
        
            
                
            
        

    




























This one is for Ron. 



















Author’s Note 



I  made  use  of  the  Revolt  of  the  Batavi  against  the  Roman army in The Pleasure Slave, but it took place between 69 and 70 AD, not 77 AD as in this story. 

















I want to bring you to these places where the winter is sweet and  the  summer  is  fresh,  where  the  sea  lightly  touches  the land with lazy waves. 

—Papinius Statius  
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Chapter One 



Pompeii, July, 79 AD 



LUCIUS  METELLUS  CARBO  rubbed  his  knee  after  the  ankle of  his  mangled  leg  turned  in  one  of  the  deep  wheel  ruts  on the  streets  of  Pompeii.  It  was  hot  today  for  the  Ludi Apollinares, the special festival of games and arts in honor of Apollo.  Hot  enough  to  make  olives  drop  from  the  trees  and leave  dark  marks  on  pale  marble.  Hot  enough  that  he’d rather  be  in  the  pleasant  coolness  of  the  baths,  having  his knee rubbed by any slave he could summon that was good at hiding  any  distaste  for  touching  Lucius’s  wasted  leg.  But despite  his  preference  to  stay  in  the  seclusion  of  his  home and  shun  contact  with  people,  here  he  was  in  his  best sandals,  a  new  tunic,  and  the  purple-trimmed  toga  he  was entitled to wear as a member of the Roman Senate… not that he had ever sat there. 

Not  after  the  destruction  of  his  legion,  the  once  proud XV Primigenia. 

He  limped  painfully  away  from  the  crowd  now,  wishing he could go home, but he still had an errand. He’d promised his  friend,  Titus  Flavius,  who  was  dabbling  in  local  politics, to  see  if  he  could  find  some  entertainers  for  his  upcoming banquet. 
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Flavius appreciated a very earthy kind of entertainment and  wasn’t  huge  with  coin,  so  Lucius  figured  entertainers culled from the brothel would appeal to his tastes. He would make the arrangements and pay for it as his contribution to Flavius’s  campaign,  as  he  approved  of  the  issues  Flavius proposed to speak for. 

He  hobbled  by  the  baker’s,  glancing  through  the  open doors of the shop at a beefy man slapping round loaves into shape  on  a  simple  wooden  table  while  another  man  opened the  iron  door  of  the  oven  to  retrieve  now-baked  loaves.  The inscription  and  phallus  in  relief  etched  in  stone  caught Lucius’s  attention:  Hic  habitat  felicitas.  Happiness  indeed lived for a man who enjoyed his food and his cock. 

Lucius didn’t pause, even for the sardines laid out with salt  and  glittering  with  oil  in  the  fierce  sun,  though  his stomach growled, reminding him he’d had his plain soldier’s staple  of  porridge  flavored  with  bacon  this  morning  and nothing else, not even watered wine or figs. 

But  Lucius  had  little  appetite  for  anything.  His  face tightened as he thought of his personal shame. 

He paused at a water fountain, hoping it would be clear today.  Lately  the  fluid  had  been  a  little  unpredictable,  even warm  and  brackish.  It  was  water  from  the  main  stream brought by aqueduct into the city, so by rights it should not fail, even during the summer drought. Fortunately, it flowed cool this afternoon, so he gratefully drank his fill, wiping his hands  dry  discreetly  on  his  clothing  as  he  looked  at  his rippling  reflection  in  the  water.  The  noon  sun  made  it  look like  gems  shot  light  around  his  image’s  head  like  a  crown, The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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and  he  remembered  what  it  had  been  like  to  be  young  and glittering, the glorious, handsome legate on the rise. 

Now  silver  shot  in  his  dark  brown  hair  at  the  temples and his eyes had lost the hardness of a warrior, a conqueror. 





HE  HEADED  to  the  street  where  the  brothel  was,  bits  of graffiti illustrating what specialties could be found in the dim little  alcoves.  Beyond  hanging  curtains,  he  could  hear  the sounds of grunts and whimpers. It might be early, but when a  man  got  that  itch….  And  once  upon  a  time,  Lucius  may have  come  here,  since  he  had  been  a  lusty  man,  but  not since  the  spear  had  shattered  his  leg  in  Germania,  had  left him broken. 

Lucius hadn’t had an encounter with anyone since that time. His bad limb couldn’t have taken the strain of fucking, and he found he’d lost all interest in the things he used to do before he’d spent months in mud and blood: before he’d seen so  many  of  his  men  die,  starved,  crying  out  in  fear  in  the misty, spirit-cursed forest. 

He  idly  studied  the  illustrations  on  the  arches  over  the whores’  cribs.  None  stirred  him,  nor  did  the  sounds.  The truth was, although he had bedded both men and women in his  life  before,  he  had  always  preferred  his  male  lovers.  But he  had  been  ambitious  back  then,  wary  of  getting  the reputation  for  someone  preferring  to  live  as  a  Greek. 

Ironically,  now  that  it  wouldn’t  matter,  he  couldn’t  touch someone for fear of seeing revulsion in his eyes. 
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He flinched at the sound of a slap and an exclamation of pain.  Since  his  injuries,  he  was  sensitive.  He  had  even nursed  a  sparrow  with  a  broken  wing  over  the  spring, something  that  the  old  Lucius  would  never  have  done.  He frowned,  thinking  it  must  have  cost  the  customer  extra; some  did  like  their  congress  rougher,  true,  but  if  the  goods were damaged…. 

A soft, accented voice whispered, “Please, Sir, no more—” The  voice  held  Lucius’s  attention,  the  familiar  tones  of someone  from  Gaul,  captured  there  and  sold  into  a  life  of slavery,  most  likely.  He  sounded  young,  fighting  tears. 

Lucius  scolded  himself  for  listening  as  he  waited  for  the proprietor.  He  had  heard  the  sounds  of  despair  from  boys before, usually right before they tried to gut him. 

The  thought  stirred  painful  memories  like  smoke  rising from  a  blackened  altar,  so  Lucius  closed  his  eyes,  willing himself  to  forget.  Why  did  he  still  wake  in  the  middle  of  the night  with  his  heart  pounding?  Why  did  he  sometimes  lose himself, forget he was here in Pompeii and seem to live again as he had on the battlefield? 

Still,  hardened  as  he  was,  he  found  himself  walking towards  the  rough  curtain  shielding  an  alcove  beyond  the wooden stairs that led up to more beds above. He lifted away the  cloth  to  see  a  young  man  with  a  long,  pale  back  lying over a crude stone bench, presenting his ass for the pleasure of  three  wealthy  young  men.  Lucius  noted  that  the  slave’s back was bleeding from deep welts delivered by a switch. 

The  boy  twisted  to  cover  himself,  daring  to  resist, despite  being  a  slave;  one  customer  shoved  the  switch  into The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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his mouth, while another grabbed the young man’s long staff and gave it a painful tug. 

Lucius  had  seen  so  much…  and  yet,  this  seemed  so unnecessary.  There  was  enough  death,  enough  pain  in  this world that to seek it for mere amusement…. 

“Enough!”  he  barked,  his  voice  booming  out  with  the assurance  of  one  who  had  commanded  men,  whose  words had been life. 

“Who are you?” one pouty boy dared ask. 

“Never you mind,” Lucius gritted. “Leave the Gaul.” But  the  ring  leader  persisted,  perhaps  having  seen  the weariness in Lucius’s eyes and taken it for weakness. “What right have you to—” 

Lucius  picked  up  a  stool  by  the  doorway  and  hit  the mouthy one in the face with it. He followed with a brutal kick that  shot  pain  up  his  leg  like  red  lightning  but  stopped  the soft  youth  before  he  could  push  it  further.  The  fool  would probably have wanted it to come to knives, and then Lucius would have killed him. 

“Out!”  he  ordered  all  three,  folding  his  arms.  Seeing  he was a trained soldier and not a lazy city dweller, they lost no time  in  grabbing  their  semi-conscious  friend  and  dragging him by the arms away from Lucius’s presence. 

Lucius  sagged  a  little  and  his  hand  found  his  scarred knee, patting it like an old friend. It would give way soon, or he’d be up all night from the shooting pains. He wasn’t sure some days what was worse: living in shame and disgrace or being dead and rotting as an abandoned bundle of bones in a desolate place. 
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After  catching  his  breath,  he  studied  the  young  man and  reluctantly  had  to  appreciate  his  startling  beauty.  He looked  to  be  in  his  early  twenties,  with  eyes  like  vivid  blue stones, the pale silken skin that must have surely attracted his  admirers,  pink  lips  so  perfect  to  take  a  man’s  swollen cock  and  suck  him  to  ecstasy.  Indeed,  this  one  was extraordinary for such a common brothel. 

Tear  tracks  dripped  silent  on  a  clenched  face,  but  the young  man  glared  at  Lucius  with  more  hate  than  for  his abusive  clients.  Ah.  He’d  seen  a  Roman  soldier  before. 

Probably been sold into slavery after his town or village had been taken. 

“You’ll be alright now,” Lucius said gruffly, and then he turned to leave, running a hand through his hair, wondering what such a beautiful boy had made of the mongrel who had come to his rescue. 

“Roman  lord,”  the  young  man  called,  his  accent  still  a little  thick.  “Why  save  a  whore?”  The  voice  was  soft  but seethed with the flames of hate. 

“Because….”  His  throat  tightened  as  he  remembered. 

Lost.  Hiding.  And  then  someone  had  found  him.  A  boy. 

Taken  his  hand  and  led  him  from  the  place  where  all  his men,  his  comrades  and  his  friends  and  his  lover,  had  been starving,  haggard.  “I  just  don’t  think  it’s  necessary,”  he answered  honestly,  softening  his  tone  to  add,  “Go  clean yourself up, boy.” 

Lucius let the curtain fall and thought this might be the only  time  he’d  ever  lifted  such  fabric  in  a  whore’s  crib  and not enjoyed the body he’d found there. 

But that was another life. 
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He  limped  back  to  the  table  where  the  brothel  owner now  waited,  helping  himself  to  the  offered  bread,  which  he dipped  in  a  small  bowl  of  olive  oil.  It  lodged  thick  in  his throat. He kept seeing those startling, gem-like blue eyes. 

The  owner  said  nothing  about  the  three  youths  Lucius had  ousted,  probably  because  they’d  been  embarrassed  by losing the tussle that left Lucius struggling to push aside his impressions  of  the  slave.  He  ordered  the  entertainment  for his  friend’s  banquet,  but  all  the  time  he  dickered,  he  was aware  that  he  was  being  observed  by  another  pair  of  eyes than those of the owner. 

Finally, he asked, “The boy in the back room. What’s his story?” 

“Fine goods, yes? I rent him out usually by the week to those  with,  ah,  Greek  tastes.  He  was  a  nobleman’s  toy,  but he was a little too spirited. Here he is learning his place. He’s a sweet lay if you’d like to try out his mouth or ass.” 

“Not  now,”  Lucius  said,  not  wanting  to  say  not  ever. 

“He’s… hurt.” 

“He didn’t want to take them all, but it was enough coin that  he  could  have  a  day  or  two  to  recover.”  The  man shrugged, scratching his thick neck. 

“Still,  I  would  like….”  Lucius  sighed.  He  lowered  his voice, not wanting the Gaul to overhear. “What is his name?” The proprietor blinked, pushing back springy black hair with  beringed  fingers,  studying  Lucius  sharply,  no  doubt seeing his interest in the Gaul and thinking to turn it to his own profit. “Name? You would have to ask him, my lord.” The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 

12 



“Here.”  Lucius  handed  the  man  more  coin.  “Give  him those few days to recover.” 

“You don’t want him? I can strap him down and stop his foreign talk if you prefer. He’s not so proud then.” Mulling  over  his  exchange  with  the  beautiful  slave, Lucius  realized  he’d  been  talking  to  the  boy  using  some  of the rough words he’d picked up in Gaul. He’d been there so long on campaign, he hadn’t noticed. 

“No…  Just  let  him  be.  And  I’ll  be  around  to  check,” Lucius warned sternly. 

“I’ll  send  him  to  you  if  you  have  a  house,  for  your  bed and  to  attend  you  in  your  bath.  He’s  good  at  that,  at  least, good sir!” The man eyed the coin, obviously hoping for more. 

Lucius  sighed,  thinking  of  his  family  home,  which  did indeed  sport  a  small  bath.  And  his  aching  leg.  Well,  it  was one way to know if the boy wasn’t put to work right off, but he wasn’t sure he wanted eyes the color of the  noon sky on his leg. “All right, but not today,” Lucius said crossly, weary now. He wanted his bed and hoped only that he could sleep without  pain.  Perhaps  he’d  summon  the  Greek  physician and drink his potion of brief forgetfulness. “Tomorrow’s soon enough.” Tomorrow the thought of the boy wouldn’t twist his belly with a hunger he could never satisfy. 

As  he  left,  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  stone  blue  eyes before  the  curtain  twitched  sharply  closed  again.  He’d probably  made  a  huge  mistake.  A  young  man  as  defiant  as that one was likely to use Lucius’s own  knife on him rather than rub the twisted leg. 
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Retracing  his  steps,  he  fell  in  the  street  and  panted, fighting  tears.  Finally  he  managed  to  make  it  to  a  bench, where he sat near a small group of old men. 

When  he  got  home,  he  slid  down  to  the  hard  pebble mosaic  sprawling  in  neat  squares  around  the  floor  of  his atrium and lay, breathing his relief. 
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Chapter Two 



LUCIUS had the cursed dream again. 

A monstrous tree sprouting branches that seeped sullen with  blood,  the  pale  bones  and  moaning  faces  of  his  men gripped  in  the  roots,  vines  covering  their  mouths  so  they could not speak to him, only beg with their eyes. 

“Mithras!”  Lucius  woke  up  weeping  like  a  child, wrapping  his  arms  around  himself  as  he  listened  to  the galloping thud of his own heart. 

His back and neck hurt and his leg…. 

More  tears  dripped  silently  onto  the  back  of  the  hand that kneaded it. 





HE  CALMED  slowly  as  the  sun  rose  and  he  listened  to  the sound of the fountain in his atrium, felt the hot breeze pick up  the  water  and  touch  him  with  it,  the  zephyr  gentle, almost kind. 

His head fell. He ached for a real touch: human, warm, appreciative of him as a man. 
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HIS  body  still  retained  its  size  and  the  remainder  of  heavy campaigner  muscles,  even  after  all  these  months,  but  his bad  leg  was  thinner  than  the  other,  twisted  like  a  branch struck by lightning. 

He leaned against the fresco of Alexander resplendent in his armor, commissioned by an earlier ancestor, and caught the  soft  early  morning  sounds  of  his  pet  sparrow,  moving about in the cage Lucius had ordered made for the bird. He’d have  to  share  some  crumbs  of  his  morning  bread  with  the creature,  now  almost  tame  enough  to  sit  on  Lucius’s  open palm. 

It  was  foolish,  but  the  touch  of  claws  and  the  bright greedy  glances  from  his  rescued  bird  were  among  the  few things  he  enjoyed.  Most  days,  the  only  interaction  he  had was  with  the  sparrow  and  the  serving  boy  who  bought  him food. 

Today  he  would  work  again  on  his  accounts  of  earlier campaigns in Gaul and Germania, though he was fairly sure no one would ever read them. He rubbed his leg, wondering whether  to  head  to  the  house  bath  in  an  attempt  to  steam out the knots, when suddenly it gave out. 

He did not summon someone to witness his humiliation. 

Instead, he lay gasping with his face pressed to the hard cool flooring,  his  leg  gripped  by  the  spasms,  sweat  breaking  out on his forehead and armpits as he huddled in the courtyard, finally staring dully at the reflection of Vesuvius, wreathed in cloud, reflected in the water of the atrium pool. 
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VARICK  wished  his  walk  would  never  end.  It  seemed  like forever  since  he’d  been  free  long  enough  to  truly  stretch  his legs. Sometimes he was chosen to get the morning bread and wine for the other whores in the cribs, and then he lingered as  long  as  he  could,  even  though  he’d  be  scolded  if  the  fine skin that made him so desirable burned under the hot sun. 

Now he paused as he passed the shops that were part of the  villa  complex  owned  by  Lucius  Mettelus  Carbo,  waiting as the doorman checked his list and then nodded vaguely, a tired  slave,  indifferent  in  the  way  that  Varick  was  afraid  he would be one day. 

The old man let him into the house, but no one greeted him. Varick hesitated, taking in the high ceilings and breath of cool air no doubt coming from an enclosed garden. 

The place seemed empty. Where were Lucius’s servants? 

This  didn’t  seem  at  all  like  the  fine  Roman  house  that  had bustled  with  activity  where  Varick  had  lived  as  a  pleasure slave before being handed over to the brothel. 

His eyes stung as he remembered. He’d been fond of his master’s  youngest  son  and  the  boy  had  seemed  to  like  him also.  He’d  even  been  teaching  Varick  to  read.  There  hadn’t been  anything  sexual  between  them,  not  that  Varick  could have refused him. Rather, he’d reminded him a bit of his lost younger sibling. 

He took a deep breath, pushing aside memory. For him, it was better just to try to live moment to moment. 

But this place… it was desolate. 
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It  didn’t  seem  like  the  house  of  a  man  like  Lucius Metellus Carbo, a legate, a rising star in the Roman army. 

Oh  yes,  Varick  remembered  him.  He  had  seen  him, glorious in his proud helmet, his breast armor glaring in the sunlight, striding through the village he had ordered reduced to ash when Varick’s people refused to surrender. 





HE  MUST  have  fallen  asleep  again  because  Lucius  woke  a second time at the sound of an impatient sigh. 

He  looked  up  into  the  annoyed  and  kohl-rimmed  stone blue eyes of the beautiful whore he’d rescued the day before, sent to attend him. 

“What  do  you  want,  boy?”  he  growled.  He  was embarrassed.  Here  he  was  lying  on  the  floor.  He  wanted  no one to see him like this! 

He  straightened  his  day-old  toga,  hopelessly  wrinkled now,  as  he  tried  to climb  to  his  feet,  be  seen  as  a  man,  but his leg rebelled and he slumped back to the ground, his eyes filling. 

Lost  in  his  own  misery,  he  almost  didn’t  recognize  the sharp  sudden  relief  from  strong  hands  digging  into  his mangled  tendons  and  the  joints  that  were  afire,  finding  the pain. 

Lucius  panted  through  his  mouth,  falling  back,  utterly helpless  but  unable  to  care  for  the  moment  as  the  slave worked his leg. 
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He stared up at the cool face, the soft arched brows, the lips  that  were  parted  as  if  to  speak,  the  blue  stone  eyes concentrating  as  the  young  man  kneaded  his  body  as  a baker might a loaf of bread. A proud face, silky skin, marred by  one  bruise  near  the  mouth,  no  doubt  from  the  men  who had  mistreated  him.  Lucius  stared,  riveted  by  the  demurely lowered eyes, that lovely mouth…. 

After  his  muscles  finally  relaxed,  he  luxuriated,  hungry for contact the way that the red roses tended by his gardener hungered for sunshine and water. When a cool cloth dipped into water brushed his face, he roused from his pleasurable daze. 

“Why  help  a  Roman?”  He  returned  the  question  the young man had asked him when he’d stopped the assault on the boy. 

“Not sure.” The boy looked at him under winged brows, blue  eyes  burning  with  resentment.  “You  brought  this  on yourself, you know.” 

“What?”  Lucius  gave  a  startled  laugh.  The  temerity  of this one! 

Lucius shoved back his thick hair, and as he did so he saw  himself  again  reflected  in  the  pool.  Those  streaks  of white  had  appeared  after  he’d  been  wounded,  left  for  dead, lost and fevered in the forest. He wondered if they made him seem very old to the boy. 

“Thank you,” he said quietly. 

The  young  man  grunted,  unimpressed.  His  hand  slid over Lucius’s thigh… 

Oh no, no. 
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“I  can’t.”  He  thrust  away  the  touch,  sitting  up  further. 

The  boy’s  ministrations  had  felt  so  good.  Had  he  felt  a  faint stirring of…? 

“Thought  you’d  want  that.”  The  young  man  looked indifferent.  Kneading  bread,  oh  yes.  Lucius  was  just  an object to him, a chore that had to be seen to. 

“What  you  just  did…that  was  enough,”  Lucius  said, shaking his head. 

“I’m supposed to serve you well or it’ll be a whipping for me.” Defiance and anger were back. 

“I won’t tell them you didn’t.” 

“I can work myself on your cock. You being a cripple,…” the beauty offered. 

Lucius  turned  away,  closing  his  eyes  tightly  for  a moment.  He  could  see  that  for  someone  so  lovely,  so desirable, the idea of a dried up old man like him—although Lucius  wasn’t  so  very  old  at  thirty,  he  comforted  himself—

was not attractive. 

With a sigh, he remembered when both men and women had vied to be in his bed. He’d never had to pay for a whore in  those  days.  Now  it  was  probably  the  only  way  he’d  ever have the comfort of flesh again. 

Sternly, “I said it was enough.” 

The  clever  face  tilted  as  the  young  man  studied  him, and  Lucius  wondered  which  of  the  two  of  them  the  true predator  was.  He  didn’t  feel  at  all  himself,  tall,  confident, striding  forward  to  take  on  any  challenge.  Now  he  was unloved and unwanted. 
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“I  know  you  don’t  want  me….”  He  flushed,  not  having meant to say it. It was even stupid, since what did it matter what a slave wanted? 

The  young  man’s  vivid  blue  eyes  widened,  and  Lucius wondered  if  he’d  ever  been  with  someone  and  invited  it. 

Suddenly  he  found  himself  not  quite  envying  the  long  back and coloring that had made this boy the perfect whore. 

“You  want  me  though,  don’t  you?”  There  was  a calculation in those eyes. 

“Look. I am not going to… make use of you.” 

“Fine.  Not  like  I  care!”  Narrowed  blue  eyes  said differently. 

“No, that’s just it.” Lucius pulled his toga down over his swollen knee, which had raised lines of scarring and was so much  thinner  and  paler  than  the  other  one.  He  was  self-conscious now, wishing the boy would be gone and just leave him alone. He was the wistful last scent of a stick of fragrant incense long since burned. He would not turn to Lucius out of want, though Lucius hungered for him. 

“Why do you hide your leg? I already saw it.” The young man  settled  next  to  him,  and  Lucius  sighed.  What  was  it about him that made the tender, suspicious ones want to be closer to him now? 

“It’s… an affront to the gods. In the afterlife, I pray I am whole again,” Lucius said, rubbing it again. 

“You’ve been marked by pain. I can see it in your face.” The  young  man’s  gaze  moved  over  Lucius.  “Your  hair.  It’s  a mark of a warrior.” 
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Lucius  considered.  “That  is  how  it  is  where  you  come from?” 

“Yes.” 

Lucius thought of the sacrifices he’d allowed his friends to  make  on  his  behalf  when  he’d  returned  to  Pompeii.  Heal me. Make me whole again. 

Of course, all in vain. 

Now  he  knew  that  his  future  was  to  live  in  fear  of  the capricious  flares  of  pain  that  could  strike  at  any  time, leaving  him  shattered,  humiliated,  in  their  wake.  There  was no going back to who he had been. 

“I  got  lost  in  your  country.  I’m  not  sure  some  of  me  is not still there.” 

The boy nodded, his eyes wise. 

He had to know. “What’s your name?” 

“I  am  Varick.  It  is  the  name  my  older  sister  gave  me.” The young man shrugged. “I use it now in memory of her.” Probably  the  sister  had  been  enslaved  also,  Lucius guessed. 

“What were you before…?” 

“I  was  a  farmer.  Now  I’m  a  toy.”  The  blond  rubbed  his hair,  yawning.  “This  place  isn’t  as  bad  as  the  rest  of  your house.” 

“Oh yes?” His house was one of the largest and finest in Pompeii. 

“Ummm. But you shouldn’t spend so much time in this atrium; it’s clearly not doing you any good.” The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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Lucius  blinked,  surprised  by  the  forwardness  from  a whore,  a  slave.  He  spoke  to  Lucius  as  he  would  an  equal. 

Strangely,  Lucius  felt  no  desire  to  put  him  in  his  place.  “I suppose I will regret asking what you mean?” 

“I  mean  that  if  you  lie  around  here  and  don’t  exercise, your leg will hurt, be weak,” the boy said flatly. 

The  ground  shuddered  suddenly  in  one  of  the  frequent trembles… and for a moment Apollo, frowning in his alcove, shook as if he’d fall and shatter. The statue was the second to  occupy  the  space  since  an  earthquake  had  broken  the first  one  years  ago,  while  Lucius  was  away  on  campaign. 

When  he’d  moved  into  the  house  again,  he’d  had  to commission repairs for cracks in the stone walls; replace the statues; restore damaged mosaics and frescoes. 

Everything  fell  still  again,  excepting  the  soft,  inquiring sounds from the birds in the trees of Lucius’s garden. 

“This,”  Varick  said,  rubbing  his  arms  and  looking around. “This is a cursed place.” The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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Chapter Three 



“SO  YOU  drank  too  much  again  last  night.  What  did  that prove?”  Varick’s  voice.  Varick  pulling  aside  the  curtains  so light shone into Lucius’s bedchamber. 

Lucius  stared  at  him  for  a  moment,  transfixed  by  the blond  hair  forming  a  nimbus  around  his  head,  like  Apollo wearing a crown. His simple rough tunic and sandals did not detract  from  his  beauty;  the  uncertain  smile  just  touching his lips made Lucius want to crush them under his own. 

“Leave  me  be!  What  kind  of  slave  are  you,  anyway?” Lucius  growled,  forcing  himself  to  sound  harsher  than  he felt.  “Learn  your  place,  boy.”  The  days  he’d  initially  paid  for Varick  to  visit  him  had  passed,  but  somehow  Varick  had found  excuses  to  come  around  and  Lucius  had  begun  to offer  a  small  stipend  to  Varick’s  owner  as  payment  for  the young  man’s  visits.  Which  at  the  moment,  with  the  blood crashing through his skull, he swore he regretted doing. 

Varick snorted. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you, Roman?” Lucius squinted up at the slave as he placed his hands on his slim hips. His lips were reddened and his eyes heavy, signaling  he’d  probably  provided  entertainment  at  another late  banquet.  Lucius  swallowed,  not  wanting  to  think  about it; he refused to get too attached to the boy! 
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Then he shifted restlessly on his bed, looking down the large expanse of it toward Varick. What must the slave think, coming here day after day and never finding anyone sharing it with Lucius? 

He  was  actually  hungry,  since  he  was  getting  used  to Varick  showing  up  and  prodding  him  to  eat,  though  of course his leg was bothering him, but he didn’t want to ask Varick to massage it, even though it would feel— 

Varick’s  hands  on  him.  He  forced  himself  not  to  ask  for it, not to picture it. 

Lately  his  sex  was  also  bothering  him.  He  pulled  his covering closer to his body and it struck him that once upon a  time  he  would  have  strode  about  nude,  unashamed, confident that the eyes on his body admired him. 

“How long can you stay today?” he asked as he took the bread  dipped  in  olive  oil  and  the  jug  of  watered  wine  which Varick had brought, ensuring that Lucius ate more than the same  spare  food,  day  after  day.  He  usually  brought  other things  with  him  as  well:  a  flower,  a  bit  of  broken  glass, perhaps a tile—something he’d seen on his walk to Lucius’s villa. 

Lucius  had  begun  to  look  forward  to  the  little  gifts,  not that he wanted the boy to know. 

He watched now as Varick knelt at the niche altar near Lucius’s bed, pulling out a bit of bright cloth. He whispered something  and  then  added  in  a  clearer  voice,  “Not  too  long today.” 

Lucius knew that meant he had his work. 
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“What did you wish for?” Lucius finally asked. The slave was  a  beautiful  acolyte  on  his  knees,  making  Lucius  wish again  he  was  whole  and  could  sweep  him  onto  the  bed  and make him sweaty and breathless and laughing…. 

“Good  health  for  those  who  live  in  this  house,”  Varick said quietly. 

Lucius’s  throat  tightened.  “Oh.  Then  you  wasted  your wish.” 

Varick shrugged. “If you like.” 

Lucius gulped down the wine so he wouldn’t speak. This house was not empty when the lad was gone, it was merely a strange idea he had of late, that it was too quiet after Varick left him. 

He found himself in the peculiar role of being taken care of  by  a  slave  who  would  never  learn  his  place,  a  slave  he desired  but  was  ashamed  of  that  desire  because  he  knew well the boy saw him as a grumpy old cripple. 

“Did you dream? You have dark circles under your eyes again.” 

“I don’t wish to speak of it,” Lucius grumped, losing his appetite. 

Varick  cocked  his  head,  settling  on  the  bed  next  to Lucius, and Lucius was aware of the faint scent of citrus, of heavy-lidded blue stone eyes, of mussed blond hair. 

His  body  stirred  again,  hungry,  hungry  not  for  food  or talk but aching for touch. 

He wanted to put Varick’s hand over his cock, wanted to watch his eyes as he stroked Lucius. 
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Touch me. 

“Without  dreams  our  lives  would  merely  be  events  with no  meaning,”  Varick  said,  thankfully  oblivious  to  Lucius’s thoughts.  “There  would  be  no…  hope  for  learning.  For  a better life.” 

“What can a slave have to hope for?” He didn’t mean to be  so  cruel.  He  regretted  the  caustic  words  as  soon  as  they left his tongue. He wanted, and he resented wanting. 

“I can hope one day to be  happy again,” Varick rasped. 

He  climbed  to  his  feet,  the  motion  jerky,  lacking  his  usual grace. “I will wait for you in the atrium.” 





“IT’S  NICE  to  just  sit  here  in  the  sun.  Your  roses  are beautiful.” Varick had a habit of smelling them every day. He seemed  more  attached  to  the  garden  than  the  slave  Lucius had to tend it. “You have a good life.” 

“I  suppose.”  Lucius  couldn’t  agree.  Housebound  and pitiful?  And  yet,  he  guessed  that,  to  Varick,  his  life  must seem very good. He was a free man of property. 

Again he saw that pained look on the young man’s face. 

What could he have said differently? Should he have reached out and… touched him? 

He  swallowed  thickly,  looking  around  for  more  watered wine. If Varick was  leaving, he might as well lose himself in drink.  Forget  the  irritating  Greek  physician  who  prattled  to him about moderation in all things. 
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“Only  brought  out  the  one!”  Varick  scolded  him,  stone-blue eyes easily seeing through him. 

“Don’t ride me, boy!” Lucius growled. 

Now the fine blond head bowed and all he saw were the crescents of eyelashes over those burning blue eyes and the pale  proud  lines  of  cheekbones.  “Never  get  to  do  that,  not anymore. Probably never again.” 

Lucius  shifted  restlessly,  both  uncomfortable  with  the subject  of  Varick’s  work  and  also…  secretly  excited  by  the thought of it. Jupiter! He was a stranger to himself, like the moon  obscured  by  clouds  at  night  when  he  paced  his garden, unable to sleep. “I’m sorry about that. A man should get  his  pleasure  the  way  he  chooses.  Do  you  get  nothing from being penetrated?” he asked bluntly. 

Varick  shrugged.  “Sometimes.  I  like  sex,  probably  too much. If he touches me first or he’s a regular, it can be nice, but I like to take some time. I like to be ridden with his hand around my cock.” 

Lucius  pictured  it,  sweat  breaking  out  on  his  forehead. 

“You like men?” 

“Yes,”  Varick  admitted,  eyes  on  his  hands  as  he  played with  a  rose  he’d  picked.  “I  used  to  meet  with  a  boy  in  the fields.” 

Living vicariously, Lucius leaned forward. “What did you do with him?” 

“Took him in my mouth.” Varick tossed aside the rose in an  impatient  gesture  and  cupped  Lucius’s  cheek.  Lucius tensed,  parting  his  lips  to  speak  and  Varick  caught  him,  a The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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gentle  kiss,  sucking  Lucius’s  lower  lip  into  his  mouth, holding his gaze as he did so. 

Lucius  groaned  and,  unable  to  help  himself,  buried  a hand in Varick’s hair, like silken wheat to his touch. Ecastor! 

It felt so good, those lips on his, the teeth nipping him gently as  if  Varick  had  lain  with  him  a  thousand  times  and  knew just how to make him burn. 





SOMEHOW  Varick  was  lying  on  his  back,  and  Lucius crushed him into the pebble mosaic flooring, Varick’s body a cradle  for  Lucius,  his  cock  heavy,  confined  by  clothing  but insistent against Varick. 

Panting,  he  broke  free  of  the  kiss  he’d  drowned  in, Varick’s  hand  in  his  hair  like  a  siren  pulling  a  sailor  to  his doom.  Kissing  Varick’s  jaw,  his  neck,  listening  to  the  little sounds he made. 

Lucius wanted to feast on him as he had not feasted on anyone since he’d been injured. He wanted to spill his come and lie lazy on Varick’s body, hear the thudding of his heart and feel a hand stroking his love-slick back. 

“You….”  Breathless,  wide  eyes,  Varick  cupped  Lucius’s cheek. “You could have me now, and in the morning, I could wake in your bed.” 

Lucius  blinked,  pulling  away,  feeling  like  he’d  been drowning like a lost bee in a jug of wine. “What?” he asked, fuzzy. He just wanted to come. Come over this boy, his boy. 
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Varick chewed his lip, gaze falling away. “I have to leave, go to work.” 

“Uh.” Yes, he remembered something about that. Lucius rubbed his head, feeling like a bear leaving its cave in spring. 

Varick’s  eyes  captured  his.  “But  if  you  bought  me,  I could stay. You could have me whenever you want.” He  was  trembling,  as  excited  as  a  boy,  ready  to  spill, give himself, helpless, and Varick was talking about… coin? 

He struck him. 

Panting, throat tight, his hand quivering, he stared into wide, shocked eyes. 

“The gifts, the visits and now this…!” 

“Lucius, no—!” 

“You think I’m a fool? Whore. Get out of my sight!” He  glimpsed  blue  eyes  wet  with  tears  and  a  red handprint  on  white  skin  and  then  caught  the  fast,  faster, running tap of sandals as the boy fled. 

Lucius’s  own  eyes  stung.  He  pulled  his  knees  close  to his shaggy head and rested there, breathing, his leg hurting him in the unaccustomed position. 





LUCIUS  limped  toward  the  doorway  where  the  entertainers were  preparing.  His  leg  was  screaming  from  the  long  walk, most of it uphill. But that wasn’t the reason for the tight red ball lodged in his gut. 
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He  looked  around.  Pretty  boys  and  girls,  all  soft-skinned,  perfumed,  wearing  golden  headdresses  and  fine material  showing  off  rouged  nipples  and  pubic  hair.  Staring up at him, taking in a hard face with a deep tan, big bones, a rough man used to carrying the weight of armor and the fate of his men. 

Finally  he  located  Varick.  He  was  enhancing  his  eyes with a smudge stick. 

Lucius made his way over to him. 

Varick looked up, and Lucius could see the faint outline of a handprint still on his face. 

Composed,  Varick  studied  him,  and  then,  after  a moment, got up from his bench and offered it to Lucius, as if seeing that his leg was paining him. 

Lucius  caught  the  hand  that  held  the  kohl.  “You  won’t need that,” he growled. 

Varick’s  face  tightened,  his  gaze  dropping,  but  he remained passive under Lucius’s touch. 

Lucius’s gaze fell to Varick’s hanging sex, the gentle line of  his  full  ass.  He  had  seen  hundreds  like  this  boy  in  every town  he’d  visited.  Why  was  it  he  found  Varick  so  special? 

Was it the acerbic spirit or the vulnerability of the pale body, like a seashell of Venus washed ashore? 

“Cover yourself.” 

The hand trembled like the sparrow Lucius had rescued in  his  grip.  Varick  whispered,  “Those  days  with  you;  I  was myself again.” 
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“No,  no,  child.”  He  took  his  boy  tenderly  into  his  arms, careful to keep his lower torso away from the young man’s so he couldn’t feel how easy Lucius was, how moved by Varick’s charms.  “I  did  as  you  asked;  I  bought  you.  I  came  to  take you home.” 

The  blue  stone  eyes  lifted  and  Lucius  couldn’t  help  but cup  a  lean  cheek.  Those  eyes  lit  with  passion.  What  did  it matter  that  it  was  passion  for  a  better  life  and  not  passion for  his  new  master?  Lucius  longed  for  a  kiss  but  after  what he’d  done,  striking  Varick,  he  knew  he  must  be  alone  in feeling  the  way  he  did.  In  fact,  he  didn’t  even  understand why it hurt him to see the bruising on Varick’s skin. He had cuffed men before. 

“You came fairly cheap, as it turns out,” he said, striving to  make  things  easy  between  them  again.  How  did  he  do that?  “Apparently  you  aren’t  a  very  good  pleasure  slave. 

Perhaps I’ll put you to work caring for my roses.” Varick  drew  in  a  deep  breath,  as  if  needing  to  master strong  feeling.  “I  have  what  I  wanted,”  he  said  calmly.  “You won’t regret it.” 
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Chapter Four 



LUCIUS was dreaming. 

But  his  dreaming  mind  was  content  since  it  wasn’t  a dream  about  ghost  mist  and  the  splash  of  blood  on  thick trees,  his  gaunt,  starving  men,  cut  down  as  they  left  their palisade. 

This  time  he  dreamed  of  kissing  his  boy,  his  slave,  his Varick. He twisted sinuously on his bed, aware on some level of the pulsing pain flickering from his leg, like a distant fire, but basking in the rise of lust. 

In his dreaming life, he was a man again. 

Varick may have been a lousy pleasure slave—although the man who had sold his services had certainly dickered as if  he  were  Cupid  himself—but  he  had  lips  that  Lucius  often found  his  gaze  falling  upon.  The  way  he  would  speak, animated,  a  hint  of  tongue  so  that  sometimes  Lucius  found himself thinking what it would feel like laving his cock…. 

Of  course,  when  Varick  asked  him  why  he  seemed distracted, he would make some excuse, usually his leg. 

But  that,  at  least,  might  earn  him  a  massage  and Varick’s  hands  on  him,  Varick  fussing  over  him.  He pretended  to  be  gruff  about  it,  but  the  hot  wires  of  his tortured muscles appreciated Varick’s devotion. 
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I  have  what  I  wanted,  Varick  had  told  him.  You  won’t regret it. 

So  why  didn’t  he  just  take  and  fuck  what  was  his? 

Varick  would  lie  under  him,  let  him  spend  himself.  He accepted  that  Lucius  was  his  master;  in  fact,  he’d  used  his body,  his  visits,  as  enticements  to  make  it  come  about.  He had put himself deliberately in Lucius’s path, and they both knew it. 

But every time he thought about it, he pictured Varick’s face,  calm,  schooled.  He  wouldn’t  burn.  How  could  he  for  a cripple? 

Lucius  wanted  him  to  shudder  as  he  mapped  his  body with  callused  fingertips.  He  wanted  to  squeeze  Varick’s  sac and then lap at it and hear ragged breathing, feel fingers dig into his shoulders as he feasted on Varick. 

Now  Lucius  put  an  arm  over  his  eyes,  groaning  as  he woke  up.  Hard.  But  unfortunately,  his  phallus  wasn’t  the only thing that had stiffened up. His leg was a tangled knot of streaking pain, like wool unraveled, broken thread. 

He lay there and wished that just for one day and night he  could  be  the  man  he  was.  To  wake  up  free  of  pain  and confident that he could make Varick turn to him, want him. 

Surely  he  had  been  a  good  enough  soldier  for  Rome,  had done all the right things at festivals for the gods…? 

He decided to limp over to the temple of Apollo today. If he did things in the correct order… brought incense, perhaps booked an event with one of the priests. Surely he would be rewarded  by  the  god,  be  a  man  again,  see  real  passion  in Varick’s eyes. 
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His  eyes  stung  as  he  lay  there,  saying  over  and  over again in his mind: Please. He had kept the boy now for a few days and although he had been careful not to give away his partiality  lest  his  slave  take  advantage  of  his  vulnerability, Varick lit his life like a torch in the darkness. 

But he also made Lucius hunger. 

Now  as  he  stared  blankly  at  the  ceiling,  telling  himself this time his petition would be answered, nimble fingers dug into his leg, and Lucius gasped in relief. 

“That’s  better,  isn’t  it,  master?”  Varick  said,  glancing over  his  shoulder  at  Lucius,  looking  at  him  through  his eyelashes. What did that look mean? Lucius’s chest rose and fell rapidly, perspiration prickling his upper lip and forehead. 

Varick’s  face  was  impassive,  not  giving  away  his  feelings  as he  climbed  astride  Lucius,  facing  his  legs.  He  was  spread warmly  directly  on  top  of  Lucius’s  erection…did  the  boy  not feel it, stiff and needy? 

I am hard for you, Varick. I like you atop me, riding me. 

Lucius  stared  at  the  pale  neck,  the  bent  head,  and  the swaying, dull blond hair, catching the light and translating it into  silky  hues.  Varick’s  lips  were  parted  as  he  worked, seeming totally focused on giving Lucius relief. 

Unable to stop himself, Lucius reached out, tangled his fist  in  Varick’s  cool  hair.  The  slave  paused,  looking  again over his shoulder. “Master?” he whispered, swallowing. 

Unable to speak, Lucius let his hand fall. His only hope was to go to Apollo and follow ritual precisely. There was no other way this boy would ever be his. 
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Varick  cocked  his  head.  “You’re  a  strange  one,  Sir,”  he said,  bending  forward  so  his  tunic  rode  up  on  his  legs, cupped his lush ass. Lucius’s phallus was huge and swollen now, and when Varick shifted, he caught his breath. 

In an undertone, Varick said, “Let me.” Lucius  put  an  arm  over  his  eyes.  He  couldn’t  beg.  He couldn’t bear to be merely a chore that Varick saw to. 

He  felt  Varick  shift  again,  turning  his  body,  kneeling between  Lucius’s  legs,  pushing  aside  the  cloth  that  covered his aching staff. “You didn’t drink yourself into oblivion last night,” Varick said, his breath making Lucius’s staff prod the air. Touch me! 

“Oh,  so  this  is  to  be  my  reward?”  Lucius  offered  in  a raspy tone, but his heart was thudding. Varick! Lips touched him, soft, skilled… seemingly ardent, though Lucius was too cowardly to uncover his eyes and see for himself. He couldn’t bear  to  catch  a  blank  expression  in  Varick’s  eyes  as  he serviced his master. 

“You  ate  the  honey-glazed  figs  I  brought  last  night,” Varick continued. He had made a game of finding all kinds of exotic  treats  to  try  to  tempt  his  master’s  appetite.  “All  of them.”  Because  Varick  had  fed  them  to  his  master  with  his own  fingers,  holding  his  gaze  as  Lucius  sucked  the sweetness  from  his  skin.  Jupiter!  Lucius  had  longed  to  pull his slave close, lick and suckle the fine skin of his neck while he  took  the  boy’s  sex  in  his  hand  and  played  with  it.  He wanted to dally with him until his slave cried out helplessly, splashed his come onto Lucius’s fist. Conquer him so that he was needy and loose in Lucius’s arms. 
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Thinking  of  that,  Lucius  groaned.  The  young  man  was too  tempting.  Did  he  realize  that  some  nights  Lucius  drank because he was afraid? Him, Lucius, the former rising star in the Roman army. Afraid of a little slave boy, afraid of seeing him school his face as others had when he touched Lucius. 

“Let  me,  Master—”  Varick  breathed  again.  His  touch was sophisticated, artful. Lucius recognized it since he’d lain with  at  least  a  thousand  men  and  women.  But  something was…. His balls drew up, his feet shifted, restless, and at the base  of  his  spine  he  felt  the  prickle—too  soon!—of  his moment coming. 

“No,  no!”  Lucius  muttered,  as  if  caught  in  a  fevered nightmare. 

Varick  continued  to  lick  delicately,  his  fingers  cupping, exploring— 

Lucius’s  hand,  almost  brutal  as  it  twisted  in  the  blond locks.  And  then  come  spattered  his  boy’s  face,  hot, impatient, Lucius’s neck arching as he cried out…. 

His  hand  fell  away  and  he  sat  up  to  look  down  into startled blue eyes, at his come shiny on the soft cocksucker’s lips. 

“Get out!” Lucius yelled. 

Varick  flinched,  maybe  reliving  Lucius’s  hand  striking him. 

Unable  to  bear  that  look,  Lucius  rolled  away,  puffing from  his  embarrassing  show.  But  on  the  back  of  his  eyelids he imagined it again, Varick sucking him— 
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He  heard  the  quiet  whisper  of  sandals,  and  he  was alone. He squeezed his eyes tight. 

His jaw hardened even as his eyes stung. He would go to the temple. He would be the man he had been. 





VARICK  followed  his  master  into  the  forum  later  that afternoon.  He’d  stayed  in  the  atrium,  caring  for  the  roses that  Lucius  was  so  proud  of,  leaving  scraps  of  food  for  the caged sparrow… but when he heard Lucius enter the garden, he’d looked away, swallowing thickly. 

Lucius  had  paused,  his  shadow  falling  over  Varick where  he  knelt  in  the  flowerbed,  working  the  rich  soil  that made  everything  here  grow  so  lush.  Heart  thudding,  Varick had waited, his hands unsteady as he weeded. 

But  after  a  sustained  moment,  Lucius  had  hobbled wordlessly away, causing Varick to sit up and glare after his master. 





VARICK  hurried  past  the  arcade  now,  seeing  that  Lucius’s destination  looked  to  be  the  temple  of  Apollo.  He  frowned, wondering  what  the  Roman  was  up  to.  He  was so…contained!  Varick  had  been  working  his  charms  upon him,  partially  since  it  was  just  common  sense  to  secure  his place,  but  partially  because  he  wanted  to  help  the  crippled Roman.  This  was  not  the  focused  warrior  in  his  glittering, The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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muddy  armor  who  had  conquered  Varick’s  village,  face impassive. This was someone who needed Varick. 

He could feel it. 

Finally, he’d mistakenly thought the time had been right this  morning  to  touch  and  kiss  his  master,  to  bring  him pleasure  and  relief,  but  had  he  been  grateful?  No.  He’d shouted at Varick to leave the room! 

Varick  fumed  now,  gritting  his  teeth  as  he  thought about it, his pride in his skills affronted. 

He  dithered  outside  the  entrance  to  the  temple  proper, decorated  with  stucco  columns  and  Corinthian  capitals painted  in  brash  yellow,  red  and  dark  blue.  Griffins  and foliage  ran  in  a  frieze  towering  over  the  steep  stairs,  and  all Varick  could  think  was,  How  will  he  manage  those  stairs with his bad leg? 

Watching  the  young  priest  whose  duty  it  was  to  greet worshipers  bend  his  head  attentively  to  listen  to  Lucius, Varick wondered again what his master’s errand was. 

After  Lucius  had  safely  disappeared  inside  the  temple, Varick resolved again that he would understand his master. 

Biting his lip, he followed after him. 





IT  WOULD  be  just  a  small  offering,  as  he  hadn’t  given  the temple  enough  time  to  arrange  something  more,  but  it  was taking  action,  doing  something,  and  as  the  sanctuary  was still  under  reconstruction  from  the  earthquake  that  had leveled much of it years before, they welcomed the coin. 
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Lucius  had  always  been  a  man  of  action,  a  man  who conquered his problems through planning and decisive force. 

To endure, day after day, to remain like this…. 

Impossible! 

His throat tightened as he remembered how good it had felt  to  come  on  Varick.  But  what  must  the  little  one  have thought? How pathetic the cripple, how needy. 

His  needs  and  his  experience  yanked  him  in  two opposing  directions.  The  stern  military  leader  was  wary  of letting  anyone  too  close.  But  his  body  simply  needed.  After coming on Varick, he’d wanted to…. 

He  closed  his  eyes,  wanting  to  push  aside  the  familiar impulse. He’d wanted to gather him in his arms again, as he had  when  he’d  told  him  that  he’d  bought  him.  He’d  wanted to  hold  his  slave,  stroke  his  back.  No  talk,  because  that would be unbearable. 

Now  he  watched  as  the  offerings  he’d  paid  for  were counted  out  precisely,  two  older  priests  woodenly  moving through  the  ritual  as  Lucius  looked  up  into  the  God’s painted eyes. 

He  wanted  to  bark  at  the  men  to  hurry  up,  to  do whatever  rituals  they  needed  to  do  in  whatever  order  so  he could be— 

He heard the stutter of sandals behind him as he faced the  altar,  and  he  frowned  at  the  disturbance.  Nothing  must be  out  of  order.  He  had  always  shown  the  gods  respect.  He had done his duty, been an honorable man of Rome. 

Again a single word caught in his chest: Please. 
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“Come closer, Sir.”  The first priest beckoned him to the smoky  altar  where  Lucius’s  purchases  of  food  and  wine  for the God resided. If he bartered correctly with Apollo, surely— 

And then his body betrayed him again. The marble floor was  still  damp,  perhaps  recently  scrubbed.  His  bad  leg, aching from the steep climb up the stairs, betrayed him and he slipped, stumbling to his knees. 

Breathing  heavily,  Lucius  knelt.  Light  flickered  on  the walls  in  a  sensuous  dance.  The  priest  was  speaking  to  him again, but Lucius could only stare dumbly. 

All for nothing. 

He knew at that moment that whatever rituals he asked in  his  name,  whatever  petitions  he  made  to  the  gods, however correctly he lived his life, it would not matter. 

“Sir.” A gentle, familiar voice. Varick. 

He looked into Lucius’s streaming eyes and made a soft sound.  Cupped  his  cheek.  Somehow  he  was  leaning  his forehead  against  Varick’s,  and  under  the  cover  of  his  rich toga, he took the hand of his slave. 





The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 

41 









Chapter Five 



“COME home with me now, master.” 

Unable to speak, his cheeks wet, shattered again, like a statue  broken  in  one  of  the  recent  earth  tremors,  he  let Varick take his weight, help him to his feet. 

The  priests  had  fallen  silent,  watching  him.  His  cheeks heated at this display of infirmity, but they had their money. 

Let  them  conduct  the  rest  of  the  worthless  ritual  without him. 

He was done. 

Once outside, he didn’t pay attention to where his slave led him, so he blinked in surprise as he settled in a bench on the  Via  Nocerna,  next  to  a  restaurant  selling  fresh  offerings stored in jars jutting out onto the street. 

Varick  knelt  beside  him,  lifting  a  bit  of  the  edge  of  his dusty  plain  slave’s  tunic  and  dabbing  the  tears  that  had cooled on Lucius’s face. Ecastor! He had been crying like an emotional boy in public. He only hoped not too many people had  seen  him.  He  was  a  tall,  distinctive  figure,  especially with his limp. 

“I  remember  the  first  time  I  was  up  at  auction,”  Varick said. “The man who bought me examined my sex, my teeth, made me bend over to look at my ass.” The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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Humiliation. Varick knew far more about it than he ever would.  Lucius’s  wealth  and  name,  his  status  as  a  Roman veteran  ensured  that  he  would  never  experience  what  this young man had experienced. 

“That  is  the  past.”  He  settled  back  on  the  bench, schooling  his  face  so  he  didn’t  show  too  much  softness  for his slave. “It will not happen to you again.” 

“You won’t sell me? I’ve worried,” Varick confessed. 

Lucius  swallowed.  How  must  he  appear  to  the  boy? 

Harsh  and  half  mad?  “I  will  never  sell  you,  but….”  His  eyes hardened.  “I  will  never  set  you  free.”  His  voice  was implacable.  Varick’s  special  light  had  come  into  his  life. 

Lucius  would  never  allow  him  to  leave  him.  He  belonged  to Lucius now. 

“You  Romans  are  a  possessive  lot,”  Varick  said  mildly, but there was humor, resignation, a flash of pain in his eyes. 

Lucius  looked  away,  hardening  himself.  The  gods  had taken  away  Varick’s  freedom  as  they  had  taken  away Lucius’s life as a whole man. Neither of them would ever be again  what  they  had  been.  “I  keep  what  is  mine,”  Lucius agreed. 

Varick surprised him by taking his hand and giving it a quicksilver caress with his lips. His eyes followed his slave as he went to order food. What did that gesture mean? The boy was a mystery to him. 
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VARICK  returned  with  libum,  a  rich  pastry  spilling  with cheese. 

Lucius  ate,  at  first  mechanically  but  then,  as  his emotions  settled  like  dust  disturbed  from  the  earth,  he unwillingly began to enjoy the treat. 

“It  is  good,  yes?”  Varick’s  eyes  gleamed  amusement  at him. 

Lucius  shook  his  head,  repressing  the  desire  to  reach out and stroke that blond hair. Why did he increasingly want to  touch  Varick  with  tenderness?  He’d  always  been  a  blunt man, unsentimental. 

“You like it; I know you do,” Varick continued softly. 

“It is very rich,” Lucius said, as normally he ate plainer fare. But he finished it all. 





ON  THE  way  back, his  slave  helped  him  along  with  an  arm around  his  waist,  because  by  now  there  was  red-hot lightning  moving  through  his  leg.  Somehow,  with  a  full stomach  and  the  weariness  of  his  unaccustomed  emotional display,  Lucius  didn’t  mind  so  much.  He’d  walked  through the  forum  with  tears  on  his  cheeks.  What  was  letting  a young, attractive man help him walk without stumbling? 

There  was  another  tremor  just  as  they  reached  the shops  rented  out  as  part  of  Lucius’s  villa  complex.  Lucius jerked Varick out from under an awning just before the roof tiles cracked, rained down and shattered on the sidewalk. 
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Now it was Lucius who gave comfort, an arm around the slight blond as he clung to him, standing in the center of the street,  listening  to  cursing,  hearing  household  and  shop items fall and break. 

Varick  squeezed  his  eyes  shut,  trembling  in  Lucius’s arms.  From  experience,  both  men  waited  until  the aftershocks  passed,  standing  where  Lucius  deemed  it  was safest: in the middle of the street. 

“I  think  it’s  that  mountain,”  Varick  whispered,  his  gaze going to the vineyard trellises directly beyond the city leading up to the breath of cloud softening the tall, familiar outline. 

Lucius grunted. The mountain was as familiar to him as his  parent’s  faces  had  been.  “Vesuvius?  What  nonsense  is this?” 

“Mountains  have  spirits.”  Varick’s  shoulders  jerked defensively, but he was quick to put an arm around Lucius, to  continue  to  help him,  even  though  Lucius  could  feel  how he still trembled. 

“Varick,”  he  scolded,  unhappy  at  the  chilly  feel  of  his slave’s skin. 

They  passed  the  doorkeeper,  who  nodded  respectfully toward  Lucius,  and  entered  the  cool  portico  that  led  to  the atrium, passing the fresco of Alexander. 

It had a fresh crack down the center. 





“WHAT’S your pleasure, my lord?” Varick asked as they both sat down on the benches in the atrium. 
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Lucius sighed, thinking that he might like to soak in the bath for a time, with Varick to attend him. 

“You  could  read  to  me.”  he  drawled.  Then  his  eyes widened. “Can you…?” 

“Oh yes,” Varick agreed. 

Lucius  closed  his  eyes,  rubbing  his  knee  and  then  a moment later his slave was there, hands digging in, offering relief. 

“Varick.” 

“Yes, master?” 

“I am pleased I bought you.” 





IN  THE  household  bath,  Lucius  leaned  forward  as  Varick’s skillful fingers worked over his aching shoulders. 

“Uh!” 

“The  muscles  on  your  back  are  attached  to  your  sore leg; they are tight because they take more of a burden.” 

“I know that,” Lucius grumped. 

“Take a deep breath and try to relax.” Varick shifted on the  shelf  of  marble  where  they  both  were  basking  in  the warmer  pool,  steam  rising  around  them.  His  body  brushed against the back of Lucius’s, and Lucius was very conscious of  the  upright  prong  and  the  scruff  of  pubic  hair  pressing silent and insistent from Varick’s sex against his lower body. 
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“Hmmmm,”  he  murmured,  closing  his  eyes  and  letting his head fall back. Letting himself be cared for. After all, this was what he’d purchased Varick for. This, and the use of his body,  though  that  was  tangled  up  in  the  dark  knot  of  his own insecurity. 

But  at  the  temple  he  had  shattered  again,  and  climbed back  to  his  feet.  The  tears,  the  disappointment…  It  wasn’t the worst he had suffered and survived. 

“Sometimes  it  helps  to  talk  about  the  things  that  make your  muscles  so  tight,  the  things  that  disturb  your  sleep,” Varick whispered in his ear. 

Lucius  shook  his  head  once,  emphatic.  Share  his dreams? Impossible! He would never allow himself to be that vulnerable to anyone. 

Varick  snickered  ruefully.  “As  you  will.  Tell  me  the meaning of your names, Sir?” 

Lucius  looked  over  his  shoulder  at  the  young  man suspiciously. “Why?” 

“Because I am curious.” 

After  thinking  about  it  for  a  moment,  Lucius  lifted  one shoulder. “Carbo….” 

“Burned to ash, yes?” 

“I suppose.” 

“And yet your first name makes you a light bearer.” 

“What of it?” 

“It is a contradiction.” 

“Enough talk,” Lucius said. 
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“Yes,  master.”  Varick  kissed  the  side  of  Lucius’s  cheek. 

Startled,  the  larger  man  stiffened,  again  looking  over  his shoulder at his slave. 

Blue eyes held his, simmering, mysterious as the ocean below  with  the  sun  lighting  up  little  bits  of  wave.  And  then Varick leaned forward and pressed his lips against Lucius’s. 

He pulled away slightly, a whisper of breath between them as heavy-lidded  blue  eyes  lifted  to  meet  dark  brown.  Lucius remained  passive,  apparently  unmoved  until  the  warm seeking  mouth  found  his  again,  parted,  a  tongue,  bold  and shocking, entering his mouth. 

He allowed it. Allowed Varick to lick, to slide his tongue against Lucius’s, to moan as his master let him inside. 

Finally Lucius fisted Varick’s hair, holding him away as Varick  panted,  trembling,  lips  swollen  from  the  pressure  of their kissing. 

He  caught  the  soft  sound  of  disappointment  from  his slave as he left the bath. 





VARICK choked, the ring of fingers brutal around his throat. 

He froze, holding still when he felt a blade nudge him under his chin. 

Lucius’s  blind,  mad  eyes  held  his,  and  between  one terrified  heartbeat  and  the  next,  the  older  man  rolled  away, the knife clattering beside his bed. 

“You should not be here,” Lucius growled, lying stiffly on his back. 
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Although  he  was  still  a  little  frightened  of  the  warrior he’d awakened by crawling into his master’s bed—after all he had  been  a  farmer  before  he’d  been  enslaved,  never  a soldier—Varick  shifted  a  little  closer,  putting  a  palm  over Lucius’s  damp,  smooth  chest.  He  wanted  to  run  his  hand over  the  flat  planes  of  muscle.  He  wanted  to  lick,  to  drug himself on taste, scent. 

Male. 

His master was so very male. And deprived of any other sexual  outlet  save  his  own  hand,  Varick  was  becoming  a little desperate. He was accustomed to frequent congress. He didn’t  always  like  it,  but  now  he’d  been  deprived  of  it  for days,  he  craved  it.  He  ached  to  lay  spread  for  his  master while he pounded inside him, using him on this bed…. 

He  studied  Lucius,  lips  parted;  his  leg  was  twisted  like driftwood,  thinner  and  paler,  but  still  thickly  muscled,  his other  leg  was  golden  skinned  with  straight  black  hairs.  His feet  were  long  and  narrow  and  his  cock…  Luxuriant  black hair surrounded a heavy, thick penis. 

He wanted…. He needed— 

He pressed his face against wiry pubic hair, inhaling his master’s musky scent, basil oil and man. He rooted blind for the hard staff, needing it in his mouth. 

“Boy,  you  are  behaving  like  a  wanton.”  Lucius’s  voice was neutral. Varick could read nothing from it. 

“Please,  master….”  He  reached  down,  gripping  himself as he sucked until Lucius slapped his hand, the sound loud in  the  semi  darkness.  He  looked  at  his  owner,  the  shine  of his  large  dark  eyes;  his  own  breath  suspended,  his  cock The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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flexing, his body reacting with a fresh surge of helpless need to Lucius’s assertion of control. 

The  message  was  clear;  he  was  not  to  touch  himself unless he had his master’s permission. Panting, lips parted, he stared into Lucius’s impassive eyes, and yet he felt again those  fingers  at  his  throat,  as  if  he  wore  a  heavy  iron  ring soldiered around his neck. 

The slap had felt somehow like a lover’s game. 

He let his hand fall away, reluctant; he bowed his head. 

“Good boy,” Lucius praised. 

Phallus  and  ass  and  nipples  pulsing,  starved  for penetration,  touch,  Varick  nevertheless  understood  he  was moving closer to his master. He had enticed him, tried to be alluring  for  him  and  his  answer  came  in  the  form  of  gruff, implacable orders. 

Lucius was training him. 

Heart  thudding,  Varick  thought  of  the  ramifications. 

First,  it  might  be  that  his  master  would  allow  them  to  be closer,  but  only  on  his  terms.  He  had  been  a  conqueror,  a man who ruled other men. Even crippled, he would also rule his house, his bed… his slave. 

Outside  of  sex,  there  might  be  some  conversation,  he might  lean  on  Varick,  tease  him;  but  in  their  bed,  Varick would always be a slave. 

Carefully  reading  his  master’s  face  for  any  warning, Varick moved to lie between his master’s open legs, his body supine, like a man at worship. He rooted for the thick penis, moaning again as he was permitted to suck it. 
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Chapter Six 



VARICK woke in his master’s arms. 

He  blinked  sleepily  at  floating  dust  motes  sparkling  in the  incoming  sunshine,  warmly  lighting  the  space  where  he had  slept  with  Lucius.  His  morning  erection  prodded Lucius’s hip. 

Through  the  door  and  the  misty  curtain,  he  could  see the hulk of the mountain, familiar wreath of smoke crowning it.  He  tensed,  remembering  the  shaking  the  day  before.  He couldn’t  even  say  why  he  had  always  been  afraid  of  it.  He knew his Roman didn’t understand. 

He sighed and couldn’t resist stroking inquisitive fingers over his master’s chest. 

Lucius had a thin film of sweat coating his body and his eyelids  moved  rapidly,  signaling  possibly  another  of  his dreams. 

Varick  sometimes  dreamed  of  being  enslaved  again, traveling  in  a  barred  wagon  with  others  from  his  town, knowing  his  life,  his  freedom,  were  over.  Sometimes,  he’d even  dreamed  of  Lucius,  the  splendid  and  ruthless  soldier whom he’d never forgotten. He’d hated himself for dreaming of  him  at  first,  confused  that  he  was  aroused  by  the  man who  had  conquered  his  village.  But  the  longer  he’d  been  a The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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whore,  the  more  he’d  had  to  live  inside  his  head,  and  the more understanding he’d tried to allow himself for desires as murky as his new existence. 

It was a kindness that Lucius sorely seemed to lack for himself. Perhaps he could teach his Roman. 

Of course, despite the white hair at his temples and the weary  pain  in  his  eyes,  he’d  instantly  recognized  Lucius  the day he’d come to his rescue; something he knew the haughty warrior  Lucius  had  been  would  never  have  done,  anymore than  he’d  rescue  a  plain  little  brown  sparrow  and  house  it safe in a cage. 

“You  are  not  less,  my  Roman,”  he  whispered.  “You  are merely different.” 

Lucius’s eyes snapped open and he sat up, panting, his gaze feral, as it had been when he’d held a knife at Varick’s throat. 

After a pause, Varick asked with forced calm, seeking to soothe  Lucius’s  disturbance,  “Would  you  like  to  break  your fast?” 

Lucius  gave  a  curt nod,  ignoring  the  hardness  he  must feel  against  his  body  and  his  own  early  erection  tenting  his bedding. 

Varick forced himself not to push, not to beg for touch. 

Last night, sucking his master’s cock… he’d lost himself, the musky  erotic  aroma,  the  tension  of  the  body  he  pleasured. 

Never  before  had  he  been  so  focused  on  giving  relief.  He’d again  worn  the  spatter  of  Lucius’s  come  on  his  lips,  chin, and neck. 
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Lucius  had  rubbed  it  into  his  skin,  silent,  but  seeming pleased with him. 





“WHAT  happened  to  your  men?  You  mutter  about  them sometimes in your sleep,” Varick asked, tensing when Lucius stiffened.  His  temper  was  as  uncertain  and  shifting  as  the city’s  shaking  ground.  Varick  swallowed,  holding  Lucius’s stern gaze. 

Lucius sipped his watered wine; then he moodily shifted his eyes to stare out toward the atrium. 

“Lucius,” Varick reached out, touched his master’s arm. 

“I thought everyone knew.” 

“I want to hear the story from you.” Lucius gave a harsh laugh. “You alone. My one and only visit  to  the  Roman  Senate,  I  gave  an  account….  But  no  one wants  to  hear  of  the  reasons  for  defeat.  Not  when  Rome  is ascendant.” Lucius shook his head. 

Again,  Varick  touched  his  hand.  “I  rejoiced  when  I heard,”  Varick  admitted,  something  he  would  not  have confided in any other Roman but his master; but this was a hardened veteran, he would not believe Varick if he painted a happy  picture  of  his  subservience.  “How  was  it  you survived?” 

Lucius  rubbed  his  face,  unshaven  until  Varick  could remove  his  whiskers.  He’d  taken  over  the  task  shortly  after he’d  moved  under  Lucius’s  roof,  meaning  to  keep  his  vow and make sure his new master would be satisfied with their The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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bargain.  “After  Nero’s  death…  There  was  emperor  after emperor. It was a ripe time for Gaius Julius Civilis to foment rebellion. He knew our tactics, he was one of us.” Varick nodded. “A crack soldier.” 

“They  couldn’t  take  our  camp,  so  they  starved  us  out. 

We  ate  horses,  mules…”  Lucius’s  squeezed  his  eyes  shut. 

“Our  commander,  Munius  Lupercus,  finally  negotiated  a surrender.  We  left  everything.  The  gold,  the  artillery.  They attacked us in the forest, under truce.” 

“I  thought  they  enslaved  the  officers  and  sent  them  to Veleda,  the  Batavian  prophetess,”  Varick  commented.  He was  quietly  preparing  the  warm  water  and  cloths  to  shave his  master,  making  constant  contact  with  a  touch  on  an arm, or the back of his master’s trembling hand. 

“I was wounded, left to die with the looted bodies. But…I dreamed  a  young  fair  haired  boy  led  me  away  from  the place.”  Lucius  shook  his  head.  “It  made  no  sense;  I  must have  wandered  the  forest,  starving,  near  death,  but  I  finally came  to  myself  on  one  of  the  fluvial  boats  of  the  classis Germanica. It took almost a year, but I made my way back to Rome and finally…here.” 

Varick  dropped  the  cloths,  leaned  forward  to  cup Lucius’s  cheeks.  His  master’s  eyes  widened,  startled,  but then  fell  to  Varick’s  mouth.  “I  am  glad  you  live,”  Varick whispered. 

Lucius  crushed  Varick  close,  breathing  harshly.  His hands  were  big  and  bruising  against  Varick’s  back,  but Varick  didn’t  protest.  After  a  moment,  Lucius  gritted, repeating his inflexible vow, “I will never free you, boy.” The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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Oddly, Varick took the words for affection. 





A  HANDFUL  of  days  later,  when  Varick  returned  from  the mecellum  food  market  with  fresh  supplies  for  the  boy  who cooked  for  them,  he  couldn’t  find  Lucius  in  the  atrium.  He looked  for  him  next  in  his  bedchamber,  and  then,  his  heart picking  up  for  some  reason,  he  began  to  stride  more  and more rapidly through the empty rooms of the villa: the dining room with its elaborate fresco of Venus feasting with Adonis; the  store  rooms  full  of  dusty  furnishings  that  had  been moved  from  other  rooms;  the  open  space  of  the  small gymnasium  with  round  stones  for  lifting  and  other  gear. 

Finally  Varick  came  full  circle  to  the  atrium  again  and  sat down  on  a  bench,  watching  the  sparrow  leap  from  twig  to twig on the branch inside its cage. 

There was no sign of Lucius. 

Where was his master? 





FINALLY when night fell, Varick went to the doorman, Titus, who was snoozing near his post. He rarely appeared to leave it, though Varick knew that Lucius was largely indifferent to the proper conduct of his slaves; but Titus had been trained when  Lucius’s  parents  occupied  the  villa,  so  habit  was ingrained. 

“Do  you  know  where  Master  Lucius  went?”  he  asked bluntly. 
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The  man  blinked  bleary  hazel  eyes.  “I’m  sure  I  don’t know.” His lips pursed; he obviously didn’t think it was any of  Varick’s  affair.  Varick  had  to  sit  on  the  desire  to  bark  at the other slave. 

Lucius is mine. 

Strange  thought,  something  he’d  never  entertained  for any  man.  He  shook  his  head  to  push  it  aside.  “I  am… 

concerned for our master.” 

“He’ll  turn  up,”  Titus  said,  looking  like  he  was  ready  to return to his endless nap. “He always does.” 

“Wait! He’s done this before?” Varick pressed. 

“Here and there.” Titus shrugged. “He is not the man he was, not the man his father was. So promising, to be a legate so  young,  but  it  all  came  to  naught,  and  now  no  one  ever comes to this house….” 

Seeing  the  other  slave  would  be  no  more  help  to  him, Varick  walked  onto  the  sidewalk,  watching  a  wagon  rattling by  on  the  cobblestone  street,  its  wheels  dug  deep  into  the grooves worn into the road. 

Lucius  had  done  this  before,  disappeared  from  the house, but he had not done so since he’d purchased Varick. 

Varick  rubbed  his  chin,  considering  the  matter.  His  master was a closed door, much like his house. And he didn’t easily open his home, or himself. 

And yet, he had done so with Varick; he had shared the story  of  how  he’d  been  wounded.  Had  that  made  it  live again?  Sometimes  in  dreams,  Varick  relived  things  that  in daylight  he  never  consciously  never  thought  about,  things too painful or humiliating. 
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His gut tightened, but now he had an idea where to look for his master. 





LUCIUS huddled next to the tavern, leaning against the alley wall, cloth covering his head so he blended in like a heap of unwashed  rags.  He  squeezed  his  eyes  shut  as  he  took another  sip  from  the  bottle  he’d  bought.  The  leg  didn’t  hurt so much now in this cramped position, though he knew from experience  when  he woke  up  he’d  be  lucky  to  crawl  back  to his villa. 

He was afraid. 

He  had  hit  upon  the  idea  that  since  Varick  seemed  a lusty  young  man,  he  might  be  able  to  take  advantage  of those  needs,  channel  them  so  that  he  could  be  assured  his slave  wanted  him,  despite  Lucius  being  a  cripple.  Already  it was  working.  Deprived  of  touch,  Varick  was  increasingly desperate—so desperate he was losing himself in Lucius. 

The way he sucked cock, as if he needed it in his mouth as much as he needed breath and food…. 

Lucius’s  balls  tightened  deliciously  at  the  thought.  He could  almost  feel  ghost  lips  on  his  staff,  lapping,  drawing him deep into warmth until he was as lost as his slave, until he shot on his skin and would lie after, relaxed, liking to see his mark on Varick’s skin. 

It helped, those moments, helped to assure him that he was in control, that the effortless way that Varick was able to touch him… that it didn’t mean anything. He was careful not to  show  these  unsettling…  feelings.  The  gruff  affection  of  a The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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doting  crippled  master  for  his  slave  was  one  thing,  but  to ache  for  more;  that  would  be  foolish,  as  foolish  as  it  had been to hope he’d ever be whole again. 





“MASTER?” 

The 

voice 

had 

both 

tenderness 

and 

exasperation.  The  boy  didn’t  know  his  place!  Never  knew… 

Lucius groaned as Varick insisted on helping him to his feet, his  leg  hurting  even  through  the  pleasant  daze  as  it straightened under his weight. 

“H-how did you…?” 

“I know you,” Varick said simply. 

“I don’t want you to know me,” Lucius grumbled. “I just want…  Varick,  I  want  you  in  my  bed.  I  want  my  body  over yours….” 

“Oh  yes,  I’m  sure.”  Varick  sounded  more  annoyed  than anything  else.  “Good  place  to  get  that,  lying  in  a  piss-smelling alley.” 

Lucius  blinked,  limping  the  familiar  route  that  led home.  “You  are  angry  with  me?”  A  question.  It  had  never occurred  to  him  Varick  would  feel  this  way…  and  his  arm around  Lucius  felt  almost…  possessive.  Why  was  his  slave out here? It wasn’t his place to look for Lucius, to censor his actions.  And  yet,  this  was  the  second  time  he’d  come  after Lucius. 

“You could have been hurt,” Varick said. 
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WHEN Varick hustled him into the bath, fingers digging into his  raised  leg,  Lucius  cocked  his  head.  “It…  matters  to  you that I was gone.” 

“It  matters,”  Varick  muttered.  The  hot,  stone-blue  eyes caught  his  for  a  moment  and  Lucius  swallowed,  his  head thumping  now.  “I  have  a  theory  about  why  you  went  off. 

Would you like to hear it?” 

“Entertain  me,”  Lucius  said,  liking  the  feel  of  the  sand Varick  was  using  to  scrub  his  back.  His  slave  had  insisted he be clean before he slept off the drink. 

“I think in your dreams you sometimes live again being wounded,  seeing  your  men  die.  I  think  when  you  told  me about it, you felt at a disadvantage with me.” Lucius  swallowed,  wondering  how  the  little  one  had known.  He  didn’t  understand  the  strange  flashes  where  he relived things, sweaty, heart pounding. The… visions left him so  fragile  that  sometimes  he  couldn’t  bear  to  be  in  the presence  of  another  human  being  for  days.  “What  an interesting thought.” 

Varick  leaned  forward,  and  Lucius  felt  the  brush  of  his erect  sex  against  his  lower  back.  “But  you  don’t  have  to  be guarded with me. I am yours. I am your slave.” The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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Chapter Seven 



LUCIUS  reclined  on his  side  in  the  garden,  watching  Varick carefully tend the roses and herbs in one corner. Sometimes, watching  him,  he  was  almost  tempted  to  get  off  his  bench and  dig  his  hands  into  the  warm,  rich  soil  with  his  slave—

really 

his 

chosen 

companion 

now—but 

that 

was 

inappropriate.  Although  it  was  increasingly  difficult,  it  was important that he maintain the distance and rigidity of their stations.  And  using  his  power  as  master  appeared  to  be working. Varick would turn to him, surrender completely; he couldn’t  help  it,  since  his  young,  healthy  body  needed  relief and there was only Lucius, even if he was a cripple. 

Now he watched Varick rinse his hands off and then dry them  before  he  came  to  sit  beside  Lucius.  He  poured  oil warmed  from  the  sun  into  his  palms  and,  as  Lucius  sat  up in anticipation, he dug them into Lucius’s shoulders. 

Lucius’s  head  fell  back  and  he  gave  a  throaty  growl.  It felt so good to be cared for by this beauty. Why had he ever resisted  buying  him?  He  had  made  Lucius’s  life  bearable again,  efficiently  taking  over  caring  for  his  home—which Lucius  had  to  admit  would  crumble  if  left  to  his  own increasing  indifference;  Varick  was  even  managing  the accounts from the shops attached the villa. 
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Lucius had been thinking that he’d take his young slave to  the  farm  he  owned  in  the  countryside  of  Campania.  The boy  had  proved  useful  with  running  his home,  and  perhaps he’d  like  that.  He  was  careful  not  to  probe  too  much  into Varick’s life before he’d been enslaved, but… Lucius wanted to  please  him.  Ever  since  Varick  had  come  after  him  in  the alley,  taken  him  home  and  cared  for  him,  he’d  felt  he mattered  to  Varick,  just  a  little,  even  if  it  was  only  to  keep the promise he’d made, that Lucius would be happy he had purchased the young man. 

He knew he was in danger of being an indulgent fool, so he  strove  to  keep  his  face  impassive  as  he  enjoyed  his massage,  slick  hands  moving  over  him,  the  sound  vaguely sexual,  or  maybe  it  was  that  everything  about  Varick  gave him  an  appetite.  When  he  fed  him  olives  from  his  fingers, Lucius  wanted  to  press  him  onto  the  pebbled  floor,  mount and take him. 

His  breathing  picked  up.  His  slave  wasn’t  the  only  one who was affected by whatever this thing was, building silent and powerful and unspoken between them, like smoke rising before a fire caught. 

He hid a smile as he thought of the treat he had in store for  Varick  today;  he  planned  to  take  the  young  man  for  a walk up the side of Vesuvius to a shrine that Lucius used to visit as a young man. 

As the summer continued, bleaching the grass, Varick’s fears  seemed  to  increase.  True,  there  had  been  more incidents  of  minor  quakes.  The  water  that  came  to  the  city also  spurted  unpredictably.  But  these  things  had  happened The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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before;  Varick  was  still  a  stranger  to  these  lands,  he  didn’t know the rhythm of life here. 

Lucius  wanted  to  reassure  his  slave,  show  him  the mountain  was  not  a  threat,  but  a  familiar  and  beloved landmark  for  the  city.  Like  a  paterfamilias,  a  role  his  father had lived, he wanted to help Varick to see that the mountain posed  no  threat  and  the  rich  vineyards  and  the  peaceful countryside  could  offer  a  pleasant  escape  from  the  city.  As long as his leg could stand it, that was… but a little pain was worth it if he was able to reassure his young companion. 

Taking care of Varick made him feel a man again. 





VARICK  was  pretty  sure  Lucius  was  up  to  something.  The other man was more taciturn than usual, but Varick sensed something under the surface, the same way he felt it here in the city, under the paved streets. 

He knew that Lucius couldn’t understand his fears, but sometimes  he  dreamed  that  under  the ground  lived  a  coiled serpent,  waiting  to  strike.  Lately  it  was  Lucius  who  had  to calm him after a nightmare, not that Varick minded. 

With  one  dim  oil  lamp  lit,  he  and  his  master  could  be alone in the world. That was when he almost felt as if Lucius truly  cared  about  him,  and  he  wasn’t  merely  a  thing  to  be bartered.  He  was  gentle;  rubbing  Varick’s  back,  listening patiently. Varick knew that in a way his fears weighed on his master, as if it were his duty to assuage them. 

He  only  wished  Lucius  would  also  assuage  Varick’s need.  He  burned  for  his  master.  The  more  that  Lucius The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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allowed him to touch, to fondle and suck, the more he longed to  belong  to  him  completely.  Ironically,  if  he’d  remained  in that  other  life,  he  wouldn’t  have  been  free  to  be  with  other men.  He  would  have  had  to  marry.  Now  he  seemed  to  have found his way to a man who was like him, who wanted to be with him, who thought he was beautiful. 

And  the  practical  whore,  the  former  farmer,  had  done something foolish. 

He had fallen in love with his master. 

He’d  known  it  the  night  that  Lucius  had  gone  missing. 

He’d  been  terrified  that  his  master  would  be  stabbed somewhere for coin, or that the earth would choose to move and he would be crushed by falling masonry. 

But he couldn’t share his feelings with Lucius. 

His  master  was  Roman.  He  had  lived  his  entire  life  by certain  standards.  At  night  sometimes,  Varick  would  ache, feeling  the  barrier  between  them.  Perhaps  they  were  too different.  Perhaps  wary  Lucius  would  never  allow  Varick  to come  closer,  like  the  sparrow  in  its  cage,  taking  food,  but wary of any affection. 

But  there  was  one  thing  that  Varick  could  snatch  for himself occasionally. 

Sexual relief. 

He  was  discreet,  usually  choosing  to  invite  his  friend Glaucus,  a  Greek  whore,  to  visit  him  when  Lucius  was visiting  with  friends.  He  didn’t  do  this  to  spare  his  master’s feelings—because why would he care if his slave chose to lie with  another  slave?—but  because  he  still  found  it  awkward sometimes to share himself with Lucius. 
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“UHHHH!” 

Lucius frowned as he caught a sound of distress. 

Was  that…  Varick  he  heard?  Was  the  young  man sleeping,  having  another  of  his  bad  dreams?  Something almost like the ghost of anger rose inside Lucius. If Varick’s fears  were  men  that  Lucius  could  meet  sword  to  sword, conquer in battle, he would. He had lived more than half his life  as  a  warrior,  and  somehow  the  way  Varick  touched  him translated into Lucius wanting to protect him. 

His visitor gone, Lucius climbed to his feet, reaching for his walking staff since he was resting his bad leg as much as possible before the much-anticipated trip. 

Varick.  He  was  more  and  more  beautiful  when  he  slept in Lucius’s arms. Lucius often burned at night to say things, impossible things from a master to a slave. He wanted to ask Lucius  how  he  felt  about  being  with  him,  if  he  could  ever reconcile his life so that he was content. 

Foolishness.  Varick  had  made  a  bargain  and  done  his best  to  keep  it.  Just  because  sometimes  Lucius  thought  he caught something in his eyes— 

He  crossed  the  atrium  towards  the  young  man’s  room, which Varick seldom used now since he’d chosen of his own will  to  come  to  his  master’s  bed.  And  what  did  that  mean, that  Varick  had  put  himself  there,  not  been  ordered  to submit? 

Ecastor! He heard it again, a rough, sobbing sound. 
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Varick was in distress! 

He  hobbled  faster,  but  his  foot  caught  in  a  bit  of pavement,  raised  with  the  recent  movement  from  the  earth; he fell, twisting his bad leg. 

“Uh!”  Pain  struck,  and  he  squeezed  his  eyes  shut.  But after a moment, panting, he used his palms to brace himself, like a child learning to walk. 

Varick needed him. 

“Ohhhh!” 

Urgent, he barked, “Varick?” 

And then he was gripping the curtain to the small alcove where  his  slave  had  once  slept,  trembling,  but  on  his  feet, pain flowering like a bruise. 

…Varick, his Varick, on his hands and knees on his bed. 

Another  pretty  youth  was  behind  him,  dark  curls, smoothly  muscled,  taking  him,  hand  wrapped  around Varick’s cock, just the way Varick once said he liked it. 

Lucius stared, listening to their soft sex sounds and his own  thudding  heart.  The  stranger  was  well  endowed,  his phallus  something  that  the  God  Priapus  might  envy. 

Beautiful young men, healthy bodies, lost to passion, hands gripping against hands as they— 

Lucius  clutched  the  archway.  Dizzy…  The  pounding  of his  heart  seemed  to  boom  larger  and  larger  in  his  head. 

Something  rose  up  inside  him,  from  his  balls,  through  his twisting guts. 
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Varick  raised  his  head,  perspiration  gleaming  on  his face,  his  eyes  heavy-lidded  with  a  familiar  look  of  passion, his lips parted, almost smiling. 

That look on his face…. 

Shouting,  Lucius  grabbed  Varick’s  lover  by  the  hair, yanking  him  away  from  what  was  his.  The  boy  grabbed Lucius’s wrist, sobbing in sudden terror as he recognized an angry Roman master. 

Not feeling his crippled leg now, Lucius dragged him out of  the  alcove,  only  dimly  aware  of  Varick  crying  out  behind him. 

In the atrium, he kicked the boy, who gasped, clutching his stomach, tears falling down his cheeks. 

Varick  kneeling  at  his  feet,  reaching  out  to  put  a  hand on his tunic. He whispered, wide-eyed, desperate, “Lucius—” Lucius raised his hand, shaking, ready to strike. Staring into accepting, sad blue eyes. 

Varick bowed his head. “Master.” 

Breath  harsh,  his  own  eyes  pricking  with  tears,  Lucius rasped to the stranger, “Get out!” After a moment, he jolted away from Varick to limp over to  his  fountain,  staring  blindly  at  his  garden,  as  if  this  was not  his  home.  The  pebble  mosaic,  the  statue  of  the  faun. 

Nothing seemed as it should be. 
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AT  DUSK,  Varick  brought  him  food.  He  placed  it  beside Lucius  on  the  stone  bench  where  he’d  sat  all  day,  aware  of his slave watching him from a distance, but not approaching him. 

Varick  took  a  deep  breath  and  then  prostrated  himself on the paving in front of Lucius. 

After a moment, Lucius looked at him. 

“Don’t!”  Irritated,  he  nudged  Varick  with  his  sandaled foot. 

Varick said nothing. Did not move. 

Lucius glared at him. “Get up.” 

Varick rose to a kneel, head down. He was the picture of a subservient slave. 

“So now you are obedient,” Lucius growled, reaching for some  bread  automatically.  He  supposed  he  should  eat something,  though  he  felt  no  appetite.  His  throat  was  tight and his eyes burned. “I almost don’t recognize you.” 

“No, I am not obedient,” Varick whispered, looking up at last to meet Lucius’s eyes. His blue ones were red, as if he’d been crying. “I… regret hurting you, master.” 





“SHOW  me  how  you  regret,”  Lucius  found  himself  saying, pushing aside the food. He didn’t care anymore that he had tried to manipulate this young man to want him and failed. 

He  seemed  to  feel  something  for  Lucius,  even  if  it  was only  some  kind  of  exasperated  compassion,  and  right  now The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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after  a  dry-eyed,  aching  day,  Lucius  wanted  surcease.  He wanted  Varick’s  hands  on  him,  he  wanted  Varick’s  fussing, and touch, and lips against his skin. 

If  he  thought  of  the  beautiful  youth  he’d  seen  with  his slave,  surely  the  perfect  lover  for  Varick,  he  would  close  his eyes  and  push  it  aside.  Like  the  sparrow  in  his  cage,  he would take what crumbs Varick would offer. 





“LUCIUS,” Varick breathed, looking into his eyes, seeming to read  him.  “No.”  He  sighed,  head  falling.  “There  is  nothing  I can say.” 

“Do not speak, then,” Lucius advised. 

Varick  freed  his  clothing,  letting  it  fall  aside  so  he  was nude,  still  on  his  knees.  Seeing  him  like  that,  Lucius’s  lips parted  and  his  face  flushed.  Lucius’s  hands  clenched  over his knees, and then they were touching warm, lean flesh, as Varick  took  them,  raising  himself  up,  placing  them  on  his hips. 

Lucius  leaned  forward,  his  forehead  touching  against his  slave’s  as  Varick  used  his  master’s  hands  to  stroke  the sides of his body, eyelashes flickering, color also high in his cheeks,  his  phallus  standing  out  from  his  body,  shameless, wanting. 

“It feels so good to have your hands on me,” Varick said. 

“I want you. I want my master.” 

Lucius  frowned.  “How  can  you  want  such  a  thing?”  He had  seen  how  much  Varick  hated  his  slavery  before  he The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 

68 



bought  him.  “You  have  to  service  me;  you  know  it’s  why  I bought you.” I couldn’t resist you, but I hoped…. 

But his hopes had come to naught. He’d tried everything to  ensure  that  Varick  would  truly  want  him,  beyond  lust, duty.  Now,  as  though  Selene’s  illumination  had  fallen  upon his manipulations, Lucius was left wondering what it was he wanted from Varick. 

I  want  him  to  care  about  me,  to  be  with  me  because  he delights in it. 

“Do you… I suppose it is not possible that you find me… 

handsome?”  He  had  never  been  able  to climb  over  his  pride enough to ask, but he was desperate to know. 

Varick blinked, as if startled by Lucius’s bald question. 

Lucius’s face heated. How could he have risked himself this  way?  Varick  was  his  slave.  He  would  do  what  he  was ordered. It did not matter what he wanted. At least he hadn’t made  it  obvious  he  found  Lucius’s  wasted  leg  distasteful. 

Lucius should be satisfied with that. 

“Have I not shown you?” Varick asked. “Am I not naked to you?” He took Lucius’s hand and put it on his hard shaft. 

“Master, can’t you feel what you do to me?” Lucius’s  hand  enclosed  Varick’s  evidence  possessively. 

He couldn’t speak yet; he felt too far out of his role of master. 

His fears, his vulnerability, must be clear to Varick. 

Varick  gave  him  a  tender  kiss,  covering  Lucius’s  hand on his penis as if in silent agreement that it belonged to his master.  “I  had  the  thought  recently  that  everything  that happened  to  me,  the  things  that  I  still  can’t  bear  to  think about…  and  the  things  that  happened  to  you,  which  you The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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have  difficulty  speaking  about—maybe  all  of  it  was  so  you might find me.” 

It was a singular thought from pragmatic Varick. 

“You would be a governor now, or in the Roman senate, probably married. A man like me, you’d never keep because your  ambitions  would  not  allow  it.  And  as  for  me,  I  would have been married long past, too tired to go to the fields and meet my lover.” Varick lifted up and brushed his lips against Lucius.  “But  I  have  found  you.  And  I  did  everything  I  could to make you buy me.” 

Lucius  nodded.  He’d  been  aware  of  Varick’s  workings. 

And  yet,  he’d  been  honest  about  it  and  he’d  kept  to  his bargain, made Lucius content he’d purchased him. “You lay with someone else.” 

“That was only sex.” 

Probably  Varick  had  never  given  it  much  thought. 

Lucius could accept that between slaves… and yet, seeing it had  struck  him  like  a  shield  thumping  against  his  chest  in battle, making him catch his breath. 

Varick studied him gravely. “What if I promise you I will not lie with another?” 

“I could order it,” Lucius said, shrugging, trying to make it a small matter. 

But it was not. 

“When you bought me, I promised you that I was a good bargain.  Have  I  not  tried  to  keep  my  word?”  Lips  pressed against  his  own  again  and  this  time  Lucius  let  himself  kiss The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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back.  Varick….  His  arms  around  Lucius,  his  skin  shining pale under the harsh shadows of dusk. 

“You  have  kept  your  word,”  Lucius  admitted.  He couldn’t resist cupping Varick’s cheek, the feeling under his breastbone moving him to give tenderness. He didn’t want to make this man afraid of him. He wanted to take care of him. 

To  make  him  cry  out  in  pleasure.  To  hold  his  body  pressed against his own at night and wake up to his meal brought to him, to Varick’s chatter and inquisitive mind. 





AT FIRST he had been terrified that he could never make up for his mistake, seeing again Lucius’s face when he’d caught him with Glaucus… Varick took a deep breath, willing away the moment. 

Often he stumbled with this aloof Roman, but the point was  to  keep  trying.  He  wanted  to  take  care  of  Lucius,  to restore  his  confidence.  He  had  waited  for  him  to  take  the final  step,  to  come  inside  him,  but  lately  he’d  sensed  that Lucius  had  been…  afraid,  though  why  a  master  would  be afraid  to  take  his  slave  didn’t  make  sense  to  Varick.  His mouth and ass was his to use; he’d paid for them. Men had taken  him  over  and  over  again,  and  it  had  never  meant  a thing. 

But with Lucius it was different. 

Could  he  actually  want  more  from  Varick  than  merely his body? 

Varick  swallowed  thickly  at  the  strange  thought.  He often had to translate the Roman’s actions, to read his body The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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for clues since he hid much of his emotions from Varick. But this  did  not  seem  the  way  a  Roman  master  would  behave with his slave. What was it, then? 

Guided by instinct, like a lamp in the dark, Varick said, 

“I thought of you.” 

Lucius  raised  a  cool  brow,  but  his  dark  eyes  were riveted on Varick’s face. 

“When I was….” Varick shrugged, not wanting to put the simple  encounters  into  words  and  risk  upsetting  Lucius again. It had been bad. Bad for both of them. 

Lucius’s  face  hardened.  “Perhaps I  should  hire  him.  He had a nice cock.” 

Abruptly upset, Varick asked, “Please don’t.” 

“But it is only sex,” his Roman giving his words back. 

Varick covered Lucius’s erection with his palm, sliding it up and down, feeling it hard and wonderful under his touch. 

He  would  not  settle  for  touching  and  sucking  tonight.  He wanted  to  belong  to  Lucius.  He  sensed  that  if  he  took  that step,  maybe  things  might  ease  between  them  again.  And  he wanted that, very much. 

“It is only sex,” he agreed. “But I would appreciate it.” 

“You  would  show  me  your  appreciation?”  Lucius  asked huskily as Varick boldly pulled away his clothing. 

“If  it  pleases  you,  my  lord.”  Lucius  was  on  the  paving beside  him,  naked  skin  to  naked  skin,  pressed  lightly together, palms nesting, lips a breath apart. 
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“You  please  me,”  Lucius  admitted,  his  hands  combing through Varick’s blond hair. “I like your scent. I like the food you bring me.” 

Varick  smiled,  pleased.  His  master  was  not  a  poet,  but what did it matter? He was trying. 





IN THE end, it was easier than Lucius had imagined it would be, so easy to push Varick onto all fours and then palm his neck, pressing it against the ground. 

He  shook  out  some  oil  that  Varick  used  for  massage, slathering  it  thick  over  his  cock;  Varick  spread  himself, raising  his  ass  invitingly,  and  then  Lucius  mounted  him, pressing inside. 

He  groaned  at  the  tight,  welcoming  feel  of  his  slave’s body.  The  first  time  he’d  been  inside  someone  since  his injury.  He  hadn’t  wanted  anyone  until  Varick,  and  now  he wanted only Varick. 

Varick  hissed  out  a  rough  sound  that  pleased  Lucius. 

His  slave  wanted  this,  wanted  his  master’s  phallus  inside him. 

But still, Varick asked, “Your knee, master?” Only  Varick  would  dare  the  question,  but  because Lucius  could  see  concern,  not  pity,  he  shook  his  head.  “I don’t feel it now.” 

Varick  was  silk  under  Lucius’s  hand,  as  if  he  liked  the palm  that  kept  his  neck  down,  the  blunt  possession  of  the The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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gesture.  It  made  another  question  rise  in  Lucius:  Would Varick stay with me even if he were free to choose? 

But Lucius could not ask. What slave would not want to be  free?  Lucius  could  not  offer  anything  that  Varick  would want more than his freedom. 





RUSTY skills came back to him because he wanted to please. 

He  took  his  cock  and  angled  it,  thrusting  gently,  watching Varick’s  face,  turned  to  the  side,  eyelids  flickering,  the  boy breathing through parted lips. 

“Ohhhh!” 

“I  please  you,”  Lucius  whispered,  smug,  thrusting, having found the place. 

Varick’s  fingers  scratched  the  flooring.  He  pushed  his ass back, taking all of Lucius. “Master, you please me.” Humping  Varick,  watching  his  penis  slide  in  and  out, the  body  he  covered  swaying  from  the  impact  of  his thrusts….  This  was  something  Lucius  thought  he’d  never have again, but sex this time was more than he remembered. 

Varick’s  hair,  sliding  against  the  floor,  hues  of  blond shining  soft,  his  smile,  saying  that  he  liked  to  take  his master’s cock, his stretched fingers, his curled toes, the way he clenched, coming— 

Squeezing  Lucius’s  cock,  milking  it  thoroughly  so  that Lucius spent in long pulls, his come inside his slave at last. 
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No sooner had he finished than he collapsed on Varick, his  knee  giving  out.  But  it  was  all  right  because  even  as  he felt familiar shame begin to tighten his muscles, Varick was laughing. 

His  boy  turned  around  so  they  lay  face  to  face.  He pressed  a  kiss  to  Lucius’s  lips.  “I  feel  like  I  did  in  the  grass with the boy I used to meet,” Varick said. He pressed closer so that Lucius’s larger body partially covered Varick’s. 

Then  a  shadow  passed  over  Varick’s  face.  “I’m frightened to feel this way.” 

“What  do  you  feel?”  Lucius  rumbled.  He  couldn’t  resist stroking  Varick’s  hair.  In  the  past,  he  would  have  left someone  directly  after  coupling,  washed  himself,  and  been about his business. With Varick, he wanted to linger. They’d get  around  to  bathing  soon  enough.  He  liked  bathing  with his  slave.  He  liked  his  hands  on  his  shoulders  and  his  lips grazing  his  neck  and  the  sides  of  his  face  as  he  talked  to Lucius. 

“I  am  happy,  master,”  Varick  said,  but  his  eyes  were sober.  “But  to  feel  this  way…  Something  will  take  it  from me.” 

Lucius  shook  his  head,  sitting  up.  “No,  Varick.  You please me and I… want to please you.” 

“Soon?”  Impishness  moved  through  Varick’s  eyes  as  he reached down and cupped Lucius’s heavy sac. Lucius closed his eyes and sighed at the touch, gentle but almost reverent, as  if  Varick  admired  Lucius  as  a  male.  Well,  he’d  certainly enjoyed  having  Lucius’s  staff  buried  inside  him.  He  had come very quickly. 
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“You  will  wear  me  out,  boy,”  Lucius  grumbled, pretending to be annoyed. 

For  an  answer,  Varick  slid  down  his  body,  his  face nuzzling Lucius’s softened sex. He didn’t stop the young man when  he  took  him  in  his  mouth.  Varick  seemed  to  love  the feel of his master’s cock, and Lucius’s head fell back to stare up  at  the  early  stars  above  them,  his  hand  tangled  in Varick’s  silky  hair,  feeling  content  for  the  first  time  since he’d been injured. 
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Chapter Eight 



“THERE you are. I’ve been looking for you!” Varick huffed. 

Lucius  looked  down  blearily  at  Varick  as  he  climbed  to the spot where Lucius had set up a little shelter on the slope of the mountain. He’d often come up here and camped as a lad near the forgotten shrine, above the villas and grapevines that  covered  the  area.  He  leaned  against  a  lemon  tree  now, tired  but  content.  It  was  beautiful  up  here,  restful,  like  a garden surrounding the high peak that dominated the plain of  Campania.  He  couldn’t  understand  Varick’s  fears  of  this place.  Yet  today  he had  come  for  a  special  purpose,  making the journey despite the pain in his leg. 

For Varick. 

“I  am  surprised  you  noticed  I  was  gone.  I  left  you snoring  and….”  Now  he  couldn’t  keep  the  smile  out  of  his voice. “Seemingly very tired.” The light feeling he experienced remembering  the  last  two  days  with  Varick  caused something unsettling to tighten his chest. He rubbed his leg to hide his confusion. 

“Of course I noticed! Lucius… are you all right? I’ve been so  worried!”  Varick  sat  next  to  him,  looking  him  over  so thoroughly  that  Lucius  had  the  feeling  he  was  holding himself back from running a hand over his game leg. 
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“I’m perfectly fine.” Lucius’s eyes held Varick’s, and then Varick  leaned  against  him  and  Lucius  put  an  arm  around him. “I thought you were afraid of this mountain.” 

“I’m not fond of it,” Varick admitted darkly. 

“Look,”  Lucius  gestured  above  his  resting  place  to  the niche  lararium  almost  buried  in  tufts  of  wild  poppies  and rosemary.  A  small  stained  head  of  the  god  Bacchus  leered joyfully from the shrine, wearing a crown of fresh grapevines. 

“It is a bit neglected now. I think it was part of a villa once, but now only the people who walk this country road seem to know of it.” 

“Lucius….”  Varick  bit  his  lip  after  a  passing  glance  at the god. 

“What  is  it,  boy?”  Lucius  prodded.  In  truth,  his  errand was all about Varick’s fears, but how could he admit that? It would be a clear statement of how much his slave mattered to him. And yet, Lucius wanted to tell him. He wanted Varick to  truly  care  about  him  despite  the  difference  of  their stations. 

“I  don’t  like  it  when  you  leave  without  telling  me  where you’re  going.  Before  coming  here,  I  first  checked  the taverns,” Varick growled. 

Lucius wanted to growl back. He didn’t  need the young man to watch over him! But then he imagined how he’d feel if their roles were reversed. 

“I just needed to get away,” he said. “I’ve always found it very peaceful up here.” 

“Some  master  you  are,  taking  off  and  leaving  me  to worry!” 



The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 

78 



“I can do what I want.” 

“Yes, you can,” Varick said, face still. 

It dawned on Lucius that Varick was deeply distressed. 

Despite his own discomfort, he reached out and cupped one lean cheek. “I… won’t do it again.” 

“See that you don’t!” Varick shifted closer. “Lucius.” 

“If  you  are  happy,  it  doesn’t  mean  that  something  bad will  happen.”  Lucius  pulled  him  into  his  arms,  and immediately he felt the tightness in his chest ease. 

“Is  that  what  you  also  tell  yourself?”  Varick  looked faintly amused. 

“Yes.” His slave knew him all too well. 

After a moment, Varick’s muscles slackened, but Lucius still stroked his arms, liking how strong and wiry he was. He appreciated  that  Varick  ran  and  exercised  with  stones.  In fact, he’d pushed Lucius to resume doing more of the same, which  had  led,  ironically,  to  him  being  up  to  the  walk  this morning that had upset his servant. 

“I suppose the past two days,” Varick cleared his throat, 

“it was only sex.” 

But  Lucius  couldn’t  let  that  pass,  not  when  turquoise eyes questioned him. “I found it most pleasing.” 

“You did?” 

“Yes, very much. You are… enthusiastic.” Varick seemed to love to put himself under Lucius’s hands, and Lucius felt no ebbing of his attraction for his slave now he’d finally been inside  him.  Sometimes  he  even  found  himself  wondering what it would be like to allow Varick inside his body. Strange The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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thought,  but  it  might  be  pleasant  to  experience  it  with Varick… 

“I  was  afraid  you  had  regrets  about  what  we  did,  and that’s  why  you  disappeared.”  Varick  sighed.  “I  am  glad you’ve found me pleasing.” 

“Varick,  I  came  up  here  today  for  you,”  Lucius  finally confessed,  unable  to  leave  things  unsaid  between  them anymore. 

Varick’s  eyes  widened.  “But  I  don’t  like  this  mountain,” he repeated. 

“I  hoped  to  leave  an  offering  and…  to  try  to  see  it through your eyes,” Lucius admitted. “I also find walking up here helps me think.” 

Varick  blinked.  “See  it  through  my  eyes?  What  Roman would care to do that?” 

He leaned close to Varick and kissed him on the lips. “I want  to  please  you.  You  have  kept  your  bargain  and  made my life very… pleasant.” 

“I  am  glad  you  are  satisfied  with  your  purchase,  Sir,” Varick said, smiling. 

Lucius  noticed  Varick’s  eyes  were  reddened.  He obviously hadn’t slept. “I am glad you came looking for me,” he said. 

Varick  kissed  him  this  time,  more  self-assured  with giving him affection  of late. “I am hungry from the walk. Do you have any more olives? I brought some bread with me.” They  shared  a  quiet  meal,  Lucius’s  lips  tingling  from their  kisses;  he  felt  anticipation  simmering  between  them. 
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They would lie together soon, Varick giving himself, perhaps riding  Lucius  while  Lucius  caressed  his  back,  gripped  his ass, cried out at the satisfaction only Varick could give him. 

He  couldn’t  get  enough  of  Varick,  who  had  kept  his word. He was a very pleasant companion. 

The thought of having sex again gave him more appetite for the bread and olives and made the hard blue sky, a bird soaring  above,  the  glitter  of  water  in  the  harbor  below…  all the world seemed more vivid now that Varick was here with him. 

“Might as well spend the night up here…” Varick sighed, clearly not happy about it. 

“Don’t think of the mountain,” Lucius counseled. Would he  have  to  leave  Pompeii  because  of  his  young  man’s  fears? 

And then he realized that he would do it, even if it meant he was  being  a  foolish  cripple,  too  indulgent  of  his  slave.  He cleared his throat. “I’ve only the one cloak…” 

“I’ll  share  it  with  you.  You  can  keep  me  warm  tonight,” Varick said. 

Lucius lay down and Varick rolled on top of him, blond hair hanging in his eyes, lips parted. 

“You  are  beautiful,”  Lucius  whispered,  unable  to  keep the words locked inside. 

Varick smiled, color touching the tops of his cheeks. He lifted  aside  Lucius’s  clothing  and  put  his  mouth  to  his master’s withered thigh. 

Lucius gasped, tensing, but then allowed it; Varick was doing  it  more  and  more  often  during  their  sex  play,  kissing The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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and stroking Lucius’s bad leg. He took Lucius’s hard cock in his mouth and Lucius arched, hand buried in Varick’s hair. 





VARICK  was  enjoying  this  time  with  Lucius.  They  seemed more  and  more  like  lovers  and  less  the  roles  of  master  and servant.  “Tell  me  what  happened  when  you  met  that  young man  in  the  forest? You  still  dream  about  it, I  think.”  Varick took  Lucius’s  hand  and  reclined  between  his  larger  legs, taking care not to put weight on the bad one. 

He  closed  his  eyes  and  hummed  when  Lucius  ran  a gentle hand through his hair. He’d pleased Lucius again, and then Lucius had pleasured him, taking Varick’s cock in hand and  stroking  him  until  he’d  been  at  ease,  drifting.  Lucius said he liked to watch Varick’s face when they had sex. 

“Fever.”  Lucius  shook  his  head.  “I  should  have  died, but… I swear I saw that boy come out of a tree. He spoke to me.” 

Varick shook his head. “You saw something strange.” 

“He touched my leg and the pain, by the gods! His touch seared my flesh and made me whole.” 

“He saved your life.” Varick’s brow crinkled as he sat up, thinking about it. “Unless it was, as you say, the fever.” Lucius  sighed.  “I  don’t  understand  what  happened  in your woods, little one, but it meant I could return to this city and  find  you.  Perhaps  it  is  as  you  say,  there  was  some purpose.” 
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“I  am  just  a  former  farmer,”  Varick  mused.  “Not someone important.” 

Lucius  shrugged.  “Who  is  to  say  how  the  gods  see  us? 

To me you are important.” 





A  TREMOR  woke  them  at  dawn.  Varick  clung  to  Lucius, Lucius holding him with his eyes squeezed shut, hoping they would  be  unharmed  as  rocks  rolled  past  and  a  sapling cracked,  an  umbrella  palm  that  shattered  in  two  parts.  As the dust rose like smoke, Varick panted against him, burying his face against Lucius’s neck. 

“We  will  go  back  to  the  villa.”  Lucius  patted  his companion’s back awkwardly, still new to tenderness. 

“Lucius….” 

“We  will  be  safe  there,”  Lucius  said  firmly,  reaching  for his walking stick. 
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Chapter Nine 



IN THE atrium, the sparrow hopped frantically in its cage. 

Varick  stared  at  it  dully,  unable  to  drink  the  watered wine Lucius was sharing with him. He was conscious of the sweat on the back of his neck, of his own heart beating. 

The  city  was  full  of  the  soft  sounds  of  evening,  and  the atrium  fountain  spurted  serenely,  its  waters  surrounded  by heavy roses. On the road back to the villa, they had paused to  buy  apples,  since  Lucius  knew  that  Varick  favored  them. 

Now  Lucius  was  cutting  slivers  of  the  fruit  and  offering  tiny bits  to  the  bird,  but  his  pet  did  not  pause  from  his  restive fluttering long enough to eat. 

“Let him go, Lucius,” Varick finally whispered, breaking the silence. “Please.” 

Lucius  looked  up  from  his  meal,  exasperation  and tenderness flickering in his dark eyes. “Varick, it was only a tremor.  We  have  learned  to  live  with  them  here.  It  is  true that they can be bad sometimes, but—” Varick only shook his head, hearing again the sound of his  own  heart  beating  as  he  watched  the  bird.  His  gut  was knotted. 

Lucius  put  an  arm  around  him.  “I  don’t  like  you  to  be afraid.” 
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Throat  tight,  Varick  leaned  his  head  against  his master’s neck. 





LUCIUS  woke  to  find  Varick  missing  from  their  bed.  He grunted,  his  leg  aching  from  the  unaccustomed  walking  the day  before.  What  was  to  be  done  with  Varick?  His  boy  was full of fear and yet, when Lucius had questioned him, it was clear  he  had  not  always  had  the  bad  dreams  about  living here in Pompeii. They were recent. Could they actually mean something? 

Grumbling  to  himself  over  the  omens  of  his  slave’s dreams, he shoved aside the bedding and then, nude, but no longer  uncomfortable  with  his  withered  leg,  he  hobbled  out to the atrium where he knew he’d find Varick. 

The young man was standing by the sparrow’s cage, his hand  on  the  little  door,  and  in  the  yellow  dawning  light, touching the marble and roses so they glowed, Lucius could make out that Varick was hesitating in the act of freeing the bird. 

He  turned  and  looked  at  his  master,  apprehension shining in his blue eyes, chewing his lip. 

Lucius hobbled over to Varick and put his arms around him  from  behind.  Then  he  covered  Varick’s  trembling  hand and  helped  him  open  the  sparrow’s  cage  door.  The  bird cocked its head, ruffling its feathers. Bits of food were in the cage,  but  it  didn’t  hesitate  to  fly  from  the  door,  landing  on the  swaying  branch  of  a  lemon  tree  before  launching  up toward the hard blue sky. 
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Lucius sighed. “Will you sleep now?” 

“Yes,”  Varick  said  softly.  He  turned  to  face  his  master, brushing talented fingers against his staff. 

Lucius groaned. “We will not sleep if you do that.” 

“We  will  sleep  after,”  Varick  agreed,  guiding  his  master back to their chamber with an arm around him. 

“Varick, do you enjoy lying with me?” Lucius prodded as he covered Varick, their erections rubbing together in a most satisfying  way.  Was  there  anything  better  than  the  feel  of  a phallus against his own? 

“You are my master,” Varick said, using oil on Lucius’s penis, his deft hands slick and arousing as he teased. 

“If  I  were  not  your  master,  would  you  lie  with  me?” Lucius  smoothed  the  blond  hair,  watching  as  Varick  guided him  to  his  entrance,  holding  his  legs  open  so  that  Lucius could have him. 

“Yes,” Varick said calmly. “I love my master.” Lucius  grunted,  but  he  took  special  care  as  he  pressed inside.  And  he  watched  Varick’s  face,  the  parted  lips,  the way the boy grabbed his ass, pulling him closer, deeper. 

Varick’s expression brightened. 

Lucius was especially gentle with him. 





VARICK woke in a tangle of sweaty limbs to a spatter of hail on the roof. He blinked, lying under his master, his body still deeply  satisfied  from  their  sex.  He  knew  if  he  kept  working The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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on  Lucius,  he  would  have  his  way,  and  Lucius  would  take him to his farm. 

And  he  would  make  sure  they  were  content  there,  that Lucius’s  face  would  be  soft  and  his  hands  gentle  when  he touched Varick. 

He  blinked,  wrinkling  his  nose  at  the  smell.  Acrid, burning…. 

He sat up with a jolt, seeing it was a strange kind of hail that fell from the mid afternoon sky. Grayish rock? 

“Lucius!” 





“WE  NEED  to  leave!”  Varick  gripped  Lucius’s  forearm  and Lucius  put  his  arm  around  him  protectively,  staring  out  at the  unsettling  stones  that  were  collecting  in  the  atrium,  at the mountain where a cloud rose, like the black breath of a dragon. 

“Varick,  if  we  stay  here,  we  should  be  safe;  the  rocks that  fall  are  the  danger.  I  worry  that  you….”  Lucius  took  a deep  breath.  “I  will  not  have  you  harmed.  This  house  has withstood even the worst of the tremors.” Outside  on  the  streets,  they  could  hear  chaos  as  city dwellers  fled,  some  with  wagons  rattling  past  heavy  with their  belongings.  Their  frantic  human  sounds  rose  like  the voices  of  children  above  the  shaking  earth,  the  roar  of Vesuvius.  Others,  like  Lucius,  preferred  to  wait  out  the darkening sky, the floating ash and falling rock. 
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Varick  pulled  down  Lucius’s  head  and  held  his  gaze with  his  stone  blue  eyes.  “I  will  not  leave  you,  Lucius,” Varick vowed. 





IN THAT moment, with his mountain acting in a way he did not  understand,  its  very  shape  changing,  Lucius  was frightened, despite his reassurances to Varick and his other slaves. 

“Do we make for Herculaneum and hire a boat?” Varick asked, reaching out to take Lucius’s hand. In the garden, the statue  of  the  faun  fell,  collapsing  onto  the  lumpy  fountain, now smothered in steaming rock. 

The  ground  shook  again,  violently,  and  more  statuary fell,  shattering  like  the  bones  of  the  fallen.  The  world  itself seemed to be ending with this sudden tempest. 

“We  will  take  the  road  away  from  the  city,  but  not  to Herculaneum;  it  will  be  worse  than  this,  full  of  refugees,” Lucius pronounced, having seen this before, in cities that fell to his legion. The memory calmed him; he had lived through this before, in a way. And now that he was outlining a course of action, he did not feel so helpless. 

Staring  into  Varick’s  eyes,  Lucius  swallowed.  “We  will come back to the house when this is over,” he said. This was his father’s house, the house where he’d come to take refuge after  he’d  lost  everything,  the  house  where  he’d  found Varick.  He  liked  the  farm  well  enough,  but  it  was  hard  to leave this place. 
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Varick  nodded,  lifting  Lucius’s  hand  and  kissing  it tenderly. “We will come back. I will gather provisions and the other slaves.” 





LUCIUS  scratched  the  side  of  his  sweating  jaw,  his  head weighted  by  the  familiar  burden  of  a  helmet  of  a  legionary. 

He had insisted both he and Varick don such gear to protect them from the falling stones. 

On the road behind them, a column of ash and fire and rock  was  shooting  higher  from  the  mountain,  spreading  out like  the  branches  of  the  tree  of  Lucius’s  nightmare  of Germania. 

Varick looked back from time to time, his breath ragged and  the  whites  of  his  eyes  showing,  but  Lucius  kept  grimly on,  knowing  that  he  had  to  keep  walking;  if  he  stopped,  he might not have the strength to continue. His leg was paining him  horribly  on  the  uneven  footing,  and  he  could  not  seem to  get  enough  air  to  fill  his  lungs.  His  eyes  were  red  and weeping from the floating ash, and closing them made them hurt even more. 

But  one  thing  he  had  learned  in  the  Roman  army  was endurance.  Pain  didn’t  matter.  Speed  didn’t  even  matter. 

What mattered was walking this country road, heading away from the city one step at a time. 

When they passed the first rest stop, there was no water flowing  through  the  public  water  works  to  ease  their  thirst. 

Under  the  cover  of  some  trees,  Lucius  pulled  off  his  helmet for  a  moment,  panting,  before  tugging  Varick  into  his  arms. 
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“I’ve lost sight of the others,” he rasped. He’d sent his meager household  of  two  other  slaves  ahead  with  his  stallion  and  a wagon with some provisions. 

“Don’t  worry;  they  will  follow  the  road  as  you  ordered, they  are  obedient  and  sensible,”  Varick  reassured.  “We  will meet them on the road perhaps, or at your farm.” 

“I  am  slowing  you  down.”  Lucius  wanted  to  stay  here. 

There was a hut just off the road. Surely they would be safe, now  they  were  further  away  from  the  mountain?  The  fallen rocks  made  footing  treacherous  for  his  bad  leg,  and  he  had fallen more than once. 

As  if  reading  him,  Varick  held  onto  Lucius  with  the solidity  of  flesh,  of  someone  who  wanted  him  even  as  the world  around  them  cracked,  bled,  fell  into  darkness.  “We must keep on, Sir, even if you think you cannot.” Lucius nodded, aching with weariness. “I will manage.” ON  THEIR  grim  march,  they  were  two  among  a  throng  of refugees. 

A woman with her children, scolding them not to eat all the bread she’d brought for their journey, gasping as if from a cramp in her side. 

An old man with a trimmed silver beard leading a horse and wagon. The horse had stumbled over the rocks and now huffed at the side of the road, as if unable to go any further. 

As they passed him, the man knelt beside his animal. 
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A  chained  dog  barked  at  them  from  the  gate  that  led into  a  vineyard  and  a  villa  nestled  on  the  hill  above.  An orange  tree  beside  the  gate  was  in  flames,  the  branches  lit like incandescent skeletal fingers. 

“Lucius….” Varick’s voice was strained as he put a hand on his master’s arm. 

Remembering  the  sparrow,  Lucius  hobbled  up  the  little weedy  track  off  the  road  and  while  his  slave  held  the animal’s  chain,  he  smashed  it  with  a  rock.  The  dog  barked sharply  once  and  then  sprinted  free,  body  low  as  it  ran ahead of them down the road. 

“We will need to light the lamp,” Lucius said, as it grew darker. He wanted to run like the dog, from the fire lighting the  sky  behind  them,  from  the  lightning  that  flashed  inside the  roiling  cloud,  but  he  and  Varick  could  only  walk  and keep on walking. 

“Yes, Sir,” Varick said. He had brought a little lamp, and he fiddled with it now as Lucius watched him. The flame had trouble  catching  in  the  draft  of  the  hot  wind  behind  them, but  when  it  finally  burned  Lucius  caught  Varick  close  and pressed a hard kiss on his lips. 





“YOU can’t take my weight.” 

“I can,” Varick contradicted him, never the humble one. 

“Do not argue with me, Sir.” 
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“This road… it is never ending,” Lucius choked. He was crying silently, his eyes tearing from the ash as he looked at the beloved and filthy face of his slave. 

Varick’s  blond  hair  was  dark  and  tangled  with  sweat, his  cheekbones  grimy  and  his  lower  jaw  unshaven  and studded  with  blond  whiskers.  The  simple  clothing  Lucius had provided him with was blackened. 

“You look a disgrace,” Lucius reproved.  Then, he added softly, “I am very fond of you, Varick.” 

“We  are  not  going  to  die,  Lucius,”  Varick  said,  faint laughter  touching  his  lips  and  making  Lucius  believe  for  a moment as they passed a woman kneeling by the fallen body of a man, weeping. 





THEY  managed  to  secure  one  elderly  horse,  walking abandoned through a lemon grove littered with green curled leaves.  Varick  helped  Lucius  mount  the  nag  and  then dragged the horse back to the road, tugging and cursing it. 

“He  is  frightened,”  Lucius  rasped.  “Perhaps  put  a  bit  of my cloak over his eyes.” 

“He is not the only one frightened,” Varick growled, but broke  off  as  another  quake  shook  the  ground  and  the  road cracked,  the  earth  steaming  through  this  new  wound  in  an unsettling fashion. 

The  horse  fought  Varick’s  grip  and  Lucius  wrapped  his legs and arms around the animal to keep from falling. 
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After  the  quake  finally  stopped,  Varick  hid  his  face against Lucius’s thigh. Lucius reached down, despite the red agony of his leg, to stroke Varick’s hair. 





LUCIUS  drifted  off  and  then  woke  to  discover  Varick  must have  tied  him  to  the  horse.  He  blinked  at  his  slave,  who looked  up  at  him  with  red,  weeping  eyes,  putting  a  flask  of water against his lips. 

“Drink, master,” Varick bade him. 

“What  about  you?”  Lucius  choked.  They  were  lost  in  a world  of  night  and  flame,  though  the  rocks  no  longer  fell from  the  sky  so  often.  Lucius  ached  for  green  fields,  for flowing water and for Varick’s body under his own. 

Varick  was  silent,  holding  Lucius’s  head  to  help  him swallow a little water. 

Lucius  closed  his  burning  eyes.  “You  are  like  the  forest god  who  found  me  when  I  was  lost  in  Germania,”  he mumbled. 

“Perhaps somehow he kept you safe for me, Sir,” Varick said,  leading  the  exhausted  horse,  its  head  hanging  down, through the ash that fell silently on the country road. 
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Epilogue 



“SIR,” Varick said, smiling at Lucius. 

Lucius blinked, his head pounding a little. Varick placed a  goblet  at  his  lips  and  he  drank  thirstily,  glad  for  the watered wine. 

“You  had  a  fever,”  Varick  said,  sitting  on  Lucius’s  bed with one leg swung over his legs. The pose struck the groggy Lucius as particularly possessive, but he was not displeased. 

“My leg,” Lucius groaned, reaching down to touch it. 

But  Varick  was  there  before  him,  pushing  aside  the bedding  and  digging  skilled  fingers  in  gently,  watching Lucius’s face. 

Lucius  lay  back,  taking  in  his  plain  bedroom  at  the farmhouse.  There  were  no  frescos  here,  no  costly  statuary. 

“Pompeii.” But he knew it was gone. 

Varick  paused  and  reached  out  to  grip  his  hand.  “A Roman  Legion  passed  by  the  farm  a  few  days  ago,  sent  by the Emperor to investigate.” 

Lucius  shook  his  head  though  tears  stung  his  eyes. 

When  they  fell,  silent,  cooling  on  his  cheeks  and  running down his face to his parted lips, Varick kissed him tenderly, holding  his  gaze.  “Master,”  he  whispered.  “I  will  never  leave you.” 
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MONTHS later, Lucius found Varick at the stables, brushing one  of  the  horses.  The  young  man  loved  living  on  the  farm, and  he  was  now  browned  from  the  sun,  lean  and  muscled. 

His hair was long enough he’d begun wearing it tied behind his neck. 

Lucius put his arms around Varick from behind, placing his face against his boy’s neck and breathing in his scent. 

Varick turned to smile at him, a smile that came easily to him now. 

“I  had  thought  to  return  to  what  is  left  of  Pompeii. 

Others have gone, salvaged what they could,” Lucius said. 

A shadow moved through the blue stone eyes. “I will go with you, of course.” 

Lucius  shook  his  head,  settling  his  mind.  “No,  I  have decided to leave it.” 

“It would only make you sad, Sir,” Varick agreed. “And I would have you content.” 

“You  have  kept  the  promise  you  made  when  I  bought you; I am content,” Lucius admitted. He walked with Varick, his arm around the smaller man, looking out at the fields of his  lands,  already  ripening  with  spring  shoots  and  buds. 

“But are you content, Varick?” 

“I  am.  It  was  good  of  you  to  find  my  sister.  I’m  pleased she is a freed woman now, married with children.” The Pleasure Slave | Jan Irving 
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“You  could  be  free  also,”  Lucius  offered,  finally  making himself say the words. He had made sure of it in his will, of course,  but  now  he  was  terrified  that  in  this  moment,  he might lose Varick. Was he truly enough to make this young, beautiful man stay with him of his own will? 

Varick cupped his cheek and whispered, “I told you once that I have what I want.” 
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