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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nicola!” a woman’s voice yelled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes Ma’am,” Nicola said.

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

“Yes, you are,” Nicola responded.

“Then what are the rules?” she asked.

“We must follow your instructions, Ma’am.”

“So if this young man didn’t follow your instructions, and you are not following mine, who is at fault?”

“I am,” Nicola said.

“We are not southern savages,” she said. “We do not hit, or harm the people that work for us, we do not conduct ourselves like savages, we are better than they are, remember that!”

“Now, young man, what did your mentor ask of you?” she turned to Robert.

“To clean all the shoes of the horses, Ma’am,” Robert said.

“And did you?”

“Yes, but this one...” Robert stopped himself. “This one needs to be cleaned again.”

“There,” she turned to Nicola. “If I have to do your job for you, then I will need to replace you, not the hand.”

Robert got the scrub brush and the bucket of water.

Nicola wasn’t happy as the lady walked away.

“One day she will not be looking, and on that day boy you will regret every word you have ever said!”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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Nicola was true to his words. The moment the man of the house returned, the rules changed again, and Nicola made sure Robert regretted ever talking back to the stable master.

Winter was coming, and that meant trades were halted as it was too cold to travel. It also meant food was scarce among the poor, so the rich hoarded all the food and threw lavish parties with fires, music, and dancing.

There were even fights to entertain the rich men who came to visit from other colonies.

Robert always hated watching the large, colored men fight each other to the death as people around the combat ring laughed and cheered.

One day, he asked one of the richest men, a man dressed so properly that he looked more feminine than masculine. Robert asked if the men in the rings were taught to be savage and violent, wouldn’t it breed violence in them, and one day, that violence would be turned onto the colonies?

The man laughed and said they were animals, and animals didn’t turn on their masters. Robert knew better. He had walked past the slave houses and seen the eyes that looked back at him. He knew one day they would rebel. Those eyes held hatred and anger.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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With Winter came diseases. Colds and flu ran rampant through the houses. One day, the lady of the house let out a scream that could be heard from the big house to the sheds.

Robert’s mother was called to the big house, and she was the only one who had worked with the doctor.

“Please save my son!” the lady yelled.

The doctor was at another house, and the snow was too deep for him to travel the roads. The red-headed child looked as pale as the sheets surrounding him.

“Robert go get the water!” his mother ordered.

She ripped some of the sheets and wrapped the child’s chest tightly. “We need to get more candles!” she said.

“Go! Do what she says!” the lady yelled to the others. “Whatever you need, please help him!”

“I will do my best ma’am!” Robert’s mom answered.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~
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Robert’s family moved into the big house during the Winter. As the boy got better, so did Robert’s family. Robert had never slept so comfortably; he was used to sleeping on the floor, not on a bed.

When the child was healed of his fever, Robert taught the boy how to ride a horse and many other things. Robert never worked a day in the stables again. His mother trained as an aide to the doctor, something unheard of for a female, but it was kept a secret.

When Robert turned of age, he was taught the ways of the gun and sword. There was news that a war was coming with the Indians and other savages, but mostly, the colonies were rebelling against the cold hand of Britain.

“Get some rest lad!” the instructor said.

Robert bowed and went to get water.

While the winters were cold, the summers were too hot; many young children died of dehydration and other heat-related illnesses during the summer.

Robert was a young man now, no longer in school, but his family was still poor. They didn’t have the money or wealth to send him elsewhere to learn more, so he was stuck with the other young men to learn a trade or to fight.

Robert liked to fight. He was good at it.

“Hurry up,” Robert heard coming from behind the shed.

Robert put down the water flask and peered around the corner. He saw a man and a woman standing behind the shed.

“I have been waiting for this for too long!” the man said, lifting the lady’s long skirt.

“Well, you better hurry before my father sees us,” she smiled, propping herself up on some barrels. “He will have your head!”

Robert watched as the man dropped his pants and shoved himself into the woman. Robert had heard about sex and the ways a woman got pregnant, but had never seen the act.

He lowered himself into the tall grass and watched every move the man made as he bucked his hips back and forth, how the woman dropped the top half of her dress, exposing her pale skin and breasts to him.

Robert had never seen a woman’s breasts so close to him. He stared at them as they jostled around on her chest. He liked how the man squeezed and sucked on them as he bucked his hips back and forth.

Then, finally, Robert watched as the man pushed his hips forward and moaned loudly as the woman smiled. They kissed each other and went away. Slowly, Robert moved away and went back to his classes.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“They were having sex right there in the open,” Robert later told his friend, the red-headed boy.

“If her father had seen her doing that with a stable boy,” Logan said. “He would have hanged him, right there and then, right in front of everyone.”

“Have you?” Robert asked.

He knew Logan had been away to the other schools and even gone to the docks with his father.

“Once or twice,” Logan said.

“How does it feel?” Robert asked.

“Better than you can ever imagine!” Logan exclaimed.

“I hope to do it one day,” Robert said.

“You will, when you find someone,” Logan nodded. “Father says it’s about time for me to venture out on my own and start a family. He says I should start a family before Winter comes.”

“That’s only a few months away,” Robert said. “Do you have someone in mind?”

“He does,” Logan said. “House Tarley, Gabrielle specifically, she is of age.”

“She is a looker,” Robert grinned.

“Mother says our babies will have bright red hair!” Logan laughed.

“You are so lucky!” Robert smiled.

“You will find someone, I know it!” Logan grinned.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The years weren’t nice for Robert; he lost his mother and father in the winter months, and then war came. The colonies were at war with Britain, and the British soldiers were everywhere.

Robert was called on to fight for his country.

Back home, he hadn’t heard from Logan or Gabrielle. He had heard that the British soldiers had marched into their town, and he hoped that his best friends and their families had escaped on time.

Robert had killed two men, one with his bare hands and the other with the point of his sword. His General had told him it would get better, that the visions of those men’s eyes would fade from memory, but every night he went to bed, he saw those men staring at him.

Summer was coming soon, and the grass would be tall again. They were hoping the British soldiers would be less effective in the heat than they were in the cold, but Robert knew his Generals were just hoping.

Another battle was around the corner, and as Robert stood in line, he knew that most of the men standing with him would be dead before the sun went down.

The screams and yelling filled Robert’s ears as the fighting started; he saw one of the men next to him being torn apart as a cannonball ripped through their lines. Instantly, all the training they had learned fled their bodies as the men scattered to the winds.

Robert stood his ground and fought, but he was wounded and fell to the ground.

“Where am I?” Robert said as he gained consciousness.

Before him was an Indian man, his skin covered with colored ink, looking down at Robert.

“You fought bravely,” the man said.

“You speak our language?” Robert slowly sat up.

“It
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