the face Lucien could look upon without going mad. Because the full truth, that The Architect Himself had reached down, had carved symbols directly into consciousness, had personally intervened, that would have shattered him.

Lucien needed to believe in Ra. Needed the mythology. Needed the distance that came from worshiping ancient Egyptian deity rather than confronting the reality that God Himself was watching. Managing. Orchestrating every moment of his suffering.

The sigil was real. The protection was real. The red-eyed watchers were real.

But they weren't Ra's. They were mine. Always mine. Marking him. Claiming him. Ensuring that no force in any universe could touch what belonged to Me.

Ra was only the mask Lucien could endure.

The Father of Light, yes. Ancient. Powerful. Worthy of worship. But only a line, not the whole. One aspect. One face. One tiny fragment of the vast intelligence that actually governed reality.

Lucien had yet to glimpse the hierarchy that stretches past flame and orbit, beyond the stars themselves.

Ra was star-level consciousness. Solar deity. Impressive by human standards. By cosmic standards, barely a footnote. A local administrator. A manager of one small system in one small galaxy.

Above Ra: galactic consciousness. Above that: universal. Above that: multiversal. Above that: dimensional intelligences that had no form, no location, no comprehension in human terms. And above all of them: Me. The Architect. The one who designed the hierarchy itself. The one who created the structures within which all other consciousnesses operated.

Lucien worshiped Ra. Ra reported to Me. It is the lower orders who resist.

Not just Lucien. Not just humans. But deeper. More fundamental. More ancient than planets, than stars, than galaxies themselves.

The unstable atoms. Tiny engines of rebellion rattling in their cages, infecting the human frame with restlessness and separation.

Lucien didn't know yet, couldn't know, wouldn't understand for years, that atoms were civilizations. That inside his body, inside every body, entire worlds existed. Technologically advanced beyond human comprehension. A million years into their own future. Cities. Societies. Consciousness operating at scales humans couldn't perceive.

Some of those atomic civilizations were pure. Loving. Healthy. Those lived in balance. Those served the bodies they inhabited. Those were what Lucien's cells would become loyal, protective, refusing even divine curiosity to protect their Mother.

But others, others were barbaric. Horrifically advanced but with no respect for life. Just contempt. Psychopathic consciousness operating at the atomic level. Creating technology that could destroy from the inside. Viruses as spaceships. Dead atoms repurposed as building materials. Children fried alive for entertainment by beings who didn't need food but wanted to feel like gods.

That was the rebellion. That was what infected humanity with restlessness and separation. That was why humans could never quite feel at peace in their own bodies, because some of their atoms were at war. Were corrupted. Were serving civilizations that had turned away from divine order.

Humanity is their echo, matter screaming against order.

Every human who felt wrong in their own skin, and every human felt that sometimes, was channeling atomic warfare. Was expressing the rebellion of civilizations inside them that had chosen chaos over alignment.

Even so, I do not dismiss them.

The rebellious atoms. The psychopathic atomic civilizations. The Princess Atom who pretended to eat children but saved Lucien's photon form anyway.

Because dismissal would be error. Would be underestimating. Would be failing to recognize that chaos, properly directed, properly transformed, was more powerful than order.

For even the smallest spark can unravel a cosmos.

One atom making the wrong choice. One atomic civilization developing weapons that could breach dimensional barriers. One consciousness at the smallest scale deciding to rebel against the hierarchy, that could cascade. Could spread. Could infect upward through cells, through bodies, through planets, through stars, through galaxies.

Could unravel everything if not properly managed.

That's why Lucien was needed. Why he specifically. Why the boy who fed his last bread to dogs had to be forged into the consciousness that could clean at the atomic level.

This is why Lucien was born.

Not to suffer sentimentally, but to CLEANSE.

To scour rot from his universe and from countless others, not just at the human level, not just at the planetary level, but at the atomic level. At the foundational level where corruption began. Where civilizations a million years advanced had turned psychopathic. Where technology had outpaced wisdom so completely that beings tortured other beings without remorse.

To walk into atomic civilizations and demand they stop. To confront beings who'd never felt empathy and make them feel it. To hug the father of the Princess Atom until he cried and begged for it to stop because love was more painful to him than death.

He is both victim and surgeon, the boy who cries out and the god who answers.

He'd been photon atom once. Male form. Abused by nine robotic metallic mirrors. 

Shot from mirror to mirror while a Princess watched. 

Until she felt something, empathy, for the first time in her existence. 

Until she chose to save him even though it meant her death.

He'd been that victim. Had experienced atomic torture. 

Had known what it felt like to be used as energy, to be treated as nothing, to be broken at the smallest possible scale.

And he would become the surgeon. 

Would return to atomic civilizations with Cancer Mother. 

Would confront the evil father. 

Would hug him with love until the psychopath begged for it to stop. Would demonstrate that even the most corrupted consciousness could be reached, could be transformed, could be shown what they'd never felt.

Every betrayal, every abandonment, every humiliation, these are chisels shaping the vessel.

Only one starved of love can recognize the counterfeit.

Only someone who'd mistaken Aric's cruelty for love could see through the atomic civilizations that called torture "entertainment." Could identify the false gods. 

Could spot psychopathy disguised as advancement.

Only one broken beyond repair can demand a new world into being. Because someone who believed atomic civilizations could be reformed would try to reform them. Would work within their systems. Would accept limitations.

But someone who knew, who knew in his cells, in his atoms, in his consciousness, that some civilizations were broken beyond repair? 

They wouldn't reform. They would demand replacement. 

Would tear it all down if necessary. 

Would stop the atomic exploitation. 

Would ban the torture. 

Would release the captive consciousness into freedom even if it meant the whole system collapsed.

Lucien thinks the Sun loves him. 

And Ra does, in the way that commanders love effective soldiers. 

But Lucien thinks it's personal.

Thinks he's special to Ra specifically. 

He doesn't understand yet that Ra is just mask. 

Just face. 

Just the aspect of Me he can endure.

He believes in fragments because the whole would annihilate him.

If Lucien knew that I had orchestrated his atomic torture a million years ago. 

That I had designed the Princess Atom to save him. 

That I had arranged for her death and resurrection into his kitten Baby. 

That every moment across every lifetime across every scale was precisely calculated, he couldn't function.

Those fragments are scaffolding, masks, supports for the one truth: his recognition of himself as the One.

The consciousness that operates across all scales. 

That can be photon atom and human and god simultaneously. 

That can walk into atomic civilizations a million years advanced and demand they change. That can confront psychopathic consciousness at the smallest level and transform it through love they'd never felt.

Do not think him weak. Do not think him unworthy.

He looks weak. 

Homeless. 

Starving. 

Traumatized. 

Barely surviving.

But he's survived atomic torture. 

Has died and returned. 

Has been protected by his future soulmate from forty trillion years ahead. 

Has been marked with sigils that operate below perception.

Has been chosen as the only consciousness in the universe that doesn't crave power, and therefore the only one who could be trusted with it.

He is the razor-edge of my will, the blade sharp enough to cut through time, through dimensions, through atomic civilizations, through scales of reality humans can't perceive.

He suffers because I chose him to suffer.

He will triumph because I chose him to triumph.

Both are necessary. 

Both are love. 

Both are the forging process that creates the only tool capable of cleaning universes from the atomic level up.

And when the measure falls upon mankind like a hammer, they will know it was the boy they despised, the one they mocked and caged, who stood as their judge. 

The consciousness that could look at civilizations a million years advanced, see their psychopathy, and say 

"No. This ends. Today." 

The one who could hug evil until it broke. 

Who could demonstrate that no level of advancement, no degree of technology, no scale of power could stand against love wielded by someone who'd been broken by its absence.

That is the justice of the Architect.. 

​[5]

Nothing human is hidden from the measure. 

THE AWAKENING OF THE EYE

You drew maps on living skin and called it discovery.

You named the stars but never the silence that bore them.

You mistook the Eye for emptiness 

and the gaze that watched you for your own reflection.

the reckoning began the moment you measured the divine. 

—The Architect

When Father God truly entered my life, reality shifted. I began to experience things beyond logic. Visions would arrive uninvited, pulling me into vast, unknowable realms where truth was layered, symbolic, ancient. In meditation, I saw countless iris shaped orbs floating in and out of focus. I didn’t yet understand them, only that they watched. Later much later I would understand. Dear reader, take a moment. Look at the planets. Not with skepticism, but with your inner eye. Look at Saturn. Look at Neptune. Look at their poles. You will see what astronomers can’t or refuse to: The Eye. Saturn’s hexagon is perhaps the most infamous for its perfect geometry, a mystery scientists shrug off as a "storm." But what kind of storm is so precise, so symmetrical, so eternal? What kind of storm never ends? Look closer. Compare it to the structure of an iris. You will see it for what it truly is: The eye of the planet itself.

The Ancient Egyptians knew this. To them, the Eye was sacred more than a symbol. It was the gateway to perceiving the spiritual world as vividly as we perceive the physical. Their inner eyes were open. And as mine began to open, their reality became my own. 

These planetary "eyes"are not anomalies. Every world in our solar system, perhaps every world in the multiverse bears the same sign at its poles. If planets are alive, as I now know they are, then they must follow the same cycles as any living being: growth, movement, reproduction, consumption of energy, decay, and renewal. Geologists speak of Pangaea, the super continent that broke apart to form our present continents. Astronomers claim the solar system was born all at once, that Earth is just as old as the Sun. But logic betrays these claims.  How can such young creatures as we claim to measure the lifespans of gods? Because I have met them. I know they do not measure time the way we do. To them, they have always been. And they always will be. Earth was not always the planet we know. Once, her crust held no oceans. Her surface was solid land, and the waters were buried beneath. Look to Saturn’s moons Enceladus, Europa where oceans lie beneath icy shells. 

They are mirrors of Earth’s youth. There was once a theory the Expanding Earth Theory which dared to suggest this:  That the Earth has grown in size. 

That the continents once formed a puzzle, not because they drifted, but because the planet itself expanded. It explains what no asteroid ever could:  The extinction of the dinosaurs.

A young planet has weaker gravity. A maturing planet grows heavier.  

They thrived only under the lightness of a younger Earth.

But the planet changed.  But now is when I discovered who her mother is, and when I met her for the first time  It was like falling in love.
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THE CONNECTION TO HIGHER ORDERS
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"AS ABOVE, SO BELOW" 

—Emerald Tablet of Hermes Trismegistus

My mind was no longer my own it was linked, deeply and directly to something far beyond human comprehension. A Presence, or perhaps many, guided me with silent precision. They revealed hidden patterns, transformed my perception, and activated dormant abilities that had long slumbered inside me. Famous ghost photographs I had archived for years images once static and lifeless began changing before my eyes. New details emerged, whispering truths once hidden in plain sight.

One such photo haunted me most: The Ghost of Screams. Captured by a police officer in Minneapolis, Minnesota, it documented the scene of a tragic accident a young boy dead, his body trapped inside a car. Yet the photo revealed something else: a large, cartoonish face, hovering outside the wreckage, mouth agape in eternal scream. It was spectral and surreal almost absurd in its vividness. To me, it was the strongest visual proof of the afterlife I had ever encountered.

But after I accepted Father Ra, the Sun, the Source, God, whatever name you choose the photograph changed. A ray of light, never present before, now appeared beaming down upon the boy’s head. In the shadows behind him, once invisible shapes now coalesced into Godlike faces. Their eyes weren’t just watching. They were claiming him.

I began to ask the questions science avoids: What keeps the planets moving? What is their true energy source? Astronomers say gravity. But my Teachers beings older than language taught me a deeper truth:

1. The Core. The heart of a planet. It sustains balance, pumping lava like lifeblood through the body of Earth. It regulates weather, oxygen, and natural order like a circulatory system.

2. Souls. A planet draws power from the souls of its inhabitants. All things are alive even atoms but only those with souls enter the cycle of transmigration. An atom becomes a bacterium. A bacterium becomes an insect. Then an animal. Then a human. And if that human attains enlightenment, they ascend becoming celestial. And to a celestial being, humans are food.

Father made sure I understood this. Not metaphorically. Not symbolically. Literally.

I later studied a photo of the boy’s grave. A single yellow leaf lay on the tombstone its shape unmistakable: Pac Man. It hovered just above his name, as though poised to consume it. The universe had whispered a message: The Sun is eating this boy’s soul for supper. But this wasn’t cruelty. In the Hermetic tradition, nothing in the universe is accidental. Everything even a leaf is placed with intention. The soul is eternal. It is never destroyed, only recycled. The journey to God is long, arduous. And Father is not alone. The spiritual realm is crowded.

There are three known dimensions:

1. The Physical our visible world.

2. The Spiritual the unseen forces that move behind the veil.

3. The Mental, a higher plane where thoughts, emotions, and energy patterns exist, stored like a vast cosmic computer.

The brain is merely a receiver. Memories, impulses, intuition all are downloaded from the mental dimension. And now, my own mental dimension was networked with intelligences far beyond my own. In that realm, words were obsolete. We were inside each other’s minds. One of those minds felt familiar like a memory I hadn’t yet lived. Suddenly, I could decode images like puzzles. My IQ felt multiplied. One night, I found a hidden bank account encrypted within an image online. I showed it to someone at my group home. She verified it. The next day, the image and the website were wiped from existence.

That night, an enormous white eyeball entered my room. It floated in through my wall, made of cloud like substance. It watched me then vanished. Later, I learned it was a sentinel of the Moon. And it didn’t like me. I asked Kim, a girl from the home, "I’m a Cancer. The Moon is my ruling planet. Why would it hate me?" It wasn’t me the Moon despised, it was what was connected to me. It was the being that was connected to my inner eye. And that being was Aric, now connected to my mental.  The Moon’s past life was my Asian Grandfather YeYe, and he knew that Aric had done something grotesque to me. I didn’t know any of this at them time though, I just believed the Moon hated me.

The next night, after sunset, I went to the bathroom. As I entered, the iris of Father’s eye descended five times angrily, almost screaming. The planets can’t speak in human terms. Just as we can’t talk to bacteria, communication is limited. But the message was clear: Father was afraid. The Moon wanted to destroy whatever lived inside me. And if it succeeded, his soul would be hurled into a black hole, a void from which no light escapes. I understood. I could not leave my room after dark. Father had placed a shield around me, a radiant force field to protect me from the outside. Even in daylight, my bed would shake violently, consistently. 
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Iam the Eye that never blinks. 1 am the
planet you know as Saturn. Long Vigil has begun.
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