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Corrected Text 2026

Under the inspiration of the great Bernard Shaw’s Man and Superman, I have provided a book, which I imagine one of my characters to have written, to better reveal that character; he, Bart, has written it to have some personal BDSM fun by exploring in fantasy the darker edges of his BDSM desires– things he did not get to explore in reality with his wise S and present Best-Mate and House-Partner. Since Bart is a retired professor of Classics, it is not surprising that he chose to write on Greece and Rome for his first Fantasy Novel. In reality, the novel is dedicated to John, Moe, and James, “the only begetters”.—SEAN

THE PROSE-STYLE OF THIS NOVEL IS RADICAL IN ITS USE OF PUNCTUATION AND FREE- APPLICATION OF GRAMMATICAL-RULES IN- ORDER-TO SUGGEST THE CADENCES AND CONVENTIONS OF EVERYDAY-SPEECH. SOME STYLISTIC-ELEMENTS HAVE BEEN DERIVED FROM SOCIAL-MEDIA. THIS PSYCHOLOGICAL- NOVEL USES AUSTRALIAN, IRISH, AND TEXAN DIALECT TO SUGGEST INTENSE STATES-OF- MIND OF TWO MEN, WHOSE EVERYDAY-SPEECH IS THAT OF PROFESSIONALS, BUT WHOSE CULTURAL-ROOTS RUN DEEP. THE STRUCTURE OF THE NARRATIVE AND PROSE, OF THIS NOVEL, AND OF THE WHOLE PERFECT-S SERIES, IS INNOVATIVE. FOR MORE ON THIS: SEE ENDNOTES.  –  SEAN  McFIRNN
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THE ROMAN-DEATH OF A GREEK-SLAVE


To Liam Gareth O’Rourke 29 November 2021

Dearest Rourks,

This novel got its inspiration from Suetonius’s Life of Tiberius, but since it is a novel, fiction wins out over rigidly factual history—but a considerable amount of facts remain.

And history is quit

often more fiction than fact. Indeed, as for factual accuracy, modern historians mostly agree that much of Suetonius’ account is political-propaganda by a Roman who wanted to return to the Republic and hated the Empire—and we contemporaries know how that politics works on facts. And yet, Tacitus and other ancient historians back-up many of the facts Suetonius relates about the Emperor’s HomoLife on Capri. Whether it is fact or fiction itself, I exploit history to create pornography.

You might be surprised by the explicit sexual-slang in the mouths of my ancients; however, you just need to read Catullus or Aristophanes to learn the truth. Yet, their smut is hard to duplicate without using the slang of modern porn, almost always quite literal translations. In short, the modern equivalents convey the meaning very well indeed.

Rourks, you will be happy to see that in your honour, I have spiced-up my prose with some Australian touches. Why the fuck not? I remember a pedantic colleague of
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mine objecting to the fact that most of the actors playing Macedonians in ALEXANDER spoke their native accents, Australian, Irish, or Scottish—or at least imitated those diphthong-rich accents. Characters said to  come  from the heartland of Greek civilization speak with desiccated English vowels, yet, even they speak with everyday idioms. This is brilliant: the Macedonians were the people of that age having great cultural freshness and energy.

The academic snob objected to this infusion into history a LifeBreath of everyday speech and dialects even after the groundbreaking historical films and plays that allow historical figures from the Ancient or Medieval Age to speak something like us—I am of-course thinking of Shaw’s CAESAR  AND  CLEOPATRA,  the  film  CLEOPATRA,

as-well-as LION IN WINTER, as a play and in the two filmic-adaptations. Only a film having Latin dialogue like SEBASTIAN might please the pedants; but not entirely if they knew their Classics, for in that film the Third Century AD characters speak the language of the Third Century BC plays of Plautus and Terence—of over a half-millennium before the era portrayed in the film.

In the unlikely event that my former academic colleague should read the prose of this novel, they would write in pious indignation. But I write my novels as a reaction to the ProseSlavery I suffered in producing my professional academic writings. The BDSM of the Roman Decadence demanded a richly ornate prose. If I were writing of the tactfully nuanced passions of a Jane Austen, I would seek to imitate the austerity of her glorious prose style. Or, if I were writing about the Classic-Age of Athens and Sparta, I would

[image: ]

seek to imitate the brilliant simplicity of Mary Renault. But, my Sadistic Roman Emperor and his age as described by Suetonius and Tacitus is quite a different proposition—and needs to be draped in decadent prose..

You will be used to my idiomatic sense of punctuation. You tried my proposed experiment to read my prose aloud and found that it duplicates speech patterns—well, yours and mine, anyway. I have freely used the passive voice for verbs, since I am dealing primarily with slaves of a totalitarian empire, where even the members of the ruling class are bound-by conventions. I have noticed a tremendous increase in authoritarian rule by experts in North America, Europe, and yes mate, Australia. has resulted in an increase in the use of the passive-voice. I use capitalization to show dominance in politics and in sex. For the latter, the capital letters express both the Sado’s own sense of it and His sex slaves’ obedient subservience to it; this, I capitalize those pronouns referring to Tiberius; the last paragraph of this novel offers an exception to this to imply his feelings.

You will probably ask me why I dealt with the metaphor of a republic being converted into a totalitarian empire. After-all, recent novelists and filmmakers of the last-century have turned it into a cliché. Well, I was inspired by a large number of Masochists who follow my blog. Some want chastity devices locked by a Master; others fantasize about being abducted; others want to be snuffed; always, they want to be controlled. When we communicate through the chat-box they mostly turn-out to be Totacrats. I get the feeling that they would love for the experts in Canberra, Brussels, or Marshington to mandate that homosexuals must
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by-law wear chastity devices to prevent AIDS or HomoSex or all sex. You and I know from long experience that Tops or some versatiles are quite often conservative libertarians. And it seems quite doubtful that they would like to wear enforced chastity devices. My novel is not addressed to these Tops, but those bottom who want governmental control. I set out to imaginatively relocate these sleepwalkers in a far, far place and time where snuffings, abductions, and nonconsensual slavery are ordered by the head of state. While I am wide awake to the political downsides of the Roman Empire, it does allow a lot of freedom to fantasize in an ancient playground.
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Bartie
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The year was 29 AD—during the reign of the Roman Emperor Tiberius. The place was the Athenian port of Piraeus; the spot, a gym for athletes. All around the exercise court, olive oil, sweaty exercise, and the Mediterranean summer-sun caused nude skin to glisten. The court was filled with young-men boxing, wrestling, hurling javelins, and—detected only by the subtle-eyes of aristocratic Greeks or savvy foreigners—the caressing with nuanced-gestures. The shaded-sides of the courts were filled with disinterested philosophers, with interested athletes of by-gone days, and with other men in their middle-years who can be described as: men interested in sunlight shimmering on flexing muscles.

On the exercise court, older men paired with younger. Most of the youths were in their late-teens or very early- twenties; they came and left with young-men in their mid- twenties, some in their thirties. The older-man of the pair

[image: ]

could also be seen waiting to rub oil on his wrestling-mate or to coach him in the fine points of hurling the discus or swinging the hand-weights in the long-jump. However, those Gods who endow manly beauty had added special- gifts to one pair in particular.

The younger of the two was a godlike-youth of blond wavy hair and Classical features—a commanding nose extending the line of the forehead and running down at right angle to the general-line of the face, a harmoniously compatible chin, and a noble forehead. His squared and subtly muscled pecs framed two delicately pointed nipples, which arose from golden chesthairs like Mount Olympos arising from clouds turned yellow by a sunrise. A thread of this gold ran from his chest down the middle of his stomach, along the line where his rippling-abs joined—thereby, drawing one’s eyes down to the toast of many drinking-songs sung by the foreign-residents and even-a-few Athenian-citizens: a cock of heroic proportions. Admittedly, by earlier Greek- standards, it was overly large and far too magnificent even in repose: however, after the decline-into-decadence of the last five-centuries, it was what degenerates had come to value highly. His penis hung over two ample balls held in a sack with the look of richly veined alabaster. The golden filaments of his uncanny pubic-hair set-off the cock-and- balls. His genitalia were not canonical, but they were framed by a perfect-body—sculpted by the Gods with Pheidian clarity-of-line. Ganymede was, in-short, a perfect-model for the image of a Deity—which was exactly what he often served as, for his companion, Apollodoros the Sculptor.
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This older-man was swarthier than his lover; his hair was black and grew in rich profusion on his head, face, chest, arms, back, and legs. His thighs were rendered gigantic from wrestling as-well-as from moving marble-blocks and the statues he carved from them. His features were strong. His beard was Babylonian in effect. Certainly, he was by no-means ugly even by the most rigorous standard, yet his beauty was hardly in the artistic-canon like the face and frame of his young-companion. Yet, a powerful masculinity marked his looks and his movements. This pair was by-no- means the Satyr and the young God—but that was still the vague impression that one got from viewing them, and since the Satyr-and-youth-couple was a standard theme of soft- porn during that age, the effect was thrilling. But Aphrodite and other Erotic-Divinities, who all join-forces to endow men with special attractiveness, had abundantly blessed the older-man: Apollodoros exudes all those special-qualities that elevate a male into a Man: every motion of his body, the deep-sound of his voice, the virile-sureness of his words- and-deeds, his rugged facial-expressions—all drew the admiration of even the exclusive-lovers of women.

The two men had been so intent on the correct- forms of wrestling that unfortunately both were unaware that four short, stocky, over-muscled Roman-soldiers had been watching them—especially young Ganymede. Nor had the two Greeks observed this alien-presence over the last- few-days. Greece had been dominated by the shadow of the Imperial-Eagle so-much and for so-long that Roman- soldiers seemed as much a part of the landscape as were the many craggy outcroppings of rocks around Athens and its port, Piraeus. Their presence in the exercise-court was somewhat unusual, but not overly so.
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Roman legionaries—although they had an open contempt for “Greek-love”—had been known to do “Greek- things”withlocals.Thiswasnotsuchaneasyaccomplishment, as it might seem. These Western-barbarians demanded anal- intercourse, rather than the dominant-male rubbing his penis on top of his partner’s thighs and stomach, as preferred by the earlier-Greeks—although here as-in-everything-else, the rare debased-tastes of the past were fast becoming the norm. Far-worse in some Greek-eyes, Romans always had to have it in the animal-style or, as Athenians would still say, the female-prostitute-style. These Romans had to get rid of Greek inhibitions by money or—provided they could catch the youth alone in a secluded-spot—by rape.

Occasionally, then, these icons of the dominant world-power might be seen standing around exercise- courts with a sneer on their lips, as-well-as a definite lust in their eyes; there was often an envy there, too, for the open display of true affection between Greek-lovers. They, nevertheless, would never have admitted the envy. They would even have claimed that they never themselves would have had these feelings, which rather came from outside themselves—namely, from the bad-influence of the Greeks. Had these soldiers been given to contemplating these things thoroughly, their thoughts might have sounded like this: “Homos in the vicinity made one feel a bit homo, that’s all there is to it. Besides, a sweaty back-alley fuck doesn’t make you a homo—leastwise, as-long-as you are doing the fucking. Then, too, what better way for soldiers’ to make the conquered feel their low-status than by making them kneel to service you or by holding their faces low on the ground with only their fucked-butts high in the air.” And if the full-truth
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had been acknowledged, the Roman would have admitted that there was a great-deal of furtive male-male eros going on within their ranks. They would shrug and say, “As long as, one is the fucker not the fuckee—so-be-it”.

Standing-off by himself was the officer of the three burly troopers. He was slightly slimmer and much cleaner than they were. He had been watching Ganymede very carefully, noticing the way he pushed himself past his pain- threshold before he tapped-out. Often, when Ganymede’s face was most contorted with pain, the officer noticed that the Greek-youth’s penis would begin to harden and pulsate, just enough for the trained-eyes of this Imperial-legate to notice. This close-observation was lost on Apollodoros. Had he been able to take his eyes off the bulging-muscles and sweaty-splendor of his lover, in-order to take note of the officer, then the sculptor’s piercing-eyes—so trained by his art—would have seen that it was the calculating-stare of a stalking-hunter.

It is also obviously true that he or any other Greek- sculptor rarely would give a typical Roman-face and body even so much as a second-glance. Their aquiline-noses made an ostentatious-curve out of their faces rather than being all- of-a-piece with the forehead like the Greek ideal demanded. Slim and agile Greeks had nothing but contempt for stocky, over-muscled Romans. Chest muscles, to a Greek were to be firm and spare—not sharply cut hunks of meat; after-all, “Lots of meat on the chest is more a woman-thing.” Greeks traditionally preferred medium and well-proportioned cocks, which were able to get very small when out-of-use. “Nothing in excess,” as they always said. The male-inclined
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Romans filled their jack-off fantasies with large, meaty cocks. This is why the length of Ganymede’s cock—which was the tragic-flaw to his otherwise godlike beauty—would make men-lusting Roman’s bend-double with lust. Turned- on by the huge penis, the officer and his men saw even-more to ramp-up desire. Just at the perfect-angle, the Romans could catch the tight-anus winking from a golden-cloud, between two of the highest-arching asscheeks they could remember seeing.

Blithely unaware of their ominous audience, the lovers left-off with their wrestling and went towards the rub-down room. Leaving the court, Apollodoros reached down and slapped Ganymede on his high-behind.


“You’re much improved from last-time,” Apollodoros
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said.

“I should be: my coaches are the best, especially my

private-one.”

When the older again slapped the bare-behind, the Roman officer and his men were made weak-in-the-knees by the sight of this manly gesture. Yet later, they might say if they took the effort, “What are cocksucking-Greeks but prospective-slaves anyway?” At a signal from the officer, the Romans left the exercise-court.

Apollodoros was now rapt with applying olive-oil to Ganymede’s pumped-up muscles and scraping it off along with the dirt and sweat it had collected.

“We have time to go-swimming, don’t we, Apollodoros?” 
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As usually happens, the older-man answered with an eager “Yes.”

This was a question-and-answer ritual, for they swam every warm afternoon after wrestling.

The friends dressed, left the gymnasium, and made the short walk outside the walls of the port-town to a deserted- stretch of sand between two natural-jetties of rock, and then they stripped again.

Ganymede saw a shell, picked it up, gave its name, and proceeded to bore the sculptor with a lecture on the properties of the animal that once lived-inside-it. Most mornings, the youth walked-up into Athens to attend lectures at the great Lyceum, founded hundreds of years before by Aristotle. Apollodoros had contempt for a school: where they studied the bodies of plants and animals more than those of men; where they propounded on art and poetry but never produced any; where they spoke learnedly of the philosophy-of-living but knew nothing-of-life. He, out- of-love, never said anything. The youth had a great-mind, and Apollodoros hoped it might grow in-spite-of a formal- education by ideologues.

After the impromptu-lecture—which at-least seemed to deal with facts—was soon over, they embraced and kissed, but only briefly, because the younger was anxious to swim and dive, and the older man was patient because he knew what was to follow later. Ganymede quickly climbed onto the rocks and leaped like-a-mountain-goat along the ridge to the highest of the rocks overhanging the water, and then dove into the transparent-sea.  Apollodoros slowly swam
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from the beach and out to where his lover was preparing for another dive. He lingered to watch Ganymede’s body as it was sucked in by the sea; then, he went underwater himself. The youth was even more graceful in the water than on the shore. With eyes wide-open in the heavily salted Aegean- Sea, Apollodoros watched the youth execute underwater turns with the grace and strength of a dolphin.—the boy wasn’t just on a dolphin, he was the dolphin. The beauty was made slightly comic by the dangling cock twisted in odd-angles; Apollodoros could never quite get out of his mind the grotesquely oversized phalluses worn in comedies and satyr-plays. Mainly, however, the older-man delighted in the exceptional swimming-prowess of his lover, unaware that it was about to prove fatal for him and life-changing for his lover.

For while the two frolicked beneath the water, two of the Roman-soldiers who had been waiting in a small boat off to the right now ordered the slaves to steady the boat just at the lip of the inlet, and the others waited on the path down to the beach. The most intense form of curiosity—erotic- curiosity—made them less careful of assuring their ambush, and they were in clear sight of the swimmers. But, after-all, the trap was well-laid.

These intruders remained undetected, as they had been for two days before, here as-well-as at the gym. Even when the two Greeks surfaced occasionally for air, they failed to notice the Romans: they chased, raced, and, more frequently, caressed each other.

Finally, the two having come to the surface at-the- same-time, Apollodoros said, “Let’s go back to shore: I need to catch my breath!”

[image: ]

“Yeah-right, is that all you want to catch with this hook?” said Ganymede, playfully grabbing his older-lover’s fully erect penis.

Then, the younger-man impetuously started for the shore—followed at-some-distance by the older, more for saving his strength than due to exhaustion. Reaching the shore well-in-advance, Ganymede laid supine on the beach, with his feet lapped gently by the waves. He raised his head slightly to watch the slow but eager approach of his lover, and he began to stroke his cock, stiffening-in-expectation.


The officer gave a signal for them all to get under-
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cover.

On arriving, Apollodoros laid-down beside

Ganymede—also on his back. The youth raised-up and gave his lover a kiss on the lips; then, he slowly moved his tongue, down the hairy, salty distance to Apollodoros’ nipples—first, the one, then, the other. These mantits were kept tender and sensitive by being sheltered in the enclosing- thickets of black-hair. The tongue passed eventually with a delicate-flicker to the navel, pausing to enter with a flame- like rimming. Then, ultimately, it arrived at the seat of Eros and the other Love-Deities. There, his tongue bypassed the penis and reached the hirsute ball-sack, which he nibbles at like a kitten-at-play. Then, with his fingers, he spread the foreskin of the rigidly extended member and began to explore the penis-tip with his tongue-tip. At last, he took the whole cock in his mouth. A pleasant mouthful and throatful indeed: for, unlike many cocks, which curve straight-up, Apollodoros’ did at-first but then
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