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Sana was horrified. 

There was precious little she could do. The giant animal towered above her small frame. The entire universe had somehow ceased to exist and left her alone and shaking, a helpless prey in the face of the implacable creature before her. The bull elephant reared itself on its hind legs. A trumpeting roar ushered from its gaping mouth shaking the savanna silent. 

In the water of a small pond by her side, Sana caught the reflection of a child staring back ashen faced and scared out of its wits as it trembled in front of a giant elephant beast. 

In a heartbeat, she turned to behold the elephant as it came down on his front legs and charged lowering his tusks to the ground. She could almost feel the wind pushed forth by its implacable bulk. She screamed with all her strength, her vocal chords ripping as the echo reverberated from the sky. 

She awoke with a start and shot up in bed, rivulets of cold sweat running down her back and front dripping from her pointed nipples to the satin bedsheets crumpled around her long suntanned legs. Outside the spacious room, Sana could see lightning tear across the inky sky. The thunder echoed like a slap across the masonry of the ancient buildings of the eternal city. 

"A bad dream?" Marius asked from the darkness in the bed beside her. 

“I’m sorry, Sire. I didn't mean to wake you up," she whispered resting her head on her knees. She dared not speak out loud for fear her voice would come raspy and painful from the exertion her body had just been through. 

"Shhh, come here," the consul slid his hand along the girl's quivering form gathering her up to cuddle against his chest. 

Gods, how she missed Myra! Sana lay exhausted and uncertain. Tonight was seven years since she had first set foot in Rome. Back then, she had been a simple slave captured in the distant province of Africa to be sold as treasured booty in the Imperial city. 

Her thighs parted of their own practiced volition sensing her Master’s growing presence. Time had molded her into an entirely different creature from the young impressionable thing that had first crossed the gates of the city. She closed her eyes and exhaled, her body submitting to the will of the man by her as a trained instrument in the hands of a practiced musician. She

felt him gently kiss and nuzzle the warm folds of her earlobes. In spite of the horrible nightmare and the storm that shook the city outside she felt her center start warming and pulsating with tingling pleasure. 

For an instant, Sana caught herself imagining what it would be like to meet that mild foreign girl of years ago that she had been when she first came here. 

The majordomo had spotted the lithe, dark beauty at the slave bazaar downtown within minutes after her master and owner had displayed her. 

Money had been exchanged, and a black cloak that had been lifted to display her charms to the gawking males of the obnoxious place was immediately thrown back. It left her, but a tiny opening for her eyes to peek through. 

After the slave market, it had been a wild chariot race of emotions that had honed and tempered her into the cold calculating creature that she was today. 

For one whole year, she had been trained into the ancient art of pleasing the male flesh of whoever happened to be her master at any given moment. Sana shuddered to remember the long and humiliating exam that she had been required to undergo at the end of that first year. During five whole days of unrelenting lovemaking, her Masters had put her through any and every imaginable sexual act known to man. But once done with the ordeal, Sana was finally admitted to being the official head concubine to the old and decrepit Emperor of the time Marcus Aurelius. Mercifully the man had passed away not long after, and she had been inherited by his son – – the young and virile Commodus, Emperor of Rome. 

No one, not even the old soothsayer in faraway Morocco would have been able to guess that she would be warming the bed of the most powerful man in the known world. 

And then had come Myra! 

She felt the praetorian’s fingers brush against the apex of her legs unsheathing the bare flesh between her creamy hips to expose the delicate softness of her femininity. 

"Are you thinking of me, Little Slave," asked the praetorian legate as he passed his palm up and down the sensitive area. 

"Yes, MMmaster," she moaned splaying her thighs wide open. The musky smell of her fiery furnace filled the cold dark room of the palatial suite. 

"You drive me crazy sometimes," the consul whispered in a husky voice. 

He had nuzzled up to her ear and was licking it around in circles. It was almost driving her mad with lust when suddenly he bit down on it. Hard. 

Sana sobbed in a breath. It hurt! Viciously! If it wasn't for his hand tightly wrapped around her neck, carefully choking her, she might have even screamed. He had bit down on the lobe of her ear, his teeth sinking around the long gold earring in her lobe. Now he was kissing the wound, his lips gently grazing the blood trickling down her side. Through it all, his eyes never blinked. It was like as if he was drinking in every last inch of her. 

He moved down and started planting gentle kisses down her neck, to her collarbone, not sparing a nerve of her body from the delectable sensations his tongue and lips elicited. Pain and pleasure, like the bitter-sweet nectar of life itself, sent Sana’s spine tingling. He buried his face between her breasts gently nipping at her pancake nipples. He licked the undersides of her large tits down to her ribs and into her navel. 

He sunk a couple of fingers into her grunting his approval. 

"Such a beauty," he whispered before burying his face in her folds. 

The Emperor right now was away on a military campaign. 

Emperor Commodus was fighting yet another hated usurper that had reared his head in some remote province, or another. In his absence, it had taken Marius Vespasianus, praetorian legate and consul of Rome, less than a fortnight to collect and consolidate all the political threads of power. 

It had taken Sana all of an afternoon saunter through the Senatorial gardens to get the man interested. And now, here she was sharing his bed, the bed of yet another vain politician while the man of her dreams was out fighting a war. Why, oh why, hadn't Emperor Commodus taken her with him? After all, he had not hesitated to bring along his pregnant consort Myra. 

Myra! Myra! Myra! 

The name kept going through Sana's mind like a childish refrain of an old song that she couldn't forget. She opened her legs wider yet, and Marius accelerated his fingering to a crescendo as her back arched and she gasped and moaned. Sana’s yells echoed against the dark marble and obsidian of the sumptuous suite. 

The image of her best friend Myra floated up into her mind unbidden. She saw Myra right before her eyes as she had been but two weeks ago: Naked and sweaty, the delicate bulge of her tummy gently curving into the beautiful folds of alabaster flesh. The two girls had made endless love that afternoon perhaps subconsciously trying to make up for future time lost. 

Sana was so wet and ready that the prefect had her coming like a torrent gushing with summer rains. 

"Fucking perfect," Marius murmured and buried his face into her cleft to feast upon her delirious magic. He had buried two fingers deep inside her using his extensive knowledge of the female body to a mind-bending effectiveness. 

And yet somehow the thoughts of Myra kept troubling her again and again. Here she was left behind like a second-best while Myra was the one chosen consort who was the Emperor right this instant, carrying his offspring. 

Sana looked up. The praetorian's eyes like two flaming torches staring down at her. She shuddered involuntarily. She felt cold down there, between her legs where cream seeped from her filling the space with a musky scent. 

"Master, please allow me to return the pleasure of your gift," Sana bowed her head in submission. She had noticed that Marius though still noticeably aroused appeared somewhat dazed and just nodded his head in response. 

Before he could come to his senses, she gently slid down onto her knees between his legs. She allowed the pain of the cold hard marble floor against her naked knees and calves to wash over her. It mingled easily with the cacophony of sensations coursing through her mind and body. 

She remembered to look up and search her master's face for any sign of his will. His predatory stare scanned her, watching her every move and shadow of a thought that crossed her face. Gently, slowly she cupped his balls and cuddled him lovingly in her palm. He felt smooth and cool making her whimper as she carefully squeezed them together. Liquid drenched and dribbled out of her lady parts. Never letting her own eyes stray from his she licked her lips in an effort to bring some much-needed moisture to her dry mouth. 

It occurred to her that she was nervous. Nervous with the realization that fate had brought her to this nexus of decision right here, right now, at the feet of the second-most powerful man in the Empire. The danger that perhaps the

gods would bless Emperor Commodus and his beloved Myra with a successful campaign and even a child could mean only one thing – – Sana had to act fast. 

Tonight was her only chance at securing a precarious future. The city of Rome though once foreign was now her only true home. If she did not succeed and secure Marius's trust, make him care and desire her, she was as good as dead. 

For what place could there be left for Sana in a court with a genuine first lady such as Myra, a lady gentle-born and loved by anyone that met her, a woman adored by her one and only master – – the Emperor Comodus? Surely no reasonable woman, not even a good friend such as Myra, would tolerate the continued presence of a voluptuous concubine like Sana distracting him day in, day out. 

Sana shuddered at the prospect of a life devoid of luxury and comfort like the one she had so grown accustomed to at court. The only reason she existed now was to share the bed of the Emperor. How many women could boast that privilege in the world today? Only two – – besides herself, Comodus had only allowed Myra to join him in bed. 

In that instant, Sana knew what she now realized had always been a sad truth – – the Emperor would soon have to choose between one of the two beautiful concubines. Her eyes sparkled with moisture as she tried to wipe the tears away. Sana struggled to compose herself as she took a deep breath almost unable to suppress the wave of guilt that had out of nowhere swept in. 

Up above, Marius smiled down at her and gently caressed her high cheekbones. 

"Do not be afraid, Little Slave," he growled, "I know it is big, and you might even choke on it and gag a little. I promise I will try and be gentle." 

Fortified by her resolve to win in this competition for power, Sana moved forward and gently swiped her tongue against the rubbery head. It was but a teasing introduction of what was to come. 

"Oh gods," Marius exclaimed, balling his hands into fists. He squeezed them tightly on either side of his butt cheeks that visibly clenched and unclenched with every lick she made across the head of his dick. Sana smiled to herself and swallowed his salty flavor that had coated her tongue. It made

her want more, and she dipped her head again this time licking from tantalizing root to delectable tip moistening him and laving the ridge of his head. 

She felt him shudder and took that as encouragement to wrap her mouth around the knob of his head slowly sinking down over him. She had never considered herself to be very proficient in going down on her man, but she decided that this one would be perfect. With careful, slow strokes that grew deeper every time, she soon had him pumping his hips faster against her face as she concentrated on giving Marius all the pleasure he could ever dream of. 

He suddenly gripped her hair in both hands holding on hard enough to hurt, but she ignored the pain and began sucking as she bobbed on his massive erection. 

"Oh, gods, be merciful, Sana, I'm coming” his hips started moving in a blur as he thrust his cock deeper still sinking into the back of her throat where no man had previously reached. Somehow it felt natural and instead of choking she continued sucking and stroking with her tongue as he bucked against her lips. 

Up above the praetorian gripped her hair in one hand, tugging at its strands as he thrust forward. "Sana, gods, I am going to do – –" he trailed off, as he thrust faster and faster propelling his cock deep where no man had ever been before. 

She felt as if only his cock that was meant to fit where it was now. Sana banished any thoughts of remorse and concentrated on sucking and stroking with her tongue as she rocked forward. The praetorian's shaft tightened and convulsed and then he started coming. Sana felt his balls squirm and contract beneath her lithe long fingers as the warmth spread in her chest. 

"You are too good for any one man – –" Marius groaned as he squeezed his eyes shut. His body arched backward oblivious to the universe; his entire soul centered at the tip of his cock buried in Sana's ribs. 


*****

“There was a time, Sire, only weeks ago when you used to call me by name," Sana said. They lay cuddling together in bed, her long dark fingers playing with his soft brown curls as her hand lingered around his semi-hard prick. 

The Consul studied her expression suddenly curious. “Sana, you never told

me, in fact, who named you. Was it your father or some unknown slave-owner who first picked you up at some market in Africa?” He lifted a finger to cut off her reply. 

"Whatever its meaning and the reason it was given to you, your old name doesn't do you the justice you deserve." Marius traced his fingers across her nether lips allowing his hand to linger for a couple of tantalizing seconds across her clit before venturing higher. "There must be hundreds of women alive right this instant that share that name. But there is only one Little Slave to me.” 

"Perhaps, I should have your name changed. You do realize a Consul can do that, don’t you? Have someone's name changed? In one instant you are Sana, daughter of the king of the Abyssinians, and in the next — Little Slave," Marius lay back in his bed and smiled, "brilliant! In one swoop, this act of mine would do away with all your history that appears to weigh you down so much.” 

She looked at him in utter disbelief. Could he be contemplating a horror such as this? 

She felt his strong hand fall on her nape, and his fingers ran themselves around her neck choking her. She forced herself to relax into his touch. His hand found its way to her chest and wrapped itself first gently and then tightly squeezing her breasts. 

"Your flesh is covered in goosebumps. Are you cold?" he asked. 

"No, Master," she whispered and tried to relax and forced out her breasts to meet his strong fingers. "I do not want to give up my old name; it is the last thing that still reminds me of who I was before – –" 

Her words surprised her. But now that she had said them, Sana knew she meant them. It wasn't that she pined to return to the land of her childhood where nothing but memories of evil and abuse waited. But its existence in her past somehow validated who she had become. 

The Legate stood up on one elbow, and his expression grew stern. Sana felt a chill run down her spine. His sudden interest startled her as she had already been lost in her thoughts. Sana's heart thumped as she locked eyes with him. He turned around ushering his body up and on top of her in the

massive bed. He kissed her hungrily taking his time to explore her warm accepting mouth. 

Through it, all, she could feel a little bead of moisture materialize across her upper lip, and it drove Sana crazy. The majordomo had once told her that it was a giveaway to everyone about how nervous she was. It wasn't that Sana was afraid of Marius figuring out that she was uneasy right now. But rather, she was angry at herself for having emotions like that in the first place. 

"And pray tell exactly what makes you think that I would care what you wish for, woman?" the general growled at her kneeling form. 

His question scared her. 

"I could give you a baby," she blurted surprising given herself. 

The praetorian's mouth gaped open and for a second he appeared to be choking. Sana found herself already committed too deeply to renege and so she pushed on forward. 

"Earlier, Master, you said that you wanted to change my name. You said that I was special and you wanted to mark me in a special way. If that is true, permit me to bring into this world, the material demonstration of my unending love and desire for you. I want your baby, Sire, but unlike others I shall never leave you." 

She looked up and instantly saw his scowling change to barely contained fury. 

"What are you talking about? Nobody just decides on the spot to have a baby, woman! Are you begging for the wrath of the gods, or mine, slave?" 

She sat back on her calves bowing her head in submission. 

"I'm not, Master. Even though I realize that I have transgressed in being so blunt, I have had time to think about it and tonight felt like the right time to plead my desire to you. As for the gods, they have a mind of their own. In this particular instance, they have chosen to make me fertile for your seed." 

His stare somewhat mollified, but he let her stand there crouched on the floor and started circling her as he crossed his arms in anger. 

"How do you know that I would even consider that as a possibility? What makes you think that I want a child of my own? I should have you flogged for daring to think you can manipulate me in such a blatant and disrespectful

way." 

"I meant no disrespect Master, but you know you are the most powerful man in the Rome. At least for now." She let that sink in. 

"And if the gods so bless you, perhaps forever – –. There is so much risk and unforeseen danger that lurks on a military campaign – –," Sana left it at that allowing the man's fertile imagination to fill in what she had left unsaid. 

She looked up and saw that he had frozen in place right in front of her. His brow was furrowed and jaw prominently squared. He was clearly deep in thought. 

"All I'm offering, Sire, is to be a fertile field upon which you plant your seed. It will grow in me into the strong successor that I know you deserve," 

she bowed her forehead to the dark marble floor prostrating herself in front of her Master. Silence built as, he studied her for long moments in the dark corner of the room, his arms crossed, his breathing labored with frustration. 

"It seems," he growled, "that you have a plan. Perhaps I have underestimated you, Little Slave. Perhaps there is more to you than a receptacle for my cum. Is that correct? Is there something you know about Myra and Commodus that I'm not aware of?" 

Sana gently nodded, careful to not lift her gaze up from the ground. 

"Speak then! Tell me what there is to tell and let me be the judge of your fate," he ordered. 

Sana took a deep breath and resigned herself to the path the gods had clearly laid out before her. 

"I have heard, Sire, that Emperor Commodus has made plans to have you removed from power soon after he returns from the campaign in the provinces. I have heard he's apprehensive of your influence in the Senate," 

Sana whispered, now looking him straight in the eyes. "I have heard, Sire, that all he's waiting for is to have an established successor. Once Myra gives birth, the presence of a successor to his line together with a military victory will make him invincible in Rome." She enjoyed seeing every word strike Marius like a knife causing him to shrink back and lean on the wall. He gasped loudly. 

"But I also know everything the man plans to do well in advance of even his most trusted generals," Sana allowed a faint smile to across her lips. "You

see Myra trusts me as her own sister and there is hardly a thing she doesn't share with me." 

At this Sana stood and walked up to the visibly shaken praetorian and tenderly kissed him on the lips embracing him with her naked warmth. 

"There's nothing to fear my Master, as long as you and your humble servant are together on this. It is a war after all, and you, Sire, are the only true heir to Augustus in Rome." 

The End. 

---------
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Taken by Rome

Taken by Rome is an erotic romance intended for MATURE audiences (18 years or older). PLEASE

STAY AWAY IF YOU ARE OFFENDED BY SEXUALLY EXPLICIT EROTIC SITUATIONS! 

Here is an excerpt of what awaits: 

-----------------EXCERPT--------------------

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 nice husband and your small 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. 

_________END OF EXCERPT_____________
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