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Chapter 1 California

It had been seven days since we returned from Greece. Somehow my California mansion had already turned into a gathering place for four ancient women who now moved through it like they’d lived here their entire lives.

Neferu had helped Cleo, Thaleia, and Thea with the culture shock, since she remembered exactly what it felt like. All three Greeks had adapted surprisingly well. They got along with each other, shared me without jealousy, and treated this new world with the kind of curiosity that made every day feel like a new adventure.

Every morning, I woke up grateful for Zafara, thankful that she had gifted me the fertility powers of Min and opened the door to the ancient world. In return, she was simply happy to see me thriving.

I had just woken up, and I was currently in the living room. I leaned back on the couch, staring out toward the coastline.

Neferu knelt in the patch of sunlight near the pool, crushing herbs the way she used to along the Nile. Blue lotus petals stained her fingertips. She wore a thin Egyptian linen wrap that hugged her hips and left most of her back bare. Her bracelets jingled as she ground everything in a small stone bowl.

I rose to my feet, passing by all the souvenirs I’d picked up from antiquity. Everything from NSFW papyrus scrolls to traditional Athenian garments. I stepped outside, checking on my girls.

“This basil feels different,” Neferu murmured, inhaling deeply. She had a beautiful heart-shaped face with high cheekbones, full lips, and dark eyes outlined with kohl, the traditional Egyptian makeup she refused to give up. Her dark hair fell long and loose against her shoulders, framing the warm, sun-kissed complexion that marked her as unmistakably royal.

She was a true beauty from another age, the sister of Ramses the Great, and every time I looked at her, I could still see the queen she would have become in her own world.

“That’s because it’s Californian,” I said, leaning on the doorframe.

She smiled without turning. “Still carries its ka.”

I’d learned enough of her world by now to know what she meant by ka, the life-spark, the spirit Egyptians believed lived inside all things.

Thaleia was beside her, sitting in the grass with her legs folded under her. She wore one of Neferu’s dresses, a thin golden linen piece that clung to her hips. The style looked foreign on her Greek curves, yet it somehow suited her. Her olive skin warmed under the afternoon light. Her dark hair framed her face when the wind caught the loose strands, and her brown eyes followed Neferu’s movements.

Back in Greece she had lived her life in devotion to Aphrodite, raised within the rites of love and pleasure, trained to guide others in the goddess’s mysteries. Even now, far from Corinth and everything she had ever known, she carried that femininity with her.

“You feel the ka in the plants?” Thaleia asked.

Neferu nodded. “Every plant carries its breath of life. Each seed remembers the sun that raised it.”

Thaleia dipped her finger into the mixture. “In Athens, we used olive oil and rose petals. For love offerings.”

Neferu’s eyes lit up. “Roses are sacred to Hathor too.”

Thaleia paused, then laughed. “Aphrodite… Hathor… they’re sisters, aren’t they?”

“Of course,” Neferu said. “Goddesses know no borders.”

Cleo sat a little farther back, cross-legged and resting her elbows on her knees. She wore simple shorts and one of my T-shirts tied at her waist, Spartan-style to allow movement. She had been born to Queen Gorgo and raised under strict Spartan traditions. Even though Spartan women enjoyed more freedom than most women in Greece, she still felt trapped by the expectations placed on her. She was supposed to produce strong children and uphold the values that defined her city.

She eventually slipped away to Lesbos in secret, wanting to experience a culture that felt softer and more open than her own, and she didn’t hesitate to come with me to modernity.

She was tall, with defined cheekbones and a straight, elegant nose framed by dark brown hair that gave her a quiet, striking presence. “In Sparta, we used laurel leaves and olive branches. To honor Artemis Orthia.”

Thaleia nodded, already familiar with the tradition. “And what was their purpose for you?”

“For strength,” Cleo said. “Strength is the root of fertility.”

Neferu smiled approvingly. “That is true.”

Thea emerged from the sliding door holding a small seashell charm she had braided with olive twigs. “I made these when I traveled,” she said, setting it beside Neferu’s bowl. “In the towns where I played, people said music could calm the earth before a harvest. I do not know if that was true, but I liked the idea that the world listened when we sang.”

I still remembered when I first met Thea on her deathbed in Ephesus, with Thaleia in tears and begging me to save her best friend. Seeing her now, after all these months of full health, still felt unreal. Her skin was smooth and porcelain-like, her straight nose framed by naturally rosy cheeks. Light brown hair fell around her face, matching the warm color of her eyes, and her lips were thick and smooth, giving her a gentle beauty that was hard to forget.

Neferu touched her cheek with gentle warmth. “Your music has the soul of a blessing. That is something Egypt understands well.”

Thea’s lips curved in a shy, uncertain smile. “Maybe our gods listened to the same songs.”

I pushed off the doorframe, walking closer. The sun hit them all at once, different worlds, different ages, sitting together like they’d known each other forever.

“What are you four up to?” I asked.

“Creating harmony,” Thaleia said.

As soon as they saw me, a natural blush spread on their cheeks. I frowned a little. “Harmony?”

Neferu looked up at me with a smile. “Blending our worlds,” she said. “A piece of Egypt, a piece of Greece, a piece of everything we were before you found us. We are learning how to live together.”

“Harmony of cultures,” Thaleia chimed in. “We are taking what we love from our homelands and weaving it into one small moment.”

“Show me.”

Then the blending began.

Neferu lit her incense burner and set it beside a Greek oil lamp Thaleia fetched from inside. Thea filled a bowl with water and placed a lotus blossom inside. Cleo added a thin red ribbon, tying it neatly around the base of the bowl.

They built a small altar near the pool, a mix of Egypt and Greece. Everything about it felt sacred, yet completely natural.

Thaleia dipped her fingers into olive oil and painted Neferu’s wrist slowly. Neferu took strands of papyrus and lavender, braiding them into Thaleia’s hair. Thea tied a seashell ribbon around Neferu’s arm. Cleo showed them a Spartan knot she remembered from a festival, tightening it around Thaleia’s waist to secure her dress.

They kept laughing and giggling, enjoying themselves as if they’d known each other since birth. I sat down in one of the lounge chairs and let myself watch.

When I first bought this mansion with Zafara and Neferu, it had only felt modern. Now I realized each girl I’d bring from antiquity would bring a piece of their culture to the mansion, making it a blend of all kinds of ancient civilizations and also modernity. It was like an artwork.

Wearing a white robe, Zafara slipped out quietly and came to sit beside me. She was a tall woman with lustrous dark hair. Her eyes were obsidian like two pearls, and her lips were thick and full. Her breasts were round and symmetrical, and she had a natural olive tan. She was a beauty, in other words, and one that meant the world to me.

She leaned into me, resting her head on my shoulder like it was the most natural thing in the world. “You like watching them,” she said.

“I do.” I wrapped my arm around her waist, pulling her closer. “They’re happy.”

“They are finding their place,” she whispered. “Each one choosing what to keep from their world and what to learn from yours.”

Cleo glanced over at us and smirked. “Look at the two of you… You always sit like lovers from a painting.”

Zafara smirked. “We are beautiful enough for one.”

Thaleia giggled. “Nathan looks like he’s about to start kissing her.”

“I might,” I said.

Zafara tipped her chin up, brushing her lips along my jaw in a slow, teasing line. It wasn’t a kiss, just the promise of one.

Zafara curled her legs onto my lap. I placed my hand on her thigh, feeling the warmth of her skin through the fabric. She let her fingers trail up my chest, slow and thoughtful.

“You enjoy this,” she murmured. “All of us mixing our worlds.”

“I really do,” I said honestly.

By now, the altar was complete. The herbs Neferu burned drifted into the air. Thea picked up her lyre and played a heavenly, slow melody. Thaleia and Cleo hummed with her.

Eventually, they finished their harmony and then began discussing their dishes, traditions, and makeup before turning their attention to me.

Neferu came to sit next to me. Thea sat cross-legged beside her. Thaleia leaned against the lounge chair near my head. Cleo sat on the armrest.

Four cultures looked at me with affection, curiosity, and warmth.

“You all look so pretty,” I said. “The harmony was beautiful.”

Cleo smiled slyly. “We know.”

Thaleia brushed her shoulder against mine. “We want to see more of this world.”

The Greeks had been here for a week, but they’d mostly stayed at the mansion. I hadn’t given them a proper tour yet, and maybe it was time.

Thea nodded. “These houses, these lights… and dishes.”

Zafara shifted in my lap, her fingers tracing shapes on my chest. “Maybe it will be nice to go out … See if we see any signs.”

“Signs for what?” I asked. Her mysterious tone always intrigued me. Even if she was a loving woman, she could still be cryptic.

She palmed my right pec, so I could feel her warmth seeping into my skin. “For our next mission.”

I nodded, wondering where we might head next. “Alright. City day today. Girls, get dressed.”

Thaleia tilted her head. “Should we wear… is the word ‘bikinis’?”

“Not to the city,” I said, chuckling.

“Tops and skirts!” Thaleia suddenly remembered.

“Exactly,” I said.

The girls hurried inside to find their outfits. I started to turn, but Zafara grabbed my wrist, pulling me gently back down into the chair. She swung a leg over me and settled onto my lap, straddling me in a slow, unhurried movement.

Her hands framed my face. “I love how you forget to breathe when you watch them,” she whispered.

“You see everything,” I said.

“I do.” She pressed her plump, smooth lips to mine. A kiss that held knowledge, power, and softness all at once. Her body pressed against mine, her breasts mashing against my chest while her breath mingled with mine.

“You are building a house of women,” she whispered against my lips. “Each one loyal. Each one yours.”

“And you?” I asked.

She smiled. “I’m also yours, and you know that.”

She kissed me again, deeper this time, her fingers sliding into my hair. Desire pooled in my stomach, warm and heavy, but she pulled back before it grew too heated.

“Later,” she whispered. “When the day is done … I think the signs are nearby. It’s been too peaceful the last couple of days.”

She slid off my lap and walked inside, hips swaying.

Zafara was right. It had been peaceful the last couple of days, which meant it wouldn’t last.

But for now, the girls were laughing, trying on clothes, calling my name from inside the house.

Today belonged to us. And I intended to show them everything.

The girls took “city day” a little too seriously. The moment I told them we were going out, the entire house turned into a dressing hall. Clothes flew everywhere, drawers slammed and laughter spilled all over the place.

Neferu was already in her closet, pulling out options like she’d been preparing for this moment all week. “Skirts,” she said confidently. “We all need skirts today.”

Thaleia stepped into the doorway. “Skirts… as in the soft ones we tried last night?”

“Exactly.” Neferu held up a pleated beige skirt. “This would look beautiful on you.”

Thaleia touched the fabric, her eyes lighting up. “It feels like a Greek peplos, but… softer.”

Cleo came in behind her, holding one of my black tank tops upside down like she was about to interrogate it.

“How does this even work?” she asked.

“Like this,” Neferu said, taking it and slipping it over Cleo’s head before she could protest.

The tank top clung to Cleo’s figure. Her abs and shoulders defined the shape perfectly. She glanced in the mirror and smirked.

“Hm. Spartan-approved.”

Thea stood beside them, shyly holding a short denim skirt Neferu had given her. “Is it… too small?” she asked.

“Small is good,” Cleo said, tugging it gently up her hips. “Shows confidence.”

Thea blushed. “I don’t know if I have that.”

“You do,” Thaleia said, adjusting the waistband with her. “You’re beautiful.”

Neferu chose her outfit quickly: a white fitted crop top and a long, flowy skirt that showed her midriff. She’d been here the longest, and she moved like she was made for California.

Thaleia tried on a fitted top, adjusting the straps. The neckline dipped just slightly, enough to show her collarbones. She turned to me. “Does this look… right?”

“Very right,” I said, a little too quickly.

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away.

Thea picked a pink top and a light blue skirt. She twirled in front of the mirror, shy but excited. “I feel like one of those… what did you call them … models?”

“Exactly like one,” I said.

She bit her lip, smiling.

When I thought they were done, they’d just started. Because then came makeup.

Neferu sat them all down in a line on the bed like she was prepping priestesses for a royal ceremony. She was more familiar with modern makeup than they.

“This,” she said, holding up a makeup brush, “is more powerful than you think.”

Cleo pointed at the brush. “Does it hurt?”

“No,” Neferu said, chuckling. “It enhances.”

Thaleia leaned in, curious. “Enhances what?”

“Everything.”

Thaleia went first. Neferu brushed pink blush across her cheekbones, making her glow.

“It looks like roses,” Thaleia whispered.

“It is supposed to,” Neferu said.

Thea held still while Neferu applied eyeliner. She flinched once.

“Don’t move,” Neferu warned gently, steadying her chin. “Or you’ll look like a sad statue.”

Thea giggled nervously. “I don’t want to look like that.”

“You won’t,” Neferu said, finishing the line. “Look.”

Thea blinked at her reflection, eyes wide. “I… like it.”

Cleo grabbed a red lipstick from Neferu’s tray. “This looks like war paint.”

“It is,” Neferu said. “For seduction.”

Cleo applied it in one smooth swipe, then smacked her lips. “Sexy.”

Zafara applied her own eyeliner. She didn’t need help. She looked like she could seduce a god with one glance. “Modern makeup is awesome.”

“I think the kohl still suits you perfectly,” Thaleia said.

Zafara nodded. “I like a mix of everything … But Egyptian traditions will always have a special place in my heart … or what do you say, Neferu?”

“I agree,” she said with a wide smile.

When they were all done, the room fell quiet, because they looked incredible. Skirts, tops, makeup and hair styled in ways that mixed their worlds together.

Cleo stood confidently, hands on her hips. Thaleia twirled once, watching her skirt flare.

Thea shyly adjusted her top, but her smile was radiant. Neferu looked like a queen of two worlds. Zafara looked like dark magic wrapped in silk.

After they’d checked themselves out, it was time to leave. “Alright,” I said, voice rougher than intended. “Let’s go.”

Calling the Uber was its own event. Cleo stared at my phone like it was going to attack me. “You summon a driver with that?”

“Yes.”

“Like a servant?”

“No. They get paid.”

She shrugged. “Same thing.” Her comment made me chuckle.

When the car pulled up, the driver rolled down the window. “Nathan?”

“Yes.”

He blinked at the girls. “Uh… big group?”

“They’re with me,” I said.

The girls piled in, amazed by how soft the seats were.

“This is… smoother than a chariot,” Thaleia whispered.

Thea gripped my arm during the first turn. “It moves too fast.”

Cleo stuck her head halfway out the window. “I like the wind.”

Neferu laughed. “Welcome to California.”

Zafara sat beside me, fingers resting lightly on my thigh, calm as ever.

Puzzled at our conversation, the driver looked at us in the mirror and muttered, “Lucky guy.”

Zafara smirked knowingly, and I didn’t disagree.

The Uber rolled through the city as if the whole world were waking up around us. Traffic hummed, the sun glinted off storefront windows, and the ocean breeze moved through the open windows. The girls sat pressed close together, fascinated by everything passing outside.

Thaleia leaned toward the glass, her fingers hovering just above it as she watched cars flash by. “Everything moves so quickly here,” she said. “No horses, no carts. Just… speed.”

Cleo smirked. “We would conquer half of Greece in a day with these machines … And I’d have Lesbos all for myself.”

Neferu laughed and rested her elbow on the window frame, completely at home. “People here rush everywhere yet seem to go nowhere. It’s an art form.”

Thea rested against my shoulder, calm but wide-eyed. “It’s loud… but not unpleasant. Like a festival that never ends.”

Zafara simply crossed her legs and sat with confidence, her hand on my thigh, enjoying the view as though she’d seen hundreds of such cities in her journeys across time. The driver kept glancing at us in the rearview mirror. Five ancient beauties dressed in modern clothes, staring out the windows like wide-eyed tourists from another world. He didn’t say anything, but I could tell he was thinking it.

We were halfway down the waterfront street when I saw it: bright banners, fake marble columns, and performers dressed in white tunics standing under an archway labeled ROMAN DAY FESTIVAL. It wasn’t subtle. It hit me like a fist to the chest. It was the sign Zafara had talked about.

“Hey,” I told the Uber driver, leaning forward. “Stop here. This is perfect.”

He glanced back. “You guys going to the Roman thing?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Right here.”

The girls craned their necks as the car pulled over. None of them knew what Rome was, but the moment the door opened, their eyes widened. They stepped out into a world of painted columns, red banners, and costumed actors walking around with fake scrolls and toy spears.

Thaleia looked around slowly, brow furrowed. “What … civilization is this supposed to be? I don’t recognize it.”

Cleo scoffed. “The armor looks ridiculous. No one would go to war dressed like that.”

Thea tugged on Neferu’s arm. “Their gowns look a little like yours.”

Neferu tilted her head, studying them. “Egypt influenced many cultures. Perhaps theirs too.” She paused, then added honestly, “Though I do not know this one.”

“Rome,” I said gently. “This festival is about ancient Rome.”

We walked under the entrance archway, and the girls reacted like they’d stepped into a bizarre dream. A couple dressed as “priestesses of Venus” posed for pictures nearby. They wore long white gowns with gold ropes around their waists.

Thaleia watched them with interest. “Priestesses of… who?”

“Venus,” I said, recalling what little I knew about Rome. “A goddess of love.”

Cleo crossed her arms. “Never heard of her.”

“Closest to Aphrodite,” I explained.

“Oh,” Thaleia said, relaxing. “Then she must be important here.”

I smiled. “Very.”

We moved deeper into the festival. Booths lined the walkway in every direction: fake Roman coins, wreaths of plastic laurel leaves, and little pottery cups painted with scenes of gods.

I bought each of them a laurel crown. They turned into little goddesses instantly.

Thaleia adjusted hers carefully, eyes glowing. “It feels ceremonial… but not Greek. Something different.”

Thea put hers on crooked and giggled. “I look mischievous.”

Cleo planted hers, lifting her chin. “I look like a victor returning from battle. I approve.”

Neferu placed hers with elegance, letting her dark hair frame it perfectly. “Golden crowns suit Egyptian queens much more, but this is charming.”

Zafara tilted hers sideways with deliberate seduction. “I can use this look to cause trouble.”

People stared. Of course they did.

We passed booths selling pastries and roasted nuts. A vendor offered something called “Roman street tacos,” which absolutely did not exist in any universe, ancient or otherwise. The girls found it hilarious.

A musician playing a lyre that caught Thaleia’s ear. She stopped mid-step. “Nathan… that is a Greek melody.”

Thea gasped softly. “It’s ours.”

They gathered around the musician, listening like she was playing a piece of home. When she offered the lyre to Thea, she froze, then looked at me. I nodded.

She played a slow, delicate sequence.

The musician just stared. “You’re talented.”

Thea smiled shyly. “Thank you.”

We drifted toward the main square, where the biggest crowd had gathered. A stage was set up, draped in red and gold cloth. Two actors walked across it, one dressed as Mars in bronze armor, the other as Venus in white silk.

Mars touched Venus’s chin, and the crowd cheered.

The girls blinked in confusion.

“They are lovers?” Thaleia asked.

“Kind of,” I said. “It’s part of Roman mythology.”

“It’s dramatic,” Thea murmured.

“It’s romantic,” Cleo said. “They love stories like that on Lesbos.”

But then, fireworks exploded behind the actors.

It wasn’t night yet, so the fireworks were meant for an evening rehearsal. But one burst formed a perfect ring of light. The smoke curled, reformed, and… there it was. A laurel crown in daylight perfectly shaped.

Thaleia’s hand slipped into mine. “Nathan… what is that?”

“Fireworks,” I told her.

Cleo looked up sharply, her instincts kicking in as though expecting an enemy ambush. Thea moved closer, pressing against my side for comfort. Neferu’s expression grew strangely still.

“What does it mean?” Cleo asked, voice low. “It’s beautiful.”

“We use it during celebrations,” I told her. “I agree … it’s beautiful.”

We walked again, and the girls dove back into everything with renewed curiosity, unaware of the weight building behind it all.

Thaleia dragged me to an olive oil tasting booth. Thea found replicas of ancient pottery with Roman scenes and studied them like strange artifacts. Neferu bought silk scarves and wrapped one around her head stylishly. I shattered the bell at a hammer-strength carnival game so hard the vendor pretended it was “scheduled maintenance” and shut down. I sometimes forgot that my virility and strength had been enhanced after becoming a fertility god.

The sky softened into gold as the day faded. Lanterns lit up along the festival streets. The air filled with music and laughter. Thaleia slipped her arm through mine, and Thea rested her head against my shoulder. Cleo held onto my other arm, her touch strong and protective. Ahead of us, Neferu and Zafara walked hand in hand, occasionally glancing over their shoulders with playful smiles.

I felt surrounded, claimed and loved. And beneath all of it, the tug toward Rome whispered steadily at the back of my mind.

When the lanterns finally flickered on fully, I called another Uber. The girls piled in, glowing from the day, their bags full of trinkets, scarves, and half-eaten pastries.

* * *

By the time we got home from the festival, the sun was already dipping behind the ocean. Everyone was tired in that happy, glowing way you get after a long day outside. As soon as the door closed behind us, the girls kicked off their shoes and scattered through the entry hall, heading for the bedroom to change into something comfortable.

Neferu came back first, wearing soft cotton shorts and an oversized beige sweater that fell off one shoulder. She looked strangely modern and beautiful, her bare legs gliding across the glossy marble floor. Thaleia followed, wrapped in a loose white crop top and tight gray lounge shorts, her long dark hair falling in waves around her chest. Thea wore pastel pink pajama shorts and a matching top, shy but cute. Cleo, naturally, chose black shorts and one of my T-shirts tied at the waist. Zafara didn’t even bother pretending to change “normally”, she stepped out in a silky black nightgown with a thigh-high slit, the kind of outfit that could start problems without a single word.

They all padded into the living room barefoot, hair down, makeup a little smudged from the day but still stunning. The couch was big enough to sleep six people comfortably, a massive white L-section overlooking the ocean.

They piled onto it with excited exhaustion, claiming blankets and cushions like queens settling into their private palace. Thaleia curled up on my left, leaning her head on my shoulder. Thea tucked herself under my arm and rested her cheek against my chest. Cleo stretched her legs across my lap, comfortable and confident. Neferu lay against my other side, her hair tickling my jaw, while Zafara draped herself along the backrest behind me, one hand idly playing with my hair.

I grabbed the remote. “Let’s put something on. Just background noise.”

They didn’t care what it was. They were too busy getting cozy, adjusting pillows, and pressing themselves closer to me. I flipped through a few channels without thinking. A cooking show. A car ad. Some reality crap. And then, right as I pressed the button again, the screen flickered and cut to a movie already halfway through.

Golden letters flashed across the bottom:

CLEOPATRA AND CAESAR

Neferu froze instantly. The relaxed warmth of her body went tense against mine as she slowly sat up, eyes fixed on the screen with an intensity I’d never seen in her.

Onscreen, the camera panned across the Nile at sunset. Alexandria stood bright and clean, with shining marble towers and a bustling harbor full of ships.

“That…” Neferu whispered, barely breathing, “that is my land.”

Thaleia sat up straighter, leaning forward with wide eyes. Thea’s head lifted from my chest, her lips parting in awe. Cleo shifted her legs off my lap and moved closer to the screen, elbows on her knees.

“It’s beautiful,” Thea said.

“It looks like a goddess built it,” Thaleia murmured.

I wrapped an arm around Neferu’s waist as she stared, her emotions shifting rapidly, recognition, confusion, disbelief and wonder.

“But what is that city?” she asked. “Those tall towers and the lighthouse … I have never seen them.”

“It’s Alexandria,” I said.

She looked at me sharply. “What is Alexandria?”

I took a breath. “A city named after someone you don’t know yet. Alexander the Great.”

The name meant nothing to Neferu, but Thaleia, Thea, and Cleo reacted since it was a Greek name.

“Was he Greek?” Thaleia asked.

“Yes,” I said and gave them a quick recap of who Alexander was. They looked at me in disbelief. Crushing the Persian empire had been a dream of many Greeks after what they’d endured during the invasion by Xerxes.

“He actually did all that?” Thea asked, amazed.

Cleo’s mouth twisted with satisfaction. “He crushed the Persian empire?”

“Yes,” I said. “Completely.”

All three Greek girls exchanged looks, part awe, part national pride, part unbelieving excitement.

Neferu still stared at the screen, her voice fragile. “Did he change Egypt?”

I placed my hand on her back. “Yes. He founded Alexandria. And it became one of the greatest cities in the ancient world.”

Neferu beamed.

The film cut to Cleopatra walking down the palace steps in a shimmering golden dress, surrounded by servants and musicians.

Neferu leaned closer, eyes softening. “Who is she?” she whispered.

“Cleopatra,” I said. “A queen of Egypt. But she lived long, long after your time. More than a thousand years after you.”

Neferu’s expression didn’t show pain, just an overwhelming mix of pride and longing.

“She loved Egypt fiercely,” I continued. “And she kept Egypt powerful… at least until the very end.”

Neferu’s lips trembled, not in sadness, but something more complicated. “Egypt was still important,” she whispered. “Still remembered thousands of years after.”

“Very,” I said. “One of the most important civilizations in history.”

She exhaled shakily and leaned into me, resting her forehead on my chest. “Good… But I still don’t like that they got rid of Hathor.”

Cleo moved beside her and touched her shoulder. “Your people built something that lasted.”

Thea reached down and took Neferu’s hand. Thaleia pressed her cheek against the other shoulder. They held her gently, giving comfort without pity.

Onscreen, Julius Caesar appeared for the first time, stern, calculated, the kind of man who could command a room just by raising his eyebrow. He strode into the palace halls of Alexandria with the confidence of someone who already believed the whole world would eventually kneel to him.

Cleopatra watched him from a shadowed corner of the massive screen, her expression sharp with that famous mix of seduction and strategy.

Then the scene shifted.

A pair of servants dragged a long, rolled carpet into Caesar’s chambers. The audience murmured as they unrolled it in front of him.

And Cleopatra spilled out of it, hair wild, eyes blazing, wrapped in nothing but thin linen and pure audacity.

Thaleia gasped. Thea put a hand to her mouth. And even Zafara smiled under her breath.

Cleo leaned forward. “So this is the man who took Egypt?”

“He didn’t take it,” I said. “He loved her. At least for a time.”

Thaleia brushed her hair over her shoulder. “A Roman and a Greek Egyptian queen… that’s a pairing nobody would expect.”

“They were lovers?” Thea asked, fascinated.

“Oh yeah,” I said, smiling.

The movie unfolded before us like a tapestry of ancient worlds colliding. Cleopatra’s power struggles, her cunning diplomacy with Caesar, and their passionate romance captivated the girls completely. They leaned forward during the intimate scenes, gasped at the political machinations, and whispered questions to each other about Roman customs that looked strange to their Greek and Egyptian eyes.

When the credits finally rolled, Neferu wiped a tear from her cheek. “My homeland survived,” she said. “Even as it changed, even with Greeks and Romans walking our sacred soil… Egypt endured.” Her fingers traced the lotus pattern on her bracelet. “Our gods, our temples and our knowledge… it mattered enough for others to want it.”

I squeezed her hand. “Egypt has always been relevant, Neferu. Even today, people study your civilization, your medicine and your architecture.”

Thaleia smiled proudly. “And Cleopatra, she was Greek, yes? Yet she ruled Egypt and captivated Rome.”

“She was Ptolemaic,” I said. “Greek ancestry but born in Egypt. The last of a Greek dynasty that ruled after Alexander’s conquest.”

“A Greek woman who stood against Rome,” Cleo said with undisguised admiration. “Even Sparta would honor such courage.”

Thea leaned against my arm, her eyes thoughtful. “What happened to her in the end? Did she and Caesar…?”

I drew in a deep breath, feeling the weight of history press down on me. “Caesar was assassinated in Rome. Cleopatra later aligned with Mark Antony, Caesar’s general. They fell in love, had children… but ultimately lost to Octavian, Caesar’s heir, in a power struggle. Rather than be paraded through Rome as a captive, she took her own life.”

A somber silence fell across the room.

“She chose her end,” Cleo said finally, respect evident in her voice. “Like a true warrior.”

“Something’s telling me I might be heading there soon,” I said carefully, watching their reactions.

“Oh, we just got here,” Thaleia said, mildly disappointed.

“I don’t know for certain,” I told them. “But if I go, it won’t be long.”

They just cuddled up to me.

Zafara nodded, her dark eyes reflecting something ancient and knowing. She rose from the couch, adjusting her silk nightgown. “I should sleep separately tonight,” she said, her fingers unconsciously touching the pendant at her throat. “The dreams are coming stronger now. Antiquity is calling, and I don’t want to wake you all with my restlessness.”

The girls looked at her with concern, but didn’t question her wisdom. They’d learned to trust her mysterious ways.

I stood and walked Zafara to the doorway. Her hand slipped into mine, warm and certain.

“You feel it too, don’t you?” she whispered. “Rome is summoning us.”

I nodded. “It’s getting clearer.”

She kissed me deeply, her lips lingering against mine. When we pulled apart, her eyes held the wisdom of centuries. “Tonight belongs to you and the girls,” she whispered. “Enjoy them fully. Soon, we’ll be traveling again, and ancient Rome awaits us both.”

I returned to the couch where Neferu, Thaleia, Thea, and Cleo were still discussing the film, their bodies warm and relaxed in the evening light. They looked up as I approached, their eyes filled with affection.

“Ladies,” I said, my voice low and intimate, “let’s make the most of tonight. Tomorrow may bring new journeys, but this moment is ours.”

Neferu’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Are you suggesting what I think you are?”

“I am,” I replied, extending my hand. “Come to bed with me. All of you.”

Thaleia was already on her feet, her fingers finding mine. “As priestess of Aphrodite, I would never refuse such an invitation.”

Thea blushed but rose, her nightgown shifting around her curves. Cleo rose to her feet, already pulling me toward the bedroom. I followed my girls inside, closing the door behind us as four pairs of hands reached for me in the darkness.


Chapter 2 Dreams of Rome

After enjoying the girls, I was dreaming deeply. The marble streets of Rome stretched before me, gleaming white in morning sunlight. Blood stained the forum steps. Men in togas argued fiercely, their voices rising above the crowd. Swords clashed somewhere in the distance.

I moved through the dream like a ghost, watching as Caesar fell beneath his assassins’ blades. The republic convulsed. Armies marched across Italy. Octavian, Caesar’s young heir, faced Mark Antony across a blood-soaked battlefield.

The vision shifted. Antony and Cleopatra died. Octavian stood victorious, no longer a boy but a man hardened by civil war. The Senate bestowed a new name upon him: Augustus.

Rome transformed around me. New temples rose from the ashes of conflict. The Palatine Hill blossomed with imperial palaces. Augustus stood in the center of it all, his expression stern as he surveyed his achievements.

But something was wrong. The noble houses seemed quiet, their ancestral masks gathering dust. Few children played in the courtyards of the wealthy. Augustus frowned at scrolls listing birth records, his frustration evident as advisors whispered concerns about declining families.

A tall, elegant woman appeared beside Augustus, her crimson robes marking her as a high priestess. Her amber eyes reflected determination as she whispered in his ear. He nodded, turning toward a temple gleaming with fresh marble.

“Bring me a fertility god,” Augustus commanded. “Rome needs sons.”

The priestess bowed deeply. “I shall summon one through the Temple of Venus Genetrix, my emperor. The Mother of Rome will hear us.”

Inside the temple, incense swirled as the priestess knelt before the altar. Her voice echoed against polished columns as she called into the void between worlds. “Great goddess, send us one who can restore Rome’s vitality…”

* * *

I jolted awake, gasping for breath. My bedroom was dark, the first hints of dawn barely visible through the windows. The girls were warm against my skin, Thaleia’s head on my chest, Thea curled against my side, Cleo’s arm draped possessively across my stomach, and Neferu’s legs intertwined with mine. Their breathing came soft and steady, undisturbed by my sudden wakefulness.

Then I heard it, a faint murmuring from down the hall. It was Zafara.

Carefully, I disentangled myself from the girls, pausing when Thaleia stirred slightly. She settled back into sleep with a sigh as I slipped from the bed and padded barefoot toward Zafara’s room.

Her door stood slightly ajar, a thin beam of candlelight spilling into the hallway. Inside, Zafara lay on her bed, her back arched slightly, eyes closed but moving rapidly beneath her lids. Her pendant glowed with an otherworldly light, clutched tightly between her fingers as she whispered words in a language I didn’t recognize.

I approached slowly, sitting on the edge of her bed. “Zafara?”

Her eyes flashed open suddenly, obsidian black and unfocused. The pendant pulsed once more before dimming to its normal state. She gasped, her chest heaving as she clutched the jewel to her heart.

“Are you alright?” I asked, brushing damp strands of hair from her forehead. “Do you want some water?”

She nodded, her breathing still uneven. “Water… yes.”

I moved to the pitcher on her nightstand, pouring cool water into a glass and helping her sit up to drink. Her fingers trembled slightly as they brushed against mine.

After several sips, her eyes focused properly on my face. A smile, tired but genuine, spread across her lips. “That’s nice of you,” she murmured.

“What did you see?” I asked, setting the glass aside and taking her hand in mine.

She shook her head slightly. “Not now… tomorrow. I need to sort through the images.” Her fingers tightened around mine. “But I know where we’re going next,” she whispered. “Rome. Augustus needs us.”

I smiled and kissed her gently, feeling her lips soften beneath mine. “Rest now,” I murmured against her mouth. “We’ll talk in the morning.”

She nodded, her eyes already growing heavy as I pulled the blanket up over her shoulders. I lingered for a moment, watching her breathing slow, before returning to my bedroom where four beautiful women from antiquity dreamed peacefully in my bed.

I slipped back between them, careful not to wake anyone as I settled into the warm hollow they’d left for me. Thaleia immediately curled against me again, seeking my warmth even in sleep. The steady rhythm of their breathing lulled me back toward dreams.

* * *

When morning light filtered through the windows, I woke up to find myself surrounded by warmth and the sweet scent of sleep-warmed skin. Thaleia’s head rested on my chest, her dark hair spilling across my skin. Thea was curled against my right side, one hand resting on my stomach. Cleo had somehow managed to wrap herself around my left arm, her legs tangled with mine. Neferu lay at the edge, one arm stretched across all of us like she was trying to embrace everyone at once.

I kissed each of them awake, starting with Thaleia, whose lips were closest to mine. She stirred with a murmur, eyes fluttering open to meet mine. “Good morning,” she whispered in her morning voice.

“Good morning,” I said, brushing my lips across her forehead before turning to Thea, whose cheeks flushed pink as I pressed a gentle kiss to her mouth. Cleo received hers with typical Spartan directness, pulling me closer for a moment before releasing me with a satisfied smirk. Neferu also pressed her lips to my cheek, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest as we separated.

“Time to get up,” I said, reluctantly extracting myself from their embrace. “I think Zafara has news for us.”

The girls dressed quickly, each in her own style: Thaleia in a flowing sundress, Thea in modest shorts and a light blouse, Cleo in yoga pants and tank top, and Neferu in a silky wrap. I pulled on jeans and a t-shirt, my mind already racing ahead to whatever Zafara had discovered.

We found her in the living room, seated cross-legged on a cushion before a small arrangement of candles and crystals. Her eyes were closed, her breathing deep and measured as she meditated.

We waited patiently, none of us daring to disturb her meditation. After several minutes, her eyes fluttered open, revealing that distinctive obsidian gaze that seemed to hold secrets from across the centuries.

“I’ve seen it,” she said, her voice calm but weighted. “Rome. The time is clear now.”

I knelt beside her. “Tell us what you saw.”

Zafara took a deep breath, her fingertips still resting lightly on the crystals arranged before her. “Emperor Augustus stands in the Temple of Venus Genetrix, his hands raised in supplication. Rome has survived its civil wars, but at terrible cost.” Her voice took on a rhythmic quality, as though reciting a vision. “The noble families have lost too many sons. Those who remain indulge in luxury rather than duty. The birth rates among patricians have fallen dramatically.”

“Interesting,” I told her. “I dreamed the same thing.”

“You’ve become so strong that Venus has reached even you,” Zafara said, nodding.

“Augustus?” Thaleia asked, settling beside me. “The one who defeated Cleopatra and Mark Antony?”

Zafara nodded. “The very same. He’s built himself an empire from the ashes of the Republic, but he needs more than military victories to secure it. He needs divine legitimacy and heirs for Rome’s future.”

Neferu leaned forward, fascinated. “So you’ll go on another breeding mission?”

“Yes, it seems like it,” I told her.

“He’s offering a fortune in gold to any deity who can restore fertility to Rome’s nobility,” Zafara said. “He’s instituted moral reforms, begun rebuilding temples… but he needs more. He needs divine intervention.” Her eyes were fixed on me. “He’s summoning a fertility god, Nathan. And somehow, across time, that call has reached us.”

“When exactly is this?” I asked.

“After the civil wars ended, but before he instituted the marriage laws, the Lex Julia, that would eventually force Romans to marry and produce children,” Zafara explained. “A critical moment when Rome is being rebuilt both physically and spiritually.”

Thea’s eyes widened. “You’re going to Rome, aren’t you?”

I nodded slowly. “Yes.”

The Greek girls exchanged glances, their expressions falling slightly. Thaleia bit her lower lip, disappointment evident in her eyes. “You’re leaving again so soon?” she asked.

Neferu reached across and took Thaleia’s hand. “It’s not like you think,” she said with gentle understanding. “When we travel to the past, almost no time passes here. When Nathan and Zafara went to Greece, they were gone for months, but I was only waiting.”

“Really?” Thaleia said.

Neferu nodded.

Zafara leaned forward slightly, her expression turning more serious. “Time doesn’t move when we travel back. No matter how long we stay, when we return, it will feel like mere moments have passed here. Although what takes time is the time travel itself, which could be a week.”

“That sounds doable,” Thaleia said. “But how long will you stay there… if that makes sense?”

“Maybe half a year or less,” Zafara said. “It depends on many factors.”

“Oh, before you leave, let us make you something,” Thea suggested.

“Sure,” I said with a smile, and the girls hurried to the kitchen. Zafara, in the meantime, told me she’d prepare the portal.

It didn’t take long for the place to smell like warm spices and sugar. Neferu and Thaleia had taken over the counter, Thea stood by the oven with a wooden spoon, and Cleo was cutting something.

I sat and leaned back on the couch, dreaming of my upcoming adventure of impregnating Roman beauties. I wondered if we’d visit some old places as well, like Egypt, Greece or even Libya.

It didn’t take long for the girls to finish. Zafara and I took our seats, and a moment later, Neferu came over with a warm pastry drizzled with honey and filled with dates, figs, and something nutty. It looked like Egypt, Athens, Corinth, Macedonia, and Sparta had argued and decided to merge into one dessert.

I took a bite, and the sweet, nutty flavors burst across my tongue. It was filling and satiating. “You know how to make leaving impossible.”

Cleo smirked. “That means it worked.”

Thea tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “We wanted to give you something sweet before Rome steals you for a while.”

“It is a dish of many places,” Thaleia said. “Like all of us.”

Neferu nodded proudly. “A farewell blend. According to the movie, Roman guests love pastries, so consider this your training.”

I laughed, chewing. “This beats anything I’ve had.”

When the dessert was over, I stood and checked a few things with Neferu, making sure she had everything they needed. We went over the same things as last time.

I handed my phone to Neferu. “Keep this. If anyone asks, I’m on a business trip and forgot it at home.”

She accepted it with an amused look. “I remember,” Neferu said with a smile.

With everything settled, Zafara and I walked into the center of the living room. She had already cleared the space, preparing for the portal.

She faced me with a knowing smile. “As last time, undress. Rome will provide us with proper clothing once we arrive.”

I pulled off my shirt and dropped my shorts. Zafara slipped out of her wrap, leaving only her amulet resting against her bare skin. The room felt quiet except for the faint crackle of the oil lamp they had left burning on the table.

Neferu stepped forward first, pressing her warm body against mine in a tight hug. “One last kiss,” she whispered.

I lifted her chin and kissed her, slow and deep. When she let go, Thaleia came next, resting her forehead against my chest for a moment before kissing my jaw and then right on the lips. Thea gave me a shy kiss, but I embraced her warmly. Cleo kissed me intimately as well, and I palmed her ass during the contact.

Then they stood in a small half-circle, watching with wide eyes. Zafara raised her hand. The amulet glowed, casting pale light across her breasts and down her stomach. She began to chant, the words slipping into the air like ancient words waking from sleep.

The space in front of us rippled, then pulled upward into a spinning circle of light. The energy brushed across my skin, familiar but still powerful enough to raise goosebumps.

Zafara looked at me. “It is ready.”

I gave the girls one last look.

Neferu crossed her arms. “Do not stay in Rome too long.”

Thaleia smiled. “Come back safely.”

Thea waved timidly. “Bring a souvenir.”

Cleo lifted her chin. “Bring some Roman girls.”

“I’ll fulfil all of your wishes,” I promised them. “Take care and have fun while I’m gone.”

I reached for Zafara’s hand. She squeezed mine, steady and sure.

Together, we stepped forward and left the mansion, the morning light, and the girls behind as the portal swallowed us in a rush of sound and brightness.


Chapter 3 Rome

The time travel hit hard this time. Light blurred into streaks, the world folded in on itself, and then the ground rose to meet me. I staggered when my feet touched polished stone, the dizziness coming in a heavy wave that made the entire room tilt for a moment. Zafara immediately caught my arm, steadying me. Her fingers squeezed gently as she looked into my eyes, checking for more than just balance. “Are you alright?” she asked.

I nodded, swallowing against the dryness in my mouth. “Yeah. Just… give me a second. Feels like being dropped into a dream too fast.” She stayed close until I straightened fully. Only then did I start to notice the air around us. The scent of incense was the first thing that hit me: rich, floral, and heavy in a way that clung to the back of my throat. It mixed with the mineral coolness of carved stone and faint traces of burning oil from bronze lamps flickering in the corners.

As my vision sharpened, the beauty of the place pulled me in. “Where are we?”

“The Temple of Venus Genetrix,” Zafara told me. “The goddess of fertility and sensuality.”

The architecture spoke for itself. Towering marble columns stretched upward, carved with roses, vines, and patterns that caught the golden light from the oil lamps. The marble under my bare feet was pure, uncracked, and untouched by the decay I’d only ever seen in museums or documentaries. The temple was alive, newly built, still echoing with the devotion of those who tended it. A beam of moonlight came through an opening in the ceiling, pooling on the central altar like a blessing.

Then I realized we weren’t alone. A circle of women surrounded the altar: priestesses in flowing white stolas and thin golden bands, noblewomen in finely draped attire, even a few Vestal Virgins with their distinctive braided hair and woolen fillets. They were frozen where they stood, arms mid-lift with incense bowls or flower garlands, staring at us as if we were spirits. None of them spoke, not even whispered. The shock on their faces told me exactly what they thought had just occurred. They hadn’t seen two people appear. They had seen a sign, a divine arrival inside their most sacred space.

One woman stepped forward. Older than the others, with streaks of gold braided into her dark hair. Her dress was heavier than the others’, layered and embroidered at the edges, the kind of clothing that clearly belonged to someone of high rank. A long white shawl hung from her shoulders, pinned at her collarbone with a carved bone brooch that caught the light.

She lifted her gaze to me and Zafara, her eyes widening as if she were seeing something impossible. Then her legs seemed to give out beneath her. She dropped to her knees, forehead touching the polished marble floor. The sweep of her clothing across the stone whispered through the chamber, and every woman behind her followed, twenty bodies bowing at once, trembling as if a god had just entered the room.

When she finally spoke, her voice was filled with awe and fear. “Venus has sent her consort.” She stayed bowed, hands spread flat on the cold floor. “Welcome, divine one. Rome has prayed for you.”

Zafara’s hand tightened around my arm. I wasn’t sure if she was steadying me or herself. But standing in the center of that moonlit chamber, surrounded by kneeling priestesses, I felt the weight of Rome settle on my shoulders.

The priestesses stayed kneeling, heads bowed in absolute silence, until the woman in front finally rose enough to speak again. She didn’t stand fully, only lifted her gaze to look up at me from her kneeling posture. Her voice was steadier now, touched with reverence. “I am Aurelia Vestiana,” she said. “High Priestess of Venus Genetrix and custodian of this holy shrine.” Her eyes moved slowly across my face, then to Zafara, reading us with the depth of someone who had lived her entire life interpreting omens and divine signs. “For weeks we have prayed to the goddess for a blessing of life, a sign to guide Rome toward renewal.” She exhaled. “And tonight… You appeared in her light.”

Zafara dipped her head in acknowledgment, her posture calm yet commanding in a way only she could manage. “I’m Zafara, a time-travelling mage, and this is Nathan, the fertility God you’ve all been waiting for. We heard your summons,” she said, her voice warm but unwavering.

Aurelia brought a hand to her chest, visibly moved. Around her, the other priestesses lifted their heads, though none dared stand. Some had tears in their eyes. Others stared at us with a mixture of awe and disbelief. A few of the younger women seemed afraid to breathe too loudly.

I shifted my stance, not wanting to intimidate them further, but there was no way to look anything but otherworldly after appearing inside a sacred ritual. Their fear wasn’t unkind; it was the kind people had when faced with something larger than their understanding.

Aurelia finally rose to her feet, smoothing her clothing with hands that trembled. She took a careful step forward. “Rome must know of this moment,” she said. “Our Princeps must be told before the night fades.” She gestured to two young attendants at her sides. “Go. Run to the Palatine Hill. Tell Augustus Caesar that Venus has answered. Tell him a divine messenger has come.”

The two priestesses didn’t hesitate. They gathered their robes, bowed, and rushed out of the temple with the urgency of people carrying world-changing news.

Aurelia turned back to us. “He will want to see you at once. These omens… this arrival… Rome stands at the edge of great change.” She paused, then lowered her voice. “Princeps Augustus is a man who believes deeply in destiny. If he understands what you are, he will protect you.”

Zafara’s hand brushed my arm again, a silent message: let her speak, let her guide.

I nodded once, and Aurelia’s shoulders relaxed, reassured.

Aurelia’s gaze drifted down to our nude bodies, her composure momentarily faltering. “Oh! Forgive me, divine ones. You must be provided with proper attire.” She turned to the remaining priestesses. “Flora, Cassia, fetch suitable garments for our guests. The finest we have.”

Two young women hurried away, and minutes later, Flora and Cassia returned, arms laden with folded fabric in rich colors.

“For the divine messenger,” Flora said, stepping forward with a bundle of pristine white cloth edged with purple. Her eyes remained respectfully lowered as she presented it to me. “A toga virilis, worn by the noblest men of Rome.”

Cassia approached Zafara with a deep blue garment. “And for the lady, a stola with a matching palla.” She paused, then added, “I’ve brought gold fibulae to fasten them. They belonged to a statue of Venus herself.”

As they drew closer to help with the dressing, their eyes wandered downward. Both women froze, their gazes fixed on my exposed manhood. Flora’s eyes widened, and she exchanged a glance with Cassia before both erupted into nervous, hushed giggles.

“Forgive us,” Flora whispered, her cheeks flushing crimson as she tried to compose herself. “It’s just… truly the mark of divinity.”

“Like the statues of Priapus in the gardens,” Cassia added in an awed whisper, “but more magnificent.”

Their tittering spread to the other attendants, who stole glances and covered their mouths, whispering behind their hands about the proportions that surely confirmed my godly status.

Aurelia, hearing the commotion, stepped forward to reprimand her charges but stopped short when her gaze followed theirs. Her composure, cultivated through years of religious discipline, crumbled instantly. Her jaw slackened, lips parting in astonishment as she beheld what the younger women had already noticed.

“By Venus herself,” she said, quickly averting her eyes and attempting to recover her dignity. “Indeed, there can be no doubt of your divine nature.” Then she shook her head. “Sorry, Nathan.”

“It’s alright,” I said, knowing it wasn’t the first time and it wouldn’t be the last.

With Flora’s guidance, I donned the toga, the fabric surprisingly lighter than I’d expected as it draped across my shoulder and wrapped around my body.

Across the chamber, Zafara stood dressed in her deep blue stola. Golden fibulae glinted at her shoulders, securing the matching palla that draped perfectly behind her, the kind of shawl Roman women used for modesty and ceremony.

“So,” Aurelia said as she extended a hand toward the temple entrance. “Please. Allow me to escort you.”

We walked through the temple together, moving past braziers and towering columns carved with roses, past priestesses who bowed their heads as we passed. The air was warm and fragrant, heavy with rose incense and oil. Zafara stayed at my side. She always paid attention to the smallest details of a new era; I could practically feel her studying everything.

Outside the temple, Rome opened before us like a story you could walk inside. Moonlight washed over paved streets and marble buildings, and torches flickered on doorways and balconies. Women passed, carrying amphorae of wine or jugs of water from fountains. Men in tunics walked home from evening meals, speaking in low voices. Somewhere in the distance, a lyre played, accompanied by singing from a nearby courtyard.

Aurelia led us along a paved walkway that descended from the temple’s steps into the heart of Caesar’s Forum. In daylight, it was probably busy and loud, but at night it felt surreal. The marble glowed under the torches, the statues cast long shadows, and the colonnades looked like gateways to endless hallways of history. I couldn’t believe it.

“This is the Forum of Julius Caesar,” Aurelia said, slowing her pace so we could take it in. “His temple stands over there.” She gestured toward a structure decorated with reliefs of chariot victories and carved eagles. “Augustus built it in honor of his adoptive father.”

Even without knowing every detail of Roman architecture, I could feel the significance. This was not tourist Rome filled with scammers, ruins and pigeons, this was the real thing, the beating heart of an empire still rising.

We passed a group of men lighting torches under a portico. When their eyes landed on me and Zafara, they froze. One dropped the torch he was holding, letting it roll onto the stones before scrambling to pick it up again. I heard what they whispered, tall, godlike foreigner.

Up close, Romans didn’t look like the statues; idealized marble wasn’t reality. They were tan from working outside, with olive to warm tan skin tones common across the Mediterranean. Their hair ranged from deep brown to black, with the occasional lighter shade mixed in; it was cut short in the typical Roman fashion, brushed forward slightly, and the fringe cropped neatly across the forehead. Their faces were strong and sharp, with straight noses and defined jaws, but softened by the lines of long days of labor and heat.

Most were clean-shaven or wore only short, trimmed stubble; full beards were rare except among older men. Their eyes were various shades of brown, hazel, or darker gray.

Their clothing was simple but practical. Tunics of undyed wool or linen reached just above the knees, belted at the waist. Some had darker stripes, which I suspected marked their social rank. Their sandals were worn, strapped securely around muscular calves. Although most of them were jacked, living in Rome meant work, walking, hauling, and surviving. These weren’t gym bodies. They were practical bodies shaped by real life.

walking past them, I understood why they stared. I was taller than every man in that group by more than a head, and my blond hair, longer and falling to my shoulders, must’ve looked bizarre to them. And the way Zafara carried herself only added to the impression.

The women stopped walking when they saw us, their eyes widening in the same startled way. Their skin had a warmth to it, olive, tan, and sun-kissed, though some were paler, probably higher status and not working under the sun as much. Their faces were strong but pretty, with sharp noses, high cheekbones, and lips that seemed naturally soft. Their eyes were almost all brown or hazel, with the occasional green or blue glinting in the torchlight.

Their hair was darker, shades of brown, chestnut, deep black, pulled back into tight braids and coils pinned at the back of their heads. I didn’t know the names of the styles, only that they were intricate and done with the kind of care I didn’t see much in the modern world. Some wore ribbons or little pins in their hair, catching the light when they turned.

Their clothing looked heavier than Greek outfits and far less revealing than anything Egyptian. Long dresses, simple but beautiful, fell all the way to their feet, tied under the bust or around the waist with fabric cords. Over their shoulders hung shawls or wraps. The colors were earthy: reds, creams, light yellows, or soft greens. Nothing flashy, but rich in a quiet, dignified way. Some wore jewelry: thin bracelets, earrings of gold or bronze, and small pendants resting just above their chests.

They looked a bit more reserved and feminine. They walked with their hands close to their bodies, but they, along with the men, kept stealing glances at us.

Aurelia lifted her chin. “Lower your eyes,” she told a group of men as we passed them. “You stand in the presence of a divine visitor.”

They obeyed instantly.

Zafara glanced at me with the faintest curve of her lips, amused by how easily authority shifted in ancient worlds. “They see omens in everything,” she whispered. “Your arrival will strike them deeply.”

As we walked, the Forum echoed with our footsteps. Aurelia kept speaking, explaining pieces of the city, not to overwhelm us, but because she wanted us to understand the gravity of where we were.

“The city prays for guidance,” she said. “Fertility wanes. Families struggle. The wars have left scars deeper than any blade. Many believe only divine intervention can bring renewal.”

Her words sank into me heavier than the Roman heat. I’d heard something like this before: Egypt’s suffering under Ramses, Greece dying after the Persian invasions. Now Rome, too, stood on the brink.

We ascended toward the Palatine Hill, which Aurelia explained was the political and sacred seat of the empire. Torches lined the path leading upward between gardens of trimmed hedges and marble fountains that reflected the moonlight like pools of silver.

Aurelia spoke again when the palace walls came into view. “Augustus is not a king,” she said carefully. “He does not wish to be one. But he carries the burden of Rome on his shoulders, and he listens to signs with great intention. If he believes Venus has sent you…” She stopped walking and looked at me fully for the first time since leaving the temple. “Then Rome itself will open its doors to you.”

Her certainty made my skin prickle.

The closer we came to the palace, the stronger the pull in my chest felt.

Zafara sensed it too. She brushed against my arm lightly, her voice meant only for me. “Your destiny tied itself to this place long before we stepped through the portal. Do not fear what comes.”

We reached the top of the hill. The Palatine Palace rose above us in rows of gleaming stone, lit by torches and the silver wash of the moon. Guards in armor stood at the entrance, their helmets casting sharp shadows over their faces. When they saw Aurelia, they straightened, but when their attention drifted to me, their hands tightened on their spears for just a moment, instinct rather than hostility. They didn’t know what they were seeing, but they knew it mattered.

Aurelia raised her hand. “Inform the Princeps that his guests have arrived.”

One guard nodded and entered the hall at once.

The other stared at me, awe slowly replacing suspicion.

We followed Aurelia through the entrance and into the palace proper, the air cooling the moment we stepped beneath the stone vaults. Torches burned in bronze holders mounted along the walls, their flames flickering against frescoes painted with mythological scenes: Venus rising from the sea, Mars lifting a spear, Julius Caesar crowned with a laurel wreath. Servants moved briskly across the hall, sandals tapping against polished floors, some carrying scrolls, others trays of food or amphorae of water. Every one of them looked up as we passed, and each expression shifted from mild attention to startled awe when their eyes fell on me.

We reached a larger chamber where two guards waited. These weren’t the everyday soldiers of the Forum. Their armor was darker, polished to a gleam, and fitted closer to their bodies. The muscles of their arms and calves were taut beneath the metal and leather straps, and their helmets bore plumes that set them apart. Their faces were stoic, but not unreadable; both men studied me in the way professionals evaluated threats. A guard’s gaze lingered on my shoulders, my height, and the way Zafara walked with too much confidence to be any sort of captive or servant.

Aurelia lifted her hand, and one guard stepped aside, pulling open a heavy curtain.

Inside, the room expanded into a warm, lamplit space lined with scroll cabinets, low tables, and statues. At the far end stood a man whose presence filled the room without him needing to move or speak. It was Augustus.

He wasn’t imposing in the physical way I expected. He was of average Roman height, maybe five foot seven, with a frame built more from discipline than brute strength. His skin was fairer than most Romans we’d passed, the kind that came from noble birth and less time in direct sun. His hair was a sandy, light brown, cut in the Roman style, brushed forward in controlled short locks. His face was sharply defined with a straight nose, firm mouth, and tired but intelligent eyes, the color of light hazel or pale brown. There was something youthful about him, yet also something old, as if the stress of ruling had pressed years into the edges of his expression.

He wore a white toga with a deep purple band along the edge, simple but unmistakably the insignia of Rome’s highest authority. Not a crown, not armor, and nothing theatrical, just the garment of a man who didn’t need symbols to prove his status.

He didn’t come toward us. His eyes met mine, and in that moment, the entire room seemed to sharpen around him.

Aurelia bowed deeply. “Augustus, Rome receives the sign it prayed for. Venus has answered. Her consort stands before you.”

Augustus didn’t bow. But he inclined his head the smallest amount, acknowledging the ritual without letting it dictate his authority. His gaze stayed on me, steady, assessing, sharper than any politician I’d seen in the modern world.

“You arrived inside the temple?” he asked, his voice quiet but carrying through the chamber.

“Yes,” Zafara answered before I could. “Through the path that opens when worlds call. Rome is in need, and the signs aligned.”

Augustus examined me again. Not with fear. Not even with awe. With calculation, like a man weighing the value of a weapon, or the trustworthiness of an ally. “You are taller than any German I have met,” he said. “And you do not carry yourself like a barbarian.” His gaze shifted briefly to Zafara. “The two of you… You do not belong to any people I know.”

Zafara met his eyes calmly. “We belong where we are needed.”

A faint flicker of interest crossed his expression. That alone said more about him than any history book could. He was cautious, but hungry for advantage.

“Rome seeks renewal,” Aurelia said gently. “The omens have been clear.”

Augustus didn’t take his eyes off me as he responded. “Omens are tools, not answers.”

Then he stepped closer, closing the distance between us. “They say you were sent to restore life to those who cannot bear it any longer. That you carry some divine gift.” His gaze dipped to my hands, then returned to my face. “But Rome does not bow to stories. Rome tests men. We discover truth in proof.”

Zafara leaned slightly toward me, her shoulder grazing mine. “He wants a demonstration,” she murmured.

Augustus didn’t look angry or offended. He looked like a man who had spent his life surrounded by pretenders, liars, desperate men, and ambitious fools. Augustus wasn’t going to accept me because a priestess said so. He would accept me only if Rome itself was forced to kneel to what I could do.

“So you claim you can impregnate anyone?”

I nodded. “Yes.”

He took a slow breath, his eyes narrowing slightly, not in hostility, but in thought. “There is one woman I trust beyond all others,” he finally said. “A woman whose dignity Rome reveres, whose virtue even my enemies praise.” His gaze slid away from me and toward the guards. “Send for my sister, Octavia.”

Moments later, the curtain parted and a woman stepped inside. Octavia Minor, Augustus’s sister.

Being in her forties, she was beautiful in the way that time cannot diminish. Her hair was dark brown, streaked lightly with gold from the sun, braided into an intricate knot that rested at the back of her head. Her skin, a warm olive smoothened by oils and careful care, carried faint lines that only made her expression wiser. She wore a stola of violet with a golden border at the hem, perfectly arranged, flowing down to her sandals. No flaunting, no gaudiness, just nobility.

Octavia turned her head slowly toward me, her brown eyes warm but sharp, taking in every inch of me with a strange curiosity.

Augustus stepped aside so she could approach. She took a few steps forward, her stola brushing against the polished floor, and came to stand only an arm’s length from me. She was a head shorter, but her presence met mine without shrinking. Her gaze moved over my shoulders, my jaw, my hair, lingering longer than was expected from a woman famed for her modesty. When her eyes returned to mine, there was a quiet spark inside them.

“So…” she said calmly, “you are the one Rome believes Venus has sent.”

Her voice was low and elegant, the voice of someone used to speeches, ceremonies, and diplomacy. Yet underneath, I heard genuine intrigue. A woman who had lived through wars, marriages and loss… and finally encountered something she didn’t understand at first glance.

I inclined my head slightly. “If the gods have chosen me, then I’m here to serve what Rome needs.”

Octavia faintly smiled, and the expression softened her features beautifully. “Rome always needs something. But rarely does it receive it.” She studied me again, slower this time. “You are unlike any man I have seen.”

Zafara offered a quiet smirk behind me, clearly noticing Octavia’s gaze.

Octavia continued, “Your height… your hair… your bearing. You do not stand like a supplicant. You stand like someone used to being followed.”

I wasn’t sure if that was praise or simply an observation, but coming from her, it felt like both.

Augustus’s voice cut through the quiet, though he didn’t raise it. “Sister.” He crossed his arms, his expression unreadable but intent. “Rome seeks renewal, and this man claims to carry the gift of it. But I will not put faith in claims alone.”

Octavia turned her head toward him, waiting.

“I ask you,” Augustus said, “not as the emperor, but as your brother… Would you take part in the test of his fertile divinity? Not by command, but by your own consent.”

The entire room held its breath.

I could tell that it wasn’t common for Augustus to request rather than order. And it wasn’t common for Octavia to be offered a choice in something that had felt ordained from the moment she walked in.

She looked back at me, studying me. Her gaze traveled over my chest, my arms, the line of my shoulders, and the way my hair rested against them. It wasn’t lust. Octavia was far too controlled for that. It was appreciation, curiosity, and a woman unexpectedly stirred by the presence of a stranger who didn’t look like any Roman man she’d ever met.

“I have been part of Rome’s duties my entire life,” she said at last. “If Venus has sent a sign… then it would be an honor to be part of Rome’s rebirth.”

Augustus nodded, approval mixed with relief. “Then it is decided … And if you fail,” he said, narrowing his eyes on me. “You’ll be crucified.”

I nodded. “When do I start?”

Augustus turned to Octavia. “It’s up to you.”

Octavia turned to me again, and I felt her growing wetness, heat swelling and spreading along her lips. As a fertility God, I could easily sense when a woman was aroused. And it was happening right in front of my eyes.

“Now,” Octavia said impassively, trying to hide what was going on between her legs.

She stepped one small pace closer to me, close enough that I could smell the faint mix of myrrh and honey oil in her hair. Close enough that she tilted her chin up slightly to meet my gaze.

Augustus’s eyebrows lifted, almost surprised, but he inclined his head. “Very well … The mage and Aurelia remain with me.”

He and Aurelia stepped back, leaving a polite distance. Guards stayed, but far enough not to intrude. Zafara remained near the door, watching with quiet curiosity.

“Are you ready to come with me?” Octavia said, gently smiling.

“I am,” I said.

She walked, and I followed after her, exiting the palace. Out of everyone’s sight, Octavia’s expression opened in a way it hadn’t before. “I want to know something,” she murmured.

“What do you want to know?” I asked.

She looked up into my eyes, searching them, as if trying to see whether I was mortal or divine, pretending or destined.

“Do you truly believe,” she asked, “that what is in you … can bring life where life no longer grows?”

“Yes,” I said. “Not because of who I am. But because of what I carry for those who need it.”

Octavia exhaled, the breath leaving her lips slowly, almost as if she’d been holding it for years. “Good,” she whispered. “I like your confidence … And many other things.”

“We just met,” I said.

She chuckled. “There are a lot of things you’ll notice by a single glance.”

Octavia’s villa was not far from the Palatine. A private domus, shielded behind stone walls and manicured hedges. The guards remained at the gates, allowing us privacy as we stepped into the peristyle courtyard, open to the sky, framed by columns of pale travertine. A rectangular pool lay in the center, catching the last of the torchlight in its rippling surface. Orange trees lined the edges, their scent faint beneath the heavier perfume of oil lamps and late-blooming roses.

Octavia walked ahead, her white stola trailing lightly behind her. I followed, checking her out now and then.

“You have the bearing of someone who knows how to watch a room,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “And you didn’t flinch when Augustus threatened to kill you.”

“I’ve been tested before,” I said. “And not everyone who wanted to see me fail lived long enough to enjoy it.”

She laughed, just once, but it sounded genuine. “He has to test you. We’ve been burned by promises before.”

We passed a mosaic floor depicting Venus rising from the sea, surrounded by dolphins and nereids. The artistry was remarkable.

“My family has always been tied to the gods,” Octavia said as we walked deeper into her home. “Some say my brother was chosen. Others say he made himself divine. Either way … the burden falls on all of us.”

There was no bitterness in her voice, but wisdom. The kind that comes after too many sacrifices made in the name of duty.

“I’ve had two husbands,” she continued. “One died young. The other left more wounds than children. My last attempt to bear a child was over ten years ago. The healers told me it was no longer possible.” She paused, then added, “Rome stopped expecting it from me. So did I.”

I looked at her then, not just as a symbol, but as a woman. Her profile was striking, lit by oil lamp glow: high cheekbones, a patrician nose, lips full and composed, and eyes the color of polished bronze. I found her attractive, and I couldn’t wait to see her fully nude.

“They were wrong,” I said quietly. “You’re still beautiful. And you’re not done yet.”

She didn’t answer right away, but I saw the way her fingers tensed slightly at her side. The compliment had reached her, cut through the composure like a clean blade.

We turned a corner and reached her private quarters. The domus here was quiet and warm. Curtains of dyed linen parted as she led me into a room with couches, low tables, and walls painted with scenes from myths.

“My bedroom is through there,” she said, nodding toward a side chamber. “But I’ll need a moment first. If I’m to be part of something divine… I’d rather not smell like politics.”

“I’ll wait for you,” I said.

“You may have a seat at the divan,” she said with a smile.

I sat down, as she disappeared through an arched doorway, and I heard the faint sound of water being poured into a stone basin, followed by the clink of glass vessels and the rustle of fabric. She was undressing, and I already felt blood starting to flow south.

Left alone, I stepped toward a carved wooden bench and sat down. The furniture was luxurious, Roman craftsmanship at its peak. The cushion beneath me was soft, the scent of lavender oil lingering in the air. I noticed a low shelf nearby, partly hidden by a curtain. Curiosity got the better of me. I rose to my feet and headed there. Inside, I saw items I wasn’t entirely expecting. A few delicate glass phials, oils, probably. Scented, judging by the dried herbs still clinging to the rims. A bronze mirror shaped like Venus herself. And further back, tucked discreetly beside a rolled scroll, something intimate. It wasn’t modern, not plastic or mechanical, but clearly shaped for pleasure. Polished ivory, smooth and rounded. A Roman touch to a universal curiosity. It was an ancient dildo, used by one of the most powerful women of antiquity.

I let out a breath. Octavia, it seemed, was not as dispassionate as she appeared.

Next to it, the scroll caught my eye. I leaned forward and unfurled the edge, just enough to glimpse a painted scene.

The scroll revealed itself to be much more than historical records or poetry. As I unrolled it further, explicit illustrations appeared: paintings of couples entwined in explicit scenes, bodies joined in ways that left nothing to the imagination. The artwork was beautiful, sensual, and erotic. Some scenes showed a woman pleasuring herself with an object similar to the ivory phallus on the shelf. Some showed her getting bent over and fucked. Some showed a slave girl licking her, and some others showed lesbian scenes of two women scissoring.

I rolled the scroll closed, my mind connecting the evidence before me. Octavia, sister of Rome’s emperor, kept these hidden pleasures in her private chambers. The thought of her alone, using that carved ivory while looking at these images, sent heat coursing through my veins. I imagined her lying back on her bed, her noble composure abandoned as she chased her next climax with her own hands and these sacred toys.

From the bathing chamber came the splash of water and the scent of oils. The rosy aromas mingled with the steam that drifted through the partially open door. I caught the sound of Octavia humming to herself, a melody I didn’t recognize but that sounded ancient and intimate.

“I’ll join you shortly,” she called.

“Take your time,” I said, moving away from her private collection. “No need to rush.”

I returned to the divan, my imagination still filled with visions of Octavia pleasuring herself with the ivory phallus while studying those explicit scrolls. My body responded strongly to these thoughts, and I adjusted my toga to hide the evidence.

Several minutes passed before I heard the water drain and the soft padding of feet across stone. When Octavia finally came back, she was wrapped in a thin linen towel that clung to her damp skin. Her hair hung loose and wet around her shoulders, freed from its elaborate braids. Droplets of water traced paths down her neck and disappeared beneath the edge of the towel.

She looked like Venus herself stepping from the sea, not the idealized goddess of statues, but a real woman with smooth curves. She glowed with health, beauty and status. This wasn’t any kind of woman after all.

Octavia crossed the room and sat beside me on the divan, close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from her freshly bathed skin. The scent of rose oil was stronger now, mixed with a femininity that was purely hers.

“You found my collection,” she said, nodding toward the shelf. There was no embarrassment in her tone, only a frank acknowledgment.

“I did,” I admitted. “I wasn’t trying to pry.”

She laughed. “In a city of politics and pretense, sometimes pleasure is the only honest thing left.” Her eyes met mine. “Even a woman of my position needs moments of release.”

“There’s no shame in that,” I said. “Desire is as natural as breathing.”

“Most men would disagree. They believe a woman of my status should be above such desires.” Her eyes flickered to my lips. “But I’ve never been interested in what most men think.”

I leaned closer, drawn by the honesty in her words. “What are you interested in?”

Her hand moved to my thigh, fingers tracing the edge of my toga. “Right now? Testing if you’re truly divine.”

She eyed my lips, and I felt drawn to them immediately. It happened as if in slow motion. It grew warmer and warmer till finally her lips pressed against mine.

She was so warm and smooth, and Octavia kissed with the confidence of an experienced woman. When I slipped in my tongue, I felt her mouth, and it was warm and tasted of honey wine. I cupped her face, feeling her damp hair brush against my wrist.

I lost myself in the kiss, and eventually, I forgot I was on a mission.

“I’m so curious,” she whispered against my mouth. “And I’m getting excited too.”

My hand slid down her neck, over her collarbone, and found the edge of her towel. As we kissed again, deeper this time, I let my fingers slip beneath the fabric, finding the warm skin of her inner thigh.

Octavia moaned when my hand moved higher, finding the slick heat between her legs. “By Venus,” she said, breaking our kiss to look at me with wide eyes. “I’ve never… I’m so…”

“Wet,” I finished for her, circling my fingers through her abundant arousal. “Your body knows what it wants.”

She trembled, spreading her thighs wider. “How is this possible? I haven’t felt this way in years, perhaps never.”

I continued stroking her, feeling her grow even wetter under my touch. “I’m a fertility God. I awaken what sleeps inside you.”

Octavia moaned, her head falling back as her hips lifted to meet my hand. The towel loosened, falling open to reveal the curve of her breasts.

“I want to see all of you,” I said, standing and untying my toga. The heavy fabric fell away, pooling at my feet.

Octavia’s eyes widened as she took in my naked form, her gaze fixing on my erection. “By all the gods,” she whispered, one hand covering her mouth in surprise. “It’s magnificent. Like something carved for a temple, but… alive.”

I reached down and gently unwrapped her towel, revealing her body fully to my gaze. Octavia’s curves were lush and womanly: strong thighs tapering to shapely calves and wide hips. Between her legs, dark curls glistened with her honey. Her breasts were full and heavy, tipped with peachy nipples that hardened under my gaze. Her stomach, soft with a gentle roundness, rose and fell with quickened breaths. Above it all, her face flushed with desire, her dark eyes holding mine without shame.

“Beautiful,” I said, meaning it. There was something powerful about her mature beauty, more compelling than any younger woman could hope to match.

Octavia slid from the divan to her knees before me, her eyes never leaving mine as she settled on the mosaic floor. “I want to taste your divinity,” she whispered. “Let me worship as a priestess should.”

“Go ahead,” I said, leaning back and enjoying the show.

Her fingers wrapped around my shaft, and she gasped at the warmth pulsing beneath her touch. In awe, she studied the balls and the pinkish color, cupping them before looking at the throbbing tip. When her lips finally parted to take me into her mouth, a moan escaped her throat. Her mouth was warm and snug like an oral pussy, and she took her time as she sucked on the tip slowly before pushing it deeper into her mouth till she gagged.

“So this is what the gods taste like,” she murmured against my skin, pulling back to look up at me with wonder in her eyes as her saliva dribbled down my cock. She giggled, unexpected from a woman of her dignity. “A blessing indeed. I never imagined…” Not hesitating, she took me deeper, her laughter punctuated by massive girth.

I tangled my fingers in her damp hair, guiding her gently. The sensation of her warm mouth around me, coupled with the sight of Rome’s most noble woman on her knees in worship, sent waves of heat through my body. Her lips stretched like rubber bands, and I saw the look in her eyes that she’d been starved of masculine flesh.

After several minutes of sucking and slobbering over my cock, I lifted her chin. “My turn to taste you.”

I guided her to the bed and laid her back against the linens. Her thighs parted willingly as I settled between them. Her pussy had the color of a raspberry and the scent of honey. The labia were puffy and wide open, pulling me closer with their intoxicating scent. Droplets clung to the lips, and I watched as more juice kept flowing out like an endless river. Suddenly, I was an inch away from her flesh, and I stuck out my tongue. At the first touch of her core, Octavia threw her head back, her back arching off the bed.

“Jupiter’s thunder,” she said, her composure completely abandoned. “That feels so good.”

I worked my tongue in slow circles, enjoying her nectar as it flowed freely. Her hands found my hair, gripping tightly as her hips began to move in rhythm with my mouth. When I slid two fingers inside her, curling them upward, she moaned deeper.

I parted her pussy with my two fingers, seeing her pink flesh up close as I licked her deeply. I came off with a kiss as my cock throbbed harder than ever. As her trembling subsided, I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance. “Are you ready to receive my gift?” I asked, brushing damp strands of hair from her flushed face.

“Yes,” Octavia whispered, her eyes liquid with desire. “Fill me with your divinity.”

I mounted her with my cock against her sex. I rubbed it up and down, spreading her nectar all over me. Then I pushed in the tip, and I entered her slowly, feeling her body yield and welcome me inch by inch. She was tight for a middle-aged woman, her inner muscles gripping me. Once I was halfway inside her, she looked me in the eyes. “Go on.” I pushed in a couple of more inches till I stretched her completely. We both paused, breathing heavily, adjusting to the profound connection.

“Wow,” she said, her hands finding my shoulders. “Go on, fuck me.”

I began to fuck her, slow and deep, and that soon had Octavia moaning beneath me. Her legs wrapped around my waist, drawing me deeper for each thrust. With each stroke, I felt my powers stirring, the ancient fertility magic building within me.

“I’m going to make you pregnant again,” I whispered against her ear. “I’m going to fill your womb with life.”

“Yes,” she said, digging her nails into my shoulders. “Give me what Rome needs.”

Her words ignited something primal within me. I increased my pace, driving deeper with each thrust. Our bodies moved together in perfect rhythm, slick with sweat despite the cool night air. Octavia met every thrust with equal force, her hips rising to take me fully.

“Nathan,” she gasped, my name sounding exotic on her Roman tongue. “I feel you… everywhere.”

I could feel my power building, the divine fertility energy that had made me who I was. It coursed through my veins, concentrated in my loins as I continued to drive into her pussy. Her eyes widened as my length and girth filled her perfectly, pleasuring her sensitive, wet walls.

She arched her back, her breasts bouncing and jiggling as drops of sweat adorned her collarbone. “Oh,” she moaned, closing her eyes. Her inner walls clenched around me as a climax overtook her. She squirmed and writhed beneath me, releasing moan after moan as the sweetness between her legs just became even sweeter.

“I’m going to fill you,” I groaned, feeling the pressure building. “I’m going to make you a mother again.”

With those words, I drove into her one final time and erupted. I could literally feel the life-giving energy pouring from me into her, each jet of cum carrying the promise of new life. My vision blurred with the force of it, stars dancing behind my eyelids as I emptied myself completely into her waiting womb.

When I finally collapsed beside her, both of us panting, Octavia lay still for several moments, her hands pressed to her lower abdomen.

“Are you alright?” I asked, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

She nodded slowly, then glanced down between her legs where my seed was beginning to leak from her. Her eyes widened in astonishment.

“It’s… glowing,” she whispered, reaching down to touch the pearly substance. Between her fingers, it shimmered with an opalescent light, tiny flecks catching the lamplight like crushed diamonds. “It sparkles like the stars themselves.”

She brought her fingers closer to her face, examining the glistening fluid with wonder. “I’ve never seen anything like this. It’s warm… and it tingles on my skin.” Her eyes met mine, filled with awe. “This truly is divine seed.”

I smiled, pulling her closer to me. “It carries life. Your womb will quicken with it.”

Octavia nestled against my chest, her body still trembling slightly from our lovemaking. “Will you stay the night?” she asked, her voice suddenly vulnerable, so different from her royal tone.

“Of course, I will,” I said, pulling her closer.

“Thank you,” she said and then slowly both of us fell asleep.


Chapter 4 Octavia

The first thing I noticed was warmth. Not the heat of the Roman sun, but the softer kind, skin on skin, legs tangled, and breath brushing my collarbone. I opened my eyes slowly. We were still wrapped around each other, the linen sheet low over our hips. My arm rested across her waist, and my chest pressed against the curve of her back. Her ass was backed against my crotch, and my erection was nestled in the crack of her lovely ass. Her hair smelled faintly of myrrh and honey. I could feel her heartbeat where our bodies touched.

Octavia shifted, murmuring something unintelligible as she stirred. Then, as the light filtered through the pale linen curtains hanging loosely over the open window, she tilted her head slightly back toward me.

“I haven’t slept that deeply in years,” she whispered. Her voice still carried the rasp of sleep. “Perhaps ever.”

I brushed my lips gently along her shoulder. “I’m glad I could help.”

She turned in my arms, her body stretching. Her eyes blinked open and met mine. “God of Fertility,” she said with a faint smirk. “You may be more persuasive than I expected.”

“You say that like you were resisting.”

“Was I?” She dragged her fingers lightly down my chest. “Maybe I just wanted to see how long you’d last. We Romans like to test things.”

She glowed with optimism, clearly more pleased than when I first met her. “So … what do you think, will I get the job?”

She chuckled. “If I’m not pregnant, then I don’t know what. Yesterday, even when I first saw you, I felt something stir within me. And after the mating last night, it’s clear as day that you’re divine.”

I nodded, knowing everything already. “Your brother seems fond of you … letting you choose.”

She smiled. “We’ve always been close. He was thrust into a big role from a young age after Julius Caesar’s death.”

“Why don’t you tell me more?” I said, curious about their history.

“I remember when Augustus was still Octavian. Just a boy. Barely fifteen when Caesar claimed him as heir. And then everything changed.” Her fingers traced idle patterns over my chest. “Caesar was assassinated, and Rome tore itself apart. Civil war, betrayals, executions, and so many powerful men fell like statues pushed from pedestals.”

I looked at her closely, sensing there was more beneath her calm tone. “You lived through all of that?”

She nodded slowly. “I lost friends and lovers. So many women widowed overnight. Others forced to marry men they didn’t love, just to survive politically. Augustus… he was ruthless when he had to be. But he believes in order and stability. He wants to be seen as a restorer, not a tyrant.”

“And you support him?” I asked gently.

“I have to. He’s my brother,” she said, her voice softening. “And I do believe in what he’s building.”

“You sound quite close,” I said.

She turned around, facing me fully with a smile. It was a bit difficult to keep eye contact when her breasts were free and bare, but I remained respectful to her.

“When our father died, we were still children,” she said quietly. “We were raised together, sent to live with our grandmother. That sort of bond doesn’t disappear. I was the one constant in his life before everything happened. Before Caesar. Before the legions and the Senate and the titles.”

She looked down, her lips pressing into a faint smile. “Even after he became something greater than himself, he still confided in me. Still asked my thoughts. I was there when he returned from battles, when he grieved, when he plotted peace.”

“I understand,” I said. “You’ve been through a lot together.”

“We have,” she said.

Someone knocked at the door.

Octavia didn’t look away. “Enter.”

A servant stepped in, carrying a bronze tray with breakfast laid out in orderly fashion. He bowed and placed it gently on the low table near the bed. There were figs, dates soaked in honey, flatbread, soft cheese, olives, and a pitcher of spiced wine. He kept her gaze down as he arranged everything, but just before turning away, he glanced at me coldly, and there was something unsettling with that cold stare as if envious. Then he turned and left without a word.

“It’s the first meal of the day,” she said. “You hungry?”

I nodded. Octavia rose from the bed, pulling on a stola the color of pale clay. Her bare shoulders and neck caught the early light, and for a moment, she looked younger, like the version of herself before the years of duty and sacrifice.

I rose as well, reaching for my clothing. It was a lot more complicated than it looked. “Mind helping me?”

“Of course,” Octavia said, abandoning her breakfast to help me. She picked up the toga and circled me slowly. “These are tricky for foreigners. Even some Romans struggle with the proper draping.”

She stood before me, holding the fabric. Her eyes traveled over my naked body without hurry, lingering appreciatively on my chest, then lower.

“Perhaps I shouldn’t rush,” she murmured, letting the toga drape loosely in her hands. “The gods blessed you with quite the physique, carved from marble but warm to the touch.” Her fingers brushed against my abs, tracing the defined lines there. “I find I don’t mind you like this at all.”

I laughed. “If the sister of Rome’s emperor prefers me unclothed, who am I to argue?”

“Indeed.” She stepped closer, her breath warm against my chest. “Though I suppose Augustus expects you properly attired when you meet him later.” With visible reluctance, she began arranging the toga across my shoulder. “Turn,” she said.

I obeyed, and she continued draping the fabric, helping me get dressed. “There you go,” she said.

We settled down, and she bit lightly into a fig. “You wore me out,” she said, teasing but honest. “I’ll need all my strength if we keep this divine arrangement.”

I sat up and reached for a piece of bread. “You didn’t seem tired last night.”

“I’m a Roman woman,” she replied, reaching for another fig. “We finish what we start.”

I bit into the bread. It was dense and hearty, with a slight sourness from the fermentation. Unlike modern bread, it had a coarser texture, the grain having been stone-ground and baked in clay ovens. The crust was firm and slightly charred, the interior chewy and substantial. I tore off another piece, enjoying the way it paired with the soft cheese.

“This is excellent,” I said, spreading some of the cheese onto the bread. The cheese was fresh and tangy, made from goat’s milk with a creamy consistency that melted slightly in my fingers. It had none of the aging or complexity of modern cheeses, but possessed a pure, pastoral quality that spoke of simple origins.

“You enjoy our Roman breakfast?” Octavia asked, a pleased expression crossing her face. “The olives are from my family’s estate in Campania.”

I tried one, feeling the firm flesh give way between my teeth. The olive burst with a briny, fruity flavor, more intense than any I’d tasted in my time. These had been cured in herbs and salt, the oil within them rich and peppery.

“I’ve never had olives like these,” I admitted truthfully. “They’re delicious.”

Octavia’s face lit with pride. “My brother may control Rome, but I control the finest olive groves in Italia. Even Caesar himself praised them.” She selected another olive, offering it to me directly. “These are pressed for our finest oils, used only for the imperial family.”

I took a bite, closing my eyes as I chewed and swallowed. “I’ve no doubt about that.”

She beamed and took a bite herself.

* * *

After breakfast, we prepared ourselves to head back to Augustus. Before leaving her villa, she smiled and leaned up, placing a kiss on my lips. It lingered. Her hand came to rest against my chest, as if she were still dreaming of my sculpted chest. When we parted, she let her fingers trail down along my ribs.

“I’ve never climaxed so hard,” she said, more to herself than to me. “You gave me the best orgasm of my life.”

I smiled. “Whenever you want another, you know where to find me.”

She chuckled. “Come, let’s go.”

When we exited the villa to return to the Palatine, the sun had climbed fully above the tiled roofs. The light pooled across the street like honey poured over stone. Two imperial guards stood at the gate. They bowed their heads to Octavia, and then, after a subtle hesitation, to me.

The walk to the chariot was short, but we took it slowly. Octavia kept her hand gently looped through my arm. She didn’t speak much, but she looked way more optimistic than when I’d first seen her. Something about the set of her mouth, the warmth around her eyes. She seemed as if a weight she had carried for years had begun to lift.

Just before we reached the chariot, she stopped beside me. Her lips parted, as if to say something, but instead she leaned in and kissed me again, as if she were addicted to it. And truth be told, I couldn’t resist her lips either. When we broke apart, she blinked once, then again, and her balance shifted subtly.

She staggered, just barely, one step sideways.

I caught her by the elbow. “You alright?” I asked.

She blinked again. “I … just a little lightheaded. I skipped most of the bread, didn’t I?”

“You sure that’s all?” I wondered if this was some early pregnancy sign similar to morning sickness.

She pulled herself upright. “Yes. I’m fine.” But her tone had changed. She was trying to convince herself now, not just me.

She let go of my arm and straightened her back. With one final look over her shoulder at the villa, she stepped into the chariot and motioned for me to follow.

* * *

The Palatine gates opened for us again, and Augustus greeted us briefly. He didn’t press for details, only gave a nod when Octavia affirmed the ritual had taken place.

“Augustus,” Octavia said suddenly, her voice dropping to a tone of intimate disclosure. “I believe I should tell you more about what transpired.”

Augustus raised an eyebrow. “If you feel it necessary, sister.”

Octavia stepped closer to him, speaking low enough that the guards couldn’t hear. “He is… unlike any man I’ve encountered. His manhood is of a size I’ve never seen before.” Her cheeks flushed, but she continued. “It filled me completely. I was… overwhelmed.”

Augustus’s expression remained carefully neutral, though his eyes widened slightly.

“And there’s more,” she continued, her voice barely above a whisper. “When he finished, his seed… it glowed. It shimmered with light, like liquid moonbeams. I felt it warm inside me, tingling with power.” She placed a hand on her lower abdomen. “I’ve never experienced anything like it. My whole body responded to him in ways I didn’t know possible.”

Her brother studied her face. “You believe this is evidence of his divine nature?”

“I do,” she said firmly. “Even moments before he entered me, I felt a heat spread through my body I haven’t felt since I was a teenager at the peak of my fertility.”

Augustus nodded and mulled it over. “She says he is divine,” Augustus said, glancing toward one of his advisors. “But divinity is not in words or charm. We’ll wait. If Venus has touched her, the signs will show soon enough.”

He turned to me. “You may move freely through the city,” he said, “within the bounds of decorum.” He didn’t smile. “The people will talk, but they always do. Watch what they say.”

I nodded, understanding his meaning. “I appreciate your hospitality.”

Octavia turned to me, her eyes lingering on my face. “Thank you again for last night. It was… remarkable. I hope we might experience such a divine night again soon.”

“I have no doubt,” I replied, my voice low enough that only she could hear. “The next time we meet, your belly will already be swelling with my gift to Rome.”

She chuckled, and I could see her restraint as she fought the urge to kiss me. In public, with her brother and his advisors watching, such a display would be inappropriate. Instead, she pressed her lips together and gave me a subtle nod, her fingers briefly brushing against mine as she stepped back.

“Nathan.” The familiar voice made me turn. Zafara stood at the entrance to the courtyard, her blue stola rippling in the breeze. She smiled up at me, her dark eyes glinting with knowing amusement. “How did it go?” she asked as I approached her.

“Exactly as planned,” I replied quietly. “The seed has been planted. Octavia is bred.”

Zafara’s lips curved into a satisfied smile. “No surprise there.” She glanced past me toward Octavia, who was now speaking with Augustus. “She already looks different. The glow has begun.”

“Indeed.”

We exited through the eastern portico, where the chariot waited, and the moment we were outside, Zafara turned toward me and raised a single brow. “But he’s unconvinced for now.”

“I noticed.”

“He won’t be for long though,” she murmured. “Let’s enjoy Rome before you’ll enjoy the Roman women waiting to be bred.”

We spent the morning beneath Rome’s sky, and seeing it during the peak of its glory was something different compared to the ruins in Italy.

We walked through a wide-open avenue paved in pale stone, the clatter of sandals against marble echoing between buildings that shone with pride. Not dusted ruins, not broken facades fenced off with rope and warning signs, this was the Forum Romanum.

I stopped when I saw it. A massive structure with towering columns and an almost stern presence at the far end of the forum. The stone was smooth but carved with deep lines, and something about it felt ancient in a different way.

“What is that?” I asked, nodding toward it.

Zafara turned her head slowly. Her expression shifted as she took it in. “The Temple of Saturn,” she said.

I stared up at it again, unsure why it struck me so hard. “Saturn. That’s… the god of time, right?”

She nodded. “And wealth, agriculture, legacy. But mostly, time.”

There was something haunting in how she said it.

“Feels like I’ve seen this before,” I said quietly, “but broken and faded.”

“You have,” she murmured. “In your time, only the columns remain. Eight of them. Standing like bones.”

I looked up again. Now the roof still stretched overhead, casting deep, cool shadows. The steps were clean. The inscription above the frieze was clear and crisp in the sunlight. This wasn’t the skeleton I’d seen in photos or on old travel documentaries. This was the temple in its full heartbeat.

It made the modern world feel like a ghost.

Zafara stepped forward and ran her fingers just above the surface of the stone, not quite touching it, but tracing it with the same care one might give to an open wound.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

She didn’t answer right away. Her eyes fluttered slightly, and I realized she wasn’t looking at the surface. She was reading something I couldn’t see.

“Ley lines,” she whispered finally. “This city is built on them. A confluence of power, older than Rome itself.”

I raised a brow. “You mean magic?”

“I mean energy,” she said. “Before names, before myths, before marble. The Etruscans felt it. So did the Greeks. And the people before them. This spot… this whole hill… it isn’t sacred by accident. They didn’t choose it. It called them.”

I looked again at the Temple of Saturn and felt it, the tug beneath my ribs, that same quiet pressure I’d felt in Egypt, in Athens. But here it was layered with ambition. An unrelenting hunger to endure and conquer.

“They knew what they were doing,” she said, her fingers lowering to her side again. “Even if they forgot why.”

We walked further. The basilica on the left held a gathering of robed figures, men speaking in low tones, hands clasped behind their backs or gesturing to marble inscriptions on the walls. Not a marketplace, not quite a senate meeting, some kind of civic council, I guessed. The air smelled of hot stone, olive oil, and pressed flowers. There was incense, too, burning faintly from a street altar set at the base of a column, the smoke curling toward the blue sky.

Zafara glanced back toward me. “You’re quiet.”

“I’m thinking.”

“About?”

I looked around again. “This place… It’s alive. It makes modern Rome feel like a badly remembered dream.”

She smiled. “Most people in your time will never understand what they’ve lost.”

A boy ran past us with a clay pitcher tucked beneath one arm, laughing as he weaved through a pair of older men seated on a bench. His tunic was loose, dust clinging to his legs, but his feet were fast. The city wasn’t solemn. It was vibrant, from the worn corners of each stone to the arrangements of the stalls lined with bunches of grapes and cured meats.

We paused beside a group of women buying woven garlands. Their fingers moved quickly through the baskets, selecting strands of rosemary and myrtle.

A man nearby was reading aloud from a scroll to a small crowd seated under a shaded portico. When we passed close enough to hear, I caught the words “Julianus” and “return of spring.”

Still, it felt like something old and beautiful was unfolding right beside me, like I was part of a play I didn’t have the script for.

We passed statues, real ones, not broken or fenced off. One showed a warrior in full armor, another a woman with a wreath and a scroll. Their faces weren’t perfect. They had character, even the beginnings of wear from the wind. But they stood proud and untouched by time’s erasure.

And then the sun hit a slanted wall of frescoes. I stopped again. The colors startled me: burnt orange, green and indigo. They shimmered with the heat, painted in swirling scenes of gods and mortals, lovers reaching across clouds, and wars fought beneath a sky filled with fire. The images weren’t stiff. They moved, or at least they felt like they could.

We kept walking, passing beneath arches carved with Latin phrases. There were families carrying amphorae. Veterans leaning against stone benches with their arms crossed and faces turned toward the sun.

We passed vendors shouting about pomegranates, olives, and scrolls with Virgil’s verses. Most people barely looked at us. We were dressed well, and Rome was used to strange visitors. But sometimes, when the light caught us right or when Zafara laughed too freely, people stared.

We reached a perfumer’s stall tucked beneath the shade of a tiled roof. Clay vials were arranged neatly beside trays of fresh herbs and small ceramic bowls of scented oil. The air smelled like myrrh, honey, mint, and musk. The merchant offered a sample of nard oil and spoke of its potency in arousing Venus’s favor. Zafara took a drop and dabbed it just below her ear. She tilted her head toward me with a smile.

“Does it work?” she asked.

I stepped closer and inhaled. It did. Not magically. But the warmth of her skin, the way the scent clung to her, and the glint in her eye … it was hard to ignore.

“It’s unfair,” I said, voice low. “You already smell like lust.”

She smirked and bought two vials. “Then I’ll make it worse.”

The sun climbed higher, but Rome’s public life didn’t pause.

We followed a side path toward one of the public bath complexes near the hill. Even from the street, I could hear the laughter and sloshing of water. Inside, men reclined with cups of wine, musicians played reed flutes, and servants passed trays of fruit and cooled cloth. It wasn’t debauched, not like the stories suggested. Jus Roman, which meant comfortable in the body, in the heat, and in the company of others.

We didn’t linger. We weren’t dressed for it.

By early evening, we had circled back toward the edge of the Forum. The streets were busier again, and the wine sellers were louder now, more confident as dusk approached. Zafara touched my wrist gently.

“We should return,” she said. “Octavia may call for you again.”

But before we could move, a shout rang out.

A pair of guards, cloaked in the imperial red, pushed through the crowd. Behind them came another, then another. One of them pointed directly at me. “Halt,” he said. “By order of Augustus.”

Zafara stiffened at my side.

I turned slowly, keeping my hands loose and visible. “What is this?” I asked.

The lead guard didn’t answer. He gestured, and two others stepped forward, gripping my arms with enough force to bruise.

“You’ll come with us.”

“Why?”

His eyes didn’t waver. “Lady Octavia has taken ill.”


Chapter 5 The Illness

The guards seized me before I even had time to react. One clamped a hand on my arm, another gripped my shoulder, and a third pushed through the crowd to tighten the formation around me. I knew I had the strength to fight back, but I also knew that whatever they accused me of, I was innocent. For a moment, the sounds of Rome blurred into nothing but footsteps and metal scraping against armor.

“Zafara?” I called out, turning my head and wondering if she was okay, but a guard shoved me forward.

I caught a glimpse of her through the shifting bodies. She tried to push toward me, but the guards forced her back. Her eyes locked on mine, sharp with warning, but then the chariot wheel rolled between us, and she vanished into the crowd.

The soldiers did not speak. They did not need to. Their grip said everything.

They marched me through an archway near the side of the Forum, past a row of colonnades and down a sloping stone path that cut under the Palatine. The air grew cooler and heavier. I inhaled but tasted only dust and the faint smell of mildew.

We reached an iron door set in the stone. One guard unlocked it and shoved it open. The interior was dark. A single torch flickered inside.

“Inside,” the lead guard said.

I stepped in, the floor cold beneath my sandals. Before I could speak, the door slammed behind me with a sound that echoed against the stone and settled somewhere deep in my ribs.

I turned. The bars were thick. The kind not built to scare thieves, but to hold someone important and dangerous.

“Why am I here?” I asked. “I’ve done nothing wrong.”

The guards remained silent. They stood like carved statues, their faces unreadable.

“Zafara,” I called again, louder now, but the corridor swallowed my voice. She could have been anywhere above me. Or nowhere near me at all. “I swore I’d get my revenge if they’d hurt her.”

The cell was not just dark. It pressed on me. I moved closer to one corner and felt a strange heaviness in the air, as if the space itself was designed to smother energy.

I sat on the stone bench, leaning forward and resting my elbows on my knees. I tried to think. Zafara always said to ground the mind before reacting. But every time I tried to settle my thoughts, that cold stare from the kitchen servant returned. The look that had slipped under my skin like a needle.

And then I thought of Octavia’s stumble. The too-quick shift from warmth to confusion in her eyes. The faint press of her fingers against her stomach earlier that morning, a gesture filled with hope, now transformed into a sign I should have recognized sooner.

Poison. Someone must have poisoned her to frame me.

* * *

I must’ve been here for several hours before the door slammed open, metal scraping stone, and three soldiers entered first. Then the fourth silhouette stepped into the cellar light.

Augustus.

He didn’t walk in. He stormed in, cloak sweeping behind him, jaw tight enough to crack stone. There was nothing restrained or thoughtful about him now. He radiated fury, and the cold clarity of a ruler who believed he had been humiliated.

“Where is he?” he said.

Two more officers followed him in, both armed, their hands ready. Augustus stopped in front of me so close I could feel the heat of his anger. It wasn’t a question, but a demand sharpened into a blade.

I stayed silent, unsure what he meant.

He stepped forward and grabbed the front of my tunic, yanking me up from the bench so fast the chains rattled against the wall.

“My sister lies unconscious,” he hissed. “She is vomiting, cold, and barely breathing. And it started after she shared a bed with you. You touched the blood of Caesar. You set foot in my house. And now she is dying.”

“I did not harm her,” I said.

He shoved me back against the wall. “You are a liar.”

I met his eyes. “I did nothing … Someone’s framing me.”

“Then explain why she collapses the very morning after you claim Venus sent you.” He turned slightly, addressing the officers behind him. “Every charlatan in Rome hides behind the gods. Every fraud promises miracles. This one is no different.”

One officer stepped forward. “My princeps, allow us to extract an admission.”

“No.” Augustus held up a hand. “Not yet.”

He looked back at me, eyes sharp and venomous.

“You arrive with no past. No origin. No citizenship. You speak of gods as if they answer to you. You seduce one of Rome’s most honored women on your first night within these walls. And now she is poisoned.”

“She was poisoned,” I said, “but not by me.”

Augustus’s voice dropped into something colder. “Do not speak of poison,” he said. “A man who knows the method often knows the hand behind it.”

I shook my head. “You are wrong … Please, bring her to me, and I can heal her.”

He looked at me as if I were mad and then burst out laughing. After his laughter died, he leaned closer until his forehead nearly touched mine. He was not a tall man, but the power in his presence made the space feel smaller.

“Look at me,” he said. “If Octavia dies, I will make your execution a public spectacle. I will have you crucified so Rome sees what happens to impostors.”

Finally, he turned to the soldiers. “Keep him here. Chain him tighter. If he escapes, haul him back and beat him up.”

The soldiers moved immediately, grabbing shackles and pulling my wrists into heavier restraints.

Augustus stepped toward the door. Just before leaving, he looked back at me one last time. His eyes were cold, furious, and full of promise. “If she dies,” he said, “you die with her. And if she lives, we will see if your claims survive daylight. Until then, you are nothing but a fraud who touched what he should not have touched.”

* * *

I had almost lost track of time in the darkness of the cell. The air was thick and sour, heavy with the scent of sweat, stone, and old blood. My wrists ached where they had been bound, though the guards had loosened the ropes slightly once Augustus’s fury had passed. I didn’t know if that was mercy or cruelty.

When I heard footsteps, I sat up straighter. It wasn’t the heavy boots of a soldier this time, but softer, quicker and more feminine. A flicker of lamplight glowed just beyond the bars.

The door creaked open, and a young woman stepped through, cloaked in a dark linen mantle with a hood pulled low. She reached up, pushed it back, and let the lamplight fall on her face.

“I’m Julia,” she said quietly. “Daughter of Augustus.”

Even in the dim light, her beauty was clear as a rose on a bright summer day. She looked no older than nineteen, yet there was a calm assurance in the way she moved, the composure of someone raised in the marble halls of power. Her skin was pale, with a warm undertone that spoke of shaded gardens and careful preservation. I could smell the trace of floral oil clinging to her skin. Her eyes were a deep, thoughtful brown, wide and watchful. Her hair was styled in the Roman fashion, parted and coiled into waves, the ends gently curled where they brushed her neck. Even with the tension between us, I found myself caught by the symmetry of her face: the smooth line of her jaw, the gentle arch of her brows, the way a faint touch of red brought life to her lips and cheeks. Nothing about her was exaggerated. Her beauty was precise, and yet somehow still human and natural.

She smiled when she realized I was admiring her facial aesthetics, as if I weren’t the first, but it still flattered her.

“I was with my aunt before she fell ill,” she continued, voice filled with worry. “She spoke of you. Not in vague praise, but personally. She said you were kind, respectful, unlike any Roman she had ever known.”

I leaned forward. “How is she?”

Julia’s gaze faltered. “She is very sick. The physicians don’t understand it. But since you already performed one miracle, I was hoping you could perform another.”

She wasn’t only beautiful but highly intelligent. “I can.” My fists clenched on my knees. “I can heal her. I’ve done it before.”

“I was hoping you’d say that. But …” She stepped closer. “They plan to torture you. They think you’re a fraud who poisoned her to prove your so-called power.”

“Let them think what they want,” I said. “Just take me to her.”

“I believe you,” she whispered. “Which is why I’ve brought a plan.”

From beneath her cloak, she drew out a bundle of folded cloth: armor and clothing stolen from a guard. “You’ll need to wear this. I can’t speak to my father. He won’t listen. The timing is too perfect in his eyes. He thinks you touched her, and now she suffers.”

I reached for the clothes. “Is Zafara alright?”

“She’s alive. She’s in another cell. They’re treating her cautiously because they don’t know what she is.”

I met her eyes. “Thank you, Julia. But we need to hurry.”

She nodded, stepped forward, and opened the cell. She released me from the chains and helped me into the disguise. The armor was a bit too tight across my shoulders, but the cloak would help hide that.

“Follow me. Keep your head low, speak to no one, and if I stop, you stop.”

I gave her a single nod, heart racing. I’d have to add that she was brave on top of it all.

She pulled the door open slowly and stepped into the hallway. I followed, the weight of the armor strangely comforting despite the tension twisting in my chest. Octavia was fading, and whatever poison had been used could be working fast.

We moved through two corridors lit only by torches, the flickering light masking most of our faces. A single guard passed us in the distance, but Julia lowered her head and brushed past him as if she belonged. He didn’t look twice.

At last, we slipped into the cool night air through a servant’s gate and darted into the shadowed streets. The moon had risen above Rome, pale and bright, casting a glow across rooftops and temple columns. Julia led me through winding alleys and quiet courtyards, always keeping us away from open squares.

By the time we neared the familiar path toward Octavia’s villa, I felt my chest tighten again, not from the run, but from the weight of urgency. If I had come too late …

Julia glanced back. “We’re almost there.”

“Good,” I said. “Stay close.”

The marble walls of the villa rose into view beyond the hedges. Julia approached the guard posted outside Octavia’s chamber. “Your relief is here,” she said with quiet authority. “The captain requests you join the night patrol immediately.”

The guard glanced at me, then back to Julia. He gave a quick nod and hurried away without question.

We slipped inside the dimly lit chamber. Octavia lay motionless on her bed, pale as marble. A woman in a simple tunic bent over her, applying a damp cloth to her forehead. The physician’s hands were steady, but her eyes revealed her worry.

Julia stepped forward. “Leave us now,” she said. “We require privacy.”

The woman gathered her supplies. “As you wish, my lady,” she murmured and quietly exited.

I approached the bed, different from the one I’d fucked her on. Octavia’s eyes fluttered open, widening when they focused on me. Her lips parted, but not a word escaped her lips. She tried to lift her hand, but it trembled and fell back to the sheets.

“She can’t move,” Julia whispered, her voice breaking. “The poison has paralyzed her. She can barely breathe.” Tears welled in her eyes. “I’ve never seen her like this.”

I studied Octavia’s face. Her skin had a gray cast beneath its olive tone. Her chest barely rose with each shallow breath.

“Julia, close the door,” I said, already reaching for Octavia’s hand. “Make sure no one interrupts us.”

Julia secured the door and returned to stand beside me. I placed my hands on Octavia’s shoulders, feeling the cool dampness of her skin. I closed my eyes, concentrating on drawing forth my healing energy. As I focused, I felt heat building in my core, spreading through my limbs. Blood rushed to my groin, my arousal growing as the power gathered.

Under my touch, Octavia’s muscles began to relax. Her breathing deepened slightly. Her fingers twitched, then curled weakly around mine.

“Can you understand me?” I asked. “If you can, raise your right hand.”

Slowly, with visible effort, she lifted her hand a few inches off the bed.

“Good,” I said. “I can heal you, but I need to explain how.” I glanced at Julia, who watched with wide eyes. “My healing power is carried in my seed. For it to work, you must take it into your body. The more directly, the more powerful the effect.”

Octavia’s eyes showed understanding, and she nodded weakly.

“Are you willing?” I asked.

Another nod, more certain this time.

I removed the borrowed armor, letting it fall to the floor. Julia helped me arrange cushions behind Octavia, propping her up slightly.

“I’ll wait outside,” Julia whispered.

“No,” Octavia said, her voice barely audible. “Stay… witness…”

“Okay,” Julia said, sighing in relief upon hearing her voice.

I positioned myself beside her on the bed. Her right hand moved toward me, her fingers trembling as she reached for my manhood. I placed my hands on her shoulders, letting my palms absorb the chill of her skin. I closed my eyes and focused, drawing forth the divine energy that coursed through my veins. Golden light pulsed beneath my skin, visible even through the thin fabric of my tunic, and my cock hardened right in front of her face.

Her right hand moved toward me with newfound strength, fingers wrapping around my shaft. Her touch was cool but growing warmer as my healing energy flowed through her.

I guided her hand, showing her how to stroke me. “That’s right,” I murmured. “Just like that.”

Julia stood silently by the bed, her eyes averted but remaining present as her aunt had requested.

Octavia’s hand moved with increasing confidence, and I gently guided her head forward. Her lips parted, taking me into her mouth. Her first attempts were weak, but as my energy continued flowing into her, her movements grew more alive.

I closed my eyes, focusing intently on gathering my healing power. I visualized it flowing from my core, down through my shaft, concentrating it like sunlight through a lens. The familiar golden glow spread across my skin, pulsing with my heartbeat.

Octavia sucked more vigorously now, her strength visibly returning. I placed my hands on either side of her head, channeling more energy directly into her.

When I felt my climax approaching, I focused all my attention on the healing light within me. “Take it all,” I whispered. “It will heal you.”

My knees jerked a little, and the release came in powerful waves, and I directed every drop of the glowing essence down her throat. I could feel the divine energy surging through her body, seeking out and neutralizing the poison that had nearly taken her life.

Octavia swallowed everything, then pulled back with a deep gasp when there was nothing to suck. Color flooded her cheeks, and her eyes brightened.

“I can breathe again,” she said, her voice stronger than before. “The heaviness in my limbs is gone.”

Julia rushed forward with a cry of relief, throwing her arms around her aunt. They clung to each other, embracing each other warmly. Octavia’s hands, now strong and steady, pressed against Julia’s back as she returned the embrace. Tears streamed down both their faces, mingling where their cheeks touched.

“I thought we’d lost you,” Julia whispered, her voice breaking.

“I thought I was lost too,” she admitted. “Please, let me see Nathan.”

When they finally separated, Octavia turned to me, her eyes clear and focused. The ashen pallor had vanished entirely from her face, and she was the exact same lady I’d impregnated earlier.

“Nathan,” she said, reaching for my hand. “I must apologize from the depths of my soul. What happened wasn’t chance. I was deliberately poisoned.”

“How do you know?” I asked, though I’d suspected as much.

“I heard them,” she replied, her voice gaining strength with each word. “While I was paralyzed but still conscious. The servants thought I couldn’t hear, but I could. They spoke freely beside my bed.” Her fingers tightened around mine. “They were jealous of you, of your power, strength and aesthetics. They wanted to frame you, make Augustus believe you had tried to kill me.”

I nodded grimly. “Augustus is convinced I poisoned you.”

“We must correct this immediately.” She turned to Julia with urgency. “Julia, go quickly and bring your father here. Tell him I’m recovered and must speak with him at once. Tell him it’s a matter of life and death.”

Julia nodded firmly. “I’ll bring him myself.” She squeezed her aunt’s hand once more before hurrying from the chamber, her footsteps fading rapidly down the corridor.

Octavia sat up straighter, color continuing to bloom in her cheeks. She reached for a goblet of water beside the bed and drank deeply.

“The poison was in the morning wine,” she said after lowering the cup. “One of the kitchen servants. I saw him watching you at breakfast with such hatred.”

“I remember him,” I said, recalling the cold stare that had unsettled me.

I helped Octavia stand, supporting her as she tested her strength. Her legs were steady now, the divine healing having purged the poison completely from her system.

“You saved my life,” she said, looking up at me. “Again.”

“I couldn’t let you die,” I replied. “Not when you carry Rome’s future within you.”

Her eyes widened. “You think it worked? You believe I’m with child already?”

“I know it,” I said with certainty. “I can sense it. The seed took root immediately.”

The door burst open with the force of a man torn between fury and fear. Augustus entered first, his toga flaring behind him like a storm cloud. His eyes scanned the room. Julia followed close behind, lips pressed into a tight line, hands folded in front of her as if to brace herself for what came next.

Then he saw Octavia.

She was sitting upright on the cushioned bench, wrapped in a fresh stola, her skin no longer pale with illness but flushed with color. Her eyes lifted to meet her brother’s.

Augustus stopped walking. His expression faltered, caught between relief and suspicion.

“This cannot be real,” he muttered, almost to himself. “You were on death’s door. They said you could not speak and could not move.”

Octavia smiled, and her voice came out strong. “And yet, I speak. And I move.”

His eyes narrowed. “Is this trickery? Julia told me, but it sounds like a ruse.” He turned to me with fresh intensity, as if looking at a threat too elusive to name.

Octavia raised a hand. “He saved me. He healed me, not with potions or illusion, but with something purer. Something I can only describe as divine.”

Augustus blinked. “So you were poisoned?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “But not by Nathan. I heard them. One was a servant. The one with the sullen look and the scar near his eye. He muttered how no foreigner should share a Roman bed, not when his own father died for the Republic.”

Augustus’s face tightened. “And the other?”

Octavia then spoke clearly. “A man I’ve heard of before. Close to you and a military aide, I believe. Lentillus.”

A hush fell in the chamber.

“Lentillus?” Augustus repeated, his voice like steel beneath ice. “He dines at my table. He reviews our eastern deployments. You’re sure?”

“I would stake my life on it,” Octavia said. “And nearly did.”

Without turning, Augustus snapped his fingers. “Guards. Seize them both. Lentillus first. He’ll be hiding by now.”

The soldiers moved at once, vanishing down the corridor.

For a moment, silence returned. Then Augustus’s eyes came back to me. This time, there was no fury, only weight.

“What are you?” he asked.

I looked him in the eye. “I’m the God of Fertility.”

He nodded. “And you possess healing powers as well?”

“I do … I possess many powers indeed.”

“Why come to Rome?”

“Because your people prayed. Because the signs led us here.”

Augustus studied me. His mouth was drawn tight, the lines on his forehead carved deeper than before. He turned back to Octavia, as if needing one last confirmation.

“Do you trust this man?”

“I do,” she said. “Otherwise, I’d never have shared my bed with him.”

Augustus slowly exhaled. When he finally spoke, his voice was stripped of performance or pride. “Guards,” he called. “Release the mage. And send word to the palace quarter, this man is to be given a private villa, with full access to the city under the protection of the imperial household.” He looked back at me. “We’ll meet again tomorrow … And I’ll let you know which regions need to be repopulated the most.”.

As the guards saluted and stepped out to carry out his orders, Augustus gave his sister a final look, one that revealed more emotion than his words ever could. Then he turned to leave.

Only Julia remained, watching me closely as I looked back at Octavia. Julia stepped up beside me, her hands clasped lightly in front of her. Her eyes still shone with emotion from seeing her aunt restored. I turned to her, lowering my voice as the room began to empty.

“Thank you,” I said sincerely. “For trusting me. For helping us both.”

Her lips curled into a faint smile, her expression shifting slightly, as if something more stirred beneath it. Not just pride, but a kind of warm curiosity. “I knew you weren’t a liar,” she said. “And I can always tell when a woman’s been touched by real power.”

She didn’t wait for me to respond. She simply brushed her fingertips against my arm, just a breath of contact, and turned to follow her father out of the room. I watched her go, that small smile lingering on her face as she glanced over her shoulder one last time before vanishing into the corridor.

Moments later, a different servant arrived. Young, short, and wiry, he bowed his head slightly.

“Follow me, honored one,” he said. “The mage will meet you at your new residence.”

I turned to Octavia, and she opened her arms. I embraced her, feeling her warmth radiate to me as I held her. “Thank you,” she said quietly, words only meant for me.

“You’re welcome,” I told her, breaking the hug to look into her eyes. I saw those same sparks I’d seen when I’d bedded her. I stole her a kiss and parted from her embrace.

I followed the servant out through a quiet side hall of the palace. The torchlight danced along the marble floor, and the clatter of the city was far away now. Rome had many layers, but this one, this was the private one. The hush between corridors. The silence where power lived behind thick stone.

When we stepped into the gardens, I saw Zafara. She stood waiting beside a fig tree, her eyes already searching for me.

She moved toward me without hesitation. I closed the gap between us, and I opened my arms. She fell right into them, fitting like a missing puzzle piece.

“Did they hurt you?” I asked her.

“No,” she said and then giggled. “They’d never be able to. I told myself to be patient, even if being chained in a dungeon wasn’t to my liking.”

“Can’t say I enjoyed it there either.”

“I knew you would find a way.”

“Barely,” I murmured.

“Still,” she added, “you found it.”

The servant waited a respectful distance away, then cleared his throat gently and gestured toward the stone path behind him. “This way, please. The villa is prepared.”

The villa wasn’t far, just beyond the palace’s outer garden wall, but it felt like stepping into another world. Moonlight lit our way past citrus trees and quiet pools. The air smelled of lavender and trimmed rosemary. The structure was modest by imperial standards, but still opulent compared to anything I’d known outside this age.

A colonnaded entry opened into a central atrium with a small fountain bubbling at its heart. Mosaic tiles spread beneath our feet in patterns of vines, birds, and woven knots that caught the lamplight. Every surface was cool stone and painted detail. Soft couches lined the walls. Bronze lamps cast a golden glow over walls adorned with frescoes, mostly of nature, Venus, and mythic lovers.

We stepped deeper into the villa, and I felt my breath ease for the first time all day.

The servant showed us the triclinium with its reclining couches, the modest bathing room warmed by nearby coals, and finally the bedroom where a wide Roman bed stood draped with linen sheets and dyed silk.

“I’ll have fresh food and fruit sent for the morning,” the servant said quietly. “And wine, if you wish.”

“Just water tonight,” Zafara replied. “We’ve had enough fire for one day.”

The woman bowed again and left, closing the heavy wooden door behind him.

We stood alone in the villa now, surrounded by Rome’s luxury, but held together by something else. Zafara walked slowly toward the bed, running her fingers over one of the painted columns nearby. She glanced at me over her shoulder, a knowing warmth in her voice.

“So,” she said, “need to warm up before the real breeding begins?”

“As usual,” I said. “But let’s get something to eat first. I’m starving.”

“Let’s eat on the terrace,” Zafara suggested, pointing to the archway leading outside. “The night air will clear our heads.”

The terrace overlooked the city, offering a panoramic view of Rome under moonlight. Thousands of tiny lamps and torches dotted the landscape below, creating a sea of flickering gold against the dark silhouettes of temples and palaces. The Tiber gleamed like silver in the distance.

We settled onto cushioned lounges positioned side by side. The servant returned with a wooden tray laden with food, setting it on the low table before us.

“Traditional Roman fare for our honored guests,” she said with a bow.

The spread was fresh bread with olive oil, roasted fish glazed with honey, a bowl of olives, several types of cheese, and poached eggs drizzled with fish sauce. A platter of figs, grapes, and apple slices completed the meal.

I tore off a piece of bread, dipped it in oil, and took a bite. The flavor was rich and earthy, unlike anything I’d tasted before. “This is delicious,” I said between bites.

Zafara tried the fish, closing her eyes in appreciation. “The Romans know how to eat,” she agreed, reaching for her cup of watered wine.

As we ate, the tension of the day gradually melted away. The night breeze carried the scent of night-blooming jasmine and distant cooking fires.

“How was your rescue?” she asked.

“Well, Julia rescued me from the cell,” I said. “She believed in me when everyone else thought I was a fraud. She risked everything to bring me to Octavia.”

Zafara nodded, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “I’m not surprised. Augustus’s daughter has always been remarkable, intelligent, brave, and fiercely independent. I can already see her joining our adventure here.”

“You think so?”

“Someone with her bravery and wit will be needed in the days ahead,” Zafara said confidently. “The challenges we face will require more than just your divine powers.”

I popped an olive into my mouth, considering her words. “I don’t know what Augustus would say about his daughter getting involved. He seems protective of his family.”

“We’ll see tomorrow,” Zafara replied with a shrug. “For now, let’s enjoy this moment of peace. The gods rarely grant many of them.”

We finished our meal in silence, watching as clouds drifted across the moon and cast shifting shadows over the sleeping city. When the last fig had been eaten and our cups emptied, I caught the eye of the servant hovering discreetly nearby.

“Could you prepare a bath for us?” I asked.

She bowed. “Of course, honored one. It will be ready shortly.”

It didn’t take long for the bath to be finished, and she happily took us there. The bath was modest compared to the grand imperial thermae, but luxurious nonetheless. Steam rose from water scented with lavender oil, and small oil lamps. The servant discreetly disappeared after guiding us there.

Zafara unfastened her mantle, letting it fall to her feet. Her fingers moved to the clasps of her tunic, releasing them one by one. The fabric slipped from her shoulders, revealing her olive skin, busty breasts and her womanhood with a triangle patch of hair on the mound.

“Your turn,” she said, grinning.

I removed my toga, feeling the tension in my muscles ease as the warm, humid air enveloped me. Zafara’s eyes traveled over my body appreciatively.

“Even after all this time, you still glow like the sun,” she murmured, reaching out to trace my abs.

I palmed her plump ass and caressed her smooth cheeks, feeling my arousal grow. “So do you.”

She leaned into me, her head against my chest, smiling. “Let’s jump in.”

We stepped into the bath together, sinking into the perfumed water. Zafara moved closer, her body pressing against mine as she guided me to sit on the submerged marble bench.

“Let me tend to you,” she whispered, taking a cloth and dipping it in the water.

She washed me slowly, her touch gentle and feminine as she removed the grime of the prison cell. Her fingers lingered on my shoulders, massaging away knots of tension.

“I feared for you today,” she admitted, her voice barely audible over the soft splashing of water. “Not because I doubted your power, but because even gods can be vulnerable in the wrong moment.”

“I wasn’t sure what to expect either,” I said. “Not of dying, but of failing. Of not being able to save Octavia.”

Zafara’s hands paused on my chest, directly over my heart. “That’s why I chose you. For your compassion. I’ll never forget when you brought me the amulet.”

“Neither will I … Do you think we’ll visit Egypt as well?”

“Surely,” Zafara said. “It’s a part of Rome, after all, especially Alexandria.”

When we finished bathing, we dried each other with linen cloths. The air felt cool against my damp skin as we walked to the bedroom, leaving small puddles behind.

The bed was inviting, its linen sheets turned down and plumped pillows arranged against the headboard. A single lamp burned on a nearby table, casting just enough light to navigate the room.

I stepped back, drinking in the sight of her. The lamplight danced across her olive skin, highlighting the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips. Her nipples were already hard peaks, begging for attention.

As my gaze traveled lower, I saw the glistening evidence of her arousal between her thighs. The sight of her wet pussy sent a jolt of lust through me, my cock hardening instantly.

“See something you’ve been craving for the past few hours?”

I cupped her pussy, sliding my hand back and forth. My erection strained against her waist.

Lifting her easily, I carried her to the bed. She let out a gasp as I laid her down, my larger frame covering hers. I pressed my lips to hers in a deep, passionate kiss as I positioned myself between her thighs. She moaned into my mouth, her hands roaming over my muscled back. I could feel the heat radiating from her core as I lined myself up with her entrance, brushing the head of my cock against her slick slit.

With a slow, deliberate thrust, I sank into her. We both moaned at the sensation, her tight, silken walls enveloping me as I filled her completely. I paused for a moment, enjoying the feeling of being joined so intimately after spending time in a cold cell.

Then I began to fuck her, setting a steady rhythm as I rocked my hips against hers. Zafara’s legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me in deeper with each thrust.

I could feel every quiver and pulse of her body around me as I drove into her again and again.

Zafara’s back arched off the bed as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. “Yes, right there,” she gasped. I angled my hips to keep striking that spot, feeling her inner walls begin to flutter and clench around me.

My release was building rapidly, heat coiling low in my belly. I quickened my pace, thrusting harder and deeper as we both raced toward the peak. Zafara threw her head back and moaned, her nails digging into my shoulders as her climax washed over her. The pulsing of her inner muscles pushed me over the edge and I groaned, burying myself to the hilt as I spilled inside her.

Slowly, I pulled out, watching the sight of my pearly, glistening cum. I had grown used to it, but it still looked almost unnatural—thick, potent, and undeniably healthy. It hadn’t always been like this, but it was a constant reminder of just how fertile I was.

Zafara lay there, smiling in ecstasy as she usually did after I’d fucked her.

I settled beside her, and she draped an arm over my chest, her warmth like a soft, living blanket. “Let’s rest,” Zafara said with a smile. “Tomorrow … you’ll probably have a lot of fucking to do.”

“I like the sound of that,” I said, letting her arm drape over my chest as we cuddled closer.


Chapter 6 Julia

The morning sun had barely risen when a servant knocked on the villa door and informed us that Augustus himself would be arriving shortly. Zafara and I exchanged a glance, and we knew that cuddling would have to wait. We put on our clothes, and then we had some grapes.

When Augustus arrived, he didn’t bring a retinue. Only two guards trailed discreetly behind him, far enough to let us speak without feeling shadowed. His tunic today was simpler, cream-colored with a deep crimson stripe, formal, but not royal.

“Good morning,” he said, his voice calm but weighty.

Zafara and I both straightened, and I gave a polite nod.

He stepped toward us with a look that was no longer one of skepticism, but something closer to contemplation. “My sister took the urine test this morning,” he said without ceremony. “The wheat sprouted.”

I blinked, unsure of what that meant at first, until Zafara murmured beside me, “It’s how they test for pregnancy … They place a woman’s urine on barley or wheat seeds. If the seeds sprout, she’s pregnant. If not, they don’t. It’s one of the oldest tests, more accurate than you’d expect.”

I glanced at her, surprised. “Really?”

She nodded. “The hormones in the urine encourage growth if conception has occurred. Egypt used it too, long before Rome adopted the practice.”

I turned back to Augustus, who was still watching me, the weight of that knowledge settling fully in his expression. “It was repeated twice. Both sprouted. Octavia is with child.”

There was a pause, and his gaze lingered on me. “I never thought I’d say this,” Augustus said slowly, “but I accept what stands before me. We called for you, and you were sent to Rome with a purpose.”

I said nothing, letting him speak.

He looked over his shoulder at the distant hills, then back to me. “Before you begin your duties, before the people know what has happened, I’d like to walk with you. To show you the city as I see it. Not as a god. But as a man who has spent his life trying to save it.”

I glanced at Zafara, who nodded in agreement.

“I’d be honored,” I said.

Augustus turned, gesturing toward the path sloping down from the Palatine. “Then come. Let us begin,” he said as we fell into step beside him. “Rome is not just a city. It’s a memory carved in stone. If you’re to become part of its future, you should understand its past.”

Zafara remained silent, but her eyes watched everything. I followed his lead down a long path that curved along the southern edge of the Palatine Hill. The view opened below us to reveal the full sweep of the Roman Forum, alive with traders, citizens, and magistrates gathering at the steps of temples.

We passed statues of old heroes and long-dead senators, their names etched into marble, their eyes blank and eternal.

Augustus gestured toward one monument—a life-sized statue of Julius Caesar, cast in bronze and standing proud in the courtyard of the Temple of Divus Julius.

“My uncle,” he said simply. “Assassinated by those who feared what Rome might become. They claimed to protect the republic. But they only prolonged its death.”

He paused in front of the statue. The figure of Caesar looked forward with that same imperious calm I’d seen in books, hand outstretched, robes swept back, and the laurel crown resting on a sharp brow.

“I was only nineteen when he died,” Augustus said. “Barely more than a boy. And yet, from the moment he fell, they looked at me.”

He looked up at Caesar’s face. “I unified Rome. I ended the bloodshed. But in doing so, I gave up the luxury of peace for myself. I became the peace for others.”

There was no arrogance in his voice, just fact. I could almost feel the weight of it. A man who had carried the burden of a city’s soul for decades.

We kept walking, descending toward the base of the hill where older monuments still stood. Augustus led us toward a massive relief carved into a wall, rows of armored soldiers, curved ships, and towering war elephants. Beneath them, an inscription: BELLVM PUNICVM.

“The Punic Wars,” he said. “We crushed Carthage. We salted their earth and erased their name. But their ghost still lingers. Every Roman child is taught what happened when we grew soft. When we allowed pride to dull our blades.”

I stepped forward slightly, studying the elephants etched into the marble. “Yes … your people defeated one of the greatest generals, Hannibal,” I said, recalling what little I knew of ancient history.

“Barely,” Augustus said. “He brought fear to the very gates of Rome. But we endured. That’s what Rome does. Endure, survive and expand.”

He looked between us. “But now… Rome does not bleed. It decays. Not from the outside, but from within. Fewer children are born. The hearths are colder. People marry later. Some not at all. Families shrink. Honor gives way to luxury. And we grow proud while the roots rot.” His voice lowered, not with anger, but fatigue. “That is why I turned to the gods. That is why I prayed to Venus. Not for victory. But for life and renewal.” He looked at me fully now. “You were not the answer I expected. But perhaps you are the answer we need.”

Zafara placed a hand gently over her heart and bowed.

I said, “I think so too.”

Augustus gave a slow nod, his expression sharpening again. “There is more,” he said. “Rome has not only weakened in spirit, but in number. The civil wars and foreign campaigns left us with a dangerous imbalance. Too many widows and too few heirs. Families that once filled villas now fade generation by generation.” He stopped walking and turned to face us directly. “You will be given a duty, not a privilege. Your gift will be directed toward the renewal of Rome itself. You will be expected to breed and love our women who are left alone.”

I nodded. “I’m ready.”

He nodded in return. “It was not my idea to involve her… but Julia requested it.” His gaze flicked toward me as if gauging my reaction. “She wants to serve as your guide. A chaperone, an emissary between you and women who’ll come to you. If you accept her, she will accompany you.”

The memory of her lingered, her careful touch when she embraced her aunt, and the way her gaze met mine in the torchlit prison. She was young, yes, but composed beyond her years. And she had risked herself to save me.

“I accept,” I said.

Augustus didn’t smile. But the set of his shoulders eased slightly. “Good. Come, she’s waiting for you.”

He turned and began walking again, this time without another word.

As we followed in his wake, I glanced at Zafara beside me. She met my eyes briefly and smiled.

* * *

Julia waited for me near the garden portico, framed by climbing vines and morning light. She wore a simple stola of pale saffron, cinched at the waist with a crimson cord that brought out the warmth of her skin. Gold clasps held her sleeves in place, and a fine veil rested on her shoulders, though she hadn’t drawn it up. Her hair was styled in waves, pinned back with care. The faintest touch of Roman kohl lined her eyes, subtle enough to accentuate their shape without drawing attention.

“Here she is,” Augustus said and patted her back. “No go, Rome is waiting for you.”

After Augustus left, his daughter approached me, her lips curved into a smile.

“I hear you’ve been officially welcomed,” she said.

“I suppose I have. Thanks to you.”

She stepped closer. “I only did what was right. I knew my aunt wouldn’t have spoken of you that way if you were a fraud.” Then she lowered her voice, playful. “And I can tell when a woman’s been satisfied. It was written all over her face before she fell ill.”

I raised a brow, and she smiled more openly, clearly enjoying the effect. “So,” she continued, brushing a strand of hair from her cheek, “I’ve been told I’ll be your guide now. I hope you’re not disappointed.”

“Not even slightly.”

“Good,” she said. “Because before we dive into your duties, I want to show you something. A little history, if you can handle it.”

“Lead the way.”

We walked together, the marble tiles warm beneath our sandals as she led me out into the heart of the city. Rome was already stirring, its streets alive with voices, cart wheels, and the scent of baked bread. Julia kept close, and her energy shifted, no longer just the daughter of the emperor but a woman utterly in love with her city.

“You know the stories of Romulus and Remus?” she asked.

“I’ve heard them, but not from someone who cares about them.”

She gave me a sideways glance. “Romulus was the founder of this city. Legend says he and his brother were raised by a she-wolf, suckled at her breast. Some think it’s just myth. I think it speaks to Rome’s nature, wild but destined.”

We passed shrines and temples, monuments and pillars carved with names that had once ruled the known world. As we reached a gentle incline, she gestured ahead.

“These are the Seven Hills,” Julia said as we walked. “Palatine, where you met my father, is the oldest. But there’s also Aventine, Esquiline, Caelian… each one with its own past.”

She said each name with a kind of reverence, like they were old friends she’d grown up with.

“You say them like they matter to you,” I said, half-teasing.

“They do,” she replied instantly, glancing at me with a smile. “This city is alive. You can feel it. Everything here is layered, gods beneath emperors, ruins beneath homes, blood beneath the marble.”

Her voice dropped slightly as we reached a shaded corner near a fountain, the sound of water offering a soft rhythm behind her words. She turned to face me fully.

“Before we begin seeking out widows and maidens for your… divine task,” she said, arching an eyebrow in playful emphasis, “I wanted you to see what you’re fighting for.”

I took a second to study her expression. “You really love this place.”

“I do,” she said. “And it’s worth saving.”

A moment of quiet passed between us. I saw something deeper in her then, not just a clever woman or a daughter of power, but someone who understood legacy, history, and desire all at once.

As we left the shaded fountain behind, Julia gestured ahead, pointing toward a rise that overlooked the bend of a wide, slow-moving river.

“That’s the Tiber,” she said. “The artery of the city. The myths say Romulus and Remus were abandoned on its banks over there.” She paused, pointing to a patch of trees and brush. To me, it looked like any other riverside bend, but her voice carried something sacred when she spoke.

We walked along a garden path bordered by lavender and fig trees. The scent drifted through the air. Further down the path, I noticed a group of young women laughing as they carried baskets of herbs and cloth between shaded porticoes.

“Are those servants?” I asked.

“Some,” Julia said. “But not all. Roman girls don’t sit idle. Even in noble households, we’re raised to manage estates, read philosophy, write poetry. Many of us study law and rhetoric, especially if we’re expected to marry senators or generals. My aunt Octavia always said knowledge and beauty make a woman dangerous and valuable.”

I watched the girls for a moment, their laughter bright against the hush of the garden. “They don’t seem very dangerous.”

Julia gave me a sideways glance. “You’ll learn.”

“What else do they do?” I asked. There was a note of teasing in my voice now.

She tilted her head slightly. “Some take lovers. Carefully. Some dream of rising through marriage. Others want more.”

“And you?” I asked. “What do you dream of?”

“Adventure … But I’m a daughter of Augustus,” she said evenly. “Which means I’m watched. But hopefully, I can see more of our beautiful world.”

She said it quietly, like a confession meant only for the air between us.

I held her gaze for a beat longer than necessary. The way she moved, the way she spoke about her city, she was passionate about her home. She was giving me a glimpse of Rome through her own soul.

Before the silence thickened, she turned and led me around a marble wall where a colonnade stretched in full painted color. Reds, golds, and blues still clung to the pillars beneath the morning sun.

“This is the House of the Vestals,” she said. “Their duty is to keep Rome’s sacred flame burning. If it ever dies, the city is said to fall.”

We stopped there.

“Do you believe that?” I asked.

Julia nodded slowly. “Yes. Because it’s not just fire. It’s Rome’s will to live.”

I turned to look at her again. This brilliant, sharp, beautiful daughter of the empire. Not just Augustus’s child, but someone who seemed to carry her city’s heartbeat inside her.

“And if that will ever falter?” I asked.

She met my gaze without hesitation. “Then we find a way to rekindle it.”

We walked back toward my villa as the midday sun climbed higher. The streets had grown busier, with merchants calling their wares and citizens hurrying to appointments. As we rounded a corner near a small fountain, Julia suddenly stopped, her expression shifting.

“Oh no,” she whispered, but her voice carried a hint of amusement rather than genuine concern.

Three young women stood by the fountain, their heads together in conversation. At the sight of Julia, they looked up with bright smiles that froze when their eyes landed on me. Their expressions transformed into something between awe and hunger.

“Julia!” called the tallest, a woman with amber-colored hair pinned elegantly atop her head. “Who is your companion?”

The three approached us, their eyes never leaving my face. I felt the familiar pull of my presence affecting them.

“Livia, Portia, Claudia,” Julia greeted them, her voice polite but clipped. “This is Nathan. He’s… visiting Rome on a special invitation from my father.”

“A visitor?” asked the one called Claudia, her dark eyes wide. “From where? I’ve never seen anyone like him before.”

“I’m not sure, but I guess from a land far to the north,” Julia said smoothly. “I’m afraid we can’t stay. We have important matters to attend to.”

With beautiful auburn hair, Livia stepped closer, her gaze traveling boldly down my form. “Surely you can spare a few moments? My father is hosting a small gathering tonight. Perhaps your guest would enjoy some entertainment?”

“Livia plays the lyre beautifully,” Julia explained to me, then turned back to her friends. “I’m sorry, but we really must continue. Perhaps another time.”

She tugged gently at my arm, guiding me away from the women who still stared after us with undisguised longing.

“Your friends seemed quite taken with me,” I said once we were out of earshot.

Julia laughed. “Everyone is taken with you. It’s part of who you are.” She glanced back over her shoulder. “Livia truly is talented, though. Her music is renowned throughout Rome. I can arrange for her to play for you sometime, if you’d like.”

“That would be nice.”

We walked in silence for a moment before Julia spoke again, her voice thoughtful. “So, what do you think of Rome?” she asked, her eyes round and shiny.

“It’s a beautiful city your ancestors have built,” I said.

She beamed. “So I’m an okay tour guide then?”

I chuckled. “You’re more than perfect.”

“Well, I’ll help you find more women for your mission,” she said. “But I’ll need some time to arrange it properly.”

“Maybe after we’re done here, we can head to another city as well,” I said.

Her eyes widened. I clearly remembered how she’d told me that she wanted to travel as well. “I’d love that … I’m not sure how. But that would be a dream.”

I reached out and touched her cheek gently. “You’re very sweet to help me this way, Julia. Not everyone would understand.”

Her cheeks flushed pink at my touch, and she lowered her eyes briefly before meeting my gaze again.

“It’s an honor to serve you,” she said quietly. “To serve Rome through you.”

“I’m very grateful.”

“I should go,” she said. “There are women who need you. I can speak with them, introduce you properly. Some of them have been waiting since yesterday.”

“You don’t have to rush,” I said. “I can wait for you at the villa.”

Her lips parted, just for a heartbeat. Something warm flickered in her eyes before she looked away. “I won’t be long,” she said.

“Alright, you know where to find me.”

She nodded eagerly and scurried off.

* * *

I arrived back at my villa as the sun reached its peak. Zafara was waiting in the courtyard, a scroll open on her lap.

“How was your tour?” she asked, looking up with a smile.

“Illuminating,” I replied. “Julia knows her city well.”

Zafara rolled the scroll and stood. “You must be hungry after all that walking. The servants have prepared a meal.”

We followed her into the dining room where platters of olives, bread, cheese, and fresh figs waited. The three of us reclined on couches, eating with our fingers and drinking watered wine.

“This is good,” I said, tasting a particularly sweet fig. “I could get used to Roman food.”

“Pace yourself,” Zafara said with a playful glint in her eye. “You’ll need your strength.”

After we’d eaten our fill, Zafara and I rested briefly. The warmth of the day and the fullness of our bellies made us drowsy. Julia excused herself, saying she had arrangements to make and would return shortly.

“She’s efficient,” Zafara murmured as we lounged in the cool shade of the atrium. “And quite taken with you.”

“She believes in what we’re doing,” I replied. “She sees it as saving Rome.”

Zafara nodded, her eyes half-closed. “Many will. The ones who don’t… well, they’ll come around when they see the results.”

We sat and rested, talking about various topics. After a couple of hours, a commotion outside the villa woke us. Female voices, rising and falling in excited tones, carried through the open windows. I sat up as Julia burst through the door, her hair slightly disheveled and her cheeks flushed.

“Nathan,” she said, “I’ve gathered them, but there’s a problem.”

I stood quickly. “What problem?”

“I’ve brought the women: daughters of senators, equestrians, and merchants. But they’re…” she hesitated, “they’re not behaving as expected. They started arguing the moment they arrived about who would go first. Two of them nearly came to blows.” Her eyes were wide with concern. “I only introduced myself and mentioned you briefly, but it was like something came over them. They’ve already heard about Octavia’s miracle, and the priestess of Venus has spread the word about you. Even the ones who only glimpsed you in the street this morning know about you.”

I glanced at Zafara, who looked unsurprised.

“How many are there?” I asked.

“Twenty-three,” Julia replied. “I know it’s a lot, but I didn’t expect them all to accept so quickly. I thought perhaps five or six today, with more tomorrow…”

I smiled reassuringly. “Relax,” I told her, finding her cute when she looked nervous. “I’ll manage.”

Julia looked at me with a strange mix of concern and amusement. “Twenty-three women in one day? I thought I’d brought you too many. Perhaps we should send some away, schedule them for another time?”

I chuckled, shaking my head. “I’ll be done with all of them by tonight. You can prepare more for tomorrow if you wish.”

Julia blinked at me, her lips parting in astonishment. “You truly are a god,” she whispered, the realization seeming to hit her anew.

I stood, stretching my limbs. “Let’s not keep them waiting.”

She playfully swatted my chest. “You’re right.”

Julia happily introduced me to them. The first was Lucretia, a senator’s widow with dark hair and round eyes. When she entered my chamber, she was already untying her stola before the door closed behind her. Her body was lush with curves, breasts heavy and nipples dark pink.

“My husband died three years ago,” she said, lying back on the bed and spreading her thighs. “I never thought I’d feel a man inside me again.”

“You will,” I said, letting my clothing fall to the floor and summoning an erection. Her mouth opened at the size of it, looking at me in awe.

I entered her with one smooth thrust, her wetness welcoming me instantly. She moaned out, back arching off the bed.

“By Venus,” she gasped as I began to move within her. “You fill me completely!”

Her climax came quickly, walls clenching around me as she sobbed her pleasure. I let my seed spill deep within her, feeling the familiar pulse of my divine magic ensuring conception.

“It’s done,” I told her as she lay trembling. “You carry Rome’s future now.”

Lucretia kissed my hand, tears in her eyes. “Thank you.”

The afternoon drifted by, full of Roman beauty. Portia, barely twenty, with olive skin and innocent eyes that widened as I claimed her maidenhood. Antonia, a merchant’s daughter whose plump thighs quivered as I took her from behind, her cries muffled against silk pillows. Flavia, tall and athletic, who rode me with the confidence of an empress, her small breasts bouncing with each fuck.

Some came to me trembling, others bold with lust. Young widows seeking to replenish households emptied by war. Virgins offered by ambitious families. Wives whose husbands could not give them children. All left my chamber changed, carrying new life within their wombs.

As the final woman departed my chamber, night had fully fallen over Rome. I wiped my brow, feeling surprisingly refreshed despite the day’s activities. Twenty-three women, and I felt as though I could take twenty-three more if needed.

Julia had been there for me, giving me water. She’d kept a distance, but I could tell she was intrigued by my stamina. She’d asked whether I needed a break or not since she’d heard that it was needed for a man. Zafara had jokingly told her that he’s a God, and the same rules don’t apply to him.

I had just pulled on a fresh tunic when Julia appeared in the doorway, her face bright with excitement. She held something behind her back. “I have something for you,” she said, stepping forward. “I’ve been working on it since—”

A sound from outside interrupted her, sobbing carried on the night air. We both turned toward the villa entrance. “What’s that?” I asked, moving toward the sound.

Julia followed me to the doorway, where we spotted a figure huddled against a column. A woman dressed in white, her shoulders shaking with each sob.

“Wait here,” I told Julia, who nodded and stepped back.

I approached the woman carefully. “Are you all right?”

She looked up, startled, and I found myself staring into one of the most beautiful faces I’d seen in Rome. Tear-streaked cheeks, dark lashes framing eyes swollen from crying, but still pretty. She couldn’t have been more than twenty.

“Forgive me,” she whispered, trying to compose herself. “I shouldn’t be here.”

“What’s your name?” I asked gently.

“Antia,” she replied, her voice barely audible. “My husband died at Actium. I’ve been alone for months.”

I recognized the battle name, one of Augustus’s great victories that had secured his power. This woman was collateral damage from that triumph. “What brings you here?”

“I heard rumors,” she continued, wiping her tears. “Women speaking of a golden man who brings life where there was none. I’ve been searching for you, but was too afraid to approach.” She reached for my hand. “Please, I need a miracle. I have nothing left.”

I looked back at Julia, who was still waiting in the doorway; whatever gift she’d planned to give me was still hidden behind her back.

“Julia,” I called. “Would you mind if we postpone your surprise? This woman needs help.”

Julia stepped forward, studying the widow with compassionate eyes. “Of course. It’s considerate of you to help her.” She touched my arm briefly. “I’ll wait with Zafara.”

I helped Antia to her feet, guiding her gently toward my chamber. Her body trembled against mine, fragile with grief and hope intermingled.

Inside, she stood uncertainly, her gaze darting around the room.

“You don’t have to be afraid,” I said, taking her hands in mine.

“I’m not afraid,” she whispered. “Just… I haven’t been touched since he died.”

I brushed a tear from her cheek. “Tell me about him.”

Her face softened. “Marcus. He was kind and strong. We were only married for a year before he left for the sea battle. He never came back to me.”

I gently took her hand, leading her to the bed. “I can help ease your pain, Antia. And give you something to remember him by.”

Her eyes widened with understanding as I slowly untied her mourning clothes. “It’s not just about his death … but he couldn’t make me pregnant.”

“I will … I promise I will.”

The black fabric fell away, revealing skin pale as moonlight that had been hidden too long. Her body was slender but strong, with small high breasts and narrow hips.

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered, and fresh tears spilled down her cheeks.

“No one has said that to me since…”

I silenced her with a kiss, and then I deepened it as her body responded to mine. She melted against me, her hands exploring my chest, my arms, and my back. When I laid her down upon the bed, she hopefully looked up to me, her tears dried. I glanced down at her pinkish pussy that was rapidly moistening as I kept caressing and exploring her skin. Then, my honey-covered cock hardened in front of her so it prodded against her lips.

“Are you ready?” I asked, cupping a boob with my free hand.

“Yes,” she said as if it were a dream.

I pushed inside her, my cock sliding inside her wet pussy, stretching her. Her eyes rolled to the back of her skull and then opened as I pulled out.

She sighed, a sound of surrender and relief.

I took my time with her, knowing she needed tenderness as much as passion. Her skin flushed pink beneath my touch, warming with each caress.

“Oh,” she said, “I’d forgotten what being loved felt like.”

I enjoyed the tightness of her, as pleasure replaced grief on her face. Her tears stopped flowing, replaced by moans and whispered pleas. As I quickened the pace, her breasts started rolling up and down and she eagerly spread her legs even more, getting more active as the bedroom heated up.

I slid my left arm under her shoulder, leaning forward so my chest was against hers as I kept fucking her. Her warm breath was right against my ear, warming my core as I kept having my way with her.

When she reached her peak, she cried out, clutching me to her as if afraid I might vanish, and then I spilled my seed deep within her, feeling the familiar surge of divine power ensuring new life took root. She would have her miracle, a child with her husband’s memory and my blessing.

Afterward, she lay in my arms, her face transformed. The sorrow had lifted, replaced by peace.

“Thank you,” she whispered, kissing my chest. “I thought I would never feel loved again.”

I stroked her hair. “You deserve happiness. And now you’ll have a child to raise as well.”

She touched her belly, wonder in her eyes. “I can feel it already. Something has changed inside me.”

I pulled out, seeing her pussy gape open before closing. But even after, my seed still trickled out from her. I helped clean her up, and I also helped her dress. She hugged me one last time before leaving.

“It was no trouble,” I assured her as she thanked me again. “Go and rest now. Your body has important work to do.”

“Thank you, from the bottom of my heart.”

I found Julia and Zafara waiting in the atrium, a small table of food between them. Julia’s eyes followed me as I entered, something new in her gaze.

“Is she well?” Julia asked, offering me a cup of wine.

I nodded, taking a seat beside them. “She will be.”

Zafara pushed a plate of honeyed dates toward me. “Eat. You’ve expended much energy today.”

The three of us dined quietly for a moment. I savored the sweet fruits and fresh bread, replenishing my strength. Julia watched me intently, her fingers toying with the stem of her cup.

“I’ve never seen anything like it before,” Julia said, setting down her cup. “The way you were with her, with all of them today. It wasn’t just physical.” She paused, searching for words. “You truly cared for each one. Even that last woman, you listened to her pain before anything else.”

I looked up from my plate, meeting her thoughtful gaze. “They deserve that much. Each woman carries her own story, her own wounds and hopes.”

“Most men wouldn’t bother,” she replied. “They take what they want and leave. But you…” She shook her head in wonder. “You gave something to each of them beyond just a child. You gave them dignity.”

I smiled at her observation. She understood more than I’d realized.

Julia leaned forward slightly. “I like that about you. That you see women as people first, not just vessels.” Her cheeks flushed as she admitted this, but her eyes held mine steadily.

Something shifted in her expression then, a warmth that went beyond admiration. I recognized it instantly: the first flicker of love. It caught me by surprise, this gentle affection from the emperor’s daughter. “I never thought about it that way, but thank you,” I said, looking into her eyes and seeing the smile reach there as well.

“Well, do you want to see my gift?” she asked eagerly.

I rubbed my hands together. “Show me.”

She reached beside her seat and brought forth a carefully folded bundle of fabric. “I’ve been working on it since yesterday.”

She handed it to me, and I unfolded a finely made tunic. The fabric was lightweight but sturdy, dyed a rich indigo blue with subtle gold threading at the edges. The cut was different from typical Roman garments, more fitted at the shoulders and chest, with shorter sleeves that would leave my arms exposed.

“I noticed your other tunic covered up your nice body,” she said. “This style will suit you better, I think. And the color matches your eyes.”

“This is beautiful work,” I said, genuinely impressed. “You made this yourself?”

She nodded, pleased by my reaction. “I’m quite skilled with a needle. And I had help with the measurements.” She glanced at Zafara, who smiled knowingly.

“Try it on,” Zafara said, rising to collect our empty plates.

I stood and pulled my current tunic over my head. Julia’s eyes widened slightly, then quickly averted as my chest was exposed. But as I fumbled with the new garment, she stepped forward.

“Here, let me help you,” she said, taking the fabric from my hands. “The shoulders need to sit just so.”

Her fingers brushed against my skin as she adjusted the tunic, smoothing it across my chest and shoulders. Her touch lingered slightly longer than necessary.

“There,” she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. “Turn around.”

I complied, giving her a full view.

“It’s perfect,” Zafara said. “You have talent, Julia.”

“You look amazing in it,” Julia said, her eyes lingering on the way the fabric hugged my shoulders.

I walked over to the polished bronze mirror in the corner of the room, examining my reflection from different angles. The blue fabric accentuated my golden skin. The cut revealed the strength in my arms while highlighting my broad chest.

“Julia, this is remarkable work,” I said, genuinely impressed. “The fit is perfect, and the color… it’s as if you knew exactly what would suit me best.”

Her face lit up with delight, a warm blush spreading across her cheeks. She clasped her hands together, barely containing her excitement.

“I hoped you would like it,” she said, her voice tinged with pride. “Roman tunics are often too loose, too formal. I wanted something that would honor both your divine status and your physical gifts.”

“It does … Good job.”

She bit her lower lip, then asked, “Would you mind if I gave you a massage? You must be tired after today.”

I smiled at her thoughtfulness. “Not at all.”

She guided me to a low couch near the window where the evening breeze filtered through. I sat down, and she positioned herself behind me, her fingers touching my shoulders.

“I learned this from my handmaidens,” she said as her fingers began working the muscles at the base of my neck. “They say proper touch can restore vitality faster than sleep.”

Her hands were surprisingly strong, kneading the tension from my shoulders. I closed my eyes, enjoying the sensation.

A sharp knock interrupted us. Julia’s hands stilled on my shoulders.

“I’ll get that,” Zafara said, heading to the door and opening it. “Hi, Octavia.”

“Hi,” she said with a friendly smile. “Is my niece here?”

“I’m here,” Julia said, letting go of my shoulders and meeting her aunt.

“Julia,” Octavia said, her voice gentle but leaving no room for argument. “It’s getting late. It’s time to return home.”

“But I want to stay here tonight.”

Octavia stepped fully into the room, closing the door behind her. “Your father sent me to fetch you. He preferred not to come himself.”

“This isn’t fair,” Julia said, folding her hands across her chest defensively. “I’m not planning on sleeping with him, if that’s what everyone thinks.”

“Did I say that?” she said gently.

“No.”

Octavia sighed deeply. “We’ve had this conversation before, Julia. You know I love you and want what’s best for you, but because of your status, this situation is controversial.”

Julia’s shoulders slumped. “Sometimes I wish I weren’t a noble woman.”

Octavia’s expression softened with genuine sympathy. She approached Julia and brushed a strand of hair from her face. “I know … but it is what it is. Any peasant would kill for your spot.”

I stood up and patted Julia gently on the back. “There’s always tomorrow. We have plenty of time.”

“I guess you’re right.” She looked up at me, her eyes brightening slightly. “Can I have a hug before I go?”

I opened my arms, and she stepped into them, pressing her face against my chest. Over her shoulder, I saw Octavia smile faintly, mouthing the words “She has a moment.”

Julia clung to me as if reluctant to let go, her arms wrapped tightly around my waist. When she finally pulled away, her eyes were damp.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” she said.

“Sure thing … And thank you again for the gift.”

“I’m glad you liked it,” she said, squeezing my hand and smiling before walking toward the door.

With a sigh, she followed Octavia out to the waiting carriage. Octavia lingered briefly in the doorway. “She’ll be fine,” she assured me quickly, then blew me a kiss. “Goodnight.”

“Good night.” I watched them leave, then returned to find Zafara arranging pillows on a large couch.

“That ended rather abruptly,” I said, smiling at the sight of her.

“Feeling disappointed?” Zafara asked, watching my expression carefully.

I sank down onto the couch beside her. “A little,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair.

Zafara’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “You’re developing quite an attachment to the emperor’s daughter.”

Yes, she’s different,” I said. “Intelligent and passionate about her city.”

“And beautiful,” Zafara added, her eyes twinkling.

“That too,” I agreed with a laugh.

She moved behind me on the couch, her hands finding my shoulders. “Well, I’d be happy to finish what she started. My massages are legendary across several centuries, you know.”

I leaned back into her touch, feeling the tension begin to melt away under her divine fingers. “I definitely need that right now.”

Her thumbs worked deep circles at the base of my neck, finding knots I hadn’t realized were there. “You’ve had quite a day,” she murmured. “Twenty-three women, plus that widow.”

“It wasn’t just the physical exertion,” I said, closing my eyes as she pressed into a particularly tight muscle. “Each woman brought her own story, her own emotions. I feel like I’ve absorbed some of their pain, their hope.”

Zafara’s hands moved lower, working along my spine. “That’s part of your gift. You don’t just create life, you heal spirits.” Her voice softened. “It’s why you were chosen for this.”

I let myself relax completely under her massage, the day’s events washing through me. The women’s faces blended together in my memory: their tears, their laughter, their moments of pleasure and release.


Chapter 7 Julia’s Letter

Athunderous pounding jerked me awake. Sunlight streamed through the windows, much brighter than I expected. I must have slept deeply through the night. I still remembered Zafara’s massage and then the sex we had. She made up for the absence of Julia.

“Nathan,” Zafara said, nudging me awake. “Do you hear that?”

The pounding came again, followed by a chorus of female voices rising in volume outside our villa. Some called my name, others simply shouted to be heard over the growing din.

“What the hell is happening?” I mumbled, rubbing sleep from my eyes.

Zafara peered through a narrow window. “Oh my,” she whispered. “You might want to see this.”

I stumbled to the window, still tired, and nearly fell backward at the sight. The street outside our villa was filled with women, dozens of them, all dressed in their finest stolas, adorned with jewelry and flowers in their hair, their faces enhanced with expensive makeup. Some carried small offerings: baskets of fruit, flowers, and even small statues of household gods.

“They’re here for you,” Zafara said, a note of amusement in her voice. “Word has spread faster than we anticipated.”

“All of them?” I asked, scanning the crowd. Young maidens stood beside mature matrons. Widows in modest attire mingled with obviously wealthy women wearing gold at their throats and wrists. I’d already seen this in Egypt and Greece, but it hadn’t taken this quick for the word to spread.

A servant burst through the door, her face flushed with panic. “Nathan, the street is blocked! They refuse to leave until they see you. The city guards have arrived but don’t know what to do!”

I quickly splashed water on my face from a nearby basin and pulled on the blue tunic Julia had made for me. “I should greet them.”

“That would be wise,” Zafara said, hastily wrapping herself in a stola. “Before they tear down the door.”

When I stepped outside, a roar went up from the crowd. Hands reached toward me, faces bright with hope and desire. I raised my hands, and to my surprise, they fell silent immediately.

“Ladies of Rome,” I called out, my voice carrying across the suddenly quiet street. “I’m honored by your presence.”

A woman near the front called back, “We’ve heard of your gift! The blessing you’ve given to those you’ve touched!”

Murmurs of agreement rippled through the crowd. Another voice rose, “Octavia carries a child! And Lucretia! And many others in a single day!”

I scanned the sea of faces, looking for Julia among them. Surely she would have come if she knew about this gathering. But I couldn’t spot her.

“I will help as many of you as I can,” I said, raising my voice to be heard above the excited murmurs. “Please wait patiently.”

Zafara appeared beside me, her presence calming the crowd. “We will accommodate twenty women today,” she said. “The rest must return tomorrow.”

The women quickly organized themselves, some stepping forward eagerly while others reluctantly moved back, promising to return the next day. Guards appeared, helping to maintain order as the chosen women were escorted inside.

In the atrium, they waited, their excitement clear as day. I searched each face, hoping to see Julia among them, but she wasn’t there.

“I wish Julia were here. She organized them quite well,” I said.

“I’ll take care of that,” Zafara said.

“Where should we begin?” I asked her.

“Go to the breeding bedroom,” she said. “I’ll send them to you one by one.”

I went there, and it didn’t take long for the first woman to enter my chamber a bit nervously. She was young, perhaps nineteen, with hair the color of chestnuts and wide, innocent eyes.

“Your name?” I asked gently.

“Camila,” she whispered, her hands trembling slightly as she untied her stola. “I’m a virgin, but I feared I might be barren like my mother.”

The fabric fell away, revealing symmetric teardrops topped with thick peachy nipples and narrow hips. Her skin was pale and unmarked, the untouched softness of someone who’d never been with a man.

“You won’t be barren,” I promised, removing my own clothing.

Her eyes widened at the sight of my rising cock. “Will it hurt?” she asked.

Pulling her closer so my erection made contact with her waist, I kissed her, guiding her to the bed. “Only for a moment.”

I laid her down, and she spread her legs for me, her musky scent rising from her center. She had some hair, but not enough to obscure the view of her delicious sex. I reached for my cock and pushed it against her slick entrance.

She gasped as I entered her, her maidenhead giving way to my divine manhood. Her pain quickly transformed to pleasure as I slid my cock in and out, her body opening to me like a flower to the sun.

I fucked her gently and then harder so the sounds of our flesh slapping rose. A pinkish blush spread from her neck up to her cheeks, and when I released my seed deep inside her, she moaned, her back arching off the bed.

“Thank you,” she breathed, touching her belly in wonder. “I can feel it. New life.”

I leaned forward and kissed her before I pulled out my wet cock. “You’re welcome … take care of our child, raise her well.”

“I promise I will,” she said happily.

The day continued, surrounded by female flesh and gratitude. Cornelia, a widow whose husband had died before giving her children, her mature body still fertile and eager. Prisca, a senator’s daughter with rare red hair who rode me with surprising skill for one so young. Domitia, tall and athletic, demanded that I take her from behind, her cries of pleasure echoing through the chamber.

Between each woman, I asked Zafara, “Any word from Julia?”

Each time, she shook her head. “Nothing yet.”

By midday, I had planted my seed in ten women, each leaving with glowing skin and joyful tears. I paused to eat and drink, restoring my strength while scanning the remaining women for Julia’s familiar face.

“She’s not among them,” Zafara said again, handing me a cup of wine. “Perhaps her father has restricted her movements after yesterday.”

I frowned, concerned. Although something told me that Zafara was right. After we’d eaten, someone knocked on the door.

When the door opened fully, Octavia stood there, radiant in a way I hadn’t seen before. She wore a stola of deep azure silk that complemented her olive complexion, cinched with a golden cord that emphasized her matronly curves. Her dark hair was arranged in an updo, with a few strategically placed curls framing her face. But it was more than just her appearance.

“Nathan,” she said, her voice filled with warmth. “I hope I’m not interrupting.”

“No, I’m glad you came,” I said, hoping she’d know where Julia was.

I invited her inside. “You look like you could use a break,” she said.

“I’m already on my break,” I said. “Didn’t know being a fertility God came with sore muscles.”

She laughed. “Rome has many expectations, but even the gods need time to breathe.”

Her eyes scanned me, fond but observant, as if checking I still had strength in me. There was warmth in the way she looked at me now, similar warmth to when she’d shared me.

“You’re right,” I said.

“Several women in one day is no small feat.”

“I’ve done more,” I said lightly, but then glanced at the gate. “I just thought Julia would be here. She said she had something planned.”

Octavia’s face shifted slightly. She reached out, touching my arm. “She wanted to be.”

I looked at her more carefully. “What happened?”

Octavia sighed, brushing a stray lock of hair from her brow. “My brother noticed her absence yesterday. And her presence here in the days before. Too many eyes noticed the way she looked at you. My brother is cautious. Especially when it comes to her.”

“He punished her?” I asked, the words sharp in my throat.

“He believes it’s protection,” she said carefully. “She’s been moved to a private residence outside the city. Nothing harsh, but she’s being watched.”

The silence that followed stretched between us, filled only by the gentle trickle of the fountain. I wasn’t sure what to say. I didn’t like that news, but I wasn’t sure what I could do.

“She left something for you,” Octavia said, retrieving a small parchment scroll from her sash. “I told her I’d deliver it myself.”

She handed it over. The ribbon was violet, delicate and knotted with care. I turned it in my hand, but didn’t open it yet.

“She was crying, wasn’t she?” I asked.

Octavia hesitated for only a breath. “Not in front of me. But her eyes were red when she turned away.”

I nodded slowly. “Thank you for telling me. And for bringing this.”

“She believes in you,” Octavia said. “She wanted you to know that.”

I looked at her then. She stepped in closer and placed her hand lightly over my chest. “I know this complicates things,” she said. “But you still have a role to play. Rome is watching, and there are still women who need you.”

“I know,” I said. “I won’t stop.”

“Then let me help,” she said. “At least until Julia returns, if she’s allowed. I can bring them to you. The women who’ve asked. Those waiting. I’ve already spoken with several.”

“You’d do that?” I asked.

She smiled again. “You healed me, Nathan. You gave me back more than just my body. And this city needs more than promises. It needs action. If I can make your path smoother, I will.”

“I’d appreciate that,” I said. “It was a bit stressful this morning.”

“I’ll do my best,” she said and dipped her head.

“But first … I’d like to read this letter.”

“I’ll give you some peace,” she said and dipped her head.

“Thank you,” I said, clutching it in my hand and making my way to the divan. I settled down and untied the ribbon, rolling open the parchment scroll. I drew in a deep breath and started reading.

Nathan,

I am writing this with more frustration than I expected. I thought I could stay by your side longer. I thought we had more time. I was foolish to hope my father would not notice, but I suppose he always sees more than he admits. He saw how often I sought you out, how closely I watched you, how I smiled too easily when you spoke. He saw everything.

I should not tell you this, but I want you to know it anyway. When I realized I would be taken away, I almost refused to go. I thought there would be more time. I had started to imagine the things we might do, walking along the Tiber together, watching the chariot race, slipping away to the theater, or weaving flower wreaths just to make you laugh. I never said any of this aloud. I was too afraid it would sound foolish. But I wanted those moments, even if only once.

You arrived here with purpose, and yet you still found time to look at me as if I were more than Augustus’ daughter. I am not used to that. Most men see only my father’s power in me. My virginity is treated like a piece of marble that can be placed wherever it will best strengthen Rome. He says it is political. He says a daughter must serve the state. But I am tired of being something that belongs to everyone except myself.

And when I looked at you… for the first time I wondered what it would be like to choose. To decide where my first touch, my first kiss, and my first everything would go. I should not admit this. Yet here I am, writing it on a page like a foolish girl.

I do not know what will happen now. I am safe, but I am watched. They placed me in one of our family estates outside the city. It is quiet, and it feels like being pressed between two hands. Too still and too far from anything that matters. I hate that they pulled me away just as we began to know each other.

But I will not ask you to stop what you must do. Rome needs you. My aunt believes in you. I believe in you. That is why I am writing this instead of crying into my pillows like some tragic heroine.

If fate allows it, I hope to return. And I hope that when I do, you will still want to walk with me along the river and make wreaths and see chariots and sit together in the shade of the theater. I want those things more than I expected.

Until then… think of me, if you can.

Julia

I read the letter twice, then a third time. By the time I looked up, Zafara was already there, standing quietly in the doorway. “She wrote to you,” she said.

I nodded. “Octavia gave it to me.”

Zafara stepped closer, her eyes skimming the parchment still in my hands. “She cares for you,” she said. “Deeply. It’s in every word.”

“She barely knows me.”

“She knows enough,” Zafara said. “Sometimes that’s all it takes. Souls recognize what time hasn’t explained.”

I let out a slow breath and leaned back against the stone wall. “She wanted to do things together. She mentioned making flower wreaths, watching races and just being outside.”

Zafara smiled faintly, though there was sadness behind it. “Not every girl raised in power dreams of palaces. Some want something real … Kind of like Neferu.”

“I know. She also wrote about her virginity,” I said after a moment. “How her father sees it like it’s some political token.”

Zafara’s expression sharpened slightly. “Many men do. It’s not new. But she’s trying to reclaim it. That matters.”

There was silence for a moment between us.

“I need to write her back,” I said.

Zafara nodded, then placed a hand on my shoulder. “Then write. Put truth into it. If she reads it, it will carry weight. If she doesn’t, the words will still exist. Sometimes that’s how legacies are born.”

Then she turned to leave, giving me space.

I glanced down at the letter again and then reached for the ink and parchment.

The words didn’t come all at once. I sat in silence for a while, listening to the distant hush of Rome beyond the villa walls, the rustle of fig leaves, and the footsteps of attendants who kept their distance. Then, slowly, I began to write.

Julia,

Your words found me at the right time, though I wish you’d delivered them in person. Not because a letter isn’t enough, it was more than enough, but because I wanted to look into your eyes when I said the things I’m about to say. I’ve thought about the wreaths. The theater. The river walk you didn’t finish showing me. I’ve thought about your voice and how it softened when you spoke of Rome like it was a person you loved. I saw more of you in those moments than I’ve seen in most women after years. If your father thinks he owns the right to choose your future, he’s wrong. I know I have no place saying that, not as a Roman, not as a citizen, not even as a man. But maybe as something else. As someone who would never take what wasn’t given freely. You wrote that your virginity isn’t a symbol. I believe that. And I want you to know this: nothing about you needs to be proved, bartered, or sacrificed. Not for politics. Not for me. Not for Rome. We only just began to know each other. But I haven’t stopped thinking of you. And if there’s still time, if there’s still a path forward, I want to take it with you, whatever that looks like.

Nathan

I let the ink dry, folded the parchment, and sealed it with the wax.

For now, it felt like the only thing I could give her. A voice back in the silence.

And in that silence, I felt her closer than before.

I called for Octavia, who was busy arranging the women waiting to be bred. She looked down at the parchment in my hand. “You’ve written to her?”

I nodded and stood. “I have. Her letter… it touched my heart more than I expected. I didn’t think I’d feel this much for someone so quickly. But she’s different.”

Octavia stepped closer, her hands folded in front of her. “She always has been.”

“I don’t know if her father will let her read it,” I said. “But if you return to the palace, would you … give it to her? Please.”

Octavia reached for the letter gently, as if it already carried weight. “I will. She’ll want to know you read every word. And that you cared enough to answer.”

I sighed in relief. “Thank you.”

She lingered for a moment, her gaze holding mine. “I had hoped to spend the night with you,” she admitted, not accusatory, just honest. “But I see your heart is elsewhere tonight.”

“It is,” I said. “But tomorrow… I’d like to be yours. Fully.”

Octavia’s lips curved into a warm and feminine smile. “Of course. I would never be selfish about a thing so rare. And… it’s romantic, what you’re doing. Not many men would care to write back.”

She turned slightly, gesturing toward the door. “In the meantime, there are women waiting. Will you see them?”

Prepared for some more breeding, I nodded. “Bring them in.”

* * *

The last woman left the chamber, her face flushed with the glow of new fertility. I collapsed onto the bed, exhaustion settling into my muscles. I’d lost count of all the women whom I’d bedded. My cock lay limp against my thigh, slick with the evidence of my divine purpose.

Zafara entered the room carrying a basin of warm water and clean cloths. “You’ve done well today,” she said, setting the basin beside the bed. “Rome will remember this.”

“I hope Julia does too,” I said, staring at the ceiling. The letter I’d written sat heavily in my thoughts.

Zafara dipped a cloth in the warm water and knelt beside me. “Let me clean you. You’re covered.”

I nodded, too tired to argue. Her touch was gentle as she wiped away the remnants of the day’s work, the sticky combination of female nectar, sweat, and my own seed. As Zafara worked her way from my chest downward, she lingered on my spent manhood, carefully washing every inch.

“You’ll need rest,” she murmured. Her fingers were skillful but clinical now. “Tomorrow will bring more women.”

I sighed and closed my eyes as she finished. The cool cloth felt good against my overheated skin. “I keep thinking about Julia. What she’s doing right now.”

“Likely reading your letter,” Zafara said as she set aside the cloth. She lay down beside me, her body warm against mine. “Octavia seemed determined to deliver it.”

“I hope so.” I turned to face her. “Thank you for today. For helping with the women, for understanding about Julia.”

Zafara’s lips curved upward. “Understanding is what I do best, remember? Now sleep. You’ve earned it.”

I pulled her closer, burying my face in her neck. Her scent was comforting and familiar. My breathing slowed within moments, and I drifted toward sleep, my body heavy with exhaustion, my mind still full of Julia’s words.

I wasn’t sure how much time had passed when someone knocked on the door, jolting me awake. Zafara sat up beside me, instantly alert. We put our clothes back on and headed to the door, opening it. Octavia stood there, her face ashen and her hair disheveled. Her usual composure had shattered completely. She clutched the doorframe as if it were the only thing keeping her upright.

“Nathan,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “It’s Julia.”

“What happened?”

“She’s been taken,” Octavia said, the words tumbling out. “Kidnapped from the family estate.”


Chapter 8 The Kidnapping

My blood boiled as Octavia delivered those dreaded news. “The guards found signs of struggle near the temple grounds where she had gone to make offerings.”

“When?” I said, already clenching my fists.

“Earlier this evening.” Her hands trembled. “Augustus has sent soldiers to search, but they’ve found nothing.”

I saw the naked fear in her eyes, the way she struggled to stay composed.

“We’ll find her,” I said. “I’ll go immediately.”

“I’ll come with you,” Zafara said.

I was about to charge out the door when I caught sight of a figure at the villa entrance. An imperial guard stood blocking the way, his broad shoulders nearly filling the doorframe, the red cloak of Augustus’ personal guard hanging from his shoulders.

I narrowed my eyes on him, feeling my anger rising. I suspected he’d sent him there so I wouldn’t have a chance to find her.

“Halt,” he said, his hand resting on his sword hilt. “By order of Emperor Augustus, you are to remain within this villa.”

I stepped forward, fury building in my chest. “Julia has been kidnapped. I need to find her.”

The guard’s expression remained impassive. “The Emperor is aware of the situation with his daughter. He has ordered you specifically to remain here for your own protection. The investigation is sensitive.”

“Sensitive?” I spat the word back at him. “She could be on a ship right now, headed out of Rome.”

“The Praetorian Guard has been mobilized. They will handle this matter.”

I moved closer, knowing I could knock him out cold with one blow. “Get out of my way. Now.”

“I cannot do that.” His hand tightened on his sword. “Please don’t force me to restrain you.”

My vision blurred with rage. I calculated how quickly I could take him down. One punch to the throat would silence him. A sweep of his legs would put him on the ground. I could be past him in seconds.

“Nathan.” Zafara’s voice was cool and measured behind me. “Allow me.”

She glided forward. The guard’s eyes tracked her, suspicious but uncertain. “Good soldier,” she murmured, her voice taking on a strange, melodic quality. “You look tired after your long watch.”

She raised her hand slightly, her fingers making a subtle pattern in the air as she whispered words in a language I didn’t recognize. The guard’s stern expression slowly melted away. His eyes glazed over, becoming unfocused.

“I should… patrol elsewhere,” he mumbled, turning away from the door. “Something… strange… happening…”

He wandered off down the street, his steps uneven, and then he fainted, hitting the ground with a dull thump.

It wasn’t the first time I’d seen Zafara perform her spells. “What did you do?” Octavia asked in shock.

“A simple disorientation spell,” Zafara replied. “He’ll recover in about an hour with no memory of seeing us. But we should hurry.”

I jogged toward the sleeping guard. I quickly stripped him of his armor and tunic, leaving him in his undergarments. I donned the armor, surprised at how well it fit me.

“I need something of Julia’s,” I said. “Something she wore recently. Something personal.”

Octavia’s brow furrowed. “Why?”

“I have divine senses,” I said, tapping my nose. “I can track her by her scent, but I need something that carries it strongly. Something she treasured.”

“We need to hurry back to Palatine Hill,” Octavia said.

We quickly made our way there and Octavia led us to Julia’s private quarters. She hurried to a small chest near her sleeping quarters and returned with a delicate silk scarf, embroidered with tiny flowers.

“She wore this yesterday,” Octavia said, holding it out. “She was working on the embroidery herself. It’s one of her favorites.”

I took the scarf, bringing it to my face and inhaling deeply. Instantly, Julia’s essence filled my senses. I closed my eyes, concentrating on the scent, letting it fill me completely. When I opened them again, I could see a faint pink mist hanging in the air, a trail leading away from the villa and toward the harbor.

“I can see her trail,” I said, my voice tense with urgency. “It’s leading toward the river.”

Octavia gasped. “It could be pirates. They must be taking her to their ship.”

“We need to hurry,” I said, already moving toward the door. “If they set sail before we reach them…”

We raced through the streets of Rome, following the shimmering pink trail that only I could see. The imperial armor helped clear our path as citizens moved aside, assuming I was on official business. Zafara and Octavia struggled to keep pace behind me, but I couldn’t slow down. Not with Julia’s scent growing fainter with each passing minute.

The port Emporium came into view, crowded with ships and sailors. The pink mist led directly to a weathered merchant vessel near the far dock, where men were loading the last of their cargo.

I turned to Octavia and Zafara. “Wait here. I’ll handle this.”

“Nathan,” Octavia grabbed my arm, her eyes fierce with worry. “Bring her back safely.”

I nodded once, then strode toward the ship, my hand on the sword I’d taken from the guard. As I approached, I noticed the sailors’ eyes dart toward me nervously. They weren’t merchants. Their calloused hands and scarred faces marked them as fighters, pirates disguised as honest traders.

The pink mist grew stronger, leading to a large wooden crate being hauled toward the ship’s hold. Julia was inside. I could feel it.

“Halt!” I called out, my voice carrying across the dock. “By order of Emperor Augustus!”

The sailors froze momentarily, their eyes darting between me and the crate. Then the largest one, a brute with a face like cracked leather, barked an order.

“Get him!”

Three men drew swords and advanced while another grabbed a bow.

“Where is Julia?” I said, drawing my borrowed sword.

The first attacker lunged at me with surprising speed. I sidestepped, and plunged the sword into his back. The second came at me with an overhead strike that I parried before driving my knee into his stomach. He doubled over, gasping.

“Last chance,” I warned the others. “Release the Emperor’s daughter.”

The leader spat on the ground. “We don’t know what you’re talking about. We’re honest merchants.”

“Merchants don’t carry hidden daggers in their boots,” I said, noticing the giveaway bulge. “Or wear sword calluses on their sword hands.”

His face darkened. “Kill him!”

The remaining pirates attacked together. I ducked under one blade, caught another with my sword, and drove my fist into a bearded man’s throat. As he fell, I heard the distinctive twang of a bowstring.

Pain exploded in my shoulder as an arrow struck deep. The impact staggered me, but I remained standing. The pirates grinned, thinking they had me.

I looked down at the shaft protruding from my flesh, then back at them. With a single motion, I grasped the arrow and pulled it free. Blood poured briefly from the wound, then stopped as the torn flesh knit itself back together.

The pirates’ expressions shifted from triumph to terror.

“What manner of demon are you?” the leader whispered.

“Something far worse than a demon,” I said, advancing on them.

I moved faster than they could track, my divine strength flowing through me. My first blow sent a man flying into the waters. My second shattered a sword and the arm holding it. The third crushed a pirate’s chest like parchment.

The archer loosed another arrow that I caught in mid-air before hurling it back. It took him through the eye.

The leader tried to flee toward the ship, but I was on him in an instant, lifting him by his throat.

“Where is she?”

He clawed at my hand, his face purpling. “The… crate,” he barely said. “Don’t… kill me.”

I threw him against the ship’s hull with enough force to crack the wood. He slid down, leaving a smear of blood, his neck bent at an unnatural angle.

I raced to the large crate, my divine strength surging through me. With a roar, I drove my fist into the wooden side, splintering it completely. The front panel exploded outward, revealing Julia huddled inside, bound with coarse rope, a cloth gag tied tightly around her mouth. Her eyes widened when she saw me, tears streaming down her face.

“Julia!” I tore through her bindings like they were paper, ripping the gag from her mouth. “Are you hurt? Did they harm you?”

She collapsed against me, her body shaking with sobs. “Nathan … I thought … I thought they would sell me. Take me across the sea where no one would find me.”

I gathered her into my arms, cradling her trembling form. She felt smaller and more fragile than I remembered. Her hair smelled of fear and saltwater, nothing like the sweet scent I’d grown to associate with her.

“You’re safe now,” I whispered, stroking her hair.

She clutched at my borrowed armor, her fingers digging into the metal as if afraid I might disappear. “How did you know where I was?”

“I followed your scent,” I said simply, helping her to her feet. Her legs wobbled, and I steadied her with an arm around her waist. “I would have followed it across oceans if needed.”

Zafara and Octavia rushed forward, their faces awash with relief. Octavia embraced Julia, murmuring words of comfort while Zafara examined the girl for injuries.

“We need to get her back to the palace,” Octavia said. “Augustus is beside himself with worry.”

I nodded, though I didn’t relish the thought of facing the emperor. “Can you walk?” I asked Julia gently.

She straightened her shoulders, something of her usual spirit returning to her eyes. “Yes. I can.”

During the journey back to the palace, we noticed a lot of concerned citizens and rushing guards. Word spread quickly that the emperor’s daughter had been rescued, and by the time we reached the palace gates, a crowd had gathered. Augustus himself stood at the entrance, his face a mask of barely controlled panic. When he saw Julia, something in him broke. The emperor of Rome, master of the known world, ran forward like any desperate father.

“Julia,” he said, reaching for her.

She was unsure at first but then allowed herself to be pulled into his embrace. Over her shoulder, Augustus stared at me, his expression unreadable.

“You found her,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “You brought her back.”

I inclined my head slightly. “I did.”

After breaking the hug, Julia didn’t say anything. Augustus guided Julia toward the palace interior, his arm protective around her shoulders. I followed, unsure of my place in this reunion but unwilling to leave Julia’s side just yet.

Once inside the palace’s grand atrium, Augustus turned to face me fully, his expression now hardening into something more imperial.

“You have my gratitude,” he said formally, “but I must ask how you knew she was missing. The kidnapping was not public knowledge.”

I remembered the guard who’d been sent to our villa to keep me there. It left a sour taste in my mouth. Before I could answer, Julia pulled away from her father’s grip. Her face was still streaked with tears, but there was fire in her eyes.

“He saved me,” she said, her voice stronger than I expected. “Those pirates would have taken me across the sea if Nathan hadn’t come for me.”

Augustus frowned. “The Praetorian Guard would have—”

“Would have what?” Julia interrupted, color rising in her cheeks. “Found me weeks later, sold to some eastern king? Or never found me at all?”

“Julia,” Augustus said, “you’re overwrought. The physicians should—”

“I am not overwrought!” Her voice echoed through the marble hall. Several servants froze in place, eyes wide at her outburst. “Nathan tracked me down when your guards couldn’t even find a trail. He fought those men alone. He killed them to protect me!”

Augustus’s face darkened with each word, the muscle in his jaw twitching visibly. “You speak of matters you don’t understand,” he said, his tone low and dangerous. “This man is not a Roman citizen. He has no authority to—”

“To what? To save your daughter?” Julia’s hands balled into fists at her sides. “I’d be gone if it weren’t for him. I’d be on a ship headed to gods know where!”

The emperor’s face flushed deep crimson. I could see the conflict in him: relief at her safety warring with his wounded pride. Julia had challenged him publicly, something no one dared do.

“Enough,” he said, but Julia wasn’t finished.

“He’s done more for Rome in days than most of your senators have in their lives,” she said, stepping closer to me. “And you treat him like a threat instead of the blessing he is.”

Augustus stood speechless, his mouth opening and closing without sound. Servants averted their eyes, pretending to be busy with tasks that suddenly required their complete attention.

Julia turned to me, her eyes still bright with tears. She touched my arm briefly, a whisper of contact that felt like a shout.

“Thank you,” she said simply, then turned and fled down a corridor, her footsteps echoing against marble.

Augustus watched her go, his imperial mask slipping to reveal the confused father beneath. For a moment, he seemed to age

I could see Augustus was torn between gratitude and fury. Before I could speak, Octavia stepped forward, her hand brushing against my arm.

“Brother,” she said, “let me take our guests back to their villa. It’s been a trying night for everyone.”

Augustus looked at his sister, then at me. His face was a battlefield of conflicting emotions.

“Very well,” he said finally. “We will speak of this tomorrow.”

Octavia guided me and Zafara toward the exit. I hesitated, not wanting to leave Julia after what she’d been through, but Octavia’s gentle pressure on my arm was insistent.

Once we were outside the palace grounds, she let out a long breath.

“You did an extraordinary thing tonight,” she said. “But my brother needs time to process it.”

“He seemed more angry than grateful,” I muttered.

“Augustus isn’t accustomed to others solving problems he considers his responsibility.” Octavia’s voice was kind but firm. “Especially not when it concerns Julia.”

We walked in silence for a while, the night air cool against my skin. The streets of Rome were quiet now, with only the occasional patrol of night watchmen passing by.

At the entrance to our villa, Octavia surprised me by pulling me into a warm embrace.

“Give him time,” she whispered against my ear. “My brother may be emperor, but he is still a man. His pride was wounded tonight, but he will come to recognize your value.”

“Of course,” I said, though I wasn’t convinced.

“You have a gift, Nathan. A divine purpose. Augustus will see that, in time.”

She released me, nodded to Zafara, and disappeared into the night. I watched her go, wondering if her faith in her brother was justified.

Inside our villa, Zafara poured us both cups of watered wine.

“That was quite a display of power,” she said, handing me a cup. “I haven’t seen you fight like that before.”

I sank onto a couch, suddenly exhausted. “I didn’t think. I just acted.”

“The pirates?”

“Dead. All of them.”

Zafara nodded, unsurprised. “You did what was necessary.”

I sipped the wine, replaying the night’s events in my mind. “What do you think Augustus will do now?”

“That depends on what matters more to him—his pride or his daughter’s safety.” Zafara stretched out on the couch. “Either way, you’ve changed how he sees you. You’re no longer just a curiosity.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“Both, most likely.” She yawned. “We should sleep. Tomorrow will bring its own challenges.”

We undressed and headed to bed.

As I lay in bed, I couldn’t stop thinking about Augustus’ face—the way he’d looked at me with that mixture of gratitude and suspicion. Would he see me as an ally now? Or would he view my power as a threat? I didn’t know, but what I did know was that there were a lot more women needing to be impregnated tomorrow.


Chapter 9 Freedom

Iwoke to sunlight streaming through the villa windows and Zafara’s warm body pressed against mine. For a moment, I simply lay there, replaying the previous night’s events in my mind: the search for Julia, the fight at the harbor, and Augustus’s conflicted expression.

“You’re thinking too loudly,” Zafara murmured, her eyes still closed.

I chuckled and pressed a kiss to her forehead. “Just processing everything.”

She stretched beside me, catlike and pretty. “Another day of divine duty awaits. We should get ready.”

We rose and dressed, my muscles still slightly sore from the previous night’s battle. I pulled on the blue tunic Julia had made for me, the fabric feeling even more special after what took place last night.

“Listen,” Zafara said, pausing as she fastened her stola. “Do you hear that?”

I did. The now-familiar sound of female voices outside our villa, the excited chatter of Roman women waiting to receive my divine seed.

“They’re persistent,” I said, smiling despite myself.

“And plentiful,” Zafara added with a knowing look.

When we stepped into the atrium, a servant approached us, her expression anxious. “Divine one, there are thirty-seven women gathered outside. They’ve been arriving since dawn.”

“Thirty-seven?” I repeated, impressed despite myself. “That’s way more than yesterday.”

“And more are arriving,” the servant added. “But there’s something else. An imperial guard arrived moments ago with a message. Emperor Augustus requests your presence at the Palatine immediately.”

I exchanged glances with Zafara. After last night’s confrontation, I wasn’t sure what to expect.

“Tell the women I will return to attend to them later,” I told the servant. “The emperor’s summons takes precedence.”

* * *

Zafara and I headed to the Palatine. The walk was quiet, the streets already bustling with morning activity. Merchants called their wares, slaves hurried on errands, and everywhere we passed, women stopped to stare, some whispering behind their hands, others boldly meeting my gaze with hopeful smiles.

“Your reputation grows by the hour,” Zafara said quietly.

“Let’s hope Augustus sees that as a good thing,” I said.

When we reached the imperial palace, we were led through corridors I hadn’t seen before, deeper into the private sections of the massive complex. Guards flanked every doorway, their expressions impassive as we passed.

At last, we reached an ornate door where Octavia waited. She smiled warmly at us both.

“I’ll take Zafara to my quarters,” she said. “Augustus wishes to speak with you alone.”

I nodded, and Zafara squeezed my hand briefly before following Octavia down another corridor. The guard opened the door and gestured for me to enter.

Augustus stood by a window overlooking the city, his back to me. He wasn’t wearing his imperial toga—just a simple tunic that made him look more like a father than an emperor. When he turned, I saw the exhaustion etched into his face.

“Nathan,” he said quietly. “Come in. Close the door.”

I did as he asked. The room was intimate, personal, like a spacious private study filled with scrolls and maps.

“I owe you an apology,” Augustus said, the words clearly difficult for him. “Last night, I was ungrateful.”

I remained silent, waiting. He moved toward a table where wine had been set out, pouring two cups with his own hands, a gesture of humility from a man who usually had servants for such tasks. He offered me one.

“I haven’t felt pain like that in my life,” he continued. “Not even after all the wars, spilled civil blood. When Julia was taken…” He paused, taking a long drink. “I realized how powerless I truly am. All my legions, all my authority, none of it mattered. You saved her when I could not.”

I accepted the wine but didn’t drink yet. “Any father would have felt the same.”

“Perhaps.” He set his cup down heavily. “But I am not just any father. I am Caesar. And yet you accomplished what my entire Praetorian Guard could not.” He looked directly at me now, and I saw the shame there. “My daughter was right to defend you. She sees clearly what my pride tried to obscure.”

I didn’t answer. I wasn’t sure what to say anyway since I agreed.

“Julia will be your guide again. I cannot stop what has already begun between you, and I will not create more conflict within my own family. The gods know I’ve seen enough spilled civil blood to last a dozen lifetimes.” His jaw tightened. “I won’t add to it with family discord.”

My heart began to pound. I wasn’t sure I’d heard him correctly.

“You can have her maidenhead,” Augustus said bluntly, each word clearly costing him. “I suspect she’ll go with you wherever your journey takes you. She’s always been willful.” A ghost of a smile crossed his face. “Like her mother.”

I stood there, stunned. “I appreciate that.”

“Even if she wants to follow you home, I’m prepared for a trick at the end of your journey,” he said, his eyes sharp despite the vulnerability he’d shown. “But only if she wants it. Her choice. Not mine, not yours, hers.”

I frowned slightly. “What kind of trick?”

He waved his hand dismissively. “You’ll understand when the time comes. For now, just know that Julia makes her own choices. I do not.”

“Where is she?” I asked, needing to see her after everything that had happened.

Augustus gestured toward the corridor. “Her chamber. She’s been working on something to keep herself occupied.”

I nodded my thanks and followed his direction through the marble halls. My heart raced as I approached her door, wondering how she would be after the trauma of last night.

I knocked gently before entering. Julia sat by the window, her hands busy with needle and thread, working on what looked like another tunic. When she saw me, her eyes went wide.

“Nathan!” The sewing fell from her hands as she leaped to her feet.

She crossed the room in seconds and threw herself into my arms. I caught her, holding her tightly as she pressed her face against my chest. Her body trembled slightly, and I felt the dampness of tears soaking through my tunic.

“I thought I’d never see you again,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “When they took me, all I could think was that I’d never get to finish our conversation, never get to walk with you along the Tiber…”

I stroked her hair gently. “You’re safe now. I’ll always find you.”

She pulled back just enough to look up at me, her eyes red but shining with something beyond relief. “My father spoke with you?”

“He did.” I smiled down at her. “He said you can be my guide again. That you can come with me.”

Her eyes widened as if she couldn’t believe it. “He said that? Truly?”

“Truly. He wants it to be your choice.”

Tears spilled down her cheeks again, but these were different, tears of joy rather than fear. “So I’m truly free now.”

“Yes,” I told her.

She laughed, a sound of pure happiness. “Can we go now? Back to your villa?”

“Of course,” I said, wiping away her tears with my thumb. “Though I should warn you, there are about thirty-seven women waiting for me.”

Julia’s eyes widened, then she laughed again. “Thirty-seven? And here I thought it was busy when I was there.”

“Word spreads quickly in Rome,” I said with a grin. “Are you sure you’re ready for this?”

She grabbed my hand, squeezing it tightly. “I’ve never been more certain of anything in my life.”

We left her chamber together, her fingers intertwined with mine. As we walked through the palace corridors, I noticed the servants’ surprised expressions, the way guards’ eyes followed us. The emperor’s daughter, walking hand-in-hand with a foreign god through the halls of power.

When we reached the atrium, Zafara and Octavia were waiting. Octavia smiled when she saw Julia’s radiant smile.

“You look happier than I’ve seen you in years,” Octavia said, embracing her niece.

“Because I am,” Julia replied.

“I’m happy for you,” Octavia said, breaking the hug to kiss her forehead.

“Can we go?” Julia asked me eagerly.

“Of course,” I said with a smile. We said goodbye to Octavia for now.

We made our way back, Zafara walking alongside us. Julia pointed out details I’d missed before: a hidden shrine tucked between buildings, the worn carving of a wolf on a cornerstone. She was excited, and so was I.

When we arrived at the villa, the crowd of women had grown even larger. They parted for us, their eyes wide with reverence and hope as Julia led me through. Some reached out to touch the hem of my tunic, others whispered blessings. Julia organized them, creating an orderly system where before there had been chaos.

“Twenty today,” she said, counting off the first group. “The rest will return tomorrow.”

The day passed quickly as I started breeding them. I took each woman in turn, filling them with my seed, ensuring new life would flourish in Rome’s dwindling families. Julia was there throughout, offering water between sessions, speaking kindly to each woman, making notes of their names and families.

By evening, I had bred twenty-three women, more than planned, but Julia had insisted we accommodate the three widows who had traveled from outside the city. When the last one left, her body already glowing with the miracle of conception, Julia closed the villa door with a sigh of satisfaction.

“You’re amazing,” she said, collapsing onto a couch. “I’ve never seen such stamina.”

I laughed, stretching my arms overhead. “Divine gifts have their advantages.”

We gathered around the low table as servants brought something to eat: roasted fowl seasoned with herbs, tender vegetables in olive oil, fresh bread still warm from the ovens, and sweet wine that tasted of summer fruits.

“Tomorrow,” Julia said between bites, “I think you should have a day off.”

I raised an eyebrow. “A day off from breeding Rome?”

She nodded, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “There’s a chariot race at the Circus Maximus. The best teams in Rome will compete.” She leaned forward, her enthusiasm infectious. “We could go together. No breeding, no responsibilities, just enjoyment.”

“I’d love that,” I said, realizing how much I wanted to experience Rome as more than just a divine stud. “I’ve never seen a chariot race before.”

“Then it’s settled,” she said, raising her wine cup in a toast. “Tomorrow, we will enjoy Rome like ordinary citizens.”

As we continued our meal, I couldn’t help but notice the transformation in Julia. She was no longer just the emperor’s daughter, but a woman in full command of her own destiny. There was a new confidence in the way she carried herself, a quiet strength that hadn’t been there before. The kidnapping had changed her, but not in the way her captors intended. Rather than breaking her spirit, it seemed to have crystallized her resolve.

* * *

After we finished our meal, I found myself reluctant for the evening to end. I wanted to spend more time with Julia, to hear her laugh, to watch her eyes light up when she spoke of things she loved.

“Would you like to stay here tonight?” I asked. “We have a guest bedroom prepared. It would save you the journey back to the palace.”

Julia’s eyes widened slightly, a blush creeping up her neck. “I’d like that very much,” she said, her cheeks pinkening.

Zafara excused herself with a knowing smile, leaving us alone in the warm glow of the oil lamps. We talked for hours, sharing stories and dreams. Julia told me of her childhood in Rome, of secret hideaways in the palace gardens and lessons with tutors who taught her far more than was typical for Roman girls. I shared what I could of my own past, carefully edited but still truthful in emotion if not detail.

When her eyes began to droop with exhaustion, I stood and offered my hand. “Let me show you to your room.”

The guest chamber was simple but comfortable, with a narrow bed covered in fresh linens and a small window that looked out over the sleeping city. Julia stood in the doorway, suddenly shy.

“Thank you,” she said, “for everything. For saving me, for listening to me … for seeing me as more than just Augustus’s daughter.”

“You’re welcome,” I replied. “Get some rest. Tomorrow will be a new day.”

I leaned down and pressed a kiss to her forehead, lingering perhaps a moment longer than necessary. Her skin was warm beneath my lips, and I caught the faint scent of jasmine in her hair.

“Goodnight, Julia.”

“Goodnight, Nathan.”

I retreated to my own chamber together with Zafara, my thoughts still filled with her smile as I drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 10 Circus Maximus

Iwasn’t sure how long I’d been sleeping when a feminine sound slowly woke me up. At first, I thought I might have dreamed it, but then I heard it again, a muffled, drawn-out moan followed by a loud thump, as if someone had fallen.

I sat up, instantly alert. The sound had come from Julia’s room.

I jumped out of bed and hurried down the corridor. Had her kidnappers somehow found her? Was she having a nightmare about her ordeal?

I pushed open the door without knocking and froze at the sight before me.

Julia lay sprawled naked on the floor beside the bed, her legs splayed apart. A polished wooden dildo lay beside her on the marble floor, still glistening with her honey. Her fingers were slick, and between her parted thighs, I could see her pussy was wet and swollen. Since the moonlight streamed through the window, I could see her nude body. Her breasts were full and round, tipped with dusky rose nipples that stood erect. Her waist curved inward before flaring to hips that hinted of fertility. A neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair adorned her mound, doing nothing to hide the glistening evidence of her self-pleasure that ran down on the insides of her thighs.

When she saw me, her eyes widened in shock and her hands scrambled to cover herself, though it was far too late. Her face was pink as a rose, the blush spreading down her neck to her chest.

“Nathan! I—I’m so sorry,” she stammered. “I didn’t mean to wake you. I was just… I couldn’t sleep and… I fell off the bed and…” Her voice trailed off, unable to finish the obvious explanation.

“It’s fine,” I assured her, keeping my voice gentle as I moved closer. I forced my eyes to stay on her face, though it took considerable willpower. “Are you hurt? That was quite a fall.”

She shook her head quickly, hair tumbling around her shoulders. “No, I’m not hurt. Just embarrassed beyond words.” She made another futile attempt to cover herself, one arm across her chest, the other trying to cover between her legs.

I stepped forward and knelt beside her, offering my hand. “Let me help you up.”

She placed her trembling hand in mine. I gently pulled her to her feet, trying not to stare at her naked body.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her eyes downcast.

I reached for the blanket on her bed and wrapped it around her shoulders, covering her nudity. “It’s alright. I got you,” I said. “Good night.”

“Good night,” she said and I returned to bed.

* * *

I woke up the next morning next to Zafara’s warm body. My mind immediately returned to the previous night’s encounter with Julia. I’d been trying to be a gentleman, but the image of her naked body was burned into my memory. Rising from bed, I donned the blue tunic she had made for me, appreciating how it fit my form perfectly.

When I stepped out of my chamber, I found Julia already in the atrium. Her hair was gathered into a series of carefully pinned twists, and she wore a crimson sash today that complemented her pale skin. When our eyes met, she blushed deeply, clearly remembering the awkward moment.

“Good morning,” I said, keeping my voice casual.

“Good morning,” she replied, her eyes darting away. “About last night… I’m still embarrassed.”

I shook my head and smiled. “There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. Let’s just forget it happened.”

Relief washed over her face. “Really?”

“Really,” I said.

She exhaled, some tension leaving her shoulders. “Thank you. I was worried things would be strange between us.”

“Not at all,” I said, accepting a cup of watered wine from a servant. “So, are we still planning to attend the chariot races today?”

Her face brightened instantly. “Yes! Are you ready? The best seats fill quickly, and I want you to experience it properly.”

“I’m ready whenever you are,” I said. Before we headed there, I told Zafara about our plans and that she had to tell the women that I’d be gone today. They were already gathered, and they became disappointed when they got the news. Julia however was excited as she took me there.

* * *

The roar hit me before we reached the gates.

It began as a low thunder in the distance, growing louder with each step as we crossed the paved road toward the Circus Maximus.

“Have you ever seen anything like this before?” she asked, her voice nearly lost in the sound of thousands already gathered inside.

“Only in ruins,” I said.

We entered with the crowd, moving through an arched passage that opened suddenly into light. The stadium spread out before us in impossible scale. Stone seating tiers curved in a giant oval, packed with bodies in motion. The sun struck the arena floor, where golden dust rose in clouds as horses thundered past.

Julia smiled at my stunned silence. “You are standing in the largest entertainment venue in Rome. Two hundred thousand people can fit here on a festival day.”

The seats rose in levels, from the wealthy shaded porticoes to the open marble benches where citizens shouted and threw their hands into the air. Colored banners rippled overhead, some draped from balconies, others tied to long wooden poles. Red, white, blue, and green.

“What’s up with the colors?” I asked.

“Those are the factions,” Julia said, pointing toward the banners. “The Reds and Whites are the oldest. The Blues and Greens dominate now. Everyone has a side. Some people even kill over it.”

My eyes moved to the long central barrier that split the track, lined with gleaming statues and a towering obelisk that shimmered under the sun. “What’s that?” I asked her.

“That’s the spina,” she said. “It divides the arena down the middle. The chariots race around it, seven laps, always counterclockwise. It keeps them from colliding head-on, though you’d be surprised how often crashes still happen.”

I followed the path of the racing teams as they tore around the curved edge, the wheels of their chariots dangerously close to the marble corners of the spina.

“What about that?” I asked, pointing to the tallest monument, an Egyptian obelisk, sharp and golden at the top.

“It’s from Heliopolis,” she said. “A gift from the East. My father had it brought here as a symbol of Rome’s reach. The spina isn’t just decoration. It’s a spine, Rome’s pride, stretching from old gods to new victories.”

Seven chariots thundered by, their drivers cloaked in bright faction colors, whips raised high. The crowd surged with them, shouting names, waving banners, and roaring.

Julia’s gaze didn’t waver from the dust-clouded spectacle. “This is not just sport,” Julia added. “It is myth made visible. The circus games date back to Romulus. Legend says the first chariot race was held as a trap to abduct Sabine women.”

I turned toward her. “That’s a dark origin for something so beloved.”

Julia shrugged. “Most origins are. But the races endured. Emperors pour fortunes into them. The people love them more than temples.”

The crowd erupted as one of the racers veered too sharply, nearly tipping. Dust spiraled into the air as he corrected course.

We moved to our seats, not far from the imperial box but just removed enough to sit unnoticed. Julia’s position allowed her to bypass the formal restrictions that others faced. Nearby, nobles reclined on cushions, holding cups of wine. Below us, sellers moved through the aisles with trays of roasted nuts and fruit dipped in honey.

I looked around again, still absorbing it all. “This is where Rome comes alive, isn’t it?”

Julia smiled. “Yes. For a few hours, there are no senators or slaves. Only loyalty to a color and speed.”

A new lap began, and horns sounded from the far side of the arena. A line of flame-colored horses pulled ahead, drawing the cheers of one entire side of the stands. Julia turned to me, her face lit by the sun and the energy of the crowd. “This is your first real day in Rome,” she said. “Now you see what it means to be part of it.”

The racers rounded the spina again, wheels skimming dangerously close to the stone edge. The crowd leaned forward as one, mouths open, fingers gripping the marble rails.

Julia glanced sideways at me, lips curling in amusement. “You still haven’t told me which faction you’ll support.”

“I thought I could remain neutral,” I said.

Her laugh rose above the clamor. “Neutrality is for foreigners and philosophers. Not for Romans.”

We exchanged grins. “Gotcha … give me a sec.” I studied the chariots as they raced past again. The Greens were slightly ahead, their driver crouched low, dark curls blowing behind him. A moment later, the Blues surged up beside them. I caught a glimpse of the driver’s face, clenched jaw, narrowed eyes, and his whip snapping through the air.

“I like the Greens,” I said at last. “They look ruthless.”

Julia narrowed her eyes in mock accusation. “I was hoping you’d choose wisely. I’m with the Blues.”

“Of course you are,” I said, watching her expression shift into a playful pout.

She leaned in closer, her shoulder brushing mine. “We’ll make it interesting, then. A wager.”

I turned toward her. “What kind of wager?”

“If the Blues win,” she said, drawing her words out slowly, “you owe me a gift. Something personal.”

“And if the Greens win?”

“Then I owe you one.”

“What kind of gift?” I asked.

“That’s the mystery,” she said, tilting her head. “It makes the game more fun.”

Another lap ended. The roar of the stands made it nearly impossible to think clearly, but Julia’s nearness seemed to carve space out of the chaos. Her scent was faint, lavender, warmed by the sun, and her arm lingered against mine as if we were lovers.

The racers tore past again, and she shouted with the crowd, her voice joining thousands. I saw her eyes shine, and in that moment I forgot we were surrounded by stone and dust and war-stained banners. I only saw her, alive in the sun, as if she were born for days like this. And she was pretty, so pretty.

She caught me watching. “Is this how you choose your sides?” she asked, teasing again.

“Maybe,” I said. “Or maybe I like losing when the stakes are interesting.”

Julia grinned and turned her attention back to the arena. “Then you’re in for a thrilling defeat.”

We watched in silence for a few moments, the crowd swelling louder as the final laps approached. Somewhere nearby, a man banged a drum in rhythm with the hooves. Children shouted, waving dyed cloths above their heads. The smell of dust and horse sweat thickened in the air.

And still, I could feel her beside me.

The final laps drew closer. The tension in the crowd shifted from joy to fever. Shouts turned sharp. People surged forward, crowding the barriers, eyes wide. Even the nobles in shaded stands leaned closer, forgetting themselves.

Hooves slammed the earth in unison. Chariot wheels thundered over the track. The Blues were slightly behind the Greens now, but gaining slowly and dangerously. The Blue driver leaned his weight inward, coaxing his horses tighter around the curve. Dust exploded beneath them.

Then came the moment. One of the Red chariots veered in too close to the inside post. His wheel clipped the spina. The impact jolted the axle, sending the whole cart lurching sideways. The horses shrieked, trying to right themselves, but it was too late.

The crash came like thunder. Wood splintered, and a plume of dust and debris exploded into the air. Gasps rolled through the stands. Julia’s hand shot out and grabbed mine without thinking. I felt her fingers wrap around mine tightly as the driver tumbled hard onto the track. His body skidded through the dirt before the race pressed on without him.

“Is he—?” I began.

“They’ll drag him off if he’s lucky,” she said under her breath, eyes locked on the chaos.

Attendants rushed forward, white robes flying behind them, dragging the broken cart from the path. The crowd roared louder than ever, caught between horror and ecstasy. This was what they came for. The danger, the blood and the glory.

Back on the track, the Greens and Blues were neck and neck. Then, just as the Greens made their push, something strange happened. A glint, the whip of the Blue driver lashing across the Green’s reins.

“That’s not allowed, is it?” I asked, frowning.

Julia’s eyes narrowed. “No. It’s cheating.”

“Will they stop him?”

“Not if no one calls it out. The officials don’t interfere unless someone forces them to. And even then, loyalty matters more than fairness.”

I stared at the Blue driver, who was gritting his teeth as he lashed forward again. The Green driver flinched, jerking back just enough to lose momentum. And the crowd cheered wildly.

Julia exhaled, biting the inside of her cheek. “I hate when they cheat.”

I glanced down at our joined hands. She didn’t let go. Her fingers stayed tangled in mine even as the crowd surged again, shouting themselves hoarse as the final lap began.

The Blues gained the lead. The Green driver tried to close the gap, but his horses were faltering. The Blue driver didn’t even look back. He knew he had it.

Then the finish line exploded with sound, flags were raised and horns blared.

“The Blues,” Julia whispered, stunned. She turned to me slowly. “I won.”

“You did,” I said, squeezing her hand.

“And that means you owe me something personal.”

I smiled. “I already gave you my hand.”

“That’s a good start,” she murmured.

And for the first time since the chaos broke loose, I noticed how her thumb was gently brushing mine. Even with thousands of Romans shouting and stomping all around us, this moment, this tiny victory, belonged only to her.

The dust had barely settled when the crowd began to spill into the walkways, buzzing with gossip, laughter, and fevered recountings of the crash. Julia and I remained seated for a while, lingering. Her fingers were still laced with mine, and neither of us mentioned it.

I turned to her. “You seem pleased with your victory.”

She tilted her chin. “I always pick well.”

“Even with cheaters?”

She shrugged lightly. “Rome has never promised justice. Only spectacle.” Her gaze drifted across the chariot grounds, where garlands were being tossed from balconies and couples leaned in close, their whispered conversations half-hidden behind silk veils and eager glances. A group of young women passed below us, one of them clutching a laurel wreath, her eyes locked with a laughing boy across the aisle.

“There are always lovers at the races,” Julia said.

I looked at her, the subtle flush of heat still in her cheeks. “I see.”

She smiled. “My father says public life leaves little room for romance. But the poets… they disagree.”

“Oh, yeah?”

nodding, she leaned closer. “Do you want to hear one?”

“Yes.”

Julia straightened her shoulders and lowered her voice, speaking in near-perfect cadence. “Let others wage war for cities and crowns. I am content to wage it for kisses.”

I let the words settle between us. It didn’t feel rehearsed or coy. It felt like something she had carried with her, like a thread of herself she was finally letting unravel.

“That’s beautiful,” I said.

“It’s Propertius,” she replied. “He wrote love the way others write conquest.”

“Sounds interesting.”

Her eyes flicked to mine. “You breed women for Rome, Nathan. That’s power. But love, love builds something deeper. It doesn’t just create life. It fills it.”

She stood and turned toward the edge of the stands, where some children had tossed fresh petals from the terraces above. She caught one in her palm and twisted it between her fingers.

Then she tossed it, a single flower, spinning gently down toward the track, where others had thrown their garlands during the race. It didn’t matter if it reached the ground. The gesture was the thing.

I watched her, the beauty in her movements, the layers of her meaning. She was showing me her Rome, her heart.

As the crowd began to disperse around us, the roar of the Circus Maximus slowly faded. Julia tugged gently at my arm as we stepped back into the shade of one of the marble colonnades.

“Would you like to see a play?” she asked playfully.

“A play? Like actors and costumes?”

She smiled. “Not just any play. A mime. They’re full of music and laughter, less serious than the tragedies, and far more scandalous. Sometimes they say things the nobility won’t.”

That last word caught my attention. “Scandal?”

Julia tilted her head, the corners of her lips curving upward. “Some of the themes are suggestive. Lovers, betrayal, temptation. The kind of things people pretend to disapprove of but never miss a chance to see.”

“I’m already hooked.”

“Come, I’ll take you to the Theater of Pompey.”

She began walking, and I followed her down the gently curving road that led toward the theater. The crowds thinned, replaced by groups of wealthier citizens, strolling and fanning themselves. Some held fruit or wine in hand, others spoke in low voices about the races. Julia’s presence beside me felt more intimate now, like we were stepping out of one world and into another.

As the theater’s columns came into view, tall and glowing, I felt something stir in me. Not just curiosity about the performance, but something deeper. Like the city itself was drawing me into its rhythms, its layers of beauty and contradiction.

I looked at Julia. She was already watching me. “You’ll like it,” she said. “You’ll see things no words could ever explain.”

The Theater of Pompey rose before us like something out of a myth. Colonnades framed the open courtyard, and rows of seats arched up in perfect semicircles. The stones, smooth and golden in the evening light, looked untouched by time. I paused at the entrance, staring up at the massive structure.

I had seen the ruins of this theater before. Empty shells worn by centuries. Half-buried foundations and broken steps roped off by cheap signs. In my time, pigeons nested where emperors once sat. Here, the place was alive, at the peak of its beauty.

Musicians warmed up beneath the stage. Vendors passed through with trays of dried figs, spiced wine, and honeyed almonds. Servants whispered to patrician women in silk-draped togas. Everything was color, movement and scent. It was like stepping into a painting that had once hung shattered on a museum wall.

Julia touched my arm. “This way.”

We climbed the marble steps, then settled on one of the upper tiers, where the breeze carried the scent of rosemary and baked brick. From here, the entire semicircle opened like a fan: rows of spectators arranging themselves, laughter rising in waves, the stage below dressed with painted backdrops and fluted columns.

I glanced at Julia. She leaned forward, resting her arms lightly on the balustrade in front of us. There was a brightness in her eyes that hadn’t dimmed since the Circus. It struck me that this, not politics or not legacy, was the Rome she loved. The Rome she wanted to share.

“You’ve never been to a Roman play, have you?” she asked once we sat down.

“Only ruins,” I said. “Never the real thing.”

“Well, this will be a good one.”

She nodded toward the stage, where musicians were tuning pipes and percussion. “It’s a newer piece. It’s called The Laurel and the Stranger.”

I glanced at the painted tree. “What’s it about?”

“A foreign man arrives in a Roman town,” she said. “He carries nothing, only strange knowledge and a wounded heart. He tries to leave, but the local laurel priestess takes him in. He heals others, but not himself. Until…” She gave a faint smile. “Until she offers him more than healing.”

“So she falls in love with him.”

“She does,” Julia said. “But she’s sworn to the laurel grove. She can’t have him unless she gives up her status and breaks Roman custom.”

“And does she?”

“Just watch,” she said with a grin.

The crowd became silent, and the music began. A young actor with long curls stepped into the light, barefoot, draped in foreign garb. He spoke of exile, of wandering through cities where no one looked him in the eye.

I didn’t need to stretch to feel the parallel.

Julia was quiet beside me, focused entirely on the story. Her hands rested lightly on her knees, her body still, but her eyes caught every movement.

The priestess appeared, tall, proud, wrapped in green and white, laurel leaves braided into her hair. She moved with certainty, then confusion and then longing. The story unfolded in silence for long stretches, the actors relying on touch, glances, and the poetry spoken from offstage.

There were moments when the priestess nearly confessed her feelings, then stepped back. Moments when the stranger seemed ready to leave, but turned again to her grove.

Each time they almost met, something stopped them, a rule, a fear or a vow.

The longer I watched, the more I felt it, not just the beauty of the story, but how tightly it wound itself into Julia. I could see her chin lift slightly at the priestess’s boldness. Her eyes flinched when the stranger backed away. When the priestess finally placed her hand over the stranger’s heart, Julia exhaled, almost like it was her heart being touched.

And when they kissed, near the end, surrounded by flickering lamplight, the audience erupted into applause. And Julia’s eyes were wet.

“She gave up her status,” I whispered.

Julia nodded. “And he stayed. They weren’t from the same world. But they made a new one.”

The final lines echoed through the open space. Laurel still grows, even on foreign soil. If the heart is strong, it roots.

As the crowd began to rise, Julia turned to me. “I wasn’t sure you’d understand it. But I think you do.”

I met her gaze. “It felt like it was written for us.”

She smiled at that, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “Maybe it was.”

We stood together. The theater emptied around us, but I hardly noticed. For a few breaths, all I saw was her.

I looked at her, really looked. Her hair was slightly tousled from the breeze, and there was something raw in her eyes like pride, sadness, longing, maybe all at once.

“Do you think we’re like them?” I asked.

“I think,” she said with a finger tapping her chin, “we’re already further than they were.”

Her voice dropped as she reached for my hand. I took it. It was warm but steady. A Roman girl with a mind sharper than most men I’d met. A woman who saw the world around her and still chose her own desires.

I leaned in without thinking. Her breath caught, just barely, before our lips met.

Her lips melted against mine, softer than anything I’d ever felt, warm and yielding yet somehow confident. The initial touch sent electricity coursing through my body, a divine spark that reminded me of my own powers yet felt entirely new. Her lips tasted of honey and wine, sweet with a hint of tartness that made me crave more.

I pulled her closer, one hand finding her back while the other cradled her face. She sighed into my mouth, her breath warm and scented with mint and a fragrance that reminded me of sun-warmed roses and distant.

I held the kiss for as long as felt natural, and once we slowly parted, a string of saliva stretched from lip to lip. She didn’t step back. Her hand stayed in mine. Her eyes searched mine, not for approval, but recognition.

“I wanted to do that after the race,” she said with a cute smile. “But I waited.”

“I’m glad you didn’t wait any longer.”

“I still have something to give you. Come.”

She tugged me gently toward the exit. My heart was still beating like the drums from the play, but I followed, wondering what gift could mean more than the one she had just given me.

We slipped through the theater’s archway and into the gold of late afternoon. The crowds were behind us now, the clamor fading into distant echoes. Julia didn’t say where we were going, only that she had an idea.

The streets narrowed. We passed a marble fountain where olive branches swayed overhead, and eventually she led me through a low gate into a private grove. I hadn’t seen this part of the city before. It felt tucked away, hidden even from Rome itself.

A few fig trees arched over a sun-dappled path. At the center was a raised stone bench, worn smooth with age. Wildflowers curled along the garden edges, and then there were fig trees.

Julia sat without hesitation and reached for a fig. “My mother used to bring me here,” she said. “She said it was the only place in Rome that didn’t expect anything from her.”

I sat beside her, reaching for some fruits. They were ripe, bursting with sweetness. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was. The taste clung to my tongue like summer.

“You planned this,” I said.

“I hoped for it,” she admitted, smiling as she licked a bit of juice from her finger.

For a few moments, we ate quietly. The light filtered through the leaves, and I watched as Julia let her sandals fall from her feet and stretched her toes in the grass.

Then she stood, brushed her hands off lightly, and walked toward a patch of blooming flowers.

“Come,” she said, glancing over her shoulder.

I followed.

She knelt and began gathering long stems, nimble fingers selecting the best blooms: lavender, marigold, small red poppies. I knelt beside her and did the same, mimicking her technique.

“You’re making a wreath,” I said.

She nodded. “Uh-huh, I told you that I wanted to do so with you.”

We sat cross-legged in the grass, weaving flowers into twisted cords of green. I wasn’t very good at it, but she playfully laughed each time I fumbled a stem or knotted the wrong end.

When we were finished, hers looked elegant and ceremonial. Mine looked like something a child might make for a village fair. Still, I leaned forward and gently placed it atop her head.

She blinked, surprised. “You made it for me?”

“I did. It’s crooked, but it’s honest. And besides, I owe you a gift from the lost bet.”

She reached out and touched my cheek. “Then it’s perfect.” Then she placed hers on top of my head. “And I made this for you.”

“Then it’s perfect,” I said, smiling.

We stayed there as the sky dimmed into amber. The sun dipped low over the rooftops of Rome, casting long shadows across the garden path. The scent of crushed grass and fig leaves lingered in the air, and the flower wreath still rested on Julia’s hair, slightly lopsided now.

She leaned into me without a word, her shoulder brushing mine as we watched the last light fold over the city.

“I used to believe the sky was a dome,” she said. “That it would close up at night like a lid over a jar, and that the stars were pinholes.”

I smiled. “And now?”

“I still like the idea. That even when everything’s dark, some light still finds a way through.”

I turned toward her. “You sound like a poet.”

“Blame Propertius,” she murmured with a small grin. “My tutor hated how much I read him. She said it would make me impractical.”

“And has it?”

“Yes. And I don’t care,” she said with a giggle.

A silence settled between us again, not awkward or heavy. It felt earned, full of things we didn’t need to say. Her hand rested lightly on mine, fingers toying with the edge of my sleeve.

As the last line of sun dipped behind the horizon, she sighed and stood.

“We should go,” she said, brushing the leaves from her dress. “Before you’re mistaken for a statue and I’m mistaken for a runaway.”

I laughed and stood as well. “Let’s go back to the villa and have something to eat.”

We made our way through the quiet garden paths back into the deeper city. By the time we returned to the villa, there were still women there, waving at me and asking if I’d breed them tomorrow.

“Most likely,” I told them with a smile, making them giggle.

Zafara was inside meditating, but she was happy to see us in one piece. Julia slipped out of her sandals again and padded barefoot toward the small kitchen alcove, calling out without turning back, “Sit. I’m making dinner tonight.”

“You cook?” I asked, amused as I settled on one of the cushions.

“I do when I want something to turn out exactly how I imagine it,” she called back. “And I imagine tonight tasting warm, slow, and sweet.”

I kept Zafara company, telling her what we’d been up to, and she listened intently, even liking the play. From where I sat, I could see the outlines of Julia moving between clay bowls and olive jars. She hummed under her breath as she prepared something simple: warm bread, soft cheese, honey, and dates. A dish of seasoned lentils, too. The kind of food made for conversation, not ceremony.

When she returned, she set the platter between us on a low table, sat cross-legged, and poured us both wine.

I raised my cup to her and Zafara. “To poets and pinholes.”

Julia’s eyes met mine as our cups touched. “And to finally do all the things we said we would.”

We ate together by torchlight, flower wreaths still resting on our heads as if the day hadn’t quite ended yet.

After we finished eating, Julia cleared a few fig leaves and laughed at how little we had actually touched the food. She seemed brighter in the candlelight, her hair slightly loosened from the day’s wind and sun.

She looked at me, then toward the hallway. “Would you… like to take a bath with me?”

I nodded. “Of course, I do.”

“I can prepare it for you two,” Zafara said with a smile.

It was lovely of her, and it made Julia like her even more. “That’s sweet of her,” Julia said.

“She’s dear to me,” I said.

It didn’t take long till she called for us. We headed to the private bathing room. Heated stones sat in a corner, gently warming the water in the shallow pool. Steam clung to the walls, scented faintly with herbs and rose petals. Zafara was there, arranging linens. She smiled. “I’ll make sure the bed is ready.”

When she left, Julia turned to me. Her hands moved to the fibula that held her stola. For a moment, she looked at me shyly. Then she unfastened it.

For the second time, I saw her nude body. Her breasts were full and round, tipped with dusky rose nipples that stood erect. Her waist curved inward before flaring to hips that hinted of fertility. A neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair adorned her mound. Behind the hair, there was a pinkish pussy with puffy lips, leaking already of her natural sweetness. She shyly twirled a strand of her dark hair on her finger while she looked at me. She didn’t cover herself or turn away. She just looked at me as if asking me to see her completely, not just as Augustus’ daughter, not as a noblewoman, but as Julia.

“You’re beautiful,” I said.

“What about you?” she asked. “Let me see if you are as well.”

I got the hint. She wanted me to undress, and I did just that, revealing my chiseled abs, muscular chest and veiny arms. My cock was semi-hard, but it stirred as I gravitated toward her. Her eyes swept over me. “Nice,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “I had a little peak or two when you were breeding.”

“I should’ve guessed.” I wanted to hold her for a bit, but she stepped slowly into the water, shivering slightly as the heat touched her skin.

I followed, joining her in the bath. We didn’t rush. The water was warm, and we soaked in silence for a while, sitting close. My arm brushed hers, and she didn’t pull away.

“I used to sneak into the baths as a child,” she said, leaning her head back against the stone. “Pretend I was a sea goddess. My father thought it was unbecoming.”

I chuckled. “A goddess suits you.”

She turned to face me, her eyes luminous in the steam. “I don’t want to pretend anymore.”

I moved closer and reached out to brush a strand of hair from her cheek. She didn’t flinch. Her lips parted just slightly, as if she’d been holding her breath. Then, without another word, she leaned into me, and we kissed again. And while we kissed, I cupped her boob, marveling at the softness and smoothness of her youthful skin. In return, she reached for my cock, slowly stroking it to an erection. She came off my lips and looked at it with wide eyes. “Geez, it doubled in size.”

“Because of you,” I said.

“Can you touch me down there?”

I reached down to her mound and then cupped her pussy, running my hand back and forth. She smiled, clearly pleased. “Touch her lightly at first, then more boldly as she allows it,” she said. “That’s from Ovid, The Arts of Love.”

“Got anything more?”

“Let your hands wander where she wishes, where modestly pretends she does not. She will guide you with her body, showing you what delights her.”

I smiled at her. “Do you agree?” I asked, as I slowly slipped a finger into her virgin sex.

“I do,” she said, sighing in relief as I explored her interiors. While I did so, she touched and explored my arms, and then she reached back to my cock. “How does it feel to enter another woman?”

“Amazing,” I told her.

“I want to feel amazing then,” she said, her eyes shiny with lust.

“Should we go to bed?” I asked her, and she nodded eagerly.

We stepped out of the bath, water streaming down our bodies. Julia’s skin glistened in the lamplight as we dried each other with linen cloths. Her hands lingered on my chest, tracing the defined muscles there while I gently dried her shoulders and back.

I led her to the bedroom where Zafara had indeed prepared the bed, strewing rose petals across the fresh linens. Julia giggled at the romantic gesture, then turned to face me.

“I’ve imagined this,” she whispered.

Before I could respond, she placed her hands on my chest and playfully pushed me backward onto the bed. I landed with a soft thud against the mattress, and she followed immediately, climbing on top of me with surprising boldness. Her thighs straddled my hips as she settled her weight onto me, her wet pussy sliding deliciously against my hardened shaft.

“Julia,” I groaned, my hands finding her hips.

She leaned down, her breasts pressing against my chest as her lips sought mine. We kissed deeply, and my hands slid down to cup her ass, kneading the soft flesh as she rocked against me. Each movement caused her slick folds to glide along my length, coating me with her arousal but not yet taking me inside.

But when she felt my cock poised at her entrance, she stilled, settling more firmly against me. Her wetness was pressed against my shaft, and just one thrust and I’d slide right inside her.

“Are you ready?”

She bit her lower lip, her eyes never leaving mine as she deliberately shifted her hips, sliding herself along my length in a slow, teasing motion. A moan escaped her at the sensation, her eyes fluttering closed momentarily. “I’ve wanted this,” she admitted. “For so long … with someone as strong and godlike as you.”

My hands found her hips, steadying her as she continued to rock against me. But doubt flickered across her face while I enjoyed this sensation. “Do you … Do you want me to?”

“Oh, I do,” I said, looking her in the eyes. “You’re the sweetest girl I’ve ever met.”

I cupped her neck and pulled her toward me, pressing my lips to hers, kissing her deeply and passionately.

When she pulled back, her eyes were clear with certainty. “Oh, you do really want me,” she said with clear hints of relief.

With that, she raised her hips slightly, positioning herself above me. I helped her, my crown poised at her entrance. Our gazes locked as she slowly, deliberately lowered herself onto my length, taking me inch by inch. Her body resisted at first, unused to such fullness, but she was so wet, so ready for me that she eventually enveloped me completely.

“Oh gods,” she breathed, as I broke her hymen and took her virginity. “You feel like a dream.”

I reached up to cup her face, brushing my thumb across her cheekbone. “So do you.”

She began to move, finding a rhythm that sent waves of pleasure through both of us. Her inexperience was clear in the way she rocked at first, but what she lacked in technique she made up for with pure, unbridled passion. Each roll of her hips grew more confident as she discovered what felt good, what made her gasp and moan.

The sight of her above me was breathtaking: her head tilted back, exposing the elegant column of her throat, and her breasts bouncing gently with each movement. She was goddess-like in her beauty, and I was entranced.

With a smooth motion, I wrapped my arms around her waist and rolled us over, careful not to separate our bodies and, most importantly, our intimate parts. Now above her, I watched as her hair fanned out across the bed.

“Is this okay?” I asked, bracing myself on my forearms, my body hovering just above hers.

Her answer was a breathless “Yes,” her legs wrapping around my waist, drawing me deeper inside her. The new angle made her gasp, her back arching slightly off the ground.

I fucked her slowly at first, sliding out till only the crown was inside and then sliding all the way in again. Her eyes never left mine, wide with wonder and pleasure. In them, I saw everything: trust, desire and love.

“You’re so pretty,” I whispered, brushing a strand of hair from her face, so I could see her pinkish, flushed cheeks.

“So are you,” she managed to say. Her lips parted in a silent moan as I effortlessly slid in and out of her quicker and quicker, my hips finding a rhythm that made her entire body shudder. For every thrust, I felt her grow wetter and wetter as if her body desperately wanted me.

The walls around us seemed to fade away. There was only Julia, her body yielding to mine and her moans filling the air. The scent of musk mingled with our sweat, creating an intoxicating perfume that only heightened my senses and lust.

Her eyes locked onto mine as her intimate part massaged mine. There was something incredible about watching her face as pleasure washed over her, the slight furrow of her brow, the way her lips formed a perfect ‘o’, the pleasure in her expression as she surrendered completely to the feeling.

Her cheeks became flushed, and I felt her embrace my erection harder as my strokes were about to draw an orgasm out of her. “Hmm, Nathan,” she said, closing her eyes and throwing her head back.

Her body tensed, tightening around me as her pleasure built higher and higher. I could feel her heart pounding against my chest, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. Her nails dug into my shoulders, anchoring herself to me as she teetered on the edge of ecstasy.

“Nathan,” she whimpered again, my name falling from her lips like a prayer. “Hmm.”

The room echoed with the sounds of our lovemaking: the slap of skin against skin, and our mingled moans.

A deep moan escaped from her throat, her head thrown back in pure bliss. I watched, entranced, as pleasure rippled across her face, her features contorting in the most beautiful way. She climaxed and looked so cute when she did so.

The sight and feel of her coming beneath me was my own undoing, and I focused on not making her pregnant. With a few more deep thrusts, I followed her over the edge. My release pulsed through me, hot and intense, as I spilled myself deep inside her vagina, burying her virginity under my seed. I groaned as I emptied myself thoroughly inside her, my face buried in the crook of her neck as I rode out the waves of pleasure.

For a long moment, we stayed like that: bodies intertwined, hearts pounding in sync and breathing each other’s sweet air. I could feel her inner walls still fluttering around me, milking every last drop of my seed. It felt right, perfect, as if our bodies were made to fit together like this.

Slowly, as the aftershocks of our climax faded, I lifted my head to look at her. Her eyes were soft, a lazy smile playing on her lips. A few stray clung to her damp skin, nature’s own adornment.

“Oh,” she trailed off, seemingly at a loss for words.

“Huh?” I asked her, brushing her hair with my fingers.

“I don’t know what to say,” she said with a giggle. “That love can be so strong.”

“Some things are better left unspoken,” I said.

She just nodded and blushed in the post-orgasmic glow. Her hands slid from my shoulders to my chest, resting over my heart. “I’ve never felt anything like that before,” she admitted after a while.

“Do you know Propertius?” she asked, her voice barely more than a breath.

I looked down at her, brushing a curl from her cheek. “From what you’ve told me, yes.”

She smiled faintly, not lifting her gaze. “He loved a woman named Cynthia. She drove him mad. But he wrote about her like she was the very language of the gods.”

“What did he say?” I asked.

Her fingers paused. “I held her body in the night like one holds a kingdom.”

The words settled between us. She looked up at me, her eyes shadowed and soft, as if unsure whether it was safe to share them.

“Do you feel like that?” she asked.

“I do,” I said, holding onto her as she snuggled up to me.

She let out a breath, her shoulders relaxing. “He also said,” she added, a playful note returning to her voice, “that love gave him the power to speak even when words failed him.” She tilted her head back to look at me fully. “I understand that now. I don’t know what this is, Nathan. But it’s not just lust. I’ve had admirers, suitors, men who thought they knew what I wanted. None of them looked at me the way you do.”

I held her tighter. “I’m glad,” I said. “I’ll never let go of you.”

“I know you won’t,” she whispered and then slowly we descended into a deep slumber.


Chapter 11 Livia & the Lyre

Ilay back against the cushions in the atrium, the marble floor still warm beneath me from the late sun. The lanterns had just been lit, and a faint breeze moved the linen drapes like slow waves. I was a bit tired. I’d just finished another day of breeding. Over thirty women. One after the other. Some shy, some bold, but all of them hoping for life to take root.

And still, what lingered in my mind wasn’t their faces, but Julia’s.

I turned slightly, glancing down at her where she curled beside me. Her leg was draped over mine, her skin warm and smooth, her cheek against my chest. She had fallen quiet, not asleep, just still, like she wanted the moment to last.

My thoughts slipped back to the night before. The scent of her hair. The sound she made when I entered her for the first time. The way she whispered my name after, as if she’d been holding it back for weeks. That memory stayed in my bones deeper than anything else I’d experienced in this city.

She stirred, lifting her head to look at me. “Are you alright?” she asked.

I smiled. “Tired, maybe. But not in a bad way.”

She nodded, then pressed a kiss just below my collarbone. “I was thinking,” she murmured, tracing a circle on my chest with her fingertip. “Would you mind if a friend of mine came by? Just for a little while.”

I looked down at her. “A friend?”

She sat up a little, resting her chin in her palm. “Her name’s Livia. She plays the lyre. I thought it might help you relax. She’s quiet, thoughtful and talented.”

I raised a brow. “You think I need music now?”

She smiled. “I think you deserve something soft. Something beautiful. And I want you to meet her.”

I paused, then nodded. “Alright. If she’s anything like you, I’m sure I’ll enjoy her company.”

Julia’s smile deepened, but there was a glint of pride in her expression. “She’s not like me,” she said. “But she’s special in her own way. You’ll see.”

She stood and walked over to a servant waiting in the corridor, giving an instruction. The woman bowed and disappeared through the archway.

I watched Julia as she returned to me, and I realized again how much of her heart she had already given me. And now, she was opening another door, inviting someone else into our calm.

While the servant was gone, Julia and I talked about sex, about how good it had felt to be loved. I was glad she was enjoying herself.

The sun had sunk behind the rooftops when we heard footsteps approaching the villa. Julia stood and smoothed her dress, her excitement flickering in her smile.

“She’s here,” she said.

I sat up slightly, brushing my fingers through my hair as the servant returned, holding open the curtain.

Livia stepped inside, her arms cradling a polished wooden lyre. She paused in the entryway, blinking against the golden lamplight. Her eyes landed on me, and for a moment she didn’t move.

I remembered her vaguely from the gathering after Octavia’s recovery. But now, with nothing to distract me, I saw her properly.

She was a touch younger than Julia, or perhaps just more reserved. Her dark auburn hair was parted in soft waves, pinned at the sides with brass combs. A light freckling touched the bridge of her nose, and her lips were full, pressed together like she wasn’t sure what to say.

She wore a soft green stola, embroidered with gold thread at the sleeves. Modest, but it clung slightly when she walked, hinting at her slender figure underneath. Her arms were bare, save for a single copper bracelet on her left wrist. The moment she stepped fully into the light, I saw her eyes—deep brown, shy but alert.

“This is Livia,” Julia said warmly, turning to me. “And Livia, this is Nathan. But you already know that.”

Livia dipped her head politely. “It’s an honor to meet you … properly this time.”

I rose to greet her. “The honor is mine.”

Her cheeks flushed the faintest pink as she held her lyre a little tighter. Her gaze flicked up to mine, then quickly away. Then back again.

“I hope it’s not too late,” she added. “Julia told me you’ve had a long day.”

I smiled. “A little music sounds perfect right now.”

Julia guided her over to a cushioned seat near the atrium pool. Livia sat down, adjusting the instrument in her lap. She took a breath, touched the strings lightly, then looked up once more.

“Would you like something slow and peaceful?” she asked. “Or something with… more color?”

“Something peaceful,” I said. “But whatever you choose.”

She nodded, lowered her gaze to the lyre, and began to play.

The first notes were gentle and unsure, like she was feeling out the space around her. But quickly, they deepened, rich and melodic, each pluck of the strings flowing into the next. She leaned slightly into the rhythm, eyes half-closed, and in that moment, the shyness melted from her. The music was where she lived.

Julia sat beside me, watching her friend with fondness. “I told you,” she whispered. “She’s got magic in her fingers.”

I didn’t answer. I was watching Livia too closely. Not just her skill, but the way her eyes occasionally flicked toward me when she thought I wasn’t looking. And beneath that soft exterior, there was a spark I hadn’t noticed the first time.

Livia let the last note hum in the air, then gently lifted her fingers from the strings. Silence followed, warm and respectful. It felt as if time had frozen.

“That was beautiful,” I said in awe.

Livia glanced up, a smile blooming on her face. “Truly?”

Julia reached over and squeezed her hand. “He’s not easily impressed.”

“I didn’t say that,” I murmured, smiling.

Livia giggled, soft and musical like her playing. “I just hoped it might ease your mind. Julia told me you’ve been doing great work, but that it’s a heavy task.”

“It is,” I admitted. “But you helped.”

I meant it. The tension in my chest had lessened. Her music hadn’t erased the weight, but it had reminded me I didn’t carry it alone. Their presence eased something in me, even if only for a moment. It also reminded me how much I still didn’t understand.

“I still have a lot to learn about Rome and Romans,” I added, glancing between the two of them. “Back home, we only knew Venus from stories or statues in museums. Now I’m being called her consort, and expected to understand everything Rome believes.”

Livia and Julia exchanged a look. Then Julia sat up straighter, her tone light but sincere. “Well… you’ve met the priestess of Venus,” she said. “So you’re already ahead of most people.”

Livia nodded. “But there’s more than just her.”

I leaned forward. “Tell me.”

Julia stretched her legs out beside me. “Venus is love, beauty, fertility, all the things you’re now caught up in. But even she has a family. Her lover is Mars, god of war. Her son is Cupid. And her older ancestry goes back to the earliest myths.”

“That’s beautiful. What about your other gods?”

Livia added, “And the other gods… each holds part of the world together. Jupiter rules the sky and law. Juno, his wife, is the protector of women and marriage. Neptune stirs the seas. Minerva guides wisdom and learning. And Diana… she’s the huntress, moonlight, the protector of young girls.”

Julia tilted her head. “Some say Diana is cold, but I think she’s just distant. She doesn’t play games. She protects what’s hers.”

“And Bacchus,” Livia said with a little smile. “Wine, pleasure, celebration.”

Julia laughed. “You’d like him. Or he’d like you.”

I let it all sink in. “What about Pluto?” I asked. “The god of the dead?”

Livia looked more solemn now. “He rules the underworld, yes. But he’s not cruel. He keeps the balance. Without him, there’s no end, and no space for rebirth.”

Julia reached for a piece of fruit from the low table beside us. “The gods aren’t always kind. They don’t have to be. But they’re present. You’ll feel them more as time goes on.”

Livia looked at me then, a little more boldly. “You’ve already made women feel Venus again. That’s more than most men could ever dream of.”

“Before that, we stopped loving and having children,” Julia said. “Our birth rate has been dropping till you came along.”

Livia nodded slowly. “Yes. Not just because Octavia was healed. But because… something is shifting. I feel it.”

“I’m happy to love every single one of you.”

Livia lingered after the music ended, her lyre resting in her lap. Julia had gone to fetch something from the kitchens, leaving us alone under the flickering lamplight.

The air was still, and neither of us seemed in a hurry to speak. I watched her fingers drift along the edge of the lyre, not playing, just tracing the wood.

“You’re talented,” I said.

She glanced up. “Thank you.”

I nodded, still holding her gaze. “You play with so much feeling. It’s rare to see.”

Her cheeks colored faintly. “Julia says I get too emotional with music. But I think sometimes music says what we don’t know how to.”

There was something about her in that moment, fragile and present all at once. I watched her hands, the way her fingers curled gently around the edge of the lyre. They looked like they wanted to reach forward, but didn’t.

“I should go,” she said, brushing her palms along the sides of her tunic. “If I don’t return before the lamps are lit, my mother will worry.”

Julia sat down and raised an eyebrow. “We could eat some grapes before you leave. There’s still time.”

Livia gave a small, grateful smile, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “Thank you, but I shouldn’t stay. My parents can get paranoid at times.”

That last word lingered more than it should have. She stepped back, clutching her lyre to her side.

I stood too. “Will I see you again?”

She nodded. “Yes. I hope so.”

And just like that, she slipped past the colonnade and disappeared into the night.

I sat next to Julia, a bowl of grapes between us. Her shoulder rested against mine as the torches burned lower. I kept thinking about Livia’s quick retreat.

“She ran off quickly,” I said.

Julia nodded, popping a grape between her lips. “That’s Livia. She gets overwhelmed sometimes. Especially when she feels something.”

“She’s definitely feeling something,” I said quietly.

“She is,” Julia replied, now watching me. “But her parents keep a tight leash. They’re very old-school. If they thought she was getting close to you, they’d keep her locked away until they found her a husband with gray hair and too many titles.”

I picked up a grape and stared at it. “I didn’t mean to scare her.”

“You didn’t,” Julia said gently. “She just doesn’t know how to handle it. And she knows what you mean to Rome now. Her family would see it as dangerous.”

“But I don’t want her to vanish.”

“She won’t,” Julia said. “Not unless someone makes her.” She moved closer, her thigh brushing mine. “And if that happens… We’ll find her.”

There was a pause. Then she smiled and reached beside the bench, pulling out a cloth-wrapped scroll. “I brought something,” she said, her voice lighter now. “A little inspiration.”

She unrolled the scroll. A stylized painting of a man and woman in a sensual pose looked back at us. She was on all fours and the man was behind her, holding onto her hips and thrusting into her.

“It’s a copy of a fresco from Herculaneum,” she said. “Octavia’s friend kept it hidden in a jewelry box. I thought we might try it.”

My eyes flicked from the scroll to her face. She was already untying her sash.

“I thought you liked poetry,” I said.

She grinned. “Tonight, I prefer action.”

I stood, setting the scroll down with care. “Lead the way.”

Julia turned, the fabric of her tunic sliding off one shoulder, revealing the promise of everything I wanted.

And I followed.

Julia led me into the bedroom, the flickering lamplight the only light in the room. She turned to face me, her eyes holding mine with lust. The scroll’s image lingered in my mind as she began to undress fully, revealing her nude body.

“I’m excited,” she whispered, her voice husky with want.

I stepped closer, running my hands down her sides, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. “Show me what you want,” I said.

She smiled, a flash of boldness crossing her features. Without a word, she turned and crawled onto the bed, positioning herself on all fours. Her back arched beautifully, presenting her perfect ass to me, cheeks so smooth they gleamed. I stood transfixed, admiring the sight before me. Her ass was round and firm, each cheek a perfect curve that begged to be touched. The pale tone of her skin glowed in the lamplight, unmarked and smooth.

“Like this?” she asked, glancing back at me over her shoulder.

“Perfect,” I said, quickly shedding my own clothing.

I moved behind her, my hands caressing the supple flesh of her ass. Her skin was warm beneath my palms as I squeezed gently, eliciting a moan from her lips. Between her thighs, I could see the glistening evidence of her lust, her pussy already wet and waiting for me.

“I’ve never done it this way before,” she admitted, her voice both nervous and excited.

“I’ll be gentle,” I promised, positioning myself behind her.

I ran my hardened length along her slick entrance, coating myself in her honey. She pushed back against me impatiently, and I smiled at her eagerness. Slowly, I pressed forward, watching as the head of my cock disappeared into her tight, youthful pussy.

“Oh gods,” she gasped, fingers clutching the sheets beneath her.

I pushed deeper, feeling her body yield to me inch by inch. Her walls gripped me tightly, pulsing around my shaft as I sank fully into her. I had to pause, overwhelmed by the perfection of our joining.

“You feel so deep this way,” Julia moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. “It’s … it’s amazing.”

I began to fuck her, establishing a rhythm that had her gasping with each thrust. Her body accepted me perfectly, her pussy squeezing and releasing my cock as if determined to draw out my seed. The sight of her ass jiggling slightly with each impact was mesmerizing, her skin taking on a rosy hue where my hips met her flesh.

“Harder,” she urged, pushing back to meet my thrusts.

I increased my pace, gripping her hips firmly as I drove into her. The wet sounds of our coupling filled the room, mixing with our heavy breathing and Julia’s increasingly vocal moans. Her inner walls clenched around me, impossibly tight as I pounded into her, gripping me. It was overwhelming: the heat, the wetness, the way she yielded to me completely while still somehow maintaining that perfect tension around my shaft.

“Nathan,” she said, her voice breaking with pleasure. “I can feel you so deep inside me. It’s like you’re touching my very core.”

I could feel every ridge and fold of her pussy gripping my cock, massaging me with each thrust. Her inner walls clung to me desperately as I pulled back, then parted for me again as I drove forward. The sensation was divine, tight but yielding, wet but with just enough friction to create that perfect balance of pleasure.

“You’re so tight,” I said, my hands gripping her hips harder as I increased my pace. “So perfect.”

Her pussy seemed to respond to my words, clenching even tighter around me. I could feel her trembling, her body tensing as she approached her climax.

“Hmm,” she whimpered, pressing back against me. Her back arched sharply and her pussy contracted around me in powerful waves. The sensation was too much to bear.

“Julia,” I said, feeling my own release building rapidly.

I pushed all the way in and fired hard, emptying myself thoroughly inside her. I kept lightly fucking her, moaning at the sensation while looking at her slim, arched back. When I pulled out, I thought there was nothing left, but my cock kept pulsing as thick ropes of cum painted her ass cheeks with pearly white streaks. My seed glistened on her pale skin in the lamplight.

“Did you spill it on me?” she asked with a giggle.

“Sorry about that,” I said, reaching for a cloth and cleaning her. I leaned forward and kissed her smooth cheek. “Now, it’s cleaned.”

She giggled. “It’s fine.”

I collapsed beside her, pulling her into my arms. She nestled against me, her breathing gradually slowing to match mine. I ran my fingers through her dark hair, feeling utterly content.

We lay in silence, our bodies cooling in the night air. Julia’s fingers traced patterns on my chest, and I could feel her smile against my skin.

“What are you thinking about?” I asked, my voice thick with approaching sleep.

“How strange life is,” she murmured. “A month ago, I was just the emperor’s daughter, following the path set before me. And now…” She pressed closer to me. “Now everything feels different.”

I tightened my arms around her. “Different in a good way?”

“The best way,” she said, her voice trailing off as sleep began to claim her.

I stayed awake a little longer, watching the rise and fall of her chest, marveling at how someone I’d known for such a short time could feel so important to me. Eventually, my eyelids grew heavy, and I surrendered to sleep with Julia warm and safe in my arms.


Chapter 12 Roman Bathhouse

It was late afternoon when Julia curled beside me in the quiet of the villa, her fingers tracing idle circles on my chest. The warmth of our bodies still lingered from our recent sex. She’d found another scroll and wanted to be on the side. I’d happily taken her.

I had spent the day breeding more women than I could count, but now, in the soft stillness of this moment, I felt a deeper kind of peace.

Julia shifted, resting her chin against my shoulder. “I was thinking,” she murmured, “maybe we could take a trip to the bathhouse … and Livia could join us.”

I turned my head toward her. “You want to?”

She smiled, a bit too quickly. “Yes. I thought it might be nice. The bathhouse is quiet in the evenings, and I know you’ve never been to one in Rome. It would be more fun if she came too.”

Her tone was light, but I could sense the thought had been lingering with her for some time. Her fingers continued to move across my chest.

“I remember how you looked at her yesterday,” she added. “And I’ve known her long enough to recognize the way she looked at you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “And you’re fine with that?”

She kissed my collarbone. “I trust you. And I know what I want.”

“She seemed a bit nervous yesterday though.”

“That’s just how she is … But she’ll feel better.” Julia sat up and adjusted her robe, tucking a curl behind her ear. The sunlight hit her just right, outlining the slope of her neck. “Livia has been alone lately. Her parents are strict. She doesn’t go out much. She can be very tender and romantic. You’d like her too.”

“You mean you want to share her with me?”

Julia didn’t answer right away, then she giggled. “That would be fun, don’t you think?”

The idea sent a subtle rush through me. The way Julia’s body relaxed next to mine, her certainty, the heat in her gaze, made the suggestion even more enticing.

“All right,” I said. “Invite her … As long as she’s comfortable.”

Julia smiled, satisfied. “Good.”

Julia sent off the servant, who came back after an hour with the positive news. Livia would happily join us.

* * *

The marble was still warm underfoot when we reached the bathhouse. The light of the setting sun spilled through tall archways. The air was scented with oils and steam, and the distant sound of water pouring from lion-headed spouts echoed between the columns. I had never seen anything like it.

Livia was already waiting for us near the entrance, her cheeks flushed, either from the heat or anticipation. She lit up when she saw us, and her steps were quick as she closed the space between us.

“Nathan,” she said brightly, and before I could answer, her arms were around me.

She pressed into me with more energy than I expected, her body soft and warm against my tunic. When she pulled back, she glanced up with a giggle. “Sorry for yesterday.”

“No, it’s fine … family is important after all.”

“I’m glad you understand,” she said. “But now I’m excited. I’ve never had the bathhouse all to myself before. It feels like a dream.”

“You look happy,” I said, smiling.

She did. Her eyes sparkled under the bronze lighting, and her voice carried the kind of unguarded joy I was starting to recognize as rare.

Julia leaned close to me, her lips brushing my ear. “This is her escape. Her parents would never let her come here at this hour if they knew. So don’t waste it.”

We moved together through the changing room, and soon after, we stepped out into the tepidarium, the warm room. The heat enveloped us immediately, heavy and soothing.

Julia was the first to undress, her robe falling from her body. She looked stunning as usual, the perfect hips, her pale skin and dark hair. Her teardrops jiggled a little as she moved, and I badly wanted to latch my mouth onto her nipples.

She walked toward the steps of the pool, her hips swaying, her skin glowing from the steam. Livia hesitated for a moment, glancing between us. Then she untied her sash. Her robe slipped down, revealing her figure in stages. She was more delicate than Julia, her breasts smaller but perfectly shaped, her waist narrow, her hips subtly curved. Her skin was pale and unblemished, as if never touched by the sun. Her rosy nipples tightened slightly from the change in air, and when she noticed me looking, her cheeks reddened, but she didn’t look away. She had wisps of auburn hair on her mound, hiding her pussy.

When my own robe came off, I saw her eyes widen. She looked at my groin, then met my gaze with something between surprise and curiosity. Julia, watching from the water, smiled to herself.

“Come on,” she said. “We’ll soak before going into the hot room.”

The three of us slipped into the water. Warmth rushed over my skin, loosening the tension in my muscles. The water lapped gently against the sides of the pool, and nearby, trays of dates and citrus were laid out beside folded cloths and perfume oils.

We sat close. Julia on one side of me, Livia on the other.

For a while, we simply soaked, sipping cool water and brushing fingers across bare arms. Their breasts kept playing peek-a-boo with the water, teasing me, and the conversation drifted easily until Livia brought it up.

“The Veneralia is next week,” she said, turning slightly toward me. “Have you heard of it?”

I shook my head. “No. Should I have?”

Julia answered, resting her hand on my thigh just under the surface. “It’s a festival for Venus. Women come to wash her statue and pray for love. They ask for beauty, passion and fertility.”

Livia smiled. “Unmarried women ask to find a good man. Married ones ask to be desired again. Even widows go. Everyone wears flowers and perfumes. The entire city smells like roses and wine.”

“Sounds intense,” I said, unsure of what else to say. I tried to imagine an entire city focused on love and longing, and how a god like Venus could feel so near in such a place.

“It is,” Julia said. “It’s the one day we’re allowed to be honest about what we want.”

Livia nodded. “The priestesses of Venus bathe her statue in the sacred water, and every woman who wants a blessing must do the same.”

They both looked at me.

I leaned back against the smooth edge of the pool. “And what if a man attends?”

Julia exchanged a glance with Livia. “He doesn’t,” she said. “Not unless the goddess herself has sent him.”

I glanced around the caldarium, letting the silence settle over the stone walls and warm mist. The air shimmered slightly with heat, and the only sound was the gentle ripple of water echoing from the curved edges of the pool.

“Where is everyone?” I asked, lowering myself deeper into the water.

Julia smiled, already sliding down beside me. “We have it to ourselves,” she said. “It’s private. My father is the most powerful man in Rome. If I want a bathhouse cleared, it’s cleared.”

Livia looked between us, then leaned forward, her voice curious. “Have you two… slept together yet?”

Julia grinned. “Yes …”

Livia blinked quickly, as if testing whether she’d misheard. “Really? Actual penetration?”

“Yes,” Julia repeated and giggled some more.

Livia tilted her head, her eyes flicking between us. “What did it feel like?”

Julia slid a little closer to me until our arms brushed beneath the surface. “It was the most intense and best feeling I’ve ever felt,” she said. “There was pain at first, but he was gentle. And after that, it was like something unfolded inside me. It made me feel alive in a way I didn’t know was missing. I felt loved and worshipped, and I’ve never experienced such pleasure in my life.”

“Is it similar to dildos or fingers?” Livia asked, biting her bottom lip.

“No … not even closer. There’s so much more.”

Livia looked away for a second, cheeks tinted pink. She nodded, almost imperceptibly. Then her voice returned, smaller than before. “What about your father? Was he … upset?”

Julia chuckled. “No. He gave me permission.”

Livia turned sharply. “He did?”

“He did,” Julia confirmed. “After Nathan saved me from pirates. It changed everything.”

For a moment, Livia just stared. Then she let out a breath. “That’s romantic.”

I watched her fingers trace slow circles on the surface of the water. “I wish my parents were more like that,” she added. “More understanding.”

“They’ll come around,” Julia said gently. “Eventually.”

Livia gave a half-smile, but there was something sad in her eyes. “I’m not so sure.”

Julia leaned over and touched her hand under the water. “They will. You’re stronger than you think.”

I turned toward Livia. She was watching me again, but when our eyes met, she quickly looked away. Her cheeks were pink, not just from the heat. A few damp curls clung to her neck. She traced a ripple across the surface of the water with her finger.

“You’re quiet,” I said gently.

She shrugged. “Just thinking.”

“About what?”

She met my eyes again. “You and Julia. What she said. It sounded beautiful. I’ve never heard someone talk about it like that before. Like it’s more than just … something that happens.”

“It was more,” I said.

A silence passed between us. Then she leaned slightly closer, her voice lower. “I don’t know if anyone will ever let me choose something like that for myself. My parents already have plans. Who I should marry. What I should be. I’ve spent years being good, obedient and quiet.”

“But what do you want?” I asked.

She chuckled, almost embarrassed. “I want to feel something real. I want someone to look at me and actually see me. Not a political match.”

“Be patient … It sounds like Julia went through something similar.”

Julia talked to Livia for a little bit, comforting her. It was a beautiful thing to see. Two best friends caring for each other. Eventually, they started talking about the upcoming festival.

“Would you like to come to the Veneralia with us?” Julia asked.

I blinked. “Isn’t that for women?”

She smiled. “It is. But the high priestess of Venus can make an exception. Especially for someone like you.”

“Like me?”

“A fertility god,” she whispered against my neck, brushing her lips there before pulling back. “It would be nice to have you there. Beside me. With the others.”

I glanced between her eyes, seeing more than just mischief, there was sincerity behind the offer. I nodded. “If you and the priestess want me there… I’ll come.”

Her smile brightened. She slid closer, arms wrapping around my shoulders, and pressed a kiss to my lips. Her body was warm, slick from the heat and water, and her affection carried a kind of reverence that always caught me off guard.

Then, as she pulled back, she glanced toward Livia, who sat a little further away, watching with quiet curiosity.

“You can kiss him too, you know,” Julia said, nudging her friend.

Livia’s eyes widened. “Me?”

“Of course,” Julia said. “Your parents aren’t here.”

Livia hesitated. Her hands gripped the edge of the pool, knuckles pale. “I don’t know…”

Julia just tilted her head, smiling. “If you want to.”

The moment stretched. Livia looked around, then slowly pushed herself through the water. When she reached me, she paused, close enough that I could see the flutter of her breath.

Then she kissed me.

She was a bit nervous at first, her lips missing mine, gently touching my chin, but then she pressed a little closer. Her lips tasted faintly of citrus and ripe apricots. There was a delicate heat to her, but full of longing for love and intimacy.

When we pulled apart, her cheeks were flushed pink, and she bit her lip. “That felt … good,” she whispered.

“I’m glad,” I said, since for me, it felt equally as magical, and it warmed my heart to see the light in her eyes.

We didn’t speak for a moment. Instead, the three of us lingered in the warmth, drifting into quieter conversation. We talked of the upcoming festival, of the perfumed streets, of the flower garlands and songs. Livia told us about the last time she’d snuck out for the Veneralia, how she’d wished she could ask Venus for more freedom.

As the heat began to dull and our skin grew rosy from soaking, we rose from the water. Julia helped Livia with her robe while I dried off nearby. Livia kept stealing glances at me as she dressed, her face still tinged pink.

At the doorway, she turned and gave a small wave.

“See you soon?”

“Definitely,” I said.

When she was gone, I looked at Julia, who was toweling her hair dry.

“She’s cute,” I said.

Julia smirked. “I think so too.”

* * *

After the bathhouse, we got back to our villa. Julia had already sent a servant to the priestess of Venus, and we were waiting for an answer as we were just about to eat. Outside, the horizon was darkening, the sun’s last light casting long shadows through the courtyard. Julia and I sat close, her legs curled beside mine on the couch. The scent of warm oil and lavender lingered in the air, and we cuddled and basked in the love. I felt a tingling sensation in my heart by having her close to me, and I knew she felt the same.

Eventually, a servant stepped in. “High Priestess Aurelia Vestiana is here to speak with you.”

Julia straightened. I stood and followed the servant to the front atrium, where Aurelia waited under the lamplight. Her dark hair was bound up with gold threads, and her shawl, pinned at the collarbone with an ivory brooch, caught the flame’s flicker. She looked just as I remembered her when I first arrived here.

“High Priestess,” I greeted her. “You honor us.”

“Thank you,” she said, stepping in with quiet authority. “May we speak?”

Julia joined us, standing beside me. Aurelia’s eyes moved between us. “I received your message,” she said to Julia. “About your request for Nathan to attend the Veneralia.”

Julia gave a small nod.

“I was already considering how we might allow it,” Aurelia continued. “But this morning, during devotion… I received a vision.”

She turned to me, her voice lowering.

“The goddess Venus revealed her will. She wants you there. Not only in attendance, but at the center of it. She wishes for you to bless the rites with your presence. With your touch and with your fertility.”

The words lingered, but I realized she wanted me to breed the participants as well.

“She called you her consort,” Aurelia said. “And through you, women may receive what they seek: renewal, passion, and hope. You are to be there when the statue is bathed. You are to lie with those who ask.”

Julia’s fingers slipped into mine. Her grip was steady. I looked at Aurelia. “And this is permitted?”

She gave a slight smile. “Venus outranks tradition.”

I nodded slowly. “Then I’ll be there.”

“Good.” She bowed her head lightly. “The temple will prepare accordingly.”

With that, she turned and departed.

In the silence that followed, Julia turned to me, her eyes glowing in the low light. “You won’t just be attending,” she said and threw her arms around my neck, pressing her tear drops against my chest. “You’ll be part of something sacred.”

I gave a slow breath. “Then I’ll make sure to honor it.”


Chapter 13 Veneralia

The morning sun painted the sky in rose and gold as we stepped onto the marble path that led to the Temple of Venus. The scent hit me first: flowers, oils, and something sweet like wine-soaked figs. There was also music like flutes, lyres, and the low murmur of women singing prayers I didn’t recognize. It started to feel more like an erotic dream than a festival.

The entire temple glowed. Garlands of pink and red flowers were strung from column to column. Silk banners caught the breeze. Women moved slowly in ceremonial robes, their hair braided with ribbons and blossoms. Some carried bowls of perfume or water, others held woven offerings of herbs and grain. Every step forward felt like entering a sacred world built entirely by women, for women.

Julia walked beside me. She wore a flowing gown of pale red, fastened at her shoulders with silver clasps. Her hair was woven with sprigs of lavender and small white roses, and a thin necklace of pearls rested above the swell of her chest. When she smiled at me, it felt like sunlight breaking through leaves.

“Breathe it in,” she said. “This is what love smells like in Rome.”

“It’s heavenly … Now where’s Livia?”

“So she’s the one who’s stolen your attention and heart,” she said with a giggle, which she infected me with.

“It seems like it,” I said. From night to this morning, I couldn’t stop thinking of that kiss. I wanted more, but at the same time, I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable.

Ahead of us, I saw her from the gathering crowd. Livia glowed in a pale-pink robe cinched with a braided cord. Her auburn hair was swept up and woven with petals, a few loose strands falling against her cheek. She held a clay bowl of rosewater in both hands, but when she saw us, she lit up.

“Nathan!” she said, walking quickly toward us.

I smiled. “You look beautiful.”

“Don’t I?” she said with a laugh, twirling slightly before steadying the bowl again. “I’ve never been this excited for Veneralia. I couldn’t sleep.”

“I can see that,” I said, enjoying the sight of her smile.

She drew in a deep breath. “The whole city smells like a garden.”

We paused just inside the temple grounds. Everywhere I looked, women moved around, filling the air with incense, laughter, and devotion. Statues of Venus stood draped in fabric and vines. The main statue, high on the dais, awaited her ritual cleansing. Priestesses stood ready with vessels of sacred water, their dresses richly dyed and trimmed with gold.

“Are you nervous?” Livia asked me.

“A little,” I admitted. “I don’t exactly blend in.”

Julia slipped her arm through mine. “That’s the point. You’re not just here to watch. You’re part of this now.”

A few passing women glanced at me and whispered. One smiled in quiet recognition. Another blushed before turning away. The crowd was mostly women, noble and common alike, but their eyes found me often. I recognized some of their faces. Some of them I’d already bred, and the rest would be loved soon.

Before I could ask what was next, a hush moved through the crowd. At the top of the stairs stood Aurelia Vestiana, the high priestess of Venus. Her presence alone silenced the temple court. I hadn’t seen her since my first day. She was older than most, but regal, her dark hair braided with streaks of gold, her layered robe embroidered with sacred patterns, and a long white shawl clasped with a carved bone brooch.

She descended, her gaze sweeping over the women before resting on me. “Nathan,” she said, her eyes brightening, “you are welcome here. The goddess has called, and Rome will answer.”

“Thank you,” I said with a bow.

“Let the rites begin,” Aurelia continued. “And may Venus guide all who seek her favor.”

The music resumed, and bells rang. Women began forming circles around the fountains, preparing for the ritual cleansing. Julia looked at me, her eyes shining.

“Ready?” she asked.

I nodded, though I wasn’t sure if I was. All I knew was this: I had never seen anything more beautiful than this temple in bloom, with Julia on one side, and Livia smiling on the other.

The crowd moved like petals on water, flowing toward the sacred pool at the base of the temple steps. A hush rippled through the air, not of fear, but reverence. Flutes played in the background, mingling with the splash of water as women gathered in small groups, untying their sashes and slipping out of their ceremonial robes.

I stood by the edge of the pool, watching all the nude beauties. They came in all shapes and various shades. Small boobs to big boobs, some shaved and some hairy.

Julia dipped her hands into a shallow bronze basin, sprinkling the rose-scented water across her chest and hair. Her eyes were closed, lips moving in silent prayer. When she looked at me again, it was with something between devotion and desire.

“The water is sacred,” she said quietly. “It’s drawn from the well beneath the temple. Pure, and touched by Venus herself.”

Livia stepped beside her, the pink fabric of her robe sliding down her shoulders, revealing the curve of her back. She untied her sash, letting it fall. Her nudity, like Julia’s, didn’t feel vulgar; it felt holy. The women around us weren’t ashamed. They were beautiful and free.

“Every year,” Livia whispered to me, “we wash her statue… and ourselves. To renew our hearts. To ask for love or healing.”

Julia cupped some of the water in her palms and approached the statue. It towered over the pool: Venus in marble, carved with a serene face, one hand resting at her breast, the other extended as if blessing the earth. Julia poured the water over the statue’s arms, letting it stream down like tears made of roses. Livia followed, then dozens more women, one by one, moving in a solemn, flowing rhythm.

I stood still until Aurelia Vestiana appeared at my side. She looked out over the crowd, then turned to me. “How has the breeding gone so far?”

“Perfect,” I said. “There hasn’t been a shortage of them.”

“You’re right … You’re doing God’s work, giving Rome life again.”

“I appreciate it,” I said, bowing my head to the priestess.

“You may anoint her too.”

I stepped forward. The weight of eyes followed me, but not with suspicion. Some women knelt, others smiled. Julia reached out and took my hand, guiding me up the marble steps to the statue’s side. Livia followed closely.

Aurelia offered me a shallow vessel of rosewater. I cupped it and lifted it toward the statue.

“For love,” I murmured, and let the water flow.

“For healing,” Julia said.

“For rebirth,” Livia whispered.

The priestesses rang their silver bells, and the crowd swayed with the sound. Beneath me, the pool shimmered pink with flower petals. Women bathed shoulder to shoulder, washing one another with oils and tender gestures. I saw braids being undone, backs being rubbed, lips brushing cheeks and legs being spread. It was sensual, but not lustful. It was love made sacred.

Aurelia’s voice rang out again. “Venus renews her favor. Let those who carry longing offer themselves to her blessing.” After that, Aurelia asked me, “Do you mind following me?”

“Sure,” I said.

She took me to a chamber. “Do you remember the condition that you could join Veneralia … making love to some of the women?”

“Oh yes,” I said with a chuckle.

“Great,” she said, smiling proudly. “Since the time has come.”

She took me to the sacred chamber, presenting me with a wide bed with luxurious pillows and sheets. It smelled like a garden of roses, torches mounted on the walls, spilling sensual lights onto the room. “I’ll guide them to you one by one.”

“Sure,” I said. I was already horny from all that sensuality, so I couldn’t wait to breed more Roman beauties.

The first woman entered the chamber moments later, a noble matron with dark, lustrous hair and a voluptuous figure. Her eyes widened at the sight of me already naked on the bed, my cock hardening right in front of her eyes.

“The goddess has blessed me,” she whispered, letting her robe fall to the floor.

I welcomed her with open arms as she climbed onto the bed, her full breasts swaying. When she straddled me, she gasped at the size of my manhood pressing against her thigh.

“Venus’s mercy,” she said, positioning herself above me.

“It might hurt a little,” I said, but she was so excited, she ignored my warnings. She sank down, taking me inch by inch, her inner walls stretching to accommodate my girth. I gripped her hips as she began to ride me, her head thrown back in ecstasy. The sacred oils on her skin made her body glisten in the torchlight.

“Fill me with your divine seed,” she moaned, her pace quickening.

I obliged, erupting deep within her as she shuddered in climax. When she finally dismounted, her legs trembling, tears of joy streaked her cheeks.

“Thank you,” she whispered, kissing my hand reverently before departing.

One by one, they came inside. One climax after another, and I kept summoning my fertile energy to my manhood, strengthening to steel as I entered one beauty after another. Some were curvy, some were slim, some smelled sweet like roses and some others had big, bouncy boobs. But I loved them all equally, making sure to impregnate each and every one of them as I plunged into one wet pussy after another.

In-between the breeding, Julia and Livia took care of me, carrying basins of warm, scented water and soft cloths. They made sure to wash the sweat from me and also the nectar from my cock so I was fresh for the next woman.

Livia hung back slightly, her gaze fixed on my cock. This was her first time seeing it fully erect, and I watched fascination bloom across her features. “It’s … fucking big,” she whispered, almost to herself.

“I know,” Julia said with a giggle. “Come on, help me clean him, Livia. He has many more women to bless today.”

They knelt on either side of me, dipping cloths in the fragrant water. Julia began washing my chest while Livia, with trembling hands, gently cleaned my cock. Her touch was gentle at first, afraid it might bite, but grew more confident after getting used to it.

“It’s so warm,” she said, her fingers wrapping around my shaft.

“And it will be ready again soon,” Julia said with a smile. “The divine recover quickly.”

True to her words, I began to harden under Livia’s touch. Her cheeks flushed pink, but she didn’t look away.

“I think he likes your touch,” Julia teased, and Livia bit her lip, pleased.

Once I was clean, they massaged oil into my skin, their hands working in tandem across my muscles. Livia’s touch was gentle but thorough, her fingers exploring the contours of my thighs while Julia worked on my shoulders.

“Better?” Julia asked, pressing her lips to my temple.

“Much,” I replied, feeling my strength renewed.

Then they welcomed the next woman inside, and on and on it continued till the sun started lowering. After the women had been blessed, Aurelia thanked me with a warm hug. “I’ll never forget what you’ve given our women … Love and hope.”

“I’m glad,” I said and dipped my head respectfully.

“Now enjoy the rest of the festival,” she said.

“I will.”

The sun was lower now, its golden light casting long shadows through the open-air garden beside the temple. Marble statues of Venus and Cupid watched over flower beds bursting with roses and violets. Fountains bubbled nearby, and laughter drifted from the festival beyond.

After the breeding, I headed to the stone basin, rinsing my hands. I’d lost track of how many women I’d blessed, how many arms had wrapped around me in hope or awe.

Julia appeared behind me with a jug of wine and a basket of fruit. Her dress fluttered in the breeze, and her smile carried that same mischief I’d come to love.

“You look like you’ve just rebuilt a city,” she said, offering me a fig.

I took it and bit slowly, the sweetness grounding me. “It felt like it,” I admitted.

She handed me a cup of wine. “Venus would be proud.”

Livia was behind. Her auburn hair was pinned with a daisy crown, her cheeks glowing from the ceremony. She looked brighter than I’d ever seen her, like something had opened in her. I suspected the way she’d cleaned my manhood might have a finger in it.

We sat on the bench near the statue of Venus, shaded by creeping vines. Julia poured wine for Livia, who took it with both hands, still catching her breath.

“The whole city smells like roses,” Livia murmured, smiling.

“You do too,” I said.

She looked at me, then down at her lap, trying to hide the way her smile widened.

Julia leaned into me and whispered, “She’s sweet on you. You’ve noticed.”

I didn’t answer, but I didn’t deny it either.

Julia grinned and stretched her legs across mine, casually pressing her breasts against my arm. Then she eyed my lips, and I pressed mine to hers.

“Livia,” she said after breaking the kiss, “if you’re going to keep looking at him like that, you should probably just kiss him.”

Livia froze and a blush spread on her cheeks. “Julia …”

Julia giggled. “Your parents aren’t here. Why not be bold? You kissed him at the bathhouse after all.”

Livia looked at me. Her eyes searched mine like she was asking for permission, then courage overtook hesitation. She leaned in. Her lips brushed mine like a question and then opened up. It was our second kiss, and it was just as sweet and tender as the first.

She smelled like roses and tasted like pomegranate, sweet and ripe and utterly innocent. When she pulled back, she touched her lips, as if to hold the moment in place.

“I—” she began.

“Livia.”

I blinked, and I couldn’t recognize that voice at all. All I could hear was that it was full of disapproval. We turned to see a woman standing just beyond the garden arch, dressed in a formal stola of deep plum, embroidered along the hem. Her hair was pinned high in the patrician style, streaked with silver and bound by discipline. Her eyes settled on Livia with barely contained disappointment.

Livia stood up slowly. Her wine cup trembled slightly in her hand. “Mom,” she said quietly.

“I didn’t expect to find you here,” her mother said. “You told me you’d practise the lyre.”

I rose with her, my heart suddenly tightening. “Is something wrong?” Livia’s mother didn’t acknowledge me. I took a step forward. “She’s done nothing shameful. If this is about the kiss—”

Livia reached out gently and touched my wrist. “It’s alright,” she said, voice vulnerable but steady. “Really. It’s just … they don’t understand.”

“But you don’t have to leave like this,” I said. “We can explain.”

She shook her head. “She won’t listen. Not now.”

Her mother’s eyes narrowed faintly, but she remained composed. “We’ll speak more at home, Livia.”

Livia turned to Julia and gave her a brief, apologetic hug. Then she looked back at me one last time. She was about to hug me, but then her mother’s eyes narrowed even more. She averted from my eyes. Then, with a careful nod to her mother, she followed her into the fading light of the festival.

The garden seemed quieter after that. I sat back down slowly, the warmth of Livia’s lips still lingering faintly on mine.

Julia settled beside me. Her smile had vanished. “That didn’t look good,” I said.

“No,” she agreed, equally as startled as I. “It didn’t.”

I looked toward the temple walls. “Will they punish her?”

“I hope not,” Julia said.

* * *

Once we got back to the villa, it was already late in the evening. Julia made us dinner, roasted fish with some vegetables. It was quiet and the tension still lingered. I’d told Zafara what had happened, and she told me not to fear. “It might be another sign to move on.”

“Move on where?” I asked her.

“I don’t know yet,” she said cryptically.

“I feel really bad for her,” Julia said with a heavy sigh. “I know how it feels to have strict parents, but hers are far stricter than mine.”

“Maybe we should write to her,” I told Julia.

She nodded. “We have to … let her know we’re there for her.”

Then a sudden knock interrupted our conversation.

Zafara’s brow lightly creased. “Someone’s here.”

I stood and headed to the door with Julia on my heels. It was Octavia. “Livia has been sent away to exile,” Octavia told us with a deep sigh. “She’s already on her way to Alexandria.”


Chapter 14 The Exile

The silence in the room turned sharp.

“What?” I asked. “Why?”

“You know why.” Octavia looked directly at me. “They saw her kiss you. Word spread quickly. It reached her mother. And once it did, there was nothing to be done.”

Julia’s face tightened with guilt. “I told her it would be fine,” she murmured. “That no one would see.”

“She tried to say goodbye,” Octavia added. “But her mother insisted she pack immediately. No scandal, no farewell, just gone.”

I sat down slowly, the weight of it hitting harder than expected. I thought of the kiss, how hesitant and sweet she’d been. The look in her eyes afterward. And then how quickly it had all shattered.

“She didn’t deserve that,” I said.

“No,” Julia agreed.

Octavia stepped closer. “I know it may not be your place, Nathan. But if you care for her… don’t let her disappear.”

“We’ll have to go to Alexandria,” I said. “And find her.”

Julia slowly nodded, agreeing. “I think so too. But I’m not sure about my father.”

“Speak to him tomorrow,” Octavia said. “I’m sure he’ll agree.”

There wasn’t much left to be said. We said goodnight to Octavia and tried to get some sleep, but it was difficult. I held onto Julia, but she was worried.

* * *

The following day, we had something to eat before heading to the Palatine. The midday sun streamed through the high windows of the imperial hall. Columns lined the room, their height adding weight to the moment. Julia guided Zafara and me to her father.

Augustus sat at the end of the chamber, his expression unreadable. He was dressed in a deep purple toga bordered with gold, the mark of his authority, and his gaze swept over us like a blade.

He was not alone. Two advisors lingered in the shadows, silent but attentive, while a scribe sat nearby with a wax tablet balanced on his knee.

“Father,” Julia said, “thank you for receiving us.”

Augustus looked at her for a long moment. “What made you come here?” he asked. “I thought you’d be busy helping Nathan.”

“Yes … until we received news about Livia,” she said. “We wish to travel to Alexandria. Livia has been sent there.”

“So why can’t she return?” Augustus asked.

“Well, she was exiled. We believe it is unjust. We only ask for passage and your blessing.”

His brows twitched. He briefly glanced at me, probably suspecting I had a finger in her exile. “My daughter,” he said slowly, “your affection for your friend does you credit. But exile is a family matter. One I will not involve myself in.”

Zafara stepped beside Julia, her voice calm and composed. “This is not only a matter of friendship. Alexandria needs renewal as well. Nathan has already bred plenty of women in Rome. The rest of your empire needs his seed as well. Let this not be about favoritism, but about service to the empire.”

The room fell into silence. Zafara didn’t always speak, but when she did, she chose her words perfectly.

Augustus studied me, eyes sharp beneath his furrowed brow. “You risk much, Nathan. This girl’s exile may seem unjust to you, but involving yourself in it could stir resentment among the old families. There are those who already whisper your name too freely.”

“I understand,” I said, stepping forward. “But I won’t abandon someone who matters to me. If she’s been cast out for knowing me, then I’ll find her. She deserves more than silence.”

He sat back in his chair, fingers steepled under his chin. Then he exhaled. “I will not forbid you,” he said at last. “And I will grant you a ship. You’ll have enough supplies to make the journey to Alexandria and settle there, if you must. But you do this for yourself. If consequences come, you will bear them.”

“I accept that.”

A flicker of approval passed over his face. “Then it is done. My quartermaster will make arrangements. You leave at dawn, if you’re wise. The seas are calm this week … And while you’re there, take care of the women. Our empire needs more children.”

Julia bowed her head, a mix of gratitude and unease in her expression. “Thank you, Father.”

“You’re welcome … and again, I apologize for earlier.”

A smile curled on Julia’s lips. “It’s fine,” she said.

Augustus gave her a long look. “I admire your conviction. But do not forget the cost of standing against your own.”

“I won’t.”

As we turned to go, Zafara whispered under her breath, “One way or another, we’ll make something new.”

* * *

The port Ostia was stirring with life by the time we arrived. It had taken four hours to get here from Rome by carriage. Julia had hugged her father goodbye, and he’d wished me good luck. Octavia had decided to come with us to the port, wanting to say goodbye for now.

The scent of salt, sun-warmed wood, and spice clung to the air. Seagulls cried overhead as dockworkers hauled crates and secured ropes, and the mast of our ship swayed gently under a pale blue sky.

The vessel Augustus had arranged was a fine one. Small enough for speed, sturdy enough for the sea. Its name, Aurea Fortuna, was etched into the bow. Golden Fortune. I hoped it would live up to the name.

Julia walked slightly ahead of me, scanning the rows of ships with her hand shading her eyes. Zafara followed behind, her eyes narrowed. I could tell her thoughts were already across the water, chasing visions and signs.

Octavia was also with us. She wore a deep blue palla that moved with the breeze. Once it was time to say goodbye for now, Julia wrapped her arms around her. “You’ll write?” she asked.

Octavia nodded, brushing her hand gently over Julia’s hair. “Of course. And I expect you to do the same.”

“We’ll send word as soon as we find her.”

Octavia’s smile was tinged with worry. Then she turned to me. I wasn’t sure what I expected, but she didn’t speak right away. She looked at me with those knowing eyes and then stepped in closer.

“I hoped we’d have another night,” she murmured.

“I hope so too,” I said, remembering my first night when I’d bedded her. “Will a kiss suffice for now?”

Before she could answer, she leaned in and kissed me. Her lips were warm and slow against mine, lingering longer than polite, and then her tongue slid against mine, and I melted in her arms. My hands found her rear, squeezing her flesh and praying there were no pesky eyes behind her.

When she pulled back, her eyes had darkened slightly, and her voice dropped a little lower. “But I know this is important. You’re going for her. That matters.”

“You matter too,” I said, brushing her cheek with my thumb.

She smiled, but it was wistful. “I won’t be selfish. There will be time for us when you return. I’ll make sure of it.”

Zafara stepped forward, giving Octavia a nod of genuine respect. “Thank you for welcoming him. You gave him more than a roof.”

Octavia said, “He gave us more than we expected in return.”

Our ship was ready. Crates of food and water had been packed on board. Bread, olives, figs, and wineskins lined the deck. The sails rippled in the breeze, waiting.

As the ropes were released and we stepped onto the wooden deck, Octavia lifted her hand. Her face grew smaller with every step the ship took from shore.

Julia and I waved back at Octavia before Julia turned to look up to me. “Do you think Livia is waiting for us?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “But we’ll find her.”

Behind us, Zafara was quiet until the wind filled the sails. Then she spoke. “Alexandria will not just be about one girl,” she said. “It never is. The gods don’t deal in simple journeys.”

Julia looked over her shoulder. “Then what are we sailing into?”

Zafara’s gaze met mine. “A turning point.”

The ship leaned into the current, and Rome faded into the horizon behind us.

The ship cut through the waves. Gulls circled high above, growing fewer with each passing hour, and behind us, the coast of Italy blurred into mist and distance. The wind carried the scent of salt and something faintly floral from the stores on deck. I stood near the prow, watching the sea expand into endless blue.

Julia joined me, her hair pulled back loosely, the breeze catching its ends.

“You’ve never been to Alexandria, have you?” she asked, stepping close enough that our shoulders brushed.

“Not exactly true,” I told her. “I have been to Egypt, but from a different era.”

“Cool,” Julia said. “What did you think of Egypt?”

“There’s so much to say,” I told her. “Its rich culture, its cities and pyramids. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“I’ve heard of the pyramids, but they’re all old and withered now.”

I blinked. I just realized that Egypt, during its peak, was as ancient to them as Rome was to modernity. I looked at her. “You said you always wanted to see more of the world. Looks like you’re doing it.”

She smiled, but her eyes didn’t fully match. “If only it didn’t feel so heavy.”

I didn’t ask what she meant. I knew.

She leaned against the railing and let her fingers trail along the worn wood. “Livia should be with us. Not locked away somewhere just for kissing someone she likes.”

“It’s not fair,” I agreed.

Julia sighed. “I keep thinking, what if she’s scared? Or worse, if they’ve told her it’s her fault. I hate how quickly it all turned.”

I stepped behind her and draped my arm around her shoulders, pulling her gently against me. “We’ll find her. And when we do, she’ll know she wasn’t wrong. She has us.”

Her cheek pressed lightly against my chest. “I hope she believes that. I hope we’re not too late.”

The breeze picked up again. The sound of the waves swelled and the last outlines of land were vanishing behind us. Rome was gone from view now. Only water and sky remained ahead.

We stood like that for a long time, quiet but steady, as the ship carried us toward the city of dreams and consequences.

* * *

That night, the sea had stilled. The wind softened, and the only sound left was the gentle lapping of water against the ship’s hull. Most of the crew were asleep or below deck. Zafara had turned in early, leaving Julia and me with the moonlight and each other.

We sat on a folded blanket near the rear of the deck, where the lanterns didn’t reach. The stars above seemed closer than I had ever seen them. Their reflection shimmered across the dark water like a field of scattered fire.

Julia curled her legs beneath her and rested her head on my shoulder. “I forgot how quiet the world can be,” she said.

“Almost like we’re the only two people left,” I murmured.

She tilted her face up toward mine. “Would that be so terrible?”

Her hand found mine in the dark. Our fingers tangled naturally, warm and smooth. The rhythm of the sea around us matched the rise and fall of her breath.

I leaned down and kissed her forehead. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this calm,” I said.

Julia’s lips curled. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt this calm. It’s strange. Everything is uncertain, yet… I feel safe with you.”

I brushed her hair back and kissed her again, this time on her cheek, letting my lips linger. “You are safe with me.”

She turned to face me fully. Our eyes adjusted to the dark, but I could still see the soft outline of her expression. Her lips parted slightly.

She kissed me, slow and warm. It was not rushed, not eager like before, but deep. As if she had something she wanted to say and could only say it with her mouth on mine.

We lay back together, side by side, my arm around her waist as she pressed close. “Do you think she’s looking at the same stars right now?” she whispered.

“I think she is,” I said. “And I think she misses you.”

Julia nodded. “I think she misses you too”

I kissed her again. “Well I certainly miss her.”

She rested her head against my chest. The sway of the ship beneath us lulled her toward sleep. I stayed awake a little longer, holding her, looking up at the stars. I imagined Livia out there, perhaps on a balcony or behind a window, watching the same sky and hoping we would come.

And I knew we would.


Chapter 15 Alexandria

The ship creaked beneath our feet, its sails full with the morning wind as the sea stretched endlessly around us. The air was heavy with salt, and the cries of gulls echoed above the water. From the helm, the captain turned toward us and raised his voice.

“We’ll be there soon.”

I stood at the railing with Julia, her hand resting lightly in mine. Her hair danced in the wind, and she stared out across the waves, her eyes fixed on the sliver of land rising on the horizon.

“You’ve never been to Alexandria,” she said.

“No,” I said. “But I’ve been to Egypt. A long time ago.”

She turned her head toward me. “When?”

“During Ramses the Great.”

“Cool, you saw it before the libraries. Before the marble and the philosophers.”

I nodded. “Before the city even had a name.”

She sighed. “I used to dream of seeing more of the world. I told myself I would, one day. Just not like this. Not chasing after someone we lost.”

I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and pulled her against me. She leaned in with a quiet breath, her warmth grounding me in the present. “We’ll find her,” I said.

She looked up, her eyes shining. “I know.”

Behind us, Italy was long gone, fading into memory. The journey had stretched across days and nights. We shared a narrow cabin, rocked gently by waves. Julia brought scrolls with her, poems about exile and longing, and read them aloud by lantern light. I listened to her voice in the darkness, her words laced with hope and sadness. When we weren’t reading or sleeping, we wandered the deck, fingers intertwined, watching dolphins chase the wake or seabirds ride the currents. We spoke of Livia, of what we might say when we found her, and of how Alexandria might receive us.

Sometimes we were silent. Sometimes we made love in the quiet hours after midnight with only the stars to witness us.

Zafara joined us from time to time. She kept to herself mostly, but her presence was steady and reassuring. She watched the skies, murmured to the sea, and offered small prayers I didn’t recognize.

We ate simply: flatbread, salted fish, figs, and olives. It was not a voyage of comfort, but of mission. Each day brought us closer, even if we were already close to begin with.

The captain raised his hand and pointed ahead. “There,” he said. “The mouth of Alexandria.”

The harbor emerged from the sea. Stone towers rose on either side, etched with sea gods and protective symbols. At their center loomed the great Lighthouse of Pharos, taller than any monument I had seen since my time in ancient Egypt. Its surface caught the light like polished ivory.

Beyond it, the city climbed the slope in layers. White buildings stood in orderly rows, palm trees swayed between rooftops, and copper domes reflected the early sun. The scent of the air shifted. There was cinnamon and clay, and beneath it, the faint perfume of desert flowers in bloom.

Boats crowded the harbor. Their sails rippled like wings. Men shouted in Greek and Egyptian, unloading crates from wooden ramps. The city pulsed with noise, color, and life. Something inside me stirred at the sight.

Julia stepped closer to the rail. Her lips parted in awe. “There it is,” she whispered. “Alexandria.”

I felt her squeeze my hand. I squeezed back, my eyes fixed on the coast. “Let’s find her.”

The captain shouted to the crew as ropes were thrown and sails began to drop. Seagulls circled overhead, cawing as if welcoming us. The salty breeze carried the scent of spices and the hint of jasmine or hibiscus from the shoreline gardens.

Our ship drifted closer to the stone docks, and the full grandeur of Alexandria unfolded around us.

As we disembarked, I looked up at the sprawling façade of the royal district. Columns stretched three stories high, capped with acanthus leaves. Sculptures of gods, some Egyptian, some Greek, watched us with unreadable stone eyes.

I had been here before, in another time. When Ramses walked the earth and the gods were still whispered to in crowded temples. But this was a new Egypt, vibrant and foreign all at once. The city buzzed with layered history and the weight of many civilizations stacked atop one another.

Zafara joined us silently, her veil fluttering in the breeze. She said nothing, but I knew she was already searching, eyes taking in omens, reading the mood of the city, sensing what lay ahead.

“Where do we begin?” I asked.

Julia looked to the sky, then forward. “We find someone who knows the city. Someone who would have seen Livia or at least heard about her arrival.”

We started walking, unsure where to go. My thoughts raced. Should we try the governor? Bribe someone? Ask in the markets? It all felt like wandering blind.

“We need a sign,” Julia said beside me.

I turned toward a temple I had noticed earlier rising above the streetline. “That one. Who’s it for?”

“Isis,” she answered. “Or maybe Serapis. This city has both.”

“Let’s go,” I said. “It’s better than doing nothing.”

The climb to the temple was gentle, but the world around us shifted quickly. The noise of the harbor faded behind us. Sellers’ cries and footsteps gave way to the hush of incense, shaded porticoes, and the hush of prayers murmured low. Stone steps led us past flowering vines that spilled down the sides, and the pillars near the entrance were carved with symbols older than I could read.

We entered. The air was cool and rich with myrrh and burned herbs. A few women knelt in devotion, their faces turned toward a stone likeness of the goddess. Candles flickered along the base.

Zafara lit an offering candle nearby. I watched the flame tremble in the stillness, waiting for some kind of answer.

But it wasn’t the goddess who spoke.

“Julia?”

We turned as a tall woman stepped into the light near the doorway. She wore a deep red gown, her chestnut hair swept into a coiled style beneath a gold-trimmed veil. A small fan rested in her gloved fingers, and her presence was commanding. I had seen her type before. She was noble and pretty.

Julia blinked in surprise. “Damaris? I didn’t expect to see you here.”

Damaris stepped forward and took Julia’s hands warmly. “I didn’t expect to see you either.”

“You knew my mother,” Julia said.

“I did. And I heard whispers,” Damaris replied. “Something about an exile from Rome. I didn’t think it was your friend.”

“It’s Livia,” Julia said quickly. “She’s here. Do you know anything?”

Damaris’s expression darkened. “I’ve heard what the locals say. Her family placed her in a villa near the coast. Not quite prison, but she’s being kept alone, under supervision. There’s a curfew. No letters and no visitors. Especially not from young men.”

Julia’s shoulders dropped. “They won’t even let her speak to anyone?”

“She’s watched closely, I’m afraid.”

I stepped forward before I even realized I had. “There must be a way. She can’t stay like that.”

Damaris looked at me for the first time.

Julia glanced back. “Forgive me. Damaris, this is Nathan. He’s the one who—”

“I know,” Damaris interrupted gently, her tone respectful. “I’ve heard of your work in Rome. Your name has traveled far. It’s an honor to meet you.”

I bowed slightly. “The honor is mine.”

“And Nathan,” Julia said, “this is Damaris. She’s the widow of a wealthy landlord.”

She studied us both. Then her eyes flicked toward Zafara with something that felt like recognition, or perhaps curiosity.

“You came all this way for her?” she asked.

“I love her,” Julia said. Her voice was soft, but there was no hesitation.

“And I would risk anything to see her again,” I said beside her.

Damaris looked sympathetic. Then, with a graceful flick, she closed her fan. “Then you may need to do something clever. There are old ways still known in this city. Traditions and tricks. Not everything needs to go through the front gate.”

She glanced at Zafara again, who nodded slowly in understanding.

“You’ll need someone inside,” Damaris went on. “A servant, a trusted woman. Or perhaps something more theatrical.”

That was when the idea came. A memory, sharp and absurd, from the movie I’d watched. “We’ll find a way,” I said.

Julia turned to me. “You’ve thought of something.”

“Maybe. It’s been done before. But we’ll need privacy. And a carpet.”

Julia blinked. “A carpet?”

Damaris tilted her head, intrigued.

I stepped closer. “I’ll hide inside it. Just like the story of Caesar and Cleopatra. A servant rolls it into her room. Once inside, I talk to her. No guards. No obstacles.”

“That’s insane,” Julia said.

“It’s worked once before,” I said. “Sort of.”

Zafara raised a brow. “It might just be mad enough to work again. But it would require absolute trust. If anything goes wrong—”

“It won’t,” I said. “As long as we have someone loyal to Livia inside.”

Damaris nodded thoughtfully. “There’s a girl. Her name is Maris. She’s young and quiet, and she delivers food to the estate and helps tend the grounds. I believe I can persuade her. She feels bad for Livia.”

Julia turned to Damaris. “You’d do that for us?”

“I knew your mother,” Damaris said. “And I believe in love when it’s brave enough to act. But you’ll need to move quickly. If word reaches the villa that someone’s sniffing around, they’ll tighten the leash.”

I felt a strange surge of nerves and determination. “When can we go?”

Damaris looked at the window, judging the late light. “The last delivery before curfew happens after sunset. I’ll arrange for Maris to come here. You’ll hide inside a merchant’s carpet. We’ll help you breathe without being seen.”

Zafara turned to me. “Can you handle that? It won’t be comfortable.”

“I’ll manage,” I said. “I just need to see her. Make sure she’s all right.”

Julia slipped her hand into mine. “And when you do, tell her we haven’t given up. That we’re here. That we’re not leaving without her.”

Damaris gave us a nod and turned to speak quietly with a servant girl standing nearby. As the woman disappeared into the hallway, Julia looked at me.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “This means everything.”

I leaned in. “It means everything to me too.”

* * *

We waited until late evening. The light outside had dimmed to a dusty gold, then to grey, and finally to the deep blue of Alexandria’s coastal night. We found ourselves in Damaris’ estate, and Julia helped me into the thick roll of woven fabric, wide enough to hide me, and tight enough to keep me still. Damaris’s servant girls whispered nervously in Greek as they prepared everything.

“You’ll only get one chance,” Damaris warned quietly. “The matron supervising the villa has no sense of humor.”

“I’ll be fast,” I said. “Just get me in.”

Julia bent down to press a kiss to my lips before I was fully hidden. “Find her. Hold her if she cries. And bring her hope.”

“I promise.”

Then darkness.

It was hot, suffocating. I felt every jolt of the cart, every bump of stone under wooden wheels as we rolled through the narrow lanes. I focused on my breath, counting heartbeats, until we finally stopped. I heard low voices, the clink of coins, and a door creaking open.

The villa’s marble floor felt cool through the woven fabric. Then came silence, and the footsteps retreated.

The servant whispered, “Now,” and I felt the world tilt as the carpet unrolled.

I tumbled out hard onto smooth stone and scrambled upright. The room was dim, lit only by a single oil lamp. Incense curled from a dish near the wall. Silk curtains drifted in the ocean breeze.

And there she was.

Livia sat frozen on a cushioned bench near the shuttered window, dressed in a loose white tunic, her auburn hair loose around her shoulders. Her eyes widened as she stared at me, unable to speak.

“Livia,” I said, stepping toward her.

She dropped the cup she’d been holding. It hit the floor and rolled. Then she ran into me. Her arms wrapped tight around my back, and I held her, steadying her trembling frame. She was warm, and she smelled of fig blossoms and sea salt.

“I thought I’d never see you again,” she whispered.

“You were all I could think about.” Her warmth seeped into my skin, warming my core. Even if I hadn’t known her for long, she felt like the missing puzzle piece as I hugged her closer.

After embracing for many minutes, we broke the hug a little, but my arms were still wrapped around her. She looked up at me, tears streaking her cheeks. “How did you … ?”

“I rolled in,” I said, brushing a hand through her hair. “We had help.”

She laughed and sobbed at the same time. “You’re mad.”

“Only about you.”

Her mouth met mine before I could say anything else, and I pressed my lips to hers again. The kiss was just as sweet as the first. She had a fruity taste along with something youthful and ripe. I let my hands wander down her back, caressing her plump rear as my tongue twirled with hers. She wasn’t as experienced, a bit shy about what to do with her tongue, but I guided her slowly, enjoying the warmth.

It was a slow kiss, trembling but deep. Full of fear, longing, and all the words she wasn’t allowed to say aloud.

When we finally pulled apart, she rested her forehead against mine. “You shouldn’t be here.”

“I had to be.”

“I don’t want you to leave.”

“I won’t. Not without you.”

Her arms stayed tight around me. “They said I dishonored the family. That being near you… near Julia… made me soft.”

I kissed her cheek. “You’re stronger than anyone I know.”

“I can’t believe you’re really here,” she whispered. The lamplight flickered across her face, catching the gloss in her eyes. “I thought I’d go mad.”

I tucked a strand of auburn hair behind her ear, feeling the heat radiating off her skin. “You’re not alone anymore,” I told her. “We’ll find a way. Julia and I are not leaving without you.”

She smiled, but it wavered. “Even if it takes time?”

“I’ll wait. Whatever it takes.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing mine gently at first, a quiet exhale leaving her body. Then she kissed me again as if she were addicted to it. Her arms wrapped around my neck, pulling me close. Her body pressed to mine, and for a moment, everything outside that room disappeared.

When she pulled back, she looked me in the eyes and said, “I want you to be my first. When I’m free. When I can choose.”

Her eyes shimmered with a mixture of nerves and certainty. “Livia…”

“I’m not saying now,” she added quickly, flushing. “I just… I’ve thought about it. And I wanted you to know.”

I cupped her cheek, kissed her forehead. “When you’re free,” I said, “we’ll talk. You deserve your first time to be yours. Fully.”

Her body relaxed against me. “Thank you,” she whispered. “For not rushing it. For everything.”

A noise from the doorway startled us both. Footsteps approached, the servant girl returning.

“I have to go,” I whispered, reluctantly pulling away from Livia’s embrace.

Her face fell, but she nodded with understanding. “How will you get out?”

“The same way I got in,” I said, gesturing toward the carpet on the floor. “Can you help me?”

She glanced at the rolled fabric, then back at me with a spark of mischief in her eyes. “You want me to roll you up like a pastry?”

“Exactly,” I said, moving toward the carpet and positioning myself at one end.

Livia knelt beside me, her hands gentle as she began to roll the thick fabric around my body. “This is madness,” she whispered, but a giggle escaped her lips as she continued wrapping me.

“The best plans usually are,” I replied, my voice muffled as the layers of carpet enveloped me.

Her laughter grew, a sound of genuine joy I hadn’t heard since before her exile. “Stay still,” she warned through her giggles, “or you’ll unravel before you reach the door.”

As she finished rolling me into a tight bundle, I heard the servant’s footsteps growing louder. Livia’s lips brushed against the small opening near my face. “Bye”

“Bye,” I told her, and then I was loaded onto the cart, everything turning dark.

* * *

I uncoiled onto cool stone again, coughing against the taste of wool and cedar as the carpet unfurled. The same servant girl helped me upright, brushing a few strands of hair from her eyes. She gave a nod and disappeared down the corridor.

Damaris stood waiting in the shaded atrium of her mansion, arms folded loosely. The filtered sunlight from her open-air courtyard cast golden patterns on the mosaic floor behind her. I blinked in the warmth of it all, still reeling from Livia’s kiss.

“Well?” she asked, one brow lifted.

“She’s safe,” I said. “Scared, Isolated, but holding on.”

Julia’s face lit up, then softened when she saw my expression. “She’s all right?”

“She is. Lonely, but strong. She misses you.” I crossed to her, and she stood to meet me halfway. “And she’s not giving up.”

Julia hugged me tightly, pressing her face to my shoulder. “Thank the gods,” she murmured. “I was so afraid we were too late.”

“We’re not. But she can’t stay locked up forever. We’ll get her out.”

Damaris cleared her throat gently. “Tomorrow, I’ll visit the household where she’s being held. I know the family. They won’t make it easy, but if there’s something they want in return, I’ll find out what it is.”

Julia let go of me and turned to her. “You’d do that for us?”

“I’m doing it for her,” Damaris said. “And for love. We don’t get many chances to do something noble in this world. When we do, we should take them.” She moved to the doorway, then paused and looked back. “You’re welcome to stay here for the night. My staff will prepare food and baths if you need them. The upstairs rooms face the sea.”

“Thank you,” Julia and I told her in unison.

“You’re welcome,” she said with a bow. She had some private matter to take care of and left us alone for the moment.

Julia sighed in relief. “She’s something else.”

“She is,” I said. “This whole place feels like something out of a dream.”

We headed upstairs and walked out onto the balcony, where the breeze rolled in from the sea, rustling the curtains and lifting the edges of Julia’s sleeve. The city shimmered under twilight, and beyond the rooftops, the distant Library glowed in pale marble.

“I told Livia we’d work something out,” I said. “She kissed me. She said… she wants me to be her first. Once she’s free.”

Julia didn’t flinch. Her gaze remained fixed on the horizon. “She’s in love with you.”

“I told her we’d talk about it once she’s safe.”

Julia exhaled slowly. “That sounds like something she’d like. Always romantic. Always holding things in until they nearly burst.”

We stood there for a while, wrapped in the scent of flowering vines and warm night air.

“You’ve done something brave,” she said. “Risking all of this to reach her. I know what it cost you.”

“It didn’t cost me you,” I said. “That’s all that matters.”

She turned to face me fully. Her eyes searched mine, and then her hands slid under my tunic, fingers spreading across my chest, and we also kissed, reminding me of how much I loved Julia as well.

“Come to bed,” she whispered. “I’m horny.”

We undressed slowly in the quiet room. There was no rush, only the softness of skin against skin and our heavy breathing. I quickly became erect, laid her down and slid right inside her wet pussy. I kissed the hollow of her neck, the rise of her breasts, the curve of her hip. She arched into me, her fingers tangled in my hair, her lips grazing my shoulder as I fucked her thoroughly. It didn’t take me long till I spilled my seed inside her, but Livia’s face flashed briefly in front of me as if it was a sign.

When we finally lay tangled together in the sheets, her head on my chest, she whispered, “We’ll find her.”

“I know,” I said, my hand resting on her bare back.

Sleep took us not long after, with Alexandria’s glow still flickering behind the curtains.


Chapter 16 The Breeding of Alexandria

The smell of warm bread and cardamom reached me before I even opened my eyes. Sunlight spilled across the tiled floor, golden and sharp. Julia stirred beside me, her body still draped across my chest, her leg hooked over mine. I kissed her forehead before slipping out from under the sheets.

By the time we were both dressed and downstairs, a servant bowed and set down a tray of honeyed tea and fruit.

“Lady Damaris left early,” she said. “But she will return soon.”

We sat near the open veranda where vines shaded the breakfast alcove. Zafara joined us not long after, eyes clear but thoughtful. She sipped slowly from her tea in her meditative state.

We spent the next hour in quiet conversation on the shaded terrace, sipping wine while the city stirred below us. The view from Damaris’s mansion looked directly toward the Library of Alexandria. Its grand columns and marble steps shone in the morning light like something out of myth.

Eventually, the clack of sandals on stone alerted us. Damaris entered the atrium, fanning herself as she stepped into the cool shade.

“I’m sorry to keep you waiting,” she said. “I went straight to the family’s villa.”

Julia stood. “What did they say?”

Damaris sighed and sat across from us. “I tried persuasion. I brought poetry, lines from Sulpicia and even old Greek verses about love. At first, they listened. But their loyalty lies with the girl’s parents in Rome. They’re nervous. Political ties, expectations, money. So I offered a solution.”

“What kind?” I asked.

“I told them they could simply report that Livia went missing. No scandal, no confrontation. Just… vanished from their custody. But they would only agree if compensated.”

Julia’s brows furrowed. “Compensated?”

“Yes. They want the exact sum promised by Livia’s parents. It’s absurd. An obscene price for silence.”

“How much?” Julia asked.

Damaris named the amount.

Julia balked. “That’s madness.”

I reached over and touched her hand. “Not for love.”

She looked at me, her lips parting slightly, her fingers tightening around mine.

Damaris watched us both, then turned to Zafara. “Unless there’s another way?”

Zafara folded her arms. “We need coin. Then we pay.”

“We’ll never raise that kind of money in time,” Julia said.

Zafara tapped a finger on her arm. “Then we breed Alexandria with intention. We begin with the elite. Charge those who wish to be first. Men flaunt wealth through monuments. Women will do it through bloodlines.”

Julia frowned. “That could take forever.”

I leaned back, letting the weight of it settle. Then I smiled. “Not if I do what I was sent for,” I said. “And I have a lot of breeding to do.”

Zafara nodded, her eyes calculating. “The wealthiest women first. Those with the most to offer.”

“And those most desperate for children,” Damaris added, leaning forward. “There are several merchant families who would pay handsomely, women who’ve tried for years without success. Their husbands would part with fortunes for an heir.”

So it happened. We started planning quickly, and Damaris helped spread the word. I was already known in Alexandria from my breeding endeavour in Rome. As soon as they found out that I was here, the wealthiest women came forth and started bidding to be first in line. They wanted their daughters and even themselves to be blessed by my godlike seed.

In the following days, Damaris let me know that the first batch of women was ready.

In her estate, she led me to a lavish chamber where a group of beautiful women awaited, lounging on luxurious cushions and gazing at me with lust in their eyes. They were a diverse mix, with varying shades of sun-kissed skin, dark and brown hair, and an array of sensual curves barely concealed by their sheer, flowing garments.

“Ladies, this is Nathan,” Damaris announced with a smile.

They commented about my height and looks as the women rose to greet me. I couldn’t help but feel a surge of desire as I took in their collective beauty.

Damaris gestured to a buxom, olive-skinned beauty with thick, dark curls. “This is Alexandra, from Crete.”

Alexandra stepped forward, her hips swaying seductively. “It is an honor, Nathan,” she purred, her accented voice like honey. “I have heard much about your equipment. I can’t wait to experience it for myself.”

Next, Damaris introduced a tall, fair woman with dark hair and eyes like two pearls. “Meet Antonia, from Sicily. The daughter of a wealthy merchant.”

Antonia inclined her head, a coy smile playing on her lips. “Hello.”

One by one, Damaris presented the rest of the women. Most of them were Roman beauties, but there were foreigners as well like Egyptians and Greeks. Each was more stunning than the last, and my arousal grew with every introduction.

“Well, Nathan, they’re all yours,” Damaris said with a wink. “I’ll leave you. Let me know if you need anything.”

“Yes,” I told her. “I’ll let you know when I want Julia and Zafara as well. They usually help me recover.”

“With pleasure, enjoy yourselves.”

With that, she slipped out of the chamber, leaving me alone with the group of eager, nubile women. I turned my attention to the beauties before me, my divine energy already coursing through my veins. I beckoned to Alexandra, drawn to her exotic beauty.

“Come here, lovely one,” I said, my voice low and husky.

Honored, Alexandra sauntered towards me, her hips swaying. Her olive skin gleamed in the lamplight as she let her dress fall to the floor, revealing full, round breasts and voluptuous curves.

“I’m honored you chose me first,” she said.

“It’s my pleasure,” I said. I pulled her close, pressing my lips to hers in a passionate kiss. She melted against me, her soft breasts pressing against my chest. They felt so nice, warming my body like a fire. My hands roamed her body, caressing every curve. She moaned into my mouth as I cupped her rear, kneading the firm flesh and sinking my fingers into her buns.

Gently, I lowered her onto the plush cushions. It was time for me to undress, slipping off my clothes till I stood there fully nude and erect. My manhood caught her attention, and she looked at me in awe.

Alexandra happily spread her legs, her dark eyes full of lust and anticipation. “It’s huge,” she murmured.

I positioned myself between her thighs, the head of my cock brushing against her pink, wet folds. “As long as you’re wet, it’s no problem.”

“Alright,” she whispered. “Fill me with your divine seed.”

With one smooth thrust, I entered her and inch by inch slid inside her. Alexandra moaned, her back arching as I stretched and filled her. I pulled out till only the head remained and pushed in again, going deeper and deeper till she adjusted to my length and girth. I set a steady rhythm, my hips pumping as I drove into her welcoming heat. Her legs wrapped around my waist, urging me deeper.

As our passion built, I felt my divine energy surging. With each thrust, I poured my blessing into Alexandra, our flesh smacking louder and louder.

“Oh gods,” she moaned. “I can feel it … your power.”

With a final, deep thrust, I erupted inside her, making my cum splash against her sweet walls. Alexandra’s eyes rolled to the back of her skull, her inner walls clenching around me as she climaxed. I held her close, emptying myself into her womb.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her eyes shining. “Oh, that feels wonderful.”

I kissed her before rising, ready for the next woman. Antonia approached, her fair skin a stark contrast to Alexandra’s olive tones.

“My turn,” she said with a coy smile.

And so it continued. One by one, I took each woman, blessing them with my divine seed. Antonia rode me, her young body undulating as she took her pleasure. An Egyptian beauty writhed beneath me as I pounded into her. Twins from the Levant shared me, taking turns on my cock as they kissed and caressed each other.

On and on it went, a parade of feminine beauty in all its forms. With each woman, I focused my divine power, feeling new life spark within their wombs. Some felt it immediately, gasping in wonder as they sensed the change. Others simply basked in the afterglow, enjoying the sensation of my creamy seed inside them.

As I pleasured each woman in turn, the room filled with moans, gasps, and the musky scent of arousal.

After several hours of near-constant lovemaking, I arrived at the last woman, a petite Egyptian beauty named Aya. I hadn’t bred an Egyptian since I was here with Neferu, and I sure had missed a fresh, Egyptian pussy. She was a tight one, her pussy barely budging at first. After a couple of long, slow strokes, she relaxed and welcomed my hard length inside. It didn’t take us long to reach the peak, and she shuddered in ecstasy as I filled her. When she rolled off me, spent and satisfied, I collapsed onto the cushions, my chest heaving.

“Thank you,” Aya murmured, kissing my cheek.

“You’re welcome.”

I looked around the room at the women lounging in various states of blissful exhaustion. Some relaxed, while others chatted in soft voices, hands resting on their bellies where new life now grew.

Julia came with some pomegranate juice that I greedily drank. “Are you finished now?” she asked.

I nodded. “Aya was the final lady,” I said.

“Damaris has prepared a feast for us,” she said.

“I’m glad,” I said. I looked outside the window. The sun began to set, casting the room in golden light. Time moved quickly when I impregnated the women, but I felt satisfied knowing that I had blessed this city with a new generation. I looked around at the roomful of satisfied women. Some dozed peacefully, others chatted excitedly in small groups. All bore the glow of fertility. There must have been at least thirty of them. It sure was an accomplishment.

* * *

The next few days drifted past, full of heat, perfume, and bare skin. I’d never experienced anything like it. At first, the novelty of Alexandria’s women, their accents, the way they moved, and the subtle differences between Greeks, Egyptians, and the Roman settlers drew me in. Each one came to me with a prayer, a hope, and a longing. And I gave them what I could.

They came draped in silk or wrapped in white linen, some modest, and some skimpy. A few bowed before me, murmuring blessings, while others kissed my chest before guiding me into the perfumed alcoves. It was sacred, yes, but it was also physical. Breeding them meant touching them, holding them, entering them and loving them. I whispered their names when I could remember them, kissed their throats, pressed myself deep until their thighs shook and their nails raked against my back.

Some were noblewomen, wives of merchants, daughters of officials. Others were priestesses, claiming their gods had sent them. Their bodies were different, their needs unique, but the gratitude they gave me afterward was always the same. Some cried, some laughed and some stared at me like I wasn’t human at all.

By the fifth day, my body ached. Zafara gave me oils and herbs to keep me going and Julia massaged me, but I’d started moving more slowly, choosing softer positions, letting the women ride me when I needed to rest. I drank honeyed wine in between sessions. I slept in short bursts. And still, they kept coming.

On the seventh day, Damaris met me in the cool shade of her inner courtyard, and in front of her were two large chests, their lids open.

There was gold, silver, ivory and jewels. Payment from the wealthiest women in the city who had wanted to be among the first.

“It’s enough,” she said simply, her fan flicking once. “More than enough.”

I exhaled slowly, rubbing my sore shoulders. “Then it’s time … to see Livia again.”

She nodded. “Get some rest. You deserve it.”

* * *

The gates creaked open, and we stepped into the courtyard of the villa, just a short distance from Damaris’s estate, yet it felt like a world away. I had been here a week ago, wrapped in a carpet and snuck in. I couldn’t wait to see Livia again, hearing the sound of her voice and seeing her smile.

A servant led us inside without a word, guiding us through shaded corridors to a small receiving room. Three members of the host family stood waiting. They didn’t greet us warmly, but they didn’t sneer either. They looked like people trying to pretend this wasn’t happening.

Damaris opened the chest. Coins glinted in the lamplight: silver, gold and enough to rewrite a story.

“This is the amount we agreed on,” she said evenly. “We expect your discretion in return.”

The eldest man nodded slowly. “When you leave, this didn’t happen. She left of her own accord. You never came here.”

“Understood,” I said.

They gave one look at the chest and left through the side door. The silence that followed stretched too long. I felt my heartbeat in my throat. Then I heard the faint sound of sandals on stone. The door opened again, and then Livia stood there. Her hair was looser than I’d ever seen it, falling in waves around her face. Her tunic was simple, but her beauty burned through it. Her eyes found me immediately, and I saw them widen, not with shock or hesitation, but disbelief, hope and relief. Emotion swelled in her expression faster than I could brace for.

“Nathan,” she said, and then she ran.

I barely had time to open my arms before she threw herself into them. I caught her, lifting her without thinking, holding her so tight I thought I might crush her. Her arms wrapped around my neck, and she buried her face into my shoulder, trembling.

Her tears soaked into me as if she’d been holding them in for days or maybe weeks. “You freed me,” she said. “You really came.”

“I promised I would,” I whispered into her ear. “Nothing was going to stop me.”

Her fingers clung to my tunic as she might fall without me. I pulled back just enough to see her face. Her eyes were red and glistening, but her lips parted with the smallest, bravest smile. Then she leaned in and kissed me.

It was full of feeling, like every hour apart had built toward this moment. Her lips were soft and warm, and when I felt her breath catch against mine, I never wanted to let her go again.

She broke the kiss only when tears started again. Then she turned, almost stumbling, and threw her arms around Julia.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you both. I thought … I thought I’d never see you again.”

Julia held her tightly, stroking her hair. “You’re safe now. You’re not alone.”

Livia stepped back finally, her eyes glassy but glowing.

I reached for her hand and held it. “You’re free.”

Livia nodded slowly. “Let’s get out of here. Please.”

As we turned to leave, I glanced one last time over my shoulder, at the empty room, the lifeless corridors, and the door closing behind us.

And I promised myself she would never be in a place like this again.

* * *

The rooftop terrace of Damaris’ villa was lit by the orange haze of the Alexandrian sunset. The sea stretched out endlessly below us, a sheet of shifting gold. Palm shadows swayed over the polished stone floor, and the breeze carried the faint scent of lotus and salt. It was quiet in a way that felt sacred.

Damaris stood near the balustrade with her hands folded in front of her. The silk of her gown glimmered in the evening light. She looked composed, but I sensed emotion beneath the surface. She had been our anchor in this city, and now that Livia stood at freedom beside us, gratitude hung in the air like incense.

Julia approached first and took Damaris’ hand. “Thank you,” she said gently. “Thank you for helping us get our friend back.”

“You are your mother’s daughter,” Damaris replied, her smile kind. “Brave enough to ask for help and strong enough to use it. That is a rare balance.”

Livia stepped next. She was still clutching my arm as if afraid someone would take her away again. “I owe you my life,” she said, her voice trembling. “I never thought I’d be free again.”

Damaris touched her cheek. “You remind me of myself long ago. I could not stand by and watch a young woman be punished for wanting love.”

Then her gaze shifted to me. I stepped forward, feeling the weight of everything she had risked for us. “I cannot thank you enough. You gave us a door when every other one was locked. Rome will never hear my gratitude, but you will.”

“You helped my city,” she replied. “And you helped these two.” Her eyes drifted between Julia and Livia. “That is reason enough for me.”

We stood together for a few moments longer, letting the quiet settle. The horizon dimmed slowly, taking the gold with it and leaving violet tones across the sky.

When Julia and Livia went downstairs to take a bath, Damaris remained on the terrace with me. The breeze cooled, and she stepped closer.

“There is something I wish to ask,” she said quietly.

I turned to her. “Anything.”

She searched my face with an expression that held no shame and no hesitation, only honesty. “You gave this city fertility and healing. You returned life to women who had almost lost hope. I have served this place for decades, offering what I can, guiding others, carrying the burdens they bring me.” Her voice softened. “But I sleep in an empty bed. And I have not felt warmth beside me in many years.” She held my eyes without flinching. “Would you mind sleeping with me?”

The question sent a heat into my chest. There was no desperation in her tone, no pleading. Only a mature woman asking for comfort openly and with dignity.

“If that is what you want,” I said, stepping closer. “I would be honored.”

She sighed in relief. “Just for the night,” she said. “Not as a duty, but as thanks. And as a memory I would like to keep.”

I nodded. “Then I will come to your chamber after dinner.”

After the girls had taken a bath, we met up at the terrace. Servants entered, bearing trays of food, the aroma of grilled fish and fresh bread filling the air. We moved to the dining area where a large table had been set with platters of olives, cheeses, and an array of Mediterranean delicacies.

“This looks amazing,” I said as we reclined on cushioned couches.

Livia couldn’t stop smiling as she took her place between Julia and me. Her eyes sparkled in the lamplight, darting from dish to dish with childlike wonder. It was as if she’d forgotten what freedom felt like.

“I haven’t had a proper meal in weeks,” she said, reaching for a piece of bread. “They fed me, but it was always cold and bland, as if my parents had paid them to punish me.”

Julia filled Livia’s cup with wine. “Well, tonight you’ll eat like a goddess.”

We ate and ate, and more servants appeared with steaming platters of roasted meats and vegetables drizzled with oil and herbs. I hadn’t seen or eaten such delicious food in a long time.

“To freedom,” Damaris raised her cup, “and to friendship that defies empires.”

We drank deeply. The wine was sweet and strong, warming me from within.

Livia tasted everything, making little sounds of pleasure with each bite. “This fish… it’s divine. And these olives! I’ve missed real food so much.”

“You’ve missed more than food,” Julia teased, reaching across to squeeze Livia’s hand. “You’ve missed us.”

I explained to the girls that I’d do Damaris a favor. I expected some disappointment in Livia’s eyes, but she was understanding. “You deserve a night with him,” she said.

“Thank you,” Damaris said with a light blush.

* * *

After we’d eaten, we separated. Damaris took me to her private chamber. Her chamber was spacious yet intimate, with tapestries adorning the walls and the scent of jasmine hanging in the air. A large copper bath stood in the corner, steam rising from its surface.

“I thought we might bathe first,” she said seductively. “The servants have prepared it with oils and salts from Egypt.”

I nodded, watching as she moved to light more oil lamps around the chamber.

“Allow me,” she said while biting her bottom lip. Her fingers found the clasp of my tunic, and she began to undress me.

When I stood naked before her, she stepped back, her eyes traveling over my body. “The stories do not exaggerate,” she murmured, her gaze lingering on my manhood.

Then she began to disrobe herself. There was no shyness in her movements and no hesitation. She unfastened her gown at the shoulders and let it fall to the floor in one fluid motion.

Damaris was older than the women I’d been with recently, but her body was magnificent. Her breasts were full and shapely, with dark nipples that had already hardened in the evening air. Her waist curved inward before flaring out to seductive hips, and between her thighs, a neatly trimmed patch of dark hair beckoned. Her skin bore the marks of a life fully lived, yet these only enhanced her beauty.

“You’re stunning,” I said honestly.

A smile touched her lips. “You needn’t flatter me, Nathan. I know what I am.”

“I never say what I don’t mean.”

She approached the bath and tested the water with her fingers. “Perfect,” she said, then turned to me with her hand extended. “Will you join me?”

I took her hand and followed her into the large copper tub. The warm water embraced us, scented with exotic oils that made my skin tingle pleasantly. Damaris settled across from me, the water lapping at her breasts.

“May I wash you?” she asked, reaching for a cloth and a small pot of liquid soap.

I nodded, and she moved through the water toward me. Her hands were gentle yet confident as she ran the soapy cloth across my chest and shoulders. When her fingers brushed against my nipples, I felt myself stirring beneath the water.

“Turn,” she said.

I obeyed, and she washed my back, her fingers tracing the muscles there. Then she moved lower, her hands gliding over my buttocks and down my thighs. When I turned back to face her, my arousal was evident, standing proud above the water’s surface.

“Oh,” she said, her eyes widening slightly. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around my shaft, stroking me with gentle but firm pressure. Her touch sent ripples of pleasure through me.

I reached for her, pulling her closer until our bodies pressed together in the warm water. Her breasts flattened against my chest, her nipples hard points against my skin. I kissed her neck, and she tilted her head back with a moan.

“I’ve wanted this since I first saw you,” she admitted, her voice husky with desire. “A man like you… a god among us.”

“And I’ve admired your strength,” I told her, my hands sliding down to cup her buttocks. “Your wisdom. Your beauty.”

Damaris pulled back, her eyes dark with lust. “The bath can wait,” she said, rising from the water. Rivulets ran down her curves, highlighting every dip and swell of her mature body. “I’m too horny… I’ve never felt my pussy flow like this.”

I stood, water cascading off me, and followed her to the large, cushioned bed that dominated the chamber. She lay back against the pillows, her legs parting in invitation. The sight of her wet, naked, and wanting, made my cock throb.

“Come,” she said, reaching for me.

I moved between her thighs, lowering myself to kiss her. Her lips were soft, yielding, but her kiss was hungry. Her hands wandered over my back, my shoulders, urging me closer. I groped and fondled her, especially her tits.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Touch me like that.”

I slid lower, kissing along her neck, then down the center of her chest. Her fingers slipped into my hair as my mouth closed over her breast. I sucked gently, then a little more firmly, and her back lifted from the mattress as a moan escaped her lips. Her legs parted further.

“Please,” she said.

I kissed down her stomach, slow and reverent. When my mouth reached the inside of her thigh, she trembled. I kissed the other thigh, then finally lowered my mouth to her pink center. She tasted warm and earthy, a sweetness that surprised me. She let out a quiet cry, covering her mouth with the back of her hand as my tongue traced her folds, moving slowly, enjoying her.

Her thighs tightened around my head. She whispered my name, begging, her voice breaking. When she finally shuddered and came against my mouth, I held her hips gently and let her ride the wave until she stilled.

After a moment, I moved up again, kissing her breathless lips. She pulled me on top of her, her legs wrapping around my waist.

“Now let me feel your divinity,” she whispered, equally as horny as when we were in the bath.

I rubbed my cock along her flower, and then I pressed forward, entering her sex slowly. She moaned, her nails digging lightly into my shoulders. Her warmth surrounded me completely, tight and welcoming. I held still for a moment, letting her adjust, letting her breathe through the intensity.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “I need you.”

I thrust into her with slow, deliberate strokes, deep and steady. She clung to me, her breath warm against my ear, her voice breaking each time I sank into her. Her body met mine eagerly, her hips lifting, her inner muscles tightening around me. Every movement felt like giving her something she had been denied for too long.

Her climax built again, faster this time. She clutched my back, trembling beneath me.

“I am coming,” she gasped.

I kissed her deeply as she came, her body tightening and pulsing around me with an intensity that surprised even her.

I held out as long as I could, then pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. Then I pushed back in and gave it to her hard, fucking her so our flesh slapped. She moaned for every smack, arching her back and squeezing her breasts. Her pussy tightened deliciously around my shaft, increasing the friction. I couldn’t hold it in any longer. Her legs tightened around me, and I let go. The pleasure hit hard, flooding through me as I released my seed deep inside her, filling her with everything she asked for. She held me close through it, kissing my face, my neck, and my mouth, as if absorbing every moment.

When it was over, I pulled out from her cum-drenched hole, and I lay beside her, still catching my breath. She rested her head on my chest, her arm draped across me.

“Thank you,” she murmured. “You gave me something I thought was gone forever.”

I stroked her hair gently. “You’re welcome.”

The sea wind drifted through the curtains. Lamps flickered quietly. Damaris fell asleep against me with a peacefulness that felt like a real gift.

And I held her until morning.


Chapter 17 Library of Alexandria

Iwoke with Damaris’ thigh draped over mine, her skin warm against the morning light slipping through the curtains. She was still naked, tangled in the same sheets we’d shared through the night. Her hand slid over my chest as she stirred, a slow, satisfied sound leaving her lips.

“Hmm. I haven’t felt this wet in years,” she whispered, her voice husky with sleep. “Thank you for giving me that again.”

She didn’t have to tell me. I could feel her sweet wetness pressing against my leg. I turned toward her, brushing her cheek. “You’re welcome. It was an honor, truly.”

She kissed me, then pulled the sheets higher, smiling in a way that made her look younger for a moment. “Go … I think Livia wants to see you. I’ll join you soon.”

I admired her for not being selfish. I rose, dressed quietly, and made my way to the terrace, where breakfast had already been laid out beneath a flowering arbor. Julia looked up from her cup and smiled at me. Livia was sitting beside her, her cheeks already a bit pink. Zafara stood nearby, sipping tea, her eyes flicking over me with a flicker of amusement.

“You look rested,” Julia said.

“Very,” Zafara added. “You must’ve slept deeply.”

I smiled. “Indeed, I did.”

Even Livia giggled, biting into a fig. Then all of their eyes shifted as Damaris joined us, wrapped in a flowing robe, her face glowing.

“I hope I’m not late,” she said, settling beside me.

Julia glanced at her, then at me. “She’s radiant.”

“I can hear you,” Damaris said with a smile.

Julia giggled. We ate slowly, the sunlight warming the marble under our feet. We talked about various topics, and it felt so much better now that Livia was with us. She spoke the most, about the lyre and poetry. It felt good to hear the sound of her voice again.

As we finished, I leaned back in my chair. “There’s something I’ve always wanted to see here,” I said.

Julia leaned closer. “What?”

“The tomb of Alexander. If it still exists.”

Damaris smiled, reaching for a grape. “It does. I can arrange a private visit. And the library, of course.”

“The library?” Julia’s eyes widened. “Truly?”

“I’ve always wanted to write a story,” Livia said quietly, almost as if she hadn’t meant to say it out loud. “But I never knew where to begin.”

“Then we’ll start today,” Julia said, brushing her fingers over Livia’s.

* * *

An hour later, Damaris had arranged a chariot for us. We traveled through wide streets lined with palm trees and bustling with traders, toward the ancient heart of the city. Alexandria was sprawling, alive with a thousand scents and languages, blending Egyptian grandeur with Greek elegance and Roman order.

The tomb of Alexander stood behind high walls and shaded groves. A guide opened the way for us. Inside, I felt something I hadn’t expected—a wave of quiet awe.

I stared at the stone sarcophagus, the candlelight glinting off its gold inlay. For a long time, I didn’t speak. The others lingered behind me. I thought of Thaleia and Thea. I thought of Cleo and how she would have lit up at the sight of this. A legendary Greek who conquered the known world and crushed the Persian empire.

I reached out and placed my palm on the cool stone. A whisper of something ancient passed through me.

“I wish they could see this,” I said.

Zafara came beside me and slipped her hand into mine. “You’re seeing it for them.”

I nodded, but my chest felt tight. I had walked through so many eras now, carried so many women’s hopes inside me. Seeing Alexander’s tomb was epic, especially after just having been in Greece, and knowing what the Persians inflicted upon them.

“Do you think he ever regretted it?” I asked, not expecting an answer. “Taking so much and leaving behind so little that lasted?”

Zafara squeezed my fingers. “You’re mistaken. Even to this day, the world remembers him. Statues, cities, and stories.”

“You’re right,” I said with a nod.

Behind us, Julia and Livia had gone quiet, as if feeling the same mood. Julia knelt beside one of the reliefs carved into the wall. Alexander on horseback, spear raised, eyes set on the edge of the world. Livia stood further back, hands folded at her waist, her eyes full of wonder.

Livia whispered, “I used to think history was just old names. But this feels real. Like he could stand up and walk out at any moment.”

I looked over my shoulder. “That’s because the past is never as far away as people think.”

Then I turned back to Zafara. “I should bring something back for the girls.”

Julia perked up. “You mean lovers?”

“Yes, they’re from Greece as well.”

“That’s kind,” Julia said. “Most men wouldn’t.”

“Most men didn’t have them,” I said.

Near the exit, a small table of offerings was set up beside the curator’s desk. Among the scrolls and charms were miniature statuettes of Alexander on horseback and bronze plates engraved with the outline of his empire.

“These will do,” I said.

Zafara picked up one of the small figurines and turned it in her fingers. “They’ll love them.”

I chose three, each slightly different. One with his sword raised. One with his lion helmet. One with the edge of his cloak fluttering behind him. Each of them reminded me of the girls in some way.

I paid the attendant and slid them into a linen pouch. As I tied it shut, I glanced at the stone sarcophagus one last time, feeling a shiver down my spine at how much such a young man could accomplish.

When we arrived at the library, it took my breath away. The building rose like a temple, columns reaching toward the sky, the scent of old parchment thick in the air. Damaris had arranged for a quiet tour, and the head librarian greeted us with pride, leading us through quiet halls lit with oil lamps and filtered sunlight.

Scrolls were stacked in niches and carefully labeled. Some were in Greek, others Latin, and many more in languages I barely recognized.

Julia was in heaven. She traced her fingers along the spines of scrolls, reading titles aloud like prayers. “Homer, Euripides, Virgil…” She paused at one scroll, unrolling it. “Sappho,” she whispered. “A first copy.”

Livia hovered near another section. “What’s this one?” she asked, touching a red-laced scroll.

The librarian gave a faint smile. “Erotic poetry from the temple of Aphrodite.”

Livia blushed, but didn’t pull her hand away. “I want this one.”

“Me too,” Julia grinned.

We passed a set of painted murals showing the goddess Venus arriving from the sea, surrounded by nymphs. Nearby, another depicted Cleopatra reclining with Caesar beneath silken canopies.

“She once sailed the Nile with him,” Julia said quietly. “There are songs about it.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” Livia murmured, glancing at me.

I raised a brow. “You mean…?”

“Why not?” Julia said, stepping beside her. “We’ve come this far.”

I looked at them both. Something stirred inside me, something beyond lust or admiration. A sense of history repeating itself, of a new journey waiting just around the corner.

As we stepped outside again, the city stretching before us, Julia touched my arm. “We should sail too. Just like they did.”

I smiled slowly. I also wanted to see more of Egypt, wanting to bring a gift for Neferu.

* * *

The late afternoon sun turned the marble courtyard golden as we returned from the library. Livia hadn’t stopped smiling since we left, and Julia kept humming an old tune she said was written for queens.

Damaris met us with a glass of cool wine. “You look pleased,” she said, handing the goblet to Julia.

“We are,” I said. “The tomb. The library. That was… unforgettable.”

“But not enough,” Julia added playfully, sipping. “I was just telling Livia I want to be treated like a queen now. Sail the Nile like Cleopatra.”

Livia chuckled. “It sounds like a dream. One I never thought I’d have.”

Zafara, lounging in the shade, opened one eye. “You’ve fulfilled your duty here, Nathan. And the gods are watching. There’s nothing wrong with enjoying beauty along the way. The Nile has always been sacred.”

I looked between them, three women so different, yet bound together now. Julia’s playful ambition, Livia’s quiet awe and Zafara’s wisdom. And then Damaris, standing with her hands folded, watching me with that knowing gaze.

“I could arrange a vessel,” Damaris said. “Something worthy of the three of you. Private. Elegant. It could be ready by tomorrow.”

I turned to Livia. “What do you think?”

Her eyes widened a little. “I want to see the river. The real Egypt. I never thought I’d be allowed to… live like this.”

Julia stepped in beside her, linking their arms. “Then we’re going. All of us.”

I nodded. “We’ll sail, like a procession of gods. And I’ll make sure it’s something neither of you forget.”

Julia raised her cup. “Then it’s settled.”

Damaris clapped her hands once, gently. “I’ll see to it tonight.”


Chapter 18 The Nile

The morning sun painted the rooftops of Alexandria in gold as we stepped out from Damaris’ villa. A light breeze rolled in from the harbor, stirring the folds of Julia’s stola as she walked beside me, her hair pinned up but loose enough to catch the wind. Livia lingered close, her fingers brushing mine now and then. Zafara followed behind.

Damaris was already waiting for us at the gate, veiled again in her deep red shawl.

“I had them prepare it for you,” she said, gesturing toward the narrow street ahead. “It’s not a warship, nor some floating palace like Antony’s barge, but it was once commissioned by a noble family and has been lovingly kept since. It should be worthy of your journey.”

We followed her down to the private dock where the vessel waited, moored among quieter waters away from the busy trading port. The yacht was built of cedar and cypress, with a painted prow carved into the shape of a lotus flower. Crimson and indigo awnings stretched across the upper deck, fluttering in the breeze.

When we stepped aboard, Damaris motioned for us to follow her below. The interior was intimate, furnished with cushioned seats, ivory-inlaid tables, jars of sweet oil, and a low bed draped in linen. Brass lanterns hung from hooks, and fresh herbs had been laid along the corners to scent the air. It smelled of lavender, myrrh, and the river.

“You’ll find rest here,” she said. “And privacy. The crew is loyal and discreet.”

I turned to her. “You’ve done more than I could have hoped for. Thank you.”

She touched my cheek, fingers warm and sure. “Love must be chased, Nathan. Wherever it runs. This journey… it’s yours now.”

Julia hugged her tightly. “Thank you so much for helping us.”

“You’re welcome, sweetheart,” Damaris said, embracing Julia.

Damaris also made sure to hug Livia, holding onto her dearly. “Thank you,” Livia said. “Exile is hell, but thankfully, I’m free now because of you and my friends.”

“You deserve freedom and love,” Damaris said, breaking the hug to kiss her forehead.

We stepped back onto the deck as the crew untied the ropes. The boat rocked gently, and we waved Damaris goodbye for now. While she watched us, she had a hand on her belly, probably thinking of the life that I’d given her and the rest of the women of Alexandria.

The city slowly began to drift behind us: its towers, its library dome, and its temple spires glowing in the light.

Livia stood beside me, leaning into my shoulder, her fingers brushing mine again. Julia took my other side, slipping her arm around my waist. This felt so much better. Julia and Livia were by my side, not restrained by their parents or expectations, but close to me, where they wanted to be.

The yacht pulled away from the harbor, its polished wood glinting in the light. We stood together near the bow. Alexandria slowly receded behind us, its mix of marble temples and sandstone homes dissolving into mist and memory. Seabirds circled above the white sails. I drew in a deep breath. It was the second time I’d been here, and it was familiar yet different. A new era, but the same land and river.

“This doesn’t feel real,” Livia murmured, her fingers brushing the edge of the polished rail. “Like we’ve stepped out of time.”

“It’s supposed to,” Julia said. “This is how Cleopatra traveled. When she met Caesar and later Antony. She didn’t just arrive. She arrived in beauty.”

“She seduced the world,” I said, half-grinning.

Julia glanced at me, her eyes gleaming. “That’s what love does, when it’s powerful. It bends history around it.”

“It’s so romantic,” Livia said, beaming. “I feel like a little queen myself.”

“You are a queen,” Julia said and pecked her friend’s cheek.

We drifted along the coastline for a time. Fishermen waved from the distant shallows. The salty air slowly gave way to the humid scent of river reeds. And then, just before midday, the yacht turned east, toward the Rosetta branch of the Nile.

The water darkened, fresh and slow-moving. Palms lined the muddy banks, thick with green. Children herded goats along the edge. Women washed linens in silence, casting shy glances toward the passing boat.

I watched them silently, these people along the riverbank, and memories washed over me like the gentle current. The last time I’d sailed these waters, the banks had looked much the same: women bent over linens, children playing, farmers tending fields that stretched beyond the fertile edge. It had been during Ramses’ reign then, when Egypt was at its height, when Neferu had guided me along this very river, Zafara trailing behind us with that knowing smile of hers.

“What are you thinking of?” Julia asked, touching my arm gently.

I smiled. “Just thinking. Egypt doesn’t change. Three thousand years, and the river still flows the same way. The people still live by its rhythms.”

The mud-brick houses dotting the shore were simpler than those I’d seen in Alexandria, but they were built with the same techniques used when the pyramids were young. The wooden shaduf that farmers used to lift water from the river to their fields, the same design I’d watched men use when Ramses was building his temples.

“There’s something eternal about this place,” I said. “The empire changes, the gods get new names, but Egypt remains Egypt.”

Zafara appeared beside us, arms crossed as she surveyed the landscape. “You’re feeling nostalgic,” she said, not a question but a statement.

“Is it that obvious?”

“Only to me.” She smiled thinly. “You wore the same expression when we were here before.”

The girls started reciting poems. I listened.

“Love is a god, and he lives in the eyes… He shoots his arrows through glances and sighs,” Julia said.

“Propertius?” I asked her.

She nodded eagerly. “Uh-huh.”

“Is that meant for me?”

Her smile curved upward. “If it was, would you admit it stung?”

“I think you’re better with arrows than words,” I teased.

She raised her eyebrows. “I doubt that.”

Livia chuckled, and the sounds made me think of her talent.

“Livia, would you play something for us? I remember how beautifully you played earlier.”

Her face lit up, eyes widening with pleasure. “You want to hear me play? Now?”

“I can’t think of a better soundtrack for this journey,” I said.

She nodded eagerly, glancing around the yacht. “Let me see if there’s an instrument aboard.”

While she searched, I leaned against the railing, watching the river flow past us. The current carried us gently southward, palm trees swaying on the distant shore. When Livia returned, she held a polished wooden lyre inlaid with mother-of-pearl.

“I found it in one of the cabinets below,” she said, settling onto a cushioned bench.

She positioned the instrument against her body, her slender fingers testing the strings. The first few notes floated across the deck. Then her confidence seemed to build, and the melody took shape, something ancient and hauntingly beautiful.

I watched her as she played, completely lost in the music. Her auburn hair caught the sunlight. Her eyes half-closed in concentration, lips slightly parted. There was something transcendent about her in this moment, freed from Rome, from expectation and fear.

The music stirred something inside me. A familiar heat, yes, but something deeper too. Her passion for music was evident in every note, and I could sense a similar passion building within her. The slight flush of her cheeks, the way her breath quickened between phrases, her body was responding to the music just as mine was responding to her.

Julia had moved closer to listen, her hand resting on my shoulder. “She’s amazing,” she whispered.

When Livia finished, the last notes hanging in the air like invisible threads, there was a moment of perfect silence.

“That was fantastic,” I said. I crossed to Livia and wrapped my arms around her. “You’re truly gifted,” I whispered against her hair. “Thank you for sharing that with us.”

She leaned into me, the lyre still balanced on her lap. “I’m glad you liked it.”

She put the instrument aside and sat next to me. I draped my arm over her shoulder, holding her close.

Julia then turned to gaze at the distant shore. “You know what I’ve always wanted to see while in Egypt?” she asked, her voice dreamy. “The great pyramids. I’ve heard stories about them since I was a child.”

I glanced at Zafara, who gave a slight nod. “We could make a stop,” I suggested. “They’re not far from here.”

“Really?” Julia clasped her hands together.

“The captain says we can dock near Memphis,” Zafara announced, returning from speaking with the crew. “From there, it’s a short journey to the Great Pyramid.”

By midafternoon, we had secured a chariot and were racing across the desert plateau toward the massive structures rising from the sand. The limestone casing still covered much of the pyramids, reflecting the sunlight with blinding intensity. But I could see changes from when I’d last visited during Ramses’ time. Parts of the casing had been removed, and the great capstone at the top of the largest pyramid, the tomb of Khufu, appeared blunted, damaged by time or human hands.

Julia stood in awe as we approached, her hand shielding her eyes from the glare. “They’re enormous,” she said. “Bigger than any building in Rome.”

Livia was equally stunned. “I wonder how they built them. It seems impossible.”

“My father visited them once,” Julia said, turning to me. “He returned to Rome fascinated. He said they made him feel small in a way nothing else ever had.”

“Understandable.”

We drew closer, and I noticed groups of people climbing on the lower tiers of the great pyramid. Roman tourists, by the look of their clothing, scrambled up the ancient monument like it was some kind of playground.

“They’re climbing it,” I said, unable to hide my disgust.

Zafara’s expression darkened. “Disrespectful.”

I thought of Neferu, of how she had spoken of these structures with such reverence. She had explained their purpose as eternal homes for the pharaohs, aligned with the stars to guide their souls to the afterlife. She would have been livid to see foreigners treating them like curiosities to be conquered.

As we reached the base, Julia pointed to something carved into one of the exposed limestone blocks. “Look at that.”

I peered closer. Latin names and phrases had been etched into the ancient stone. “Graffiti,” I said flatly.

“It’s become quite common,” Julia explained, running her fingers over the carved words. “For many Romans, the pyramids symbolize the mystique and decadence of the East. Egypt is full of religious rituals, hieroglyphs, and towering monuments that feel foreign and magical compared to Roman rationalism and order.”

She traced another name carved deeper than the others. “After Augustus annexed Egypt in 30 BCE, the pyramids became more accessible. Now wealthy Romans travel here just to leave their mark.”

I shook my head, watching a group of loud Romans posing dramatically at one of the corners, their guide taking a wax impression of a particularly elaborate bit of graffiti for them to take home.

“Tourists,” I muttered. “They’ve always been stupid and annoying, no matter what century.”

Zafara smirked. “Some things never change.”

We circled the base of the great pyramid, keeping a respectful distance. I told them about the labyrinthine passages inside, the chambers built with such precision that a piece of paper couldn’t fit between the stone blocks.

“Can we go inside?” Julia asked eagerly.

I hesitated, thinking of the narrow passages, the stale air, and the tourists who had likely already worn paths through the sacred chambers.

“Just a quick look,” I finally said. “But let’s find a less crowded entrance.”

Zafara led us around to the eastern face where fewer visitors gathered. She arranged for a local guide to take us through a smaller entrance away from the main tourist paths.

The passage was narrow and sloped downward steeply. Oil lamps cast flickering shadows on walls that had stood for thousands of years. The air grew thick and warm as we descended.

“Watch your step,” I said, holding Julia’s hand as she navigated the uneven floor.

We emerged into the Grand Gallery, its corbelled ceiling soaring above us with mathematical precision that seemed impossible for ancient hands.

“By the gods,” Julia whispered, her voice echoing. “It feels like we’re inside the ribcage of some massive creature.”

Livia stood frozen, her eyes wide. “I can feel the weight of it above us. All that stone…”

I placed my hand against the wall, feeling the cool limestone beneath my palm. The last time I’d been here, the stones had been freshly cut, the chambers newly sealed. Neferu had explained how the pharaoh’s soul would travel these passages on its journey to the afterlife.

“The builders aligned everything with the stars,” I said quietly. “This whole structure is a map of the heavens.”

We continued to the burial chamber, where the sarcophagus stood empty, its contents long since plundered. Still, the room held power, the perfect acoustics, the flawless joinery of the stone blocks, the absolute darkness when our guide briefly extinguished the lamps.

“Listen,” I said in the darkness.

We stood in perfect silence, and I swear I could hear the weight of history pressing down around us.

When the lamps were relit, I saw tears on Livia’s cheeks. “It’s overwhelming,” she whispered. “To think of how long this has stood here.”

We made our way back through the narrow passages and stepped out into the blinding sunlight. The experience had left us all quieter and more contemplative.

As we walked back toward our waiting chariot, I spotted a small market. Traders had set up stalls selling souvenirs to tourists: small carved scarabs, amulets, papyrus scrolls with paintings of the gods.

“I should bring something back for Neferu,” I said, almost to myself.

“Neferu?” Julia asked, her head tilting slightly.

I realized I hadn’t mentioned her before. “She’s an Egyptian woman who lives with me. From my first time in Egypt.”

“Another lover?” Julia asked, waggling her eyebrows.

“Yes,” I said.

Julia laughed. “Of course, I’m not surprised you have many lovers, Nathan. You’re not exactly a man who inspires monogamy.”

Livia looked between us, her expression unreadable.

“It doesn’t diminish what I feel for either of you,” I assured them.

“We know,” Julia said.

I browsed the market stalls, looking for something worthy of Neferu. Most of the items were cheap trinkets meant for Roman tourists, nothing that would impress a woman who had once served in the temples of ancient Egypt.

Then I spotted a merchant with a more private collection. He beckoned me closer, showing me a set of papyrus scrolls carefully wrapped in linen. When he unrolled one slightly, I saw the painted figures of men and women entwined in various acts of lovemaking.

“These are reproductions of temple art,” he explained in broken Latin. “Sacred positions to honor Hathor, goddess of love.”

I examined them more closely. The artwork was beautiful, stylized in the traditional Egyptian manner but explicit in its depictions. Neferu would appreciate both their artistry and their content.

“I’ll take them,” I said, handing over the coins he requested.

The merchant wrapped them carefully in more linen and handed them to me with a knowing smile.

When I rejoined the others, Julia raised an eyebrow at my purchase. “Erotic scrolls?” she guessed.

“How did you know?”

“The way you’re holding them like they’re both precious and slightly scandalous,” she said with a smirk. “And the merchant’s expression as you walked away.”

I laughed. “Neferu appreciates art in all its forms.”

As the sun began its descent, we made our way back to the river where our yacht awaited. The crew had prepared a light meal of figs, cheese, and bread, with wine chilled in pottery jars submerged in the river.

We approached the gangplank leading from the dock to the yacht. Julia boarded first. I followed, then turned to offer my hand to Livia.

She reached for me, but as she stepped onto the narrow plank, it shifted slightly under her weight. She lost her balance, her arms windmilling as she tried to catch herself. Before I could grab her, she toppled sideways into the river with a splash.

“Livia!” I shouted, immediately diving in after her.

The water was murky and cool. I surfaced quickly, spotting Livia a few feet away, sputtering and flailing.

“I’ve got you,” I said, swimming to her side and wrapping my arm around her waist.

I guided her to the shallow water near the bank, where she could stand. Quickly, I helped her up onto the riverbank, supporting her weight as she coughed and caught her breath.

“Are you alright?” I asked, brushing wet hair from her face.

Livia nodded, water streaming from her clothes. “I’m fine, just completely soaked,” she muttered, looking down at her drenched garments clinging to her body.

Julia rushed down the gangplank to join us, careful not to repeat Livia’s mistake. “Come aboard quickly. We can light a fire in the cabin to warm you up.”

I kept my arm around Livia’s waist as we made our way back to the yacht. The crew helped us aboard, offering towels and concerned glances.

In the main cabin, Zafara had already instructed the crew to light the small brazier. I helped Livia sit on one of the cushioned benches.

“You need to get out of those wet clothes,” I said. “You’ll catch a chill.”

Julia appeared with a large woolen blanket. “Here, wrap yourself in this.”

I turned away to give Livia privacy as she peeled off her sodden garments. When I glanced back, she was seated on the bench, the blanket draped around her shoulders, her bare legs peeking out from beneath the fabric. Her wet clothes lay in a puddle at her feet.

“Better?” I asked.

She nodded, clutching the blanket around her. “Much.”

One of the servants brought in a tray of food: warm bread, olives, and a steaming bowl of fish stew. The rich aroma filled the cabin, making my stomach growl.

“Eat,” Julia said, sitting beside Livia. “It will warm you from the inside.”

I changed into dry clothes and joined them, settling on Livia’s other side. While we ate, we talked about the pyramids, the gentle rocking of the yacht lulling us into a peaceful state. The incident in the river seemed to have washed away the last of Livia’s reserve. She leaned against me as she ate, her body warm through the blanket.

As the evening drew on, the yacht’s gentle rocking became a soothing rhythm beneath us. The Nile stretched dark and endless outside the windows, reflecting the first stars of twilight. Livia remained nestled against me, the blanket still draped around her shoulders, her damp hair curling as it dried.

“I never thought I’d be here,” she said, staring into the small brazier. “When they sent me away, I counted each sunrise, each sunset.”

I tightened my arm around her shoulders. “You’re free now … It could have lasted longer.”

“Though it felt like eternity … And what if I get back there anyhow. I guess I’m a fugitive now.”

“No,” I said firmly. “That life is behind you now.”

She looked up at me. “I want to believe that. But what happens if someone finds me? Where do I go? Who do I become?”

“Whoever you want to be,” I told her. “You’re free to choose your own path now. I’ll keep you safe.”

Livia’s fingers found mine, intertwining. “Nathan,” she asked, her voice barely audible over the lapping water against the hull, “My weekend is over … Can you love me? Ever since Julia told me that she’d been loved, I want to know the feeling too.”

I cupped her face with my free hand, tilting it toward mine. “Of course I can.”

Her eyes welled with tears. “In exile, I had nothing but memories and dreams. I used to lie awake at night, imagining you. Touching myself and pretending it was your hands on my body.” A flush spread across her cheeks. “It was the only comfort I had some nights.”

I brushed my thumb across her lower lip. “You don’t need those fantasies anymore. I’m here, with you, in the flesh.”

She leaned forward, pressing her lips to mine. The blanket slipped from her shoulders, revealing the curve of her bare shoulder in the firelight.

Julia cleared her throat from across the cabin. She and Zafara had been sitting quietly, giving us our moment of intimacy. “It’s getting late,” she said, smiling knowingly.

I looked from Livia to Julia, then to Zafara. “I think Livia and I will retire for the night. We’ll be in the upper chamber.”

Zafara nodded, her expression unreadable. “The crew has prepared it. The night is clear. You’ll have a perfect view of the stars.”

Julia rose and crossed to Livia, bending to kiss her cheek. “Sleep well, my friend,” she whispered, though we all knew sleep was not what awaited.

I helped Livia to her feet, keeping the blanket wrapped around her shoulders as we climbed the narrow stairs to the upper chamber. The night air was cool against my skin as we stepped onto the deck. Above us, the sky was a tapestry of stars, so numerous they seemed to blur together in places, forming rivers of light across the darkness.

“Wow,” Livia said, her eyes shining like stars.

“I know … they’re beautiful.”

The upper chamber was small but elegant, with a low bed covered in fine linen sheets. The oil lamps were already lit, but most remarkable was the ceiling, or rather, the lack of one. The builders had designed this space with a retractable roof that now lay open to the night sky, allowing the stars to shine directly down upon us.

“Wow … Even better,” Livia said.

I was glad she was enjoying it so far. When I closed the door behind us, Livia let the blanket fall to the floor. She stood naked before me, her skin glowing in the lamplight.

I couldn’t help but stare. Livia stood before me, her slender figure illuminated by the glow of oil lamps, every curve of her body visible in the gentle light. Her pale skin seemed to shimmer, the scattering of freckles across her shoulders catching the lamplight like tiny stars. Her breasts were medium, like two honeydews, but perfectly formed, rising and falling with each nervous breath. Her waist curved inward before flaring to hips that were slim but womanly.

She twirled a strand of her auburn hair around her finger, her eyes meeting mine briefly before darting away. A blush spread across her cheeks and down her neck, coloring her skin with a rosy glow that made her even more beautiful.

“Hmm, you’re staring,” she whispered, but made no move to cover herself.

“You’re worth staring at,” I said, my voice husky with desire. I stepped closer, drinking in the sight of her. The copper bracelet on her wrist caught the light as she continued to play with her hair, a nervous habit that only added to her charm.

“Finally,” she whispered, “we can be nude in peace.”

I couldn’t help but smile as I began to remove my own clothes. “No more interruptions.”

Her eyes followed my movements as I undressed. When I stood fully naked before her, she approached me slowly, her gaze traveling over my body with unabashed curiosity. Her fingers reached out to trace the contours of my chest.

“Wow … your muscles,” she said with heart eyes.

I caressed her thigh and then slightly inward till I touched a string of her honey. I moved upward, and it was like making contact with a wet sponge. She was ready … more than ready to lose her virginity.

“Come,” I said, taking her hand and leading her to the bed.

We crawled onto the soft linen together, our bodies finding each other naturally. I pulled her against me, enjoying the feeling of her skin against mine. My hands explored the curves of her body while her fingers tentatively mapped the planes of my chest and shoulders. I had caught her full attention till she looked up to the sky.

“Look,” she whispered, pointing upward. “The stars are watching us.”

I glanced up at the night sky visible through the open ceiling. “They’ve watched lovers since the beginning of time.”

Her hand slid down my stomach, hesitating just above where I was growing hard. “May I?” she asked.

“Please,” I encouraged.

Her fingers wrapped around me, and I felt myself stiffen fully at her touch. A small gasp escaped her lips as she felt my size.

“You’re so big,” she murmured, stroking me slowly.

I kissed her deeply, my tongue exploring her mouth as my hands caressed her breasts. Her nipples hardened under my touch, and I bent to give one a taste, sucking it into my mouth and coming off with a smack. She arched against me, a moan escaping her lips.

My hand traveled down her stomach, finding the wetness between her thighs. She was already slick with desire, her body responding eagerly to my touch. I fingered her, stroking her interior slowly, which made her breath catch.

“Nathan,” she said, her hips moving against my hand, wishing it were my equipment instead.

I moved down her body, trailing kisses across her stomach until I settled between her legs. I parted her rosy, symmetric pussy already swollen with lust. Her sweet scent drew me in, and when my tongue found her virgin sex, she moaned deeply, her hands clutching at the sheets. I licked her slowly, enjoying every inch of her, feeling her body tremble as I explored every fold and crevice.

Her breathing quickened, her legs spreading wider as I continued licking and tasting her. The wetness of her arousal coated my lips and chin as I worked, driving her toward the edge of pleasure with each stroke of my tongue.

“Oh gods,” she moaned, her body tensing. “I need you. Please.”

I moved back up her body, positioning myself above her. My cock pressed against her entrance, feeling the heat and wetness there. Her eyes locked with mine, filled with trust and desire.

“Are you ready?” I asked, rubbing myself against her slick opening.

She nodded, her hands gripping my shoulders. “Yes. I want to feel you inside me.”

I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her maidenhead. With a gentle thrust, I broke through the barrier, and she gasped, her nails digging into my skin. I held still, allowing her body to adjust to my presence.

“Are you alright?” I whispered against her ear.

“Yes,” she said. “You can go a bit deeper.”

I slowly pushed my cock inside, little by little, and her pussy relaxed and allowed me to enter her fully. Then my pubic bone touched hers, and I twitched inside her. She threw her head back, moaning at the sensation. Then I pulled back out till the spongy tip kissed her opening, and then I dipped back inside.

I began to move within her, establishing a rhythm that started slow and gentle. Her discomfort soon gave way to pleasure, her face flushing pink as she moved beneath me. Her small breasts bounced with each thrust, and a light sheen of sweat formed on her forehead.

“Nathan,” she moaned, her legs wrapping around my waist. “It feels so good … It feels unbelievably good.”

I kissed her deeply, holding her close as her boobs cushioned my chest and my hips were continuously thrusting. The friction was sweet, her tightness gripping me perfectly as I slid in and out. Her wetness spilled onto the insides of her thighs, easing my movements and creating a delicious slickness between us. I felt it every time I thrust into her, her sticky honey.

Her breathing grew more ragged, her body tensing beneath me. I could feel my own release building, a pressure at the base of my spine that grew with each thrust.

“I’m close,” I said, driving into her with deeper, sharper thrusts.

“Me too,” she said. “I’ve never orgasmed before.”

I pulled her hips tighter against me, feeling her body clench around me as she came. Her back arched, a cry of pleasure escaping her lips as waves of ecstasy washed over her. Her cheeks were as pink as her pussy, and her mouth froze in an eternal ‘o’ of pleasure.

The sight of her climaxing was magical. As she rode out her orgasm, her pussy kept fluttering and squeezing around my cock, massaging me in all the right places.

I couldn’t hold anything in. I thrust deep one final time, the friction triggering my orgasm, spilling myself inside her with a groan of satisfaction.

I saw only stars as I continuously came inside her, filling her slick pussy with my seed and riding the waves of the climax.

For a moment, we remained joined, our bodies pulsing together in the aftermath of pleasure. When I finally withdrew, I watched as her body revealed the evidence of our lovemaking, her opening glistening with our combined fluids before slowly closing.

Slumping next to her, I gathered her into my arms, both of us breathing heavily as we looked up at the stars through the open ceiling. She nestled against my chest, her fingers wandering across my skin.

“That was…” she said, then laughed. “I don’t have words.”

“You don’t need them,” I said, kissing her forehead.

“I feel so different now,” she said after a while. “Like something inside me has awakened.”

I stroked her hair. “That’s normal.”

She propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at me with wonder in her eyes. “All those years in exile, I dreamed of being loved like this. It felt so good to be touched, to be wanted.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “To be fucked.”

I smiled, pulling her down for another kiss. “And we have all night.”

“And tomorrow?” she asked.

“And the day after that,” I promised. “For as long as you want me.”

She settled back against my chest, her eyes returning to the stars. “The Egyptians believed the stars were gods,” she said thoughtfully. “Do you think they’re watching us?”

“If they are, I hope they enjoyed the show,” I replied with a grin.

She laughed, the sound light and free. “I think I’m going to like Egypt very much.”

I held her closer, feeling the gentle rocking of the yacht beneath us and the warmth of her body against mine. Outside, the Nile continued its ancient journey through the land, carrying us deeper into a country of mysteries and magic.

Livia’s breathing eventually slowed as she drifted toward sleep. I remained awake, watching the stars wheel overhead, thinking of all the other times I had lain beneath this same sky with different lovers. Neferu, centuries ago, and now Livia. Different women, different times, but the same stars watching over us all.


Chapter 19 Thebes

Morning found us still entwined, the first light of dawn filtering through the open ceiling. Livia stirred against me, her eyes fluttering open.

“I thought I might have dreamed it all,” she murmured.

I kissed her gently. “Not a dream.”

After cuddling for a bit, we rose from the bed, my body still humming with the memory of our lovemaking. Livia moved, wincing slightly as she gathered her clothes, which had dried by now.

“Sore?” I asked, pulling on my tunic.

She nodded with a shy smile. “Pleasantly so. Like I’ve been claimed.”

I helped her dress, my fingers lingering on her skin. Once we were presentable, we made our way to the main deck where Julia and Zafara were already seated, sharing a breakfast of dates, bread, and honey.

Julia looked up as we approached, her eyes immediately finding Livia’s face. A knowing grin spread across her features, and she burst into giggles.

“What?” Livia asked, though her blush told me she knew exactly what amused her friend.

“Your face,” Julia pointed out. “You’re absolutely glowing. I’ve never seen you look so satisfied.”

Livia sank onto a cushion beside her friend, accepting a cup of watered wine from a servant. “Is it that obvious?”

“To anyone with eyes,” Julia replied, nudging her playfully.

“Alright, fine. I’m not a virgin anymore,” she said. “I’ve been properly fucked.”

Julia chuckled at her explicit choice of words. “And how was it?”

Livia’s cheeks flushed crimson, but her smile grew wider. “It was … I think I might become addicted to it.” She glanced at me, her eyes darkening with lust. “I want more. Much more.”

I couldn’t help but grin at her newfound boldness. The shy girl I’d met in Rome was transforming before my eyes, embracing her desires without shame.

“We have plenty of time,” I assured her, reaching across to squeeze her hand.

We kept enjoying breakfast and glancing out across the Nile now and then, seeing an occasional village, which I’d probably bred two thousand years ago, and some crocodiles along the bank.

We ended up discussing all the cities. Zafara cleared her throat. “The captain says we should reach Thebes in two days if the winds remain favorable.”

“Thebes?” Livia said, already excited. “I’ve always wanted to see the temples there.”

“Then Thebes it is,” I said. “We can tour Karnak and Luxor, perhaps even visit the Valley of the Kings.”

Julia clapped her hands together. “Perfect! I’ve heard the temples are covered in hieroglyphs that tell ancient stories.”

Over the next two days, we sailed steadily upriver. Livia seemed insatiable, sneaking away with me whenever possible to explore her newfound sexuality. Each time she grew more confident, more adventurous, reveling in the pleasures her body could experience.

We also made several stops along the way, meeting Romans and Egyptians who desperately wanted to be bred. Words had travelled fast, and they all knew about my endeavour and divinity. Livia became a bit worried that there wouldn’t be enough for her, but my stamina caught her off guard in a good way, and how she was constantly wet, caught me off guard as well, in a good way of course.

When we finally reached Thebes, the ancient capital stretched impressively along both banks of the Nile. On the east bank stood the massive temples of Karnak and Luxor, connected by a long avenue of sphinxes. The west bank held the Valley of the Kings, where pharaohs had been entombed for centuries.

We disembarked early, hiring local guides to show us the temples. Karnak was our first stop, its massive pylons towering over us as we entered the hypostyle hall. Enormous columns stretched toward the sky, covered in hieroglyphs and painted scenes of gods and kings.

I’d seen it all before, of course, but it was different now. Time had weathered the paint, and many of the statues were damaged. More striking, however, was the number of tourists milling about.

“There are so many people,” I muttered as we navigated around a group of Romans posing beside a statue of Ramses II.

“It’s become quite popular,” our guide explained. “Ever since Egypt became a Roman province.”

I watched as a young Roman man carved his initials into one of the lesser columns while his friends laughed. My blood boiled.

“That’s sacred stone,” I said, stepping toward him. “Have some respect.”

The man looked at me with disdain. “It’s just an old building. Who cares?”

Before I could respond, Zafara placed a restraining hand on my arm. “Not worth it,” she murmured.

We moved on to Luxor Temple, which was equally crowded. The beautiful reliefs of Amenhotep III were partially obscured by graffiti, and vendors hawked “authentic” Egyptian artifacts that were clearly modern reproductions.

“I can’t believe how disrespectful they are,” I said to Zafara as we watched a group of tourists climbing on a fallen obelisk for a better view. “In Neferu’s time, these temples were revered.”

She gave me an amused look. “You know, two decades from now, Rome will be filled with these exact same kinds of tourists. Gawking at the Colosseum, carving their names into the Forum.”

I chuckled despite my annoyance. “What goes around comes around, I suppose.”

We found a quiet corner of the temple complex, away from the crowds. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the ancient stones, giving them an otherworldly glow.

“It’s strange,” I said, “to see how things change. Kingdoms rise and fall. These temples were built to last forever, to honor gods that most people now consider myths.”

“But nothing truly lasts forever,” I continued, running my hand along the weathered hieroglyphs. “No glory, no king. Not even gods, it seems. They have changed too … many times throughout history.”

Zafara nodded thoughtfully. “That’s the paradox of immortality, isn’t it? You live long enough to watch everything you know turn to dust. But from that dust, new wonders always emerge.”

Her words struck me deeply. For all my power, I couldn’t stop the march of time or the changing of the world.

“Perhaps that’s why we must cherish the moments we have,” she added, her gaze drifting to where Livia and Julia stood admiring a statue of Sekhmet. “Eternity is made up of fleeting instances of beauty.”

“You’re right,” I said. “The eternal is just wishful thinking for most people. But once you’ve lived long enough to see a world change around you… You begin to understand what actually matters. What matters is right here. The people who choose you and the lives you touch.”

* * *

The next day, we crossed to the west bank to visit the Valley of the Kings. The desert heat was intense as we made our way through the narrow gorges that led to the royal tombs.

Most of the tombs had already been plundered centuries ago, their treasures scattered across the ancient world. Still, the painted walls remained, depicting the pharaohs’ journeys to the afterlife. I thought it was sad. Neferu once told me the pyramids stopped being built because thieves plundered them. And even here, the same fate had found them.

“It’s both sad and comforting,” Livia said as we emerged from one particularly beautiful tomb. “To see how much effort they put into preparing for death.”

“They didn’t see it as death,” I explained. “Just a transition to another form of existence.”

By sunset, we were all exhausted from the heat and the walking. As we boarded our yacht, I found myself looking forward to continuing our journey up the Nile.

* * *

The next few days passed in a pleasant rhythm of sailing, sightseeing, and lovemaking. Word of my divine presence spread quickly along the riverbanks. At each village where we stopped, women approached our yacht, their eyes wide with hope and desire.

“They say you are Min come again,” one beautiful young woman told me as she knelt before me in a small temple. “That your seed brings blessings.”

I cupped her face gently. “What is your name?”

“Nenet,” she answered, her dark eyes shining with anticipation.

“And what do you seek from me, Nenet?”

“A child. My husband and I have tried for years without success.”

I nodded, understanding her pain. This was why I had come, after all, to restore fertility to a land that needed it. I took her hand and led her to a private chamber where I could fulfill her wish.

Over the following weeks, I bred more women than I could count, locals and Roman tourists alike. Some sought children, others simply wanted the blessing of a god. I gave myself freely, though I always returned to Julia and Livia each night.

The Roman tourists particularly amused me. They came to Egypt seeking exotic experiences, and what could be more exotic than coupling with a fertility god?

“Remember,” I told a group of Roman women after we had finished, their bodies still flushed with pleasure, “this land deserves your respect. These temples, these gods, they were ancient when Rome was nothing but a cluster of huts.”

One woman nodded earnestly, her hand resting on her belly where my seed might already be taking root. “I understand now. I feel … connected to this place in a way I didn’t before.”

That was what I hoped for: that through these intimate encounters, visitors might gain a deeper appreciation for Egypt’s sacred traditions.

As we continued northward, the landscape gradually changed. The lush greenery along the riverbanks gave way to more arid terrain. Eventually, we reached the delta, where the Nile split into multiple branches before emptying into the Mediterranean Sea.

* * *

The captain approached me one morning as I stood at the bow, watching a flock of ibises take flight from the reeds.

“We’ll reach the sea by midday,” he said, squinting against the sun. “Where would you like to go from there?”

I considered our options. “Let’s follow the coast eastward for a time. I’d like to see more of the eastern Mediterranean.”

He nodded and moved away to give instructions to the crew. Livia joined me at the railing, slipping her arm through mine.

“I can’t believe how much of the world I’ve seen since meeting you,” she said, leaning her head against my shoulder.

I smiled, kissing the top of her head. “This is just the beginning.”

By early afternoon, the river widened dramatically, and I could taste salt on the breeze. The Mediterranean stretched before us, vast and blue, dotted with distant sails.

We had been following the coastline for perhaps an hour when the captain approached me again, his expression troubled.

“Nathan,” he said in a low voice, “there’s a ship following us. Has been since we left the river mouth.”

I frowned, turning to look behind us. A vessel was indeed trailing in our wake, its sails billowing in the same wind that propelled us.

“What kind of ship?” I asked.

“Appears to be a merchant vessel,” he replied. “Roman design.”

I studied it carefully. Something about it didn’t feel right. The ship looked like a typical merchant vessel, with its wide hull and cargo space, but there was something off about it. The way it moved, perhaps, or the number of men I could see on its deck.

“Keep watch on it,” I said. “And tell the crew to be alert.”

The captain nodded and moved away. I found Zafara and quietly explained the situation.

“Pirates?” she asked, her eyes narrowing as she gazed at the distant ship.

“Maybe,” I said. “Or something else. Either way, I don’t like it.” I turned to her. “Tell the servants to prepare weapons, quietly. No need to alarm everyone yet.”

As the afternoon wore on, the ship behind us gradually closed the distance. It was definitely following us, adjusting its course whenever we changed direction.

Julia noticed my concern. “What’s wrong?” she asked, coming to stand beside me at the stern.

“That ship,” I nodded toward our pursuer. “It’s been following us for hours.”

She shaded her eyes with her hand. “Maybe they’re just headed the same way we are?”

“Maybe,” I said, though I didn’t believe it.

By dusk, the ship had drawn close enough that I could make out figures moving on its deck. The captain approached me again.

“They’re signaling,” he said. “Asking permission to come alongside.”

I mulled it over, but then finally nodded. “Let them approach, but be ready.”

Our yacht slowed, allowing the merchant vessel to draw near. As it came alongside, a man at its bow cupped his hands around his mouth and called across the water. “Hail, friends! Would you be interested in trade? We have fine goods from Syria!”

I studied their vessel more carefully now. The men on deck appeared to be ordinary sailors, but there was something in the way they scanned our yacht that made me uneasy. Their eyes weren’t looking at our cargo or assessing our wealth. They were searching, as if looking for someone specific.

“We have no need for trade,” I called back. “We’re well supplied.”

The man at the bow conferred briefly with another sailor, then called again. “Perhaps information, then? We seek news of a certain passenger—the daughter of a wealthy senator. They say her name is Livia. A Roman noblewoman. We have reason to believe she’s aboard your vessel.”

My blood ran cold. I kept my face neutral as I called back. “I know no one by that name. You’re mistaken.”

The captain of the merchant vessel leaned forward, his eyes narrowing. “I think you do. She was exiled from Rome, and certain parties are very interested in her return.”

I sensed movement behind me; our own captain had moved closer, his hand resting on his sword. “Nathan,” he whispered, “look at their deck.”

I followed his gaze and spotted what he’d seen: the shape of a harpago—a grappling hook attached to a long pole—partially hidden beneath a tarp. No honest merchant would carry such a weapon.

“What kind of merchant goes around with a harpago?” I called out, my voice dripping with contempt.

The captain’s friendly demeanor vanished instantly, replaced by a cruel sneer. “The kind that needs to fool dumb, lonely sailors somehow.” He barked a laugh. “It usually works better than this.”

I stepped forward, letting my power surge visibly through me. The air around me crackled with energy, and I saw several of the sailors on the other ship take involuntary steps backward.

“You’re making a grave mistake,” I told them, my voice carrying the weight of divine authority. “Leave now, and you might live to see another sunrise.”

The captain guffawed, apparently unimpressed by my display. He turned to his crew and shouted, “Seize the ship! Search every corner!” Then he looked back at me with cold eyes. “We were told to bring her back alive, but we weren’t told how many pieces the rest of you had to be in.”

His men began to swing the harpagos toward our yacht. I turned quickly to Julia and Livia, who stood frozen in horror.

“Hide,” I told them. “Both of you, now! Go below and stay hidden until I come for you.”

They didn’t argue, rushing toward the stairs that led to the lower cabins. I spotted Zafara moving to protect them, a blade already in her hand.

I ran to where our weapons were stored, grabbing a bow and quiver of arrows. The first harpago caught on our railing with a heavy thud. A pirate began climbing across the rope, sword clenched between his teeth.

I nocked an arrow, drew back the string, and released. The shaft struck him squarely in the chest. He fell without a sound, disappearing beneath the waves.

More harpagos flew toward us. I fired arrow after arrow, each finding its mark with deadly accuracy. But there were too many of them. Soon, the first pirates were scrambling onto our deck, brandishing swords and daggers.

I dropped the bow and drew my sword. The first man to reach me swung wildly. I parried his blow and drove my blade through his stomach in one fluid motion. Pulling my sword free, I spun to meet the next attacker.

They came at me from all sides now. I fought with the skill of a man who had seen centuries of warfare, my blade slicing through flesh and bone. One, two, three men fell before me. A fourth managed to get behind me, slashing at my back. I felt the sting of his blade but kept fighting.

A fifth pirate lunged forward, driving his sword deep into my thigh. I grunted in pain but didn’t fall. Instead, I grabbed his arm and twisted until I heard the snap of bone. He screamed, dropping his weapon.

The wound in my thigh began to close almost immediately, the divine power within me repairing the damage. The pirate who had struck me stared in disbelief, his eyes widening in terror.

“What are you?” he gasped.

I didn’t answer. Instead, I grabbed him by the throat, lifting him off his feet. With one powerful motion, I hurled him across the deck. He crashed into the side of the ship with such force that the wooden hull splintered, and water began to rush in.

The remaining pirates looked at me with new fear in their eyes. Several turned and fled, leaping back to their own vessel or diving into the sea.

I saw their captain standing on his ship, shouting orders, his face contorted in rage. Without hesitation, he dove off his ship into the water, apparently intending to swim to safety rather than face me.

I wasn’t about to let him escape. With a running leap, I jumped from our yacht to the pirate vessel, landing hard on its deck. Blood stained the wooden planks beneath my feet as I grabbed a fallen bow and quiver. I notched an arrow, took aim at the captain’s swimming form, and let it fly.

The arrow struck him in the shoulder. He screamed, thrashing in the water. I fired again, this time hitting him in the back. He screamed like an animal. The third arrow pierced his neck, and his cries gurgled into silence as he slipped beneath the waves.

I was about to jump back to our yacht when I heard a muffled sound from below deck, a cry for help, followed by frantic thumping. Someone was trapped down there.

I hurried down the narrow steps into the belly of the ship. Water was already ankle-deep, rushing in through the damaged hull. In the dim light, I spotted two figures bound to a support beam: a young man and woman, gagged and wide-eyed with terror.

“Hold on,” I said, wading toward them. “I’ll get you out.”

I cut their ropes with my dagger, yanking the gags from their mouths. The woman gasped for air while the man stumbled to his feet.

“Thank you,” the young man stammered, his accent thick and unfamiliar.

The ship groaned ominously, listing to one side. Water was pouring in faster now.

“We need to move,” I said, supporting the woman. “The ship is sinking.”

I guided them up the steps to the deck, where the remaining pirates had either fled or been killed. Our yacht was still alongside, though the gap between the vessels had widened as the pirate ship began to sink.

“Jump!” I said, pointing to our yacht where several crew members waited to help.

The young man went first, leaping across the gap and landing safely. I lifted the woman, who was trembling violently, and practically threw her across. She landed safely and scrambled to her feet.

With one final look around the doomed vessel, I jumped back to our yacht. As soon as my feet touched the deck, I ordered the captain to pull away. We watched as the pirate ship slipped beneath the waves, taking its grim cargo to the bottom of the Mediterranean.

The rescued captives huddled together on our deck, shivering despite the warm evening air. Now that we were safe, I could study them more closely. The young man appeared to be in his early twenties, with a natural tan. He looked kinda Roman, kinda not. The woman looked similar, as if they were siblings.

“Who are you?” I asked, kneeling beside them as Livia and Julia emerged from below deck.

The young woman looked up at me, her green eyes wide with a mixture of fear and awe. “I am Tanith,” she finally said in accented Latin, her voice stronger than I expected. “This is my brother, Hanno. We are of the house of Elissa in Carthage.”

The name meant something to our captain, who suddenly straightened. “The Elissa family? The merchant princes?”

Hanno nodded weakly. “Our father is Mago Barca, advisor to the governor. We were traveling to Alexandria when these pirates captured our ship. They killed our guards and…” His voice broke.

“They kept us alive when they learned who we were,” Tanith continued, her jaw tight with anger. “For ransom.”

I helped them to their feet. “You’re safe now. We’ll get you home.”

“How did you…” Hanno stared at me, his eyes traveling from my face to my bloodied but intact body. “I saw you take a sword to the leg. And your strength … you threw a man through the hull of a ship.”

I exchanged glances with Zafara. “Let’s get you both cleaned up and fed,” I said instead of answering. “We can talk more later.”

As they were led below to wash and change into clean clothes from our supplies, I conferred with the captain.

“How far to Carthage?” I asked.

He scratched his beard. “With favorable winds, five days, perhaps six. We’d need to turn west immediately.”

“Then that’s our new course,” I decided. “We’ll see these two safely home.”

Later that evening, after our rescued guests had been fed and given wine to calm their nerves, Tanith approached me on the deck. She had cleaned up well, her bronze skin glowing in the lamplight, her dark curls framing high cheekbones. She wore a borrowed tunic that hugged her curves in ways that made it difficult not to stare.

“I didn’t properly thank you,” she said, her voice low and melodious. “You saved our lives.”

“Anyone would have done the same,” I replied.

She laughed. “No. Anyone would have sailed away as fast as possible.” Her green eyes studied my face intently. “You’re not just anyone, though, are you? I saw what you did. What are you?”

“You can call me Nathan from now on.”

“Okay,” she said shyly.

Julia appeared at my side. “There you are,” Julia said, smiling at me before turning to Tanith. “I hope you’re feeling better now.”

Tanith’s gaze flicked between us, assessing. “Much better, thank you.” She looked at Julia with open curiosity. “You must be very special to have such a protector.”

Julia smiled. “Nathan is special to all of us who travel with him.”

I noticed how Tanith’s attention intensified at that statement, her eyes lingering on me with renewed interest. There was something calculating yet admiring in her gaze that I found both familiar and refreshing.

“I should check on my brother,” she said finally, though she made no move to leave. “He’s still shaken by our ordeal.”

“Of course,” I said. “We’ll reach Carthage as quickly as possible.”

“I’ve never been to Carthage,” Livia said, joining our small gathering with a cup of wine in hand. She offered it to Tanith, who accepted with a smile. “I hear it’s beautiful.”

“The most beautiful city in the western sea,” Tanith said proudly. “Though I’m biased, of course.”

* * *

Over the next several days, as we sailed westward, I noticed Tanith observing our unusual group with increasing fascination. She would watch how Julia and Livia interacted with me, noting their casual touches, their comfortable intimacy, the way they deferred to my decisions yet spoke their minds freely.

On the third morning of our journey, I found her at the bow of the ship, practicing with a small bow she had found among our supplies. Her form was excellent, her arrows consistently hitting a makeshift target she’d set up.

“You’re skilled,” I said, coming to stand beside her.

She lowered the bow, a pleased smile playing across her lips. “My father insisted that both his children learn to defend themselves. Not typical for Carthaginian women, but our family has never been typical.”

She handed me the bow. “Show me what you can do.”

I took three quick shots, splitting one of her arrows that had struck the center of the target. She whistled appreciatively.

“The gods favor you indeed,” she said, studying me. “Your strength, your skill… and the way these women look at you. They worship you, don’t they?”

I laughed lightly. “Not worship. They’re my lovers, not my subjects.”

“There’s more to it than that,” she said, stepping closer. Her scent was intoxicating, a mixture of exotic oils and the salt air. “I’ve been watching. You’re not just their protector or lover. There’s reverence in their eyes.”

I raised an eyebrow at her perceptive comment. “You’re observant.”

She grinned and drew back the bow again, her stance perfect except for the way she had to adjust for her chest. After releasing another arrow that struck just off-center, she lowered the weapon with a dramatic sigh.

“If these weren’t so in the way,” she said, gesturing to her ample bosom with a wry smile, “I’d be a superb soldier. Perhaps even as good as you.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “I have no doubt about that. Your form is excellent, even with the obstacles.”

“Men underestimate women with curves,” she continued, setting the bow down. “They think we’re only good for bearing children and looking pretty. But I can outshoot most of the men in my father’s guard, and I speak four languages.”

“Five, counting your passable Greek,” Hanno said, appearing behind us.

Tanith rolled her eyes at her brother but smiled affectionately. “My little brother exaggerates. My Greek is terrible.”

“Better than my Egyptian,” I admitted, enjoying their banter.

For the remaining days of our journey, I found myself increasingly drawn to Tanith’s company. She was unlike any woman I’d met at this time: bold, educated, and refreshingly direct. Livia and Julia seemed equally charmed by her, and even Zafara approved of her practical nature.

When we finally spotted the coastline of Carthage, the siblings could barely contain their excitement.

“There!” Tanith pointed, her face alight with joy. “The harbor entrance, guarded by the twin lighthouses.”

The city was impressive even from a distance: sprawling white buildings rising in tiers from a massive harbor filled with ships from across the Mediterranean. As we sailed closer, I could make out the famous circular military harbor, separate from the merchant docks where we would land.

“It’s beautiful,” Livia said, standing beside me at the rail.

“Wait until you see it up close,” Tanith said.

As our vessel docked in Carthage’s bustling harbor, the city came alive before my eyes. The North African sun beat down relentlessly, making the whitewashed buildings gleam so brightly they almost hurt to look at. Temples and villas cascaded down the hillsides, all facing the Mediterranean like worshippers before an altar.

The port teemed with activity. Phoenician sailors with their distinctive red caps unloaded exotic spices. Roman merchants haggled over prices. Numidian traders in colorful robes led camels laden with desert goods along the quayside. The scent of unfamiliar spices mixed with salt air and the ever-present smell of fish.

“Welcome to Carthage,” Tanith said proudly as we prepared to disembark. “The jewel of North Africa.”

We had barely set foot on the dock when a small procession approached. At its center walked a woman whose resemblance to Tanith was unmistakable, though her beauty had matured like fine wine.

“Mother!” Tanith called, breaking into a run.

The woman’s facade crumbled instantly. She rushed forward, gathering both her children in her arms, weeping openly.

“My children,” she said. “I thought I had lost you forever.”

Tanith and her brother told her mother what had happened, from the kidnapping to getting saved. Their mother looked horrified at first, but then sighed in relief, knowing her children were safe. It was a heartfelt moment as she kissed them both.

After embracing them for several long moments, she pulled back, examining them for injuries with the eye of a mother. Only when satisfied they were unharmed did she turn her attention to us.

“And these are your saviors?” she asked.

Tanith introduced us one by one. When she came to me, her mother’s eyes widened slightly.

“This is Nathan, and Nathan, this is my mother, Samira,” Tanith said. “He single-handedly defeated the pirates.”

Without hesitation, Tanith’s mother stepped forward and took my face in her hands. She kissed my right cheek, then my left, and finally pressed her lips firmly to my forehead, leaving damp patches of her plump lips behind.

“May the gods bless you for returning my children to me,” she said, her eyes shining with tears.

I couldn’t help noticing that Tanith had clearly inherited more than just her beauty from her mother. Samira’s figure was impressively curvaceous, her expensive robes doing little to conceal her ample bosom. It wasn’t just her bust, but Samira was tall with long legs. She was blessed with high cheekbones and a sweet, feminine voice. Her face showed signs of maturity, but her skin was still glowing. And then it was her strong perfume, making me want to come close to her again, perhaps receive another kiss or two.

“It was nothing,” I said modestly. “Your children were very brave.”

“You must all come to my villa,” she said, wiping away tears that smudged her makeup. “I won’t hear of you staying anywhere else. My home is yours for as long as you wish to remain in Carthage.”

Her servants quickly gathered our belongings from the ship while we followed her to a waiting carriage. As we made our way through the city, Tanith’s mother pointed out landmarks with genuine enthusiasm, her earlier tears replaced by an infectious optimism.

“Carthage is reborn,” she told us proudly. “After the Romans destroyed our city, we rebuilt it stronger and more beautiful than before.”

Her coastal villa took my breath away. Perched on a cliff overlooking the sea, its colonnaded terraces offered panoramic views of the Mediterranean. Gardens filled with exotic flowers and fruit trees surrounded the main building, while fountains provided a soothing soundtrack.

“This is magnificent,” Julia said, gazing around in wonder.

“It’s been in my family for generations,” Samira explained. “Though much of it was rebuilt after the wars.”

Servants showed us to our rooms, where baths had already been prepared. I sank gratefully into the warm water, washing away the salt and grime of our journey. By the time I got out, refreshed and dressed in clean clothes provided by our hostess, the sun was beginning to set.

A servant led me to a large terrace where a feast had been laid out. Tables groaned under the weight of unfamiliar dishes that sent exotic aromas wafting through the air. Musicians played in one corner, while servants stood ready to refill cups and bring more food.

“There you are,” Tanith called, patting the cushion beside her. “Come sit with me.”

I joined her, noting how the gathering had been arranged. Samira sat at the head of the main table, with Hanno at her right hand. Julia and Livia were already engaged in conversation with Samira, and when she learned she was Julia, the daughter of the emperor, she smiled even brighter.

Samira turned to me with a loving smile. “You must be a special man to have won the heart of Julia.”

I smiled in return.

“My mother has spared no expense,” Tanith murmured. “She’s invited half the city to meet you.”

“I’m honored,” I said, accepting a cup of sweet wine from a servant.

“She’s particularly interested in you,” Tanith added with a knowing smile. “Word travels fast in Carthage.”

When all eyes turned to her, Samira raised her cup. “Tonight we celebrate not only the safe return of my beloved son and daughter,” she said, “but also the presence of honored guests who have brought them back to me.”

They all raised their cups and then we went back to eating.

“I’ve heard whispers,” Samira said, her voice carrying across the now-silent terrace. “Whispers of a man with divine gifts. A man who brings fertility and abundance wherever he goes.” She smiled directly at me. “A man who fights like a god.”

I felt every eye in the gathering turn toward me. Tanith squeezed my arm reassuringly.

“In these times, when our fields yield less and our women struggle to conceive,” Samira said, “such a visitor is most welcome in Carthage.”

“I’m honored,” I said with a light bow.

The feast that followed was magnificent. Course after course of Carthaginian delicacies appeared: fish prepared with cumin and coriander, lamb simmered in honey and vinegar, vegetables I’d never seen before. Wine flowed freely, and conversation continued as the evening progressed.

After the main courses had been cleared, Samira moved to sit beside me, her eyes alight with curiosity.

“When a fertility god walks the earth, women talk.” She placed a hand on my arm, her touch warm and surprisingly intimate. “Even here in prosperous Carthage, we’ve noticed the change. Each year, fewer children are born. Our crops yield less than they once did.”

“I’ve heard similar concerns throughout my travels,” I admitted.

“Then you understand our plight.” Her gaze was steady, unashamed. “I love my children dearly. They are my greatest treasures. But I want them to see the world, to experience its wonders.” Her eyes darkened momentarily. “I thought I had given them adequate protection for their journey to Alexandria. Six armed guards, a reputable ship…”

“Pirates grow more cunning by the day,” I said gently.

She nodded. “They knew exactly who to target, exactly when to strike.” Her hand tightened on my arm. “If not for you…”

Across the terrace, Tanith was regaling a group of wide-eyed guests with the tale of her rescue. I caught fragments of her description.

“…lifted the man completely off his feet and threw him through the ship’s hull!” she exclaimed, her hands gesturing dramatically. “The pirates scattered like mice before a lion!”

Her mother watched her with a mixture of amusement and pride. “My daughter has always had a flair for storytelling, but in this case, I suspect she isn’t exaggerating.”

“Perhaps a little,” I said with a smile.

“She’s quite taken with you,” Samira observed, watching her daughter. “As am I.” She turned back to me, her expression earnest. “Would you consider blessing Carthage during your stay? Our women would be most grateful, as would I.”

The directness of her request took me by surprise, though it shouldn’t have. This was why I had come to this time, after all.

“I would be honored,” I replied.

Her face lit up with genuine joy. “Wonderful! I’ll arrange everything.” She squeezed my arm once more before rising. “Now, I should attend to my other guests. Please, enjoy yourself tonight.”

As she moved away to speak with others, Tanith slipped into the vacant spot beside me, her shoulder brushing against mine.

“What did my mother want?” she asked, her green eyes sparkling with mischief.

“She asked if I would bless Carthage during my visit.”

Tanith’s smile widened. “And will you?”

I nodded. “Of course.”

“Have you ever blessed Carthaginian women before?” she asked, leaning closer.

“I don’t believe so,” I replied, watching how the torchlight played across her features, highlighting her high cheekbones and full lips.

“Then we’ll have to make sure you’re favorably impressed,” she said, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “Otherwise, the gods might punish us.” She held my gaze for a beat, then dissolved into giggles. “I’m joking, of course.”

But her eyes told a different story. There was genuine desire there, carefully contained behind a veil of playful flirtation.

The feast continued late into the night. Tanith stayed by my side, introducing me to various nobles and merchants, her hand occasionally brushing against mine in a way that seemed both casual and deliberate. When at last the guests began to depart, I found myself pleasantly exhausted from the food, wine, and conversation.

Tanith’s mother bid us goodnight, instructing servants to show us to our rooms. I also told Tanith goodnight, and she refused to leave me without a hug. She threw her arms around my neck and mashed her youthful, busty tits against my chest.

“Thank you,” she said. “From the bottom of my heart.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, feeling her warmth seeping into my skin. I saw Samira over Tanith’s shoulder, and she smiled sweetly when she saw us two. She definitely was a bit different than Livia’s and Julia’s parents. Even if we stood there for minutes, she did nothing to interrupt our moment.

Eventually, we broke the hug and parted.

As we followed Samira through the villa’s corridors, I noticed Livia watching Tanith’s mother with a wistful expression. She showed us our chamber and wished us all goodnight, but she also wanted another hug from me, and she made sure to kiss my cheeks and forehead again. “Sweet dreams, my hero,” she said playfully.

“You too,” I said.

In our chambers, a spacious suite with multiple sleeping areas and a private courtyard, Livia sank onto a couch with a sigh.

“What’s wrong?” Julia asked, sitting beside her.

“Nothing really,” Livia said, her voice saying otherwise. “It’s just… seeing Tanith with her mother. The way they look at each other, how her mother welcomed us without question, because we helped her children. How she didn’t mind seeing Tanith close with Nathan.” She looked down at her hands. “I wish my mother had been like that.”

I sat on her other side, taking her hand in mine. “Your mother missed out on knowing an extraordinary woman.”

“And you have us now,” Julia added, stroking Livia’s hair. “We may not be a conventional family, but we are yours.”

“I know,” Livia said, squeezing my hand. “And I’m grateful for that. For both of you and Zafara.”

I pulled her close, kissing the top of her head. “You’re safe with us, Livia.”

She nodded against my chest, and I felt some of the tension leave her body. We sat like that for a while, the three of us together in comfortable silence, until finally Livia yawned.

“We should get some rest,” I suggested. “Something tells me our stay in Carthage will be eventful.”

We undressed and hopped onto the bed. They cuddled up to me, draping their arms over my chest while kissing my neck.

As I drifted off to sleep, I found myself thinking about Tanith and her mother. There was something refreshingly honest about them, their directness and their lack of pretense. I looked forward to getting to know them better during our stay.


Chapter 20 Carthage

The following morning, I was awakened by a servant bearing a message from Samira. She requested my presence in the villa’s central courtyard as soon as I was ready.

After a quick wash and a light breakfast, I made my way through the sun-dappled corridors to find her.

The courtyard sure was beautiful: flowering vines climbed trellises, fountains burbled, and colorful birds flitted between potted citrus trees. Samira sat on a marble bench, dressed in robes of deep purple that emphasized her regal bearing. It also had a V-neck that showed off her well-endowed chest. When she saw me, she rose with a warm smile.

“Nathan,” she said, extending her hands to clasp mine. “I hope you slept well?”

“Very well, thank you.”

She gestured for me to sit beside her. “I’ve been giving thought to your blessing of Carthage.” Her eyes met mine directly. “Our city has a unique history. After Rome destroyed the old Carthage, they rebuilt it as a Roman colony. Now we are a blend of cultures—Carthaginian and Roman blood flows together in our streets.”

I nodded, understanding where this was leading.

“I believe your divine blessing would be most powerful if it honored this duality,” she continued. “I’ve arranged for women of both Roman and Carthaginian descent to receive your personal attention.” A slight smile played at her lips. “If you’re willing, of course.”

“I understand,” I said. “And I agree. Unity through shared blessing is a powerful symbol. I think Augustus would appreciate it too.”

Her face brightened. “Excellent! I’ve prepared the temple of Tanit for the breeding.”

The temple of Tanit was smaller than I expected but exquisitely designed. Situated on a hill overlooking the city, its white marble columns gleamed in the midday sun. Inside, the air was heavy with incense, and golden lamps cast a warm glow over everything. It was very sensual and perfect for impregnation.

I was led to a private chamber behind the main altar. The room was sumptuous, with low couches covered in silk cushions, bowls of fruit and wine on small tables, and a large bed dominating the center. The walls were painted with scenes of the goddess Tanit blessing her worshippers with fertility, and also with explicit paintings of various sexual positions.

Julia and Livia found me here as well, and Samira arranged basins with water and soap, so they could wash me after each breeding. I asked how Tanith was doing, and Samira giggled. “So she’s the one who’s stolen your heart.”

“She’s quite cute.”

“She is,” Samira said proudly. “She’s catching up with her friends, but don’t worry, she’ll come and see you, too. She’s talking nonstop about you.”

I caught Livia’s sigh as well. I wasn’t surprised that it bothered her.

After Samira left, the first woman entered shyly. She was Roman by birth, with honey-colored hair and pale skin that flushed beautifully when I took her hand. Her name was Aurelia, she told me, and she had been married three years without conceiving.

“I’ve prayed to every god,” she whispered as I drew her to the bed. “Please, bless me with a child.”

I took my time with her, kissing her deeply until her initial nervousness gave way to desire. Her body was soft and yielding beneath my hands, her breasts small but perfectly shaped. When I finally entered her, she gasped, her hazel eyes widening in pleasure.

“You’re so deep,” she murmured, wrapping her legs around my waist.

I moved slowly at first, enjoying the tight squeeze of her pussy, then with increasing lust as her breathing quickened. When I finally spilled inside her, she cried out, her inner muscles clenching around me as if to draw every drop deeper.

“Thank you,” she whispered afterward, her hand resting on her belly. “I feel… different. Like something has changed inside me.”

I kissed her forehead. “You will bear a strong child,” I told her, knowing it was true.

Throughout that day and the next, women came to me one after another. Each was beautiful in her own way, each desperate for the blessing I could provide.

There was Dido, a Carthaginian beauty with olive skin and hair that fell in midnight waves to her waist. Her hips were generous, perfect for childbearing, and she rode me like a pornstar, her full breasts bouncing as she took her pleasure.

“Fill me,” she said, her dark eyes fierce with need. “Give me your divine seed.”

When I obliged, flooding her womb with my essence, she collapsed against my chest with a satisfied smile. “I can feel it working already,” she murmured.

Then there was Lucia, a Roman woman married to a Carthaginian merchant. She was nervous but determined, her slender body trembling as I undressed her. But once we began, her passion matched any I’d encountered. She begged me not to stop, her pussy gripping me as I thrust into her again and again.

“More,” she pleaded when I finally released inside her. “Please, I need more.”

I was happy to oblige, taking her twice more before she left, her legs shaky but her face glowing with satisfaction.

The pattern continued day after day. Roman women and Carthaginian women with their exotic beauty and bold approaches. Mixed-blood women who carried the best features of both cultures.

Tanith’s mother had chosen well. Each woman was not only beautiful but also respected in the community. Their collective blessing would spread through Carthage like ripples in a pond.

One afternoon, after I’d finished with a particularly enthusiastic pair of sisters, I emerged from the temple to find Tanith waiting for me.

We hadn’t found much time to talk throughout the breeding. It was a lot of work, and she’d been busy as well, but today, we’d promised to spend time together.

“Hard at work, I see,” she teased, falling into step beside me as I headed back toward the villa.

“It’s an important duty,” I replied with mock solemnity.

She laughed. “My mother is very pleased. Word has spread throughout the city about your talents.” Her eyes sparkled mischievously. “They say you never tire, that your divine stamina is limitless.”

“Hardly limitless,” I admitted. “Though I do have certain advantages.”

“So I’ve heard.” She linked her arm through mine. “But you’ve been working too hard. Today, I want to show you my city.”

We followed a path that wound through broken columns and crumbled walls, the only remains of the old city that Rome once razed to dust. Tanith walked beside me, her fingers trailing along the worn edge of a stone marked with ancient Phoenician script.

“This was part of the Tophet,” she said, her voice softer than usual. “Some say we sacrificed children here. Others say it was just a cemetery. But you know how victors rewrite everything.”

I looked at her. “So which is it?”

She smirked. “Maybe both. Maybe neither. My ancestors were many things: traders, sailors, warriors, and priests. Rome hated us because we didn’t kneel.”

“You still don’t,” I said.

She turned, raising an eyebrow. “You like that?”

“I do.”

She gave me a sly grin, then pointed ahead. “Come on. I want to show you the old harbor.”

The ruins gave way to a low bluff where the sea shimmered below. Tanith sat on a stone block and patted the spot beside her. I joined her, and she pointed to the curve of the bay.

“That was where our docks once stood. You should’ve seen it. Hundreds of ships. Ingenious designs, triple rows of oars. We had a navy that even the Romans feared.”

“Hannibal,” I said.

Her eyes lit up. “He was brilliant. Marched elephants across the Alps. Almost brought Rome to its knees.”

“But he failed,” I said gently.

“Only because Carthage didn’t send reinforcements.” She looked down, brows furrowed. “Some say it was politics. Others say it was fear.”

She turned back to me, her expression more mischievous again. “You like history?”

“I’m living it,” I said with a crooked smile.

“Then you need a better education,” she said playfully, making me laugh. She stood, brushing off her tunic. “Come on, hero. Let’s see if you can fight like a Carthaginian.”

“What?”

She stepped into the overgrown courtyard of a ruined villa and turned to face me. “We wrestle for sport. No swords. No magic. Just hands and will.”

I joked, “You’ll break me.”

“I’ll go easy,” she teased, already tying her hair back.

I shook my head with a smile and stepped into the courtyard. “Alright, but don’t complain when you lose.”

She circled me like a predator, her feet light on the broken tiles. “Big words from a man who’s been lying down for days.”

I lunged playfully, but she dodged with surprising speed. Her reflexes were impressive. She countered with a grab for my arm, which I easily avoided.

“Not bad,” I admitted.

She feinted left, then dove right, catching my leg and nearly toppling me. I regained my balance just in time.

“Surprised?” she asked with a grin.

“A little,” I confessed.

This time when she lunged, I was ready. I caught her around the waist, but instead of yielding, she twisted in my grip, hooking her foot behind my ankle. We tumbled to the ground together, rolling across the dusty courtyard.

I found myself on top of her, pinning her wrists above her head. Her chest heaved with exertion, eyes bright with challenge. “Is that all you’ve got?” she taunted.

With a powerful twist of her hips, she flipped our positions. Now she straddled me, triumphant. But I wasn’t finished. I bucked upward, sending her tumbling forward. We rolled again, kicking up clouds of dust as we grappled.

She was stronger than she looked and far more determined. Each time I thought I had her subdued, she’d slip from my grasp like water. Our bodies pressed together as we wrestled, and I couldn’t help noticing how she seemed to position herself deliberately, her hips grinding against mine when she had the advantage.

The friction sent unexpected heat through my body. When she rolled her hips against my growing hardness, I caught the flash of satisfaction in her eyes. This wasn’t just wrestling anymore.

“You fight dirty,” I said, my voice huskier than intended.

“I fight to win,” she replied, breathless.

We were both covered in dirt now, our clean tunics smudged and disheveled. As we rolled again, her neckline tore slightly, and one full breast spilled free of the fabric. Her nipple was dark and erect in the afternoon air.

“Wait,” she gasped, holding up a hand. “I need to—”

I paused, expecting her to adjust her clothing. Instead, she used my hesitation to launch another attack, tackling me backward into the dust.

“Hey!” I protested, laughing despite myself. “That’s cheating!”

She grinned down at me, completely ignoring her exposed breast. “Hannibal taught us to use every advantage. Think outside the Roman box.”

We grappled again, rolling across the broken tiles. My hand accidentally brushed against her exposed breast, and she let out a delighted squeal that was far from protest.

“Sorry,” I mumbled.

“Don’t be,” she whispered, her eyes darkening with desire.

We continued wrestling, our bodies slick with sweat now. Each time we rolled, our limbs entangled more intimately. I found myself growing increasingly distracted by her exposed breast, the way it bounced with each movement. When my hand brushed against it again, this time lingering for a moment, she let out another pleased sound that was somewhere between a gasp and a moan.

Her strength surprised me, and after several more minutes of grappling, I found myself genuinely winded. But I was far from done. Though I decided to give her the victory. With one final, clever move, she pinned me firmly beneath her, her thighs gripping my sides.

“I yield,” I said, letting my arms fall to the ground in surrender. “You win.”

Tanith sat astride me, gloriously disheveled and radiating triumph. Her hair had mostly escaped its tie, framing her face in wild curls. Dust streaked her cheeks, and her torn tunic still exposed one perfect breast.

“The mighty fertility god, defeated by a mere mortal,” she teased, not making any move to climb off me.

“There’s nothing ‘mere’ about you,” I replied, still trying to catch my breath.

She leaned forward, placing her hands on my chest. “You let me win.”

“I absolutely did not,” I insisted.

“I think you did,” she said, blowing me a raspberry with a giggle.

We took a quieter path back, the sun dipping low enough to set the sea aflame. Tanith didn’t say much at first, but her fingers brushed mine now and then as we walked.

“You really love this place,” I said.

She nodded. “It’s in my bones. Even after everything Rome did, we’re still here and rebuilding.”

We paused where the ruins gave way to a newer district. She touched a column fragment, weathered but proud. “Sometimes I think about what it would’ve been like if we’d won. If Hannibal had taken Rome.”

“And what then?”

“I don’t know,” she said with a giggle. “We would’ve probably ruined the world in our own way. But it would’ve been ours.”

I looked at her as the breeze tugged at her tunic and hair. “Maybe it still can be. A new world.”

She turned to face me. “You believe that?”

“I’ve seen things collapse. But I’ve also seen what comes after. You’re what comes after, Tanith.”

“That’s cute,” she said.

I smiled at her teasing tone. “I meant it, actually.”

She gazed at the horizon, where the sun was beginning to sink toward the sea. “Let’s watch the sunset before heading back for dinner,” she suggested, pointing to a small outcropping that offered a perfect view of the Mediterranean.

We sat side by side on a weathered stone bench, our shoulders touching. The sky blazed with orange and crimson as the sun melted into the sea. Neither of us spoke for several minutes, content to share the beauty of the moment.

Finally, Tanith turned to me, her expression suddenly curious and a bit shy. “Nathan, I’ve been wondering… could we perhaps sleep together tonight?”

The directness of her question caught me off guard, though I shouldn’t have been surprised given what I knew of her.

“I’ve watched you, you know,” she continued, her voice softer. “In the temple. With the women.” A blush crept across her cheeks. “Not in a creepy way. I was curious.”

“You were spying on me?” I said playfully.

She nodded, her cheeks pinkening. “I wanted to see what it was like. I’ve never actually… done that before.”

“You’re a virgin?”

“Is that so hard to believe?” She nudged my shoulder playfully. “I’ve had offers, but none that interested me. Until now.”

“Would your mother approve? I wouldn’t want to—”

“Of course she would,” Tanith interrupted with a laugh. “She practically pushed me to ask you. She’ll probably be a tiny bit jealous, though. She wants you too.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at her frankness, drawing her closer against me. “Your family is certainly unique.”

“We’re Carthaginian,” she said simply, as if that explained everything.

“You’re more than welcome to warm my bed,” I said.

“Nice,” she said, leaning against my shoulder.

“Tell me more about your gods,” I said. “I know the Romans have their versions, but I’d like to hear about the originals.”

She settled against me, her expression brightening. “Well, there’s me, or Tanit, our great goddess of fertility and the moon. The temple where you’ve been blessing women is hers. Then there’s Baal Hammon, our chief deity. Melqart, the lord of the city … Melqart was originally the god of Tyre, our mother city,” Tanith explained, tracing patterns in the dirt with a slender finger. “The Romans call him Hercules now, but he’s older than their stories. He dies and is reborn each year.”

I nodded, fascinated by how her face lit up when she spoke of her heritage. “Tell me more.”

“Eshmun is our healing god. And Reshef, the god of plague and war.” She laughed at my expression. “Yes, we keep him well-appeased.”

“What about Tanit?” I asked. “Tell me more about your namesake.”

She smiled, pleased by my interest. “Tanit is…” she paused, searching for words. “She’s everything. The moon, fertility, and war when needed. Her symbol is everywhere in Carthage.”

She drew a triangle in the dirt, topped with a horizontal line and a circle. “This represents her. The crescent moon uplifted, with the sun above.”

“It’s beautiful,” I said.

“Our priests say she watches over women in childbirth. Before the Romans came, she had a sacred grove where no man could enter.” Tanith’s voice dropped lower. “Some say virgins would go there to learn the secrets of pleasure before marriage.”

I raised an eyebrow, and she laughed.

“Not from men! From the priestesses. So they wouldn’t be completely ignorant on their wedding nights.”

“Would they teach you techniques?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.

Tanith’s eyes glinted with mischief. “Of course. How to please a man, how to please yourself.” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “How to make a man lose his mind with desire.”

“And did you ever visit this grove?”

She laughed, the sound bright in the gathering dusk. “No. By the time I was old enough, the Romans had already cut it down. Now we have to learn the old ways in secret.”

The thought of Tanith learning such intimate arts made my blood warm. “Perhaps some knowledge doesn’t need a temple to be passed down.”

“Yeah,” she said. Then her voice grew passionate as she described the pantheon, but then faltered.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

She sighed. “Lately, our ways have been suppressed. The Romans let us keep some traditions, but they’ve replaced many of our gods with their own. Jupiter instead of Baal, Venus instead of Tanit. They want us to forget.”

“What do you actually think of them? The Romans?”

Tanith shrugged, looking out at the darkening sea. “I don’t hate them the way some do. I just want peace, really. And to be loved.” She turned to me, her eyes reflecting the last glow of sunset. “Is that so much to ask?”

I leaned in and kissed her, gently on the lips at first, then when I saw her bright smile, I deepened it, cupping her neck and pulling her closer. Her lips were soft, her mouth sweet, and her heart was warm. The outside world faded as I kept her close to me, enjoying the warmth.

“We should head back,” I whispered against her lips. “They’ll be waiting for dinner.”

She nodded reluctantly as if she wanted the kiss to continue in all eternity, and we made our way back to the villa hand in hand.

* * *

Dinner was served in the central courtyard. Samira sat at the head of the table, with Julia, Livia, and Zafara already in place when we arrived.

“There you are,” Samira said cheerfully. “We were beginning to wonder if you’d gotten lost.”

“Nathan got a proper tour of Carthage today,” Tanith said as we took our seats. “And I defeated him in wrestling!”

Julia nearly choked on her wine. “You what?”

“It’s true,” I said with a grin. “She’s surprisingly strong.”

“She’s been wrestling since she was a child,” Samira said proudly. “Hanno couldn’t beat her either.”

Tanith launched into a detailed account of our match, embellishing certain parts for dramatic effect. By the time she finished, everyone was laughing, even Livia.

“I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself,” Samira said, her eyes warm as she looked between her daughter and me. “And Nathan, I cannot express enough gratitude for your blessing of our women. The city is buzzing with excitement.”

“It’s my pleasure,” I said, catching Julia’s knowing smile from across the table.

“And the way you’ve shown such care for all the women,” Samira continued, her gaze including Julia and Livia, “it’s truly a divine gift.”

The meal progressed with light conversation and delicious food, local fish grilled with herbs, flatbreads, and vegetables in spiced sauces. Dessert was honey-soaked pastries that melted in the mouth.

As the servants cleared away the last dishes, Tanith started talking with her mother, and she said in a lowered voice, “I’ll be sleeping with Nathan tonight.”

Samira nodded, giving me a wink. “Of course, dear. Enjoy yourselves.”

I noticed Livia lowered her eyes, a flash of envy crossing her face before she masked it. I made a mental note to speak with her later. The open relationship between Tanith and her mother seemed to highlight Livia’s own more traditional upbringing.

After the meal was finished, I stood from the table and glanced at Julia, Livia, and Zafara.

“I’ll be retiring with Tanith tonight,” I said, even if they probably had heard Tanith’s whisper earlier.

Julia’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Enjoy yourself,” she said with a wink. “You’ve certainly earned some pleasure after all your hard work in the temple.”

Tanith took my hand. Her fingers were warm and eager against mine. “Come,” she said, tugging me toward the corridor. “My mother had a bath prepared for us.”

I followed her through the villa, admiring the sway of her hips as she led me to my chamber. Inside, steam rose from a large copper tub filled with scented water. Rose petals floated on the surface, and oil lamps were already lit.

“I love bathing before pleasure. I usually masturbate during baths,” Tanith said, already unfastening her tunic. “It heightens the senses.”

She undressed without a hint of shyness, letting her garments fall to the floor. I stood transfixed as her body was revealed to me. Her breasts were full and round, with dark nipples that hardened in the cooler air. Her waist curved inward before flaring to generous hips. Between her thighs, she was completely shaved, revealing the delicate folds of her sex, already glistening with arousal. Her slit was straight, and her lips were puffy and moist.

“Your turn,” she said, biting her bottom lip.

I removed my own clothing, aware of her appreciative gaze. When I was fully naked, she lightly fingered herself, her eyes widening slightly at my semi-hard cock.

“The stories weren’t exaggerated,” she murmured. Tanith stepped into the bath first, sighing with pleasure as the warm water enveloped her. I joined her, our knees touching in the intimate space.

“This feels wonderful,” I said, letting the heat soak into my muscles.

She moved closer, her hands finding my chest. Her fingers traced the contours of my muscles, exploring every ridge and plane with obvious fascination. “You’re like a statue come to life,” she whispered, her eyes filled with wonder.

I could sense her growing desire, a palpable energy between us that made my body respond. My shaft hardened beneath the water, and Tanith’s gaze dropped to watch it rise.

“May I?” she asked, her hand hovering just above the water.

I nodded, and she wrapped her fingers around my length, stroking gently at first, then with more confidence.

“I wonder,” she said with a playful grin, “will this mighty sword fit me? I’m not experienced like the other women you’ve had.”

“Most likely,” I replied, my voice husky with desire. “We’ll take it slowly.”

I reached between her thighs, finding her sex beneath the water. She gasped as my fingers parted her folds, exploring her wetness. Her head fell back, eyes closing in pleasure.

“Can you…” she began, then hesitated.

“What do you want?”

“Can you lick me?” The request came out in a rush. “I’ve heard it feels amazing.”

I smiled and moved to sit on the edge of the bath. “Come here.”

She positioned herself before me, her thighs parted. I lowered my head between them, tasting her for the first time. She was sweet and tangy, her young pussy perfect and untouched. I licked slowly at first, learning what made her gasp and moan, then with more sensuality.

“Oh gods,” she moaned, her hands tangling in my hair.

I focused my attention on the sensitive bud at the top of her sex, circling it with my tongue while sliding a finger inside her tight channel. She was incredibly responsive, her hips bucking against my mouth as pleasure built within her. Then I slid my tongue inside her sweet center, rolling it around and coating it in her honey. It just trickled out from her in an endless stream, and I caught every drop with my mouth.

When her climax came, it took us both by surprise. Thrusting her hips right against my face, she moaned, her body convulsing as wetness gushed from her, splashing across my face. I continued licking her through the waves of pleasure until she pushed weakly at my shoulders.

“Too much,” she gasped. “Too sensitive now.”

After catching her breath, she slid back into the water and moved toward me. “My turn,” she said, wrapping her hand around my shaft again.

She lowered her head, taking me into her mouth. Her inexperience was evident, but her enthusiasm more than made up for it. When she tried to take me deeper, she gagged slightly, pulling back with a giggle.

“It’s so big,” she said, stroking me with her hand. “I need practice.”

“You’re perfect,” I assured her.

We finished our bath, dried each other with soft cloths, and moved to the bed. Tanith lay back among the pillows, her skin glowing in the lamplight as she opened her arms to me.

I positioned myself between her thighs, the head of my shaft pressing against her sweet pussy. She was wet, the beads glistening and clinging to her lip, but as I tried to push forward, I met resistance. Her body tensed slightly.

“Relax,” I whispered, kissing her neck. “We’ll go slowly.”

I tried again, pressing with gentle persistence, but her opening barely yielded.

Tanith chuckled. “I think the goddess Tanit has cursed me with an impossibly tight pussy,” she joked, though I could sense her frustration.

After several more unsuccessful attempts that only led to a wet tip instead of a wet shaft, she looked up at me with a sudden inspiration.

“I know who can help,” she said. “My mom.”

I raised my eyebrows in surprise. “Your mom?”

“We’re very close,” Tanith explained. “She taught me everything I know about pleasure. She’ll know what to do.”

“Sure,” I said, not minding having her here.

Tanith leapt from the bed and called for a servant. She wrapped herself in a light robe but didn’t bother to cover me, which left me feeling slightly exposed but also amused by her directness.

Moments later, Samira appeared at the doorway, dressed in a sheer sleeping gown that left little to the imagination. Her eyes widened slightly at the scene before her, but her expression quickly settled into an understanding smile.

“Mom, I need your help,” Tanith said without preamble. She gestured toward my erection, which had barely diminished despite our difficulties. “We’ve been trying, but I’m too tight for him … only the crown is wet.”

Chuckling, she entered the room fully, closing the door behind her. “Of course I’ll help, darling. This is a common problem for virgins.”

I grew a bit suspicious. I’d bedded virgins before, and I never had this issue. I suspected Tanith just wanted her mom to be present for one reason or another. Honestly, I didn’t mind since I was about to see her mother nude.

As Samira untied her sleeping gown and let it fall to the floor, I couldn’t help but stare. Her body was a more mature version of Tanith’s: fuller breasts that still maintained their shape, wider hips, and a gentle softness to her stomach that spoke of childbearing. Yet she was stunningly beautiful, with the same bronze skin as her daughter, now glowing in the lamplight. And she was also taller, looking like a well-aged supermodel.

“Wow,” I said before I could stop myself.

Samira smiled, a hint of vulnerability in her expression. “I’m well past my prime, I’m afraid.”

“You’re incredibly attractive,” I said honestly. Her beauty was different from her daughter’s, riper, more confident, with the allure of experience.

“I must confess,” Samira said, approaching the bed, “I’ve been feeling unusually aroused since you arrived. Just being near you makes me wet.” She sat on the edge of the bed, her thigh brushing against mine.

“It’s my fertility powers,” I explained. “They affect women that way. Especially those who are receptive.”

“Then let’s put those powers to good use,” Samira said, patting her daughter’s thigh. “I want my daughter to feel loved and safe, but first let me see what the problem is.”

I positioned myself between Tanith’s legs again, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. I pushed gently, meeting the same resistance as before.

“You’re tensing up,” Samira told her daughter. “You need to let go completely.”

“I’m trying,” Tanith said, frustration evident in her voice.

Samira moved closer, lying beside her daughter. “Let me show you,” she said. “Nathan, would you mind demonstrating with me first?”

I looked between mother and daughter, slightly stunned by the request but not unwilling. Tanith nodded eagerly, so I moved between Samira’s spread thighs. She wasn’t completely shaved but had a trimmed triangle patch, the bottom pointing at her slit like an arrow meant to guide. Her pussy looked very similar, maybe slightly darker, but the same symmetry, same sweet scent, and also equally as wet. I pushed the head in first, mixing Tanith’s honey with her mother’s, and then I slid right in. Her mom threw her head back in relief as I kept stretching her mature walls.

Unlike her daughter, Samira’s body welcomed me immediately. I slid inside her with surprising ease, her warmth enveloping me completely despite my size. She sighed with pleasure, her eyes fluttering closed momentarily as I bottomed out, my pelvis making contact with her lips.

Tanith watched with wide eyes. “How are you doing that? He’s huge!”

“Relax completely,” Samira said, her voice slightly breathless as I remained buried inside her. “Your body knows what to do if you let it.”

I withdrew from Samira, noting how her body seemed reluctant to let me go. My cock came out soaked, and she shifted to the side as I moved back to Tanith.

“Try again,” Samira said, stroking her daughter’s hair. “Breathe deeply and think of something that gives you pleasure.”

Tanith closed her eyes, taking several deep breaths. I could feel her body relaxing beneath me as I pressed forward again. This time, there was less resistance. Samira’s hand reached down to spread her daughter’s folds gently, helping guide me.

“That’s it,” Samira said. “Breathe and relax.”

Finally, with a small gasp from Tanith, her body yielded, and I slipped inside. The sensation was tight, hot, and pulsing around me. It felt even better after having just been inside her mother.

“Oh, that’s so much better,” Tanith said with a sigh of relief.

Samira bit her bottom lip, her honey spilling onto the bed. “I’m glad, darling.”

“Thank you, Mom,” Tanith said, her face flushed with pleasure and relief.

Samira leaned down and kissed her daughter’s forehead tenderly. “Is there anything else you need help with?”

Tanith shook her head, her hips already beginning to move against mine. “No, I’m good now. I’m really, really good.”

With a knowing smile, Samira gathered her gown and slipped it back on. “Enjoy yourselves,” she said, heading toward the door. “Remember what I showed you.”

As soon as the door closed behind her, Tanith pulled me down for a passionate kiss. Her body had fully accommodated me now, and she wrapped her legs around my waist, urging me deeper.

I fucked her, starting slowly to let her adjust. She was still tight, her virgin passage gripping me with each thrust. But after a couple of more moans and thrusts, I was driving into her harder, our bodies slick with sweat as she met each thrust with growing confidence.

“More,” she pleaded, her nails digging into my back. “Harder!”

I obliged, lifting her hips for a better angle. The change made her cry out with pleasure, her inner pussy clenching around me.

When her climax came, it was powerful enough to trigger my own. I spilled inside her, filling her with my seed as her body milked every drop from me. I sighed in relief as my cock became super sensitive inside her, and when I pulled out, I dragged a rivulet of my cum, adorning her pussy lips.

Afterward, we lay tangled together, her head resting on my chest as our breathing gradually slowed.

“That was amazing,” Tanith murmured, tracing patterns on my skin.

“You were amazing,” I replied, stroking her hair. “I have to say, I admire the openness between you and your mother. It’s unusual.”

“It’s the best,” she said with a satisfied sigh. “In Carthage, we believe pleasure should be shared and celebrated, not hidden away like in Rome. My mother learned from her mother, and one day, I’ll teach my daughters.”

I kissed her forehead, enjoying her warmth against me. “So your mother is quite experienced, it seems.”

Tanith giggled, her fingers trailing down my chest. “Oh, absolutely. She’s probably touching herself right now, thinking about you.” She propped herself up on one elbow, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “She was so wet for you. Did you notice?”

“Hard not to,” I admitted, remembering how easily I’d slid inside her.

Just then, a moan drifted through the wall, followed by another, slightly louder.

Tanith’s eyes widened. “Speaking of Mother…” She sat up, pressing her ear against the wall. Another moan, unmistakably feminine and filled with pleasure, confirmed Tanith’s suspicions. She turned to me with excitement dancing in her eyes. “Want to peek? Her chamber is right next to ours.”

“Sure, why not?”

We slipped from the bed, not bothering with clothes. Tanith took my hand, leading me to the door and into the corridor. We crept toward her mother’s chamber.

The door stood slightly ajar, a sliver of lamplight spilling into the hallway. Tanith pressed her finger to her lips, then carefully positioned herself to see through the gap. I stood behind her, peering over her shoulder.

Inside, Samira lay sprawled across her bed, completely naked. Her legs were spread wide, one hand kneading her breast while the other worked a carved ivory phallus between her thighs. The dildo glistened with her juices as she thrust it in and out of herself.

“Yes,” she moaned, her head thrown back in ecstasy. “Fill me…”

I felt myself hardening again at the sight, my cock pressing against Tanith’s bare backside. She wiggled against me teasingly, her eyes still fixed on her mother.

Samira’s movements grew more frantic, her breathing coming in short gasps as she drove the ivory phallus deeper. Her free hand abandoned her breast to circle her clitoris rapidly. The dildo came out soaked and glistening.

“Oh gods,” she cried, her back arching off the bed. “Yes, Nathan, yes!”

Hearing my name on her lips sent an unexpected thrill through me. Tanith glanced back at me with a raised eyebrow and a suppressed smile.

Samira’s climax was spectacular, her body tensed, then shuddered violently as waves of pleasure washed over her. The ivory phallus remained buried inside her as she rode out her orgasm, her inner muscles visibly clenching around it.

As her movements slowed, Tanith had to clap her hand over her mouth to stifle a giggle. She tugged at my arm, and we hurried back to my chamber, closing the door behind us.

We dove under the sheets, stifling our laughter like mischievous children.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” I said, pulling Tanith close.

“Mother would probably invite us in if she knew we were watching,” Tanith replied, her body still shaking with silent laughter. She nestled against me, her breath warm against my chest. After a moment, she looked up at me, curiosity in her eyes.

“So… what do you think of my mom?” she asked.

I considered my answer carefully. “She’s incredibly sexy,” I admitted. “Beautiful, confident, and surprisingly open.”

Rather than jealousy, Tanith’s face lit up with pride. “I knew you’d think so! She’s always been that way, embracing her desires without shame.” She traced her fingers along my collarbone. “I hope I’m just like her when I’m her age.”

“You already are,” I told her, kissing her forehead. “Just as beautiful, just as bold.”

She smiled, clearly pleased by the comparison. And slowly, both of us fell asleep.


Chapter 21 Livia’s Dilemma

For the next several days, my work in the temple continued. Each woman brought her own story, her own yearning for the blessing I could provide.

There was Atia, a Roman woman with auburn hair and a gentle smile who trembled when I first touched her. “I’ve prayed to every god,” she whispered as I eased her onto the silken cushions. “I just want a child.”

I took special care with her, kissing her fears away until she bloomed beneath me like a flower opening to the sun. When I finally entered her, she gasped, her eyes widening in wonder. “You’re so… complete,” she murmured, wrapping her legs around me.

After she left, Julia washed me tenderly, her fingers lingering on my skin. “You’re doing God’s work,” she said, her eyes warm with affection.

Between my sessions at the temple, I found myself spending more time with Tanith. We’d slip away to secluded gardens or abandoned ruins, our bodies finding each other.

One afternoon, she led me to a hidden grotto near the shore. “This was sacred to Tanit before the Romans came,” she said, her eyes bright with mischief. “Let’s make it sacred again.”

We made love on the smooth stones, the sound of waves crashing nearby matching our rhythm. Her confidence grew each time we were together, her body responding to my touch.

“I think I’m falling for you,” she admitted afterward, her head resting on my chest.

I stroked her hair, not wanting to make promises I couldn’t keep, but feeling something deeper growing between us nonetheless.

The pattern continued: mornings in the temple with women seeking my blessing, afternoons with Tanith exploring both the city and each other, evenings dining with our growing family. Samira would often join us, her glances toward me growing more heated each day.

On the seventh day, I blessed a Roman noblewoman named Fulvia, her aristocratic bearing melting into vulnerability as I took her on the temple altar. She had been trying to conceive for five years without success, and tears streamed down her face as I filled her with my seed.

“Thank you,” she whispered afterward, her hands pressed to her belly. “I can feel it taking root already.”

I was washing up after her departure when Julia entered the chamber, her face creased with worry.

“Nathan, I can’t find Livia,” she said. “She wasn’t at breakfast, and none of the servants have seen her today.”

“How long has she been missing?” I asked, immediately concerned.

“Since last night, I think. She was quiet at dinner, but I thought she was just tired.” Julia twisted her hands together. “I’m worried. She’s been different lately.”

I remembered waking one night to find Livia sitting by the window, her face wet with tears. When I’d asked what was wrong, she’d shaken her head, refusing to speak of it. “Just a bad dream,” she’d said, climbing back into bed and turning away from me.

“Let’s find Tanith,” I suggested. “She knows this city well.”

We found Tanith in the villa’s library, studying a scroll. When we explained our concern, her expression grew serious.

“I’ve noticed she seems sad sometimes,” Tanith said as we walked through the villa gardens searching for Livia. “She told me a little about her family in Rome. They sound horrible, so cold and judgmental.”

“She never talks much about them,” I said. “They left deep wounds.”

Tanith said, “I feel bad for her. My mother and I are so close, but Livia … I don’t think she’s ever had that.”

We searched the villa thoroughly before venturing into the city. The markets were crowded, making our search difficult, but as we passed a small public garden, I spotted a familiar figure sitting on a stone bench beneath a cypress tree.

Livia wasn’t alone. Samira sat beside her, one arm around the younger woman’s shoulders. They were speaking quietly, and I could see that Livia had been crying.

“There she is,” I said, pointing.

Julia rushed forward immediately. “Livia! We’ve been looking everywhere for you.”

Livia looked up, quickly wiping her eyes. She tried to smile, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to worry anyone.”

“How are you feeling?” Julia asked gently, sitting on Livia’s other side.

Livia stared at her hands. “I’m not sure what to do anymore,” she admitted, her voice barely audible. “I can’t hide forever, following you and Nathan from city to city. But I can’t go back to my parents either.”

Samira squeezed her shoulder. “I was just telling Livia that sometimes the best thing is to face our fears directly. Perhaps speaking with her parents would help resolve things.”

Livia gave a bitter laugh. “It’s easy to say that when you have the kind of relationship you do with Tanith.” She looked up at Samira, her eyes shimmering with fresh tears. “Do you know what happened when my mother caught me kissing Nathan? She shamed me and sent me to exile.” She gestured between Samira and Tanith. “Meanwhile, you’re helping your daughter learn about sex, encouraging her to explore her desires. You’re even comfortable sharing a lover.” She shook her head. “Life just isn’t fair sometimes.”

“You’re right,” Samira said, patting her back. “Life isn’t fair, but you have to make the best out of your situation.”

“I can’t even sleep properly,” she muttered. “I had a bad nightmare. It was about my father. He stood before the entire family, declaring that I was no longer his daughter. He said I had brought shame to our name.” A tear slipped down her cheek. “And my mother… she was there too, calling me disgusting, unnatural.”

I put my arm around her shoulders, feeling her trembling beneath my touch.

“It wasn’t just a dream, though,” she continued. “It’s what would happen if I returned home. They’ve probably already disowned me for escaping exile.” Her voice grew stronger, tinged with bitterness.

Julia moved to kneel before Livia, taking both her hands. “You’re not alone anymore,” she said, her eyes shining with emotion. “We’re your family now. All of us.”

Livia gave her a watery smile. “Thank you. But I can’t keep running forever. Samira is right. Someday I’ll have to face them.”

Samira, who had been listening intently, suddenly straightened. “What if you didn’t have to face them alone?” she said. “I could come with you to Rome and speak with your parents.”

Livia’s head snapped up, her eyes wide with surprise. “Really? You would do that for me?”

“Of course,” Samira said warmly. “I have some influence in Roman circles. I believe I’ve had dealings with your father in the past.” She smiled reassuringly. “I know how to speak to Roman nobility in ways they understand.”

“I don’t know,” Livia said uncertainly. “My father is very stubborn.”

“So am I,” Samira replied with a determined gleam in her eye. “And I have certain leverage with several Roman officials that might prove useful.”

Livia looked at each of us in turn, hope beginning to replace the despair in her expression. “If you really think it might help…”

“I do,” Samira said firmly. “We’ll prepare to journey to Rome tomorrow, with a stop at Syracuse to rest. I know the governor there, he’ll provide us with comfortable accommodations.”

“Thank you,” Livia whispered, fresh tears spilling down her cheeks, but these were tears of gratitude, not sorrow.

As the sun began to set, we made our way back to the villa. Samira outlined the travel plans as we walked. I found myself admiring her even more for her willingness to help someone she barely knew.

That night, after dinner, I sought out Samira in the villa’s garden. She was seated on a marble bench, gazing at the stars.

“May I join you?” I asked.

She smiled and patted the space beside her. “Of course.”

I sat down, enjoying the fragrance of night-blooming jasmine that filled the air. “I wanted to thank you,” I said. “What you’re doing for Livia… it means more than I can express.”

“It’s nothing,” she replied, but her eyes told me she understood the weight of her offer.

“It’s everything to her,” I said. “And to me. I’ve grown to care deeply for Livia.”

Samira turned to face me, her expression serious. “Everyone deserves a mother’s love, Nathan. Even gods.” She reached out to touch my hand. “Especially gods who walk among us, trying to heal the world.”

I felt a strange tightness in my chest at her words. “Thank you,” I said again, the phrase inadequate for the gratitude I felt.

When I returned to my chamber, I found Tanith and Livia already there. Tanith had her arm around Livia’s shoulders, their heads close together as they talked quietly.

“I told Livia she should sleep closer to you tonight,” Tanith said when she saw me. “I’ll take the other side.”

I was touched by Tanith’s generosity. Despite her growing feelings for me, she recognized Livia’s need for comfort and set aside any jealousy.

That night, I held Livia close, her back pressed against my chest, my arm draped protectively around her waist. Tanith lay on my other side, her hand resting lightly on my hip. Both women found sleep quickly, but I remained awake, thinking about the journey ahead and the confrontation that awaited in Rome.


Chapter 22 The Return to Rome

The next morning, we prepared for our departure. Samira spoke with Hanno in the courtyard, placing her hands on his shoulders.

“You’re the man of the house while I’m gone,” she told him with pride in her voice. “I’m trusting you to take care of everything until I return.”

Hanno stood taller under her confidence, promising to make her proud. I noticed the mixture of emotions on his face: pride at being trusted, concern for his mother’s journey, and perhaps a touch of envy that he wasn’t coming along.

Our voyage to Syracuse proved mercifully uneventful. The sea remained calm under clear skies, as if the gods themselves blessed our journey. I kept Livia close throughout the trip, watching her spirits gradually lift as we put distance between ourselves and her troubles.

When we arrived, the governor welcomed us warmly, just as Samira had predicted. He provided us with a luxurious villa overlooking the harbor, complete with a full complement of servants and all the comforts we could desire.

“We’ll rest here for a week,” Samira said that first evening as we dined on fresh seafood and local wine. “Everyone needs to recover their strength before we continue to Rome.”

I noticed the subtle glance she cast my way and understood her meaning. My work would continue here, as it had in every city.

* * *

The next morning, the first woman arrived before breakfast. She was young, barely twenty, with large dark eyes and a nervous smile. Her name was Claudia, the governor’s niece.

“I’ve heard of your divinity,” she said, blushing prettily as I welcomed her into my chamber.

I took her hands in mine. “You’ve heard right.”

She undressed, and I laid her down on the bed. I plunged into her pussy and fucked her hard till I came inside her.

Afterward, as she dressed, Claudia’s eyes shone with hope. “I felt something change inside me,” she whispered. “Thank you.”

By midday, two more women had come. Sisters from a wealthy merchant family, both married for several years without children. They asked to receive my blessing together, an unusual request I was happy to grant.

Their shared intimacy made the experience uniquely powerful. As I fucked them side by side. When they left, they were relieved.

The pattern continued throughout our stay. Word spread quickly, as it always did, and women came seeking what only I could provide. Some were shy, others boldly direct in their sexual wishes. All left with a smile on their faces.

Between these sessions, I spent time with my girls. Julia helped prepare me for each woman, washing me with scented oils. Zafara kept mostly to herself, studying the local architecture and making notes in her journal. Tanith explored the city with her natural enthusiasm, often returning with exotic fruits or strange trinkets to share.

And Livia … Livia seemed to be gathering her strength, like a flower turning toward the sun after a long winter. I often found her in conversation with Samira, their heads close together as they spoke in low voices.

Five days into our stay, I returned to my chamber after blessing a senator’s daughter to find Livia waiting for me. She sat on the edge of the bed, her hands folded neatly in her lap.

“I’m afraid of what happens next,” she said.

“Rome,” I said, understanding immediately.

She nodded, finally looking up at me. “What if they refuse to listen? What if they punish me?”

I took her hand then, feeling the slight tremble in her fingers. “No one will force you to do anything. Not while I’m here.”

“You can’t fight all of Rome,” she said with a sad smile.

“I won’t need to,” I replied, more confident than I felt. “We’ll find a way.”

That night, I held her as she slept, watching the moonlight paint silver patterns across her skin. I wondered what awaited us in Rome, what new challenges we would face.

* * *

The following evening, as we dined together in the villa’s courtyard, I noticed Samira and Livia sitting apart from the others, engaged in serious conversation.

Later, after everyone had retired for the night, I found Livia waiting in our bed, a new determination in her eyes.

“Samira gave me some advice today,” she said as I joined her beneath the sheets.

“Oh?” I pulled her close.

“She told me to be open with my mother when we return to Rome. To tell her exactly how I feel, without hiding or apologizing.” Livia’s voice grew stronger as she spoke. “She said parents often see what they expect to see, not what’s really there.”

“Samira is very wise,” I murmured, pressing a kiss to her forehead.

“She also said I should trust you more,” Livia added, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. “That you’ve never failed the women who needed you.”

I felt a weight of responsibility at those words. “I’ll do everything I can to help you, Livia. You know that.”

“I do know,” she said, lifting her face to mine. “That’s why I love you.”

* * *

Our final day in Syracuse passed quickly, and before I knew it, we were on our way to Rome. The journey was arduous but uneventful, giving me plenty of time to contemplate what awaited us. I spent most of my time with Livia, offering what comfort I could.

When we finally reached the gates of Rome, I felt Livia tense beside me. Her face had grown increasingly pale as we approached the city.

“Are you ready?” I asked quietly.

She nodded, though her eyes betrayed her anxiety. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

We made our way through the bustling streets to the Palatine Hill, where Livia’s family home stood among other noble residences. The house was impressive, built of fine stone with columns flanking the entrance. It spoke of wealth and influence.

Livia came to a halt at the threshold, her hand trembling in mine. Samira stepped forward, placing a reassuring hand on Livia’s shoulder.

“Remember what we discussed,” she said gently. “Speak from your heart.”

With a deep breath, Livia nodded to a servant who disappeared inside. Moments later, the door opened wider, and we were ushered into an elegant atrium. The house was silent except for the soft splashing of water in the central fountain.

We didn’t wait long. A woman appeared, tall and dignified, with the same auburn hair as Livia, though slightly worn. She froze when she saw her daughter, her composure cracking.

“Livia?” she whispered, as if seeing a ghost.

The silence stretched between them. Then suddenly, Livia’s mother rushed forward, wrapping her arms around her daughter.

“You’re alive… thank the gods,” she said, her voice breaking.

Livia stood stiffly in her mother’s embrace, her arms hanging at her sides. I could see the conflict on her face, wanting to respond but held back by memories of past rejection. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, she relaxed, though she didn’t return the embrace.

The rest of us stood quietly nearby, respecting the moment between mother and daughter. Julia’s eyes were damp with emotion, while Zafara maintained her usual composed expression. Samira watched with maternal understanding.

“I didn’t know if you were dead, or worse,” her mother said, pulling back to look at Livia’s face. “He … your father never forgave you, especially when we got the news that you’d run away.”

Livia’s face paled. “Father? Is he here?”

A shadow passed over her mother’s features. “No, darling. He passed away three days ago. He fell ill before Saturnalia, never recovered.”

“He’s dead?” Livia said in a lowered voice.

Her mother nodded, tears streaming down her face now. “The physicians tried everything.”

Livia stared at the floor, her expression unreadable. I wanted to comfort her, but wasn’t sure how. Death was complicated enough, but the death of someone who had hurt you… that was another matter entirely.

“I don’t know if I miss him,” Livia finally said. “I don’t know what I feel.”

Samira placed a hand gently on her shoulder. Livia leaned into her, visibly shaken. I watched, feeling both helpless and grateful that Samira was there.

After a moment, Livia’s mother seemed to notice the rest of us for the first time. She straightened, wiping away her tears with dignity.

“Please, come in properly. You must be tired from your journey.” She led us into a spacious room with comfortable couches arranged around a central table. “Let me offer you wine and refreshments.”

Servants appeared with trays of food and drink. We settled onto the couches, the atmosphere thick with tension despite the hospitality. Livia sat beside me, her hand finding mine beneath the folds of her stola.

We exchanged polite conversation for a while. Livia’s mother asked about our travels, carefully avoiding any mention of why her daughter had fled from her exile. I could feel Livia growing increasingly tense beside me.

Finally, she set down her wine cup with a decisive movement. “Mother,” she began, her voice trembling but determined, “I’m with Nathan now. I love him. And I won’t hide it.”

I squeezed her hand, proud of her courage.

Her mother’s expression remained carefully neutral. She didn’t interrupt.

“She was brave, and free, and joyful under my roof,” Samira said. “I’ve never seen a girl heal so fast… only to hurt again, when she thought you would reject her.”

Something in Samira’s words seemed to reach Livia’s mother. Her features softened slightly, though I could tell she was still struggling with what she was hearing.

“It’s not my place to stop you anymore,” she finally said. “I see that. But… there’s something you should know.”

Livia tensed beside me. “What is it?”

Her mother set down her cup, folding her hands in her lap. “Your father promised your hand to Senator Claudius’ son. The arrangement was sealed with honor and land.”

Livia’s face went pale. “A betrothal? But father is dead now…”

“What happens if we cancel it?” I asked, stepping closer to Livia protectively.

Her mother’s eyes grew dark with worry. “Senator Claudius will want to avenge himself. His family has been slighted publicly. It most likely will require spilled blood.”

I felt Livia tremble beside me, but I kept my face calm. I had faced worse than angry senators.

Julia stepped forward, her bearing regal and determined. “I’ll speak with my father. The Emperor will sort this out. Claudius may be powerful, but he’s not above imperial authority.”

“I hope so,” Livia’s mother replied, her voice tinged with doubt.

We rose to our feet, but Livia’s mother turned to her daughter then, opening her arms. “Before you leave…”

Livia stepped into her mother’s embrace. I watched as the older woman stroked her daughter’s hair, tears glistening in her eyes.

“I accept who you are,” she whispered. “We’ll start again, if you’ll let me try. You were always strong. I was just too afraid to see it.”

Livia fought back tears, finally hugging her mother back fully. “I love you,” she said, her voice thick with emotion.

“Then live how you choose,” her mother replied quietly. “But be careful.”

I glanced at Samira, who smiled, clearly understanding the importance of this moment. She stayed back, giving mother and daughter space for their reconciliation.

After a moment, Livia’s mother pulled away gently. “You should go to Augustus as quickly as possible. The sooner this is resolved, the safer you’ll be.”

I nodded, understanding the urgency. “Lead the way,” I told Julia.

Julia led us through the grand corridors of the imperial palace.

When we entered the audience chamber, Augustus rose from his seat. He embraced Julia warmly and nodded respectfully in my direction.

“Word of your deeds in Alexandria, Thebes, Carthage and Thebes has reached me,” he said. “You’ve brought hope and many children. Rome is grateful.”

I bowed, pleased by his recognition. I had come to understand how important validation from rulers could be, especially when asking for their help.

Julia moved closer to her father. “There’s another reason why we’ve come. We’re here because someone wants to take that away from him,” she said, gesturing toward me.

Augustus listened intently as we explained Livia’s situation: the betrothal, her father’s death, and the threat from Claudius. His face remained impassive, but I could see the calculations happening behind his eyes. Finally, he spoke with strength and clarity.

“You have my protection. No harm will come to you under Roman law.”

I felt everyone around me breathe a little easier. The word of Rome’s emperor carried weight that could shield us from almost any threat.

Just as Augustus gave his word, a servant burst into the chamber. “My lord… Senator Claudius is here. He demands an audience with Nathan.”

Augustus frowned deeply, clearly displeased by the interruption. “He demands?”

I stepped forward. “It’s all right. I don’t fear him.”

Augustus considered me for a moment, then nodded. “Fine.”

The doors swung open, and Claudius entered, flanked by two guards. His son, Titus, walked behind him, younger, proud, with a smug expression that immediately irritated me.

Claudius addressed Augustus with stiff formality, but his eyes never left mine.

“This man seduced my son’s betrothed. He has humiliated our house. I seek justice, and Rome demands it.”

“Rome demands children,” Augustus replied coldly. “He has given them.”

Claudius pressed on, undeterred. “Then let Rome witness his strength. I challenge him to face my son in the Colosseum. A trial of will, witnessed by the people.”

Titus stepped forward, stripping off his cloak to reveal a fighter’s tunic underneath. “Or is the breeder too weak to fight?”

I smiled faintly and stepped forward. The young man before me was athletic but untested. I could see it in his stance, in the way he held himself, all bluster, little experience.

“I accept your challenge,” I said calmly. “Though I wonder why you’re so eager to embarrass yourself publicly.”

Titus’ face darkened with anger. “You’ll regret those words when I’ve beaten you into the sand.”

I shrugged, unconcerned. “When and where?”

“The Colosseum, five days from now,” Augustus declared, his tone leaving no room for argument. “The duel will be conducted according to proper Roman law with witnesses and appropriate ceremony.”

Claudius bowed stiffly. “As you command, Caesar.”

I nodded my agreement. “Five days is fine. I’ll be ready.”

Livia stepped forward suddenly, her face pale. “Please, this isn’t necessary. I don’t want anyone hurt because of me.”

I took her hand, squeezing it gently. “This isn’t just about you now. It’s about honor and truth.”

Augustus raised his hand for silence. “The terms are set.”

“We accept these terms,” Claudius said, though his eyes remained cold. He turned to leave, his son following reluctantly behind him.

As the doors closed behind them, Julia turned to me, fear evident in her usually composed features.

“Are you certain about this?” she asked quietly. “Titus has trained with gladiators since childhood. He’s known for his skill with a blade.”

I smiled confidently. “I’ve faced worse opponents. Trust me, Julia. I won’t lose.”

She searched my face, then nodded slowly. “I believe you.” But concern still lingered in her eyes.

Augustus dismissed us shortly after, and we departed the palace. Livia remained silent as we walked, her shoulders hunched slightly as if carrying an invisible burden.

“You shouldn’t have to fight for me,” she finally said when we reached our quarters. “This is my fault.”

I turned her to face me. “Nothing about this is your fault. Some men believe they can own people, especially women. I’m happy to teach Titus that lesson.”

She didn’t look convinced, but she nodded and tried to smile.


Chapter 23 The Colosseum

* * *

The next five days passed quickly. Word spread throughout Rome about the upcoming duel, and I found myself the subject of curious glances wherever I went. The Romans loved spectacle, and a fight between a foreign visitor and a senator’s son promised entertainment.

I had also met Octavia, who already showed signs of pregnancy. I made love to her again as I’d promised. One night, after pulling out from her hole, she embraced me warmly. “Don’t underestimate your opponents … I know you got this, but don’t be lazy.”

“I promise I won’t,” I told her.

Julia arranged for a training space in a private villa on the outskirts of the city. She also hired Caius, a retired lanista who had trained champions for the arena.

Caius was a grizzled man with scars crisscrossing his arms and torso, evidence of his years in the gladiatorial schools. He circled me skeptically on our first meeting.

“So you’re the one who’s going to fight Titus,” he said, his voice gravelly from years of shouting commands. “Let’s see what you can do.”

He tossed me a wooden practice sword and shield, then attacked without warning. I parried his first strike easily, stepping aside to avoid his follow-up thrust.

For the next hour, we sparred across the courtyard. I held back at first, not wanting to reveal too much of my true strength. But Caius was skilled and pushed me harder than I expected.

“You move well,” he admitted grudgingly as we paused for water. “But Titus is young and fast. He won’t tire easily.”

“Neither will I,” I assured him.

As our training continued over the following days, I could see Caius becoming increasingly confused by my stamina. While he grew winded and sweaty, I barely showed signs of exertion.

“What are you?” he asked on the fourth day, after I had deflected a particularly vicious combination of strikes without breaking a sweat.

I simply smiled. “Just a man defending a woman’s honor.”

He shook his head, clearly not believing me, but didn’t press further.

Julia and Livia often watched these training sessions. Julia would observe with sharp eyes, occasionally offering suggestions based on what she knew of Titus’ fighting style. Livia would sit quietly, her face growing paler each day as the duel approached.

On the afternoon before the fight, Livia left early, unable to watch anymore. I saw the tears in her eyes as she hurried away.

“She blames herself,” Julia said, coming to stand beside me.

I nodded, watching Livia’s retreating figure. “I know. But she shouldn’t.”

“None of us wants to see you hurt,” Julia continued, her voice tight with emotion. “Especially not Livia. She loves you deeply.”

“I won’t get hurt,” I promised, turning to face her. “This is what I do, Julia. I protect those I care about.”

She studied my face, then reached up to gently touch my cheek. “Just come back to us whole. That’s all I ask.”

I covered her hand with mine. “I will. I promise.”

That night, I found Livia sitting alone in our chamber, staring out the window at the moonlit city.

“I should never have come back to Rome,” she said without turning. “I knew it would bring trouble.”

I moved to stand behind her and placed my hands on her shoulders. “Trouble finds us wherever we go. At least here, we can face it directly.”

She turned then, her eyes shimmering with unshed tears. “I couldn’t bear it if something happened to you because of me.”

I pulled her into my arms, holding her close. “Nothing will happen. I’ll defeat Titus, and then we’ll be free to continue our journey.”

“How can you be so sure?” she whispered against my chest.

I smiled into her hair. “Because I’m fighting for something worth protecting.”

We made love that night, as if trying to hold onto each other against the uncertainty of tomorrow. Afterward, she fell asleep in my arms, her face finally peaceful.

I remained awake, watching the play of moonlight across her features. She looked so peaceful in sleep, all worry erased from her face. I traced the curve of her cheek with my fingertip, careful not to wake her. In that moment, I felt a fierce protectiveness surge through me. I would not let anyone harm her or take her freedom away again.

* * *

Dawn came too quickly. Livia stirred beside me, her eyes fluttering open to find me already dressed.

“You didn’t sleep,” she said. It wasn’t a question.

“I was thinking,” I admitted, sitting on the edge of the bed. “About today.”

She sat up, clutching the sheet to her chest. “Please don’t do this. We could leave Rome right now, travel somewhere they’d never find us.”

I took her hands in mine. They were trembling. “And spend our lives looking over our shoulders? That’s not living, Livia.”

“It’s better than losing you.” Her voice broke on the last word, and tears spilled down her cheeks.

I gathered her into my arms, pressing my lips to her hair. “You won’t lose me. I promise.”

She pulled back to look at me, her eyes searching mine. “How can you be so certain? Titus has trained his whole life for combat.”

“I’ve faced worse than an entitled Roman boy with something to prove.”

“But what if something goes wrong? What if—”

I silenced her with a kiss. When I pulled away, I cupped her face in my hands. “Trust me, Livia. I’ve got this.”

She leaned her forehead against mine, her breath warm on my lips. “I do trust you. I just can’t bear the thought of you being hurt because of me.”

“Not because of you,” I corrected. “For you. There’s a difference.” I kissed her again, more deeply this time. “And you’re worth it.”

She embraced me fiercely then, her body pressed against mine as if she could somehow keep me safe through the strength of her hold. I held her just as tightly, drawing comfort from her warmth.

“I love you,” she whispered against my neck.

“And I love you,” I replied. “Now, help me prepare. I have a duel to win.”

* * *

The Colosseum loomed before us, its massive stone arches stretching toward the brightening sky. Despite the early hour, crowds were already gathering, eager for the spectacle. Word had spread quickly through Rome, and it seemed everyone wanted to witness the confrontation between the mysterious, breeding foreigner and the senator’s son.

We entered through a private passage arranged by Julia. The cool, damp corridor led us to a small preparation chamber beneath the arena. Caius was waiting, already laying out armor and weapons.

“Light but strong,” he said, handing me a leather cuirass reinforced with bronze plates. “You’ll want mobility against Titus. He relies on power, not speed.”

I nodded, strapping on the armor while Caius continued his assessment of my opponent.

“He’ll try to overwhelm you early. Don’t let him. Make him work for every move, tire him out.”

“I understand,” I said, testing the weight of the gladius he handed me. The sword was perfectly balanced, its edge gleaming in the torchlight.

Livia stood silently in the corner, her face pale but composed. She had insisted on accompanying me to the preparation chamber, despite Julia’s suggestion that she join the others in the imperial box. I was grateful for her presence, drawing strength from her quiet courage.

A trumpet sounded above us, signaling the beginning of the ceremony. Caius handed me a bronze helmet, its design simple but elegant.

“It’s time,” he said.

I turned to Livia one last time. She stepped forward, straightening my armor with trembling hands.

“Come back to me,” she whispered.

I kissed her swiftly. “Always.”

Then I followed Caius up the stairs toward the arena floor. The roar of the crowd grew louder with each step, a living, breathing entity hungry for entertainment. I focused on my breathing, centering myself as I had learned to do over countless lifetimes.

Sunlight blinded me momentarily as I stepped onto the sand. The Colosseum was even more impressive from inside, its tiered seating rising all around me, filled with thousands of spectators. I spotted Julia, Tanith, and Samira in the imperial box, with Zafara beside them, and then I saw Livia joining them shortly after. Augustus sat on his elevated throne, watching with keen interest.

Across the arena, Titus entered from the opposite gate, greeted by cheers from his supporters. He was dressed in ornate armor, clearly designed to impress rather than for practical combat. His helmet was topped with a crimson plume that fluttered in the morning breeze.

We approached the center of the arena, where a herald waited to announce the terms of the duel. I kept my expression neutral, studying Titus’s movements. He walked with the confidence of youth and privilege, but I noted a slight stiffness in his stance that suggested nerves beneath his bravado.

“Citizens of Rome!” the herald called, his voice echoing across the arena. “Today, you witness a trial of honor between Titus Claudius Nero and the foreigner known as Nathan. They fight for the hand of the lady Livia Drusilla.”

I frowned at this simplification but kept my peace. Let them believe what they wanted.

“The combat will continue till death or surrender,” the herald continued. “The Emperor himself bears witness to this contest.”

Augustus nodded solemnly from his seat, acknowledging his role as judge.

The herald stepped back. “Prepare yourselves.”

Titus and I faced each other, barely ten paces apart. I could see the hatred burning in his eyes through the slits in his helmet. He shifted his weight from foot to foot, unable to contain his eagerness for combat.

“Begin!” the herald shouted, quickly retreating from between us.

Titus charged immediately, bellowing a war cry that echoed through the Colosseum. His gladius slashed toward my neck in a vicious arc. I raised my shield, deflecting the blow. The force of his attack vibrated through my arm, stronger than I had anticipated.

I sidestepped, maintaining my defensive stance. Let him waste his energy, I thought. Let him show me how he fights.

“Coward!” Titus spat, circling me like a predator. “Fight me properly!”

I kept my shield up, watching his movements carefully. His next attack came swiftly: a feint to my left followed by a thrust toward my midsection. I pivoted, letting his blade slide harmlessly past me.

The crowd roared its approval at the display of skill. I heard Livia’s name being chanted from some sections, while others called for Titus to finish me quickly.

“Is this all you can do?” Titus taunted, his face flushed with exertion and anger. “Hide behind your shield?”

I smiled slightly, which only enraged him further. His next series of attacks came in a flurry: slashing, stabbing, each strike more furious than the last. I blocked or dodged each one, never striking back, watching his technique reveal itself in his anger.

Five minutes passed this way. Sweat began to trickle down Titus’s face. His breathing grew heavier, his movements fractionally slower. Still, I maintained my defensive posture, conserving my energy.

“Fight back!” he demanded, frustration evident in his voice.

“As you wish,” I replied calmly.

I lunged forward suddenly, my gladius slicing toward his sword arm. He barely managed to block, stumbling backward with surprise. I pressed my advantage, driving him across the sand with a series of controlled strikes.

The crowd’s roar intensified as the tide of battle shifted. I could hear Julia’s voice among them, urging me on. I caught a glimpse of Livia in the imperial box, her hands clasped tightly before her.

Titus recovered his balance and counterattacked fiercely. His blade found a gap in my defenses, scoring a shallow cut across my upper arm. Pain flared briefly, but I ignored it, focusing on my opponent.

“First blood to me,” he crowed, confidence returning to his stance.

I nodded acknowledgment, but didn’t slow my assault. Our blades clashed again and again, the metallic ring echoing through the arena.

Ten minutes into the fight, Titus was visibly tiring. His shield arm drooped slightly, his strikes losing their precision. Sweat soaked his tunic beneath his armor. In contrast, I felt strong, my breathing controlled, my movements economical.

“You can still walk away,” I offered during a brief pause in our exchange. “There’s no shame in it.”

“Never,” he snarled, launching himself at me with renewed fury.

I sidestepped his charge, tripping him as he passed. He sprawled face-first in the sand, and the crowd laughed. Humiliation colored his face as he scrambled to his feet.

“I’ll kill you for that,” he hissed, spitting sand.

“This doesn’t have to end badly,” I said, genuinely wanting to spare him further embarrassment.

His answer was another wild attack. I blocked his overhead strike with my shield, then twisted, locking his sword arm with mine. With a sharp movement, I disarmed him, his gladius clattering to the sand several feet away.

The arena fell silent. Titus stood defenseless before me, his chest heaving with exertion.

“Yield,” I said firmly.

His eyes darted to his fallen weapon, calculating whether he could reach it before I struck.

“It’s over,” I told him. “Don’t make this worse.”

For a moment, I thought he would surrender. Then I caught a flash of light from the imperial box—sunlight reflected from something metallic, aimed directly at my eyes. The sudden glare blinded me momentarily.

I instinctively raised my shield, feeling rather than seeing Titus dive for his sword. When my vision cleared, I saw Claudius in the stands, holding what appeared to be a polished metal disk angled to catch the sun.

Fury rose within me at this dishonorable tactic. As Titus lunged with his recovered weapon, I stepped inside his guard. My gladius slid between his ribs, penetrating deeply.

Titus’s eyes widened with shock. He dropped his sword, hands clutching at the wound as I withdrew my blade. Blood spilled between his fingers, staining the sand crimson beneath him. He collapsed to his knees, then fell sideways, dead and defeated.

The crowd erupted: some with cheers, others with horrified gasps. I turned toward Augustus, my bloody sword held high.

“The match is decided,” Augustus declared, rising from his seat. “Nathan is the victor.”

I looked to where Claudius sat, his face a mask of rage and disbelief. Guards were already moving toward him, having witnessed his interference.

“The combat was fair until Senator Claudius attempted to blind the combatant Nathan,” Augustus announced, his voice carrying across the suddenly quiet arena. “Such dishonor cannot stand. The victory is awarded to Nathan, and Senator Claudius is stripped of his position immediately.”

The arena erupted with cheers, my name echoing from thousands of voices. I stood and raised my sword, accepting their adulation even as part of me recoiled from it. This was Rome—blood and spectacle, triumph and defeat all wrapped into one intoxicating moment.

Physicians rushed to Titus as I walked toward the imperial box. Augustus nodded his approval, a slight smile playing at his lips. Livia’s face shone with relief.

I exited through the gladiators’ gate, removing my helmet as I walked. The cool air of the passage felt refreshing after the heat and tension of combat. I had barely taken a dozen steps when I heard rapid footsteps behind me. Turning, I saw Livia running toward me, her face alight with joy.

She threw herself into my arms with such force I staggered back. I caught her, lifting her off her feet as she pressed her face into my neck.

“You’re safe,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “You’re really safe.”

I held her tightly, feeling her tears against my skin. Before I could respond, more footsteps echoed down the passage. Julia appeared, breathless from running, with Tanith close behind.

“You magnificent bastard,” Julia exclaimed, joining our embrace. “I knew you’d win!”

Tanith circled us, her eyes bright with excitement. “That was the most thrilling thing I’ve ever seen! And when Claudius tried to blind you—”

“Let’s not talk about that now,” I said, still holding Livia close. “It’s over. We won.”

Livia’s mother approached more slowly, her expression unreadable. She stopped several paces away, studying me with new eyes.

“It seems I misjudged you,” she said finally. “My daughter is clearly yours, by her choice and by the judgment of combat.” She inclined her head slightly. “I acknowledge her freedom to follow her heart.”

Livia turned in my arms to face her mother. “Thank you,” she said simply.

The moment was interrupted by the arrival of imperial guards.

“The Emperor requests your presence at the palace,” their leader said. “There will be a celebration in honor of your victory.”

* * *

The feast at Augustus’s palace was lavish beyond imagination. I sat at the Emperor’s right hand, with Livia beside me. Across the table, Octavia reclined on her couch, her hand occasionally drifting to her slightly swollen belly. The pregnancy suited her, giving her skin a healthy glow.

“To Nathan,” Augustus proclaimed, raising his goblet high. “For his courage, his skill, and his devotion to love. Rome honors you today.”

The assembled guests echoed the toast, drinking deeply. I sipped my wine, still uncomfortable with the attention.

“I must admit,” Augustus continued, leaning closer to me, “I had my doubts when the priestess of Venus first told me of your arrival. But you have proven yourself a man of extraordinary talents.”

“Thank you, Caesar,” I replied.

“I have a request,” he said, lowering his voice so only I could hear. “Would you consider extending your stay? Just a week longer. There are many women who’d be honored to sleep with you.”

I glanced at Livia, who was deep in conversation with Julia. I thought of the women of Rome, many of whom had approached me with barely concealed interest since my arrival.

“I’ll stay,” I agreed. “For a little bit longer.”

Augustus clapped my shoulder, pleased. “Excellent! The women of Rome will be delighted.” He chuckled. “Including my sister, I suspect.”

Octavia caught my eye across the table and smiled.

* * *

Later that night, back at our villa, Livia stood on the balcony overlooking the gardens. I joined her, wrapping my arms around her waist from behind.

“Are you happy?” I asked, resting my chin on her shoulder.

“I feel free,” she said, leaning back against me. “Truly free for the first time in my life.” She turned in my arms to face me. “No one owns me now. Not my family, not the traditions of Rome. I can choose my own path.”

“And what path do you choose?”

Her answer was a kiss, deep and passionate. When we finally broke apart, she smiled. “You. Us. Whatever comes next.”

We returned inside to find Julia and Tanith waiting in our chamber, reclining on the large bed.

“About time you two came in,” Tanith said, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. “We were beginning to think you’d forgotten us.”

“Titus fought like a girl,” Tanith added with a smirk. “I’ve seen Carthaginian women handle a sword better than that.”

“He fought bravely,” I said diplomatically.

“He fought stupidly,” Julia countered, stretching like a cat. “But let’s not waste any more time talking about losers.”

What followed was a night of passion unlike any I’d experienced before. We had a foursome. I plunged into one pussy after another. I lost track of whose lips I was kissing, whose skin I was caressing. We loved each other thoroughly, completely, celebrating life and victory and freedom.

Afterward, we lay tangled together, our bodies slick with sweat, our breathing gradually slowing, and my seed trickled out from their pussies. Livia’s head rested on my chest, Julia curled against my side, and Tanith draped across my legs. I gazed at the ceiling.

“What happens next?” Julia murmured.

“We sleep,” I replied with a tired smile. “Even gods need rest.”

We drifted off to sleep tangled together, a knot of limbs and shared warmth. In that moment, I felt truly at peace, surrounded by these women who had chosen to share their lives with me.


Chapter 24 Goodbye Rome

The weeks that followed consisted of fertility and pleasure. They were grateful that I had returned to Rome. Women from all corners of the empire sought me out. From eighteen-year-old daughters to wealthy widows, they came with hopeful eyes and open arms.

I fulfilled my promise to Augustus, breeding dozens of women each day. Some came alone, others in groups. Many brought offerings: jewelry, exotic foods, fine wines, though I never asked for payment. This wasn’t commerce; it was a sacred duty.

The changes were already visible throughout the city. Pregnant bellies swelled beneath stolas, and a new optimism filled the air. I had given Rome what it desperately needed: hope for the future, embodied in the promise of children.

Octavia had become a regular visitor to my bed. Her pregnancy progressed beautifully, but that didn’t diminish her appetite for pleasure. If anything, it enhanced it. There was something deeply satisfying about making love to her, watching her body change with my child growing inside her.

But as fulfilling as my time in Rome had been, I knew it couldn’t last forever. The pull of other times, other places, grew stronger each day, and I also wanted to see Neferu, Thaleia, Thea and Cleo again. Zafara had been increasingly restless, dropping hints about “timelines” and “continuity.”

It was time to move on.

I found Julia in the gardens one morning, reading a scroll beneath the shade of an olive tree. She looked up as I approached, her face brightening.

“I’ve been looking for you,” she said, setting aside her reading.

“And I for you.” I sat beside her on the marble bench. “We need to talk about what happens next.”

She studied my face, her expression growing serious. “You’re leaving, aren’t you?”

I nodded. “Soon. My work here is done.”

“Take me with you,” she said without hesitation. “I want to see this future world you’ve spoken of.”

“Are you certain? It would mean leaving everything behind: your family, your position, and everything you’ve ever known.”

Julia laughed, though there was little humor in it. “My position? To be married off to some ally of my father’s? To breed sons for a man I don’t love?” She shook her head firmly. “I want more than that.”

“What about Augustus? He loves you deeply.”

“Father… I’ll speak to him. He’s cunning and he’ll figure something out.”

I left her there among the flowers and sought out Livia. I found her in the small temple of Venus on the villa grounds, placing fresh flowers before the goddess’s statue.

“Making an offering?” I asked.

She turned, smiling when she saw me. “Giving thanks, actually. For you. For everything.”

I moved to stand beside her, gazing up at Venus’s serene face. “I’m leaving Rome soon.”

Livia was quiet for a long moment. “I knew this day would come,” she finally said. “Will you take me with you?”

“If that’s what you want.”

“It is,” she said firmly. “More than anything. But…” She hesitated. “I need to say goodbye to my mother properly. She deserves that much, despite everything we’ve gone through.”

“Of course,” I agreed. “Take whatever time you need. I won’t leave without you.”

She sighed in relief. “Thank you for understanding.”

I kissed her forehead gently. “Always.”

My next stop was the practice yard, where I found Tanith stringing her bow. She let an arrow fly, striking the target dead center.

“Impressive,” I said, stepping closer.

She glanced over her shoulder with a smirk. “Careful, you’ve got competition now.”

“I’ve always known that,” I said, smiling. “I’ve been looking for you.”

She lowered her bow and walked over, brushing her fingers against mine. “Missing me already?”

“Always. But I came to ask you something important.”

Her eyes searched mine. “You’re leaving.”

I nodded. “And I want you to come with me.”

“To your world?” she said in awe. “The future?”

“Yes. If you want to.”

She lit up. “Of course, I do … but my mother.”

I took her hand. “I understand.”

“I’ll fetch her,” she said.

True to her word, Tanith returned with Samira. I was struck once again by how much the daughter resembled her mother: the same proud bearing and the same intelligent eyes.

What amazed me most was their openness with each other. In my experience, mothers and daughters rarely shared such honesty, especially about matters of the heart. As Tanith explained her desire to follow me into modernity, I watched their interaction with fascination.

“Mother, I want to go with Nathan,” Tanith said, her voice steady but her hands fidgeting with the edge of her robe. “To see his world, to experience things beyond what Carthage or even Rome can offer.”

Samira listened intently, her face a study in conflicting emotions. When Tanith finished speaking, Samira reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind her daughter’s ear with such tenderness that I felt like an intruder witnessing something sacred.

“I have always known you would fly far from our nest,” Samira said. “Your spirit was never meant to be contained by the walls of one city, or even one time.” Tears welled in her eyes, glistening but not falling. “I will miss you every day, my little bird. But I would rather miss you knowing you are soaring than keep you close and watch your wings wither.”

Tanith embraced her mother tightly. “I love you so much.”

I stood quietly, giving them space for their moment. When they finally separated, Tanith turned to me with sudden inspiration lighting her face. “Nathan, you have certain powers,” she said. “Can you help my mother? Make this parting less painful for her?”

I considered her request carefully. “I can ease the transition, yes. Through intimacy, I could share some of my essence with her. It would provide comfort and connection.”

Samira’s eyes widened slightly, then a smile curved her lips. “I would welcome such a gift,” she said, her voice gaining strength. “To know my daughter is in capable hands would ease my heart. Perhaps we could spend this night together? Alone?”

“If that’s what you wish,” I replied, surprised but pleased by her directness.

“It is,” she confirmed without hesitation.

Tanith kissed her mother’s cheek. “I’ll see you tomorrow then.” She gave me a knowing look before leaving us alone.

* * *

Later that night, Samira came to my chambers. She wore a simple linen shift, her hair loose around her shoulders. In the lamplight, I could see the beauty that had passed to Tanith: the high cheekbones, the busty boobs and the plump lips.

“I want to know the man who will take my daughter away,” she said, approaching me without shyness.

I took her hands in mine. “I promise I will protect her with everything I am.”

“Show me,” she whispered.

She fell into my hands, and I kissed her passionately. Samira’s arms wrapped around my neck as she pressed herself against me. I ran my hands down her back, feeling the heat of her skin through the thin fabric. She was an experienced kisser. She knew how to swirl our tongues together. She knew now to move her lips, and she knew how to caress me while we kissed. She gently stroked my cock over the fabric, stirring it to life without using my powers.

Dying to see her nude, I came off her lips. We rose while a string of saliva clung from lip to lip. Slowly, I undressed her, letting the garment fall away to reveal her naked form. My breath caught in my throat as I took in her beauty: full breasts capped with areolas and topped with thick, suckable nipples, flaring curves, and long legs.

“You’re breathtaking,” I whispered, trailing kisses along her neck.

“You don’t think my breasts sag too much?” she asked in her husky voice.

“Not at all,” I said and cupped them both. “They’re enormous … “

She giggled as I kept touching them, sinking my fingers into them. Slowly, I trailed kisses down her neck and chest, savoring the taste of her skin. When I took one of her nipples into my mouth, Samira giggled and arched her back. “Oh, Nathan,” she breathed.

I gave her boobs my full attention, alternating between gentle licks and more nipple sucking. As much as I was enjoying exploring her body, I found myself longing to feel her lips wrapped around me.

I pulled back slightly after having coated her breasts in my saliva, meeting her eyes. Understanding dawned in Samira’s eyes. Without a word, she dropped to her knees. Her hands trailed up my thighs as she gazed up at me with a mixture of desire and reverence.

“Like this?” she asked coyly.

“Exactly like that,” I said.

I took off my clothes, freeing my hardening length. Samira’s eyes widened slightly as she took in the sight of my fully erect manhood the second time. “Even more impressive than I remember,” she murmured before leaning in to place a kiss on the tip.

I threaded my fingers through her hair as she began to explore me with her tongue. She traced the veins along my shaft before swirling her tongue around the head. When she finally took me into her mouth, I couldn’t hold back a deep moan of pleasure. It felt even better than I’d imagined.

Samira sucked me like a pro, switching between long, slow strokes and quicker, more intense head-bobbing. Her hands caressed what her mouth couldn’t reach, but sometimes, she boldly took it to the depths of her throat, and I could see the bulge above her neck.

“Samira,” I groaned, “Gosh, that’s intense.”

She hummed in response, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through me. I could have easily lost myself in the feeling of her mouth, but I wanted to bring her pleasure as well.

Gently, I urged her back onto the bed. She lay back, her hair fanning out on the pillow. She happily spread her legs for me, and I positioned myself between them, drinking in the sight of her glistening folds.

“Your flower looks almost identical to Tanith’s,” I murmured before leaning in to taste her.

She giggled. “Hopefully, I’m equally as sweet.”

“Let me check.” I pressed my tongue against her womanhood, parting her lips with my fingers, so I could reach her pink flesh a bit better. I enjoyed Samira’s sweet honey as my tongue explored her folds. “You taste even sweeter.”

She couldn’t stop giggling. I went back to licking her, and she gasped and arched her back, fingers tangling in my hair. I licked and sucked at her most sensitive spots, enjoying the sounds of her moans of pleasure.

“Oh,” she moaned. “Please, I want more.”

I kissed my way up her body till I reached her lips. I kissed her for a brief moment before entering her. As I positioned myself at her entrance, I focused on channeling my divine energy. I wanted this to be more than just physical pleasure. I wanted to fill her with hope, love and optimism.

I rubbed the head along her womanhood, coating it in her nectar. It was now a mixture of her spit and her juices running down my shaft as I aimed it right at her center.

Slowly, I eased myself inside her welcoming warmth. Samira’s eyes fluttered closed as she took me in fully on the first thrust. “You feel amazing,” I murmured against her neck. I was used to having to warm them up, but Samira’s vagina had no problem swallowing my cock at first go.

“So do you,” she said with her eyes closed.

I began to slide my erection in and out of her, seeing it disappear and reappear again and again. With each thrust, I concentrated on channeling positive energy into her, making her healthy and happy. Samira’s legs wrapped around my waist, drawing me in deeper. Our bodies moved together as one, building towards a shared climax.

“Nathan,” Samira moaned. “I feel … I feel so full of light.” Her eyes shone with wonder and joy.

I slid in and out of her velvety walls quicker, feeling my pleasure mounting as her walls embraced me. “Let it wash over you,” I encouraged. “Let it fill every part of you.”

Samira arched her back, pushing her well-endowed breasts to my face. She moaned out in pleasure as she reached the peak, her inner walls pulsing around the sensitive head. The sensation pushed me over the edge, and on the next thrust, I came hard, pouring not just my seed but waves of divine, healing energy into her. I looked into her eyes throughout the climax, focusing intently as I kept filling her womanhood. Once there were only trickles left, I slowed down, lightly gliding my erection in and out of her till the seeping crown slipped out from her. While I kept the tip close to her swollen lips, cum trickled out from my cock and her lips at the same time, creampieing her thoroughly. It felt so nice to brush my softening erection against her wet folds while we were both sensitive to touches. She reached down to spread her lips, eyeing the pearly trickles in awe.

“Wow … I don’t remember it being that bright,” she said.

“It’s not supposed to be,” I told her. “It’s only like that for mine.”

Her eyes flitted up to mine, and I saw no grief or sadness. She looked blessed and happy. I lay down beside her, and she turned to me, lying on the side. Her breasts landed on top of each other, forming the perfect figure eight, while her hair spilled over her gorgeous body. I caressed the curve of her hip, marveling over how beautiful she truly was.

“That was … indescribable,” she said, reaching out to caress my cheek. “I feel renewed, reborn. Like a great weight has been lifted from my heart.”

I kissed her tenderly. “I’m so glad. You deserve all the happiness in the world, Samira.”

“Do you think we can do this tomorrow morning too?”

“Of course,” I told her. I’d happily make love to her again, especially seeing her take me to the depths of her throat.

She snuggled against me, sighing contentedly. “Thank you, Nathan. For everything you’ve done for us, for Tanith … and for me.”

“You’re welcome.”

As we drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms, I knew that Samira would be able to face Tanith’s departure with strength and optimism. My divine gift had worked its magic once again.


Chapter 25 Home Sweet Home

The next morning dawned bright and clear. After a passionate morning with Samira that left us both glowing, we dressed and made our way to the temple of Venus for our farewell.

When we arrived, we were greeted by Aurelia, who’d cleared the temple. She kissed my hand and gave me a hug, thanking me for what I’d given Rome.

Servants carried ornate chests while Augustus directed them. He greeted me with unusual warmth, clasping my arm like an old friend.

“I have some parting gifts for you.”

He gestured to the row of chests being arranged before us. A servant opened one, revealing gleaming gold coins, jewelry, and precious gems.

“A small token of Rome’s gratitude,” Augustus said.

I nodded, genuinely touched by his generosity. “Thank you, Caesar. Your kindness is appreciated.”

Octavia stood nearby, one hand resting on her swollen belly. Beside her, Samira waited, while Livia’s mother stood with uncharacteristic emotion showing on her usually stern face.

As we gathered in the temple, Augustus cleared his throat and beckoned to someone waiting in the shadows of a nearby colonnade. A young woman stepped forward, and I blinked in surprise. She was the spitting image of Julia: same height, same walk, same features. The resemblance was uncanny.

“This is Claudia,” Augustus said. “She has graciously agreed to take Julia’s place in Rome. Few outside this circle will ever know the difference.”

It was a good old switcheroo. Julia burst into giggles beside me. “Father always thinks of everything. Poor Claudia will have to learn all my bad habits!”

The girl smiled nervously but said nothing. I wondered what Augustus had promised her in exchange for this deception.

Samira stepped forward then, opening her arms to Tanith. They embraced tightly, the mother burying her face in her daughter’s hair as if memorizing her scent.

“I love you, my little bird,” Samira said, her voice steady despite the tears in her eyes. “More than the stars love the night sky.”

Tanith pulled back slightly, searching her mother’s face. “Did last night with Nathan help? Do you feel better about all this?”

Samira smiled, a radiance in her expression I hadn’t seen before. “I feel like a newborn woman, my darling. Full of hope and optimism, I thought long lost.” She cupped her daughter’s face tenderly. “Promise me one thing: always be there for your man. Support him as he supports you. That is the secret to lasting happiness.”

Tanith nodded, tears streaming down her face. “I promise, Mother.”

Livia’s mother reached out, pulling her daughter into a tight embrace. I watched as the older woman’s stern façade crumbled, revealing the vulnerable heart beneath.

“I love you, my daughter,” she whispered, stroking Livia’s hair. “More than I’ve ever been able to show. I’m grateful we can part this way, with understanding between us.”

Livia clung to her mother, tears streaming down her face. “Thank you for letting me go,” she said. “For understanding that I must follow my own path.”

“Just be happy,” her mother replied, pulling back to look into Livia’s eyes. “That’s all I’ve ever truly wanted for you.”

Octavia approached us. She embraced me first, her swollen belly pressing against mine as she kissed my cheek.

“Thank you,” she murmured against my ear. “For this gift of life, and for showing me that pleasure doesn’t end with youth.” She released me and turned to Julia, enfolding her in a warm embrace. “May your journey be peaceful and filled with wonder, dear one. Remember Rome kindly in your new life.”

Julia smiled through her tears. “I’ll miss you, Aunt Octavia. Take care of father for me.”

Augustus stepped forward then, his imperial mask slipping to reveal genuine emotion. To my astonishment, he bowed deeply before me: the Emperor of Rome showing deference to a man he’d once considered a fraud.

“Farewell, Nathan,” Augustus said formally. “Rome will never forget your blessed visitation.”

I nodded, accepting his respect with as much grace as I could muster. Despite our complicated history, I felt a grudging respect for the man. He was a survivor, a ruler who understood sacrifice.

“It’s time,” Zafara said. “The portal can only remain stable for a short while.”

A shimmering distortion appeared at the far end of the temple. The portal shimmered to life, golden and swirling with heatless light. The wind picked up around us.

Picking up the chests, I looked at my girls. “Ready?”

They nodded, nervous but excited.

I turned back for a final glance. Augustus lifted one hand in solemn farewell. Octavia’s lips pressed into a thin smile. Samira held her arms crossed, but her eyes were misted.

One by one, I sent the gifts, chests of gold, scrolls, statuettes, through the light.

Then I drew the women into my arms. Together, we stepped forward. The portal engulfed us in light, and just like that, we were gone.

* * *

The portal opened with a low hum, shimmering like heated air. I stepped through first, the sensation of landing back in my living room both surreal and grounding. The light faded behind me, and I turned just in time to catch Livia as she stumbled slightly, her eyes wide.

Tanith followed, steady on her feet but glancing around in awe. Julia stepped through last, blinking hard at the sudden shift in light and space. Zafara exited calmly, barely fazed, her hand closing the portal behind her with a flick of her fingers.

The scent of my mansion and sunlight filled the space. Modern California air.

Neferu, Thea, Thaleia and Cleo were curled on the couch, talking and laughing, but their eyes widened when they saw me. They ran to me and competed for space to hug me. I told them to relax as they bombarded me with questions.

“You alright?” I asked Tanith, Livia and Julia as they settled onto the cushioned outdoor chairs.

Livia pressed a hand to her head. “It felt like the world flipped upside down.”

Julia gave a shaky laugh. “Like my body arrived before my mind.”

Tanith sat back and let the sun hit her face. “I’ve never felt air like this. Everything smells… new.”

“It passes,” I said. “The first time, I could barely walk.”

Neferu returned with a tray of chilled water, juice, and cut fruit. She set it down with a smile. “Here. You’ll feel better in a minute.”

“Thank you,” Julia said, already reaching for a glass.

Livia took a sip, exhaled, and looked around at the garden. “It’s beautiful here.”

Tanith leaned toward me, eyes gleaming. “So… this is your world.”

I nodded. “Welcome home.”

Neferu set down the tray and gestured to the women beside me. “How are you doing? Time travel was messy the first time I did it too.”

“The nausea is going away,” Livia said.

“I’m glad,” I said, patting her back. “Allow me to make proper introductions. This is Julia, daughter of Augustus Caesar himself.”

Julia nodded and waved at Neferu and the Greeks. “It’s an honor to meet you all. Nathan spoke of you often during our time together.”

“And this is Livia,” I continued, “a woman of remarkable courage who defied Rome’s expectations.”

Livia smiled shyly. “I’m pleased to finally meet you. Your stories helped me imagine this world before I saw it.”

“And finally, Tanith from Carthage, a city in North Africa.”

Tanith’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “I’ve been eager to meet the Egyptian goddess who captured Nathan’s heart first.”

Neferu giggled. “I’m not a goddess, though. I’m Ramses the Great’s sister.”

The women sized each other up, and I could feel the tension of curiosity in the air. Thaleia, Thea, and Cleo also introduced themselves. The Romans knew a lot about Greek and Egyptian history, so it wasn’t a foreign introduction. Although they weren’t that pleased when they talked about Roman rule.

“Tell us about Rome,” Cleo asked, leaning forward eagerly. “In our time, it was just a city, not an empire from which you come from.”

Julia laughed. “Well, time certainly changes. There are marble columns that reach to the heavens, fountains that never cease flowing, and more people than you can imagine in one place.”

“The baths alone are worth the visit,” Livia added. “Nothing like soaking in hot water while discussing politics and gossip.”

Thea and Thaleia exchanged glances. “We’ve heard of Roman baths,” Thea said. “In Greece, we have similar traditions, though perhaps not as elaborate.”

“And then you have the gladiators,” Tanith told them before touching my arm. “Our hero fought in one for Livia.”

“Tell us more!” Thaleia said, and I told them about my battle with Titus and Livia’s parents. They were all sympathetic toward her, glad that she was happier now.

The conversation flowed easily as they compared their homelands. I watched with satisfaction as my past and present intertwined before my eyes.

“I visited Egypt with Nathan,” Julia mentioned casually. “Though I must say, some of our Roman tourists behaved abominably, treating sacred temples like curiosities rather than places of worship.”

Neferu’s eyes narrowed slightly. “What did they do exactly?”

Julia understood that it probably wasn’t a great idea to continue. “Uhm, never mind. I apologize on behalf of my people. Tourists are stupid.”

An awkward silence fell. I cleared my throat. “Speaking of souvenirs, I brought gifts from Rome.”

I moved to the pile of items we’d sent through the portal. “Neferu, these are for you.”

I handed her several carefully preserved scrolls. She unrolled one partially, and her eyes widened before a pleased smile spread across her face. “Erotic teachings,” she murmured, examining the detailed illustrations. “They’re just like authentic Egyptian papyrus scrolls.”

“And here,” I added, lifting out a beautifully dyed Roman stola in deep purple with gold embroidery. “Traditional Roman clothing.”

Julia rose immediately. “I’d be happy to help you try it on. The draping is an art form in itself.”

Neferu nodded, trying to forget about the stupid tourists. “I would appreciate that.”

Next, I turned to Thea, Thaleia, and Cleo. “For you three, something I thought would be meaningful.” I unwrapped a set of exquisitely crafted marble statuettes depicting Alexander the Great mounted on his horse Bucephalus, in battle, and as a ruler. Along with them, I unrolled a detailed map showing the extent of his empire.

“Wow,” Thea said, lifting one statuette with reverent hands.

Thaleia traced the boundaries on the map. “So this is how far he reached, conquering the known world.”

As they marveled over their gifts, I began telling them about our adventures in Rome. I described the grandeur of the Colosseum, the political maneuverings of Augustus, and the duel that had won Livia’s freedom.

“And then there was the time Nathan threw a pirate onto the hull of a ship,” Tanith interjected with a laugh.

The afternoon passed quickly as stories flowed back and forth. Eventually, I realized it was time to introduce my ancient companions to some modern wonders.

“There’s something I want to show you,” I said, leading them inside to the living room. I stood by the light switch. “Watch this.”

I flipped the switch, and the room instantly filled with light. Livia gasped, while Julia and Tanith jumped slightly.

“What sorcery is this?” Julia whispered, looking around for oil lamps or torches.

“We call it electricity,” I explained, flipping the switch off and on again. “It’s like capturing lightning in a controlled way.”

“We had the same reaction when we first saw it,” Thaleia said, and then she shrugged. “Now, though, it’s a part of daily life.”

“And this,” I continued, picking up my smartphone, “allows me to speak to people across the world instantly, or access nearly all human knowledge.”

I showed them a video of dolphins swimming, and they crowded around, expressions of wonder on their faces.

“It’s like a tiny theater,” Julia marveled. “Do you remember the mime?”

“Of course, I do,” I told her, draping my arm over her shoulder. “But with this, we can watch all the mimes you want in private.”

“Cool,” Julia said, her eyes wide.

“Speaking of theaters,” I said, turning on the television. A nature documentary was playing, showing sweeping aerial views of the wilderness of Africa.

My guests’ eyes widened as the screen filled with images of lions stalking through golden grass. Julia actually screamed and jumped back, while Livia clutched my arm so tightly her nails dug into my skin.

“They’re not real,” I quickly explained, tapping the screen. “They can’t hurt you. It’s like a window to another place.”

“But they move as if alive,” Tanith whispered, cautiously approaching the TV. Her hand reached out to touch the screen, and she gasped when her fingers met the cool glass.

“It’s called television,” I said, enjoying their amazement. “People can see events happening far away, or even things that happened in the past.”

I pulled out my phone next and showed them how it worked. “This is even more powerful. Watch.”

I snapped a photo of them all gathered around me, then showed them the image. They stared in stunned silence.

“You captured our likenesses instantly,” Julia murmured, looking from the phone to me with wide eyes. “No painter, no hours of sitting still…”

“And I can send this picture to someone on the other side of the world, and they’ll receive it immediately,” I added, enjoying their expressions of wonder.

As the afternoon began to fade, I took them onto the balcony overlooking the Pacific. The sun was beginning its descent, painting the sky orange and pink that reflected off the endless expanse of water.

“This is the Pacific Ocean,” I told them as they gazed out in awe. “Larger than the Mediterranean many times over.”

“It’s beautiful,” Livia breathed, leaning against the railing.

“And those buildings in the distance?” Tanith pointed to the skyline of the city visible from my property.

“That’s part of Los Angeles,” I explained. “One of the largest cities in this part of the world.”

“Larger than Rome?” Julia asked, her voice skeptical.

“Much larger,” I confirmed. “With buildings that reach higher than the tallest temples you’ve ever seen.”

Their wonder made me see my familiar surroundings through new eyes. I’d grown used to these views, these technologies, but watching them experience it for the first time reminded me how miraculous this world truly was.

“You must be hungry,” I said, realizing we hadn’t eaten since arriving. “Let me make you something special.”

I led them to the outdoor kitchen area on the patio and began preparing burgers. Neferu and the others joined us, helping to explain some of the modern appliances as I worked.

“This is called a grill,” I explained, igniting the flames. “It’s like having a controlled cooking fire that I can adjust as needed.”

They watched in fascination as I shaped the patties and placed them on the hot grill, the sizzling sound and savory aroma drawing them closer.

“The meat smells different,” Livia.

“It’s beef,” I told her, flipping the patties. “The cattle here are different from what you’re used to. They’re raised specifically for their meat quality.”

When the burgers were ready, I assembled them with all the toppings, cheese, lettuce, tomato, onion, and special sauce, and served them on plates.

“What is this bread?” Julia asked, poking at the bun.

“It’s called a hamburger bun,” I explained. “Try it like this.” I demonstrated how to pick it up and take a bite.

They followed my example, and their reactions were priceless. Tanith’s eyes widened in delight, Livia made a small sound of pleasure, and Julia nodded approvingly.

“This is divine,” Tanith declared between bites. “The flavors are so complex.”

“I’ve never tasted anything like it,” Livia agreed, wiping sauce from her chin. “The meat is super juicy.”

As we ate, I could see the excitement in their eyes. They were eager to discover more of this new world, and I couldn’t wait to show them. The thought of introducing them to cars, movies, music, and all the wonders of modern life filled me with joy and excitement.

Neferu watched them enjoying their meal with a smile. “Tomorrow,” she suggested, “perhaps our Roman friends could prepare something traditional for us? I’d love to taste authentic cuisine from your time.”

Julia’s face lit up. “We’d love to! Though we might need help finding the right ingredients.”

“I know just the specialty market,” I assured her. “They’ll have everything you need.”

“We could make a feast,” Livia said eagerly. “With honey cakes and garum sauce.”

“And Carthaginian dishes too,” Tanith added. “I make a pomegranate lamb that will change your life.”

After we finished eating and cleared away the dishes, I noticed everyone looking tired but too wired to sleep. “Who wants to try the jacuzzi?” I suggested.

“The what?” Livia asked.

I led them to the bubbling hot tub on the deck. “It’s like a private bath with warm, bubbling water. Very relaxing after a long day, or time travel.”

Without hesitation, Neferu began removing her clothes. The others watched for a moment before following suit. There was no awkwardness, no shyness, just the comfortable nudity of women who had bathed together in their own times.

I stripped down as well, and we all climbed into the steaming water. Sighs of pleasure filled the air as everyone settled in.

“This is divine,” Julia moaned, letting her head fall back against the edge. “The Romans would have loved this invention.”

Zafara joined us as well and slipped out of her robes. She stepped into the water with a sigh. “The newcomers are adapting, I see,” she remarked, settling between Thea and Thaleia.

“They are,” I replied, stretching my arm along the edge behind Neferu’s shoulders. “Everyone’s adapting beautifully.”

The conversation flowed easily as the warm water worked its magic on our tired bodies. We talked about their first impressions of the modern world, their hopes for the future, and the lives they’d left behind.

“I don’t regret it,” Livia said. “Leaving, I mean. I already feel more myself than I ever did in Rome.”

“Freedom does that,” Tanith agreed, her foot brushing against mine under the water. “But I’d never be here without Nathan. I’ll go wherever he goes.”

They all agreed.

As we talked, I noticed their hands beginning to wander. Neferu’s fingers traced patterns on my thigh, while Julia’s hand found my chest. Tanith moved closer until she was practically in my lap, and Livia’s foot caressed my calf.

I felt myself responding to their touch, my cock hardening beneath the bubbling water. They noticed too, exchanging knowing glances.

Thaleia’s hand dipped below the water, brushing against my erection. “Someone’s happy to see us all together,” she teased.

The others laughed, their hands joining hers. I groaned as fingers wrapped around my shaft, stroked along its length and cupped my balls.

“Ladies,” I said, though my voice was strained with pleasure. “As much as I’m enjoying this, I think we should call it a night. It’s been a long day, especially for our newest family members.”

A chorus of disappointed sighs answered me, but I could see the fatigue in their eyes despite their arousal.

“He’s right,” Neferu said, rising from the water. Water cascaded down her naked body as she reached for a towel. “There’s a day tomorrow too.”

I helped everyone out of the tub, handing out towels. As we dried off, I led them toward the master bedroom.

“Where will everyone sleep?” Livia asked, looking around uncertainly.

“With me,” I replied simply. “Though we might need a bigger bed.”

Zafara, wrapping her hair in a towel, smiled enigmatically. “You don’t need a bigger bed,” she said. “We just need to sleep … tightly.”

The women giggled at her suggestion, exchanging horny glances.

“I like that idea,” Julia said, letting her towel drop to the floor. She climbed onto the bed and patted the space beside her.

One by one, they joined her, arranging themselves like puzzle pieces. I stood watching them for a moment: these beautiful women from across time and space, now together in my home, in my bed.

“Coming?” Tanith asked, holding out her hand to me.

I took it and allowed her to pull me down among them. The bed was a tangle of limbs and warm skin, everyone adjusting to make room for me in the center.

“This bed is comfy,” Julia said with a satisfied sigh.

“Even comfier with Nathan,” Livia said with her hand draped over my chest.

They all agreed, and suddenly I felt a pair of warm lips running up and down my length. It was Tanith who smiled while I stretched her lips. “I also want some,” Julia said, crawling down to me as they all competed for space to satisfy me.

I sighed in relief, and when I opened my eyes, I looked at Zafara, who had made all of this possible. I kissed her, holding onto her dearly as the girls took turns riding me.
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