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A Foretaste of Things Ahead:

*****

She tried to swallow and for the first time realized that she liked the way the praetorian moaned when she did. She blushed furiously and was grateful that he couldn’t see the redness spread across her chest. 




"That's a good slave. Now take it deeper. Relax your throat and try swallowing again. Let us see how much of me you can take."




Myra felt rather than heard his voice grow huskier as she pushed her thighs forward and forced another inch into her desperate throat. 




"Breathe through your nose and try for me. There you go, here," he capped her jaw and put a hand on the back of her head guiding her before thrusting…




*****







Chapter One










The sex the night before had been delectable, exquisite even. The girl had moved with just the right amount of restrained deliberation. He had to give it to the Majordomo, the fat bastard had trained her well. Yet there was something missing. He wasn't sure what it was but Commodus had felt it lingering there in the air amidst their intertwined bodies like a craving for an unknown food that just had to exist somewhere.

 

The emperor almost tripped sideways. He lifted an arm to stay the praetorians, one of them, Vergilius he thought his name was, had taken a couple of steps forward and unsheathed his sword, eyes forward, focused on the opponent, who equally surprised by Commodus' slip, just stood there like a breathing statue of some ancient Greek god of war. Beautiful. And stupid.




The emperor rolled his shoulders and moved forward. His steps were not too deliberate, not forced, just a determined stride ahead. His mentor, the old gladiator Valerian had always instructed him to be more circumspect in his movements.




"For two reasons, Commodus: One, you never want to deny yourself the benefit of surprise, and two, the audience love it when the gladiator works against their expectations."




He didn't slow his stride but when he was two paces away from the slave who by now had prepared to parry, he simply crouched, and at the same time executed a flawless pirouette, his sword arm outstretched. Old father's Nubian dancers would have been proud of such perfection. A sliver of the tip of the blade found flesh and carved a crevice in the abdomen of the gladiator, a look of pure bewilderment blossoming upon his face. Commodus stood, turned and bowed toward Vergilius who put back his own sword.




"See Vergilius, you worry too much. You should try to relax."




"Yes, Sire," the giant of a legionary murmured his eyes still focused on the slave who by now had dropped to his knees in a pool of blood that had blossomed at the spot where he stood.




"Would you like to finish him off? Or should I do it, Sire?"




Commodus turned to gaze back on his opponent.




"Uhm… no... Just leave him there. He'll die before they come to clean up, I'm sure."




"Yes, Sire."




"And tomorrow, please make sure you find me an opponent with a tad more verve. Will you? This one was just… too easy."




"Yes, Sire." The gruff praetorian watched as the slave dropped his sword and slowly slid to one side, his arms ineffectually clutching at this abdomen doing their best to prevent his intestines from spilling out.




The girl last night had been too easy, just as this dumb slave. Commodus found the bounce in his gate return as he realized the source of his previous dissatisfaction. The girl had been trained too well.  She wanted to please him. There was nothing that he could do to her that she wouldn't accept or even expect. He'll need to have a chat with Majordomo Julius about that. 




He almost collided with the bulk of the man as he turned the corner out of the arena.




"Sire," the fat man bowed shallowly. 




"Majordomo Julius, just the man I need." Commodus was incessantly amazed at the proclivity of the old Majordomo to appear almost the instant he thought of him. He smiled inwardly, so poetic — the fat bastard and me share a connection. He saw the man try for a deeper bow, he almost heard the vertebrae crunch. 




"Enough with that, Julius. Stand up. I have some questions, of a philosophical nature, that I want to talk to you about. Come, walk with me, let’s take a stroll in the gardens." Commodus handed him a clutch of grapes.




"Tell me, Julius, what do you think of happiness?"




Shit! The little bastard wasn’t kidding. He really means to have some inane philosophical debate with me. Either that, or more probably it's a ploy: he's displeased with something and is going to try to make me dig my own grave. 




"Happiness its too lofty a word for a simple peasant as myself, Sire. All I can say is that I know I'm happy when you are happy."




Commodus stopped and shot the man a long wry stare that made the Majordomo’s flesh rise in goosebumps regardless of the hot July sun.




"I'm... just not sure I understand your question, Sire."




"Let me put it another way then: The girl last night, do you think she was happy to be with me?" Now the emperor was pleased. He could see all the blood drain from the fat man's folds.




"If she displeased you in any way, master, I promise you I will have her punished with utmost severity. Please forgive me, master, if she caused you any discomfort. I only aim for your complete..."




"Just shut up, Julius. I’m not playing with you. I'm just honestly curious if you think the girl actually had fun with me last night?" 




Commodus turned and continued walking. He stretched his arms and enjoyed the feel of his muscles as they stretched and rippled along his back, a faint echo of pain from his exertions last night and this morning coursing along his shoulders and hips.




"But of course, Master. It is any woman’s, or man's, dream to spend the night in your chambers. You know that. Last night was this girl's achievement of a lifetime. I am certain she will remember those moments with pride and fondness for as long as she lives..."




"Well, that is the problem right there." The emperor froze and Julius almost stepped into a rosebush in an effort to avoid colliding with him. 




"Please, I most humbly beg that you forgive me, Sire. But I’m not sure I understand."




Commodus pivoted and his stare bore down into Julius’s beady eyes. "This girl, last night, was living her dream. Fucking the emperor, watching me derive pleasure from her, seeing me depend on her for my ecstasy. But what was in it for me? There is nothing I could have done that she wouldn't accept or expect me to do. Her soul was at peace no matter what I did to her body. In fact, the more I did to her, the more her satisfaction would grow."




Julius saw an idea begin to form and felt a glimmer of light. "And you wish someone who resents you, Sire?"




"My father, the great Marcus Aurelius once said, happiness in life depends on the quality of your thoughts. Yes, Julius, I want someone who despises me, hates every instant of being with me. Most importantly, I want someone who hates herself for wanting to be with me."




Julius took a deep breath and sat on a marble bench as a large smile spread across his face.




"I believe I know the exact person that fits your desire, sire."










Chapter Two










The boy ran as fast as his legs would carry him. He ran over the hedges that separated the farms, down the road and across the river, the sound of his sandals slapping the souls of his feet mingling with the rasp in his throat. He finally reached her at the field. His sister was standing still like an ancient statue of Aphrodite, her back to him gazing at the waist-high stalks heavy with grain as they languidly obeyed the wind. 




"Myra!" A coughing fit doubled him over. He needed to breathe. She hadn't heard him. "Myra!" he took a breath, as deep as he could and screamed, his unbroken voice washing over the hills and echoing back. She turned. Her dress, the blue one, the one she loved so much, almost torn from hem to neckline. She was clutching the fine material in one hand doing her best to keep the garment from flipping open in the hot summer air. With the other, she shielded her eyes as she stared back at him. He could see them clearly even from the other side of the road: Big and black. And wet, she had been crying. 




"You need to come, Myra… It’s father… He’s dying," the boy doubled over and broke down in a series of hacking coughs as she burst into a run toward him.




By the time they arrived at the farm, it was already too late.




Father was dead, his body almost the temperature of the candle wax caked around the dark candelabra. 




Not that she could have done anything to delay the inevitable. Two hours ago she had hoped otherwise but now she knew better. Back then she had decided that she still possessed one thing they could barter. One last resource that she could use to convince the old medicine man on the outskirts of town to come and work his miracles and rescue their father. 




She wouldn't tell Silvanus. He didn't have to know. She had put on the sky-blue dress; the one she knew made all men turn their heads in her direction when she passed. If she told Silvanus, it would brake his heart. So she would be strong for the both of them; and her brother. 




She had taken her mother's sandals; the pretty ones. Perhaps they could still serve her, rather than linger in the closet, painful memories of happy times gone the way of smoke in the sky. And then she had ran, the wind in her face, her tight blue dress up around her knees, as fast as her lithe legs would carry her. She had ran down the ancient cobblestones up the road, to the house of the old quack, coal-black hair waving in the wind.




She had tripped by the end of Lucrecius’ field, right at the juncture where Via Apia intersected the old gravel road going south to Naples. The strap of her sandal had ripped and the next instant Myra's foot caught in a stray twig that sent her tumbling down the side of the road.




"Pretty dress, little girl," a gruff man said, his head in the heavens high above her prostrate body. "Nice material. Too bad you ripped it like that. Not worth much now I'm afraid," he said a lascivious smirk spreading across his grimy beard. 




"Tell you what though, how about I give you three dinarii for it, hmm? But only if you take it right off and hand it to me this instant. How about that?" Someone cackled and someone else whistled.




Myra looked down, past her grimy cheeks, across her chest to see her dress as it lay almost ripped in two from the hem above her knees almost all the way up to her chest. A hint of an areola was peaking from behind the destroyed garment. For the moment she felt too terrified to notice anything else but the pavement, her ripped dress and the gruff merchant ogling her from above. Then she felt out of the corner of her downcast eyes another person approach. 




"Tullius, you insolent son of a bitch," the woman bellowed, her voice not unlike a blade upon a whetting stone. "Why don't you help the girl instead of slapping your toothless gums? Can’t you see the lady is well borne and might have us all flogged for your insolence. Here dear, come up." 




Myra hiccuped and slowly pushed her weight onto her arm, her struggle obvious as her arm shook under the strain. 




"Good lady, there, allow me to help you."  They helped her get back to her feet and after a few words of apology and praise, left her standing there by the road, by the field, all alone and utterly helpless.




She wanted to cry for not being able to get to the house of the medicine man. She wanted to cry for the things she was going to allow him to do to her, once she got there. Am I a whore? Would another woman in my place have even conceived of doing what I intended to do? But mostly, she wanted to cry for being so horribly, tragically, pathetically useless. 




Soon after she came back, everyone had made for bed. Thanks be to the Good Gods, no one had noticed the sad state of her dress, the scratches on her hands, the bruises on her knees. Her young brother Marcus had just curled up to sleep in the cot by the door, his hacking coughs slowly echoing to silence. The servants all left as if instantly dissolving into the growing shadows. The cattle would all still need to be fed, and taken care of in the morning, the cows milked before dawn, bales of hey put into their stacks, the pens cleaned. No matter that the Master was dead, the work was here to stay, and survive them all. She sighed, and sat in the chair by her father's bed.




The door behind her suddenly flew open almost slamming into the wall, but a big steady hand grabbed it and held it. Silvanus!




"Myra! I ran as fast as I could when they told me. I'm so sorry." He knelt at her feet and kissed her hands. She nuzzled her face against his hair. He smelled of summer sweat, of hay and oats, but mostly of safety. 




"What will we do, Silvanus? Now that father is gone, nothing will stop the creditors from taking over the farm."




"Has your father not made any payments on the debt?"




"Not since he fell ill with the cough almost two months ago. You know that. He was saving any money he got at the market to pay for our wedding next month." Silvanus hung his head, his fingers slid down her graceful calves to her toes that he caressed gently.




"You're bruised. I can feel dried scratches. What happened?"




"Nothing. I tripped. My sandal ripped when I ran home after Marcus told me about dad."




They stood like that for some time, her cheek leaning on his brow, his form by her feet.




He looked up at her. She was so beautiful! Even when sad, she looked like an ancient goddess in distress. "I think we will have to postpone the wedding, Myra." He could see the desperation in her eyes.




"Just for an year. No more, I promise." 




"An year... One whole year?" Her voice was quiet, not accusatory, but the voice of someone that had given up. He didn't want to dwell, to explain, to wallow in self pity, he couldn't afford to, or he might just give up himself — on her, on the farm, on life, on hope, on everything right here, right now. No, he couldn’t surrender; not with Myra’s existence on the line.




"It will take time until I'm allowed to bring you along with me. And besides, I don't know where they'll send me yet." He saw the question in her eyes and started talking fast. He would tell her everything, it was his only choice. This was their only chance to make it out of this accursed situation alive and free.




"I have spoken with Marinus, you know, the centurion who returned to take care of his elderly sister's farm recently. Well, he said it usually takes a legionary two to three years to dock enough money to be able to bring over his family. In some cases, however, the commander can make an exception. In cases of exemplary service, he can choose to reward a soldier with a stipend. Then I'll have enough to bring you in right away. But it will take at least an year until they take notice of me."




"You want to join the legions?" Myra's eyes had grown the size of saucers. "No, Silvanus, no. Don't do that to me. Not now. You cannot!"




Myra hated herself. She always cried when she got angry, overwhelmed by emotion, she couldn't control her tears, or her mouth.




"Fuck you, Silvanus. You cannot do that to us. Not after dad died. I cannot be alone. I just..." she broke down. He stood up and put his cheek to hers. Her cry had become one continuous sob. "I just want us to be together. To have just enough to not be hungry, to have what we need. I'm sick of paying for dad's mistakes — I didn't do anything wrong."




Silvanus' eyes swam with tears as he squeezed her petite shoulders in his embrace. "I know, Myra, I know. You're right. Yes, you are. But now you and I are the owners of this place. And fate wants us to make some hard decisions."




She bunched up her firsts against his broad chest and shoved back looking up at him.




"But why the army? Do you even realize the true horrors that happen there. They kill people, they rape and pillage and..."




"… and build roads, and guard the cities." He kissed her cheek where a tear sat perched on the edge of a sharp cheekbone. 




"And most importantly, we get to keep the farm. You know, they passed a law, in the senate, not two years ago. It forbids anyone from collecting debts on volunteer soldiers. And after one full tour of duty, the state is required to assume the debt and forgive it."




"But they can kill you out there," she cried.




"Shh... enough stupid talk. I'll be careful and take good care of myself."




She wanted to argue, to try to convince him of how useless it all was. But she could see he had made up his mind. His eyes had grown hard, sparkling with a glint of steel she hadn’t seen before. 




That night she let him undress her, as she knew he liked. It didn't take long before she wasn't wearing anything. They made wild passionate love on the carpet by their bed. They had made their vows before the gods only three months ago and still made love almost every night, sometimes more than once. She allowed him to come across her belly, both of them vigilant of bringing another hungry mouth to feed into the world. 







*****




The rooster croaked barely three hours after they had fallen asleep, legs and hands intertwined, forgetting whose body started where. They made love again, this time on the bed, this time with slow deliberate movements. Then they bathed each other with cold well-water from the buckets. Why couldn't the delicious escape of the night last forever? Why did morning have to come and shatter the quiet abandon with its sharp rays of sun? 




A loud trot of metal-clad hooves echoed upon the cobblestones in the yard and shattered her thoughts. Horses and upon them soldiers, mounted with purple sashes wrapped tight to keep away the morning dew. Their helmets gleamed with the reflections of the flaming torches in their firsts. Two of them: two praetorians and behind them a third, that one, a nobleman, big and fat. Barely able to sit astride his mount. 




Myra ran down just in time to see, Honoria, the old house servant open the main portico to the inner courtyard. The two massive legionnaires came through followed by the fat man, all wrapped in their massive shimmering togas. Myra remembered the material was called silk. Her dad had once told her how long caravans of merchants brought it over from lands far away to the east. Lands far beyond any horizon I would ever live to see. 




"Majordomo Julius," she curtsied as low as her bruises from yesterday and the soreness of from Silvanus permitted. "To what do we owe the honor, your Excellence?"




"Please, Myra. Stand up. There is no need for unnecessary politeness. Our families have known each other since the time of Augustus. I can't say how many times I've had you play on my knees when you were little. Your father would bring you over to our estate to play with my daughter Xena and my son. Speaking of your father, how is he? I heard old Marius has fallen ill." The fat man stopped to take a breath, his chest heaving from the exertion of getting off the horse. Next time he would take the carriage. He was getting too old for horse rides, especially after an orgy like the one he and the Emperor had enjoyed the previous evening. That young slave the Emperor had mentioned yesterday, she really earned her keep; probably wouldn’t be able to walk straight for an year. Then he noticed the girl was still standing there, making no effort to summon her father. And he saw something else, a tear had started its wet streak down an exquisite cheek.




"What is wrong, child? Why are you crying?"




"Father is no longer. He passed last night," her voice cracked but she was able to steel her mind and not give in to the sobs. She had to be strong for everyone. One way or another they all depended on her now. "I’m… I’m sorry, Excellence. Your travel has been in vain."




Well, well, well, aren't the gods generous today? Julius hoped his joy wasn't apparent in the morning twilight. He could see Silvanus skulking behind by the door and felt the young boy’s suspicious stare bore into him.




"Oh, dear child. I'm so sorry. Here, come to me so I can hug you. Poor thing. Take me inside so we can sit and talk. I have something to say that may be of some help to you in this time of sorrow."




She took a step forward and he enveloped her in his massive arms enjoying the feel of her soft breasts as he squeezed her tiny frame. He wasn't sure but he thought he could feel her nipples through the silk. Her nipples harden when she cries. How very curious.










Chapter Three










They sat around the kitchen table and waited for old Honoria to scurry out of the tiny room. Julius noticed that Silvanus sat on the bench with Myra across from him. So much in love. This is going to be easier than I imagined. Julius motioned for the two guards to stay outside and seated himself across from the young couple.




"So tell me, have you two made your vows before the gods yet?" She blushed a crimson red that cascaded down her long neck. The boy bristled. The majordomo couldn't but lick his lips. This was going to be thoroughly enjoyable. 




"We have," Myra whispered.




"Louder, child! This old man can’t hear you!" He could hear her plenty well but he wanted to make sure she knew the legionaries outside the door could hear too. More importantly she has to get accustomed to following orders.




"We have, your Eminence," her voice cracked but she took a deep sigh and cleared her throat and squared her shoulders. "Would you like to eat and drink? I'm sorry I'm being such a poor host. It's just the shock of father’s passing..." She made to stand up but the Majordomo made for her to sit down.




"Not now!" He noticed with satisfaction that she flinched at the brusqueness of his reply. That was good. The sooner she realized her part in all this, the better for everyone.




He let the silence build. He completely ignored the boy. Instead, he eyed the girl's unflattering attire.  Loose toga, old sandals, hastily combed hair. She fidgeted and the Majordomo wandered if she could indeed be the girl he was looking for. Someone with the ability to be obedient, to please; someone with the good sense to do as they're told when they are faced with danger. A survivor.




He saw her eyes, still moist with tears, she was staring at her hands as she clasped them upon the scarred wood of the rough table. She was pretty, very pretty. He wandered how she would appeal to the Emperor. Commodus liked them young and pretty, innocent and pure, his to do with as he pleased for as long as it took. His to break. Julius tried to keep the look of concern hidden from his face. He regarded her jet black hair as she fiddled with it between her long delicate fingers. Her curls cascaded down her front like a waterfall of black ink that spilled across her bosom, so ample and yet tight. Breasts that would fill his hands so perfectly. And her nipples… Were they hard again? He ended these thoughts before they claimed his self control.




"Are you expecting a child?" His voice had the intended effect. She stood there as if slapped across the face while her young husband, Silvanus he remembered his name was, blustered.




"What? How dare you? That is none of your business. You are being disrespectful." The Majordomo didn't react, he just waited and stared at the girl. It was a process he knew. Every interaction from now on would be a step down a path. A path that the Majordomo knew all too well. He felt his cock harden. 




"No," she whispered "we've been careful."




"Good," the Majordomo sighed in feigned reluctance. "You do realize that now, with your father's unfortunate demise, all your estate's outstanding debts have come due." He adjusted himself, careful to make sure she actually noticed. He saw her look away while the boy's features tightened.




"As the primary holder of your debts, I have the option to claim immediate payment and..." 




"No! You cannot do that!" Silvanus had stood up his voice shrill with anxiety. "I'm joining the army. The law forbids you from…" 




"Shhh..." Julius lifted a pudgy hand, massive rings glimmering on his fingers in the morning light. He smiled at the praetorian who had put a curious head through the door. 




"Did you already join the military? Young man?"




"The recruiters don't come through Vespasianum until the fall, after harvest is complete." 




"Well then, much as I admire your sense of duty to Rome, I'm sorry to say you'll have to wait. However, what kind of man do you think I am? Someone who would prey upon the child of my friend and neighbor in her time of need?"




He looked at Silvanus and enjoyed the discomfort and confusion he saw painted across the boy’s face.




"Now, if you hadn't interrupted me, I would have told you that I have absolutely no inclination to lay any sort of premature," he spoke the word slowly in the deliberate manner of a teacher, "claim to your father's estate, Myra. I was merely pointing out the obvious — that as the new owner you are now faced with certain expectations and burdens that have to be addressed. That is the precise reason for my visit here today. I wish to provide you with a way out of your... difficulties." He enjoyed the glimmer of hope illuminate her beautiful features, as if somewhere deep down in the center of her soul a fire of hope had been lit. Her body angled forward, her posture stood more erect, her eyes alert.




"Actually, I'm quite happy to say it will allow Silvanus here, to stay on the farm, with you, if he so wishes, and uh... postpone his urge to serve. In fact, if you accept the offer, you will both have an opportunity to serve Rome, but if I may say so, in a much more suitable and distinguished capacity." The two youngsters were now both positively beaming with eagerness and curiosity. Ah, youth, so naive and so pure you are...




"But perhaps now would be a good time to break for something to eat. I arrived so early, you two must be starving; and I confess so am I," the Majordomo allowed his grin to spread cheek to cheek. After all why rush a good thing?




They offered him ham and bread with olives. They even brought out a dusty old amphora of wine that he had to admit went down well with the meat. Such lovely kids.




"Remind me, Myra, how old are you?"




"I turned eighteen only last month, Excellence." He saw her bite her lower lip. She is so self-conscious, so sensual, I wonder how she’ll respond when I start training her? 




*****




They were barely done eating when they reconvened in the main room of the house. At one end of the hall lay a draped form that had to be the body of her father. 




"A good man," he said and he realized that he actually meant it. Much more honorable than me. And yet here I am and there he is.




"Well then back to business. Here is what I have to tell you, I am here on the personal request of His Eminence Emperor Maximus Commodus, may He live at least a hundred years!"




"Ave!" The legionnaires who had placed themselves along the far wall of the room said in one voice.




"Ave!" muttered Myra and Silvanus, their perplexed faces staring up at him. What could the Emperor want with them? How did He even know they existed?




"But before we delve into the exact nature of his request, I would first like to speak privately with Myra," he looked at Silvanus, "if you don’t mind that is."




The young man looked at him and then at Myra and scurried off the bench, one of the praetorians following in his steps. Myra just lingered, her body perched at the end of the bench as if ready to leap and run away. 




"I will need to ask you a couple of questions of a more personal nature. For your own good I sincerely hope that you understand that I'm here to help. It is a great honor to have the Emperor’s own Majordomo visit anyone on a personal request of His Eminence, you understand; don’t you?" He searched Myra's face for any sign of recognition. One is not truly a slave until they allow their mind to be at peace with the fact. It took her a couple of instants before she nodded. 




"Good." Majordomo Julius licked his lips in anticipation as his eyes bore directly into Myra’s wide-open stare, "When was the first time someone fucked your little pussy?" For a moment he thought she was going to faint, he saw her small body sway slightly to one side. Good thing she is seated.




The Majordomo shot an imperceptible glance at the praetorian who was openly smiling by the door, "Legionary Josephus, bring the girl a cup of water, if you could, please."




"Listen, Myra. At any time you can simply refuse to answer. There is no obligation of any sort on your part. But just so we are clear, the next time you stop or hesitate to answer a question of mine, I will just leave. Do you understand what I mean?" 




She stared at the Majordomo. The ice in his eyes made her feel cold to the core of her body. She so wished Silvanus could still be here with her. Why had they sent him away? Maybe she could ask them to let him back in? She just couldn’t will herself to utter the request. She felt like as if her heart was about to jump out of her chest. If the Majordomo left, then the possibility for help from the Emperor would be gone. Whatever the offer entailed, it couldn’t possibly be worse than losing the farm and most probably being kicked out on the street. Either that or Silvanus would have to join the legions. 




"Please, I will answer your questions, just please..." she wasn’t quite sure what she was begging for, or maybe she did but couldn't imagine the words yet.




"So?" the Majordomo lifted his massive eyebrows "when was it?"




"I was seventeen."




"Louder, Myra! And be polite to me, I’m talking to you as a representative of Rome and you should show the appropriate respect. You can call me Your Excellence, or Master, if that is what you prefer." 




"I was seventeen years old, Your Excellence."




"So that was just a few months ago. Who fucked you for the first time, then?" She felt sweat break out on her forehead as the heat of her blush cascaded down her body.




"It was Silvanus, Excellence. We made love together. He’s the only one I’ve ever been with, your Excellence." 




That’s sure going to quickly change, little girl.




"Mmm," another adjustment. "How often does he fuck you then? And please stand up when I'm talking to you, Myra. I need to see you better." 




She stood and Julius felt a need to swallow. She was exquisite, at least as much as he could tell from what he saw. He couldn’t wait to get her naked, but all in good time.




"Almost every day. Excellence."




"And you're still not pregnant? After so many months. Is something wrong? You’re not barren, are you?" 




"I, …, we are careful to never allow him to finish... in, …, me."




"Oh? So you allow him to waste his seed on the floor? You are aware that many religions, including the one nearest to the heart of the Emperor hold this to be a grievous sin? Don't you?"




"I didn't know, your Excellence. Please forgive me," she was hoping the ground would open and swallow her up immediately. She wanted it to be over. She couldn't take any more of these awful questions. 




"Thank you for being so open and truthful, Myra. So here is what I've been asked to offer you. As you can probably imagine, our Emperor is young and very energetic. Two months ago when he was riding at the head of his army on his return from a campaign down south he passed by your farm and saw you working in the field." That was hardly true, but Julius saw no reason to point out his own involvement in Commodus’ interest in her. 




"Since then, he has hardly slept a night without thinking of you." Myra felt her head spin. The Emperor had seen her! Her? Gods, what was she to do?




"But when was that? Your excellence, I was traveling to Naples not two months ago. Perhaps he saw..." 




"Listen, child, do not trouble yourself with pesky little details. The important message here is that the most powerful man in the world wants you, Myra!"




"But I'm married to Silvanus, your Excellence," she hated the plaintive whine in her own voice. Out of the corner of her eye she saw the soldier by the door smirk.




"The emperor offers you the following proposition. You can stay married to Silvanus. Also the emperor will personally absolve all your debts and in addition grant you and your family an yearly stipend of one-hundred gold sistertius that will to be paid in full every year as long as you're alive. In return, you will agree to all His wishes and surrender to be His slave with complete abandon for the duration of twelve months starting immediately. You will have to leave with me today." Myra felt the room spin and next her legs gave out and she realized she was staring at the old wood beams lining the ceiling."




"Girl, you will need to toughen up or you might find the next few months very difficult indeed," the fat man’s voice grumbled with a chuckle somewhere above her.




"But I haven't even accepted yet," she heard herself whisper as someone held her head up and handed her a cup of water.




"Oh but I know you will," the Majordomo smiled.










Chapter Four










They left at noon that same day. The Majordomo had insisted that she was to make her decision immediately. "Listen, Myra, you do realize how noble our master is, to be so considerate as to offer you a choice? Don't you? After all he is the Princeps, the First Among Equals, the Father of us all."




Myra failed to see how someone only a couple of years older than herself could be the "father of them all." She almost giggled when she tried to picture fat Julius in baby clothes being swaddled by the Emperor. But her thoughts swiftly turned dark with foreboding and dread. She knew next to no one at the capital. The only remote acquaintance she could think of was the Majordomo himself. There was a time, when she was still a child, when he would bring his daughter over to visit her and her dad.




Myra felt tears cascade down her cheeks. Silvanus had tried so hard to stop her from going. He had begged and pleaded and at one point even tried to scare her with rumors of the crazy emperor who would feast on virgins and devour their babies. And that was even without her telling him the real reason he had sent for her. Instead, she had lied and said that the Majordomo had requested her to be a house servant in the palace kitchens, as a favor because of his old friendship with her father. But a slave? To the Emperor? She could imagine Silvanus would have personally tried to fight down the two giant praetorian guards that seemed to shadow her everywhere she went. Myra had to be strong for both of them. No matter what they did to her or made her do, she knew she would always be her husband’s one and only true love. For a life of safety with Silvanus, she would gladly suffer the indignities of servitude. Even for one entire year, she would grovel and beg, if it meant a lifetime with Silvanus.




Deep down, she knew she had never had any choice. Not since that moment, a few months back when the Emperor had seen her. A knight in shining armor, his gilded helmet gleaming in the noonday sun, he had stopped to gaze down upon the fields of wheat and he had seen her. Her! That was what the Majordomo said. It was her fate to abide by the Emperor’s wishes. It was predestined. And those ugly rumors people spread about Emperor Commodus, they had to be just that — rumors, things jealous people always said about their betters. How evil could a man that pines for months on end after a girl he once saw truly be? 




She could still hear the Majordomo’s words: "The Emperor, wants you, Myra!" She felt herself blush again. Silvanus would understand. One day she would tell him the truth, that the Emperor, her knight in shining armor, had summoned her. And who was she to deny Him? For one year? For her, for them.




*****




She rode the black destrier in front, by the praetorian Josephus who walked by her in escort. A guard. Julius enjoyed the view of her long lithe legs, swaying together on one side as she balanced and rode in the manner of a true lady. A true lady. The Majordomo had known her parents and their families. The Emperor had asked and Julius had made his inquiries. Her lineage went as far back as the old republic, if not farther. But a lady not for long. Not after He broke her. Someplace deep in his heart he knew a small remnant of him felt sorry for her. Julius let out a sigh. He hadn't always been an old lecherous monster. Long ago he had been noble, like her father. Before the plague had taken it all away, his estate, his livelihood, almost his life. He had had to crawl himself back up, by the force of his own pure will, from the gutter, all the way to the palace. He had become the monster nobody saw, the one whose job was to constantly prove his soullessness by willfully stripping others of their freedom. It was either them or him, and he simply knew it could never be him, not if he had anything to say about it. 




They would have arrived at the palace the same day, if it weren't for the throngs of beggars that accosted them the moment they passed the old city gate. At one point the two praetorian guards had to unsheathe their swords for the emaciated crowd to let them through.




"Whore!" a voice yelled from somewhere and kept yelling until another, and then another joined in. Soon the entire crowd joined in the obscene chant, an accusatory murmur that sent shivers down Myra's spine. 




"Whore, whore, whore..." they screamed and she wished she could make herself even smaller and disappear . Behind her Julius almost smiled as he egged on his mount. Ten minutes later the girl started to cry, right there on her horse, right in front of him. Julius didn't look away. Female tears had always been mysterious to him, a source of wonderment. Their taste, the trails they left as they cascaded down a cheek, they made him hard. A long time ago, he had felt ashamed at this response of his, but he had long since grown accustomed to it. Now it was a part of him. A monster, I've now truly become one of them. He smiled and adjusted his erection. Up front a group of six praetorians evidently drawn by the commotion in the street formed into a line and with practiced discipline commenced beating back a path in the crowd for them to pass. Barely an instant later and their little group was safely into the bowels of the royal palace.




They led her to a room with a simple bed, a jug of water and a candle flickering by its side.




"Get some rest. You'll need it soon enough," and the Majordomo slammed the heavy door shut. Once the deafening drumming of her heart subsided, she heard several voices laughing, shouting, or making idle chat as a gentle harp music filled the darkness.




Myra huddled in the bed and let herself cry. Here, tonight, no one would be watching; she could cry her eyes out. Tomorrow, she would be strong, for her dead father, for her sick brother, for the love of her life Silvanus, for their future... 










Chapter Five










She awoke with a start. Goosebumps rose all over her skin. Myra didn't open her eyes right away but first peeked from under a carefully unveiled eyelid. Yes, there was definitely someone else in the tiny cell. A screech and the early morning sunlight seeping in grew brighter, and the room — vastly colder. Then a shadow passed over her. Her eyes flickered wide open and with them the memories of the previous day, and the dread of what was to come flooded into her thoughts. 




For a moment her breath caught in her throat. The praetorian Josephus was right there by the open window facing her bed. He was stark naked. Gone were the sleek armor and the purple sash. His form glistened as the contours of his muscles reflected the morning sun that flooded the tiny cell. She squinted and covered her eyes. One short stride and he was by her bed, a tower of power, sinew and scars.




"Stand, slave," came his deep gravely voice, his accent that of a Northerner. His cock stood at full erect attention pointed directly at her as she timidly swiveled out of bed mindful to keep the thin blankets around herself. She stood up.




"Next time I expect you to show less hesitation," he let his eyes roam across her face. She kept her head down, her breathing coming in small shallow breaths. Josephus grabbed her chin and roughly lifted it until their eyes met.




"I like slaves to look me in the eye. I like them to know who is in charge. Do you, whore, know who is in charge?" 




"Yes. You are," Myra whispered. 




"You shall address all men as Master from now on, even men you have never met and may never meet again. Is that clear?" She whimpered and his fingers dug into her chin.




"Yes, Master."




"That's better," he used his grasp on her chin and angled her face first to the left and then to the right. "A cute face; let us see if you have a body to go with it." He took a step back. "Remove your dress, slave," his voice came as a deep whisper tinged with repressed repugnance. As if he felt disgust at being here breathing the same air as her. He considers me a vile, worthless creature, someone to be tortured and trained, a slave.




Myra felt her eyes tear up but didn't look away from his iron stare. Slowly she let go of her blanket and as it fell to the ground, she reached behind and untied the thin belt that held her dress together. She felt the soldier's warm breath on her face and felt her skin grow warm as the fabric loosened around her body. She tried one last pleading look but he only smiled. Slowly she forced her left hand into obedience and pulled at her neckline making the dress crumple down in a heap by her bare feet. For the first time in her eighteen years of life she stood stark naked in front of an equally naked man that wasn't her husband.




Josephus immediately grabbed a hold of her milky white breasts, his eyes only momentarily straying away from hers. At first he only milked them gently. Her breasts were creamy white, almost too large for her petite frame, two cones of flesh capped with large dusky-rose areolae accentuated with nipples that in spite of their size pointed slightly upwards. For a moment he had to fight an impulse to bend down and kiss them. Instead, he peered more intently into her eyes and allowed a smile of pure evil to cross his scarred face and squeezed the two orbs in a vicious twist. Her whimper made him grow hard. She felt him against her quivering belly.




"Not bad for a whore. Actually you're a pretty cute whore. Here is what I want you to do: While I ask you some questions, I want you to take your right hand and put it on your clit. Start rubbing it as fast as you can. I want you to come. If you do not come before I am done here with you, I will have you whipped by one of the soldiers down in the yard. Do you understand?" 




"Yes."




He saw her deep black eyes tear up and look back at him pleading for mercy. He drew his large palms back and wrapped his fingers around her sensitive nipples and then suddenly squeezed. He grumbled a satisfied murmur when a gasp escaped Myra's lips. He took a deep breath and squeezed harder. From the corner of his eye he saw the tips of her breasts start to turn purple. She cried out and two tears popped out of her eyes. She put her own hands upon on his but when she saw his frown she immediately let go and put them back by her side.




"Yes,… what?" he growled.




"Yes, Master," she hiccuped.




"Smart little slave," he relaxed his hold on her breasts allowing the blood to flow back into her abused flesh. The shock of the returning circulation almost made her double over.




"Stand straight and don't you dare look away from my eyes, slave," he whispered, his lips almost touching her ear. She immediately stood back up and looked at him. So responsive. She started to cry a little.




"Don't cry, little girl. Pretty soon you might even start to enjoy yourself. Keep rubbing and come soon or I might decide your clit is useless. And you might guess what we do with useless things around here," he grinned and used two of his fingers to make a scissors movement.




"How long have you been married, little whore?"




"Almost four months, Master."




"When was the last time he fucked that useless pussy of yours?"




"Three days ago, Master," she replied as she contrived to play with her clit and felt him move his palms toward her sensitive nipples. Then he pinched them both again, hard.




Myra gasped, her body swaying closer toward him.




How curious, she moves closer to me when I cause her pain, not further.




"Spread your legs for me, whore. I need to feel how wet that pussy of yours is." Myra moved her bare feet wider apart. She almost jumped when she realized she had put her own tiny foot on top of one of his. He moved it out from under her and gave her a small but sharp kick in her calf that made her spread her feet even further. It was all he needed to gain complete access to the most private part of her body. She gasped audibly and bit her lower lip when his long index finger slithered right into her.




"You are very wet, whore. Are you enjoying yourself?" he leered, his face only an inch from hers. She didn't answer, instead she did her best to concentrate on her own fingers as they rubbed her clit that now felt moist and hot. Josephus bent slightly at his waist to improve his angle  and started rapidly finger-fucking her. 




"Do you like that?" he asked. 




"Yes... Yes, Master... I do" she groaned her chest turning a deep read.




He suddenly pulled his finger out and brought it up to her gently parted lips. At first she squeezed her lips tight but one stern look from him was all it took for her to accept his finger. 




Her hips started swaying of their own accord. The sensations coursing through her small inexperienced body were too much for her young mind to control, try as she might. Her fingers, as if taken over by a diabolical life of their own increased their pace over her clit. Her widely spread legs shook with a sudden weakness  at the knees. Myra closed her eyes and relinquished any pretense of control as Josephus moved his expert finger from her lips to the back of her throat, back and forth along her sensitive tongue in ever increasing speed. He kept his other hand gently wrapped around one of her tits squeezing it in rhythm to her ever-increasing heartbeat as if trying to coerce milk out.




Her free hand curled into a first as she felt her breathing accelerate and her body betray her. She poured her entire being into accepting the sensations that the imperial soldier inflicted upon her body.




"Come on, slave — come for your Master. Just let yourself go." Josephus was waiting for it and the moment he felt her start her orgasmic spasms, he let go of her breast and pushed two fingers all the way into her wet vagina as far as they would go using them to lift her trembling form from the ground and take her weight off her jittery knees exactly as they gave out from under her. Her feet dangled, beating the air in helpless spasms as she slumped forward toward him. He still had the index finger in her mouth and as he felt a powerful shudder coarse through her lithe form, he pushed his hand all the way back down her throat and triggered her gag reflex. He saw the sudden surprise as it blossomed in her jet-black eyes as her throat spasmed, gagged and then suddenly she threw up.




He angled her body away from himself, one hand balancing her lower jaw between his thumb and forefinger, the other-supporting the brunt of her weight with the fingers in her cunt. He lifted her convulsing and semi-catatonic body up and tossed her helpless form into the bed.




She immediately curled up, her coughing and shivering, raspy sobs mingled with whimpers.




"Why did you do that? This is horrible," she whispered as she fought to control the dissipating spasms.




"Breathe. Take a few deep breaths, slave. You still have much to learn," he kneeled to wipe his fingers in her dress that lay by his feet. He patiently waited as her breaths found their natural rhythm and her body relaxed on the bed.




"Stand up, slave. You had your fun. Now it's time to repay the favor."




"I hate you," her voice came as a raspy whisper from where she had buried her head in the pillow. "I don't want to do this!" She sat back up on her heels in the bed, her perky breasts shaking and wet with mucous as her eyes cast daggers at the naked soldier who stood by the foot of her bed and insolently stroked his monstrous erection. "I’m a free Roman. My father was a patrician. I'm no slave. You have no right to treat me like that!" 




"I agree, little Roman girl," he took a languid step toward her and she scurried farther away across the futile barrier of the tiny bed. "You are not a slave, I am. You are here because you chose to be here. I am here because I have to." 




He smiled, beautiful white teeth glinting in the sharp morning light. "You are free to go. This is your chance — go now and you will be free. Go back to your pretty little husband and your little farm with its little animals and large debts." Josephus rolled his shoulders and stroked his dick in anticipation. "Enjoy them."  




Josephus leisurely sat on her bed.




"Time is up, slave. My patience is running thin. Either go now or come kneel in front of me, swallow my cock and surrender yourself to the life you truly deserve."




A few minutes of silence passed only punctuated by her deep breaths. Then, just as he was about to get up and leave, she got off the bed, tears pouring down her pretty face and with a few little steps positioned herself in front of her tormentor.




"Good girl, very good," Josephus said as he bent forward and licked her tears from the side of her face. "Mmmm, nice and salty." He didn’t believe it was possible, but his erection grew even longer and harder. He stood up, his massive cock bouncing right in front of her face as she knelt down at his feet to accept it. She breathed deeply and calmed her sobs. She had made her decision and now she would have to follow down the path it would lead her.




*****




Myra knew what the praetorian wanted. Without even having to be told, she reached up and pulled his cock down to her lips. She kissed it, and then carefully licked the substance that had seeped out across the tip of the soft, warm head. She criss-crossed little kisses along his length all the way down to the knotted mass of hairs by his steel-hard belly, and then down around it to his balls.  She hefted the monster up to give herself better access. She kissed his balls one at a time and then took them into her mouth. After she licked away the night’s muskiness she sat back on her heels, looked up and finding a glint of mute approval started taking his length into her mouth. 




She found her mind start to enter a trance-like state. Myra wondered how long it would be before she was taken to meet the Emperor himself. He was the real reason they were training her; converting her from a free person into a submissive slave. She felt Josephus’ cock touch the back of her throat. She stroked the part of him that still remained out of her and cast a plaintive look up. Another six inches at least. He did make Silvanus look like a young child in comparison. 




Even though Myra’s father had long ago allowed their last slave to walk free, she had heard of the long and excruciating process often-times required for the proper training of a new slave. 




Every now and then she knew some of the richer landowners would even pay for an expert trainer that would come to help them hone the personality of a new slave into the precise disposition they required. Even if they were only expected to do simple grunt work, slaves still had to go through the motions and learn where things were and what exactly they were expected to do. 




Her childhood friend Xena had once told her that her father, Julius, the Emperor’s Majordomo, was often required to coach and train the best house-servants and bedroom slaves in the whole Empire. Over time he had become so good at it that rich patricians from across the country would often send him their slaves for a period of intensive training. These women, and sometimes — men, required much more work than a simple laborer. It took a long time for a good slave to learn exactly what made their master happy and how to carry out their duties in a gratifying manner. Myra remembered that she and Xena had both giggled at the idea of having a strapping submissive male-slave to fulfill all their titillating wishes. 




Now here she was, summoned, no — requested by the Emperor for His own pleasure. Myra suspected that what she was experiencing now with Josephus was but the very first step of what would probably be a long and painful process. Deep down she felt a warm feeling of gratitude to the Fates for giving her the opportunity to both serve Rome and provide for her family that she loved so dearly. She felt a tremor as her entire body shook with trepidation.




At first Josephus let her do what she could on her own, but after ten minutes of watching exasperated her futile attempts to swallow his girth, he put his hands around her head, interlaced his fingers in her curly black hair and started helping her by forcing a little more of his cock down her throat with every push. 




Josephus was well aware of the many challenges posed by the training of a truly good slave. After all, a long time ago, he had been trained too, by none other than the Majordomo himself. Training this girl was a test. Upon his success in breaking her rested his entire future life and any hope to gain back his freedom. 




Even though he was hardly educated enough to know the proper word to describe it, some part of him deep down, felt the awkwardness of the situation. By crouching at his feet, her mouth tightly wrapped around his cock, doing her best to suck in as much of him as she could, Myra had just taken taken her first baby-steps on the path to becoming a true submissive slave. Josephus, on the other hand, was hard at work to gain his own freedom. It would be granted only if he succeeded in first breaking her and then helping the Majordomo properly train her to satisfy every lust and carnal desire of His Excellence the Emperor. 




"Take a few breaths for me, slave. Good. Now try to make as if you are swallowing as I feed my cock down your throat." A free Roman was willingly submitting herself to becoming a slave for an year, while her trainer was about to earn his freedom in the process — there was something beautiful and symmetric in the process, but Josephus was too busy concentrating on the immediate pleasure at hand to dwell on the larger picture.




She tried to swallow and for the first time realized that she liked the way the praetorian moaned when she did. She blushed furiously and was grateful that he couldn’t see the redness spread across her chest. 




"That's a good slave. Now take it deeper. Relax your throat and try swallowing again. Let us see how much of me you can take."




Myra felt rather than heard his voice grow huskier as she pushed her thighs forward and forced another inch into her desperate throat. 




"Breathe through your nose and try for me. There you go, here," he capped her jaw and put a hand on the back of her head guiding her before thrusting into her. "Keep your hands down. Don't move." In spite of how much she wanted to please him, Myra's hands flew up to his massive thighs and she pushed herself back.




"I'm sorry, Master," tears sprung to her eyes and ran down her cheekbones mingling with the saliva on her chin. "It's just too big. It can’t fit."




Josephus frowned and took a moment and just stared at her, giving her time to catch her breath and calm herself down. Then he reached around his waist and uncoiled a long leather string. He saw her flinch.




"No, I'm not going to beat you, slave, at least not just yet." He stepped around Myra and took her wrists, gently caressing her palms for a minute, and then bound them tightly to each other and then looped the remainder of the leather around both her fragile little ankles securing them tightly to each other. Now she wouldn't be able to push away and the knots kept her body slightly bent back toward her heels.




He repositioned himself at her lips and this time waited for her to signify her readiness. Myra looked up at him and gave a gentle nod.




"Here it comes, little girl. Don't worry about throwing up, you haven't had breakfast yet. Your belly is empty. Just allow your throat to do its thing around my cock," she found his voice had grown gentler, softer, almost that of a loving partner, not a slave-master. 




Josephus jerked his hips forward and began feeding his cock down the young woman’s throat. "That's right, gag on me, allow your throat muscles to massage my dick as it enters," Myra complied by gagging continuously now. 




"Don't move, I'll do the moving. Just concentrate on breathing through your nose." Eventually, Myra felt her throat get so sore from the incessant battering his cock was giving her that her gag reflex died down and the gigantic soldier crouching above her face was able to fuck her throat as if it was her vagina. 




Many minutes passed, the eerie silence of the tiny cell interrupted only by the rhythmic sounds of fucking accompanied by the gagging and popping sounds her throat made around his cock as it pistoned in and out. Before long she felt him slow down and realized that he was probably trying not to come just yet.  With some embarrassment, she realized that a warm moisture had made its way between her tightly clenched thighs. 




Then, all of a sudden, he thrust all the way in and held himself there. She looked up at him in mild bewilderment. He still had his hands interlaced through the curls at the back of her head as he just stood there for what felt like an eternity to her. His cock relaxed a little and then she sensed a warm feeling emanate from the place in her chest where the tip of his cock lay embedded. The warm feeling became more acute and she felt it slide down into her stomach. 




Myra was puzzled. At first she guessed he was coming and that she was feeling his sperm as it slid down into her stomach but that thought quickly gave way to the realization that he was actually peeing in her! It made her squirm and she shot him a pleading look. She met his eyes as they looked down at her, an expression of curious wonderment on his face. It was as if he was asking her a silent question.




A minute passed and Josephus detected the tiniest of nods and for the first time allowed himself to smile with genuine happiness. This girl had just started her way on the road to true surrender. He had never before come across a woman that had so quickly accepted her fate and submitted to it with such readiness. She was the rarest of rare creatures even though she had not yet come to understand it herself. Myra was a natural submissive.




"You will not hear this from me again, so listen carefully. You did really well, slave. This was a test and you passed it. I'm pleased," he patted her cheeks and after making sure that there was nothing else left in him, gently pulled his cock from her mouth. It made a wet pop as it exited her larynx. He bent over and kissed her on the forehead. Then he went around, untied her and pulled her up to her bare feet. He ordered her to spread her legs wide with her hands clasped behind her back. She held his stare like he had ordered originally.




"Master?" she whispered.




"Yes, slave. What is it?"




"May I speak?" she asked.




''Go ahead," he replied




"What you just did to me… I know I didn't really have a choice, but the thought that my master, that you have so much power over me, to use my mouth like that… I’m not sure but, it made me feel… happy."




Josephus tilted his head to one side and looked at the young naked girl as she stood in front of him: The cold of the cell forcing her nipples into tight nubbins, her body glistening with the sweat of her previous panic, hands behind her back, her feet wide apart, her eyes staring directly at his. He put his hand on her breast and gently squeezed.




"I think the Gods have shown you great mercy today, they have led you to the place you truly belong."







******

The End







An excerpt from Saved by Rome, Volume Two of Myra’s Road to Rome







"Now, slave, your training can really begin," and with that Josephus had simply stood up and left. He hadn't even bothered to finish what he had started. He had left her there standing with her legs apart, hands at her back, naked, willing, waiting — a being of pure feeling. Judging by the look of wild hunger he cast upon her naked form, Myra knew he not only wanted her, but rather, needed her body. But  somehow, he had made himself leave, his massive form of supple muscles, a scarred being of raw animal hunger, he slipped out the door, allowing the finality of the lock falling into place to seal her solitude.

She waited, keeping the position he had ordered wondering that perhaps it was a test of some sort. But as time went by she realized that he wouldn’t be coming back. At least not now. Myra huddled back into her bed, tucked herself naked under the covers, shivering and afraid to so much as get up and yell for someone, anyone to bring her breakfast.

Cold and miserable, it took Myra quite some time to fall back into a troubled restless sleep that brought to agonizing life the dark form of a tall handsome soldier, old wounds criss-crossing his velvet skin. He looked at her, an expression filled with languid misery, in his eyes reflections of invisible demons engaged in unfathomable struggle.

In her dream, Myra realized he wasn’t alone. Together with him there was yet another man, one of pure and utter darkness, one whose presence she felt only by the void of light he left, rather than the reflections he cast. It was as if his form sucked the sun rays out from the space around him. She felt that creature of darkness lift a hand and suddenly grab a hold of her. She started screaming, a small yelp of frightened astonishment that fast blossomed into a wail of utter desperation. 

Her eyes flew open and she saw the most beautiful creature she had ever witnessed looking down at her, an expression of genuine concern painted upon her exotic features. A Nubian girl, or woman rather, stark naked except for a gold chain of delicate metal links hanging around her proportionate abdomen was standing by her bed. In her arms — a tray of exquisite fruits, and a steaming bowl from which the most delicious aroma rose to make Myra's empty stomach growl out its craven desire.

''Hello," Myra ventured. She smiled a cautious greeting and then conscious of her own lack of clothing, she pivoted her legs around and stood out of the tiny bed.
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