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Tribune. She smiled and gave him her hand to kiss. Impeccably wearing his impressive dress uniform, with gold-coated breast plate and the classic Roman officer's crested helmet, Acilius looked proud of his high position in the elite personal guard of the Rulers of Rome. The ancillae moved discretely aback. They knew that he was occasionally intimate with their domina, and had been appointed Tribune upon her intercession with the new Emperor.

    "What news are you carrying, Acilius?" asked the princess. 

    "I've brought you a present for Sun Birth Day," said the Tribune offering her a leather case. She opened it. It contained a gold, emerald-studded hair brooch.

    "Thank you, dear. It's wonderful," she commented with a sensuous voice, placing the brooch against her red curls and looking at it in the mirrors.

    "It's a Tyrian brooch from Cleopatra's personal treasure which was auctioned last month in Alexandria," said Acilius. "No woman in the world deserves it more than you, my heartbreaking beauty."

    She placed the brooch back in the case. Then she hugged him and allowed him to give her a brief kiss on the lips.

    "It's already a full nundinum (Roman eight-day week between market days) that I haven't seen you in private," whispered the Tribune to her ear. "When will you find time for us, Drusilla?" 

    "The day will come, Acilius," answered the young Julian princess holding him back. "I've been terribly busy with state affairs but I want you to remain my friend and always loyal to me."

    "I will, my Goddess!" he promised holding her hands against his chest. "I'll never forget your affection and your support with Caesar."

    "Good... I'm counting on you," said Drusilla with a dismissing gesture. 

    "Tonight, I've planned to have Sun Birth Eve dinner at my parents' house," he said. "If you don't have other orders, I'll be back early tomorrow for my guard shift before the opening of the Imperial Council."

    "Go, Acilius! Tell your parents that the Emperor's sister is very close to you." 

    Acilius saluted and left. The ancillae approached her to resume their dressing duty.

    "Take that case, Briseis," ordered Drusilla indicating Acilius' gift to the head of the ancillae, a poised Gallic slave in her mid-twenties with long chestnut hair, who rose to her current position for her taste in fashion and her knowledge of Imperial etiquette.

    Briseis took out the brooch from the case.

    "It's a marvelous jewel, domina," she observed. "Emeralds are a perfect match to the color of your eyes." She tried to hook the brooch on the right side of the princess' hair, but the latter diverted Briseis' wrist to the left of her head.

    "Not that side... Tonight is special," said Drusilla with an amused glance at the other slave girls. Some of the youngest maids giggled and covered their mouths with their hands. During private parties it was customary for noble Roman women to leave their curls untied; but holding up the left side of their hair with a brooch and keeping the right side flowing free was a fashion which Briseis clearly disapproved. Her hand trembled. 

    "Give it to me," said Drusilla snatching the brooch from Briseis' fingers. The Emperor's sister raised the left side of her hair and pinned the brooch on it.

    "Are you sure you want to appear in public with this kind of hair style?" asked Briseis with a disparaging tone. In her view it was utterly unfit for a princess to do that since the lupae ("she-wolves" = Roman whores) paraded in the streets in that hair fashion in order to show their readiness to exchange favors for money and lure their clients into the brothels.  

    "I'm sure, Briseis," answered Drusilla with cool determination. The head slave disapproval grew higher as Drusilla took a small vase containing Egyptian lip dye and tinted her lips red with a brush, which was even more disturbing. From the time Egyptian priests invented lip dye fifteen centuries before, it was used by women who wanted to attract the attention of men by indicating with their red lips their ability and desire to perform oral sex, also known as the art of fellatio.

    "Are you going to celebrate Sun Birth with your cousin Messalina?" asked Briseis with a sarcastic tone.

    "That's none of your business, Briseis."

    While Drusilla was about to take a whip and punish the Gallic slave for her audacity, a pretty slave in her late-teens rushed into the room. She kneeled down at Drusilla's feet and asked her to talk to her in private.

    "Get up, Octavia" said Drusilla gesturing to the other ancillae to back away. Octavia began trembling. She grabbed Drusilla's hand and kissed it.

    "Domina... You're not going to be happy with the news." 

    Drusilla helped her up. Octavia was in tears.

    "Come on, stupid girl. Spit it out."

    "The Emperor... I mean, you know about King Tudorus of Britannia, Friend and Ally of Rome... He arrived in town two weeks ago to sign a new treaty with the Emperor."

    "I know. What's the problem?"

    "It's about the king's daughter."

    "The blonde Britannian girl who raced her father's horse at the Games?"

    "Yes, domina. Her name is Ladyssa, also nicknamed Lady. In her land she's a national heroine for her horse race victories and her riding skills."

    "Okay, okay... What are the bad news?"

    "As a clause of the treaty King Tudorus asked the Emperor to marry his daughter."

    Drusilla half-closed her eyes looking at her slave with suspicion. She knew about the main formulations of the treaty but never heard about any such clause.  

    "How do you know that?" she asked.

    "The scribe who wrote one of the copies of the treaty is my brother. He thought you should know about this clause which was attached to the treaty this morning."

    "Has the treaty been signed by the Emperor?"      

    "I'm afraid yes, domina."

    Drusilla pushed Octavia away. The slave bumped against the marble wall, then opened her tunic, exposing her slender ephebic body entirely shaved on her armpits and pubis.

    "Punish me, domina! I deserve your ire," said the ancilla waiting to be whipped. 

    "Get out!" snarled Drusilla. 

    While Octavia ran away, she took a deep breath and adjusted her attire. She was deeply disappointed. Why didn't her brother inform her about such an important move before making a decision? Was he afraid to make her jealous? The idea of any kind of jealousy between the two of them was so ludicrous that she smiled at herself and quickly resumed her patrician poise. Nothing in the world would ever diminish her own self-confidence.  

Minutes later, the Julian princess entered into her brother's heavily curtained and thickly carpeted bedroom. 

    "Cal, darling. What's this story with Tudorus' daughter?" 

    Gaius Caesar Caligula was in bed. The handsome blond man who had turned twenty five on the 31st day of August that year, six months after being proclaimed Emperor by the Senate of Rome according to the late Emperor Tiberius' will, was relaxing after long days of work in preparation for his first Imperial Council which he had scheduled for the following day. A few oil-lamps shed little light on the room but Drusilla noticed that his face was paler and his body skinnier than when he made love to her a few days before. He sat up in bed massaging his head.

    "The treaty, Drudi. It's only about the treaty I've signed with her father King Tudorus."

    "But you're going to marry her, aren't you."

    "That's no big deal, honey. You'll always be my only special lover."

    "Didn't you promise long time ago to marry me like the Egyptian Pharaohs do to keep power and heirs in the same family?"

    "The people aren't yet ready for marriages between siblings. It's rather ridiculous but... well, I can't change everything at once."

    Drusilla sat down close to her brother and hugged him.

    "Are they going to tolerate a barbarian Empress who races horses like a man?"

    "Ladyssa isn't going to become Empress before a year after the wedding. That was stipulated by me and signed by Tudorus in the marriage contract."

    Drusilla gave him a kiss. Lots of things could happen in a year, she thought. 

    "When are you planning to exchange the iron rings?"

    "Two days after tomorrow, the 27th day of December."

    Caligula told her that Britannia was strategically important to protect the Northern Frontier of the Empire. It was in the best interests of Rome to strengthen the bonds with that country with a political marriage. Drusilla stared into his grey Julian eyes and understood that he was only telling half of the truth. Her brother did really care for the interests of the Empire, and the Roman people loved him dearly in return. Nonetheless, he was too young a man to take a wife just for political reasons if there weren't some kinds of private rewards to his official act.  

    Drusilla slid a hand underneath the sheets. Tenderly, she began caressing his penis erecting it quickly to full size. The unique sexual tension which was at the basis of their love was as powerful as ever. He noticed her red lips and smiled.

    "Are you wearing red lip dye just for me?" he asked.

    "No... It's a homage to Cleopatra," answered Drusilla indicating her admiration for the late queen of Egypt who consistently wore lipstick and adored to perform exquisite fellatio on scores of men during public banquets.

    Drusilla passionately squeezed her brother's erection. He lifted up the lower hem of her gown and fondled her crotch, enjoying the moisture of her swelling labia, the tightness of her cunnus (Latin for female genitalia) and her magnificent Mount of Venus entirely covered with a luscious triangle of pubic hair. Like most Roman women she kept it untampered, never trimming any part of it, and using nettle oil to make it grow thick and luxurious. She knew that for most men a big hairy vulva was a strong indication of sensuality. Even more so since her lush pubic hair was as red as the curls of her head, which was one of the reasons for Caligula's attraction to her.

    "Did you already try her in bed?" asked Drusilla before taking her brother's hardened mentula (Latin slang for penis) in her mouth.

    "No," he answered with a sigh. "The marriage contract prevents me from putting my hands on her before the nuptials. As a member of a foreign royal family she is not allowed to enter the pomerium, (the sacred boundary enclosing the city of Rome within the Servian Walls.)"

    Drusilla began licking his glans with purposeful strokes. 

    "Does she turn you on?" she asked.

    "Well... You saw her riding that stallion, didn't you."

    "Is that what stimulated your fancy?" 

    "Edepol! She clutched her nude thighs around the bare back of that animal with such a force, and bounced her crotch so hard on that stallion's spine...," whispered Caligula with a dreaming voice. 

    "...and now you want to feel that clutch around your waist. Am I right, brother?"

    Caligula stood up in the nude and put on his caligae (hob-nailed boots worn by Roman legionaries of the rank of centurion down, which Gaius Caesar was used to wear from early age and became the reason for his cognomen Caligula = Little Boots.) He began pacing the carpeted room which was heated underneath the floor even though in that 24th day of December, Rome was blessed by hot southern winds.

    "That power, Drusilla... I'm sure she got off during that horseback race at least once!"

    Caligula leaned with his back against a column. His penis, bent upward like a big banana, was ready. Drusilla approached him, and kneeled down.

    "I want her, Drudi! I had no other way to get her," he whispered gabbing Drusilla's hair and stroking his erection all over her face. 

    Drusilla pinched the firm skin of his scrotum with her well-manicured nails—properly short yet with just enough length to apply a decent scratch. Then, with voracious appetite, while her brother continued dreaming and exclaiming about Lady's powerful pelvic thrusts, she shoved his erection deep into her throat. She sucked it so well that he began panting like a mating sea-lion, expressing his appreciation for her unsurpassable oral ability. Spurred by his words, she continued until she drove him to orgasm, gulping down all what was so abundantly spurting in her mouth, licking every drop of it like she did many times before.

    Besides the thrill that Drusilla felt from fellating her brother, that Sun Birth Eve she did it also for political reasons. She knew that nothing could prevent the Emperor from getting what he wanted. Since the title of Empress wouldn't be granted to that barbarian horse-riding wench before a year, Drusilla thought it was better to comply with her brother wishes until his crush for Ladyssa Tudorus would inevitably cool down.

    Upon releasing his issue in her mouth, Caligula stood against the column quivering with pleasure while Drusilla massaged his thighs and his abdomen. When he felt better, he donned his embroidered chamber robe, then asked his sister where was she going to celebrate Sun Birth.

    "Messalina's party," answered Drusilla.

    He knew what that meant, but, under the circumstances, he couldn't blame Drusilla from doing what any Roman woman would do that night in honor of their Gods and Goddesses.

    "Don't forget to come back before sunrise," said Caligula caressing her curly red hair. "I want you on my side for the ceremony on the terrace."

    "You'll always find me on your side on the official occasions, my handsome brother," she said. "And whenever you want me... also in private ones."

When Drusilla took leave, Caligula began pacing the room, thinking.

    A few minutes later, his two youngest sisters, Lesbia, a thirteen-year-old blond nymphet, and Agrippinilla, a high-spirited curly brunette of fourteen, marched into the room dressed up like Roman legionaries with bronze helmets, short-sleeved, mid-thigh-long shirts of coarse red linen covered by mail and boiled leather breast-plates, wiggling their leather-strapped kilts wrapped around their slender hips, the Roman gladium (short, double-edged sword, 25"-inch long, used by legionaries for slashing and thrusting) hanging from their belts, and stumping the floor with—what else?—customized caligae tightened on their feet. 

    Followed by four young torchbearers and by three musicians beating military drums hanging on their shoulders, the two girls stalked around their brother singing a silly little song they wrote for the occasion mocking in reverse the songs of Julius Caesar's legionaries when they entered conquered towns:


Caesar! Caesar! Lock your lovers away


Keep them under surveillance 


Tightly tied up—and out of the way!


Your recruits are coming for dalliance


They'll take your breath away!

    The playful "recruits" stopped in front of their brother, unsheathed their toy gladia and saluted the Emperor shouting three times, over the sound of rolling drums, the traditional "Heil, Caesar!"

    Playing along, Caligula inspected their attires. While he adjusted Lesbia's belt, she fondled his groin.

    "What reserves have you left here after sister Drudi's attack?" asked the nymphet with a flirting smile.

    Agrippinilla took his hand and rubbed it between her legs, 

    "Can't you feel that your troops are in need of victuals, Caesar?" 

    "I think they are in danger of getting spanked," replied Caligula after a laugh.

    The two girls made signals at each other according to their secret language; then they simultaneously turned, bend down and lifted their kilts, showing him their naked little bottoms.

    "Need a closer look, General?" instigated Lesbia.

    "Afraid of hurting our fighting spirit, Imperator?" asked Agrippinilla turning her head and grimacing at him.

    Caligula pinched their cute buttocks.

    "Ouch!" shrieked Lesbia

    "Ahiii!" echoed her sister.

    "Enough now," said Caligula pulling down their kilts. The two excited girls turned and winked at each other:

    "Nooo waaay!" they proclaimed at unison, wiggling their hips.

    "I've got to work, you little monsters," said a defensive Caligula.

    "How dare you work on Sun Birth Eve?" asked Agrippinilla, grimacing.

    "We have arranged Sun Birth dinner in your private dining room, with the best Pompeian garum money can buy, candles and the works," announced Lesbia, referring to the spicy, salty fish sauce enormously appreciated by Roman gluttons.

    "But you can forget our treat unless we play Veni-Vidi-Vici!" declared Agrippinilla.

    The two girls backed like two tigers getting ready to spring. The game consisted in a quick attack on the enemy, in this case Caligula playing the role of King Pharnaces when Julius Caesar routed his huge army in less than two hours at Zela (modern central Turkey) and sent to Rome a letter with his famous statement: "I came, I saw, I conquered". 

    While the drummers rolled their instruments, Lesbia and Agrippinilla attacked Caligula shouting Roman war cries. Always a good sport with his little sisters, Caligula tried to dodge them to no avail. They threw him on the bed and quickly mounted across his body, asking him for surrender tickling him with their toy gladia.

    "You won! You won!" conceded Caligula, twisting like a snake on fire. 

    The two girls rubbed their naked crotches—Lesbia on his face; on his belly Agrippinilla. They gave their victory screams and a litany of veni-vidi-vici while exchanging places on top of him, forcing him to taste their young yet already fuzzy little vulvas.      

    They kept playing on the bed, jumping up and down over and around their big brother, screaming and taking off their military costumes.

    "It's booty time!" shouted Agrippinilla.

    "Let's go for the spoils, legionaries!" incited Lesbia.  

    They plunged down on his sides, spread and blocked his arms and legs under their bodies, and began nibbling at his nipples, watching "the booty" growing between his legs. Exchanging ribald comments in use among the legionaries, the two girls tickled it, grabbed it, scratched it, and bit it until Caligula asked for mercy.

    Then they took a bath attended by two ancillae in Caligula's private bathroom. Laughing and splashing water at each other, Caligula enjoyed his sisters' light-hearted company. The two young princesses kept telling jokes about foolish relatives such as their older uncle Claudius, who was the favorite target of their pranks because he was limp and stuttered like a parrot at every public speech. While the slaves dried their bodies and prepared them for dinner, Lesbia and Agrippinilla made Caligula laugh to tears by imitating stiff-lipped Praetorian Guards such as Acilius Trebellius who, according to Lesbia, had such a small penis that Drusilla needed one of Archimedes' loops to find it and eat it like a small, small, small overcooked shrimp. They laughed and had fun until dinner was served. 

    Dumb friends and stupid right-wing senators continued to be object of derision. Both girls got drunk with Chian wine and attacked Caligula with all of their youthful enthusiasm. As he got drunk as well, he couldn't prevent his two little sisters from taking advantage of him. 

On her comfortable lectica—a large litter carried by eight slaves— Drusilla reached Messalina's mansion on the Aventine Hill. She had pardoned Octavia and had taken her along.

    The elegant mansion of the Valerian family was crowded by 300 guests, mostly young men and women wearing spectacular exotic costumes, showing off in the wildest of Rome's Sun Birth Night parties, lavishly laying on the dining couches placed in the vast central hall, or moving around to meet friends and lovers in other rooms. For the occasion Messalina's parents left the estate entirely to their single daughter while they travelled for the Saturnalia holidays to Gallia Narbonensis (today's French Riviera.) The banquet was served by about 50 slaves and entertained by an Iberian band playing the gay music of cymbals, oboes and fiddles.  

    Valeria Messalina, two years younger than her cousin Drusilla, was considered the most beautiful girl in Rome. Just over six feet tall, with raven black hair tied up on the left side of her perfectly oval face, wide blue eyes with a glance that melted any man's heart, large shapely breast with ever-erect nipples sticking out from underneath the fabric of whatever dress she was wearing, Messalina exuded sensuality from all of the pores of her velvety Mediterranean skin. As she was determined to give herself in utter abandonment to any men who approached her with the strength of their virility, she had no rivals in the field of pleasure.

    When Drusilla arrived, Messalina was dancing with ten young men dressed like satyrs who wore huge phalluses attached to their belts in the fashion of ancient Greek comedians. Suddenly, Messalina pretended to be afraid of their lust and ran around the dining hall while the satyrs chased her, removing her costume piece by piece. When the strip-tease was over, Messalina stood gloriously nude in the midst of enthusiastic applause. 

    The satyrs kneeled down at her feet, adoring her and kissing her imposing Mount of Venus entirely covered by a prodigious bush of black pubic hair. Then they turned their faces upwards, like bird chicks waiting to be fed by their mother. Opening her arms like an acrobat on a tight rope, the tall 17-year-old Valerian princess walked with her legs spread over their heads allowing each one to rub their noses onto her precious flesh and lick her fabled clitoris for a few seconds, stopping briefly for the ones who flicked their tongues deep inside her labia.

    As the music and the cheers reached the climax, the satyrs stood up, laid her down on a pillow, and danced around her, stroking their huge phalluses on her body, forcing her to raise and spread her legs. Two slaves to whom the duty was entrusted, scattered grains of barley from above into the calyx of her passion flower. Five white geese, trained for the purpose, were then pushed towards Messalina's open crotch and began to pick the grains one by one, sinking their beaks and even their entire heads inside her cunnus. Quickly, the starving fowls ate the grains that had slid deep into it, pinching her vaginal tract and her cervix in a feeding frenzy, providing Messalina with a tremendous orgasm all along the way.

    Her moans of pleasure, covered by cheers and by the joyous wails of cavorting guests, lasted until the last grains were eaten, whence the ten satyrs lifted Messalina above their heads and carried her out to her quarters.

    During the shocking performance of her younger, sex-craved cousin, Drusilla had been standing inconspicuously in the background leaning against a column, watching the show. In the general delirium which ensued Messalina's exit, the Emperor's sister became surrounded by four young men attracted by her red lip dye and provocative hair style. Expressing their relish without restraint, they fondled her both over and underneath her blue gown. She let their fingers feel her thick pubic hair but prevented them from going further, and signaled for Octavia to approach her.

    "That's enough now," said Drusilla to the four men. "If you want more, discuss my price with my ancilla."

    Excited by Drusilla's open-minded disposition to take multiple clients at the same time—not a rare occurrence among the lupae but always an exciting one—the four men quickly handed all of their gold chains, necklaces and rings and gold coins to the attentive Octavia. Whereupon two of them began biting and sucking Drusilla's neck, shoulders and nipples while the other two spread her legs. They quickly ripped off her tiny loincloth and took turns eating her cunnus. 

    Within a minute, Drusilla was besides herself with lust. Octavia got apprehensive. She was well-aware of her mistress' exhibitionist nature and her disregard for the turmoil which could ensue if a bunch of drunk party guests could watch such a gorgeous young woman as her domina copulating in front of the crowd. Forcefully, Octavia pushed Drusilla and her "clients" into a cubiculum (small Roman bedroom) and waited outside while the four men pinned the incognito Julian princess down on the bed and "raped" her with no mercy.

    After about an hour, as midnight was getting close, a perfectly dressed and made up Messalina reappeared in the dining hall among the guests. Having satisfied their initial sexual desires, they were now eating, flirting and enjoying the succulent dinner. Meanwhile, Drusilla took all the pleasure she could and gave back to the four men more than what they paid for. When they were finished, Octavia came in with a basin of warm water and some fresh towels. She threw out the four guys, and cleaned her mistress' body from the traces of the men's wild intercourse.

    "How do you feel, princess?" asked the slave with sincere concern for Drusilla's physical well-being as well as for her state of mind. 

    "Appeased yet still burning like a furnace," answered Drusilla stretching in bed like a cat after a good meal.

    "I'm happy for you, domina. It's almost midnight now."

    Drusilla got up. Octavia washed her, then she extracted from her bag a roll of bombyx, (soft thin fabric often used for loincloth,) and tightened it over her mistress's crotch, fastening it through her crack around her slender waist. The blue gown was still in good condition and the polished copper mirror of the cubicle was shiny enough to reflect a good image, giving Drusilla a sense of security in her own beauty.

    Followed by Octavia, she went back to the crowded dining area. All the candles were ready to be lit in honor of Sun Birth. Torches and oil lamps were extinguished and everyone waited for the master slave of the house to count down to midnight. At the signal, everyone lit the closest candle. The Sun was born again as it always had done for centuries on the 25th of December of any Roman year. All the guests cheered, prayed, embraced and toasted to the Star-God that keeps everyone alive.

    Drusilla and Messalina, both resplendent with glorious happiness, hugged each other with mutual appreciation of their privileges and their right to remain for another year as sensuous and provocative as Roman women were in those times.

    "I've heard some rumors about Cal wedding a Britannian jockey girl. Is it true?" asked Messalina.

    "Yeah. She's the daughter of King Tudorus of Britannia."

    "Hmm, never heard of him. What is it? A political mishmash?"

    "Well, Cal is also sexually attracted to her."

    "Wow! Is he going to make her Empress of Rome?"

    "Possibly... One year from now."

    "Shit, Drudi! She could become a menace to your power as Imperial Princess."

    "I know, Missi. But I'm going to stop her very soon."

    Messalina doubted that Drusilla would risk Caligula's ire if he ever discovered a plot against his wife.

    "Is Cal still screwing you?" asked Messalina.

    "Yes, of course. But I'm going to let him play with his new bride for a while."

    "Cool! He'll grow tired of her."

    "How did you hear of Cal's marriage with the Britannian girl?"

    "Hmm, let me think. What's her name?"

    "Ladyssa, also known with her nickname Lady."

    "Oh yes, Lady... I believe Apulius, my freedman, heard about her bridal shower and told me about it."

    Drusilla raised an eyebrow. That was a promising coincidence.

    "Do you know where it is taking place?" she asked.

    "Hmm... Let me try to remember. Yes! At Romulus' tavern in the Subura (popular quarter of Rome)."

    That was quite an unusual place for a princess, even a barbarian one. But then Drusilla remembered that Romulus' was the favorite watering hole of Roman and foreign jockeys and charioteers. So, Ladyssa's choice made sense.

    "Should we go there?" proposed Drusilla raising her chin.

    "What do you have in mind, cousin?" inquired Messalina half-closing her eyes. "Termination?"

    "No, no... Just checking... Meanwhile, we may find some handsome populares (the working class,) and a good deal of gladiators."

    Messalina uttered a shrill of excitement and rubbed her hips against Drusilla's to express her joyous anticipation for the unexpected adventure they were about to embark on.

Wrapped in their paenulae (long capes with hoods,) the two young noblewomen travelled together across the center of Rome in Drusilla's luxurious litter. When they arrived close to Romulus' tavern in the Subura, the Emperor's sister ordered the slaves to halt in a short darkened alley. This was not the time to show off since the two princesses were incognito and posing as two harlots.

    Octavia, whose hair was properly combed up on both sides of her face, was sent to the tavern in advance. Separately, Messalina and Drusilla followed suit. They had some problems squeezing their way through the street crowd, but since prostitutes were held in high esteem by the Roman populace, they were gladly welcomed, with hands pinching their buttocks and safely reached the two-story tavern.

    The place was packed. Light was still provided for by the candles which everyone lit at midnight. On the basement level, around two dozen solid oak desks, jockeys, charioteers, horse owners, ruffians and merchants were drinking, eating, laughing, playing dice, and carousing with girlfriends, wives and hookers. Behind the counter, Romulus filled pitchers with wine or beer. His two wives, Terentia and Papilia, served the patrons with the help of a dozen waitresses who moved in good spirit between the kitchen and the hall. On a stage elevated at the far end of the tavern, a couple of actors portrayed a poor rendition of a scene of "Orpheus and Eurydice." On the second floor, squarely open above the basement and surrounded by a wooden railing, other clients sang plebeian songs, inciting the two actors below to get quickly into a copulation scene.

    Upon their entrance, Messalina and Drusilla were immediately approached by men and offered money for sex. Drusilla refused with the excuse that serious meretrices (expensive Roman courtesans) always abstained from their trade on Sun Birth Day. Messalina promised a few men to think it over and joined Drusilla.

    "Did you see her?" asked Messalina.

    "No."

    "Doesn't look like a bridal shower, doesn't it."

    "Yeah, pretty stinky place."

    Octavia approached quickly after gathering some information.

    "Drinks and food are entirely paid for by the bride," said the young slave.

    "Wow!" exclaimed Messalina. "She's generous." 

    "Where is she?" asked Drusilla.

    Octavia indicated a table on the other side of the hall. 

    "There... The blonde with the pony-tail."

    A crowd of jockeys and charioteers were talking to a blonde pony-tailed girl in a leather corset which made her look like a young man if it wasn't for a nice pair of tits partially visible through her cleavage.  

    "No one knows to whom she's going to get married," specified Octavia. "She just said that he's a prominent Roman citizen."

    "Well, she's clever as well," commented Messalina.  

    Drusilla asked her to go to the bride and try to find out what were her plans. Unabashed as usual, Messalina didn't waste time. She approached the table and murmured a few words into Ladyssa's ear.

    The blond Britannian princess looked at Messalina and noticed her hairstyle and her red lip dye. Messalina smiled. Ladyssa stood up and moved with the Roman "whore" to a side where they continued chatting. From the other side of the hall Drusilla and Octavia noticed Lady's short leather skirt, and her straight long legs, covered below the knees by animal skin leggings tied to her calves with leather stripes. Drusilla had to admit that in a sort of barbarian way her brother's promised bride was quite attractive despite her plain hairstyle and her total lack of makeup.

    A short, fat, middle-aged man in a long brocade coat, wearing an ostentatious boltus (large, rounded, firm, Byzantine headgear, about 8"-inch high and 18"-inch diameter, covered with silk, or sometimes with fur,) which made him look like a mushroom, showed up behind Drusilla.

    "Is the most gorgeous Imperial Princess of all times looking for some fun?" asked the man with a unctuous smile. Stung at being recognized Drusilla faced the man with a disparaging look. 

    "Who are you?"

    "I'm Mutius Regulatus, Your Highness."

    The name sounded familiar. 

    "He's a pander," whispered Octavia to Drusilla's ear.

    "I'm not a pander, princess," claimed Mutius who overheard Octavia's words. "I'm the greatest pander of the whole Roman Empire."

    "Quite an overstatement, fat man," said Drusilla. "You haven't even been able to turn this stupid bridal shower into an exciting Roman orgy."

    "You're right, Imperial Grace. I feel quite humiliated but Lady Tudorus is a true Britannian woman."

    "So? What does it mean?"

    "People from Britannia do not like sex."

    "Oh! I didn't know that," commented Drusilla.

    "We all learn something every day," said Mutius licking the big rings which he wore on all of his fingers. "Don't we."

    Messalina came back and confirmed Mutius' assessment. She took Drusilla aside and told her that Lady was profoundly disgusted by Roman mores. Upon her wedding, she was determined to make her views very clear to her husband. The news exhilarated Drusilla. Considering Caligula's expectations, there was no reason for Drusilla to feel threatened by such an insipid wench whose only interests seemed to be centered on horses.

    Drusilla introduced Mutius to Messalina whose fame had been known to him for quite a while. In return of his sensuous hand kiss, the seventeen-year-old vixen shoot him an unmistakable glance of approval, and pulled his face against her breasts. As he was quite shorter than her, she parted her tunic above her waist and induced the ecstatic pander to fondle her breasts. His boltus fell to the floor. Octavia picked it up. Messalina slipped her hand inside Mutius' coat and grabbed his penis.

    "Umm, Drusilla! He has a big one," whispered a quickly aroused Messalina while Mutius was nibbling at her nipples. He reached her hairy Mount of Venus underneath her tunic and stuck his fat, ring-loaded fingers into her wetness. She rotated her eyes towards Drusilla who watched her cousin licking her lips and mouthing: "I've got to do him."   

    In the heat of passion, Mutius pushed an inflamed Valerian princess into the vestibulum (wardrobe room) signaling to the ancillae on duty to get out in a hurry. The imposing Roman girl and the short Byzantine man kissed like vampires, sucking and biting each other tongues and lips. His breath was heavy, but it only increased her sudden surge of lust. Messalina fell on her back over a pile of winter cloaks and slowly opened her long legs. Mutius watched in sheer amazement at her fabled cunnus surrounded by the largest bush of pubic hair he had ever seen in his life. The sublime Roman patrician rubbed her fine high-heeled sandals against his face and got him to lick her toes while she massaged her clitoris to full erection. Mutius was flabbergasted. Her clitoris was at least an inch long!

    "Come on now, take it in your mouth," solicited the Valerian princess with a hoarse voice which indicated her cravings.

    The sweating Byzantine got rid of his coat, kneeled down between her legs and sank his head into her crotch. He licked and sucked and chewed her oversensitive petiole while rubbing and pulling her nipples to bursting extension. The fiery young princess began moaning provocative words, pushing forward and moving her pelvis up and down, delivering herself to his mouth and teeth, squeezing his head between her thighs.   

    While her senses were shaking at the peak of pleasure, he grabbed his fat, rock-solid erection and rubbed it around her wet inner labia, feeling her. She stared at his penis holding her breath, filling her mind with desire. Then he entered her with a violent thrust. Impetuously, she entwined her legs around Mutius' corpulent waist, humping back and forth, rubbing his nipples and biting his arms, spurring his buttocks with her heels, keeping the impact of his glans deep upon the mouth of her uterus which reacted with delightful throbs having been already inflamed by the pinches of the gooses' beaks earlier at her party. Her vaginal contractions resounded in her brain, involving every muscle of her body, overwhelming her senses. She felt suddenly close to the "little death," and gasped. Repressing her screams, she moaned instead, as her abdominal muscles and her feet quivered out of control.

    Meanwhile, as he was drilling the deepest cone of her volcano, he squeezed and pulled her nipples, rotating his fat pubic bone, pressing the lower end of it against her erected clitoris, providing her with that kind of fusion orgasm—clitoral and vaginal together—which was for Messalina the supreme gratification of the sexual being who was dwelling in every fiber of her body. With the exception of her fast-pumping genitals engorged by unremitting afflux of desire, every other muscle fainted. She was now like a dislocated puppet, climaxing under the male frenzy unchained by the divine scent of her gushing juices.

    As soon as Mutius realized that he was possessing every inch of that beautiful girl, he pounded her with savage uncontrolled virility until the sheer weight of his body issued sufficient energy for her to recover her muscular strength. Feeling transfixed and pinioned like a woodland nymph by a ferocious beast, she locked her legs around his neck, sank her nails in his back, and banged her pelvis against his groin, ferociously kissing his mouth, sucking and biting his tongue and his thick lips, inciting him to drive her sexually insane.

    Suddenly, while screaming and twisting, she first felt the breathtaking joy of another orgasm, and then, immediately after, as he hammered her harder and faster, she felt her cunnus being inundated by the hot squirts of his climax. They kept banging and coming for a while until he collapsed over her.

    Panting and catching her breath, she remained immobile under that mass of fat while his erection subsided and his sperm poured out of her vagina. He mumbled some pathetic words such as "Fantastic, Overwhelming, Majestic...." She felt somehow irritated by his license and rolled him over. While he kept staring at her like a zombie, she got up and looked at his big belly with disgust. She began stroking her high heels on his large flaccid penis, on his chest and on his face. He glanced up at that vision who was standing above him in all of her splendor.

    "Clean me up, swine," she ordered while squatting over his face. "Use your tongue but slowly, okay? I'm overly sensitive now." 

    He licked and swallowed his own juices as well as hers, from her thighs and along the entire length of her crotch, but he got slapped on his face when he tried to titillate her clitoris.

    "Don't even dream of doing that again, understood?" 

    The fat pander nodded and duly finished his job; then he picked up his clothes and went to the back end of the room, disappearing behind a corner. Messalina sat down on a chair taking a deep breath with a grin of satisfaction and relaxing her limbs. As she did so, Octavia surreptitiously appeared on the doorway of the vestibulum.

* * *

CHAPTER TWO

"Princess...," called Drusilla's slave with a low voice. Messalina glanced towards the doorway.

    "Come in, Octavia. Look for some water and a fresh bombyx."

    "I have them here already," said Octavia entering the room holding a small amphora and carrying her bag. Messalina stood up and moved with the ancilla behind the counter.

    "Have you been watching over me?" asked Messalina with a smile while Octavia began washing her.

    "Yes, princess. I've been waiting outside the vestibulum with the two wardrobe girls in order to prevent anyone from coming in."

    "Good girl. Where's Drusilla?"

    "She left."

    "Oh, really? It didn't seem like a long time...."

    "No, well... You've been here for half an hour, but my domina left right away when you came in with that man."

    "You don't like him, uh?"

    "It's not for me to judge anyone. I just hope he was nice and didn't take advantage of you."

    "Don't worry about that, Octavia. I'm the one who took advantage of him."

    Octavia expertly used a long stripe of bombyx to shape a fresh loincloth around Messalina's waist. Then she retrieved her gown, and completed the re-dressing/makeup operation by combing her hair and putting some stibium  (ancient kind of mascara) around her eyes. 

    "What about the Britannian rider?" asked Messalina while admiring her look in Octavia's portable silver mirror.

    "She's still there in the tavern, princess." 

    A fully-dressed Mutius appeared from behind the back end of the room. Messalina smiled at him and gave him her hand to kiss. 

    "I wish to be worthy of your confidence, Your Grace," he said while humbly kissing her hand.

    "We'll see about that, Mutius," replied Messalina.

    "Would you like to stay or should I arrange for a lectica to take you somewhere else?"

    "Hmm, this bridal shower is rather depressing," commented the spoiled Roman aristocrat while pinning her hair up on the left side.      

    "I agree," said Mutius noticing her hairstyle. "Besides Lothar's victory party on the second floor, the others are only chatting about horses and the races."          

    Messalina frowned: "Are you talking about Lothar the gladiator?"

    "Yes, Your Goodness. A massive, muscular athlete from Nubia (African region south of Egypt), a span taller than you, strong like a black bull and as fast as lightning, won the Gold Belt at the Munera Gladiatoria (Gladiatorial Games.) He has just arrived with his friends and he's waiting for me to provide him with pretty women."

    "Are you tempting me, Mutius?"

    "I'd be honored to," answered the pander with a glance of admiration.  

    Messalina signaled at Octavia to leave. When the slave left, the young patrician sensuously scratched Mutius' chin. 

    "Are you thinking to sell my favors as if I were one of your trollops?"

    "Oh no!" exclaimed Mutius. "I'd be proud to sell you, but only as the most beautiful, magnificent young woman the world has ever seen, and with the full charisma of your rank."

    Messalina slapped him across the face.

    "I don't want that!" she exclaimed.

    Mutius bowed, "I beg your pardon, princess. I just thought that you were inclined to prostitute yourself in order to reach a higher level of sexual gratification and please the Goddess Venus in the same time."

    "These are excellent reasons, Mutius. But if I were to make this kind of experience, you've never to reveal my name or my rank to any of your clients."

    "Why not, Your Grace? Think about the thrill any men would feel if they were given the chance to possess for a few moments the divine Messalina, one of the noblest women of the Empire."

    "Many a man have already done that."

    "But not with the power of paying for it."

    "That's why I wish to do it. But I want them to treat my like a common whore and not like a princess."

    "No one will ever believe that you are a common whore," insisted the pander. "Your spectacular beauty, your unsurpassable sensuality and your class wouldn't fool anyone. And besides, don't you know that men like to treat a trollop like a princess and a princess like a trollop?"

    Messalina smiled: "Do you really believe that this is true?"

    Mutius realized that she was on the verge of reversing her opposition to his argument. He approached her and began caressing her hips.

    "Do you really wish to be banged with rage and enjoy the abuse of brawny gladiators such as Lothar and company?"

    "Possibly...," murmured Messalina while Mutius slipped a hand through the slit of her gown.

    "All of them together?" asked Mutius feeling her crotch  over the loincloth.

    "Why not...?" she said undulating her hips.

    "For how long?"

    "I don't know...," she answered while the clever Mutius slid his fingers underneath her loincloth and slowly caressed her wet labia.

    "Until dawn?"

    She opened her legs a little. He circled with his fingers around her quivering vaginal orifice.

    "Okay... until dawn." 

    "If I'll sell you to them you'll have to do all what they want."

    "I know."

    "No way to refuse anyone."

    "I'm not going to refuse."

    He suddenly kissed her on the mouth. She responded with equal passion and opened her thighs. He pushed his fingers inside her. She was about to come again. He sensed that and retrieved his fingers right away.  

    "Are you ready?" he asked with a challenging smile.

    Messalina closed her legs, stroking her abdomen, trembling with desire. 

    "Yes... Take me to them," she said. 

    "Only if I can reveal your name and rank," murmured the pander in her ear.

    "Okay, Mutius. You won."

    According to the custom of his trade when engaging a new prostitute, he keeled down and kissed her beautiful feet. While licking her toes, he swore in the name of Venus Pandemon—the patroness of prostitutes—to protect and respect her, and set aside for her any compensation he would collect from her clients, with a deduction of 30 percent as a commission for his services.

    "I don't want you to watch me when I'm doing it," specified Messalina. "You make the sale and get out of the way, understood?"

    "Yes, Your Radiancy."

    "Swear it!" demanded the princess tapping a foot on his face. He looked up at her and swore.

    Then he stood up and asked her to take solemn oath that she'll engage in prostitution whenever she so desired, but solely under his management for the next three years.  

    Hiding behind the doorway, Octavia spied on the short ceremony. From the distance she didn't hear the exact words of the oath, but she understood the purpose of it. 

    Mutius arranged Messalina's gown and adjusted her hair. Happily, the young princess twirled around the room raising her dress, expressing her determination to entice any man he'd find for her. 

    Octavia went back to the hall and watched Ladyssa who was still discussing with the jockeys and drinking beer aplenty. Apparently, no man dared to approach the blond Britannian princess with seduction in mind despite the fact that Roman women were used to engage in wild orgies during their bridal showers. It was probably because of her bodyguards, thought Drusilla's slave noticing two menacing-looking barbarian women standing against a wall, in short leather skirts and axes in their belts, watching over Ladyssa. 

    When Octavia saw Mutius taking Messalina upstairs to Lothar's party, she went halfway up on the staircase to watch what she knew was about to happen.

    The spacious second floor of the tavern was now exclusively patronized by gladiators showing off their muscles and their bare chests enhanced by bronze-studded leather stripes. Lothar and about a dozen of his friends were drinking, playing dice or watching the nude acrobats performing on the stage below.

    They jeered Mutius when he joined them with Messalina, complaining and ridiculing him for showing up with a single girl.

    The princess leaned with her back against a wall and glanced at each of the men as if she was already melting in their arms. Then she rested her seductive glance on Lothar, a magnificent black African, with large shoulders, massive biceps and powerful pectorals. He felt overwhelmed by her wide blue eyes, her luscious red lips, her tall body and especially by her poise. In spite of her hairstyle, Lothar couldn't believe she was a harlot. He approached her. 

    "What's your name, young woman?" 

    "Valeria... Messalina," answered the princess separating the words and sensuously exhaling on his face to inebriate him with her sex-loaded breath. Her name didn't mean a thing to the Nubian, but another gladiator, a blond Thracian, started.

    "Hey, Mutius," the blond called. "Do you want us to believe that she's Messalina, the Roman princess?"

    "She's exactly that, Thracian," answered Mutius with pride. "You have my word on it."

    Lothar looked at her: "Are you really a Roman princess?"

    Messalina opened her gown, exposing her body to him and the others.

    "Can't you see?" she said caressing her flat abdomen.

    "And are you for sale?" asked a still incredulous Lothar.

    She approached him, and rubbed her nipples on his black chest. Then she lowered her hand, grabbed his penis under his leather kilt and lifted her chin to kiss him. 

    "Aren't you afraid?" he asked her while his member reached maximum extension in Messalina's hand.

    "Don't you know that a Roman princess is afraid of nothing?" she asked him despite feeling the breathtaking size of his erection, being unable to close her long fingers around it even though she squeezed it with all of her considerable strength.

    He slightly opened his mouth. She did the same. His tumid lips stroked against hers. Their tongues met and began licking at each other. Lips suddenly squashed against lips and their kiss became so tight for the reciprocal suction that it took a long time to turn it into a biting frenzy, his roars covered by her moans. She drove his black erection between her thighs over the bombyx of her loincloth and began rubbing and pulling his nipples while their wild kiss, far from subsiding, spread to chins, necks and shoulders.

    Everyone else was stunned by the spectacle of those two extraordinary creatures reaching the point of no return of their mutual cravings. She rose a knee to his hip. Lothar lowered his hands and lifted her up. Still kissing, she entwined her legs around his waist.

    Mutius tried to cool them down, asking for the 17-year-old Messalina a price ten times higher than the most expensive courtesans of Rome.

    "You've got it!" shouted the Nubian gladiator to the Byzantine pander. 

    From her low point of view down the staircase, Octavia saw Lothar's humongous black member ripping through Messalina's loincloth and ramming with tremendous force into her cunnus. The sheer sound of the breach made everyone startle. Pinned against the wall, the young patrician gasped, grimaced and repressed a scream by biting the gladiator's shoulder. His bull-size instrument was only half-way in, but it had already reached the deepest limit of her sexual organ.

    She froze in anticipation, staring at him with her irresistible fawn-like eyes, defenseless.

    "You're going to earn your money the hard way, princess!" shot Lothar in his teeth while tapping on her cervix with his hardened glans.

    "Yes, I know... Push!" moaned Messalina with no fear.

    Lothar pushed harder and harder. Panting, she murmured a litany of yes, yes, yes.... She hugged and kissed him again with passion and reached the edge of orgasm within seconds. Clinging on him, shaking against his body like a cypress in the wind, she let him know that she was about to come.  

    Her spontaneous quivers, her tender moans and her emotional words of surrender made the black gladiator increase the rhythm of the intercourse. Tears swelled in her eyes. His erection intruded deeper and deeper. Soon she began bouncing back and forth, screaming not for the pain she was enduring but for the explosion of her senses.

    "Now!" she shouted. 

    Lothar shoved it all in! And drove Messalina over the edge! The involuntary contractions of her orgasm travelled in an instant through her body like an electrical discharge. As he felt she was climaxing, the towering Negro thrust with force to possess her at the height of her deliverance, then he suddenly stopped. Keeping the entire length of his shaft planted inside her, he grabbed her by the cheeks of her ass and helped her rotate her pelvis against him to make her feel maximum impact. She climaxed at every tailspin, seemingly incapable to stop.    

    Mutius collected plenty of gold from the other gladiators who all wanted to enjoy the princess' embrace in the private room of the second floor. He tried to put some limits to their lust but he couldn't. They already planned to gang-bang Messalina after she was through with Lothar. Mutius gulped. By what he saw her doing with the African, he assumed that Messalina would appreciate all of the excesses that the other gladiators could think of. Nonetheless, leaving such a wonderful young woman alone with a bunch of men used to fight and kill humans and beasts in the arenas of the Roman Empire could prove very dangerous and perhaps even fatal. He hesitated. More gold dropped in his hands.

    Having reached maximum satisfaction, Messalina watched Mutius discussing with the gladiators. She asked Lothar to postpone his climax, and dismounted.

    Wearing only her fine high-heeled sandals, she sashayed among the men, relishing their caresses, then turned to Mutius:

    "Didn't you swear to leave me alone?" she reminded him with a mocking grin.

    The gladiators cheered and toasted to Venus Pandemon, to Bacchus, God of wine and lust, and to Priapus, God of everlasting erections.

    Mutius bowed and began backing towards the staircase. Messalina sat across the Thracian's lap and kissed him like only a hot lover of men would do. Mutius took a deep breath and moved away. 

    Seeing the pander walking to the staircase, Octavia stepped down in a hurry and hid behind a corner. 

    Mutius crossed the first floor of the tavern and slipped behind the counter and into the kitchen. Romulus followed him.

    "You've got gold?" asked the tavern owner who was entitled to a percentage of whatever business Mutius' whores were doing in his place.

    "Yeah, open the closet," answered the pander.

    Romulus opened the closet which contained various locked wooden boxes belonging to his partners. Mutius took his key, opened the larger box, then reached into his pockets and transferred into the safe box all the gold which he got from the gladiators for Messalina's favors.

    "Worth a lot the young princess, uh Mutius?" commented Romulus whose informers had already told him about his deal with Messalina.

    "Yes, but keep your mouth shut, all right?"

    "Why? There's nothing wrong for women to turn tricks," replied Romulus. "Plebeian and patrician, they all have the right to get laid the way they chose."

    "I know, I know... I just want to avoid excessive demand."

    Romulus agreed. Locking his box, Mutius reassured his friend that he would give him his share the following day.

    Back to the tavern, the pander summoned two of his slave girls and instructed them to remain inconspicuously in sight of Messalina and watch over her. Then he mingled with the crowd and began talking with his trollops about clients and tricks.

    Octavia watched Mutius from the wardrobe doorway but couldn't hear what they were talking about.

Octavia was born the daughter of a rich Roman senator who was accused of treason by Emperor Tiberius and committed suicide when Octavia was only seven years old. Her family lost all of their fortune and the girl was sold as a slave to Acilius Trebellius who later became one of Drusilla's lovers. Upon Tiberius' death, Drusilla convinced her brother to appoint Acilius Tribune of the Praetorian Guard, the highly respected and powerful personal guard of the Emperor. As a token of his gratitude, he donated the 18-year-old Octavia to the Imperial Princess.

    Sometimes, as a young slave Octavia had been given for sexual purposes to Acilius' friends and clients, but never really liked the quick intercourse which Roman men were used to perform with slave girls.

    Even though Octavia's physical features would invoke the same passion which Romans poured upon all free women of the Empire and upon all ranks of non-slave prostitutes, her collar revealed her slave status to anyone at glance. By law all Roman slaves male or female were forbidden to flirt or seduce or even have any lover without master's consent.

    However, it was old Roman custom that during the whole month of the Saturnalia and particularly on Sun Birth Day, all slaves were automatically granted the same rights as the masters. But while most young slaves took widely advantage of this custom, Octavia knew from previous experience that whoever man she'd met on that sacred day, she'll always be detected and sexually used as a slave. During the ten years she belonged to Acilius, she never got a chance to even know that a woman could reach the gaudium—the thrilling ecstasy of the senses. Then, after she was donated to Drusilla, she saw her new domina getting off by herself and tried masturbating when she was in bed but was unable to feel any pleasure except when Drusilla punished her with the whip. Strong whiplashes on her boyish breasts or on her rounded small buttocks provoked instantaneous reverberations in her genitals which often turned into strange feelings of pleasure, never attainable otherwise with any kind of intercourse with men.        

    While Mutius merged with the crowd after delivering Messalina to the gladiators, Octavia was cornered by three men. They began fondling her over her tunic. She let them do that for a moment just for being nice, but they were so ordinary that she saw it would be a waste of time to give in to their advances. 

    "Enough now...," she murmured while closing her legs to prevent their hands from sneaking underneath her loincloth.

    "What's wrong with you, sweety pie?" asked one of the guys unable to believe that any woman would ever willingly renounce to sexual contacts.

    "Part your legs a little, come on...," insisted another one.

    "Hey, guys... She's hairless like a baby girl," announced the third guy whose fingers had reached her Mount of Venus. 

    The guy was right. A nundinum before Sun Birth Day, Drusilla had Octavia's thin pubic hair entirely shaved for the slave had been selected to play the role of a ten-year-old prostitute in a series of ludi scaenici (theater shows) written by Caligula and staged by Drusilla. As the first two episodes of the series were quite successful, further episodes were scheduled every fourth day until the end of the Saturnalia on the Nonae (the ninth day) of January, and Octavia was shaved every day since.

    The other two guys demanded that she let them feel her crotch as well. Octavia reluctantly opened her legs a little and allowed them to palpate her bare pubis, but closed them again when they tried to stick their fingers between her labia.

    She looked around for help and spotted Mutius chatting among some people. She pushed the three men away and ran to the pander in search of protection.

    "Help me Mutius! My domina ordered me to keep an eye on Lady, and I can't do that if all these men are coming after me."

    The Byzantine told the three men to leave her alone. Then Octavia and Mutius glanced at Ladyssa who was still sitting at her table engrossed in horse racing talks with the jockeys. He noticed that Terentia was filling their glasses with beer.

    "What is Drusilla expecting you to find out about Lady?" asked Mutius.

    "Well, she may get drunk and do some crazy stuff...."

    "Would your domina be pleased if Lady does something stupid?" asked the clever pander who knew from the very beginning that Ladyssa's so-called secret groom was no other than Caligula, and had already figured out what was at stake for Drusilla if Lady was to be found fit to become the next Empress of Rome. 

    "I think yes...," answered Octavia. "But Lady has two big Britannian girls as bodyguards with axes in their belts. Do you see them there against the wall behind her table?"

    "Of course. They don't take their eyes off her and they even escort her to the latrina from time to time to urinate all the beer she's been drinking the whole night."

    "Yeah... I noticed it too," sighed Octavia.

    Mutius' brain quickly designed a plan. He signaled two of his girls, Nikia and Zine, clever-looking Greek pornés (common prostitutes working under contract for panders or brothels keepers) to approach him and explained them something in a Byzantine dialect which Octavia couldn't understand. The two Greek girls nodded at Mutius' instructions, then they moved across the tavern. The pander quickly summoned one of his slaves, a well-built young Galatian (from Galatia, a region of Roman Asia Minor, today's Turkey) and ordered him to protect Octavia.

    "What do you have in mind?" asked Drusilla's slave noticing Mutius' two trollops walking to the bar and talking to Romulus.

    "Stay here with my Galatian. I'll go talk to her."

    Octavia saw Mutius approaching Romulus and the girls at the counter and moving with them to the kitchen area. When the pander reappeared, he adjusted his round headgear, then elbowed his way through the crowd, and began talking to Ladyssa.

    "Noble princess," said Mutius bowing at her. "My name is Mutius Regulatus. I'm a horse owner."

    Some of the jockeys who knew about Mutius' business, repressed their laughs, but played along to see what kind of cabal he was about to devise on Ladyssa's expense. 

    "Nice to meet you, Mutius," said Lady in Latin with a charming Britannian accent. "All horse lovers are my friends." 

    She sounded rather tipsy but her demeanor was noble and pleasant despite the many pints of beer which she'd been drinking with the other jockeys for the last couple of hours.

    "I had the pleasure of watching you winning the first race at the Circus Maximus last week. You're a superb jockey."

    "Why thank you, Mutius," replied the Britannian princess extending her left hand for him to kiss.

    "Are you going to race again after your wedding?" he inquired. Ladyssa explained that in her marriage contract her Roman fiancee had agreed to a clause that will allow her to race once every month for at least a year unless she'd become pregnant.

    "No one will ever take me away from my horses, believe me Mutius," affirmed Ladyssa with absolute confidence.

    "What about the horse you rode to victory in front of the Emperor?" asked Mutius who was glancing at the bar waiting for Romulus to come back. "Is it for sale?"

    "I'm afraid not, my friend. Golden Charm has been a terrific horse for three years, and won all his races in Britannia and Gallic Provinces," she explained with pride. "After his triumph last week in Rome, in the most important race of the world, my father had him retired from competition and sent him back to Britannia. He'll soon begin mounting our mares and produce wonderful little colts."

    She giggled, then toasted to Golden Charm with Mutius and everyone around.

    "I've heard that the Emperor talked about your race with great admiration," said Mutius throwing in the subject just to check her reactions. She blushed. Aha! thought the Byzantine, she's embarrassed even to think of him. He wondered if the idea of the marriage was Caligula's or her father King Tudorus'. Nonetheless, even if it was her father's, Caligula must have developed some kinky interest in her, otherwise he would have never accepted to marry her.  

    Mutius continued to make her talk about horses and racing. Meanwhile, he watched Nikia and Zine move closer to Lady's massive bodyguards. His girls began talking to them even though the two blond Britannian girls, a foot higher than the two Greek brunettes, kept looking at Lady without answering, stiff like stuffed ducks. After a while Romulus showed up at the bar and nodded at Mutius from the distance. 

    "Let me tell you a secret, Your Highness," said Mutius beginning his attack on her virtue. "I own the most fantastic stallion you've ever seen in your whole life."

    "Oh, really?" said Ladyssa with a skeptic tone. "What's his name?"

    "Incitatus." 

    "In-ci-ta-tus? Never heard of him."  

    Mutius winked at the jockeys. They looked at Lady faking surprise for her lack of information on Roman horse-race champions. Glancing behind Lady, the pander now noticed that her two bodyguards were now grimacing like idiots, staggering in Nikia's and Zine's arms.

    "Incitatus won twenty five races in three years, then, just like Golden Charm, he was retired from competition," maintained Mutius serious as a snake stalking a mouse.  

    The jockeys confirmed and Ladyssa believed them, unaware that behind her back Mutius' girls were gently pushing her bodyguards through some heavy curtains, disappearing with them from the scene.

    "Now Incitatus has become the most prolific stallion in the world. No mare can resist him," continued the pander realizing that his girls had successfully accomplished their part of his scheme.

    "Where do you keep him?" asked Lady trying to hide her curiosity.

    "Right here in Romulus' stables," replied Mutius.

    "Oh, that's interesting," said Ladyssa with a slight movement of her buttocks on the bench which the Byzantine interpreted as a sign of sexual arousal.

    "Today he performed several successful mounts here in Rome, and my stablemen are going to move him to Etruria (today's Tuscany) before dawn," said Mutius, telling at least a partial truth.

    Lady made a gesture of disappointment.

    "Would you like to see him before they move him out?" proposed Mutius with his unctuous smile.

    "Oh, well... why not?" replied Lady with well-concealed excitement. "Can I take my two servants with me?"

    "You certainly can, Your Grace," answered the pander helping her up. He knew that moving her from her seat was the best chance to prevent her from backing off when she'd find out that the two bodyguards had left for unknown destination.

    Ladyssa looked around and frowned.

    "Hmm, they are not here...," she said.

    "Who is not here, Your Radiancy?" asked Mutius simulating surprise.

    "My bodyguards," she answered.

    At that moment another of Mutius' pornés, a blonde who changed her hairstyle and wore a boyish attire, approached Mutius and Lady.

    "Please excuse me, Mutius," said the boy-looking girl. "The carriage to move Incitatus has arrived. The men are waiting in a clivus (urban street) nearby and need permission to start."

    "Tell them to wait, Fulvia," said Mutius offhandedly looking at Lady who overheard the girl's statement. 

    "Do you still want to see Incitatus in the stable, Your Goodness?" asked Mutius as if he was bestowing on her a favor.

    Lady looked again for her bodyguards, but they were nowhere in sight.

    "We can take Fulvia with us for your protection," suggested Mutius with an innocent look. Fulvia bowed at the Britannian princess.

    "Okay, Mutius. Let's go," said Lady nodding to convince herself that she was making the right decision. 

    Standing with Mutius' Galatian slave on the other end of the crowded tavern, Octavia saw Mutius, Lady and the girl walking towards a back door. She tried to move in that direction but the Galatian stepped in front of her.  

    "My dominus ordered us to wait here," he said raising his upper lip.

    "Not now, young man. My domina ordered me to watch over the Britannian princess and follow her wherever she goes."

    "Sorry, young woman," replied the Galatian holding her aback. "I must comply with my orders."

    Octavia tried to slip underneath his arms, but he grabbed her. They looked at each other with mutual dislike.

    "I'm stronger than you, pretty girl," murmured the Galatian in Octavia's ear. She tried to kick him in the groin with a knee. He quickly dodged her attempt, then grabbed her by her slave collar and dragged her to a corner.  

    "You stay here," said the Galatian with a voice that gave Octavia no chance to discuss his orders any further.

Holding a torch, Mutius preceded Ladyssa and Fulvia across the large backyard of Romulus’ tavern. Dawn was still a couple of hours away and no one was around. Several closed doors faced the yard.

    "Has the moving crew arrived already?" asked Mutius to Fulvia.

    "I don't know. They're supposed to wait in the alley of clivus Salutis behind the stables until sunrise."

    While approaching one of the doors, Mutius quickly put a pinch of a finely-ground powder over the shoulder of his coat. Then he pretended to stumble. Lady bumped on his back. He turned and stroked his drug-loaded shoulder on her face.

    "Oh, I'm awfully sorry, Your Highness," said the pander.

    As the odorless drug penetrated into her nostrils, she sneezed. Mutius slipped out a handkerchief from his pocket and handed it to her. Unaware that the fabric was impregnated by the same drug as well, she scrubbed her nose. 

    "Are you okay, Your Grace?" he asked knowing that within seconds the drug, based on powerful opiates, would reach her brain and induce hallucinations.

    "Yes, thank you," she mumbled. 

    Mutius quickly opened the door. The pungent odor of horse blended in her brain with the drug and stimulated her sexual feelings. Mutius gently pushed her into the stable, signaling Fulvia to wait outside.

    Ladyssa advanced into the stable, than stopped in excitement at the sight of Incitatus, a majestic white stallion standing in his clean box quilted with red velvet. Her pupils dilated. While Mutius lit two torches on both sides of the box, she felt that the stallion was surrounded by a shiny, multicolored aura.

    She extended her arms towards Incitatus.

    "Oh, Mutius, he's so lovely!" she said while the opiate was taking full effect. Incitatus pawed the ground and neighed.  

    "Come," said Mutius taking her by the hand, approaching the stallion. "He's falling in love with you."

    "Can it really be?"   

    Almost in a trance like a sleepwalker, Lady began caressing the horse stroking her face on his body. Mutius approached her from behind.

    "Let me take off your costume," said Mutius undoing the leather stripes which held her outfit together. "You deserve to feel his warm power directly on your naked skin."

    "Oh yes, Mutius," she mumbled. "I like to feel that."

    Off went her corset. Her pert breasts thrust towards the side of the stallion's chest. She stroked them against it and sensuously slid her hands over his back. While she murmured words of love to Incitatus, Mutius unwrapped her short leather skirt and took off her loincloth. Her body was slender as well as her long, straight legs; her rump deliciously arched, her buttocks well-rounded and high-placed. The pander didn't bother taking off her animal skin leggings. She rose a leg trying to step on the horse's back. Mutius stopped her and took out a balm box from his pocket.

    "Wait, Ladyssa. Let me first smear some protective cream on your pelvis."

    Lady didn't answer but parted her thighs and pushed her bottom towards Mutius who began smearing his balm onto her genital area. Being a true light-skinned blonde, her pubic hair was thin; it topped her Mount of Venus, but didn't expand on its sides, and only a soft growth was surrounding the lips of her vulva and her anus, up to the end of her crack. While gently touching her small, undeveloped clitoris, Mutius repressed his desire to exploit her natural excitement for the regal animal and make love to her while Ladyssa focused all her attentions on Incitatus. Nevertheless, he found that her vulva was plugged by an olysbos, a Greek dildo made of tough hide, which was used to enlarge young women's vaginas before marriage. (Virginity wasn't appreciated at all by men of ancient times, and was only required for young girls directed to a few religious cults devoted to chastity.)

    "We'd better take this out," said Mutius knowing that she would agree due to the drug.

    "Okay, do that...," she breathlessly said. He slowly extracted the olysbos and smeared some of his heating balm on her crotch. Then he helped her mount on Incitatus's back and watched her spread her legs, holding on the horse's neck, and relishing the physical contact with the horse by stroking her pelvis on his spine. The balm made her genitalia so hot that she began talking to Incitatus as if he were her lover. Suddenly, the horse reared and she fell in Mutius's arms.

    "Come," he said. "He wants to kiss you."

    Still in a strong erotic reverie, Ladyssa followed the pander in front of Incitatus' head. She began caressing his snout. The horse extended his tongue and licked her face. She opened her mouth and began kissing the magnificent animal, sucking his tongue and hugging his neck. Mutius watched that passionate kiss for a minute, then he stimulated her nipples with his balm-smeared fingers and induced the stallion to lick her breasts. She abandoned herself in Mutius's arms.

    Holding her from the back, the pander helped her enjoy the slapping tongue of the Roman equus, who was even trained to delicately grind women's nipples with his long teeth. She moaned louder and louder in a state of sheer ecstasy while Mutius spread more balm on her vulva and got Incitatus to kneel down in front of her. Attracted by her vaginal odor, the horse began licking her genitals.

    Overwhelmed by sensations which she'd never experienced before but she'd always dreamed about, she began twisting with pleasure holding Incitatus' mouth right on her heated groin. Mutius kneeled down behind her, dragging her down. As her head rested on his fat belly, he helped her open and raise her legs, retract her knees, and undulate her pelvis.

    Incitatus's tongue began licking her cunnus, penetrating inside and biting her clitoris. While she was transcending reality, travelling to the realm of her Celtic Gods, enjoying what she had always thought was unattainable by mortals, Mutius' erection could no longer remain passive under his coat, and protruded out between her legs. The horse licked both his penis and her burning genitalia. Moaning in delight, she barely sensed Mutius' penis pointing at her anus. But although she was unable to distinguish the pleasure she was receiving from Incitatus' tongue from the piercing sensation centered on her rear-entry, she instinctively pushed her pelvis downwards and slowly impaled herself on Mutius' erection.

    While the tongue of the animal continued its relentless invasion of her vagina, she quivered and screamed out of control. Pounding into her, Mutius' felt her anal throbs squeezing his member, which made him believe that she was quickly approaching the first orgasm of her life. Despite the pleasure he could have enjoyed by provoking the full release of her feelings, he had other plans and was determined to follow them through.

    He extracted his penis from her posterior, sliding out from underneath her, and pulling her away from Incitatus' mouth. The horse reared again. His 2-foot long erected member banged on his belly; his ostrich-egg-size testicles dangled back and forth. Lady startled in shock and covered her mouth with a hand to hide her amazement.

    "Look! He wants you to grab it," uttered Mutius who was as excited as she was. Lady propelled herself forwards and seized Incitatus' penis while Mutius got hold of a large leather strap hanging from the ceiling. He placed it around the chest of the rearing animal in order to keep him up and prevent him from crushing over Lady who was kneeling under his body.

    The Britannian princess, nude with the exception of her leggings, took the huge equine penis in her hands, inhaling its odor, tenderly squeezing the shaft and rubbing it on her face and body. Mutius fetched a wet sponge among Incitatus' paraphernalia and clensed the horse's genitals. She began licking and kissing it while murmuring insane words of love. Standing on his rear legs only, his upper body held high on the sturdy leather strap hanging from the ceiling, the stallion neighed.

    Fascinated, believing that Incitatus was responding to her words, she tried to stick the large, mushroom-like glans into her mouth but couldn't get it in. She licked it around and run her hands down to his testicles, scratching them and holding them tight to receive their strong energy which further enhanced her arousal. 

    Ladyssa lowered the horse's hard instrument and rubbed it between her legs. Then she opened her wet labia, tightening her thighs around the animal's shaft and shaking her pelvis back and forth to feel maximum friction on her clitoral area. The horse neighed again. She hugged his chest. 

    "I know, my love...," moaned the Britannian horse-lover, unable to control herself. "You're desperate to enter me and I'm desperate to receive you inside me!" She turned to Mutius: "Help me! Help us do it!" 

    Mutius retrieved a special harness from a hanger, and threw it around the horse's neck fastening the rear end of the contraption around the horse's hips. Two sets of leather handles hung from each side of the harness—a pair from the horse's neck and a pair from his hips. As all of Lady's senses were devoted to attain the coitus with the stallion, she understood right away what to do. She opened her arms and grabbed the neck handles raising her body until she tightly embraced Incitatus' chest. Then the pander helped her spread her legs, guiding them into the back handles and under her knees, thus allowing her to raise her pelvis until it touched the lower abdomen of the stallion.

    As soon as her body, arms and legs, were solidly embracing the chest and belly of the animal, his penis automatically pointed directly at her crotch.  

    "Help him get it inside me, please!" begged Lady.

    "It's very big, princess," said Mutius while Incitatus dangerously began thrusting forwards hitting his glans on her vulva.

    "Stretch my labia and spread more cream on both of us!"

    Mutius took a small amphora from a shelf, opened it and poured abundant odorless oil on both the horse's hard member and Lady's genitals. Then he slid two fingers of both his hands into her vagina and began stretching its orifice around Incitatus' glans. Since she was holding herself high on the horse's chest with her hands clutching the upper handles, her thighs open, and the back of her knees resting on the lower handles, gravity pulled her pelvis down and centered her thrusts towards Incitatus' erection. The horse pawed the ground with his back hoofs, neighing repeatedly as he felt the contact with Ladyssa's vulva.

    "Oh Mutius! I feel it!"

    Incitatus' glans wasn't yet inside her, but the contact of the animal on her open labia was already driving her crazy, compelling her to kiss and lick the horse's chest, talking and inciting him to copulate with her as if she were his favorite mare. Frantically, the Byzantine pander pushed the equine member with tremendous determination and got its glans inside her.

    "Yes!" she screamed.

    "Careful, Ladyssa! He's going to hurt you!"

    While the white stallion began hopping on his rear hoofs, she pushed her body downwards until the animal's well-lubricated erection entered her for about a third of its length. Her face distorted in ecstasy, her mind in a whirl of emotions, her vagina stretched to the limits, she instinctively coordinated her thrusts with those of the neighing horse and began trembling so much that Mutius seriously thought that she was about to die. And dying she was the princess but with happiness:

    "Gaudium! Gaudium!" she screamed while pounding with total freedom on Incitatus' powerful, wonderful organ as if she were possessed by all the Gods of the Celtic Olympus.  

    The pander backed up in amazement. Her courage and her lust were far above all what he had ever seen before. Lady continued her outlandish sex dance, firmly embraced to the horse's chest, impaling herself on the stallion at will, exploding in orgasm at every hit, retracting her pelvis by pulling herself up on the frontal handles when he was pushing too deep inside her, and then shoving her pelvis down while holding her knees on the lower handles when she felt that she could ride him with no danger, and take his erection inside just a little bit more.

    Unable to stop coming, she suddenly felt Incitatus' penis pumping quicker and quicker. Yes! An overwhelming gush of hot sperm invaded her womb, injecting her body with the energy that only a horse can deliver, and only a passionate horse-lover can receive at the height of her sexual frenzy.

    That was the peak!
    Feeling Incitatus' releasing all of his vitality inside her, she broke through the ceiling of human passions to reach high in the sky like a pure female, uncontaminated by the low material interests and the petty demands that usually beset even the most liberated lovers on Earth. His shooting white issue squirting out from her vagina at every successive impact of his glans over the bottom of her cunnus, she experienced much more than pleasure. It was a boisterous blast of light of sunlike proportions that had no comparison with anything she'd ever thought possible before.

    Ladyssa embraced Incitatus for a couple of minutes, quivering, moaning and calling him her new God, until his huge penis slipped out of her vagina allowing his final outpour of sperm.

    "Mutius! Take me down!" she moaned.

    As the pander complied, she got on her knees in front of the giver of life, grabbed the receding penis with both hands and received the last jets of Incitatus' divine substance directly into her mouth.

    Eventually, Mutius dragged her away from the majestic animal and released the leather strap which held him up. A dishevelled Ladyssa approached his slobbering mouth and kissed him again and again. The pander knew that the drug which stimulated her senses and inspired her latent sexual attraction for all horses, was now wearing off. But the transition to reality was so smooth and progressive that Lady didn't realize having been prompted to embrace Incitatus by a temporarily loss of restraint provoked by an opiate. Quite the contrary, every single moment of her intercourse with the beloved stallion was now vividly engraved in her memory and would remain forever therein.

    Holding a sponge, a water-filled basin and some towels, Mutius approached her.

    "We better leave Incitatus to recoup his energies, Your Highness. He has a long travel ahead, remember?"

    Ladyssa didn't register his last words about Incitatus' travel, but agreed to let the stallion relax. Nonchalantly, she rose her arms and opened her legs allowing Mutius' to wash her body and face, appreciating his conscientious devotion.

    "You've been really nice, Mutius Regulatus," she said giving him a little kiss on the forehead. "I appreciate what you did for me." She was obviously unaware that the pander had rear-end intercourse with her, but Mutius thought it was quite natural since all of her feelings were focused on Incitatus' cunnilingus. Anyway, it was better that she didn't remember how he took advantage of her if he wanted to continue her friendship. 

    As soon as Mutius finished his meticulous washing job and helped her get dressed again, she smiled at him:

    "So, what is the price you're asking for your jewel?"

    Mutius shook his head, "I can't do that, Your Grace."

    "I'm not going to take no for an answer," she replied with Britannian determination. 

    Mutius began pacing the room, thinking.

    "Come on, name the price," she insisted.

    "Incitatus' market price is very high...."

    "How high?"

    "More than a talent of gold, (about 400,000 dollars of today's value,) Your Radiancy." 

    "I'll pay you two talents, okay?"

    Mutius bowed. That was much more than he expected.

    "Can you transfer such a sum without your father's permission?"

    "Of course. I've inherited all of my grandmother's wealth when she died two years ago."

    "How old are you, if I may ask?"

    "Don't worry, Mutius. I've turned eighteen last October."

    The Byzantine glanced at Incitatus who was relaxing in his box. Tears came to his eyes.   

    "Isn't he wonderful?" he said with a hoarse voice, faking sincere affection for the horse.

    "Okay, Mutius. I'll add another talent to soothe your pain."

    Mutius took her hand and kissed it. Then she prompted him to write the contract right away. He took out of his pocket a small writing case with ink, stilus and two small scrolls. He sat down at a table and completed the pre-written bill of sale and the order for Ladyssa's bank to authorize the transfer of three talents of gold to Mutius bank in Gades (today's Cadix, Spain.) After the signatures, she stuck her precious document in her leggings, then she ran to Incitatus and embraced him, promising him to keep him with her forever.  

* * *

CHAPTER THREE

When Mutius and Ladyssa left for the stables, the crowd in the tavern continued to enjoy the party lavishly paid for by the Britannian princess. On the stage, several dancers and acrobats took turns entertaining the patrons while the musician played percussion instruments with slow but obsessive rhythm.   

    On the second floor, Messalina discovered new sensuous stimulations by lap-dancing in the nude with the gladiators. Since they were all wearing kilts with no loincloths, her close-contact pelvic dance caused the kilts to slide up until she could feel the naked penis of each partner growing against her crotch. Kissing each of them on the mouth with passion, stroking her hairy wet vulva over their hardening mentulae, she told each one that she was in love with him. 

    That was simply the truth. At seventeen, her heart was as soft as her skin. Her rank and her dignity compelled her to share her joy of life with all sorts of people, because the Gods had endowed her with a physique without equal and a mind without boundaries. It wasn't right for her to focus her attention to a few gifted individuals, judging them according to status, good-looks, achievements, or strength, and deny all the others of her embrace. She would never allow any particular person to take her away from the world! No one would ever tame her natural desire to develop and live out her fantasies! 

    The bond that Messalina created with anyone who set eyes on her was irresistible not only for those who looked at her with love but also for herself. She considered her suitors' glances of admiration as a signal of Nature to go towards them, whoever they were, open her arms and kiss each one with the same enchantment, the same readiness to match lust with lust in order to climb the sacred mountain where the Gods call the women who are pure at heart. 

    Giving herself to strangers was indeed her mission in life. Her divine inspiration was matched by the superior quality of her womanhood. The size and the erectile response of her clitoris could have been listed among the Seven Wonders of the World. Her whole sexual organ was specifically designed for her mission. Not only was it beautiful to watch and sensitive to touch, but it was easy to be driven to climax as it was ready to subside and start lubricating again as soon as anyone stimulated her mind or her body or both. 

    A minute or two were enough for her genitals to recover their previous state. Regardless of the power of the intercourse or the size and number of the male organs invading her womb, the orgasmic contractions responsible for her pleasure continued after resolution, tightening her cunnus even more than it was before the act of love. What a wonder it was! What a gift she had received from the Gods!

    That was what the gladiators understood when Messalina danced on their laps and they fondled her crotch while she was kissing them with passion. Her full, warm lips, the enticing scent of her breath, the taste and aptitude of her mouth, the sweet pressure of her tender tongue fit to perfection to each of the gladiators' mouths and personality. 

    Involving such an intense reciprocal exchange, her hugs and kisses delivered so much love that each of the men she was lap-dancing with became aroused beyond physical stimulation as they enjoyed her while hugging her nude body and feeling the friction of her clitoris over their hardening erections. A magical aura radiated from her skin and permeated the atmosphere with supernatural energy which sent her partners' emotions to higher levels of vitality.

    The Thracian was the first man she wanted inside her after lap-dancing with half a dozen gladiators. Even if his penis wasn't as big as Lothar's, the sheer stiffness of it quickly gave her the shivers. Even though the body and the mind of the Thracian wasn't and couldn't be the same as Lothar's, the sensations she felt were similarly vigorous but still different. It was that subtle difference of each embrace that kept her desire inflamed. Relishing each new moment of her love life, each new body, odor, skin, voice, and each particular feature of her new lovers, the young Valerian princess derived a different ecstasy from everyone every time as her climax was uniquely molded by the distinctive interchange of energy released from each particular union. 

    Being on top of the Thracian's lap, Messalina maintained total control of the coitus. She bounced up and down shoving her cervix directly on his erection, rotating her pelvis or moving it back and forth to feel the stiffness against every side of her cunnus, sometimes with a slow sensuous rhythm, sometimes with quick strokes of youthful enthusiasm, cries and words of delight. All of a sudden the Thracian felt unable to resist her. Roaring as if he had been wounded by a spear in the arena, he ejaculated inside her. She loved it and kissed him with ravenous appetite while persistently stroking her pelvis on his groin, lengthening and intensifying his orgasm. He squeezed her hard in his arms, bit her lips, throat and shoulders shaking like a madman until she extracted from him every drop of his pleasure.

    While his sperm was still dribbling down her thighs, she moved onto the lap of another gladiator and another again and again, giving to each a taste of her volcanic zest. When she finished her lap-dance, having prevented all the others from coming, she knew they were ready to assault her like a pride of famished lions. But before this final attack, she kneeled down in front of Lothar and took his erection in her mouth. Not all of it of course, for even her capacious mouth couldn't get more than half of it inside. But hard she worked and into her throat she pushed his glans and in and out, and sucked his shaft with love, passion and expertise unlike the teenager she was, but rather like the most adorable "whore" that she was about to become and probably had always been in her past and present lives.

    Each mentula the princess kissed and licked and sucked with the same devotion, the same exuberance, and the same determination to shower them with the power of her love. Then, sensing that they were loosing control, she found the strength to get up, extend her arms and dance. Clapping in unison the men crowded around her. But soon they couldn't keep their hands off her body, and kissed her savory hairy armpits, her perky breasts, her broad yet feminine shoulders. Someone kneeled down kissing her navel, her vulva, her firm buttocks, her long smooth legs and her feet while she slowly twirled to allow everyone to enjoy her.

    "Take me to the back room...," murmured the 17-year-old with hoarse voice when her senses told her that the moment had come. The gladiators lifted her high above their heads and carried her to the back room like a prey they had just conquered after a fight. 

    Laying her down on a low carpeted platform, they assaulted her from all sides. She trashed around then turned on all fours. Some of the men slid underneath her. She rubbed herself over their excited bodies, stroking, grabbing and licking protruding members pointing at her, while fingers and mouths found many ways to intensify her excitement. Others began riding her, spanking her lovely buttocks, pulling her hair. Others ate her from behind and from wherever they could get at her. Their bites made her crazy with lust. Lying on her back, she spread her legs and bent her knees to her shoulders asking for the men to make love to her. But the gladiators wanted more of her before giving in to her desires. They pushed her pelvis around in circle as if she was on the center of a carousel, allowing each man reaching her fabulous clitoris with their mouths, licking, sucking and nibbling at it like a bunch of dogs around a single bone.

    No quarter was given to the young Valerian princess. Her nipples were simultaneously sucked by whoever was displaced from her erected palpitating pistil during the uninterrupted attack of the lusty devils, still wondrous that such a Goddess descended from the Olympus just for them. Her screams were smothered by kisses. Wave after wave of clitoral orgasm expanded to the deeper end of her vagina creating an electrifying tension that could only be released through coitus with all of the frenzied gladiators.

    Suddenly, she locked eyes with a blond young man of her age who just joined Lothar's party. Her heart throbbed. His face looked like the adolescent God Eros in person. She reached out with her arms. Come here... The other men understood. They respected her choice and moved slightly away from her. The handsome young man approached her and bent upon her without loosing contact with her eyes for a single second. She enveloped him with the warmest embrace he'd ever imagined a woman could give to a man. Their lips touched and opened like roses in the morning. They kissed as if it was for both the first time in their lives. The more they explored each other, the more her heart kept throbbing. 

    "What's your name?" she muttered.

    "I'm Goran the Goth and you?"

    "Valeria... Messalina," she tenderly said, invading his lungs with her irresistible breath. "I want to see you again and alone," she quickly murmured in his ear.

    He gasped, "Where can I find you?"

    "Three days after New Year, in my house on top of the Aventine. Ask for me in the neighborhood. They'll show you...," she breathlessly said in his ear again.

    "Oh Messalina... I'm...."

    "Shush, I know, Goran... I feel the same as you do."  

    She pushed her pelvis against his groin until he entered her. His erection felt like it was covered by a velvet glove. She was sweet and mellow like honey. They hugged and kissed and copulated with such a joy and togetherness that they mounted their way to climax as if one was the shadow of the other, moving apart according to the direction of the sun and the bends of the ride, but always indissolubly tied by a bond that grew stronger by the minute until the eruption occurred and love became a physical, magnificent experience.

    When it was over with Goran, Messalina smiled at him.

    "Watch me now...," she murmured in his ear, then she stood up and began dancing around Lothar and the others who have been watching her in religious silence. Clapping her hands she made them clap with her while she rubbed her hips against each of them. 

    "I didn't forget about you, you know, bad boys...," she declared licking her lips. "I just got hotter!"

    Goran stepped back. She stroked her luscious pubic bush on Lothar's face. He licked her dripping vulva and took her clitoris in his thick lips. Come on, make me cry! she mouthed. The guys turned wild. They pushed her around against each other. Her head spun. The energy created by that exercise of male domination—or was it archetypical female power in progress?—rose to dangerous levels. Goran watched the scene for a few minutes shaking his head in desperation, then he ran away, incapable to witness the imminent assault.

    Upon Lothar's command, the gladiators made her kneel down on the low, carpeted platform. She rose her back.

    "Do it, Lothar!" she said turning her head to him. 

    The men imprisoned her among their iron muscles and spread her cheeks. Lothar entered her rectum from behind, then drilled her with a savage series of thrusts. Immobilized, unable to respond or mitigate the shocks, she cried loud and defenseless, transfigured by pain and pleasure until she felt the liberating jet of his orgasm spurting like lava and melting into her bowels.

    For a moment she remained frozen in time, catching her breath and regaining energy. Then they all took turns on her, ravaging her with long-repressed lust. In every possible position, in every erogenous part of her body, from her cunnus to her anus, from her mouth to her armpits, she climaxed with each of the athletic gladiators. Her sparkling blue eyes induced everyone to take her to heaven. When they entered her, she returned their passion by shaking and pounding against whoever possessed her. Her soft panting voice told them how much she loved being loved. Orgasm succeeded orgasm while Messalina's feast continued in a gratifying delirium of flesh.

    The two slave girls appointed by Mutius to watch over the princess, never felt that she needed protection. They remained discretely aside, hiding wherever possible, patiently waiting for the gladiators to become exhausted and end their party.

Around four in the morning, the tavern was still crowded and Messalina was still enjoying her first prostitution experience in the back room of the second floor.

    Having left Ladyssa in the stable, Mutius hurried out. He met the people who were waiting to move Incitatus to Etruria and informed them that the horse had been sold to a Britannian princess. He told them to wait for her and take the stallion wherever she wanted.

    "We need Romulus' order," said the crew chief, a stiff-lipped Etrurian, folding his arms on his chest.

    The pander turned on his heels and rapidly went back to the tavern. As a matter of fact, Incitatus belonged to Romulus, but Mutius expected to buy him from his friend with no problems. After all the horse didn't win any races in the last two years. To pay for his maintenance, he was trained to copulate with women by Romulus' wife Terentia, but only a few Roman women showed any interest for that kind of experience.

    Mutius had agreed to pay Romulus 5 aureii (small gold coins worth about 50 dollars each in today's value) to test Incitatus' with Lady for a couple of hours before he was transferred to Etruria. But when the pander asked the tavern keeper to sell him the horse, he was in for a small surprise.

    "Sorry, my friend!" exclaimed Romulus. "There are plenty of Etruscan gals who appreciate a good coitus with a good horse. They are not as single-minded and capricious as Roman women are, you know!?"

    "Calm down, Romulus," said Mutius with a convincing grin. "I can pay you right now for what you could make in a year."

    "How much?" asked Romulus, considering the proposal. 

    "What about half of what I've put in my safe before?"

    "All of it or nothing!" demanded the tavern keeper expecting to negotiate at little more than the half. But Mutius was in a hurry. He agreed to pay the full amount and the deal was made formal by handshake. 

    "We'll weigh the gold tomorrow, okay?" proposed Mutius.

    "Why weigh it?"

    "I've to pay 70 percent of its worth to Messalina, remember?"

    "Oh yes, of course," said Romulus knowing that Roman business morality was a matter of religious commitment which no one tampered with. Once a deal was made it had the same binding power of a sacred oath. 

    Mutius took Romulus out to the yard. He had him shout to the Etrurian crew that Incitatus was sold to Mutius, without wasting time going over to them.

    "How was Incitatus with the Britannian princess?" asked Romulus.

    "Not bad," cut short the pander who was in a hurry to go back to the tavern and didn't want Romulus to meet Ladyssa.

    Mutius prompted his friend through the back door.

    "What happened to the two bodyguards?" asked Mutius while walking with Romulus along the broad corridor linking the yard with the tavern floor. Romulus stopped.

    "Oh, I forgot. We tied them up."

    "What!? Are you out of your mind!?" exclaimed the pander. "I've told you to drug them!"   

    "I had no choice, Mutius. Nikia and Zine spread your opium stuff on their nose and we pushed them into my small warehouse. But despite being half-unconscious, the Britannian girls stubbornly refused to drink the wine with the drug."

    "Fuck! Where's this damn warehouse?"

    Romulus took Mutius down the corridor and stopped in front of a closed door. Moans were heard distinctively coming from the room behind the door. Romulus frowned.

As it turned out, the fate of Ladyssa's two bodyguards was not as bad as Mutius feared. 

    The opiate powder which Nikia and Zine blew on the noses of the big Britannian maidens before taking them away from the tavern floor and down the corridor into Romulus' small warehouse, had the same effect on them as it had on Lady. In their own Celtic language, speaking only a few words of Latin, they refused to drink the wine which Romulus tampered with a strong sleeping drug. Nikia understood that the order to refuse drinking wine or beer or ingesting any food while on duty was deeply imbedded in the bodyguards' brain during training, and she asked Romulus to go find some rope to tie them up.

    Anyway, the opiate powder considerably mellowed the two Celts. While Romulus went out to look for rope, Nikia and Zine, both quite prone to Sapphic love, began playing with the two big girls' breasts and fingered them underneath their short leather skirt. Since no one is stronger than the power of sexuality, especially when enhanced by some Byzantine opiate, Kardixa and Arkana—that was the name of the two bodyguards—couldn't avoid getting aroused despite the wide-proclaimed unsexiness of Britannian people. Within a minute, while waiting for Romulus to come back with the rope, the Greek girls closed in on the two Britannians, muttering sensuous proposals and pushing them away from each other. 

    Nikia unbuckled Kardixa's belt and took off her ax and outfit, then dragged her down on a pile of sacks attacking her crotch with a sensuous kiss. On the other side of the room, Zine titillated Arkana's flat breasts but getting little response she stuck a hand in her pocket and dipped her fingers into a little bag of opiate powder. Then she rubbed her powder-loaded fingers under Arkana's nose.

    The masculine maiden sneezed. Then she glanced at Zine with a strange expression. The Greek girl lowered her tunic. Despite the low flickering light of a couple of oil lamps, her slender Mediterranean body looked quite enticing. Adorned with a conspicuous bush of thick black hair all around her pubis and two tufts of hair spurting under her armpits, with a dark fuzz covering her arms and legs, Zine's body couldn't have been more different than the hairless, light-skinned Arkana whose sole feminine traits were her long reddish curls of her head shining against the light. Cleverly, the Greek girl moved around the bulky Britannian like an agile Iberian bull-fighter around a bull, raising her arms and giving little pinches on Arkana's flat chest and fat shoulders.

    When Romulus came back with two rings of rope, he tossed one to Nikia. She was still eating Kardixa's crotch, which made the Britannian bodyguard feel ticklish, responding with silly cries, covering her face as if she was ashamed yet amused by Nikia's fondling and nibbling. Nikia showed the rope to Kardixa and gently convinced her to play a new game. Kardixa laughed and agreed. Nikia and Romulus spread her arms and trussed her wrists to the posts behind the pile of sacks; then they spread her legs and tied two ropes around her ankles. Kardixa kept laughing but became puzzled as Nikia and Romulus threw the end of the ropes around the beams crossing the ceiling, and lifted her legs up.

    While Romulus and Nikia were involved with Kardixa, Zine provoked Arkana's masculine personality to such an extent that the Britannian maiden ended up grabbing her and squeezing her in her big arms, to which Zine responded by kissing her on the mouth, entwining her legs around her waist, pushing off her corset, and driving one of Arkana's hands to her crotch. Lady's bodyguard roared like a bear. She began to invade the Greek girl's vagina until her whole hand entered her. Zine began twisting her hips, inducing Arkana to lay down with her over some sacks of wheat piled behind the sacks where Kardixa was being tied up by Nikia and Romulus.

    Arkana's manual copulation drove Zine to orgasm right away. The more the Britannian woman prodded her fist inside the Greek girl, the more the latter screamed, inciting Arkana to keep going and make her come more and again. But while she was jerking and climaxing, Romulus and Nikia mingled in between, ran the ropes around Arkana's body and neck, snatched her hand from Zine's wetness and overcame Arkana's resistance despite Zine's outrage for being deprived of more pleasure.

    Eventually, the two Britannian girls were both tied up. Romulus went back to work in the tavern, followed by the two Greek pornés who had some clients waiting for them. While Mutius was still involved with Lady in the stable, Nikia began talking about the Britannian girls with two of her clients. The two men got excited. For a few additional gold pieces they convinced Nikia to take them to the small warehouse.

    And there they went, unseen by Romulus. Nikia drugged Kardixa and Arkana again with the opiate powder. As the Britannian girls were nude and tied up spread eagle, Nikia and her clients took advantage of them, teasing and spanking them, and raping them at will.

    And that's what was going on inside the room when Mutius and Romulus reached the door of the small warehouse.

    Unaware that Ladyssa had entered the corridor and was watching him and Romulus from a distance, Mutius opened the door wide and froze at the sight of the orgy. Everyone was naked, in various acts of sex.

    "Nikia!" he screamed. "What the hell are you doing?"

    The Greek porné startled. Her friends looked at Mutius as an importune intruder.

    "What's the problem, Mutius?" answered Nikia unconcerned. "You've told me and Zine to drug these two gals and we're just having some fun."

    "We paid for it, man!" shouted one of the clients who was getting oral sex from Kardixa. 

    "And they like it!" shouted the other whipping Arkana's buttocks.

    "Stop it!" ordered Mutius entering the room followed by Romulus. He pushed Nikia and the two clients away from the big girls and began untying them. They were both clearly under the influence of the opiates and mumbled incomprehensible words in their own language.

    "How much stuff did you give them?" asked Mutius to Nikia.  

    "Quite a lot, Mutius. They are not going to remember anything."

    Suddenly, Nikia and the clients glanced behind Mutius and Romulus, but the two men didn't pay attention.

    "Good," said the pander to Romulus. "I don't want Ladyssa to know about this whole cabal." 

    "Too late, bastard!" exclaimed Ladyssa behind them. "I already know!"  

    Mutius remained paralyzed for an instant, quickly thinking about a line of defense. Romulus hastily untied the two girls, hoping that his role in the whole plot wouldn't be revealed. Mutius turned and approached Ladyssa with his usual smile.

    "It has been an unfortunate misunderstanding, Your Gracious Highness," claimed the pander trying to kiss Ladyssa's hand. "These men and the Greek girl took the liberty to...."

    Lady slapped him across the face.

    "Liar!" shot the princess. "You concocted this deplorable scheme and I'll never forget it!"

    Mutius caressed his cheek. Romulus and Nikia redressed the two bodyguards.

    "Take them to my litter," ordered Ladyssa to Romulus moving towards the door.   

    "Princess!" called Mutius. 

    Lady stopped without turning.

    "I hope you're not going to forget the benefits you reaped from my... scheme," said the pander with a clear innuendo to her intercourse with Incitatus.

    She turned and approached him. Everyone else slipped out from the room. Mutius looked at her straight in the eyes, then his face lit up as he thought that she was grateful to him for selling her the stallion. 

    Ladyssa slapped him again.

    "This is for your disgusting intrusion in my body!" she said with contempt. 

    While Caligula's promised wife moved out of the warehouse with dignity, Mutius stood there in silence. He smiled a little. So, the gorgeous Britannian princess did feel and even remembered his "intrusion" in her lovely bottom. That was nice... Then he thought with some concern about the consequences if Ladyssa would tell her promised husband about the whole intrigue. But the pander had great confidence in his own good fortune and in his ability to get out unscathed from every difficult situation. And—last but not least—the profit he made that night, not only for the three talents of gold he got from the sale of Incitatus but also for having maneuvered the Messalina affair like a true Byzantine, was definitively a good reason for pride.

    He went back to the tavern.

    The two slave girls he had placed on Messalina's surveillance reported to their dominus that the gladiators behaved like healthy sensitive lovers and the princess was in very good spirits.

    The pander turned to the Galatian in charge of Octavia. The young man indicated Drusilla's slave sleeping in a corner of the wardrobe room over a pile of cloaks. Mutius told him to let her sleep and mingled again with the crowd looking for his girls to report their businesses to him. He didn't forget the jockeys and charioteers who helped him setting up the Britannian princess and generously distributed several gold pieces among them.

As the first streaks of down painted rose pastel colors over the Eternal City, the young, the strong and the beautiful were still awake waiting the Birth of the Sun behind the Seven Hills. The rest of the Roman population woke up early to witness sunrise and begin a day of prayers and sacrifices in honor of the Gods.

    On the terrace on top of the Imperial Palace, Caligula and Drusilla, both in ceremonial togas, surrounded by their younger sisters Lesbia and Agrippinilla, Uncle Claudius and other relatives, senators, knights, magistrates, generals, augurs, and friends, backed by a platoon of Praetorian Guards in their dress uniform, watched and prayed to the Sun as it rose on the horizon.

    "Long live Rome! The Sun will never cease to watch over your glory!" shouted Caligula rising his arms towards the City.

    Hundred of thousands of citizens of all classes, amassed on all of the available places in sight of the Imperial Palace, hailed to Caesar and cheered so loud that the city seemed shaken by an earthquake. 

    "Long live the Emperor of Rome!" echoed the senators who admired the young dynastic heir of Julius Caesar, Augustus and Tiberius for his stamina and determination to improve the wealth of the Empire.

    "Long live Gaius Caesar Germanicus Caligula!" thundered Herod Agrippa, Caligula's best friend, along with Naevius Sutorius Macro, Caligula's staunchest political supporter and Chief of Staff. Everyone cheered and saluted the Emperor. A proud Drusilla embraced and kissed her brother wholeheartedly. Lesbia and Agrippinilla embraced him as well but when they tried to kiss him in the same way as Drusilla did, the latter pulled them away.

    "No veni-vidi-vici today," snarled Drusilla to her sisters just to let them know that she was well-informed about all what was going on at Court.

    The girls giggled and returned to their place. Drusilla smiled like a fox at her brother who quickly winked at her. The others didn't notice the exchange and kept their ceremonial poise.

    Then Rome waited in silence for the opening of the birds' cages. 

    The Head Augur gave the order. Hundreds of doves flied out from the top of the Palace. Everyone watched their flight. They went straight towards the sun, signaling future greatness and riches. The cheers of the populous reached the diapason. The Imperial Trumpeters blew their long brass instruments. It was the signal for dozens of music bands to start their performances in the streets below the Palace and all over Rome. The great festival of Sun Birth Day had now officially begun.

While the City enjoyed the festivity, Caligula was summoning his first official Imperial Council.

    In the splendid Meeting Hall of the Palace, everything was ready to impress the ranking senators invited to the Council along with Caligula's high government officials and military commanders. Staffers who worked hard to organize the gigantic amount of documents relating the Emperor's most cherished enterprises, were standing by. For the first time, Caligula also invited a small representation of the Roman people—about 50 young men chosen among various classes—to witness the works of the Council. Sitting in three rows of benches they were asked by Acilius Trebellius, the Tribune of the Praetorian Guard, to remain silent without interfering in any way with the discussion of the various items on the Emperor's agenda.

    When the authorities were shown to their places on the two sides of a huge rectangular marble table, Caligula entered the Hall in his ceremonial toga followed by Drusilla, Naevius Sutorius Macro, Herod Agrippa and Uncle Claudius. Everyone saluted the Emperor. He responded to the salute and invited the party to be seated. He took place at the head of the table on his curule chair—the ivory chairs traditionally reserved to the Consuls of Rome which Caligula occupied as he was also the elected Consul of that year. Macro, as his Chief of Staff, sat down on his right, Drusilla on his left, Uncle Claudius and Herod Agrippa at the other end of the table.             

    Getting right to it, Caligula began exposing his agenda point by point. First of all the construction of new roads in the province of Lower Germany linking that area to the vast network of Imperial roads already covering most of the territories under Roman control. Besides accurate plans for the roads, Caligula presented numerous projects drawn by his architects for the construction of administrative buildings, hospitals, aqueducts, schools, tribunals, temples, markets and fountains which would transform into real Roman towns the oppida (fortified citadels) founded 90 years before by the conquering legions of Julius Caesar along the river Rhine. In particular, he required construction works to start immediately at Oppidum Ubiorum, the strategic position of which on the left bank of the Rhine he showed on the large marble map of the Empire covering an entire wall of the Council Hall.

    Since Caligula already displayed various projects for new roads and buildings to be constructed in other provinces, some of the ranking senators invited to the Council argued that, despite Imperial riches, such vast enterprises required funding beyond the possibility of the Roman Treasury.

    That was the same perennial struggle for public funding that Caligula's predecessors engaged with the Senate, the Roman legislative body traditionally infiltrated by corrupted patricians and shortsighted members of the Ordo Equester (Knight Class) composed of rich landowners, bankers and wealthy businessmen. While the majority of senators and knights were in full agreement with the policy of expansion typical of the Julio-Claudian Imperial dynasty founded by Julius Caesar and continued by Augustus, Tiberius and now by Caligula, some members of the Senate and the Knight Class still harbored nostalgic Republican ideals instigated by ultra-conservatives self-righteous politicians who called themselves the boni—the good ones!

    This vociferous minority already hindered Roman politics from generation to generation for several centuries, and was finally defeated 80 years before Caligula, after their members, lead by Brutus and Cassius with the approval of Cicero, organized and carried out the assassination of Julius Caesar. The ire of the Roman people, who viscerally loved the greatest Roman hero of all times, was violent and unescapable. The conspirators cowardly fled Rome but they were all eventually killed or forced to suicide by the vengeful Caesarian armies of Mark Antony and Caesar Octavian, the latter then ruling alone as Emperor Augustus for more than 50 years thereafter. In recent times, Caligula knew that a new boni generation was again on the rise. He knew that personal envy and jealousy would always motivate the actions of such squalid individuals. And he knew that the boni would as usual resort to slander and criminal acts to prevent a powerful libertarian ruler invested by supreme command from definitively freeing Roman society from the shackles of corruption and privilege.

    Driven by such intrinsic superior motives, the young Emperor disputed the petty monetary concerns of the ranking senators who argued with him during the Imperial Council. Like his great predecessors, Caligula felt invested with the sacred mission to make the Empire of Rome the greatest civilization on Earth—beyond his own time and personal gains—whereas most senators and knights regarded their role and their political careers with sole concern for short-term investments and profits which invariably characterizes common, narrow-minded individuals.

    Naevius Sutorius Macro, Caligula's Chief of Staff, reminded the youngest guests invited to the Council that in the aftermath of the death of Emperor Tiberius the general enthusiasm of the Roman people for the handsome, highly-intelligent Julio-Claudian heir, spurred the Senate to give Gaius Caesar Caligula Germanicus unrestricted imperium on all aspects of Roman life, something that Caligula's predecessors—Augustus and Tiberius—were never granted in any official way. 

    Uncle Claudius, began to point out that, besides being the direct descendant of Augustus from his mother's side, Caligula was the son of his late brother, the great Roman general Drusus Claudius Nero Germanicus, but he had to ask Drusilla to continue his narration since the guests couldn't avoid some giggles for his stuttering speech.

    Drusilla explained that their late father Drusus Claudius Nero, appointed governor of the Three Gauls by his adoptive father Emperor Tiberius, conducted several victorious campaigns against Germanic tribes. He earned the cognomen Germanicus for he recaptured the Eagles (the Roman Legions' standards) fallen in the hands of the Germanic hordes during the famous ambuscade of the Teutoburg Forest in the late summer of 762 aUc (= AD 9.) In the worst defeat suffered by any Roman Army in the whole history of Rome, three entire Legions under the command of Augustus' general Publius Quinctilius Varus were massacred by a preponderant number of Germanic warriors lead by tribal chieftain Arminius, causing great shock to Emperor Augustus and consternation in Rome.

    The recapture of the Eagles lost by Varus reinstated Roman honor throughout the world and was saluted with immense enthusiasm during Germanicus' spectacular triumphs in the great cities of the Empire. But at the apex of his popularity, after being named by Tiberius sole official heir to the Imperial throne, Germanicus died at age 33 in Antioch, Syria, of typhoid fever when Caligula was only seven years old. The grief was enormous. Germanicus' funeral, celebrated by masses of people, lasted three days among huge processions, banquets and magnificent games.

    The admiration for the father was transferred to the son. While following Germanicus in his campaigns, Caligula became the mascot of the Roman troops through the acumen of his mother Agrippina the Elder—the daughter of Augustus' only daughter Julia. In the military camps, Agrippina used to parade the general's little son with caligae on his feet in ordinary soldier's garb, asking the legionaries that he be called Caesar Caligula. Since she knew that one day her son would become Emperor of Rome, she created from the very beginning of his life a bond between Caligula and the Roman Army which remained forever strong, and induced the Senate to treat the new Emperor with respect and fear, always a necessary component of political obedience.

    In that first official Council of his reign, which took the whole day and part of the evening, Caligula's eloquence and vast design won him unanimous consent. He convinced the ranking senators to agree with him that the planned constructions in the Northern Frontier would fortify the Pax Romana in a region where hundreds of Gaul, Belgian and Germanic tribes were already embracing Roman civilization, training good soldiers and cavalry to fight for the Imperial Armies, learning the Latin language, and adopting Roman laws, Gods and mores.

    Oppidum Ubiorum was to be rebuilt as a Roman city, with all its marbles. With immediate effect, a decree was signed into law that changed its old tribal name into Colonia Agrippina (today's Cologne, Germany) in honor of Caligula's and Drusilla's mother Agrippina the Elder (who was of course also the mother of Agrippina the Younger, alias Agrippinilla, and her sister Julia Livilla, alias Lesbia.) 

    Five additional legions were assigned to the command of Servius Sulpicius Galba, the most capable of the Roman generals of that time, a former Legate of Drusus Germanicus, and highly esteemed by Caligula. Galba was ordered to join the Roman Army of Upper Germany at once and take over supreme military command of the whole Northern Frontier with the specific task to punish the Chatti, an elusive Germanic tribe who pillaged some Roman towns in eastern Gaul (today's eastern France,) and was preparing a major attack for the coming spring. 

    Caligula presented his treaty with King Tudorus of Britannia which called for Roman military help against the Catuvellauni tribes located north of the river Thames, in case they attempted to move into the Roman-friendly Atrebates land, now under Tudorus' rule. Commerce between the Roman Province of Gaul and Britannia was to be subsidized by paying with Imperial Treasury bonds for all transports of merchandise in and out of Britannia. Special funds were to be given to Tudorus for a vast educational program, including the construction of Roman schools and the appointment of Roman personnel to teach the Latin language throughout his kingdom.

    To reinforce the treaty with Britannia, the Emperor also announced his marriage with King Tudorus' daughter Livia Orestilla—which was the Roman given name of princess Ladyssa Tudorus. Drusilla and the other participants stood up and applauded Caligula's decision. Being "Livia Orestilla" the only heir to Tudorus' kingdom, the whole Britannia was to pass peacefully under Imperial rule upon King Tudorus' death for virtue of marriage, and Caligula was congratulated for his far-reaching vision of the destiny of Rome in the coming decades by his admirers.    

    Construction programs in the other provinces were scheduled with precision, written down by the scribes, and signed into law by the ranking senators. On the advice of his Chief of Staff Naevius Sutorius Macro, Caligula appointed new provincial governors with the responsibility of enforcing his policy. All major works were to be carried out by Roman military engineers and troops with the least possible involvement of local workers and construction firms usually unable to deliver solid and greatly designed Roman buildings on budget in time. Transportation of the necessary materials were also arranged with painstaking accuracy.

    For his friend Herod Agrippa, grandson of king Herod the Great of Judaea, a kingdom under Roman administration for the last 100 years, Caligula secured substantial funds for the construction of new roads, aqueducts, hospitals and for a new sewer system to improve the quality of life in the city of Jerusalem. 

    However, Caligula's most important victory over the Senate was the release of half the Public Treasury funds to cover most of the construction expenses. The Emperor presented a convincing five-year budget and a modern economic policy to benefit all major businesses and industrial enterprises throughout the Empire. The ranking senators discussed various items of the budget in order to please their clients and constituencies. When the budget agreement was reached, Caligula demanded the abolition of some unpopular laws introduced by Augustus. 

    First, he abolished the sale tax which all Romans wholeheartedly hated because it forced consumers to add complicated percentages to the price of the goods, and obliged the merchants to set aside the sale tax revenues and maintain onerous bookkeeping in order to avoid being fined or even bankrupted by the tax collectors.

    Secondary, but not less important, was the repeal of the laws against adultery which Augustus introduced about 30 years beforehand. Despite heavy penalties prescribed against any individual having sexual intercourse with a Roman married woman, the Augustan laws were widely disregarded. Restrictive marriage laws, which Caligula secretly intended to change in the near future, didn't prevent anyone from ignoring the clause of perpetual sexual fidelity which was as unnatural as passing a law that forced a man to eat exactly the same meal over and over again whenever he was hungry. Roman women of all ages had become pretty tough and by no means inclined to surrender their natural desires to some despotic husband or father or brother. Their traditional transgressive behavior in matters of love, sex and fashion was celebrated in numerous public festivals, religious rites in honor of the Gods and Goddesses of Love, and private parties where they felt free to have as many affairs as they wanted. A part from some rare exceptions, the formula was as simple as adding two and two: the higher the number of lovers, the higher their self-esteem. Moreover, Roman men were constantly in the hunt for new adventures. In the heat of passion very few men asked the marital status of their lovers before or during a new love affair; and besides, if they did know that an attractive woman was married, they took even more pleasure in seducing her versus an non-married one because she wouldn't ask for the usual commitments that burden married men, making the love affair with a married woman especially exciting and gratifying.

    And finally, Caligula took a very libertarian measure. The writings of Titus Labienus and Cremutius Cordus which had been banned 30 years before by the Senate upon Augustus' request, but already circulated under Caligula's secret patronage, had to be officially rehabilitated despite their salacious content, as it was in the interest of the Empire to have all events freely recorded for posterity. Titus Labienus, who had himself walled up in his ancestral tomb when his books were burned by order of Augustus, was to be honored with a monument in the Forum along with Cremutius Cordus who gave a great speech to Augustus before committing suicide. Cordus' daughter Marcia, who was largely appreciated for keeping her father's works beyond reach of Augustus' censors, was to be given honors and two gold talents on Public Treasury account as an incentive for future cultural endeavors.      

When the Council was adjourned, everyone applauded and congratulated Caligula for his commitment to the state affairs. Drusilla was as happy as she's ever been. Having stood on his brother's side for most of the Council, she embraced him with particular affection.

    "You'll go down to history as the most enlightened ruler the world has ever seen," proclaimed Drusilla aloud to be heard by everyone. While the whole staff, guests, officials and senators cheered, Caligula and Drusilla exchanged a long kiss, full of love and mutual admiration.

    Herod Agrippa hugged Caligula and told him that the lifting of the ban on the two controversial authors was the most progressive deed of the Council.

    Before attending the formal banquet organized for the occasion in the Palace Dining Halls, brother and sister moved for a private conversation to the peristilium (an enclosed garden surrounded by a colonnade built in the center of every prestigious Roman houses.) 

    "Macro has been extremely valuable throughout the whole meeting," said Caligula. "Did you notice how warmly he looked at you?"

    "Yes of course. He's always been sweet with me since I was a little girl. Why do you bring this up?" she asked suspecting some kind of trick.

    "I want you to be nice with him at the banquet."

    Drusilla held her breath. Being nice was an euphemism for having sex. It wasn't really unusual for Caligula to ask her to copulate with strangers. Sometimes, he liked to watch her doing it or get from her some titillating descriptions of her adventures just to fantasize and make love to her afterwards. But in this case, involving Macro, after the Council and during the official banquet, there was certainly something else in her brother's mind. 

    "Did Macro ask you for that?" 

    "No," replied Caligula, "but I know he'll be very pleased."

    Drusilla considered the implications. Macro was a stocky, rugged man about ten years older than Caligula. Born the son of an Illirian slave, he moved up the ladder of power with shrewd ambition matched by sheer brutality. Tiberius made him Praefectus Praetorium, the Head of the Praetorian Guards, in the last years of his reign. Thinking ahead, knowing that the young Julian prince was about to be named official heir to the Empire of Rome by Tiberius, Macro became Caligula's best friend. When the ailing 77-year-old Emperor died on the 16th day of March earlier that year, Macro was suspected to have killed the old man in Tiberius' private villa south of Rome. Tiberius' death was quite a story. On the 15th of March, the Ides of March—the fateful date of Julius Caesar's assassination—Tiberius suffered a stroke. By midnight he was declared dead by his physicians. While the Court was saluting Caligula the new Caesar, a valet came running in, shouting that the old Emperor had regained consciousness. The crowd around Caligula scattered in all directions, but Macro remained cool. According to the story circulated by other valets, Macro rushed to Tiberius' room, approached the old man lying in bed, and smothered him with a pillow. Than he came back, declared that the slave had lied, and told Caligula to have him crucified. Upon succeeding Tiberius, Caligula appointed Naevius Sutorius Macro the Imperial Chief of Staff, a new position created by the young Emperor which made Macro the second in command over the entire Empire. 

    Being that conspiracies were quite frequent, Drusilla believed that her brother's request had a political reason. Still, she knew that Caligula would hardly make such a move without some other incentive—possibly bizarre ones. Could they be related to his marriage with Ladyssa Tudorus? 

    In fact, that morning before the Council, having noticed that Octavia didn't show up for her bath, she asked Acilius Trebellius, the Praetorian Tribune, to send some guards to Romulus' tavern looking for her. Then, in the late afternoon, during a pause of the meeting, Acilius told her that Octavia had been found in the tavern by his guards and taken back to the Palace. On another pause, Octavia approached Drusilla and told her that the previous night Lady left the tavern with Mutius Regulatus but without her bodyguards who had suddenly disappeared.

    Octavia reported that she couldn't follow her because Mutius ordered one of his slaves to keep her inside the tavern under guard. Drusilla was too busy with the Council to pay much attention to Octavia's report. But now, thinking of all possible secondary motives for Caligula to ask her to seduce the mighty Macro at the banquet, Lady's exit from her bridal shower looked rather strange. Why did her bodyguards disappear? Why did the pander prevent Octavia from following the Britannian princess? Where was she now? Could Macro have something to do with her or with her father King Tudorus? Was she, Drusilla, the reward for that something? 

    "Don't you like him?" asked Caligula seeing her sister thoughtful and rather puzzled.

    "That's not important...," answered Drusilla. "But I'm terrified by his fame. You know... the pillow story."

    "Come on, Drudi! That's a bunch of baloney! Uncle Tiberius died for natural causes. There were at least twenty people in his death chamber when the stupid slave came up with his nonsensical lie. Macro rushed there to check the veracity of his story. Everyone saw Macro while Tiberius was lifeless, extinct and forever dead. Macro is rough, brutal and even cruel with his enemies, but you, Drusilla, you are a Julian! We have the blood of Julius Caesar and Augustus running in our veins. Macro is literally infatuated with our divine ancestry. We are the descendants of the Goddess Venus!"

    Moved, Drusilla consented. But the vision of Macro asphyxiating her uncle Tiberius with a pillow remained impressed in her mind and gave her the shivers. 

    "Go, sister. Prepare for the banquet and don't disappoint me, okay?"

    "Do you want people to watch me being nice with your friend?"

    "Of course, it has to be public."

    Drusilla lowered her head. That was an indication that her brother's request had political motivation but she had no heart to question him. Noticing that Herod Agrippa was waiting to talk to Caligula on the other side of the peristilium, she gave her brother a little kiss and left.

    Herod approached Caligula and expressed his gratitude for the funds which the Emperor generously allocated for various constructions in Judaea.

    "When are you going to claim the throne of Judaea and unify the Tetrarchies?" asked Caligula.

    As a matter of fact, the dynastic-political situation in that territory was rather confused. From the time of the war against the Mediterranean pirates conducted by Pompey the Great about 100 years before, the Romans held a protectorate over the Palestinian regions of Judaea and over the city of Jerusalem in order to defend Palestine from Parthian invaders and keep law and order among various tribal, dynastic and religious factions endlessly plotting and fighting for power among them. With Roman military aid, Agrippa's grandfather King Herod the Great reinstated the Kingdom of Judaea in the time of Mark Antony's dalliance with Cleopatra and ruled unchallenged for 32 years with the active patronage of Emperor Augustus. The Jewish-Herodian Kingdom held a strategic position with harbors both on the Mediterranean and the Red Sea, which allowed profitable commerce between Rome, the Arabian peninsula, and India. Therefore a solid, unified Kingdom of Judaea was in the best interest of the Empire. For that purpose, Augustus and later Tiberius provided Herod the Great and his successors with Roman citizenship along with lavish Roman funds for vast building programs and for the founding new cities. Personal capitals of Augustus and Tiberius were also forwarded to Judaea to finance the complete rebuilding and enlargement of the Temple of Solomon, the reconstruction of which lasted 46 years, ending with the completion of its new Great Walls 10 years before Caligula's rise to power in Rome.

    Before his death (749 aUc = 4 BCE) Herod the Great divided his kingdom into four Tetrarchies. The Tetrarchy of Batanea and Trachonitis, east of the Sea of Galilee, was inherited by his son Philip, and the Tetrarchy of Galilee by his other son Herod Antipas. When Caligula became Emperor in March that year, Philip died of natural causes. Immediately thereafter Caligula legitimately appointed his friend Herod Agrippa the heir of Philip's Tetrarchy with the objective of making him king of the entire Kingdom of Judaea at the death of the other Tetrarch Herod Antipas, uncle of Herod Agrippa. However, Agrippa preferred to live in the luxuries of Rome, where the Julian family has always been friend of the Herodians. 

    "I know what you mean, Cal," answered Herod Agrippa. "But we better wait that Antipas settles his problems with Aretas IV, the king of the Nabataeans."

    "Are you talking about the Aretas who defeated Antipas in battle after we forced the Parthians out of Palestine?" asked Caligula.

    "Yes. The Nabataeans inflicted him serious damage and pillaged several towns of Galilee."

    "I hate all these stupid wars among neighbors."

    "Yeah, you're right, Cal. There are also religious disputes between the Pharisees and the Sadducees about...."

    "Please, Agri," interrupted Caligula. "I don't want to know. I've to build the Empire and no time to waste listening to irrelevant disputes. Why don't I make you king of Judaea right away?"

    Agrippa didn't like that idea at all. Moving from the richness of Rome to a remote country tormented by raucous tribal and religious controversy was out of question. He had to derail Caligula's plan right on inception.        

    "As a king," continued Caligula, "you could promote the building program with full authority, crack down on briberies, and give me simple, clear reports on the proper use of the funds by the Roman Army."

    "I could do that, of course," said Agrippa, an excellent diplomat who overcame obstacles by circumventing them instead of hitting them head on. "But Antipas will hate the both of us, and give me hard time."

    "How old he is?"

    "He's 57 and has been Tetrarch since he was seventeen. At his death you could legitimately appoint me King of Judaea, or, even better, you could grant the region the status of Roman Province and cut the whole crap once and for all."

    "Hmm... the Senate isn't going to buy the idea. The priests over there are opposing Roman Gods as well as religious freedom."

    "They are only a small minority of fanatics. The vast majority of the Hebrew people have embraced the Pax Romana and conduct their businesses in full compliance with Roman laws which guarantee order, stability and profits. They'll love to become Roman citizens."

    "I can understand that... Does Antipas have any heir?"

    "Not that I know of. He married my sister Herodias, who had already a young daughter, Salome, and didn't produce any other child since."

    "Is Salome married?" asked Caligula trying to find out if any other man could claim the Kingdom of Judaea through marriage with a great-granddaughter of Herod the Great.

    "She's been married for a few months with a young Maccabean prince, but he died in a duel."

    "Is she the Salome who got some notoriety a few years ago for having sexual intercourse with a dead man?"

    "Not precisely, Cal... The man had been beheaded and she just kissed him on the mouth when his head was still warm on a silver plate."

    "Hmm, quite kinky anyway... How old is she now?"

    "She must be 20 or 21. Gorgeous like a Syrian courtesan, and a mind blowing dancer. Did you ever hear about the Dance of the Seven Veils?" asked Herod Agrippa knowing that Caligula would feel aroused by the idea of Salome dancing for him. 

    "Yes! Pyrallis (one of Caligula's concubines) did that for me. Very, very exciting I must say."

    "Well, my niece Salome invented this dance when she was fourteen," revealed Agrippa with pride.

    "No kidding!" commented Caligula.

    "Not at all. You should grant her the Imperial Copyright."

    "Hmm, that's an idea. We could invite her to come to Rome to receive the official parchment."

    "Why not? Like all of us Herodians she's a Roman citizen, and wouldn't refuse a personal call from her Emperor."

    Herod Agrippa was on the roll. He had brilliantly shifted Caligula's interest from the appalling project of making him the king of a troubled kingdom, to the appealing prospect of meeting his irresistible niece. 

    Caligula asked Agrippa to write a letter to Salome, just to know what she'd think about coming to the Eternal City and discuss the terms of her grant, which Agrippa suggested should include valuable gifts, money, and public honors.

    When the plan on Salome was set, Herod Agrippa took out a small leather box from his pocket,

    "Take this, Cal," said the Hebrew prince handing him the box. "It's a special present for Sun Birth." 

    Caligula opened the box and frowned. Agrippa whispered a few words in his ear. Caligula smiled, then slowly closed the box.

* * *

CHAPTER FOUR

After a quick bath, Drusilla hastily ordered her ancillae to dress her for the official banquet. While Briseis was busy with her wardrobe, Octavia approached the domina with a cup of tranquilizing herb tea.

    "Taste it," ordered the princess who was nervous and suspicious of everything after her brother's unexpected demand to "be nice" with Macro. Frowning, Octavia looked at her in astonishment. Never before Drusilla asked her to taste food or drinks to prevent poisoning.

    "What are you waiting for?" asked Drusilla choosing a gorgeous Alexandrian purple tunic among other garments presented to her by Briseis.

    Octavia took a sip, but as she handed the cup to Drusilla, the latter slapped it out of her hand. The cup smashed onto the marble wall and broke into pieces. Briseis and the ancillae froze. Terror was on every girls' face. An irate master could easily turn into a violent one. Octavia was trembling with fear.

    "Pick up the pieces!" ordered her Drusilla with a nasty look. The other girls remained immobile, watching Octavia kneeling down and cleaning the mess. She knew that Drusilla was angry with her because she wasn't able to follow Lady's whereabouts when the Britannian princess left the tavern with Mutius, but she was nonetheless surprised by Drusilla's reaction.

    As a matter of fact the pretty slave didn't know what Acilius told Drusilla that evening before the bath, when the princess questioned him about the report that his guards gave him upon their return from Romulus' tavern.    

    "Come here!" said Drusilla summoning Octavia. The slave approached. "Tell me exactly what happened when you saw Lady leaving the tavern with Mutius."

    Octavia gulped, then took a deep breath and began telling her story: 

    "First I saw two of Mutius' Greek pornes pushing Lady's bodyguards out through a curtain. That was strange. Then I saw another girl dressed up like a boy approaching Mutius and Ladyssa, and they left together through the back door. I tried to follow them but Mutius' Galatian slave moved in front of me and told me that his dominus ordered him to keep me there under guard. I told him my domina ordered me to follow the Britannian princess...."   

    "And...?"

    "He said that he was stronger than me," answered Octavia hoping to be through with the questioning.

    "That's all?" asked Drusilla with a piercing look.

    "Well, yes."

    Drusilla slapped her across the face, "So, a miserable slave tells you that he's stronger than you and you just forget about my orders and give up! It's that what you did?"

    Octavia lowered her head. Drusilla donned the purple tunic forwarded by Briseis. 

    "I've tried to go around the Galatian...," said Octavia. "But he was really strong and big."

    "Didn't you try to get some help?" asked Drusilla who obviously knew more than what Octavia believed she knew about her conduct the previous night.

    "Well... there were three guys...."

    "Ohh, three guys, uh? Friends of yours?"

    "No, well... I've met them there in the tavern when Mutius took princess Messalina upstairs to the gladiators' party."

    Drusilla had been informed by Acilius about Messalina's caper. There were however some details that Drusilla wanted to hear from Octavia. 

    "Go ahead," ordered the princess.

    "Well... the men came after me... I was looking at Ladyssa all the time, but they started to kiss me...."

    Drusilla slapped her again across the face: "So, you lost sight of her, uh?"

    "No, no, domina," replied Octavia. "They touched little on my shaved pelvis, but you know... I don't feel anything there, so I've never lost sight of Ladyssa. Then, when Mutius came back from upstairs, I pushed the three men away and asked Mutius for protection... He did that. Then he asked me if you would be happy if Ladyssa got drunk and did crazy things... I answered yes." 

    "What?" growled Drusilla.

    "Did I do wrong?" asked the slave, scared.

    Drusilla slapped her twice across the face. Octavia felt a short yet violent throb reaching down to her lower abdomen.

    "I've told you to keep my orders for yourself!" yelled Drusilla.

    "I'm sorry, domina. I thought I could trust Mutius."

    "Trust a Byzantine ruffian...? How can you be so stupid?" said Drusilla sitting down and prompting Briseis to do her hair.

    "I felt he was in control...," answered Octavia.

    "Go ahead," ordered her the princess.

    "Mutius went to talk to Romulus," said Octavia. "Then he sat down close to Ladyssa while the two hookers started to talk to the bodyguards... Then it's just as I told you before. He left with Lady and the boy-dressed girl, and I couldn't follow them because of the Galatian. That's when I signaled the three men to come talk to me... I asked them to push the Galatian away so that I could run to the back door, but...."

    "But what?"

    "They first wanted to kiss me again... So we went under the staircase and they kissed me. Then they started touching me again... They were three, you know... I couldn't move... They promised to do it fast... undid my loincloth... touched me more to make me wet..."

    "Did the Galatian let them do that?"

    "Yes. He watched for a moment, then he stood there like a statue while the three men promised again to do it fast but when they spread my legs, they did a long cunnilingus because they liked my shaved pubis... and then they took me to the vestibulum...."

    "Did you ask for their names?"

    "I don't remember, domina. They rubbed their mentulae against my body, and shoved their fingers inside me... shaking and stirring... forced me to make fellatio to all three... nibbled at my body and pinched my back, my nipples... scratching, pulling...."

    "You liked that, didn't you," said Drusilla pinching Octavia's cheek.

    "Just a little, domina. They were clumsy and laughed at me instead of dominating me as you do when you get angry at me," she claimed with a soft voice and a submissive glance.

    "No whipping, uh?"

    "Well... When they copulated me they held me open and did it very hard. I let them do it, but I didn't react the way they expected... They wanted me to say that I liked it... So, I kicked them and punched them and I tried to run out of the room. They grabbed me and spanked me... I spit on their faces and they spanked me harder... I didn't want them to realize that I liked that... but they did. They spanked me a lot very hard on my bottom... I think I screamed yes! yes! and they turned into animals... One guy found a heavy leather belt among the coats and whipped my buttocks... I felt defenseless when they saw my pelvis shaking out of control... so, they turned me around, lifted my legs, spread them open... and then whipped me there on my smooth pubis... taking turn lashing hard on it for three or four times, then bit me all over like dogs... then whipping again... and then biting and then whipping... I felt crazy. A torrent surged right inside my pelvis and I couldn't refrain from squirting some pee, two or three squirts... They licked it and whipped me again to make me squirt more pee... Then they copulated me while I was sprinkling like a puppy-dog and made me say that I was having gaudium."

    While doing Drusilla's hair, Briseis was listening at Octavia's graphic account with her usual composure, somehow skeptic yet with a glance of arousal.

    "What do you make of her story?" Drusilla questioned Briseis.

    "If it's true, it's rather disgusting," answered the Gallic slave.

    "What's disgusting? The way the men took advantage of her or what she make them doing to her?" asked her Drusilla. 

    "I didn't make them doing it, domina," whispered Octavia to Drusilla's ear. "They raped me."

    Hmm... it was true that she had whipped Octavia a couple of times and noticed that she was peeing a little when she hit her on her crotch, but now it was probably the desire to arouse her domina that drove the slave to confess her wild intercourse in the tavern. Or was she making it up as an excuse for having failed to follow Lady?

    "So? Did you come or not?" asked Drusilla to Octavia while Briseis finished her hair and silently walked away.

    "I must admit I did," answered Octavia. "It was impossible to resist."

    Suddenly, the princess stood up and ripped Octavia's tunic open. There were no marks or bruises visible on the girl's body! Drusilla spun her around to check her buttocks. 

    "What are you talking about, stupid girl?!" she said slapping her across the face again. "You don't even have a tiny bruise on your body!"

    A nude Octavia fell at Drusilla's feet and embraced her legs, sobbing.

    "Mutius spread a balm on my body and the bruises disappeared," said the slave.

    "Mutius?! When?" 

    "Other guys came into the wardrobe room. They copulated with me after the first three, and they whipped and made me pee as well. The Galatian slave came in and did it to me like the others... Then I lost consciousness. I had nightmares and dreams... very strange dreams...."

    "Such as?" asked Drusilla just to evaluate the extent of Octavia's foolish fantasies of pain and humiliation.   

    "Some of the nastiest guys held me down bottom up, and another one came in with a red-hot iron showing it to me... They wanted to brand me on my buttocks... I was crazy and I told them to do it!"

    "Was it painful?"

    "Yes! Very, very painful! I felt burning a lot... but I also felt like strong tongs squeezing me inside and make me pee like a fountain... I was screaming... and then I woke up... Mutius was there spreading the balm on me."

    "Did you ask him about Ladyssa?"     

    "I was too confused, I didn't...."

    Drusilla freed her legs from her slave's embrace and kicked her away. Briseis came back and added a few ribbons to Drusilla's hair, properly raised up on all sides. Then the head of the ancillae, put a large, finely-chiselled necklace on her mistress' neck.

    "Mutius said that he will come tomorrow to the Palace to talk to you," said Octavia when Drusilla was ready to leave for the banquet.    

    "Pray to the Gods that he'll bring some of his magic balm with him," concluded Drusilla with a menacing glance. Then she left to join her brother.

The Palace was lit by hundreds of torches.

    A huge crowd gathered outside since the first hours of the evening, as soon as the edicts repealing the sale-tax and the Augustan adultery laws had been affixed on the portal after the Council by the Imperial Heralds; and copies were distributed to the populous of the lower quarters and also affixed at the Rostra (large platform for public speeches) by the Well of the Comitia, the 3,000-seat assembly of the plebeians, and on the portal of the Curia Hostilia, the house of the Senate of Rome.

    The unanimous enthusiasm of thousands of human beings of all races, age, gender and status had exploded in the midst of the Sun Day festivals for the far-reaching changes that the most popular Emperor in Roman history signed into law for the benefit of his people and the glory of the Empire.

    Not since 80 years before, during the seven triumphs of Julius Caesar, have the Roman people felt so united and proud of the single leader they picked to cut through the bitter partisanship between patricians and plebeians, unlocking the best qualities of all the Romans in order to accomplish the destiny bestowed upon them by the Gods.

    Musicians, dancers, acrobats and actors mingled among the crowd providing joyous entertainment. Vendors of food and wine delivered their goods at particular low prices and without sale tax. The persistent chant Cae-sar! Cae-sar! continued for several hours and reached the climax when the Emperor appeared on the third floor terrace of the Palace in his majestic purple toga embroidered with gold, covered in precious stones, wearing the golden laurel crown and brandishing the scepter of his imperium.

    A few steps behind Caligula, on his left side, Drusilla, Agrippinilla and Lesbia were standing on the front line of a group of about 60 prominent women, the wives or relatives or concubines of the noblemen and dignitaries invited to the official banquet. The women were wearing their most splendid jewels, their most expensive, colorful gowns, and elaborate hairstyles. On the opposite side, the approximately 100 men attending Caligula's public appearance were all in togas, white, red or purple—the only colors allowed by official male etiquette.

    On the first line among the men, Drusilla noticed Herod Agrippa, very good friend of hers as well, Uncle Claudius, and Macro. In his toga virilis Macro looked more handsome than usual, but she observed the hairy back of his hands and imagined with a certain disgust the copious black hair that must cover all of his body.

    "Ave Drusilla, sister of Caesar," said a coy woman's voice behind her. Drusilla turned and frowned. A diminutive brunette in her mid-twenties, in an elegant green tunic, smiled at her but Drusilla didn't remember having ever met her before.

    "I'm Ennia Sabina, Macro's new wife," she said.

    "Oh, Ennia...," replied Drusilla repressing her surprise. She didn't know that Macro married another woman so soon after his previous wife died on childbirth. Puzzled about the significance of Ennia's presence at the banquet, Drusilla shot her a cool look, then turned to Agrippinilla who was signaling some kind of secret words to Eutychus, Caligula's ace charioteer of his Green squad, a good-looking young man who was standing in the third line of the men's group.

    "Are you placing some bets on his next race?" asked Drusilla to her younger sister just to say something and deprive Ennia of her attention.

    "Yeah, I'm betting that tonight you're going to take two verpae up your ass!" snapped Agrippinilla who loved to talk as vulgar as a beer vendor.

    "Go ahead, sister. Kiss my ass and you'll win," rebutted Drusilla in her teeth.

    "Hey, will you stop barking like two stupid lupae?" said Lesbia, pissed by her sisters' impertinence.

    Agrippinilla shrugged. Drusilla resumed her composure. Ennia backed among the other dames. Lesbia glanced at Apelles, the most famous young actor of the day, who was tenderly looking at her from the men's group. 

    While Caligula enjoyed the ovations of the Roman people all by himself, men and women of his party stood respectfully back. He showed up a half-dozen times at the balcony, raising his arms to the sky, calling the Goddess Fortuna upon the poor, the disabled and the homeless. Then his sisters and his closest friends joined him among the flaming torches, and waved at the crowd below. 

From the garden of the large but scantly furnished mansion which King Tudorus of Britannia had rented on the Testaceus Hill, outside the pomerium but in view of the Palatine Hill and the Imperial Palace, the king and his 18-year-old daughter, princess Ladyssa, watched from the distance the cheering multitude and the torchlight show around the Imperial compound. 

    Several Britannian barons of Tudorus' Royal Council, plus Kardixa, Arkana and a dozen bodyguards standing on the king's sides, expressed their joy with loud hoorays in their own Celtic language and by waving torches along with the crowd which had spread to all hills and quarters of Rome and even to the Testaceus Hill around the walls of Tudorus' mansion.

    Kardixa shouted that the Emperor was there, among the torches on the third floor of the Palace. But from about a mile distance it wasn't easy for anyone else to distinguish specific persons. By the clamors and the ovations of the crowd they assumed that the mightiest man on Earth was now responding to the people's euphoria for his imminent marriage with Ladyssa.

    "Look, my daughter, what an Empire I've laid at your feet!" exclaimed Tudorus almost in tears for the pride of having set his daughter on her way to become the Empress of Rome.

    Ladyssa smiled a little: "I've only seen the Emperor once at the Games, when he put the laurel on my head." 

    "Oh, Lady...," said Arkana. "He's such a handsome young man!"

    Tudorus caressed his daughter's head.

    "And didn't he send you a letter today with the beautiful betrothal ring and the stupendous necklace you're so proudly wearing tonight?" 

    Lady caressed her ruby-mount ring, and the finely-chiselled matching necklace.

    "They are really nice, but still I don't know him at all," Ladyssa said with a sigh thinking of Incitatus, asking herself a thousand questions about what happened to her the former night in the tavern.

    "Oh, Lady, Lady...," said King Tudorus. "Caligula loves horses even more than we do in Britannia. Don't you know that apart from our Golden Charm he owns the best stallions of the Empire? And what about the clause I insisted upon in order to let you ride in official races at least once a month in the Circus Maximus?"

    "Well, that was nice from you, father." 

    "And his mind is brilliant, daughter," added Tudorus. "I've never dealt with such an intelligent man. His vision of civilization spurred him to make such concessions to our kingdom and to the Britannian people that we'll reap the fruit for centuries to come." 

    "I don't know if a trade treaty with the Romans is necessarily advantageous for us," said Ladyssa, quite skeptical about her father optimism. 

    "The trade treaty is nothing! You are everything!" roared Tudorus. "Because of you, the whole great island of Britannia will become part of the Empire! We'll be all living and prospering as Roman citizens under the Pax Romana! And you, daughter, you are going to be venerated by our people as the first Britannian-born Empress of Rome! Your son will become the sole Emperor! Oh, Rome! Rome! I've conquered you!"

    Tudorus' barons and retinue cheered the king who was raising his arms to the sky, just like every other leader does in a victorious situation. In a long wool tunic, her long blond hair held by a golden headband and flowing down to her waist, Lady patted her father's shoulder with a tender smile. He embraced her. Then the barons surrounded her, put a knee down and kissed her hands, swearing their allegiance to her and proclaiming eternal obedience.

    Servants brought goblets of beer, and they all toasted to Lady's glorious future. She drank a little then moved aside, thinking about the real significance of her marriage. Her father had put a heavy burden on her shoulders when he suddenly promised her hand to Caligula without asking for her consent. Apparently, during the talks for the treaty, the Emperor expressed his admiration for her riding skill and radiant personality. He asked about her childhood, education and dreams.

    "I'm preparing her to succeed me on the throne of Britannia," said Tudorus quite impressed by the extent of Caligula's interest for his daughter.

    "Do you have already some marriage prospects for her?" inquired the Master of Rome.

    "Not yet. I want to marry her to a Roman nobleman in order to strengthen our bounds with the Empire," said Tudorus. 

    "Oh! What about me?" asked Caligula now as excited as a schoolboy.

    "You!? Would you consider...?" 

    "I'm not considering, Tudorus. I'm asking you here and now the hand of your daughter, and if you really want this treaty to last forever, you better say yes right away!" exclaimed the young Emperor.

    This her father told her when he came back from the talks; he was at the peak of happiness. Becoming the father-in-law of the most powerful man in history—that's how he thought of Caligula!—inflated his ego to a point close to exploding. She tried to ask for some time to think about it, but he had already worked out the details of the marriage contract, her dowry and succession rights. The document was signed and carried the seal S.P.Q.R. (Senatus Populusque Romanus = the Senate and the People of Rome) which Caligula was entitled to use according to his unconditioned imperium along with his signet ring. There was no way for her to refuse.

    To prepare his daughter for the wedding, Tudorus hired a highly qualified history teacher, Jovenia Marotia, a soft spoken Roman woman who helped Lady to learn the tortuous details of the Julian family tree, the military victories, the accomplishments and the setbacks. The following day Jovenia went to the Apollo Library built by Tiberius in the public area of the Imperial Palace and carried back to the mansion some 20 books of Livy's monumental "History of Rome," which was the basic school text of the Roman youth. While Jovenia emphasized the milky richness of Livy's Latin prose, Lady hated the moralistic seriousness of the famous historian—a protegee of Augustus whose attempts to impose his own family values on the people of Rome she found rather amazing considering the salacious capers of his daughter Julia, Caligula's grandmother, who had scores of lovers and even copulated in public on the doorsteps of the Senate just to show her disregard for her father's sickening sexual morals which also irritated most of the Roman people.

    Ladyssa instead preferred Virgil's "Aeneid," the fascinating epic poem which traced the origin of the Romans back to the Trojan hero Aeneas who was born from the Goddess Venus after a brief love affair she had with his father Anchises, an extremely handsome bull breeder king living in the Trojan countryside.

    "Is Venus the same Goddess the Greeks call Aphrodite?" asked Lady to Jovenia who was reading the poem to her.

    "Yes, that's right. She was born from the foam of the Mediterranean sea and she was carried to the Greek island of Cyprus on the famous sea shell, remember?"

    "Of course. She was the most beautiful of the Goddesses."

    "She still is, Ladyssa. Gods and Goddesses of the Olympus are immortal. Venus lives in the minds of all of us."

    "Did Anchises make love to her in his mind?" asked Lady with an ironic grin.

    "Not at all. When Venus falls in love she turns very physical and passionate. She loves powerful embraces and all sorts of lustful excesses."

    Ladyssa learned that under the protection of his divine mother, Aeneas escaped the destruction of his city after the Trojan Horse episode, and travelled to Latium (the region where Rome was later built) with a dozen of faithful Trojan warriors and with his seven-year-old son Julus. In Latium, upon Aeneas' death, Julus became a king and the founder of the Julian gens, a form of extended family clan exclusively obeying to a single paterfamilias, the head and father (pater in Latin) of the gens. At his death his older son, or another male heir better fit to continue the blood-line, succeeded the former paterfamilias according to the will of the deceased.

    Several other clans, such as the Fabians, Cornelians, Valerians, Claudians and others, emulated the Julian model. According to Jovenia they were called "patricians" because of the indisputable authority held by the pater, and played a fundamental role in the history of Roman politics culminating with the raise to absolute power of Julius Caesar, who was elected Dictator for life after a bloody civil war. Eventually, after Julius Caesar's assassination, his young heir Caesar Octavian defeated his rival Mark Antony and ruled the Empire for more than 40 years with the name of Augustus. He lead the Roman world into a Golden Age of peace and prosperity—the Pax Romana—and founded the Julian Imperial dynasty now represented by Caligula. 

    "Why do paterfamilias exclude their daughters from succession? Are women considered too weak for holding power?" asked Lady comparing the Roman family system with the Britannian one where women, if fit for the task, were accepted even as leaders of their tribes.

    "Roman women are tough cookies, believe me," answered Jovenia. "But they prefer to manipulate men from behind the scenes rather than challenging them on the dangerous arena of the military and in the treacherous well of the Senate House."

    While learning with Jovenia the history and the mores of the Roman people Lady became aware that as a Roman wife she had to be subjected to her husband's potestas, which called for absolute obedience and respect. He could punish her and even divorce her with a simple letter, no questions asked. Physical punishments were rarely administrated especially when the bride's family was a powerful one. Of course, her husband had the right to force her to have sexual intercourse according to the manners and time of his choice. 

    That was for Ladyssa a hard prospect to face. What had happened to her with Incitatus made the inevitable experience of having sex with a man particularly painful. At dawn that day she personally rode her stallion to the stables at the foot of the Testaceus Hill where her father's stableboys kept the Britannian race horses. It wasn't a place worthy of her new champion. She had to conceal his paraphernalia and there was no way to build for him a separate quilted booth where they could meet alone and make love. She hugged and kissed him and asked him to trust her. She would build or buy for him a new stable, close to the Palatine Hill, perhaps a little temple, a secret place of worship exclusively dedicated to his cult of which she promised to be the sole, loving priestess.

    Nonetheless, the search for a suitable place inside the pomerium had to be delegated to a licensed agent and Lady wasn't in the position to contact anyone personally. Too many people could later recognize her as the Emperor's wife; too much was at stake for Britannia. She had to find a trustworthy person outside her father's entourage to serve as her proxy for the purchase of the house/temple and carry on the services that such a thoroughbred horse required on a daily basis. But who could she trust to keep her love for Incitatus a secret? Who in Rome could be so incorruptible as to resist the temptation to sell her secret or brag about it? 

    On her way back from her father's stables, Ladyssa thought first of all of Jovenia, her Roman history teacher. A young-looking woman in her thirties with a cool, non-judgmental personality and a broad vision of women's emancipation, she was born from a good plebeian family and was married to Marcus Vinicius, a centurion of the glorious XIII legion, serving under General Galba on the Northern Frontier. 

    Lady sent a messenger to Jovenia's house, but on that Sun Birth Day her teacher had gone out of town to visit some relatives. There was nothing else Lady could do than wait for the coming day, watch the crowd go wild for her promised groom, and think. Could she be able to keep her beloved stallion close enough to see him every day or night, and feel his stupendous aura overwhelming her heart and his magnificent power expanding through her body? Could she be able to keep such a secret from the mightiest man on Earth? What would he do if he discovered her feelings for Incitatus? Would he submit her to physical punishments? According to Roman laws he could repudiate her or even have her executed.... How would her people and the whole Britannia suffer if her secret would be publicly exposed? What about that bastard, Mutius Regulatus? Would he go around telling what happened in the tavern stable? No, he wouldn't dare doing that... Arkana and Kardixa didn't really remember what happened to them after being drugged by Mutius' Greek trollops but they could testify that some kind of opium has been used in that occasion. And if Mutius would try to balckmail her she'd accuse him of having drugged her as well. The whole prospect of a trial was however quite distressing. But for the moment there was nothing wrong if she bought a racing horse and if she'd take good care of him. Then she slid a hand in the pocket of her wool tunic and took out Caligula's letter and read again the portion dealing with her passion for horses.

Didn't you feel, my beautiful Lady, how my heart was pounding in my chest when I set the laurel crown on your lovely head upon your striking victory at the Games? Could I ever forget how you were still panting and sweating after your wonderful ride? Oh, I loved that! I loved your strength when you clutched your stallion between your legs and rode it like a Celtic Goddess in the skies of Rome! I'm still feeling the vibes, you know?

       Well, thought Ladyssa, the Roman Emperor is coming directly to the point. Would he allow her to make her point as well? Would she dare to tell? Would he ever accept that his wife would only feel "the vibes" with a horse? If he really saw her as a Celtic Goddess there was perhaps a chance that he'd accept from the Goddess what he could not tolerate from the wife. Who knows? Roman men are strange, she was told when she first visited the Eternal City. And Caligula was certainly a strange man, quite handsome and sensitive though....

At midnight the official banquet was in full swing. 

    For more than an hour, after their appearance on the terrace, Caligula, Drusilla, their family and about 500 guests had been lingering at their assigned places laying down on the plush dining couches arranged in similar combinations in three adjacent Dining Halls connected through marble arches built in the walls. In the opening phase, they went through a series of official speeches—quite boring even though everyone tried to intersect some humor and keep the speeches short—magnifying the achievements of the Council and the Emperor's personal success. Then, while the guests were eating an assortment of appetizers and sipping light cocktails of wine and berries, a group of Greek pantomimes accompanied by a small music band performed brief mythological tales in honor of the Gods. 

    Caligula and Drusilla enjoyed the party from the lectus medius, a grand couch placed close to the median wall in the larger of the Dining Halls, in the center of a succession of couches lined up on both sides of the hall close to the walls. In the same hall, Herod Agrippa and two of his concubines entertained Caligula, Drusilla and ranking senators with high-spirited conversation, humor and competence on political matters. Macro and his wife Ennia occupied the lectus medius of the second Hall crowded with government officials and personal guests. Agrippinilla and Lesbia with Eutychus and Apelles were having fun dining and telling spicy stories on the couches of the third Dining Hall among their younger friends.

    The official phase of the banquet culminated with a series of toasts to the success of the Emperor's programs. Then musicians and dancers began their performances while the slaves served the main course; fish and oyster dishes, Pompeian garum, cold cuts, rich salads, nuts and kidney loafs, veal medallions, roasted lamb legs, quail eggs, marinated rhinos testicles, and other exotic delicacies. Chian wine, beer, liquors were poured  by slaves into the goblets which quickly got emptied by the guests.

    Drusilla tried to postpone the requested approach to Macro by telling her brother intriguing stories about Caligula's owned Green riding squad and how some horses should be paired to beat the rival Blue, White and Scarlet squads.

    "That's quite interesting, sister," interrupted Caligula. "Why don't you tell Macro about it?"

    "Shouldn't he come here with us?" asked Drusilla, stalling.

    "No, let me take you there," said Caligula getting up and helping his sister down to the floor. They both waved to the others, giving the signal for everyone to move around at will and exchange places, joining friends in different combinations.

    Upon entering the second Hall, the Emperor and Drusilla were greeted with toasts and cheers. Two topless dancing-girls playfully rubbed their breasts against Caligula's body. Among the applauding crowd, under the amused instigation of Macro and Ennia, Caligula grabbed the girls nipples and squeezed them until the two girls kneeled down. They hugged his legs and tried to push their heads through the folds of his toga.

    "Don't do that, girls," cautioned Caligula. "The Imperial verpa could bite your throat... and slip all the way through you!" 

    Everyone laughed. Drusilla picked up a grape bunch and approached Macro who was resting belly-down on the lectus medius between Ennia and a cute boy laying on his side in a short Greek chiton which couldn't hide his small penis not yet adorned with pubic hair.

    "Who's this gracious lad, Macro?" asked a tempting Drusilla, sitting down below the couch, peeling a grape.

    "He's Tysios, the son of a Corinthian actor, friend of mine," answered Macro caressing the blond curls of the boy.

    "I'm taking a dance class at Maneste's school," said the boy to Drusilla with a proud look. "Are you a dancer?"

    "Sometimes," she answered. Caligula approached and pinched Tysios' cheek, then Ennia's.  

    "You've never told me about your Greek jewels, Macro," said Caligula faking being hurt by Macro's lack of sensitivity and pretending having no idea about Ennia's identity.

    "I admit keeping the boy away from you, Caesar," said Macro with a mischievous smile. "But the Greek-looking dame is not Greek at all. She's Ennia Sabina, my wife."

    "Ohhooy...," said Caligula simulating surprise. "Are you really the wife of this monster?" 

    "Yes, Caesar," answered Ennia. "But your Chief of Staff doesn't even have the time to be mean."

    Caligula stepped on the couch and laid down close to Ennia, nonchalantly putting his left hand on her rump.

    "I'm going to give him a vacation," murmured Caligula in Ennia's ear. "On the condition that you'll tell me what kind of nasty things he's going to do to you."

    Ennia smiled. She was embarrassed and didn't know how to answer. She tried to shift from her lying down position, but Caligula kept his palm firm on her back, preventing her from moving further, feeling somehow that she was willingly responding to the pressure of his hand.

    Drusilla rubbed her peeled grape between Macro's lips. He looked at her with puzzled eyes, than licked the grape.

    Tysios plucked a couple of grapes from Drusilla's bunch and began peeling them. She stepped on the couch, lying between Macro and the boy. While they kept playing with the grapes, Caligula slid his hand underneath Ennia's triple green tunic.

    "What kinds of mean acts should I suggest Mac to put you through?" he asked her with a sensuous low voice while his hand reached her buttocks and began playing with her loincloth.

    "I don't know," she murmured to him feeling more and more embarrassed as he pressed the tips of his fingers over her coccyx, massaging it with expert circular motion, sending shivers from her heels to the back of her head and provoking a sudden surge of goose bumps. 

    "Of course you know...," insisted Caligula moving his hand underneath her tunic, loosening her loincloth and trifling with the growth of soft, black fuzz running down her spine and caressing her small well-rounded buttocks also covered by the same silky black fuzz.

    "Sabine women cannot resist their ancestral crave for strangers," he said referring to the legendary Abduction of the Sabines, (today wrongly called "Rape of the Sabines") and alluding to the Sabine girls who were carried off by Roman bachelors during a festival held by Rome's first king Romulus shortly after the founding of the City.

    "You're not a stranger, Caesar," murmured Ennia to his ear.

    "That's incorrect, pretty woman," replied Caligula while his fingers parted her cute cheeks a little and pulled the fuller, thicker hair spreading on her crack. "I've never met you before."

    Ennia lowered her chin. She tried to suppress her arousal but he was probing into the center of her sensitive areola and she felt growing indecently wet.

    "Please, Caesar... People are watching us."

    He lifted her chin and forced her to look around. The guests were all busy eating, drinking, talking and playing with various women—concubines, dancers, lovers, wives—kissing and fondling each other with no other interest than the gratification of their senses.    

    "No one is looking, my dear. And even if they were, wouldn't you like others to know that Caesar appreciates your charms?" urged the seducer caressing her moist labia.

    Her breath got shorter. She undulated her hips to avoid the intrusion of his fingers, reaching however the opposite result. His index and medium slid quite easily from behind into her drenching treasure while his thumb continued titillating the fleshy orifice below her coccyx.

    What could she possibly do to stop him? She turned her head towards Macro. He was flirting with Drusilla who had opened her tunic and was stroking her breasts on Tysios' face.

    Ennia touched her husband on the shoulder.

    "Macro...," she called. He heard her, but didn't turn and began squeezing grapes with his fingers over Drusilla's breasts, inducing the boy to lick off the juice and eat the grape skins which he was placing on her nipples. Ennia saw no way to get any help and sank her face in her arms.

    Meanwhile, Caligula secretly opened the little box which he received as Sun Birth present from Herod Agrippa after their conversation in the peristilium. It contained about two dozens small living beatles of a rare species called Cantharis Iberiana (today known as Spanish Fly) whose secretions and tiny bites Agrippa told Caligula to be highly aphrodisiac. 

    Ennia was biting her forearm trying to remain rigid while his fingers throbbed and twisted inside her.

    "Should I lift your tunic and have everyone see what a beautiful little bottom you have and what nice fuzz is growing on it?" he asked her with a mischievous low voice.

    "No Caesar, please... Macro would never forgive me."

    "Then relax, okay?"

    "I can't...," she stubbornly answered without looking at him. Then she felt his fingers sliding out from inside her genitals and his hand moving away from underneath her tunic. She sighted and relaxed her back muscles, unaware that Caligula stuck his wet fingers into the box and retrieved them right away with half a dozen small beatles sticking on them. He quickly slid his hand back between her thighs and inserted his fingers and the beatles inside her. She tightened her muscles again but... too late! He probed his fingers deep into her vagina and moved them around to make sure that the tiny but vivacious cantharidae reached the further end of her passion flower.

    Ennia didn't initially feel the beatles crawling inside her and turned to Caligula with imploring eyes:

    "What do you want from me, Caesar?"

    He smiled, then took his hand away from her and leaned on his back, his face close to her.  

    "I want you to kiss me."

    While she was pondering his request, she suddenly felt a tingling sensation growing deep inside her. Unwilling to scratch herself, she began stroking her bushy Mount of Venus over the pillow underneath her body. But the more she twisted her hips, the more the tingle became intolerable yet the source of sudden lust. She moaned. Caligula noticed her embarrassment and slowly drew her head forwards. Her lips touched his lips and a wonderful kiss enveloped the both of them in fervid exchange of irrepressible sensuality while the aphrodisiac secretions and the tiny sting of the cantharidae set her womb on fire. Her belly was twisting and even humping against the pillow.

    "I feel so strange...," she moaned while kissing him. "Like hundreds of honey bees twirling inside my body, down there where you touched me before."   

    "It's love, baby. Just an eruption of love," said Caligula sliding his right hand under her body and reaching the vast bush of her pubis, the phenomenal luxuriance of which he rubbed with his open hand enjoying the feeling of her wild hair between his fingers.

    Ennia shook her head, panting: "It can't be love, Caesar. This eruption isn't in my heart, it's in my womb."

    "They aren't that far apart from each other," he replied.

    She stared at him, torn between the unbearable desire to be copulated right away and the terror to have everyone seeing her losing control. Caligula gave her no quarter. He continued to rub his fingers over and around her hardened clitoris, then he inserted them into her, knowing that the puny beatles were moving in the deepest recesses of her flesh.

    Feeling close to a sudden climax she turned again to her husband, tapping on his shoulder. 

    "Macro, please... Look at me!"  

    He barely glanced back at her with the corner of his eyes. She was still wearing her green three-layered gown and Caligula's hand was hidden beneath her belly.

    "What's the matter, Ennia?" 

    "Caesar is fondling me between my legs... right now."

    "Good... Women are made for it."

    "I feel restless... He makes me shiver."  

    "Be proud of it, wife. Caesar is a God," concluded Macro turning his attention back to Drusilla. He snatched her away from Tysios's naked groin and forcefully kissed her on the mouth.

    Angered at her husband's indifference and devastated by the fire burning inside her, Ennia turned to Caligula searching for his mouth to kiss and found it as warm and responsive as she expected her young handsome Emperor to be. She pushed up her rump, asking him to fondle her faster on the clitoris. Then she opened her legs. He entered her with four fingers feeling her vibrations and a flow of love juices as she pushed herself against him.

    "Please, Caesar... Let's go somewhere else."

    Embracing her, he rolled with her to the back of the lectus medius and dragged her behind a curtain. They staggered together down a corridor, running and stopping, kissing and biting each other. Despite her high-heeled sandals she was more than a full head shorter than him, but slender and with well-proportioned legs. They snatched off their garments, panting and kissing until he pushed her into a secret personal cubiculum, and now nude onto the bed.

    Caligula locked the door and watched her.

    Ennia was twisting like a python dying under the attack of a horde of famished fire ants, calling him, wanting him, desperately riding on the limits of her physical and emotional endurance.

    He wanted her as much as she did, but first he had to relish her slim body, the velvety texture of her Mediterranean skin, her inebriating odors, and her mouth again. Then he sank his face into her hairy armpits, fondling her small breasts, nibbling at her nipples, inhaling the scent of her vulva, sliding his tongue inside her, eating the petals of her red flower, licking and sucking her trigger, turning her around a hundred times over while she moaned louder, unable to distinguish the stings of the beatles tickling inside her from the throbs of her spiraling orgasm, wailing like a wounded fawn hit by the arrows of a cruel hunter, loving her Caesar as if she was born for him and was ready for him to die.         

       Grabbing his erection with both her hands, she opened her mouth on top of it and took it all in, savoring, adoring, forcing the scepter of his power down her throat, opening her windpipe to engulf its entire length, squeezing and releasing her sensitive air valve around his glans, breathing through her nose, looking up at him, rotating her big dark eyes to express her pleasure. Holding on the long shiny black hair of her dishevelled head, he plunged it into her pulsating throat for a while; then, without extracting his member from her mouth, he turned her diminutive flexible body around, placing her open thighs on his shoulder, spreading her hairy cheeks, filling his senses with the vision and fragrance of her luscious crotch, opening her wet rose, rubbing his face onto it, sucking and biting her all around.   

    The beat of her soaring lust, fervent and sharp as it was, couldn't however extinguish the inferno blazing in her abdomen and spreading wave after wave throughout her whole body. She extricated herself from his grip and wiggled her way down, falling on her back, raising her pelvis, frantically locking her legs around his chest and rubbing his member on her open vulva.  

    "Take me, Caesar! I belong to you!" she moaned, shaking her head in restless pursuit of fulfillment.  

    Thrilled by the amazing effect that such tiny bugs provoked in the sensuous Sabine, and excited by the prospect to feel the same effect, Caligula entered her quite slowly, not only because he was somehow fearful of the first bites on his member, but also because the aphrodisiac secretions of the Iberian beatles had tightened the inner walls of her vagina to such an extent that despite her profuse natural lubrication, he had to apply considerable force to pierce through her swollen membranes and reach the bottom of her genital tract.

    Watching his erection impaling her, she held her breath, grimacing and groaning for the inexplicable scorching sensations caused by his entry. Incapable to render her own pelvic response, she clutched his rounded strong buttocks and kept him close to her, panting in his ear.

    "Oh, Caesar, it's burning... but I love it, I love you!"

    He kissed her on the mouth. She clung onto him with arms and legs, while their tongues intertwined with the unmistakable taste of passion. Resting while deep into her, he slightly rotated his hips until he felt soft little movements on the sides his glans. Expecting some kind of excruciating sting, he just sensed a sort of tickling excitement, a number of quick titillating pricks which was conducive of an intimate sensation of togetherness with the loving Sabine who was kissing him and giving herself to him with no reservations whatsoever, pervaded as well as himself by the same emotional fondness.

    Could an aphrodisiac which he only thought capable to enhance physical stimulation, have such a pervasive effect on his heart and on his mind? Could these tiny Iberian beatles be responsible for the fusion of his entire being with hers into the melting pot of Venus, the heavenly sorceress of love?

    Ennia and Caligula remained attached to one another, feeling at unison the irresistible pulsation of their senses growing to the peak of orgasm every time they thrust at each other for just a few seconds. She was seized in a spiral starting with the shivers of her skin, imploding into her womb with extreme intensity, followed by a liberating explosion which started in her womb and ran through her body until it shuttered her brain; then her senses imploded and exploded again and again and again. For him the effect of the aphrodisiac secretions resulted in a succession of dry orgasms, as powerful as consecutive ejaculations, which left him utterly satisfied but still aroused enough to pound her from all sides.

    Finally, the small beatles were crushed inside her vagina by the friction which both lovers frantically gave to each other when their climax demanded further energy and lust, or they drowned in a sea of sperm when his dry orgasms turned as wet as they have always been, and she enjoyed the ultimate surrender of his soul.

    Still locked together, they fell asleep before the first colors of dawn spread around the cubiculum through the skylight, and well before the voices of the ancillae blared through the corridors of the Imperial Palace.

* * *

CHAPTER FIVE

At the banquet, when Caligula took Drusilla to Macro's couch, she wasn't thrilled by the prospect of being nice with the heavy-handed Chief of Staff. However, since retreat wasn't an option, she decided to play the game by fully displaying her considerable sex appeal. 

    She saw her brother getting on the couch and lying down close to Ennia, but the idea that he had some kind of personal interest in that big-lipped small-breasted Sabine didn't even cross her mind. She thought that Cal was just distracting Macro's wife from interfering with the secretly planned seduction of her husband; a move which gave Drusilla the warm feeling about having her brother take an active part in the scheme.

    Moreover, the presence of the cute Greek boy on Macro's lectus medius had lightened her mood. Tysios was obviously Macro's lover, but the blond teenager didn't hide his fascination for her tall body, her curly red hair, the magnificent shape of her bosom, and her erected nipples quite visible through her purple tunic, as well. She liked him, and in return he got quite excited when she alluringly rubbed one of her peeled grapes on his lips and titillated his tongue as he opened his mouth to eat the fruit. Moved by the gracious kisses which he lavished on her fingers, she placed her open palm on his face and stroked it so tenderly that he felt himself falling in love with her right on the spot.

    Then Drusilla sat on the couch between him and Macro, leaning with her back against Macro's chest but lifting her tunic and raising one of her knees for Tysios to have a glimpse at her shapely long legs. The young Greek played the grape game with grace and humor, flirting with her by boldly caressing her thighs and then her breasts as soon she lowered the top of her tunic just for him. From behind, she felt Macro's toga getting loose and his hairy chest rubbing against her back while his large hands began massaging her waist, then sliding to her belly, fiddling with her loincloth.

    The young yet consummate seductress aroused the Greek boy by showing him how much she relished Macro's fingers reaching down to the upper boundary of her pubic hair, and inflamed the senses of the rugged man by undulating her back against his furry pectorals, shaking her breasts in the process and pulling Tysios' head into her cleavage, inducing the enamored boy to kiss and feel the protruding assets of her womanhood. While Caligula was carrying on his mischievous seduction of Ennia, Macro plucked several grapes from a bunch and squeezed them onto Drusilla's bosom, inviting Tysios to lick the juices dribbling down her breasts.

    "Umm... When did you teach him such a delightful use of his tongue?" murmured Drusilla turning her head to Macro.

    "I didn't have to. He's a natural," he whispered, blowing his hot breath in her ear. A rush of goose bumps spread all over her skin as Macro placed the skins of the grapes on her breasts, then slid his hands back down to her belly and resumed stimulating her lower abdomen. Tysios pushed the grape skins to cover her erected nipples and rubbed them together, pinching the skins harder over the nipples as he heard her inhaling heavily through her teeth and panting "oh, yes!" The clammy sensation of the remaining grape pulp which Tysios was squeezing along with her nipples was both cooling and inflaming. She stared at him, and gasped as he pulled them forward close to his mouth. Then, while keeping both hands clutched to her breasts, he began nibbling at skin and nipples, shifting his mouth from one breast to another, delicately grinding her nipples in his teeth, indulging in quick little bites right on the tips of them, spurred by her moans of enjoyment.

    Meanwhile, as she was slowly rocking her pelvis back and forth, she felt Macro's erection underneath his toga sliding against her lower back. He hugged her harder from behind and fondled her pubis over her loincloth. Then he pulled it aside and grabbed the rich red hair of her cunnus, pressing his fingers firmly on the center of her pelvic bone. Feeling more and more aroused by the simultaneous stimuli applied by Macro and Tysios, Drusilla couldn't prevent Macro from reaching further down, spreading her glittering labia and titillating her sensitive rosebud. Rapt with the scent of her body, he perceived the vibrations of her arousal on the tip of his fingers but didn't realize that all of her attentions were centered on the lovely blond boy who was sucking her nipples with the eagerness of a puppy feeding at his mother breasts.

    "Look, Tysios, what he's doing to me...," she murmured to the Greek teenager, pushing him slowly away.

    He looked at her nude belly and saw Macro's hand fingering her vulva. Speechless and bewitched, he covered his small erect penis with his hands, then he laid down on a pillow, watching her and shaking his head in ecstatic abandon.

    While sensuously undulating her hips continuing to inflame the adorable boy, she felt Macro's towering erection slipping out from the folds of his toga and sneaking between her ass cheeks. She glanced back over his shoulder and saw her brother still busy keeping Ennia under control. Musicians were playing slow rhythmic tunes while the dancing girls had already joined with other guests, frolicking on their couches, seemingly unaware of what she was doing. The oil lamps had been reduced and the fumes of the incense kept the atmosphere intimate and full of fragrance.

    "Don't worry, Drudi," said Macro understanding, as he slid his member under her crotch. "No one is watching you."

    "Don't be so sure, big man," murmured the proud princess rubbing her pelvis on his member but growing fond of the cute young Greek who was looking at her with loving eyes. 

    As it often happens with women when they converge all their emotions on one person in particular and cannot stand to be close with anyone else, she felt irritated by Macro's physical proximity and unwilling to further tolerate his advances even if she knew that her brother expected her to make love to him. Nevertheless, she felt free to delay the "moment of the truth" with Macro and enjoy a "moment of love" with Tysios. 

    Drusilla turned away from the Chief of Staff, straightened up her loincloth and her tunic, then leaned down on her right side placing her face between Tysios' legs. He quickly covered his groin with his hands and tried to avoid her lips, not because he didn't like what she was about to do but because he felt inadequate in comparison with Macro.

    "Don't kiss me there, Drusilla," he said. "You're going to be disappointed."

    "You're wrong, Tysios," she tenderly replied looking into his feverish eyes. "There is always something wonderful in a blossoming young man... believe me, I know."

    Tysios looked at Macro in search of approval and rejoiced when he saw him nodding. 

    "Be brave, Tysios. Let me see," insisted Drusilla unaware that he had asked for Macro's permission.  

    The boy parted his hands. She smiled. His penis wasn't yet fully developed but was straight and hard like a Greek flute. She clutched her hand around it enjoying the vibrations of his lust. He ran his fingers through the red curls of her head. She lowered his foreskin, sweetly licking his frenulum; then she slipped his glans between her lips playing the "flute" with her fingers, blowing it as if she was expecting to hear the music of Eros. His legs quivered all along while she sucked it into her mouth, savoring its milky texture and stroking its rigid tip against the soft ripples of her palate.   

    Suddenly, from behind her head, she heard Ennia and Macro exchanging a few words, but she was too involved with Tysios to pay much attention. However, within a few seconds, Macro's hand grabbed her shoulder and snatched her away from the delicious gift of her Cupid. Still confused, she found herself twisted into Macro's arms and savagely kissed on her mouth. She was about to reject his brutal interference but she sneaked a glance at her brother and saw him kissing Ennia who was twisting her hips as if she had fire in her womb.

    That was like a secret signal which drove Drusilla back to reality, compelling her to respond to Macro's kiss despite the repugnance for his arrogance. She opened her mouth and locked tongue with him. The difference between his heavy wine-smelling breath and Tysios' milk-savoring penis was abysmal. But he pressed his hand again on her crotch, and she let his fingers forcing their way underneath her loincloth and bluntly entering her. She sensed that he was seeking revenge for his wife's conduct with his boss. 

    At that point, Drusilla saw Caligula dragging Ennia away and she understood that she had soon to fully comply with her brother's wishes. Still, she didn't see anything wrong if Tysios would embrace her as well. Drusilla snapped her mouth away from Macro's, leaning again with her back against his hairy torso now entirely nude since his toga had dropped from his shoulders. He pushed his fingers deeper into her vagina but she yanked his hand and placed it on her breasts.   

    "Pinch my nipples," she ordered. Macro bit her neck and squeezed the tips of her nipples real hard. Moaning, she signaled at Tysios to approach. The boy quickly moved with his head between her legs, kissing her inner thighs, pulling with his teeth the red pubic hair spreading around her white loincloth, stroking his nose over the bombyx covering her vulva, inhaling her intoxicating scent. Then he opened his mouth as wide as he could, trying to encompass the entire width of her red-haired pubis within his white teeth, licking and nibbling at her swelling labia and at her delicious clitoris roused by the persistent stimulation that she already received for quite some time.

    While Macro's erection was stroking her back and his fingers were squeezing and rubbing her nipples with relentless intensity, she grabbed Tysios' head and rotated her pelvis against his face, relishing his ravenous cunnilingus, and expressing her pleasure by alternating hoarse moans and loving words which became louder and urged Macro to raise her chin and kiss her again. He knew that other people in the room were looking at them, and he knew that by witnessing his intimate embrace with the Julian princess the senators couldn't but realize that his power as a man and a statesman was magnified by his liaison with the House of the Caesars.

    "The Emperor must have given Drusilla free-hand tonight," whispered senator Hortesius Scaurus to his younger handsome friend and fellow senator Lucius Cathegus who was laying with him on a couch three rows away from the lectus medius. Cathegus turned and watched in utter disbelief as the splendid 19-year-old princess was being stripped of her tunic and allowed Macro to kiss her fabulous big breasts and Tysios to nibble at her crotch.

    "I wonder if Caesar knows that the Imperial Princess is openly flirting with his Chief of Staff," commented Cathegus dying with jealousy as the most coveted girl of Rome was overtly enjoying the attentions of a man neither noble of origin nor rich with his own fortune.

    "Of course he knows," replied Scaurus. "Didn't you notice that he just left with Macro's wife?" 

    "Who? The brunette who was dining with him?"

    "Yes. Ennia Sabina, the daughter of a very wealthy knight."

    "By no mean a beauty I would say."

    "Sabine women have special charms, dear Cathegus. And besides, Macro had to be attracted by her dowry."

    "I'd give an arm and a leg to discover Drusilla's special charms, believe me Scaurus," replied Cathegus unable to take his eyes away from Drusilla who was resting on her knees over the couch, undulating her generous breasts against the mouths of Macro and Tysios. They undid her loincloth but instead of removing it from her body they took the two ends of the bombyx and pulled it up and down between her cheeks, rubbing it tight against her pelvis and between her engorged labia. Amused and excited, the fiery redhead stood up on the couch and sensuously spread her arms wide open showing her mythical nude body to the guests, undulating her hips as the musicians increased the tempo of their song.

    "Drusilla! You're more beautiful than Venus!" exclaimed an older senator from his couch. 

    "You're the true Empress of Love!" echoed another one among cheers and salacious comments. From the contiguous Halls people rushed up and crowded under the arches to watch Drusilla's show. 

    "Come down and dance for us, divine!" shouted Scaurus throwing petals of flowers on the floor, inviting the other guest to do the same. Drusilla licked the index of her right hand, then waved it in front of her lips to say no.

    "I already have a date with Cupid and Mars," she announced fondling the heads of Tysios and Macro who were kneeling on both sides of her legs.

    "No! No!" cried Cathegus banging his hands against his chest.

    "Cathegus' heart is going to explode under your spell, Drusilla!" exclaimed a knight kneeling on his couch behind Cathegus and holding up the young senator as if he was about to die. By hearing Cathegus' name, Drusilla realized that he was a member of the boni opposition, but, having never met him before, she felt compelled to show how superior a Julian princess could be over political animosity.

    "What do you suggest we should do to prevent Rome from losing one of the good ones?" Drusilla said titillating her navel.     

    With a quick nod, imperceptible to the other guests, Macro signaled to Cathegus that he was welcome to come closer.

    Hypnotized by the sumptuous triangle of red pubic hair which Drusilla began to caress in order to delight her worshippers, Cathegus jumped down from his couch and slid on his knees below the lectus medius, looking up at her.  

    "Let me touch your jewel, Diva Drusilla, so that I can assure all the others that you're not an apparition created by Morpheus!" cried the young senator.

    Drusilla smiled. Macro signaled to the torchbearers to approach her. 

    "It's a poor excuse, Cathegus," said the luscious princess whose body was glowing under the light of the flaming torches, "but tonight I want to be generous."

    Swaying her hips, she opened her legs and squatted a little. 

    A mesmerized Cathegus gazed at her vulva as a whirlpool of emotions, visions, memories, desires, perfumes and sounds invaded his mind. Past, present and future melted in a single vibration resounding directly from his soul.

    "Go ahead, touch me," she said with a voice he believed was coming from the heavens above the Olympus.

    "Touch her!" shouted Scaurus from his couch. All the other guests incited him as well. 

    Macro and Tysios took the hands of a flabbergasted Cathegus and shoved them onto her body.

    In trance, Cathegus rubbed his open palms on her tummy, fiddling her bellybutton, then moving down through her curls, palpating her pelvis, stroking her labia. There, his hands began to quiver and then froze altogether.

    "Come on, go in," she said noticing his hesitation.

    After a long sigh of disbelief for the gift he was about to receive, he slowly inserted a finger between her labia. She squatted a little bit more. He stirred his finger inside her wetness, feeling her swelling mucosa. As she pushed her body downward he reached deeper until he felt the smooth conic shape of her cervix. Electrified by the contact which she intensified by moving her pelvis back and forth, he gasped. The increasing flow of her secretions was overwhelming. He extracted his finger and collected her juices on his palm sucking them off, ecstatically looking up at her.     

    Macro handed Drusilla a goblet of wine. She slowly poured the wine down her stomach. Everyone in the Hall held their breath. Cathegus opened his mouth and drank the crimson rivulet dripping down her lower abdomen. She pulled up her pubic hair, opened her small labia and showed him her clitoris. His heart throbbed. He almost fainted, rotating his eyes as if the red-hot tip of her flesh was piercing through his pupils, blinding him.

    "Lick it," ordered Drusilla.

    The musician played their lyres very fast. An adoring Cathegus licked her jewel for a moment, then nibbled at it, feeling her excitement. 

    Along with Scaurus, all of the about 150 guests laying on the couches placed close to the walls of the Dining Hall and the people amassed under the arches were literally spellbound, watching at her with twinkling eyes, staring at her body, trying to have a peek at what Cathegus was so close to. The quintessential exhibitionist, Drusilla played her scene for Macro, Tysios and for the captivated crowd. But as soon as she was sure that everyone was breathlessly waiting for her next move, she brought her performance with Cathegus to a surprise ending.

    "That's enough, now," said the gleaming princess. Then she clapped her hands. 

    Among enthusiastic applause of all the onlookers, twelve Syrian dancing-girls stepped on the floor, running around, driving Cathegus away from Drusilla and back to his couch. They delivered him to a couple of scantly dressed courtesans who welcomed the conquering hero with lustful kisses, licking off the remaining traces of Drusilla's juices from his hands and lips. Scaurus was already so aroused that he had a young courtesan fellating him during most of Drusilla's show.

    Clinging small cymbals attached to their fingers, the Syrian girls wiggled their hips, shaking their long black hair along with their large earrings and gold necklaces, raising their arms and bouncing their breasts covered by fancy transparent vests. They belly-danced with rare talent, moving around the floor, skirting the crowded couches and offering a touch of their graces to the guests while the musicians played flute and drums around them. The rite of the Roman banquet was now reaching a most exciting and significant climax. Men and women whether married or singles, courtesans or concubines, senators or knights, younger or older, mingled among each other forming couples or threesomes or larger groups with the common purpose to honor their host and their Gods, sharing their joy and their flesh regardless of rank or power. 

    Drusilla fell back on the pillows of the lectus medius and embraced her two friends.

    "You've been wonderful, princess!" exclaimed Tysios kissing her hands.

    "What do you think, Mac?" asked Drusilla still panting in excitement after her provocative act.

    Even though the black hair covering Macro's entire body hurt her sophisticated mind, she admired his political mind. As a matter of fact, Cathegus was Macro's most outspoken adversary in every senatorial vote and was even said to have organized tribunician opposition to the urban magistrates appointed by Macro under his sole Chief of Staff authority. Having openly supported her extemporaneous exhibition with Cathegus, Macro demonstrated that he respected the young senator and was ready to share a precious prey, a clever move to boost political friendship between the Palace and the Senate. As she knew that being herself the bait to such an intriguing governmental design was likely to reinforce her personal power in the weeks to come, her initial feeling of disgust for the imminent copulation with Macro turned into sheer eagerness to receive his powerful embrace in appreciation for his intelligence.

    "I've never seen you so enthusiastic, Drudi."

    She kneeled down on Macro's side, playing with the hair of his chest and with Tysios' blond curls as the boy was lying alongside Macro's body, kissing his neck and watching Drusilla with love.  

    "I'm thrilled, Macro. I'm proud of the success my brother achieved today at the Council and with the people of Rome, and I'm moved by your unswerving loyalty and by the phenomenal job you did and still do to gather unanimous support for Caesar, for our agenda, and for the greatness of the Empire."

    "Are you turning into a political animal?"

    "Of course. As a Julian that's my destiny. But now I'm simply a young woman turned on by your animal skin and by both of your minds." She said these last words with a tempting smile touching his forehead to indicate his higher mind (in Latin mens) and then his penis (in Latin mentula, which means "little mind".) 

    "That one can hurt you, Drusilla," said Macro as she squeezed his erection at the base, getting his big glans to swell and become purple. 

    "I wonder why they don't call this one the big mind," she said.      

    They laughed. She trashed around on the lectus medius with Tysios and Macro, enjoying their kisses, their bites, their hands, and their moans while she fellated both the big mentula of the Roman man and the small "flute" of the Greek boy.

There was, however, a problem with Drusilla's sexual feelings.

    She loved to frolic with men and women but... despite some amazing experiences, she knew that she never had a real orgasm! She often reached a high degree of genital pleasure with abundant lubrication especially with her brother's intense, persistent cunnilingus, but nothing comparable with her cousin Messalina's explosive climax. To explore the extent of her own womanhood, Drusilla copulated with men endowed with big members, and with men who could possess her for a long time before ejaculating. Sometimes she played the prostitute game and instigated several men to "rape" her together. In some cases she reached the edge of the peak but was never able to fully release the energy which was building inside her.

    Imitating Messalina's fabulous orgasms, Drusilla learned to fake hers in order to satisfy her brother and other lovers. During intercourse she knew how to moan, beg, pound her pelvis against her paramours, embrace, entwine, quiver, scream that she was coming, and all of the arts of love. Faking the supreme explosion of her senses became for her such a habit that she had no notion how to do it otherwise. Indeed, she had the impression that by pretending to climax she was actually climaxing for real, even though, in the back of her mind, she feared that some day one of her boyfriends could discover her embarrassing inadequacy despite the gratification that many men achieved when they had access to her voluptuous body and lost themselves in her embrace.

    That night with Macro and Tysios, Drusilla was feeling very happy and didn't think about anything but relishing the physical contact of their bodies, the friction of their skin against her skin, and the thousands pleasures that humans can give to each other with their senses and with the chemistry produced as a result. She watched Macro and Tysios kissing and stroking their bodies together; the younger feeling the strength and the hairy embrace of the older; the latter feeling the smooth, developing manhood of the former; both aroused by their love and by Drusilla moving about them, caressing and kissing them all over. 

    Then as Tysios was moaning close to ecstasy, widening his anal orifice, welcoming Macro's eating mouth and tongue and fingers, Drusilla helped Macro take the boy, by placing Tysios on his lap and slowly impaling him on his erection. Macro squeezed Tysios' slender hairless body in his big hairy arms, enjoying the bounces of that cute peach-like bottom over his abdomen while he pounded into the twitching rectum of the boy. The "flute" of the Greek eratos (adolescent boy lover of older men) tensed in Drusilla's sensitive hands and eventually between her lips when she began blowing the celestial instrument of Eros, sucking it deeper into her mouth, and pinching his small nipples to enhance his arousal.

    Panting and groaning and telling sweet little nonsense to his two lovers, Tysios rode his master's erection, grabbing Drusilla's head by the hair, climbing higher and higher, giving to both of them the blossoming flower of his youth. Then a sudden spiral of sensations ran rapidly throughout his body. Feeling the delicious pulse of his orgasm, Drusilla sucked him faster and faster until his "flute" played the highest note, shooting an unexpected jet of sweet love into her mouth.

    Macro kept Tysios tight in his arms, biting his neck and shoulders to make him come more and again, masturbating his lover's squirting penis against Drusilla's mouth, feeling the quivers of his eratos pervading his own body, but avoiding to attain the ultimate release as he was himself taken by Drusilla's shining personality and wanted to reserve for her alone the best of his energy and lust. While Tysios was still feeling the last throes of his orgasm, Macro and Drusilla looked into each other eyes, and very deep indeed. She knew what was going on through his mind and felt the natural shivers of a woman conquered by the magic of seduction.

    Without breaking the spell she slowly approached her ravishing face to his rugged Samsonian head. He grabbed her and kissed her with passion. Tysios took a wet cloth and cleaned Macro's penis, then licked it with particular care as he knew that he would now possess the most beautiful woman he has ever seen.

    And there she was, the noble light-skinned redhead, her waist clasped between the muscular biceps of the big man, clinging to his mouth like a living suction cup, pulling his long thick black hair, grabbing his steel-hard erection, scratching his hairy testicles, opening her legs and rubbing her vulva against his thighs, wetting him with her continuous flow of lubrication to let him feel that she was ready to be taken and loved the way Venus intended not only for a Julian princesses but for every woman in the world.

    Macro and Drusilla were both so excited by all what happened before and by the sudden blast of each other attraction that all they both wanted was to copulate without need of additional foreplay. He had her where he wanted—subjugated, spread eagle, raising her luscious pelvis to reach his domineering obelisk of flesh, staring at him, her mouth open, hyper-ventilating.  

    "What am I going to do to you, young girl?"

    "Grab me hard and don't give me time to think," murmured a panting Drusilla.   

    They hugged each other, kissing like mad. He slowly sank his mentula inside her, and there it stayed without moving, giving her the time to discovering her own sensations. Then he began to ram her brains out, pumping her fast and then slow and fast again, pulling her hair, biting her chin and throat, turning her around, entering her from behind, then raising one of her legs and taking her from underneath, rotating his rigid shaft inside her, hard and harder, thrusting and pounding. The friction and the pleasure of the intense copulation drew a huge afflux of blood through her veins to her genitals, emptying her brain from all thoughts.

    Drusilla responded by letting her natural passion take over, never having experienced before such a complete feeling of physical fulfillment. But still, despite the strong sexual bond they were joined together by her efforts to climb over the edge, she reached very high but couldn't attain the coveted climax. Sensing that Macro was getting close to his release, she automatically began twisting and grabbing him tighter, giving herself to him, moaning, groaning and screaming, pretending to enjoy the greater orgasm of her life. She was very convincing but not enough for the consummate womanizer that Macro was. 

    He stopped humping but kept his rigid member inside her and covered her mouth with his hand telling her to stay still. Then he signaled Tysios to grab one of the Indian black scarfs lying around the couch. The boy gave Macro the scarf, and understood what was about to happen. He approached Drusilla and watched her as Macro rapidly tied the scarf around her neck. She opened her eyes wide, trying to free herself but Macro and Tysios held her down. Incapacitated, unable to move her upper body she quivered her lower one up and down to feel Macro's erection stroking her cervix. They pulled on the scarf. She felt she was suffocating. Her fantasies about Macro smothering the Emperor Tiberius came back to her mind instantaneously, but her eyes betrayed not a vestige of fright, as fear of death was very low among Romans, especially among high-blooded patricians who were taught stoic morals since childhood. Holding one end of the scarf and leaving the other to Tysios, Macro resumed humping her, slowly tightening the scarf. The Greek boy, who had tried that dangerous experience before, watched her closely, telling her to relax. 

    The progressive asphyxiation provoked a strange feeling in her vagina, as if the tightening of the scarf caused an equal tightening of her genital mucosa around Macro's pumping erection. Within seconds her eyes rotated and she went blind.

    She was about to die! 

    Her vital energy rushed from all corners of her body directly to her womb. Nothing else in her body was conscious except the unimaginable sensations felt not by her mind, but uniquely by her sexual organ. Macro pounded her faster and deeper for a few moments. Suddenly, he felt a tremendous series of contractions cramping his penis, squeezing and twitching around it.

    "Let it go!" he ordered to Tysios.

    The boy rapidly untied the scarf around her neck and immediately applied mouth-to-mouth resuscitation to Drusilla's mouth. She came back to life but the contractions continued. She gasped. Then she realized that Macro was entering her with forceful thrusts and she was reaching the first climax of her life! Screaming for real, her body shaking under convulsive waves of energy, entwining her limbs around Macro's hairy body, she climbed on and beyond the peak of pleasure in a terrific ride which pushed her again to the edge of death, the "little death" which was said to be the domain of Dionysus, the God of Ecstasy.

    On the floor some of the Syrian girls continued to entertain the guests with their dance while others had been lured by some rich knights on their couches with the promise of a few piece of gold, and were now frolicking, laughing and drinking. From their own couch, Cathegus and Scaurus, although engulfed with their courtesans, glanced from time to time to the lectus medius, watching Macro and Drusilla embracing and making love.

    "I wonder why they're doing it under the eyes of everyone," said a pensive Cathegus.

    "It's nature, stupid," replied Scaurus. "The same nature that drove you there at her feet, kissing her cunnus as if it was the fountain of life."

    "Don't be so naive, Scaurus. Nature has no entrance ticket at Caesars' Palace. Everything is political."

    "In this case you may have a chance to get her," said Scaurus with nonchalance, titillating his courtesan's nipples.

    "What do you mean?" asked Cathegus with sudden excitement.

    "You could barter your vote opposing Macro's magistrates in exchange of a night with her."

    "A Cathegus' vote is not for sale," rebutted the young senator, raising his chin with pride.

    "Umm... Look at her big breasts, those long legs, her perfectly rounded buttocks, that full red triangle...," murmured Scaurus with a tempting voice in his friend's ear. Cathegus stared at Drusilla who was passionately moving about on the pillows of the lectus medius embracing Macro and Tysios.   

    "She's said to be frigid," remarked Cathegus sounding like the fox who watched the grapes in Aesop's fable.

    "Quite a remote chance considering her Julian ancestry dating back to Venus," commented Scaurus.

    "I've got direct information." 

    "Well... why don't you check out your informer's veracity?"

    That was a stimulating perspective. Cathegus began biting his nails envisioning himself enveloping Drusilla's body into his arms, testing her for an entire night not because he doubted about her erotic pyrotechnics, but because he could be the lucky one lighting the fuse.

In the third Dining Hall, crowded by about 150 young guests partying with no less enthusiasm than their elders, Lesbia and Agrippinilla were both crowned with laurel and proclaimed Queens of the banquet.

    They dined on the lectus medius with their boyfriends; Lesbia with Apelles, the young actor, and Agrippinilla with Eutychus, Caligula's favorite charioteer. Other young males moved freely from couch to couch, cavorting, laughing, getting drunk, playing dice, betting on girls, flirting with young courtesans, undressing pretty slaves, watching acrobats, musicians and dancers performing on the floor. As well as the guys, the girls had taken off their long gowns, and enjoyed the rest of the party in short silk subvestae (under-tunics) or Greek-linen chitons or enveloped in revealing colorful veils.  

    Apelles and Lesbia ate very little of the main course. They talked sweetly about Greek comedies and Latin poetry. A few nights before, Apelles played the leading role of Sophocles' Oedipus Rex in the Court theater. Whereupon, Lesbia visited the young actor in his booth and the two of them developed a serious crush for each other. They exchanged a long kiss, then Lesbia ran away to her quarters, her heart pounding in her chest, caressing her lips the whole night to continue taste Apelles' flavor.

    A high-spirited Agrippinilla, much more impertinent and less sentimental than her younger sister, ate and frolicked not only with Eutychus but also with boyfriends and fellow patricians Metellus Gabinius and Publius Certicus, both just over 16—the age when Roman boys officially reach maturity and receive the toga virilis symbol of adulthood. The two young men were both passionate supporters of the Green chariot team, rooting for Eutychus, ace of the squad during his innumerable winning races.

    Handsome, well-built and proud, both Gabinius and Certicus were engaged by Caligula among his "Scouts," a group of about 300 young men, patricians and plebeians viscerally faithful to the new Emperor, assigned to various tasks; not only commendable ones such as scouting Italian stables to select the best race horses, overseeing the training of horses and charioteers, organizing the Green fans, but also mischievous ones such as secretly poisoning the horses of the rival Blue squad, bribing chariot drivers and trainers, fixing bets, fighting rival fans outside the Circus Maximus, or engaging them with clubs and daggers in street wars, sometimes ending in a bloodbath. 

    After the main course, the lectus medius became more crowded by other common friends, boys and girls, noisily plotting pranks with Agrippinilla, rolling over each other, kissing and touching and playfully showing off. Annoyed by all that chaos, Lesbia and Apelles slipped to the back of the couch, hiding under large scarfs and pillows. She kissed him feeling the same spark as the first time. He undid her tiny bombyx and delicately licked the freshness of her hairless wet apricot, exploring her while she caressed his penis with quivering hands. They did sweet little things to each other but not for long as they were both eager to make love. But just when their graceful intercourse was getting more passionate, Agrippinilla stick her head under pillows and scarfs and held Apelles back.

    "Didn't we have a deal, sister?" asked Agrippinilla poking at Lesbia's shoulder. The girl grasped Apelles to keep his erection inside her.

    "Leave me alone..." she moaned in a dream-like state.

    "Hey! Have you lost your memory?" insisted Agrippinilla turning her sister's face towards hers.  

    "What…? The tail game?" replied Lesbia after a sigh.

    "What else? Screwing with an elephant!?"

    "Can't we wait another hour?" 

    "Don't make me laugh! He isn't going to keep it up for more than a minute."

    "Cool down, Agri," intervened Apelles. "I can stick my verpa up your ass and make you do the grand tour of the Servian Walls before going limp."

    "Please, Api," murmured Lesbia, "don't talk with my sister's language."

    "I'm sorry, darling," said Apelles giving Lesbia a little kiss. "What's this tail deal?"

    "None of your business, comedian," replied Agrippinilla unceremoniously pushing him away from Lesbia and grabbing her sister by the arm: "Come, let's go!" 

    "Wait for me, love," said Lesbia kissing Apelles on a cheek. "I'll be back shortly, okay?"

    Agrippinilla snatched her from the young actor's arms and pushed her through the curtain in the back of the lectus medius following her and disappearing behind her.

    The spirited mood of the youngsters continued to grow in proportion with the flow of libations, the number of pranks, the screams and laughter of everyone involved, and the amount of nudity flashing around the couches and on the floor.

    In the midst of this pandemonium, two torchbearers stepped onto the floor waving their torches at the youngsters, forcing them to retreat back to their couches. Musicians started a fast drumbeat.

    Among thundering applause, Lesbia and Agrippinilla, both unrecognizable under thin, horsehead-shaped copper masks, "galloped" from the back of the Hall into the cleared area. Their slim bodies were entirely wrapped in silk stripes; Lesbia in "Blue", Agrippinilla in "Green," each representing the "horse" of the two major rival racing squads of Rome. Wigs and tails in matching colors completed the illusion. Each "horse" clutched a short riding whip in their right hand.

    While the cheers of predominantly "Green" racing fans echoed throughout the Hall, the two girls had a herald declare over the din that they would play a new game called "The Tail Game" in order to establish supremacy of either team during the upcoming New Year festivals. The rules were simple, there was to be no use of hands or intentional body contact; with the sole use of the whips, each "horse" would attempt to knock off the rival's tail, and the first who will raise the rival's "trophy" will be declared the winner.

    "The Tail Game" began. After several minutes of dodging around on the cleared floor, each "horse" attempted to strike the decisive blow to the rival. The crowd, with the "Greens" outnumbering the "Blues" by a third, urged them on with deafening cries, "oohhing" and "aahhing" as each girl avoided the strikes, catching them on their colored quilted bodies. The young herald now acting as a referee, watched the combatants closely, making sure that the rules of engagement were obeyed.

      Finally, the shorter, thinner Blue "horse" (Lesbia,) using faster speed, spun around the Green player (Agrippinilla,) and snapped her whip at her sister's green tail and took it off! But as Lesbia was trying to grab the supine trophy and raise it in victory to the consternation of the Greens and the cheers of the Blues, Agrippinilla leaped behind Lesbia and whipped her blue tail off! Both girls grabbed and raised their opponent's trophy at the same time.

    As they were both declared the winners by the herald, they began running and waving the conquered tails close to the crowd through the outstretched hands of boys and girls. The colored stripes were rapidly snatched away, revealing the leather harnesses which held the tails into place before they were whipped off. Not even once could the two young Julian princesses go around the floor in the nude! They were grabbed by their opponents' supporters, raised over the couches and joyously tickled until they released their trophies.

    In the ensuing melee, Agrippinilla didn't mind being quickly copulated by a couple of hotheaded "Blue" guys. Lesbia tried to refuse the same treat, but she was held spread eagle and kissed, tickled, bitten and eaten all over by a bunch of Greens, guys and girls, including Gabinius and Certicus. As soon as Apelles became aware of what was happening to Lesbia, he leaped from couch to couch and dived into the scuffle just in time to snatch her away from Gabinius who was about to enter her. 

    Suddenly, someone screamed that Drusilla was dancing in the nude on the lectus medius of the adjacent hall. All the youngsters hurried off their couches, and crowded under the dividing arch to watch the show between the Imperial Princess and Cathegus. Apelles and Lesbia remained alone, smiling and catching their breaths. They embraced and kissed with the joy of having found each other again.

    "That was a great game, Lesbia," said Apelles. "Did you make it up?"  

    "Well, yes... me and my sister. We wrote the rules and designed the costumes. Then we had our craftsmen make the copper masks, the wigs, the whips, the harnesses and the tails." Lesbia unbuckled her harness and took up the green tail that was left on the couch. She showed them both to Apelles, "You see, the tails had to be attached to the harnesses with a metallic joint strong enough to keep the tails in place during the gallop and the moves, but not too strong otherwise we couldn't whip them away to win the game."

    "I'll bet it'll become very popular."

    "I'm happy you liked it," she said with loving eyes. 

    "Do you want to go watch Drusilla with the others?"

    "No. Let's go to my quarters."

    Apelles took Lesbia in his arms and carried her towards the other end of the Dining Hall under the knowing eyes of slaves in charge of cleaning up the mess. 

At dawn Caligula woke up in his private cubiculum.

    Like most prominent Roman men he wasn't used to sleep more than three or four hours per night. That night his sleep hours were certainly less, but this didn't prevent his brain from focusing right away on the humongous mass of work waiting for him that morning as a result of the deliberations of the Imperial Council. Meanwhile he watched Ennia sleeping, thinking for a moment if he would ever make love to her again. Improbable, he thought. Even though she was really hot and lovely, he wasn't prone to repetitive encounters with the same woman.    

    He took a silver pitcher, poured a pint of spring water into a goblet and drank it. That was also a habit he shared with his fellow Romans who drank plenty of water as soon as they woke up every day. He donned a fresh toga, pocketed the small box with the remaining bugs, unlocked the door and tiptoed out of the cubiculum. Four freedmen working as his personal secretaries, and two ancillae were waiting for him in the hallway. They greeted him and followed him as he walked swiftly along the corridors being saluted by the Praetorian soldiers on guard.

    In his quarters, while the ancillae prepared his bath, Caligula went out to the east side of his terrace to watch sunrise and pray to the Gods. Then he moved behind the corner and pensively looked at the Testaceus Hill. Focusing on King Tudorus' mansion, he fantasized about Ladyssa who was living there with her father for just another day. He knew so little about her but didn't want to know anything from second hand reports. His attraction for her was genuine. The political advantages were strategically important. The idea to possess her after the wedding was extremely exciting.

    What kinds of kinky little games would he be able to play with her? How great a passion will she develop for him? Was it true that people from Britannia were hot above the belt and cold underneath? He laughed.... However cold she'd turned out to be, he could always use the little bugs and drive her crazy.... He laughed again. Then he took a deep breath, stretched his muscles with a sense of intimate satisfaction, and shook off his personal reflections about Ennia. 

    He went back inside to take a warm bath and to think about the important work he had to attend that day just like he planned to do for every other day of his reign for the greatness of the Empire.  

* * *

CHAPTER SIX

In the mid-afternoon, the expansive atrium of the Palace was teeming with clients of the Julian family, knights, ambassadors and Roman generals. 

    Freedmen were busy keeping Caligula's appointments on schedule, taking notes and showing in and out his study the individuals or groups who had some business related to the decisions of the Imperial Council. Two of King Tudorus' barons were waiting to talk to the Emperor about the details of the wedding ceremony scheduled for the following day. 

    Among the crowd, on the side of the atrium leading to Drusilla's quarters, Mutius was impatiently arguing with Briseis who had just informed him that the Imperial Princess was still in bed.

    "Don't put me on, young woman! I've been waiting here for two hours already, and this is the third time you're telling me the same story."

    Briseis shot him a disparaging look but refrained from replying with contempt. Even though she was the head of Drusilla's ancillae, she was nonetheless a slave and had to treat Mutius Regulatus with the same respect she owed to any other Roman citizen. 

    "Calm down. The princess is still in bed but she woke up and I've told her you're here."

    "Oh, didn't she wake up before?"

    "She fell asleep again."

    Mutius shook his arms and puffed like an angry bull. 

    "Listen, woman... what's your name?"

    "Briseis."

    "Oh, yes, Briseis," he said remembering that she had already told him her name before. He glanced at her elegant tunic and in a split second he visualized her appealing nude body underneath. A connoisseur of women from all over the world, he knew she had to be a Gallic female in her mid-twenties.

    "What part of Gaul are you from, Briseis?"

    "Lutetia (today's Paris.)"

    "Oh, I've been there," he said. Then he caressed her cheek with his fat, ring-loaded fingers: "Beautiful, charming women in that town." 

    With a grimace of disgust Briseis displaced his hand from her face.  

    "Keep your hands off me!" she snarled.

    He smirked: "What if I have your domina send you over to my house for a little party?"

    "I'll hang myself before." 

    He laughed. "Don't worry, Briseis. I was just kidding."

    "Okay, then... I'll send a girl to show you in when the princess agrees to see you."

    "Tell her I've important and urgent news about Lady Tudorus."

    "I've already told her." Having said that, she turned and started to walk away. Then she stopped, spun around and went back to him.

    "Oh, I've forgot," she said. "My domina asked me to inquire if you have your special balm with you."

    Mutius frowned. How could Drusilla know that he used his balm on Ladyssa during her intercourse with Incitatus?

    "What balm are you talking about?" he questioned her.

    "I don't know," said Briseis who didn't want to give away what Octavia told Drusilla about the magical property of Mutius's balm. "Do you have any balm or not?"

    The Byzantine hated her brusque tone. He would have rather slapped her haughty face, but put his hands in the pockets of his long coat similar to the one he'd worn two nights prior in the tavern. He found the box with the balm.

    "I have some balm with me," he said without taking out the box from his pockets, "but I don't know if it's what your domina has in mind."

    Briseis didn't return a comment and walked away. Mutius half-closed his eyes in rage and watched her attractive back as she elegantly glided down the hallway.

    While Mutius was still involved in lustful thoughts about Briseis, a stocky, middle-aged man in the white triple-striped toga of the Knight Order, approached him from behind and punched his shoulder. The pander turned:

    "Oh, Servilius!" he exclaimed recognizing Quintus Publius Servilius, one of his richest clients. "How are you?"

    "Exceptionally good," said Servilius. "I've just been granted a huge State-guaranteed contract from Vibius Lutatius, the Chief of the Imperial Office in charge of the new trading policy with Britannia."

    "Oh, Britannia...," observed Mutius without enthusiasm.

    "Hey! Why do you make a face? Britannia's the new land of opportunities, believe me. Do you know that Caligula is going to marry Livia Orestilla, King Tudorus' daughter?"

    Mutius put a hand on his huge Byzantine boltus to hold it in its place, then leaned towards Servilius' ear and murmured, "the marriage isn't going to last."

    "What?" uttered Servilius in shock. "Why do you say that?"

    "Because you're my best client and I wouldn't like seeing you lose money."

    "What's the matter? Do you have inside information?"

    "Uh, huh...."

    "Is she barren?"

    "Don't know 'bout that."

    "So? I'm told she's a beautiful young woman."

    "Livia Orestilla is her Roman given name," said Mutius confidentially. "Her Britannian name is Ladyssa Tudorus. But most of her people call her Lady, the nickname she used as female jockey when she won the Imperial Saturnalia Race on her Britannian horse." 

    "No kidding!? I was there, and I even lost a fortune because of her victory."

    "You see? Bad omen."

    Servilius scratched his chin: "What has this to do with her marriage going sour?"

    "She loves horses."

    "So what? We all love horses."

    "She loves horses too much."

    Servilius frowned. What did Mutius mean? Too much? Too much what? While he was still puzzled by the pander's revelations, one of Drusilla's ancillae approached Mutius.

    "The princess is ready to see you," she said. "Follow me."

    Mutius signaled to Servilius that he had to go. 

    "I'll wait here," said the knight.

An elated Drusilla was taking a bath in her large marble bathtub built into the floor of her spectacular bathroom.

    The slaves girls and boys in charge of pouring warm water over her body attended their duties enjoying the reflection of her happiness. Caressing her neck, while Briseis and Octavia were washing her with Indian essences and foams, she could still feel the warm after-shocks of her breathtaking climatic experience with Macro and Tysios at the banquet.

    Now she knew what Messalina meant when she told her that the sexual release of a woman was two hundred times stronger than men's. It lasted at least twenty times longer, it reached a peak ten times higher, and could be repeated at will within minutes. Just multiply the factors... said her cousin. Now Drusilla knew she was right.

    "Mutius Regulatus is here, domina," announced the girl showing the pander into the bathroom. 

    Drusilla turned her head toward the door and lifted an arm.

    "Come in, Mutius," she said with a luminous smile.

    Moved and overwhelmed by emotions, the fat Byzantine ran to the Julian princess, kneeled down, took her hand, and kissed it.

    "You're honoring me, Your Grace, like no one else would ever do," said Mutius gazing at Drusilla's fantastic body fully visible under the water. 

    "I'm not sure you deserve it, but I want to trust you."

    "My life is yours, Imperial Princess."   

    "So, what are the news?"

    Mutius looked at the slaves: "Could we be alone for a moment?" he whispered to Drusilla.

    The princess gestured for the attendants to step back, whereupon the pander began telling her the whole story of Ladyssa's encounter with Incitatus and her subsequent purchase of the horse. 

    "I'm sure she's in love with him, Your Highness."

    Drusilla burst out laughing. She pictured her brother wearing one of the equine copper masks made by her sisters for the tail game, putting on Incitatus' harness and trying to rival with the stallion's penis by attaching a Greek comedian's phallus over his erection.

    "Where is she lodging her new... lover?" asked Drusilla incapable to stop giggling. 

    "She rode it to her father's stables down the Testaceous Hill. But... I have additional news."

    "So? Don't you want to share it with me?" said Drusilla noticing his hesitation.

    "Of course, Your Radiancy...."

    "What do you want?" asked the Julian princess with a seductive voice as the pander caressed his goatee, leaving her on pins and needles. 

    "There's something you could do for me, but I don't want you to think that anything else than my veneration for you is compelling me to do you service."

    "I understand," said Drusilla caressing his lips with the knuckles of her slender hand.

    "Early this morning Lady Tudorus sent her teacher Jovenia Marotia to contact a licensed real estate agent dealing with buildings inside the pomerium. By mid-day, relying on the official blueprints, she purchased a private secluded temple located down clivus Palatinus close to the Curiae Veteres."

    "The ancient Meeting Halls?"

    "Yes. The temple is some thirty paces square and stands in the middle of a small garden surrounded by high brick walls covered with lush vegetation. It's virtually invisible from the street, built entirely in white marble, with a bronze door. It was made by order of the late Publius Cornelius Catulus for the worship of his young nymph Eridea. Then Lucullus died and his heirs put it up for sale."

    "And is this for the horse?"

    "No doubts."

    "It must have been quite expensive," commented Drusilla.

    "Six and half talents of gold."

    "Ecastor! She spent already ten big ones on that horse!"

    "She's very rich. My banker told me she's worth a hundred talents in gold plus land in Northern Gaul and Britannia."

    "How did you find out about Jovenia and the temple?"

    "I've tried to buy that property for sometime now, negotiating with the agent a price around three talents. So, this morning, when Jovenia went to see him, he sent a messenger to inform me that there was another offer. I put my informers at work and results came in pretty quick. They found out that Jovenia was a teacher and couldn't possibly be the real bidder. Someone followed her and saw her going to the Tudorus' mansion with the blueprints. The connection was no-brainer. I met the agent and told him to double the price as I knew that Ladyssa would pay any amount for that property which was quite perfect for the purpose I knew she had in mind. At noon, right after the purchase was finalized in favor of Jovenia Marotia, she hired about twenty interior decorators. As we speak they are working to prepare the stable. I guess she'll have Incitatus brought there before sunset."

    "You do know things, uh, Mutius?" said the Julian princess with a glance of admiration. The man was by no means attractive; short and obese, his face round, with a rare beard cut in the Greek fashion, large mouth, thick lips, the lower of which was larger and hanging down like an extension of his tongue. But his dark eyes were twinkling with intelligence, and his voice was quite charming.

    "I knew you would be pleased to know these things as well, Your Grace." 

    The Byzantine got the shivers as she stood up in the bathtub in all of her glittering beauty. He gazed at her nude body, unable to move. 

    "I'm pleased, Mutius…," she said forwarding her hand. He took it in a sort of trance and kissed it.

    "I'm so deeply honored, Your Highness."

    "Call me Drusilla, would you."

    His mouth dropped, then he kissed her hand with more love murmuring, "Oh, Drusilla! How can I express the emotions I feel?"

    "It's simple, Mutius. Take the copper pitchers and rinse me over," she said with a genuine smile.

    The pander sprung up like a toad. He grabbed one of the large pitchers and poured warm water over her skin. In the further end of the bathroom, Briseis and the other slaves waited for orders without reacting.

    "If Narcissus would have seen you the way I do, he would have never plunged into the pond," said Mutius believing every word of it.

    "What would he have done?" she asked stepping out of the bathtub indicating a pile of bath towels. He picked up one, and wrapped it around her shoulders.

    "He would have lived forever adoring you instead of himself, Drusilla."

    "Come," she said taking his ring-loaded hand. "Let see if you can give me a good massage." 

    Drusilla led an ecstatic Mutius behind the corner in the massage area, then she dropped her towel and laid belly-down on the marble table covered by a thin mattress. He took off his coat, moving in his short tunic around Drusilla and massaging her shoulders.

    "So, what can I do for you?" she asked.

    "Caressing your body is more than what I've ever dreamt, Drusilla."

    "Come on, you're efforts deserve some practical rewards. We are only in the beginning of an intriguing story. You know things, and more you'll know through your informers." 

    "I'll be always on your side, Drusilla. Even if women cannot have official clients I'm now taking oath to serve you as any Roman client would do with his patron."

    "Very good, Mutius. I accept to perform all my duties as your patron. What would be your first project?"

    He moved began massaging her lower back. 

    "Some times ago," said Mutius feeling Drusilla's reactions as he indulged pressing her adorable dimples, "I've purchased all the land on top of the Vatican Hill, including the old ruins of the temple of Ceres."  

    "I think I saw some works going on there."

    "You are right. I've contracted a firm to carry on my favorite project. A big Babylonian Theme Park dedicated to Ishtar, the Goddess of Sodom and Gomorrah."

    "Oh, that's an excellent idea, Mutius! People love the ancient Babylonian legends. Do you have enough funds?"

    "Funds aren't a problem. I've several investors in Sicily who are just waiting to step in. I could complete the project in three months, but I need a license to operate the park, possibly for twenty years."

    "No problem. I'll talk to my brother."   

    "There will be some opposition from the boni on moral grounds."

    "Who in particular?"

    "The usual... Cato Nepos (Cato the Nephew, a descendant of the infamous Cato the Censor,) Fabius Lentulus, Lucius Cathegus," said Mutius intensifying his massage on her back.

    "Hmm... I'll see what I can do, okay?" she said raising her rump. His hands reached her firm buttocks. He took off his boltus, moved behind her, and continued to work on her rear-end, slightly spreading her cheeks, relishing the sight of her crack. As she obviously enjoyed the treat, he gave her two quick kisses on her buttocks. She raised them further, silently encouraging him to be bold; not because she wanted to reward him for what he did to help her cause with Ladyssa, but because she was aroused by the idea of giving to that fat, toad-like man a carnal gratification which he couldn't possibly expect in his wildest dreams.     

    Mutius gave her some delightful bites on her cheeks. She moaned a little for she liked that a lot. And goose bumps surging in an instant on both of her firm, perfect half-moons prove it to him. Closing his eyes for the joy of his senses, he brushed her goose bumps with his hands and with his face, grazing the soft hair of her crack with the soft hair of his beard, worshipping that divine part of her body which the Goddess allowed him to adore. 

   Then he slid a hand between her thighs reaching the full bush of her pubic hair, running his fingers through it, and then pressed her pubis upwards while he sank his head between her buttocks. That was for Mutius the most sublime sensation of all! Oh, what a magic pervaded his heart as she moaned again and rose her rump even further to relish the encounter with his mouth! Not any longer did he need to push her up for the princess was pushing her crack against his face by adding a sensuous rotation of her hips as he placed both of his hands back to her cheeks pressing them against his cheeks, kissing and licking the center of her feelings and smelling her scent. A tremor of her pelvis told him that he could now openly unchain his masculine lust upon her, but his mind was still too exhalted by her voluptuous response to implement what his male instinct was compelling him to do.

    "Bite it!" she panted as if she knew that his mind was blocked by too much love. 

    "Oh, Drusilla... can I tell you that I love you?" he said shaking his head between her buttocks.

    "Yes... but bite me hard to make me feel that you mean it."

    "Ohh, I love you, I love you," he breathed, and then he spread her cheeks and began biting her crack harder and harder as she incited him to do so, and then gnawing and biting her areola, and forcing his tongue inside her sphincter. Her arousal escalated. She felt his fat, incredibly long tongue circling and probing the sensitive nerves of her rectum, sucking and biting her anus while titillating her clitoris with his fingers and massaging her crotch with the palm of that same hand.

    Drusilla pushed her feet against his groin, rubbing the erection which thrust out from his short tunic. Mutius was overjoyed! What a marvelous young woman she was! How involved did he feel in giving her pleasure! And Drusilla felt like a Goddess whose duty was to satisfy the desires of the mortals for they could only enjoy the quivers of the flesh for a short, insignificant life-span. How could any woman turn down any of these poor souls? How could women think that by denying their favors they would gain dignity when the only dignity a woman could gain before the Gods was directly proportional to the number of her lovers and to the gaudium she felt and gave to them?       

    She turned around leaning on her back, gazing into his eyes. They were full of tears.

    The pander mumbled some Byzantine words of love, slowly shaking his head to conceal the tenderness of his soul as he watched her marvelous body stretching and opening up for him on the massage table. She knew how deep were the emotions of that adoring man in the transient circumstances which brought him so close to her divinity and her so close to surrender for him the bless of her senses.

    "Come...," said the Julian princess putting her feet on his shoulders while her eyes twinkled with empathy. "Come inside me."

    She pushed her pelvis against him. He spread her thighs just enough to look at his member parting her labia, entering her very slowly as if he wanted to prolong the enchantment of the moment. With reverence he watched at her flat belly and with inspiring sensuality at her wondrous cunnus as it expanded around his shaft until it was completely inside her.

    Spurring him with her feet, she urged him to do it faster and deeper. Go, Mutius, go! Forget about my rank and just treat me as if I were a new victim of Ishtar! Take me deep and deeper to the wonders of Sodom and Gomorrah! Hate me a little, come on! He tried that, of course, feeling the ancestral unsophisticated urge to copulate with masculine ardor with any female in heat. Then, while they were both aggressively humping at each other to feel greater and greater stimulation, she took his hands to her throat.

    "Press them around my neck until I faint," she said in order to verify whether or not any man could make her come as Macro and Tysios did last night at the banquet.

    "Oh, Ishtar! Ishtar!" he exclaimed as if Drusilla's demands were those of the Sex-Goddess of Babylon. "Where have you been for so long?" 

    At the apex of his mystic frenzy, he locked his hands around her long, patrician neck, strangling her sweetly, impairing both her breathing and the afflux of blood to her brain. She felt losing control but before fainting she experienced the same vaginal contractions which caused her to climax with Macro and Tysios. Her ventral muscles began quivering. A true expert of this dangerous technique, Mutius decreased the pressure of his fingers on her neck giving her just enough air and blood to prevent her from fainting, then he increased the pressure again to keep her on the edge of collapse. 

    Thereupon, he did that with a single hand, using the other hand to rub her clitoris. Pounding the 19-year-old princess with all of his energy he saw her reaching the point of no return. Feeling close to ejaculation, he sodomized her to the full extension of her sphincter, and continued the squeeze and release his hand around her neck. She didn't fully faint but lost enough consciousness to abandon her physical body to a throbbing orgasm, the power of which increased when he stopped choking her and she realized that she was being sodomized.

    In the adjacent bathroom, Briseis, Octavia and the other slaves heard their domina panting and growling and screaming. But since they knew that she was just enjoying the natural outburst of her youthful sensuality, they welcomed Drusilla's climax by exchanging some amiable smiles with the exception of Briseis whose taste was visibly hurt by knowing that the man who was possessing her princess was an abominable, repulsive individual utterly unworthy of her noble rank, as well as of any other well-minded woman on Earth. Nonetheless, Briseis kept her dignified posture and, besides a small twitching of her chin, she didn't allow her subordinates to detect her true feelings. Then she asked the boys to provide for more hot water. 

    "I believe the princess will need another bath, shortly," said Briseis with a hint of disgust. The three slave boys moved quickly towards the back room to obey her order. 

Having found out through Mutius' able hand pressures that smooth asphyxiation could work the same miracle as the more forceful strangulation she experienced with Macro, Drusilla happily stretched on the massage table, while her new Byzantine friend devotedly washed her genitals from the abundant outpour of his issue. 

    "Are you happy?" she asked him.

    He put his palms on his face: "I must keep my joy inside to make sure that it's imprinted in my mind forever."

    "Even if I'll never allow you to embrace me again?"

    "I've never expected to receive the gift of your favors, Drusilla, and I'm not expecting any such gift any other time in the future, but the scent of your body is now so deeply engraved in my memory that the moment I'll die it will be still there to lead my happy soul to the heavens." 

    "Good. I like that...," she said caressing his head while he adoringly kissed her navel. Then while Mutius cleansed his groin and donned his coat, she addressed him again:  

    "Octavia told me that you have a special balm, don't you."

    "Octavia?"

    "Yes, the slave who couldn't follow you when you left the tavern with Lady."

    "Oh, that girl...."

    "Didn't you heal her bruises with it?"

    "Bruises? No...," he answered extracting the little box with the balm he used on Ladyssa. "I've just applied some of this heating cream on Lady's genitalia to make her more receptive with Incitatus."

    "How comes that Octavia told me about your magic balm?"

    "Oh, yes... I've forgot. When I came back from the stables she was embracing my Galatian slave, but he told me that her cunnus was as cold as a dead fish. So I gave him my balm to spread it on her genitals. Then I left them there to enjoy the effect of it."

    Drusilla half-closed her eyes. So, she thought, her faithful Octavia had indeed made up her story of whipping and rape to fulfill her bizarre fantasies.

    "Talking about slaves," said Mutius sitting close to Drusilla on the massage table unaware of her anger with Octavia, "I have a small favor to ask you."

    "Go ahead... I don't want to deprive my new client from expressing his requests to his patron on the very day of his affiliation." (In Rome a "client" was simply one of the favorite partners of a powerful man, called "patron." Clients were bound under oath into doing business only with their patron or with his family, or upon agreement or under protection thereof.) 

    Mutius approached her and murmured a few words in her ear. She chuckled.

    "You're such a mischievous swine, Mutius," said Drusilla with an affectionate smile, "but you could be right...." She chuckled again and hugged him.

    "Go now, my friend. I've to meet my brother and talk about... Babylon!" she said extending her hand. 

    Mutius bowed and kissed her hand; then he picked up his large Byzantine boltus, placed it on his head, bowed again and walked away with his usual self-confident demeanor. 

    In the huge atrium of the Palace, under the reddish light of the setting sun filtering through the glass windows, several slaves were lighting torches and oil lamps. When Mutius walked in from the corridor he noticed that the crowd shrunk to about half, but Quintus Publius Servilius, the knight, was still waiting for him.

    "What took you so long?" asked Servilius.

    "Business, my good man."

    "Anything I can invest in?"

    "Not yet, but I'll tell you more in about ten days," answered the Byzantine walking towards the exit.  

    "I've heard that you're handling Messalina. Is it true?"

    "True or not true, what you want me to say, Servilius?"

    "I want her."

    "No way, my friend. You're too nasty for her precious skin."

    "How precious?"

    "It's not a matter of price. You're not going to inflict your vicious torments on the jewel of the Empire."

    "Oh, come on, Mutius! I'll bet she likes some sweet torments."

    "I'll bet she doesn't."

    They walked out together from the Palace, arguing about Messalina as the knight was determined to offer a fortune for her favors. But the "favors" Servilius was used to ask from Mutius' whores were so extreme that the pander didn't want to hear about them again. 

In the morning of Ladyssa's wedding, Kardixa went out to the garden just before dawn, and looked up to the sky. 

    A chilly northerly wind was pushing dense clouds over the Eternal City. Rain was likely to pour down any moment. That wasn't necessarily a bad omen for her mistress' nuptial ceremony but made the bodyguard nervous. King Tudorus forbad anyone to execute propitiatory rituals or perform any magic to predict the outcome of Lady's marriage with the Emperor. Nevertheless, Kardixa secretly built a wooden box in the same fashion which the Druid priests of Britannia prescribed for the Rabbit Run, an infallible divination feat practiced in her land to determine the success or failure of marital unions.

    "It's cloudy but there is no rain," said Kardixa walking down the stairs to the cellar, addressing Arkana who was feeding two rabbits through the bars of their cage.

    "Okay, take the box and let's proceed," said Arkana.

    From underneath a shelf Kardixa slid out a wooden box—about a foot high and two feet square. It had a small sliding door on the top side, and two adjacent holes on the vertical side, each 5 inches diameter, closed by two corks. Meanwhile, Arkana grabbed the two female rabbits—the same size, one white, the other black; Kardixa opened the small door of the box, and the two bodyguards placed the two rabbits inside the box sliding the door close afterwards. They kneeled down and moved the box, completing two full circles in order to confuse the rabbits. The two young women, who knew nothing of Ladyssa's affair with Incitatus or about the purchase of the little temple, crossed their fingers, made some Druid signs over the box, then they pulled out the two corks simultaneously. 

    Within seconds the black rabbit stuck out her face from the left hole. The two bodyguards grimaced.

    "Come out, white rabbit...," murmured Arkana while Kardixa tapped on the box.

    The black rabbit forced her way through the hole and jumped out. She looked around unafraid, then moved back to the box, sniffed both holes but didn't feel to return inside.

    Arkana and Kardixa kept calling the white rabbit for a couple of minutes to no avail; then they sagged. 

    The omen was unmistakenly negative! 

    According to the Rabbit Run, Ladyssa's marriage wasn't going to last more than six months, and she wouldn't bare any child from the Emperor. The two big girls gazed at each other in awe, then they began to sob.

    "Why the hell are you crying?" questioned Ladyssa who had surreptitiously watched the short divination rite from the top of the stairs.

    The two bodyguards startled. They looked back at their mistress who was standing in the doorway wrapped in a wool cloak, shaking her head to express her indifference to such stupid rituals. The big girls looked quickly at each other in shock, then they hurried to her, kneeling down on the last step, embracing her legs.

    "Forgive us Ladyssa, if we disobeyed the King's orders," said Kardixa.

    "This Druid stuff is pure crap, don't you know that?" affirmed Ladyssa without an inch of uncertainty.

    "Oh, well... sometimes, ya'know...," mumbled Arkana.

    "Did you watch the whole Run?" asked Kardixa to the princess.

    "Yeah, I did."

    "Oh, thanks Odin!" exclaimed Kardixa raising her arms, invoking the greatest of the Celtic Gods. Arkana looked at her, frowning.

    "Whatever response the Run provides," explained Kardixa, "it isn't valid if the bride watches it!" 

    Arkana's face lit up. The two big girls hugged each other under Lady's commiserating eyes.

    "Get up now," ordered the Britannian princess impatiently snapping her fingers. "We've lots of things to do this morning, besides watching foolish rabbits running out of a wooden box."   

Ladyssa's wedding with Caligula was held in private form outside the pomerium in order to allow King Tudorus and his noble Britannian retinue to attend the ceremony.

    The Temple of Fortunae Huiusce Diei (Today's Luck,) a few miles down the Appian Way south of the Capena Gate, was chosen by Caligula himself; it was his favorite shrine beyond the Servian Walls. Built in a vast public park by order of Scipio Africanus, the great Roman consul and commander who defeated Hannibal's Carthaginian army in the memorable battle of Zama (in today's Tunisia) 240 years before, the temple had a round entrance terrace overlooking a little lake. It was surrounded by arches and statues, and had a classic Greek facade with its triangular frame supported by Corinthian columns. The broad rectangular interior was lit by natural light diffused through several high windows. A huge statue of the Goddess Fortuna was standing in her glorious nudity in the further end of the temple, blindfolded, holding a cornucopia full of gifts. 

    Since marriage through conferratio (highly ceremonious and by no means easy to dissolve) had long gone out of fashion even among patricians, the parties had elected to perform coemptio. Under its rule the bride passed straight in manum (in[to] the hand) of her husband with her dowry, whereas her personal properties remained her own. But she had to answer to her husband's family council if she committed any marital misdeeds.

    No more than 200 guests were invited to the event; the whole Julian family, Messalina, Herod Agrippa with his concubines, Macro, Ennia and some of their relatives, several members of the Imperial Cabinet with their spouses, four top generals of Army and Navy, and ranking senators, Lucius Cathegus and Hortensius Scaurus among them. In their own group a dozen knights were talking with Servilius who was furtively glancing at Messalina. Apelles, Eutychus, other renowned charioteers and members of the Green Club with Metellus Gabinius and Publius Certicus, were chatting with girlfriends and courtesans. The bride's party was composed by the barons, Arkana, Kardixa, Jovenia Marotia, the King's bodyguards and other Britannian guests living in Rome, all wearing Roman style togas, tunics and cloaks, waiting for the ceremony to start. 

    A small music band played nuptial hymns while six scantly dressed young couples performed allegorical dances among the guests who were standing in two rows from the entrance of the temple to the statue of the Goddess.

    According to Roman tradition, a bench for two, covered by sheepskin, was placed in the center of the floor. Caligula's older female relative, Aurelia Juliana, a dignified matron in her fifties who was chosen by the Emperor to perform the role of pronuba (lay woman presiding over weddings,) took place in front of the bench; ten witnesses for each party closed in around her. The musicians rolled their drums. The crowd turned toward the entrance and applauded as a beaming King Tudorus escorted his daughter down the aisle.

    In a rich saffron gown, her head encircled by a gem-studded tiara holding a fine veil of vivid flame covering her face and upper body, Ladyssa received appreciative glances for her straight walk, her scarlet shoes, while the beauty of her facial features couldn't be fully detected under the veil.

    Halfway through the aisle, the six couples moved dancingly close to her, driving her father away, prompting her to walk alone towards the bench, brushing her body along the way to free her from the evil eye and attract beneficial energy with a suggestive pantomime representing the pleasures of love. The Britannian princess, who had been instructed by Jovenia about all aspects of Roman wedding ceremonies, stopped several times to allow the dancers to perform their sensuous ritual, then she sat on the bench and began waiting for the groom. As the bride's waiting time was proportional to the rank and power of the groom, everyone knew that it would take at least half an hour for the Emperor to show up.

    Standing close to Uncle Claudius, Drusilla was pensive. She hadn't said a word to her brother about Lady's affair with Incitatus and was looking at the women on the Britannian side, trying to find Jovenia among them. Uncle Claudius was holding Agrippinilla by the hand, explaining her the difference between Greek and Roman wedding ceremonies. Apelles walked silently in the background meeting Lesbia who left her sisters just to give him a little kiss and tell him that she was still in love with him.

    Meanwhile, Macro mingled with some senators leaving Ennia with her mother, Fulvia Sabina, a chubby yet fairly attractive matron with the same raven-black hair, dark eyebrows and lashes as her daughter, in a tight pink gown which made her bosom and her derriere look both ridiculously fat.

    Macro didn't talk with Ennia since the night of the banquet, having gone directly from the Palace to his office in the Forum at dawn the previous day, remaining there until he met her in the temple. Ennia confided her affair with the Emperor to her mother who gave her warm support despite some concerns she expressed about what she called "an insane infatuation with a man such as Caligula who was said to be madly in love with his Britannian bride and had already scores of lovers and concubines."          

    Seeing Macro talking to senators and Fulvia chatting with her relatives, Metellus Gabinius sneaked close to Ennia and introduced himself.

    "Around the Ides of January we are throwing a masked party to celebrate the victories of our squad," said Gabinius with a surreptitious tone, "and we would like you to come."

    "I enjoy riding horses but I'm not really a racing fan," she answered.

    "I know the Emperor would appreciate...."

    Ennia grabbed his arm.

    "Will he be there?" she asked, her heart throbbing in her chest.

    "I guess yes," answered Gabinius.

    "All right, then...," she said repressing her joy. "I'll come."

    "Good. I'll send you a messenger once we decide the place and date."

    "Oh, is it sill undecided?" she asked with some disappointment.

    "No, but we want to keep it secret," whispered Gabinius.

    "I understand," she whispered to him looking at her husband who was standing quite far away among the senators with his back turned towards her.

    Gabinius pressed her arm to convey his empathy, then returned to his friends saying nothing about his conversation with Macro's wife.   

    In the same time, Herod Agrippa was talking to Pyrallis, one of Caligula's concubines, the daughter of a famous Babylonian astrologer who moved to Rome fifteen years before when Babylon, already in ruins after 2000 years of glory, was annexed to the Parthian Empire (today's Iran and Irak.) 

    "What are the stars telling about Caesar's marriage?" asked Herod knowing that Pyrallis was as good an astrologer as her father.

    "Not something I can divulge without breaking my oath," answered the intellectual-looking young woman. She entertained Caligula for a few hours the previous night, reading charts and tarot. Lady's obsession with horses became very clear to her but she didn't feel to reveal its sexual connotation to the Emperor. She abstained from any negative predictions about his marriage and made love to him, giving him her vital energy with the secret hope that this could improve his slim chances of marital success.   

    Moving slowly among the guests, Servilius approached Messalina from behind and touched her arm. She slightly turned her face, looking at the middle-aged man, recognizing his triple-striped toga of the Ordo Equester. He strangely reminded her of her father, not as tall but with the same kind of cold, piercing eyes, Roman nose and large mouth.

    "Yesterday I've met Mutius Regulatus," he said to her ear. "I think you know him."

    "So what?" she replied feeling uneasy yet suddenly aroused as she sensed that the knight was used to get what he wanted without begging for it.

    "I believe you would like to play a game with me."

    "Did you tell Mutius about it?" she asked holding her breath.

    "Not yet but I will," he said caressing her lower back.

    "Okay, do that...," she murmured with her sensuous voice as his hand slid through the folds of her tunic and reached her nude buttocks.

    "Would you come to my house after the wedding?" he asked, encouraged by her acquiescence to his caress. 

    "I can't. I'm leaving right away for out of town."

    "How long will you stay away?"

    "I'll be back after New Year. What's your name?"     

    "Quintus Publius Servilius," he whispered. "Will you want to see me?" She hesitated. He grabbed her hand and placed it on his bulge underneath his toga.

    She turned her head and took a good look at him. He was definitively an interesting man.

    "Yes...," she murmured to his ear squeezing his erection. "But you'll have first to talk to Mutius."

    While Messalina was flirting with the knight, the pronuba clapped her hands. 

    "Stop it now," whispered Messalina to Servilius.

    The trumpeters of the Praetorian Guard lined up outside the temple, blew their long instruments. At the third blast, Caligula's golden chariot pulled by two white horses appeared on the main road of the park, driven at full speed by the Emperor, his gold embroidered purple cloak flowing in the wind, showing his military dress uniform, gold breast-plate, and crested helmet.     

    He reined the horses in front of the entrance, jumped down from the chariot, and rapidly walked up the marble stairs in his caligae while the Praetorian Guard stood at attention. On the terrace Acilius Trebellius approached him with six guards. They saluted the Emperor then followed him to the open entrance of the temple.

    "The Emperor of Rome!" shouted Acilius announcing the groom. The crowd cheered him for a long minute. Caligula took off his helmet, gave it to Acilius in exchange for the gold laurel crown symbol of Imperial power which he put on his own head.

    "He's becoming more arrogant than Tarquinius Superbus," murmured Cathegus to Scaurus' ear, referring to the last tyrannical Etruscan king who ruled Rome before being ousted by the populace 550 years before Caligula. 

    "What's itching you, Marameus?" scorned him Scaurus who was still withholding his endorsement to the politics of the boni despite Cathegus's efforts to enlist him in his reactionary party. 

    "This was supposed to be a private ceremony," answered Cathegus, "but he can't abstain from showing off his imperium even with his bride."

    Ladyssa remained seated without turning as Caligula walked down the aisle entertained by the six couples with the same little spectacle they did for Ladyssa. He reached the bench and gazed at his bride; then, contrary to tradition, he took her up on her feet, lifted her veil, and addressed the crowd:

    "Shouldn't I try this awesome girl before being tied to her in legitimate wedlock?" 

    The crowd remained frozen for a moment, then cheered, Yes! Try her! Kiss her! Caligula grabbed Lady by the back of her head and kissed her on the mouth, forcing his tongue inside despite her attempt to kiss him the Britannian way—that is with lips closed. After a while he stopped kissing her and turned to the guests:

    "She isn't a great kisser yet," he announced, "but I'm going to teach her... shortly."           

    The guests laughed, then cheered him again. Lady was hurt but had enough presence to bow to the crowd. An embarrassed King Tudorus turned to Jovenia and asked her if this wasn't a kind of insulting joke.

    "Not at all, Your Majesty," answered the Roman teacher who didn't want to stir up a controversy, "Roman grooms are used to kiss the bride and make humorous comments to provide comic relief to the burdensome ceremony of marriage."

    Drusilla wasn't at all pleased by her brother's display of passion, and tried to prevent Lesbia and Agrippinilla from shouting their approval, but her two sisters stopped only when their brother calmed down the crowd and sat down with Ladyssa on the bench.

    The pronuba, who had been smiling throughout Caligula's impromptu, invited the groom and bride to ask special favors to Goddess Fortuna.

    "Let my beautiful bride become my most appealing lover," asked Caligula.

    "Let my groom allow me to entice my true lover forever," asked Lady thinking of Incitatus.    

    According to an original Roman tradition, the pronuba put two iron rings on their left-hand ring fingers, and asked the Goddess to drive the natural force of the iron through the blood running from those left-hand fingers directly to their hearts. (The iron magnetic power was the reason why the Romans invented the wedding ring.) Then the pronuba took their right hands and bound them together with a flame-colored leather strap which was the factual joining of wedlock. And finally, she broke one of the sacred cakes made from spelt, and gave a piece each to Ladyssa and Caligula who ate them in silence, while slaves offered the same kinds of cakes to the guests who ate them as well.

    After the witnesses solemnly testified that all was in order, the pronuba hieratically proclaimed them husband and wife. Thereupon, Caligula and Ladyssa stood up and raised their bounded hands for the audience to see. Cheering and waving saffron scarfs which every Roman kept for weddings, the guests moved around the spouses. Lady's heart was suddenly affected by strong emotions. Despite all what she had gone through in the last month, she was nonetheless an 18-year-old girl who just got married to a handsome young man who was in love with her and was, incidentally, the most powerful man on Earth. She shed tears on the crook of her father's shoulder as he hugged and kissed her, embracing Caligula with her, pushing the two heads together until they kissed, sharing that kiss with love.

    While people pressed from all sides trying to kiss the bride as well, Lady was jerked away from Caligula yet not as far as to break the wedlock around their right hands.    

    Drusilla kissed her with force but no love.

    "Good luck, Livia Orestilla! My Roman sister!" loudly wished Drusilla to Ladyssa. Then she lingered behind her as Agrippinilla approached the bride and kissed her, grabbing her crotch, telling her: 

    "Beware, new sister, big brother's going to destroy it." 

    But Ladyssa, tangled in a storm of feelings and overwhelmed by the general jubilation, didn't pick up the mockery of the two Julian princesses who couldn't stand the idea that a barbarian woman was now elevated to their own rank and had become part of the noblest family of the Empire. Since the melee was getting worse, Jovenia tried to protect her pupil who thanked her by name, unaware that Drusilla was waiting just for that—to ascertain the teacher's identity and evaluate her personality. 

    Upon Acilius's order the trumpeters blasted three times. Everyone froze. Caligula snatched Lady from the groping hands, and ran away with her to the exit of the temple followed by the youngest and most enthusiastic fans. The Praetorians gave way to the Imperial couple but closed their ranks to keep the admirers inside the temple.

    Caligula and Ladyssa grabbed their warm cloaks, jumped on his chariot, and drove off at full speed escorted by a turma (Roman cavalry unit of 32 horsemen) of Mounted Guards.  

* * *

CHAPTER SEVEN

Lady Caligula enjoyed the breathtaking race-like ride on the Appian Way, exhilarated by her husband's driving ability and by the applause of the people who recognized the Emperor as they darted through the Capena Gate back to the City. 

    She laughed and squealed like a teenager when he pushed her on the front side of the chariot, hugging her from behind, sharing the reins with her, even leaving them entirely to her from time to time, and letting her drive the chariot at that crazy speed while kissing her neck and murmuring love words in her ears.

    The cool wind on her face, the bounces of the chariot, the dangerous curves and the power of the horses stirred up in the boiling pot of her heart the emotions of her wedding, the expectations of her father, the attentions of her husband and the honor of having been taken from an obscure part of the world to the pinnacle of civilization. How could she refrain from loving the man responsible for so much joy? How could she deny her love to his love? How could she think of anything else on a day like that one? 

    Inciting the horses to speed ahead on the ramp leading up to the Palace, Caligula and Ladyssa drove the chariot through the portal opened in a hurry by the Praetorian sentries. 

    As they reined the foaming white animals in the courtyard, she fell in his arms. He held her up and jumped down with her from the chariot. Shouting his happiness to the small crowd of slaves, freedmen and staffers who were waving palm branches, throwing dry petals and applauding from the ground floor and from the balconies above, Caligula carried her in his strong arms into the building, up the stairs and through the corridors, gyrating and making her laugh and cry like a child on a carousel.

    Reaching his quarters with Lady firmly clutched to his neck, he opened the door with a foot and stopped in the doorway under a bunch of mistletoe. He kissed her, enjoying her warm response; then he carried her inside in the Roman tradition and let her down on her feet watching her with a grin of pride as she walked around glancing in astonishment at his fabulous private domain.

    The spacious U-shaped living room, leading to his private study on one side and to his bedroom on the other, was warm and richly decorated. Ladyssa gazed with some apprehension at the various statues of nude goddesses, nymphs and satyrs in erotic positions, while Caligula told her their names and divine attributes. More details he added about the walls entirely painted with vibrant frescoes depicting in artful explicit fashion the mythical capers of the Greco-Roman Gods. Hadn't she been told about Romans' fondness for erotica, she would have never believed that anyone could collect such a variety of phalluses, painted or sculptured in bronze or gold, most of them with wings in the act of flying, or hanging from the ceiling supporting small bells.

    "Phalluses are bringing good luck, and rule our days," he said to her showing small phallic pendants hanging on his necklace and inducing her to rub it.      

    She smiled, feeling embarrassed not so much by Caligula's assertion that the penis rules the day—which she thought to be quite accurate—but by the sheer number of phallic artifacts. Then she moved around brushing palm trees, dry plants, busts of her husband's ancestors, and the exquisite furniture placed with good taste on the superbly-designed mosaic floor, partly covered with Armenian carpets and large Egyptian pillows. Walking along the door-windows she shifted the day curtains and looked out to the terrace entirely surrounding the Emperor's quarters.   

    Meanwhile, he got rid of his military garb and approached her from behind in his loincloth only. Without turning she knew he was nude and ready to collect his prize. He began titillating her neck, opening her saffron wedding gown, sliding his hands around her chest until he cupped her firm, perfect breasts. She would have liked for him to carry on his seduction plan without talking but he didn't.

    "From the moment I saw you riding at the Games," he said, "I've been dreaming of feeling your boobs and holding you naked in my arms."

    "Is nudity so important for you?" she asked.

    "Absolutely."

    Ladyssa remained silent while Caligula rubbed her small nipples, trying to harden them and make them stick out. Their meager erectile power couldn't have been more frustrating, so he began pinching and pulling them quite forcefully.

    "You're hurting them, Caesar," she complained after a while.

    "They need to be hurt."

    "Why?"

    "Because they'll grow more sensitive and provide you with more lust," he said scratching the tiny tips of her nipples with his nails. She didn't enjoy that but didn't reject his attempts knowing that it would offend him. 

    He pulled down her clothes, stroking his body against her back, caressing and squeezing her buttocks, making her feel his bulge between her cheeks, then moving his hands to her lean abdomen, playing with her navel and proceeding beneath her loincloth, caressing the silky hair of her pubis. It wasn't comparable to Drusilla's or Pyrallis', but was as tempting as Lesbia's, just a little larger than the pubis of his 13-year-old sister, with no hair at all on the sides of her Mount of Venus. 

    Circling and pressing his fingers on it he tried to arouse her, but she gave him no sign of excitement. He slid his fingers inside her labia searching for her clitoris. Even if he knew very well where to look for it, he didn't easily detect it, feeling only a small protuberance more insignificant than the tips of her nipples. Lady felt more and more embarrassed; she didn't like being inspected and rubbed, yet didn't do anything to stop him. He realized that she was tense and began fearing she was still a virgin.

    "Bend a little and let me get inside," he said while biting her shoulders, prodding into the orifice of her vagina. She complied with his request without enthusiasm. He forced his middle finger inside her. She was quite tight and scarce in lubrication but her hymen was definitively broken. With a sigh of relief, he fondled her deeper in the attempt to rub her cervix, realizing pretty soon that it was very deep.   

    "Do you ever masturbate?" he asked.

    "What do you mean?" she answered having no knowledge of that word.

    "Rubbing your precious little thing here all by yourself, using an olysbos, and other things."

    "Well, I've kept an olysbos inside for a few days to strengthen my vagina just like every girl does before getting married."

    "And didn't you play with your clitoris?"

    "No...," she answered as if it was a silly question to ask.

    "Too bad... You should do that every day."

    She frowned, "Every day?"

    "Yes, of course, whenever you can. In the morning, in bed, when you take a bath, or when you're resting, and then at night before sleeping."

    "Why?" 

    "Because it'll make your clitoris grow nice and big and much more sensitive," he replied. "Didn't anyone tell you how to do that when you were a little girl?" 

    "No... In Britannia men just like to copulate, not play around."

    "So, you've been screwing a lot I guess." 

    "Not as much as Roman girls," she said, turning around, facing him. She put a finger in her mouth, then laughed at her own audacity. He loved to see her laughing and laughed with her as well, feeling that the tension of their first encounter was about to subside. She gazed into his eyes.  

    "Don't you want to copulate with me?" she asked, moved by his charming smile, fondling his half-erected penis and untying his loincloth in the same time.

    "Not so fast," said Caligula.  

    "Why not?" whispered Ladyssa in his ear.

    "Lay down," whispered back the Emperor. 

    "We aren't going to the bedroom?" she asked with surprise.

    "No, lay down here on the pillow."

    She laid down. He admired her slim body, her narrow hips, her long legs, and her beautiful breasts. Then he slowly pulled off her loincloth with a certain apprehension... Would his handsome blonde bride have that kind of regal cunnus as lovely and shapely and well-proportioned as he imagined when he first saw her in the Circus Maximus? While exploring her with his fingers he sensed that the form of her vulva was close to perfection but now only the visual impact could confirm that sensation. 

    He spread her legs... Yes! She had that rare regal cunnus he could fall in love with!

    "It's marvelous to watch, you know?" he said caressing her attractive labia and parting them to enjoy the vision of her delightful pink orifice. Then he pushed her legs up on his shoulders, and began kissing her ravishing genitals, licking and tasting her odorless flesh, inserting one and then two fingers inside her. She wasn't sure what he expected her to do or how to react, but she couldn't prevent herself from thinking of Incitatus' big, slapping tongue, and comparing it to her husband's suction and titillation. It was perhaps a technically impeccable cunnilingus, but lacked the sheer power of her stallion. She suppressed her thoughts, moving her hips a little just to show him some kind of appreciation.     

    "Do you like it?" asked Caligula.

    "Yes... It makes me ticklish," she answered with an innocent smile, ruffling his blond hair. He playfully bit her cunnus making her laugh and cry again. She wasn't as sensuous as he wanted her to be, but her beauty and childish behavior stimulated his easy challenging nature.    

    Without ceasing to eat her sex, he shifted his body around, placing his penis against her mouth. With naive surprise, she noticed that it was still almost flaccid and she became confused. Was he impotent? Didn't he like her enough? Was she inadequate for his sophisticated expectations? Repressing these intrusive thoughts, she licked his dangling member, then opened her mouth, sucking it inside. It took a while but she felt with some relief that it was getting bigger and harder.

    "Rub my nipples," he said interrupting his cunnilingus.

    As she hesitated, puzzled by that strange request, he stretched his arm beneath his body, pulled her hands away from his pelvis and placed them on his chest. She found his nipples and began rubbing them. In less than a minute, to her amazement, his penis reached full erection in her mouth. Even though she had never done any such things as simultaneous fellatio, cunnilingus and fondling a man's nipples, she loved being able to cause his arousal by playing an active role in the reciprocal stimulation of their senses. Instinctively, her pelvis reacted in a riding fashion. He felt a definite increase of her lubrication whereas her motion brought back a vivid vision of her exciting ride at the Games providing additional fuel to his lust. It became more and more difficult to postpone the genital intercourse that he so passionately pictured in his mind when he first saw her riding her horse, speeding seven times around the spina of the Circus Maximus. He rolled over and placed her on top of him.

    "Ride me now! Unleash your power and make me win the race!" he shouted grabbing her buttocks, sticking his erection inside her and arching his back to better imitate the shape of a horse. Surprised by his sudden enthusiasm, she let it go and rode him, bouncing up and down on his sizable hard verpa, pounding her knees against his flanks, inciting him in her Britannian language, hanging on his nipples as if they were the short reins of his champion. She didn't feel as much his erection prodding inside her but mentally she identified in the role he wanted her to play.

    Ladyssa really had a lot of fun, enjoying the riding game for a long time, in different positions, relaxing every time he came, eating and drinking—wine for him and beer for her—and starting again, riding on his back as he moved around on all fours, laughing and cavorting all over his quarters. She gave him as much she was able to give, yet she was unable to reach any appreciable sexual climax despite the powerful thrusts of his penis and his abundant ejaculations.

    When Caligula finally fell exhausted on the bed, he knew that she didn't come even once. While she was tenderly resting her head on the crook of his shoulder, he caressed her long blond hair.

    "Did you ever reach any kind of orgasm?" he asked.

    "You mean... the gaudium?"

    "Yes."

    "Well... no... never with a man," she said.

    "Ohh! You like girls?" he asked her thinking to call his sisters or some of his concubines to play exciting lesbian games. 

    She sat up, offended: 

    "Noooo! How could you think that?" Pouting, she gave him a little slap on his penis. He burst out laughing. She looked at him for a moment then she laughed back and kissed him. 

    "So, if you never had an orgasm with men or women, how do you know about it?"

    "I didn't know about gaudium until the night of my bridal shower," she said laying down and putting again her head on his shoulder.

    "You saw some women getting off?"

    She could have answered yes, but she was too proud and noble to lower herself to the level of common people who lie for stupid motives all the time. 

    "No... I had gaudium," she said without fear.

    He frowned. How the hell...? he thought. Then a crazy idea flashed through his mind.

    "With a horse?" he asked with a mischievous grin.

    "Yes."

    He shook his head thinking he was having a dream. Then he got on his knees on the bed, and stared at her. 

    "You're not putting me on, aren't you?"

    "Of course not!" she said sitting up in bed in front of him. "You're the man whom I've promised my love."

    His mouth dropped. Then he burst out laughing again, taking her in his arms, hugging and shaking her.

    "Lady! Lady! You're wonderful! I could have never dreamed to marry such a genuine, spontaneous, adorable horse-lover! Oh, Britannia! Britannia! You've begotten a Goddess!"

    She was surprised at first, but then she thought it was just natural that the Emperor of Rome wouldn't react like a stupid man. She hugged him with immense joy, repeatedly kissing him on every part of his face and laughing to tears.

    "Where?! How?! Tell me everything about it!" he said with sheer admiration. She told him all what she did at Romulus stable with Incitatus, neglecting to mention Mutius' intrusion in her body, not because it was too disgusting, but because she had totally forgotten about it. Among his enthusiastic comments, she revealed the most intimate details of her intercourse and the great gaudium she enjoyed with the stallion, and finally she told him that she bought him.

    "Where is he now?" asked Caligula at the peak of excitement.

    "Not too far. He's in a little temple I've purchased yesterday close to the ancient Meeting Halls."

    "The temple of the late Publius Cornelius Catulus?"

    "Yes."

    "I know exactly where it is," he said gazing at her. "Do you want to go there?"

    She smiled: "Now?"

    "Yes."

    Ladyssa took a deep breath, then nodded.

    "Come, let's go!" said Caligula taking her hand.

    She hugged him: "Do you really want to see me making love to him?" she whispered in his ear.

    "Yes, it'll make me proud of you," he whispered back to her.

The following day, Drusilla began working quite early in her private study. She summoned her freedman Domitius Labo who was in charge of legal affairs, and asked him to draft a license agreement which would give Mutius Regulatus full power to operate his Babylonian Theme Park on the Vatican Hill.   

    They discussed various points, such as daily opening hours, permissible food and drinks, admission price, number of employees, private guards and entertainers, sanitary outlets, bookkeeping, tax benefits, insurance against accidents, buildings, architecture, structures and so forth. Drusilla told Labo to keep the legal language quite vague in order to prevent or win possible litigations in the Lower Courts.

    "I'll need to attach accurate blueprints," said Labo. "Do you have some?"

    "Regulatus is going to deliver them this morning," answered the princess. "What strategy would you suggest in order to get the license approved without problems? Should we propose it in the name of the Imperial cabinet, or personally by the Emperor?"    

    "No... neither one. It would attract to much attention and political opposition by the boni. The best way is to contact the Aedile (Roman magistrate in charge of games, buildings, public parks, etc.) and let him approve the project and the license within his authority, and for the benefit of the Roman people."

    "Who is the elected Aedile for the coming year?"

    "Marcus Terentius Cotta."

    "Oh, a Cotta!" exclaimed Drusilla knowing that the Cotta family had excellent ties with the Julians since the times of Aurelia Cotta, the mother of Julius Caesar. "What kind of a man is he?"

    "Just over thirty, a distinguished attorney well-regarded by the populares. He was elected with quasi-unanimity by the Comitia (Assembly of the Plebes) on the basis of an ambitious program which has not been yet entirely funded by the Treasury."

    "Hmm... We may be able to get him the money he needs."

    "Of course. You could invite him to the Palace for a private conversation. But I wouldn't put your help as a quid-pro-quo. He's quite strict on briberies."

    After Domitius Labo left, Drusilla picked up some letters and a few scrolls; then she went up to her brother's quarters on the third floor. The receptionist informed her that the Emperor was busy. Quite annoyed, she paced the waiting room for a while, then the Chamberlain came in and respectfully conveyed Caligula's request that she come back after lunch.

    "Is he okay?" asked Drusilla having noticed that no one was in Caligula's study.

    "Yes, of course," he answered. Then he smiled, "I guess the Emperor had an eventful night."    

    She pretended being amused and left. Instead of going down the main staircase she swung into a small corridor and went up a narrow spiral staircase leading to the fourth floor terrace. A Guard recognized her and stood at attention. She moved around looking at the view, then she surreptitiously looked at her brother's terrace below.

    There was Caligula with his bride, leaning against the balustrade with an arm over her shoulders, affectionately holding her close, both watching the view of the city, exchanging little kisses and words which Drusilla couldn't hear but unequivocally showed that they were in love. Considering what she knew about Ladyssa's lack of sexual feelings for men and her predilection for horses, the tender behavior of her brother baffled her. What secret weapons did Lady pull out of her seduction arsenal? How did she satisfy a man such as the Emperor of Rome, spoiled since childhood by girls and women of all kinds?   

    On her way back to her quarters, Drusilla pondered about how and when to reveal to her brother that his wife was a horse-lover. Obviously, she had to make her move when she was sure she could prove her allegations. Ladyssa had to be caught in the little temple in the act of doing it with her stallion.

      As she entered her living room, Drusilla was welcomed by Briseis who offered her a silver plate with sliced oranges freshly arrived from Sicily. Nevertheless, the Imperial Princess was irritated by what she had seen on the terrace, and felt she had to discharge her irritation on the first person at hand—namely the haughty Gallic slave who never behaved with the humility that was dictated by her status.

"In the three months you've been on my service," said the princess while eating the ruby fruits, "you've never asked me to give you permission to meet a lover. Are you doing this behind my back?"

    "I would never do anything behind your back, domina."  

    "So, you must be masturbating."

    Briseis stiffened. Her eyes flashed left and right checking to see that no one else was there. Drusilla walked around her and examined her from head to feet. Then she poked at her ribs:

    "Have you lost your power of speech?"

    "No, domina. It's a very personal subject."

    "But you're not a person, Briseis. You're a slave, remember?"

    "I do, Your Highness," answered the young Gallic woman gulping down her pride. 

    "So? Do you want to answer or what?" persisted Drusilla.

    "Sometimes, I do that."

    "Good! What's driving your fancy in these occasions?"

    "The spirit of my late husband."

    "Hmm... What was he? A Gaul?"

    "Yes. A very handsome man."

    "When did he die?"

    "Five years ago."

    "No other lovers?"

    "No."

    "What about your former master, Titus Petronius?" asked Drusilla. (Titus Petronius Niger, 23 years old at that time, later called Petronius Arbiter for the elegance of his clothing and the new fashion he launched for men and women at every new season.)

    "I sold myself into slavery to Petronius in order to work in his high-fashion atelier. He always respected me and never asked me for sexual favors."

    "Too bad. If he really respected you, he would have given you plenty of opportunities to enjoy the embrace of many a man."

    "I have no lust for men." 

    "Is that what you think in your small, inhibited mind?" 

    Briseis closed her eyes. The muscles of her jaws twitched a little, but she kept her chin high. Her shiny chestnut hair was properly coiled, raised on both sides of her head and pinned with several amber brooches carved in the same style as the amber pendants on her ears. On her neck, instead of the slave collar, she was granted permission to wear a simple necklace of braided gold.   

    "Take off your tunic!" ordered Drusilla.

    The Gallic slave shot an icy glance at the princess. Then she slowly opened the golden rosette clasp which held her blue tunic on her shoulder and let the garment fall to her feet. Her tall, fashion model body was perhaps too slender for Roman taste but her mamillare (a simple breastband made of bombyx) was holding her small yet well-rounded breasts, whereas her matching loincloth was elegantly enveloping her narrow hips, abdomen and pelvis, covering her lovely cheeks, quite unlike Roman girls who wore their loincloths right across their crotches and between their buttocks, tying it up on their waists.

    "What's this thing here?" asked Drusilla touching her loincloth.

    "A new underwear fashion," said Briseis.

    "From Petronius?"

    "Yes. He calls it mutandole." 

    "Why did you never show it to me?"

    "I thought it was too prude for your splendid derriere."

    "Hmm... Take off everything," ordered Drusilla who understood her slave's subtle sarcasm but decided to pass making a comment on it.

    Briseis knew that she couldn't oppose her mistress' will and obeyed. She first took off the mamillare, exposing her small breasts and her perky nipples, then her mutandole. A small gold chain adorned her waistline. Drusilla noticed her slim thighs, visibly separated at the crotch level and the typical pubis of a long-frame woman, elongated and definitively protruding and covered by a small bush of soft curls.

    "Walk up and down," said Drusilla eating another slice of Sicilian orange.

    In her golden medium-heeled sandals, her long legs moving on a straight line, her hips swaying with inborn class, Briseis didn't feel uncomfortable walking in the nude. After a couple of rounds she stopped in the center of the room, opened her legs, put her hands on her hips and looked at Drusilla with a trace of amusement creeping into her wide, brown eyes. She was indeed a beautiful woman. Her face, with a straight Gallic nose, fleshy lips, perfect white teeth, high cheekbones, strong jaws and chin, exuded self-esteem and determination to meet with courage the challenges of her life.

    One of the ancillae appeared behind Briseis and announced that Domitius Labo, the freedman, was here.

    "Tell him to wait in my study," said Drusilla while Briseis remained immobile, without turning to the slave girl to avoid being seen in the nude by a subordinate. When the ancilla was gone the princess approached Briseis and slightly scratched her nipples.

    "I'm going to find you some lovers," she said.

    "It isn't necessary, domina."   

    "It is, Briseis. No woman can retreat into self-centered habits and deny her graces to men without offending the Gods."

    "They'll have to force me."

    "Relax. I'm sure you'll like it and thank me for it," said Drusilla caressing Briseis' lips. "I want you to be brave, okay?"

    The Gallic slave lowered her chin. 

    "Now, put on your tunic and resume your work," added Drusilla in a friendly voice.

    The princess went back to her study and revised Labo's draft of the license. After making some changes, she ordered the freedman to make three copies of the final agreement and dismissed him. She revived the flames in the fireplace and took off her long tunic, keeping the claret blue chiton (short, lighter Greek-style tunic tied at the waist) which she wore underneath.

    Feeling more comfortable, she looked into the pigeonholes containing numerous scrolls, and retrieved the list of the guests who took part to the official banquet. Marcus Terentius Cotta, the Aedile, was among them. Well, she thought, having watched my show, he would be quite excited by the prospect of meeting me... She wrote him a personal message inviting him to the Palace at his earliest convenience in order to discuss his funding application to the Treasury, and the state of the appropriation bill pending in the Senate. 

    Then she wrote a message to Petronius, asking him to set up a private fashion show for her to chose some gowns, tunics, capes and accessories from his spring collection, including the new underwear which his former Gallic slave had gracefully shown to her. Thinking about Macro, she began writing him a short message, but after scrawling a couple of words she crumpled the Fannian paper into a ball and threw it into the burning fireplace. Despite the fact that Macro was the man who provoked the first orgasm of her life, Drusilla wasn't fond of him at all. The idea of writing him a message was only dictated by politics; but as she still didn't know what was lingering in her brother's mind on that subject, she decided to wait and talk to him after lunch.

    While she was pacing the room, pondering about Caligula's marriage with Ladyssa, and about the obvious success of their wedding night, Mutius was announced and entered the study in one of his large coats, wearing one of his flashy bolti (plural of boltus, Byzantine headgear,) carrying large rolls of blueprints and a bag full of scrolls related to his Babylonian project.

    "Ave, Drusilla, Jewel of Rome!" exclaimed the Byzantine.

    "Ave, my friend," she answered approaching him. 

    He placed his materials on the conference table, then bowed and kissed her hands. 

    "You look simply wonderful in your chiton," he said.

    "I know, but I don't want you to get any ideas."

    "I'll do my best, Drusilla," he said with a grin of admiration. "Here are the plans of my architects, with all the building specifications."

    "That's a lot of stuff, Mutius," said Drusilla impressed by the voluminous documentation. "You're not expecting me to look at it, aren't you."

    "Oh no, I just want you to see I have them ready."

    "Good, I've seen them. Give everything to Labo when you'll leave."

    "Of course, Divine Princess. I've already told him."

    Drusilla half-sat on her desk. 

    "Sit down now and tell me about Incitatus."

    Mutius sat down on a chair and gazed at the gorgeous legs which Drusilla generously dangled in front of his eyes.

    "Come on, talk," she said giving a little kick on his leg.

    "Well, you already know what happened the day before the Imperial wedding, right?"

    "Yes, Jovenia purchased the temple and took some decorators to work inside."

    "Exactly. I only had four informers outside the walls of the garden but they did a fairly good job. Of course, they had to keep at distance, hiding from Jovenia and her people who were going in or out the garden on a covered wagon through the heavy iron door. One of my boys climbed a wall and looked inside. Jovenia's people worked very hard, mostly inside the temple, taking wood, leather, fabrics and other items from the wagon. After my encounter with you, I organized a night watch and I placed five new guys around the walls. Before sunset, the wagon left and came back within a couple of hours, carrying the stallion into the property. My people lingered outside, but no one else came over during the night."

    "Are you sure?"

    "Yes, I mean, I trust my crew and especially the supervisor, Lucius Rutilius, the son of a freedman who have been working for me for ten years. He is now in charge of the surveillance."

    "Incorruptible?"

    "Absolutely."

    "Go ahead. What happened yesterday?"

    "During the Imperial wedding a stableboy took Incitatus for a ride in the training park of the Circus Maximus. As the same stableboy did the same this morning, I guess he'll do that every morning, which is of course the best thing they can do to keep the horse in excellent form."

    "I think that Lady is going to do that herself as soon as her honeymoon is over."

    "I think so too. Anyhow, by what we know now, Jovenia put two stableboys on duty from dawn to sunset, plus three eight-hour shifts of six armed guards each."

    "Wow! It's not going to be easy to sneak through and have a look inside the temple when Lady is going to go there."

    "I know. But we can try to distract them."

    "Is Jovenia around all the time?"

    "No. Yesterday, during the day, she didn't show up. But last night my boys saw two mysterious people wearing cloaks with hoods, moving along the walls, opening the iron door with their own set of keys and getting into the temple."

    "What about the guards?"

    "Apparently the two people had a password and the guards let them in. My men remained alert but they didn't see the same people coming out."

    "When did you get the last report?"

    "Just about an hour ago, before coming over to the Palace."

    "Hmm... Could they be still there?"

    "Possibly. I've asked my boys to check very carefully every inch of the walls searching for hidden doors. As you know, the walls are covered on both sides by thick ivy plants which makes it difficult to spot secret openings."

    Drusilla was sincerely moved by all what Mutius was doing for her. He sensed her appreciation for his commitment and glanced at her like a dog waiting to be patted by his owner.  

    "You're really a precious friend, you know?" said the princess lifting a foot and rubbing his knees. Her short tunic slid up. Staring at her crotch, covered by her tiny loincloth, Mutius took her foot in his hands and kissed her toes and her sandal. She rose the other foot and let him kiss and lick both feet and ankles for a while. His deep breathing, his sighs and the tender words he was muttering expressed much more than devotion to the princess; he was clearly in love with the woman.

    "Take off your boltus," she murmured with her sensuous voice. Mutius removed his voluminous Byzantine headgear from his head and placed it on the floor. Then he began caressing her legs, kissing his way up to her pelvis, licking and titillating the soft skin of her inner thighs.

    "I'm not giving you this as a reward, you know?" she said with a velvety voice parting her legs and raising both knees.

    "Why then?"

    "Because you turn me on." 

    "Oh, Drusilla... I'm just pouring my emotions upon you, without any intent." 

    "I know, Mutius, I know...," she said laying halfway back on the desk, watching the broad mouth of the Byzantine nibbling at her thighs, brushing her Mount of Venus, licking her over the loincloth and then opening his jaws to encompass the whole extent of her genitals. Her perfumed garden veiled by her bombyx became visible to him through the wet silk as the saliva of his tongue blended with the juices of her marvelous vulva. While another man would have enjoyed the thrill of subduing a coveted prey, Mutius relished the pure physical sensations conveyed to him by the shivering reaction of her female nature. Inflamed by the full contact, feeling possessed by his mouth, she moaned and panted yes, oh yes, do that.... 

    And she raised and pushed and rubbed her pelvis against his teeth, telling him to tear off her loincloth, then giving herself to him with no restraints, feeling his warm tongue parting her labia and applying a fervent suction to her clitoris. Flicking the tip of his tongue on the hardening tip of her sensitive button, he heard her moan louder and louder. She laid down completely on the desk and entwined her legs around his neck, shaking her pelvis against his face until a gush of vaginal secretions invaded his mouth, indicating a state of feverish arousal.

    But today Drusilla's feelings for the Byzantine pander were indeed much deeper than the first time they copulated in her massage room. She slid down from the desk, hugging him and biting his lips, opening his coat and taking off her chiton just to rub her breasts and all of herself skin-to-skin against his short fat body. Nothing more than the deep, ardent kiss she gave him on his mouth could have made him more engulfed in her bewitching personality. They kept kissing quite wildly while he rubbed her nipples and she stroked his erection between her knees in order to enhance their reciprocal excitement.

    When the level of their arousal reached the highest point, she kneeled down and quickly stuck Mutius' large shaft into her mouth, pinching and pulling and biting his scrotum in order to draw all of his sexual energy to his organ. Drusilla fellated the pander with gusto, enjoying the large circonference of his glans which she pushed deep into her throat, relishing his throbs and his moans, becoming more and more excited until she couldn't wait any longer. She laid down on a pillow, spreading her legs and receiving his powerful first thrust inside her with a scream of relief. Hugging and kissing him, and humping with him, the splendid princess gave herself to the ugly-looking Byzantine until the intercourse became so fast that the sheer friction of his iron-hard spear made her vagina crackling like a bonfire.

    Lifting one of her legs, shifting her body to one of her hips, and kneeling astride her lower thigh, Mutius rammed her deep and thoroughly, filling his eyes with the vision of her voluptuous beauty, pulling her nipples, stroking hard upon her cervix. Suddenly he felt some distinctive vaginal contractions which only needed a small extra stimuli to drive them out of control. He could have resorted to the asphyxiation technique, but he was so involved in the copulation that the only thing he came up with was to bite the heel of the leg he was hugging while pounding into her. 

    But that was enough!   

    As his teeth nipped the nerves of her heel, a discharge of energy ran instantaneously from her leg right to her vagina, driving her feelings into overdrive. Her orgasmic contractions escalated beyond the point of no return. Her genital tract crumpled in on his penis, sending her strong vibrations to his pumping instrument. She screamed, tossing her head, rotating her eyes, panting and rocking, telling him she was coming. The more he kept biting her heel, the more she kept climaxing, responding to all what he did to her with his hands—slapping her buttocks, rubbing her clitoris, fingering her anus, pinching her nipples, spreading her pleasure all over her twisting body.

    Finally, she grabbed his head, kissing him again, gasping, and asking him to come. His ramming motion got frantic. His vision blurred. Trumpeting like a wounded elephant, he squirted inside her. Her joy matched his joy. Tempestuously pounding him with all of her strength, she reached the highest peak, squirting her love nectar against his fat belly, coming with no interruption throughout his entire ejaculation, and then enjoying together the last stings of pleasure, calming down while their lust slowly subsided, enveloping both of them in a warm sense of intimate fulfillment.

    "You're a monster," she whispered to his ear.   

    "Will you ever forgive me?"

    She chuckled: "I don't think so." Then she pushed him away, laughing as he fell on the floor and rolled like a ball protecting his dripping groin with his hands.

Carrying a couple of scrolls, a light-hearted and freshly-bathed Drusilla entered Caligula's study in one of her most glamorous tunics, open by a long slit on both sides of her body, tied on her waist by a golden belt.

    She gave her brother a little kiss, then she sat down on a chair in front of his desk. Waiting for him to finish signing some documents, she placed her scrolls on his desk, picked up a banana from a basket of exotic fruits and peeled it.

    "How you doing, sister?" asked Caligula still reading his documents.

    "I'm in top form, and you?"

    "Feeling great," he answered without looking at her.

    "How was your wedding night?"

    "Beyond my wildest dreams," he said glancing through other documents. 

    "I've heard she has bought a terrific horse."

    Caligula rose his head and gazed at her. Drusilla sensuously licked the banana. He smiled: 

    "Always well-informed, hmm my little sister?"

    "Just trying to prevent your enemies from spreading dangerous gossips and score points against you."

    "Gossip don't bother me. What are these scrolls you brought me?"

    "I made some changes for the last episode of our play."

    "What changes?"

    "The child prostitute played by Octavia should be maliciously prosecuted by the evil judge Khursos and severely flogged for refusing to accuse her innocent client of murder. Then, when she's about to die under torture, Neptune should appear, save her life, and kill both Khursos and his wife."

    "Hmm... A happy ending, uh?"

    "Yes. It'll send a message about you sense of justice."

    "Who's playing the judge?" asked Caligula.

    "Publicola Tuditani, the Censor who likes to play villain roles in the ludi scaenici (theater shows), remember?"

    "Oh, yes... the amateur actor with that ugly, terrifying face. How old he is?"

    "About fifty... I've talked to him already and he'll be happy to put Octavia through a realistic torture."

    "Okay, I'll read it tomorrow. What else?"

    "What are your plans for Macro? Should I meet him again?"

    "No... Maybe later on. First I want you to meet Lucius Cathegus in his house at the Carinae (expensive residential quarter of ancient Rome close to the Palatine Hill.)"

    "On what pretext?"

    "He's a regular customer of the your new Byzantine friend," said Caligula to let her know that he knew about her rapport with Mutius.

    She mockingly fellated the banana: "So?"

    "Ask him to set you up for a night with Cathegus in his own house, on condition that Cathegus be alone. If he accepts you'll go there and make him happy, Then you are going to drug him. Look for his lockets on his necklace or into some drawers in his bedroom. In the locket he keeps a little key. Check that there are no marks, wax, hair, nor anything that could reveal that someone has removed the key from the locket. When you're sure, take the key, go to his study, and look for his secret strong-box."

    "Do you know where it is?"

    "No. Check around until you'll find it. Look carefully for other marks outside the strong-box, then open it. Inside he keeps an updated list of the boni, and possibly a list of the conspirators who are plotting to kill me and restore the Republic."

    "Is there really such a conspiracy?" asked a horrified Drusilla.

    "Yes."

    "Bastards!" snarled the princess half-closing her eyes. 

    "I know how you feel, Drudi, but cool down. In the strong-box he could also have a plan or some notes about when, where and how they are going to strike. When you're sure you've found the material, go to the window. I'll have one of my faithful Scouts waiting the whole night in the garden outside Cathegus' study. He's going to hand you a bag with a scroll and the necessary writing materials. Copy the lists and every useful notes you'll find in Cathegus's strong-box on the scroll. Lock the strong-box again, then give the scout the bag with the scroll, ink and pens, and go back to Cathegus. Put the key back in its locket, but recreate the exact situation you've found before. Then fall asleep with him. When he wakes up make sure that he'll see you in the nude and helps you putting on your tunic."

    "I understand, Cal. I must be above suspicion."   

    "Of course."

    Drusilla approached her brother, sat on his lap and hugged him. Giving him some little kisses she said:

    "Isn't it crazy that the boni are still thinking that the Empire can be governed by bickering, corrupted politicians as it happened in the last century of the Republic?"

    "I know, honey. It's very depressing."

    Drusilla kissed her brother with love. He fondled her for a while. Then she kneeled down and passionately engaged in a sumptuous fellatio, displaying all of her sublime virtuosity, getting him off in her mouth, and entirely swallowing his issue. She was so happy! Not only he made her his secret agent in a very delicate, possibly life-threatening mission, but he reestablished her role in spite of his marriage by physically enjoying her love. She felt strong and secure. 

    "How's your wife doing in the fellatio department?" asked Drusilla after he calmed down.

    "No one can beat a Roman noblewoman in this art," answered Caligula caressing her red curls, "and certainly no woman can even equal a Julian princess and especially you.  You'll win by far the first prize at any possible fellatio contest."

    Drusilla tenderly laid her head on his lap. Then she had an idea.

    "Why don't we organize a fellatio contest?" she proposed.

    "Here in the Palace?"

    "Of course," she said standing up and twirling around excited by her idea. "We could throw a big party... invite the Scouts with their girlfriends, senators, knights, magistrates, with concubines, daughters, lovers and wives... We'll make up some rules, and have a lot of fun!"

    Caligula burst out laughing. Drusilla snatched him up from his chair and began dancing with him.

    "I'll be so good with my secret mission that you're not going to have the guts to refuse your consent for the contest!" she exclaimed. "And if you have them, I'll cut them out!"  She ran after him, then pinned him against a wall and stopped being childish.

    "You're not going to make stupid things with Lady and that horse, aren't you," she asked him with loving eyes.

    "No, honey... I'm just going to watch her."

    "Did you watch her already?"

    "Yes. Last night."

    Drusilla gasped: "How was she?"

    "Awesome," answered Caligula with a disarming grin.

    Drusilla took a deep breath. She was too proud and loved her brother too much to be jealous. Smiling, she flapped his lips with her fingers.

    "You poop...," she said.

    "One day I'll take you there to watch her with me."

    "Really?"

    "You think I could ever be joking about... horses?"

    The fiery redhead smacked a kiss on his lips.

    "No," she said. "But you'll be careful when you go there, okay?"

    He nodded: "I will, darling."        

    "I love you, Cal. You can count on my loyalty not only because you're my brother, but because I admire you as the great Emperor you are."

    "I love you too, Drudi," he said with moistening eyes. "And I think you know I'll ever love you not because you're my sister, but because you're the most intelligent, caring, and enticing woman in the whole world."

    That was the most important declaration of love he'd ever made to her. She quivered with profound enjoyment and backed away before she'd burst into tears.

    "Don't forget to read the changes on the last episode of our play." she said. "And don't work too much." Then she turned and went back to her quarters.

* * *

CHAPTER EIGHTPRIVATE 

Immediately after Caligula's wedding ceremony, Messalina ran away from Servilius and the rest of the party, and stepped into her lectica parked outside the Temple of Fortunae Huiusce Diei.

    She closed the winter curtains, and slipped underneath the fur blankets. While her eight litterbearers carried her to her grandmother's villa located close to Antium (today's Anzio, harbor town about 30 miles south of Rome,) Messalina's body was shuddering, not for the chilly exterior temperature but because she was extremely aroused. 

    During the ceremony, standing close behind her, Servilius fondled her quite heavily through the back slit of her tunic. Then, while everyone was looking at the spouses sitting in front of the pronuba, he managed to sneak out his erection from his toga and place it between her cheeks. It was such a thrill to have a knight risking sacrilege just for her that she could but part her thighs and let him go further between them. Servilius pulled her loincloth aside and rubbed his shaft on her crotch. While feeling her pubic hair and the tender moist of her nature, he murmured to her ear some of the things he would do to her the day he'll have her in his power. His intentions were frightening, but his overt descriptions caused her intense lubrication and the craving to take him to her litter and copulate right away. Nevertheless, she had to repress her lust since Servilius was Mutius's patron and she had to conform to her oath by waiting for her pander's approval before engaging in sex with any client.

    Fantasizing about Servilius, she masturbated for virtually the whole journey which took more than four hours. Self-gratification was one of Messalina's most cherished habits since she was four years old. In that time, still a virgin, she enjoyed squeezing a pillow between her legs, humping it just for the ticklish sensations she was feeling in her groin. A year later, her beautiful young mother Domitia Lepida taught her how to massage her clitoris with rare Egyptian creams in order to make it grow big and sensitive. Like any other Roman child she was free to play and cavort with her little friends and cousins, including Drusilla who was two years older and told her plenty of exciting secrets about reciprocal masturbation.

    When Messalina turned eight her mother gently began stretching her hymen with a small olysbos until the girl was able to keep a larger one inside her vagina for longer periods of time completing the painless removal of the worthless membrane just like any other contemporary girls. Meanwhile, even when Messalina began having boyfriends, she always kept good care of her growing rosebud. Experiencing her first menstruation at age eleven, she began having intercourse with numerous boys and men, but she always derived amazing orgasms from rubbing her erectile organ with her own fingers or using a U-shaped ivory instrument, one of its sides round and large to fit her vagina, the other ending with a small dented ring which she could place around her clitoris, shaking the ring while rubbing the tip of her rosy button generating electrifying vibrations and wonderful waves of pleasure.

    During her trip to Antium Messalina knew that the litterbearers could hear her moans and feel the jolts of the litter every time that her frenzy shook her body, but this didn't reduce the pleasure of reaching orgasm all by herself. Quite the contrary, it added some fantasies about being taken to one of the mantiones (food and lodging houses built every 36 miles along all major roads of the Empire) and being sexually assaulted by a bunch of merchants, slaves, farmers and shepherds. The instinct to give herself as a gift from the Gods to all kinds of men without distinction of race, age, appearance or status was also something Messalina learned from her mother. Domitia Lepida, now in her mid-thirties, was extremely attractive and still lavishly pursuing carnal happiness with scores of lovers, most of them belonging to lower classes.

    Once, three years before, when Messalina was fourteen and Lepida thirty two, they travelled together to Antium and stopped for the night in a crowded mantio. Even though Messalina saw her mother copulating at various parties with several men, that night Lepida drew the whole audience literally to her feet. Having put on a boy garb, Messalina hid in a corner of the big restaurant room and watched with adoring eyes her gorgeous young mother stripping and dancing nude on the tables while some Greek travellers improvised music tunes with drums and flutes.

    Tapping with her sandals on the top of the wooden tables, swaying her hips and undulating her arms as if they were wings of a fire bird, Lepida allowed the patrons to caress her sensational legs and fondle her crotch, sensuously moving from table to table among screams and ribald comments of a crowd of more than a hundred excited and quite drunken men. Then she laid down over a large table, fellating every male organ she could reach, and giving her entire body to the voracious mouths of the patrons circling around her.

    In the throes of a never-ending orgasm Lepida screamed for hours penetrated and possessed with no interruption until the night was over and everyone fell asleep or left to continue their travel. Meanwhile, Messalina became terribly aroused by her mother's fantastic performance and by the sheer smell of all those sweating bodies piling up on her. She befriended two young Hittites and went with them into a cubicle to show them that she was a girl and not a boy.

While the litterbearers continued their march along the Appian Way, Messalina stopped reminiscing about her beautiful mother. Having temporarily exhausted her energy in furious physical and mental masturbation, she fell happily asleep under her warm fur blankets. Just when the sun began to set on the Tuscan sea, inflaming the sky still half-covered with winter clouds, the lectica turned right toward a hill overlooking Antium and reached Messalina's grandmother's villa before night.

    Several ancillae greeted the young Valerian princess and took care of her luggage. After a warm bath and a soothing massage, freshly dressed for private dinner, Messalina festively embraced her beloved grandma and began telling her every detail of Caligula's wedding and all the other news from the Capital of the Empire. Grandma Antonia Maior, (not to be confused with her sister, the late Antonia Minor, Caligula's and his sisters' grandmother from their father's side, who died last May that year,) was the daughter of Augustus' sister Octavia and Mark Antony, famous for his love affair with Queen Cleopatra of Egypt before they were both defeated by Augustus. A poised and extremely well-read woman in her early sixties, Antonia Maior supported the moralistic views of her uncle Augustus.

    "What is Drusilla thinking about her brother's marriage with the mysterious Britannian princess Ladyssa Tudorus also known as Livia Orestilla?" asked Antonia to Messalina at the frugal dinner attended also by Antonia's younger son—Messalina's uncle—Gnaeus Domitius Ahenobarbus and two other men, Cato Nepos and senator Fabius Lentulus, whom Messalina had never met before and didn't know they were two influential leaders of the boni faction.

    "I've met Drudi at the wedding, and she looked quite happy," answered Messalina who didn't want to reveal more details about her friendship with Drusilla. "But I haven't spoken to her lately. I only know she's involved with Caligula's building projects."

    "I've heard that she tried to dissuade her brother from marrying that barbarian woman who rides horses like men," said Cato to Antonia.

    Antonia grimaced: "I can understand her feelings. Only a mad man could think to make such a woman the Empress of Rome." 

    "At the official banquet Drusilla was flirting with Macro and other men, sending a clear message about her detachment from Caligula's personal affairs," said Lentulus to Antonia. Then he turned to Messalina: "By the way, I didn't see you at the banquet. Were you invited?"

     As she heard their words the Valerian princess realized that the two guests had to be part of the boni—in her view a bunch of despicable bastards who couldn't refrain from slandering and distorting facts for their petty political ends.

    "Yes, but I had other plans for that evening," answered Messalina quite snobbishly. "And besides, listening to politicians isn't something I won't waste my time doing."

    Antonia understood that her granddaughter wasn't further interested in the conversation. She excused herself with her son and his guests, and took Messalina to her sitting room.

    They talked about old and new family members. Messalina loved to listen at her grandma's accounts—and gossips—on all their famous relatives, Augustus, Octavia and Mark Antony in particular.      

    "When are you going to get married?" asked Antonia who was always pushing everyone towards legalized unions.

    "I'm still too young, grandma," answered Messalina who heard Antonia asking her the same question many times before. "I like to have friends and be my own self without a husband imposing his views on me."

    "I'm hearing so many stories about your permissiveness that I'm afraid it's going to be difficult for you to find a noble husband."

    "My mother has been quite permissive, and still she found a rich and noble husband. And you liked him a lot, I was told."

    "I don't like him any longer. Everyone knows that he allow his wife to have lovers and... orgies."

    "Grandma, grandma...," said Messalina caressing Antonia's hands. "Things are changing now. Men now realize that women have their own needs and desires."

    "Married women should always be faithful to their husbands." 

    "For all of their lives?" asked an incredulous Messalina.

    "Yes."

    "But grandma! This is against nature! No woman should ever renounce the embrace other men. What would she learn in life if she's forced to reject her suitors?"

    "There are more important values in Rome than personal gratification. The sacred unity of the family, the protection of the children, honor, gravitas, respectability and virtue, my dear. Virtue is the pillar of Roman society."

    "I know what your beliefs are," said Messalina, sitting closer to her grandmother and hugging her, "and it's great to be Roman for we can all have our own views." 

    "Caligula is no champion of liberty, Missi. He unilaterally repealed Augustus' laws against adultery suffocating the liberty of the Courts to punish adulterous wives with perpetual exile. And he even lifted Augustus' ban on the abominable writings of Titus Labienus and Cremutius Cordus in order to destroy Roman family values. Can't you see that? Did you read what this two sphintriae (sexual perverts mainly performing scatology or exhibiting genital nudity in crowded streets) have been writing about Roman matrons?"

    "All what I know is that the people of Rome are in love with Gaius Caesar," said Messalina smoothly. "His edicts have been received among general exultation. Hours and hours of ceaseless ovations...."

    "They're soon going to be sorry when they'll discover the corruption and crimes behind the Imperial facade," replied a stiff-lipped Antonia.

    "I love you, grandma!" exclaimed Messalina hugging her. "When you're so righteous you look like Cornelia the Mother of the Gracchi!" (Heroine of Roman history, mother of the first Tribunes of the Plebes to be assassinated for their political beliefs around 150 BCE.)

    Antonia hugged her granddaughter shaking her head thinking that Missi was really a brainless creature, but still loved her dearly because of her spontaneity and sincere affection. Of course, Messalina was much more intelligent than what her grandmother credited her to be. The young princess simply played dumb to avoid displeasing a woman she'd loved since childhood, but she didn't appreciate the righteous comments she'd heard from her and especially what Antonia said about Caligula being a madman and a tyrant, and accusing him of corruption and crimes. Moreover so during the dinner, Messalina had taken notice of what Cato and Lentulus implied by suggesting that Drusilla had some animosity towards her brother. 

    The idea that Drudi would turn in any way against Cal was to Messalina totally absurd. Were they trying to convince Antonia about it? And if so, what were they up to?  

The following morning Messalina sent a message to Titus Vinius, a young contubernalis (junior lieutenant) stationed in a castrum (Roman military camp) south of Antium. In November, while he was still in Rome, she had a brief love affair with him, then he was called for a six-month service and left her longing for him.

    Now that she was going to pass New Year with her grandmother, Messalina saw it as a good occasion to see her beau again, perhaps in one of her friends' villas built on the Antium hills, quite a fashionable retreat among the Roman elite. 

    A few hours later, the messenger came back with his response. Under strict military rules, Titus couldn't leave the castrum and was denied a permit for even a few hours. But he had an idea. He would send his slave with a trunk containing a military uniform to one of his relatives' villa located close to the camp. Messalina should wear the uniform and go to the east gate of the castrum shortly after nightfall. The sentries would be informed that a soldier was hurt at maneuvers and was late. She had just to limp a little, present herself with the name Curtus Senorius and say the watchword—Faucibus Augustis, Musca Proterva Perit (transl. "the impudent fly got crushed in Augustus' jaws")—and the sentries would let her in. He would be waiting for her on the crossing between the Via Principalis and the Via Praetoria (the two major roads of any Roman castrum.)   

    Messalina was thrilled by Titus' proposal. She'd never been in any military camp and the experience was certainly worth the possible dangers.       

    In the afternoon, she told her grandmother that she'd go and stay for the night at the villa of Clara Licinia Nesta, one of Messalina's most proper girlfriends from a noble family, well-regarded by Antonia. Shortly thereafter, she stepped into her litter and guided the litterbearers to the Nestas' villa through a winding country road leading to on another hill but closer to the castrum. 

    Clara, her parents and her two brothers cheered Messalina wholeheartedly. Then the two girls went to Clara's private quarters and Messalina confided to her long-time girlfriend that she needed her support with the story she made up to Antonia to conceal the escapade she had planned for the night. Messalina didn't specify that the encounter would take place in the castrum; she just told Clara that Titus Vinius—whom Clara knew as well—was granted a permit and that they'd meet in a house nearby. The two girls exchanged gossips and comments about the young and the beautiful; then Messalina invited Clara and her relatives to Antonia's New Year dinner but she gently declined the offer.

    "Your grandmother is a very nice lady, but lately her views have become so dark and bitter that none of our family is eager to run into her," said Clara adamantly. "Anyhow, as I suppose that tomorrow night you'll get pretty bored with Antonia's guests, you can always join our party. We'll have great food, succulent Pompeian garum, music, and lots of young people."

    A cheerful Messalina improvised a short dance with her girlfriend promising to come over as soon as possible after the New Year dinner with her grandma was over. Than she kissed Clara goodbye and proceeded by litter to the farmhouse indicated by Titus.

    Livius and Servilia Murena, the childless, aging couple of Roman farmers to whom Titus had delivered the proper military uniform for Messalina, greeted the 17-year-old Valerian princess with deference. Livius was a veteran centurion of the Fifth Legion who fought various barbarian tribes on the Dacian frontier along the Danube river. A relative of Titus Vinius' mother, Livius took great pride when Titus became a contubernalis and gave him plenty of good advice on how to get along with the drill centurions of the castrum most of whom Livius personally knew very well.   

    Nevertheless, the Murenas were baffled by Titus' note requesting Servilia to help a woman—Messalina—wear the training recruit uniform which they received around noon in a trunk. The note explained that the young noblewoman was involved in a secret military operation the details of which she wasn't allowed to reveal to anyone. So, while helping Messalina get dressed in military garb, Servilia talked about livestock and crops asking no questions about her assignement. Among the various items in the trunk, Servilia retrieved a pair of military subligaria (raw linen underpants) and suggested that she remove her soft bombyx and put them on. It felt rather uncomfortable, but Messalina was determined to play her role without complaining like a damsel.

    Looking pretty much like a real recruit, with rounded boiled-leather helmet entirely covering her hair, long winter red shirt cut 3-inch above the knees, lorica hamata (iron mail,) leather-striped kilt, a Roman gladium hanging from the regulation belt, and caligae on her feet, she wrapped herself in the sagum (raw-wool military cloak) and admired herself on Servilia's copper mirror memorizing her soldier's name and the watchword.

    Messalina asked Livius to give shelter and food to her litterbearers, and off she went into the twilight of the incipient night. After walking for about 300 paces, she noticed a small marsh and soiled her uniform and her face with mud; then she found the path leading to the castrum, the wooden walls of which were lit by torches and visible in the distance. Approaching the east gate, Messalina began limping and looking sick. The sentries stopped her. With a hoarse voice she said name and watchword, and didn't answer to the vulgar comments of the heavily armed men as they opened the gate and let her in. Mingling among the soldiers still at liberty before the trumpeters called the curfew, she walked down the Via Principalis and stopped at the intersection with the Via Praetoria.

    Titus Vinius had some problems recognizing her. In his contubernalis uniform, crested helmet and his armor, he took a close look at the soiled recruit who was standing there wrapped in his sagum. Messalina recognized him but waited without revealing herself just for the fun of it.

    "Curtus Senorius?" he whispered.

    She remained immobile. He muttered the name again then he looked around to see if any other recruits resembled Messalina. Slowly she moved her hand to his kilt and quickly slid it underneath, grabbing his genitals over his subligaria. Titus startled and clutched her arm.

    "Still well-endowed, uh?" she said.

    "Edepol! Messalina!" he exclaimed trying to kiss her.

    "Shush!" she hissed keeping him at bay. "Don't compromise your career." 

    "Come, follow me," he said walking towards the junior officers' barracks lined in a dark alley behind the Praetorium (central square of the compound.) Heading towards his contubernalium (junior officers' barrack lodging four men,) Titus couldn't feel but proud and excited by Messalina's dauntless personality. As soon as they went through the door, he pushed her against the wall of the corridor and kissed her with such a passion that she felt immediately overwhelmed with desire. Had anyone else hung around, he would have felt quite surprised by seeing a Roman officer and a recruit, in full military uniforms, kissing and fondling their groins like two crazed monkeys. But the corridor was only lit by a fading oil-lamp hanging from the ceiling and the other three officers living in Titus' barrack had not yet come back from the tavern where they used to dine and gamble before curfew.

    Titus and Messalina frantically pulled down their coarse military subligaria and got rid of them. She squeezed his erection and began lubricating even before he sank his fingers into her. Then, as their lust spiraled very quickly, he felt her vagina twitching and tightening around his fingers as if it had a life of its own. While sucking each other mouths and tongues they couldn't think to anything but copulate. Panting, she entwined her legs around his belt banging her pelvis against his hard shaft until he shoved it into her. Between the leather stripes of their kilt, Titus trusted inside her with the force of a battering ram breaking through the gate of a besieged city. 

    Holding on his neck, Messalina bounced up and down, impaling herself on him with such an enthusiasm that her helmet began hitting the wall behind her and recoiled against his helmet. Meanwhile, her iron-mail, rubbing against his bronze breast-plate, provoked a series of sparks which seemed generating from their flaming hearts. The deep, forceful penetration of her handsome lover drove her out of the world, shaking the foundation of her being, triggering the natural explosion of her orgasm. Engulfed in her delirious ride, she screamed so loud that Titus didn't hear the blasts calling the curfew and he dauntlessly continued to relish the conquest of her marvelous body.

    Minutes later, two of Titus' comrades, Marius Egnatius and Fabricius Coepio, in the same contubernalis uniform as Titus, opened the door and froze as they saw what they believed to be the intercourse between an officer and a young recruit. They rushed to the couple trying to divide them, throwing both Titus and Messalina to the floor. Off went her helmet, rolling away. Her long, black hair got loose.

    "Ye Jupiter! It's Titus!" exclaimed Marius.

    "That's a girl!" echoed Fabricius staring at her nude crotch.

    "Shut up! Look what you did!" snarled Titus moving over Messalina who was lying on the floor visibly aching not only for the blow she took on her head, but for the abrupt interruption of her coitus. While Titus hugged her upper body soothing her, she raised her nude pelvis instinctively humping as if he was still copulating her. Her odor hit Fabricius right on his sixth sense; he kneeled down sticking his face between her legs, and began eating her dripping vulva and sucking her wholly-erected clitoris.

    "How do you feel, honey?" Titus asked her kissing her lips.

    "Good!" she moaned hugging Titus with great élan, kissing him deeply, resuming her orgasm through Fabricius' cunnilingus. Silently, Marius forced Fabricius to share her with him, and the two of them took quick turns eating her. She came and twisted and screamed. Titus turned his head and saw his two comrades grazing between her legs.

    "What the hell!" he barked trying to push the two men away from her, but she closed her legs like tongs around them.

    "Please, Titus, let them do it!" panted Messalina holding Titus away from them, pulling him back to resume kissing her.  

    Titus realized that Messalina was having too much pleasure with the three of them, and kissed her with renewed passion. Then he helped his friends by getting rid of her belt, gladium and kilt, and he took part in the feeding frenzy. As the sound of the screaming orgasms made the contubernalium shaking as if it was hit by a storm, they breathlessly lifted her up and hurled her into Titus' room and into his bunk. The feast continued right away. The three contubernales pulled off her mail and shirt, admiring her fabulous tits, kissing and biting her all over, penetrating her in every possible way, making her come again and again. The copula with the sensuous, magnificent female consolidated the atavic bonds between the men while her unswerving lust supplied a constant flow of positive energy to their embrace.

    The fourth of Titus' comrades joined the party, then others came in from adjacent barracks. Everyone had the opportunity to dip their members into Messalina's orifices pouring their issues into her, and receiving the bliss of her inexhaustible gaudium. But after a while, the commotion attracted a patrol of military guards. They jumped in the melee, triggering a boisterous fist fight. Two centurions rushed in, unsheathed their gladia and called everyone to attention. The fight stopped. Messalina was arrested. Titus promptly covered her with a sagum and whispered her not to reveal how she got into the castrum. She shrugged.

    "What you think, I'm stupid?" whispered back Messalina.

    The centurions escorted her to the Legate, Gaius Aemilius Paullus, commander of the castrum, a solid military man in his forties with conspicuous black eyebrows. Having just finished dinner, he listened to the centurions' report then shot Messalina an angry look, but before he could ask her any questions, she told him her name. That was quite a surprise! He knew her father Valerius Messalla Barbatus, her mother Domitia Lepida and of course Antonia Maior. He dismissed the centurions and his two assistants, and treated Messalina with patrician courtesy; then he asked her how a young woman like herself was able to enter the castrum undetected by the sentries.

    "You'll forgive me, Gaius Aemilius," said Messalina sitting on a chair, still wrapped in the sagum, "but I'm not going to indicate the hour I came, nor the gate I entered because I don't want you to punish the sentries, for it certainly wasn't their fault if I've been able to get in."

    The Legate was in good mood. He laughed at her audacity:

    "I'm pleased to see that young Roman women are now taking over military affairs. Perhaps they should be given the right to enlist in the Army. What do you think about that?"

    "It would make most of the conscripts quite happy," answered Messalina, eating a piece of roasted duck left over from the Legate's dinner.

    "Not only the conscripts, I believe... Should I order a warm dinner for you?"

    "No. I'll nibble some of this... Would it be possible to take a warm bath?"

    "Of course, dear, but I only have male slaves."

    "That's okay. I don't mind."

    Gaius Aemilius called a slave and ordered him to prepare a bath. The slaved bowed and left. 

    "Let me take off your caligae," he said to Messalina. "It isn't something you can allow male slaves to do."

    "Why?"

    "Beautiful women's feet and footwear are too intimate for slave boys to touch them." 

    Messalina smiled, then she leaned back on the chair extending a foot. The Legate sat down on a pillow in front of her; he took off her caliga and briefly massaged her foot. Then she advanced the other one. Her sagum parted. He quickly glanced at her nude body, but kept his attention on the foot at hand. 

    "Are you hurt in any way?" he asked. 

    "No. Your soldiers have been vigorous, but not harmful."

    "Is this why you came to castrum?"

    "I'm a curious person, Gaius Aemilius," answered Messalina standing up and closing her sagum. "I've never visited a castrum, and never met such a charming Legate."

    After the bath, she put on one of Gaius Aemilius' robes and went back to his room. He was studying some maps.

    "It's a little late for me to go back to Antium," said Messalina leaning against a wall. "Do you have a bedroom here?" The Legate gazed at the luscious siren, her long black hair still wet, smoothly combed on both sides of her face. She lowered her chin and returned one of her irresistible glances. He stood up and approached her.     

    "My bedroom?" he asked her.

    She moved her face to his ear and softly blew a delicious: "Of course...."

    "What do you have in mind?" he whispered back just to keep her cheek against his for a longer moment.

    "This...," she said slowly rubbing her lips on his cheek, reaching his mouth. They kissed as if they were both immersed in a dream come true. But that was the effect that Messalina's kisses provoked on any man, and naturally on herself as well. All of her body gleamed by the sheer physical contact with the Roman commander, in the same way it would have shined with any other man entering the orbit of her erotic aura. Perhaps a little more in this occasion since Gaius Aemilius' military power over other men, and his older age, stimulated a stronger response.

    And that was what he got from her after he carried her to his bedroom, succumbing to the same magical vibrations that she dispensed to many a man, but making each one feeling as if he were the only lover she'd ever had.     

    The following morning—trumpets blasting and drums rolling—the Legate walked with Messalina to the podium in front of the garrison lined up in the Praetorium. In his dress uniform Gaius Aemilius Paullus introduced the princess who was proudly wearing a fresh recruit attire without helmet, her beautiful face beaming, her long hair flowing in the wind. With a short but meaningful speech he complimented her for her courage and for the success of her secret mission—something so secret that the Legate was not allowed to divulge. Then the Legate proclaimed Messalina "Recruit of Honor" and crowned her with the golden round-top recruit helmet reserved for the bravest conscript upon completion of the training course.

    "Milites!" exclaimed Messalina addressing the soldiers. "The day of your first battle remember the women of Rome! They all love you!"

    Among the cheers of the entire garrison, Titus shouted: 

    "We all love you, recruit Messalina!"

    She hugged the Legate and smacked a big kiss on his lips; then she was carried in triumph by Titus and his comrades, and placed on a horse waiting for her.

    In that joyous circumstance, none of the characters involved with Messalina's escapade could have ever imagined that her military honors were bound to play a major role in the historical events that lay ahead in the first half of the year to come.

    Waving at the conscripts jubilantly running after her, Messalina galloped out of the castrum escorted by Titus and the other contubernales who rode alongside with her until they reached Livius' and Servilia's farmhouse.  

The day after the New Year, Domitius Labo showed the Aedile Marcus Terentius Cotta into Drusilla's private study. 

    Upon Labo's exit, Drusilla engaged the young magistrate in a friendly conversation, remembering the ancient ties between the Cottas and the Julians. As she moved around in her short tunic with the excuse of retrieving some scrolls from her pigeonholes, she realized that like most men he couldn't prevent his wandering eyes from twinkling with admiration for her beautiful legs and stunning body. Nevertheless, even though she didn't take advantage of her charm in that first encounter, she felt that seduction was a card she could easily play if his approval of Mutius' building license couldn't be obtained with other means. Following Labo's suggestion, she asked Cotta to list the appropriation bills he needed passed by the Senate to fund his program.

    "It isn't easy, Drusilla. The boni dominate the appropriation commission and they provide prompt funding exclusively to their own associates." 

    "But this is unacceptable!" exclaimed the Julian princess moving to the window, offering him another glimpse at her silhouette entirely visible against the backlight.

    "I know," he said, making an effort to conceal his excitement. "The web is expanding rapidly and they are taking control of the most important commissions."

    Drusilla began to understand that money, the huge Treasury of Rome, was the motive behind the conspiracy her brother had told her about.

    "Why are you doing this for me?" asked Cotta upon writing the list and handing it to her.

    "We have to support each other, don't you think so?"

    "Politics?"

    "What else, Marcus Terentius? What else?" she answered as she showed him to the door. Cotta stopped and hesitated. He wanted to ask her when he could see her again but all what he could do was kissing her hand. She knew he was trustworthy and definitively under her spell.

    Later in the afternoon, having received a message from Drusilla, Mutius came over to her study, hoping to receive good news about his license. Drusilla didn't explain to him her strategy to achieve the result, but told him that she met the Aedile and prepared the ground for full approval.

    "Do you think it could be signed before the end of Januarius?" he asked her with some concern.

    "Quite possible. Why is this dateline so important?"

    "You see, Drusilla... by the end of this month all the foundation are going to be completed. If we want to open the park by the first of Maius (May,)  I'll have to get my crew to start building no later than the Ides of Februarius, just after the Lupercalia (Roman Carnival,) and I can't do that without the license."

    "Okay. I'll get it signed on time. Now, on the horse story, you can halt the surveillance around the little temple."

    "Oh, really?"

    "Yes. It's too costly for you and I prefer this matter to be handled by the Emperor." 

    "Of course. I'll order my boys to leave the surroundings right away," said Mutius. "Anything else I can do for you?"

    "Do you know Lucius Cathegus, the senator?"

    "Only by name."

    "No customer of yours?"

    "No," said the pander in earnest. 

    Although Drusilla trusted the Byzantine, she decided to give him a woman's explanation for what she was about to ask him in order to accomplish the mission her brother entrusted upon her.    

    "During the official banquet I had been flirting with him and I began to like him as a man," she said. "I got him to kiss my body but, for political reasons, I couldn't really do what I wanted."

    "Should I tell him about your feelings for him?" asked Mutius who'd already figured out what she had in mind, including the fact that she was lying.

    "Yes. But I don't want to meet him as the Imperial Princess. It would be too complicated."

    "I see. You want to play the role of a meretrix (expensive Roman courtesan.)"    

    Drusilla smiled. The pander's ability to understand intrigue was quite impressing.

    "Exactly. It'll free my mind and make him nastier."

    "I agree. How much would you want him to pay?"

    "Not much," she said pacing the room, thinking. "Just about ten times the price you would ask for a night with a good courtesan."

    "In his place?"

    "Yes. I'll go there incognito."

    "When?"

    "As soon as possible.'

    Mutius approached her. "That night I'll be thinking of you...," he said caressing her crotch under the short tunic. 

    "I know," she said, letting him touch her for a moment. "Then I'll tell you what he did to me." 

    "Oh, Drusilla...," he murmured fingering her the way he knew she liked it.

    "You can't stay away from me, can't you," panted the princess feeling suddenly wet.

    "No...," he said rubbing his bulge against her.

    She kissed him. He squeezed her around the waist. Then he pushed her down on her knees and rapidly penetrated her from behind. He took her deep and quite nastily as she'd said she wanted Cathegus to be. For Mutius it was a sort of revenge; for Drusilla it was a way to unchain the animal within. Quickly reaching a state of full arousal she screamed to him to make her come. This time he grabbed her waist and pressed his thumbs on both sides of her back just below her lower ribs, and pounded faster inside her.

    That did it! 

    Again he'd found another additional stimuli to drive her to the peak of her pleasure, and again her climax erupted without barriers, lasting until he was so engorged that he entered her rear-end and spurted his bountiful issue where she most liked it to feel it.

Earlier that day, King Tudorus left Rome with his retinue and began his journey back to Britannia.  

    Caligula was too busy to escort him out of town, whereas Ladyssa rode Incitatus for several miles along her father's side followed by Arkana, Kardixa and all the others. A few miles north on the Via Cassia, they stopped and dismounted. She kissed her father goodbye shedding a few tears on his shoulder. But he knew she was happy. Just by watching the way she was patting and caressing the white horse, who she said was a present from the Emperor, he believed that her first days—and nights—with her husband were blessed by love. So, when he rode away he was sure that within a few months she would send him a message with the news that he was about to become the grandfather of the future Emperor of Rome. Who would have ever thought that just a month before? Who would believe such a triumph back in Britannia if it wasn't for the barons who witnessed the Imperial nuptials?

    After her wedding night, which climaxed when she made love to Incitatus in the little temple, assisted and stimulated by Caligula's kisses and embraces, Ladyssa was placed in a suite connected to her husband's quarters through a secret corridor. The suite was cozy and warm but only had four small rooms—bedroom, study, bathroom, vestibulum (wardrobe room) and nothing else. Her two Britannian bodyguards would sleep in the vestibulum or in the personnel quarters in the basement. 

    Despite the conspiracy which he suspected was being organized against him and the risk of assassination, Caligula became enamored with Lady and every night he went with her to the little temple without any escort. They both put on large cloaks with hoods, and sneaked out from Caligula's private quarters through another secret corridor, known only to the Emperor. This corridor came out of the Palace ending in a well-concealed opening not far from a small street close to the temple. In order to prevent Ladyssa from locating the passage to the secret corridor, Caligula blindfolded her in his quarters, and removed the blindfold only when they came out from the opening and made their way to the temple. Whatever happened to him, he didn't want his 18-year-old bride to be suspected of any conspiracy just for having known the access to that secret corridor.

    Instructed by Jovenia to ask visitors for the password, the guards on the night shift forbade anyone else from entering the garden if someone was inside the temple. The interior decoration designed by Lady over the pre-existing structures and completed by Jovenia and her crew, was lavish. Dark marble walls, windows protected by thick curtains, floors covered with Asian carpets, the area was divided in two parts.

    On one side, there was Incitatus' booth with a marble floor covered with straw, ending on the lower back wall with a narrow flapping door serving for the removal of the stallion's excrement; compartments for fresh straw and hay built against one of the lateral walls of the booth; the heavy-duty leather strap fastened on the ceiling and attached to a dented mechanism ending with a wheel secured to a wall by which the strap supporting the horse could be raised or lowered at will; the special harness, creams, lubricating oils, and various paraphernalia orderly placed on shelves and hangers built on the other wall of the booth; oil lanterns standing on their posts; pillows and padded benches placed on the carpeted area in front of the booth.

    The other side was divided into two rooms: a large bathroom with four adjacent marble seats serving as toilets, and a round, marble pool filled with warm water flowing directly from an outdoor furnace; a screen separated the bathroom from a spectacular bedroom with a large round bed in the middle and a statue of the young nymph Eridea placed there by the former owner of the temple, the late Publius Cornelius Catulus. Outside, beside the furnace, Catulus also built two large basins which were constantly filled with water and two manual water pumps—a Roman invention—to extinguish possible fires.

    On their wedding night, Lady and Caligula kept their hoods over their faces and none of the six guards of the night shift had the slightest idea of their identity. The Emperor was amazed by the magnificent white horse and by the whole arrangement which Ladyssa hadn't yet seen but conformed precisely to her instructions. The first time he saw her caressing Incitatus, Caligula became extremely aroused by the extent of her sensuality. Unable to wait a minute longer, he undressed her, kissing her, preparing her for the rite she was about to perform, spurring her to rub her nude body against the horse. She kissed Incitatus' mouth, sucking his big slapping tongue until Caligula, blinded by love, turned her face and kissed her as well.

    With another man she would have rejected any intrusion in her concentration, but with her husband she abandoned her resistance and returned his kiss and his words of love with soaring passion. Still kissing her and fondling her crotch, he helped her mount on top of Incitatus, inciting her to stroke her pelvis on his spine; then he laid her down in front of the animal, fingering her while the stallion licked her all over, driving her crazy with lust. A delirious Ladyssa showed Caligula how to operate the strap mechanism and secure the harness around the Incitatus' body. Ecstatically, the Emperor watched his bride fellating the animal who was standing on his back legs, with his chest held up by the strap. She took a 1-foot-long, thick-leather cylinder open on both ends which she ordered to Jovenia. The open circumference of one end was tightly rounded out to form a solid 2-inch-wide protective "shock-absorber" which made the cylinder looking like a big mushroom empty in the center of the stem.

    "I had this made for Inci," explained Lady to her husband, sliding the cylinder on Incitatus hard member down to the basis and licking the upper half of it which was protruding from the rounded top of the cylinder. "When I feel his power inside me I want to be able to lose control without having his entire erection transfixing my womb, and still letting him penetrate me with half his member." 

    "Lady, Lady... If you talk like that you're going to turn me on to the point of fainting and missing your wonderful deliverance."

    "Come, help me and stay close to me," she said with her eyes already burning in anticipation. 

    Caligula assisted his beautiful blond bride to step into the harness and to begin her outlandish lovemaking. He embraced her from behind, feeling all the vibration of her slender body as she forced half of Incitatus' huge organ inside her.

    Nothing in his whole life came ever even close to the sensations which now overwhelmed his body and his mind! Ladyssa hung with her spread out limbs embraced to the powerful horse, moaning and screaming, feeling her husband enjoying her quivers and sharing with her the magical frenzy of her flesh. Despite her continuous outburst of pleasure, she was able to stop bouncing to prevent the horse from coming too soon and resuming slower or faster, feeling and controlling all the reactions of his animal lust.

    Then, as Incitatus was neighing repeatedly, she knew that he was on the verge of orgasm! She abandoned all sort of control and impaled herself on him as deep as she could. The stallion began hopping on his rear legs causing her to bounce harder up and down and receive the full impact of his penis on her womb. Sensing that the tip of her cervix had entered the joy canal of his glans, she rubbed it inside, inciting the regal animal to come with her, pumping herself over the edge, screaming Gaudium! Gaudium! as Incitatus ejaculated inside her. He pervaded her with the tremendous jets of his vital energy which squirted out of her outstretched vulva in the hands of Caligula who was holding the stallion's hard member aback in order to make sure that the hard-leather cylinder was still absorbing the thrusts and prevented the stallion from transfixing her body.

    There were no words to describe the tumultuous array of thoughts, sensations, fantasies and desires that flashed through Caligula's mind. Kissing his wonderful bride, adoring her endless surrender, he took her in his arm, sliding her off the harness, and while he massaged her crotch to keep her climaxing he laid her down her on the carpeted floor and made love to her right away. And for the first time Ladyssa responded to a man in the same way she just responded to the stallion, coming like never before, clutching her legs around his waist, and awarding him with the mighty pelvic thrusts he had been dreaming of from the moment he saw her riding the Britannian horse in the Circus Maximus.

    That wedding night made Lady and Caligula much more than husband and wife. It turned them into two spirited, young lovers, passionately united in the invention of pleasure. In the following days they went to the temple every night. Lady did it again with Incitatus but her husband's fantasies became an essential part of her sexual arousal. Knowing women's true nature, Caligula stimulated her instinct for exhibitionism, noticeable by her horse racing career, and her latent desire for secret encounters with strangers, evident by the way she handled her affair with Incitatus. In his view marriage didn't mean repressing each other sexuality but to open their minds to the imagination and pursue the realization of their dreams.

    "Mortals shall listen to the Gods," he said to her. "They tell us to feel free to love and carpe diem. Every day is a gift, Lady. We must seize every opportunity to expand our experiences for they are the only reason of our lives."

On the morning of King Tudorus' departure from Rome, Lady rode Incitatus' back to Rome on the Via Cassia after leaving her father, followed by Arkana and Kardixa.

    The three Britannian girls were all wearing their leather costumes with short skirts and skin leggings, riding horses with bites, reins and small saddles but without stirrups (not yet in use in that time.)

    Since it was forbidden to ride horses through the Forum, Lady took the junction with the Via Flaminia and entered the Eternal City though the Salutaris Gate, proceeding on clivus Salutaris which crossed the Subura in the direction of the Palace. The streets of the popular quarter were as usual crowded with people and merchants' wagons. Kardixa and Arkana remained entangled in traffic while Lady rode ahead. Before leaving the Subura, on the corner with Fauces Suburae, she had to stop to allow several wagons to pass the crossing street. On her side several shops were packed with customers. Two young men approached her, complimenting her for the beautiful horse, but glancing at her attractive legs and long blond hair.

    "We own this shop here," said one indicating a tailoring store with a sign "Vestidias Elegantorum." (Clothes of Elegant People.)   

    "Why don't you come in and try on one of our tunics?" said the other one, caressing her thigh.

    "I can't. I've to go back home," answered Ladyssa without removing his hand.

    "It doesn't take long to try a tunic," insisted the guy sliding his hand under her short leather skirt. "My name is Marcellus. What's yours?" 

    "Livia," replied Ladyssa as his hand reached her groin provoking goose bumps all over.

    "Come on, Livia. Climb down."    

    Lady's heart was beating very fast. Some people were watching her as Marcellus fingers slipped underneath her loincloth titillating her pubis. Aroused by his advances, she looked back and signaled Arkana and Kardixa to wait and watch over Incitatus.

    "Okay," she said to Marcellus. "Only for a few minutes." 

    The two guys eased her down the horse, and lead her into the store. Her heart continued to pound in her chest. What was happening to her? Was she about to carpe diem as her husband suggested? 

    The shop was pretty crowded. The other guy introduced himself as Remus. They were both typical Romans, stocky, with strong jaws and curly black hair. 

    "Let me take you to the vestibulum," said Marcellus seizing her hand and pulling her to a back room while Remus picked up some tunics and followed them.

    The vestibulum looked more like a small warehouse, with piles of different fabrics on the floor and a working table against a wall, but also had a large, well-polished copper mirror and a skylight.

    "Let's see how wonderful you'll look with these...," said Remus showing her two embroidered tunics.      

    "Feel it...," said Marcellus rubbing a tunic on her cheek. "Pure silk from China, lined with soft Syrian mousseline."

    "Where are you coming from?" asked Remus undoing the strings of her corset.

    "Belgica Province," lied Ladyssa while Marcellus undid the strings of her skirt.  

    "I love Belgican girls," he said kissing her shoulder and rubbing her nipples, turning her on.

    These were the last words that made any sense. Off went her leather attire. Besides her tiny loincloth and her skin leggings she was nude in their hands. They nibbled at her breasts and palpated her crotch, feeling her wetness. Panting, she opened her legs. Fingers slipped inside her. Mouths were kissing her mouth. They wanted her completely nude. Breathlessly, she said… yes. Marcellus pulled off her loincloth. Glancing at her elongated, protruding pubis and brushing her engorged labia with his nose, he took off her leggings and even her soft leather footwear. They made her sit on the table. Marcellus began eating her. She responded with an outburst of lust to Remus' kiss while feeling Marcellus erection pointing at the orifice of her cunnus. He entered her up to the hilt, copulating her with fast, powerful thrusts.

    The intercourse became frantic. She began to come with Marcellus, then they laid her down on the piles of fabric and she came again with Remus. She couldn't stop climaxing. Remus lifted her up and impaled her back entry on Marcellus erected penis, then he sucked her clitoris and copulated her as well. In the throes of orgasm, embraced by both guys at the same time, she felt Marcellus squirting in her bowels. Remus continued to pound into her vulva, driving her out of her mind.

    Outside the store, Arkana and Kardixa couldn't keep Incitatus quiet among the crowd of the street. They dismounted their horses and Kardixa pulled the three animals to the other side of the crossroad while Arkana waited for Lady by the shop entrance. After a while she looked inside, trying to spot Lady among the clients. Not seeing her, Arkana became concerned. Fearing the worst, she entered the crowded store and began looking around.

    Where was she? With the few Latin words she knew, Arkana asked a vendor if he saw a young woman dressed with a leather attire. The vendor smiled but didn't answer. A female client overheard her and indicated the back door. Arkana approached the vestibulum. She heard Lady's voice moaning yes! yes! and slowly pushed the door. Through the crack she saw her mistress embracing the two guys in the nude. Panicking, Arkana stepped back. How was it possible that the Emperor's wife could "betray" her husband and risk being repudiated just four days after her marriage?

    The bodyguard decided to avoid getting involved. She returned outside the store and waited for a long while until a dishevelled Ladyssa came out holding a bag. Her leather attire was roughly stringed, her legs and feet still utterly nude. Happily, she took Arkana underarm.

    "I bought a beautiful tunic," she lied. As a matter of fact, the tunic was given to her as a present by the two guys, but she thought that Arkana didn't have to know that. 

    Later in the night, in the little temple, Lady told Caligula that upon leaving her father on the Via Cassia and riding back to town, she made love with two young Roman men in a tailoring store. His eyes twinkled. Her nostrils quivered. He hugged her. 

    "Oh, my love! Is it true?" he asked her like a child who was just told the most extraordinary fable he'd ever heard and wanted to believe every word of it.   

    She smiled and nodded. His mouth dropped. She was definitively sincere. He hugged her again, excited as he'd never been before. This was the wife he wanted! Bold and free and challenging! Oh, how sweet were the Gods! How quickly she learned their lesson! Beaming and kissing her like mad, he wanted to know every detail, and loved everything of her as she told him how it started; how much she became aroused when Marcellus caressed her thighs causing goosebumps all over; how easily they convinced her to go into the store and straight to the vestibulum; how fast her nipples became erect when the two guys rubbed them and pinched them; and how wet she was when they undressed her and fingered her deep.... 

    While she continued to inflame his mind with her tale of uncontrollable lust, he felt how much she was herself turned on by her own narration. He made love to her the whole night, forcing her to repeat the most intimate detail of her intercourse with Remus and Marcellus even and especially when he was pounding her like a famished satyr and she was screaming and climaxing like the ultimate vixen she had already become and more was she about to become as he made her promise to do it again. Anything! Anything! she pledged under the furious attack of her Emperor. And there she was, the loveliest of the Britannian girls, giving him everything she had in herself, conquered in every fiber of her body, forming with her husband the most perfect union, not because he was the legitimate owner of her flesh, but because he was also the imaginative master of her mind.

    That night Ladyssa realized how much Caligula needed her. He wanted her to expand her carnal experiences not only with Incitatus but with other men as well. He needed other people to admire her, desire her, and possess her because for him love and lust were the two facets of the same coin forged by the immortal Gods and given to the mortals the very day Prometheus made the first man out of clay and Eros blew the breath of life over the inanimate matter. 

    That night Ladyssa fell in love with Caligula. 

* * *

CHAPTER NINE

From the night Goran the Goth met Messalina at Lothar's gladiators' party in Romulus' tavern, he was waiting for the third day after New Year without being able to get her image out of his mind for a single minute.

    What occurred when they locked eyes and she reached out with her arms saying… come here, obsessively resonated in his mind. Her incredibly soft and beautiful young persona and the love she transmitted to him during their intercourse was vividly and probably forever impressed in his memory.  Early the day after the party he had to leave for a week of fights already booked in the arena of Alba Fucentia, a populous town of Central Italy about 50 miles east of Rome, otherwise he would have gone to the Aventine Hill right away searching for Messalina's house.

    Goran the Goth belonged to the gladiators' team of Sempronius Vatia, a former centurion of the VI Legion who became a superb coach by demanding the strictest of training and unswerving discipline from all of his men. Goran' parents moved to Mediolanum (today's Milan, Italy) from the original barbarian land of the Goths (today's Ukraine) when Goran was already twelve years old and, despite his baby face, an excellent young wrestler. In Mediolanum he met one of Sempronius' agents who saw his potential and enrolled him in his local athletic school, and two years later in the gladiatorial college.

    His mother was quite frightened by the prospect of her son dying in the arena in early age, but Goran explained her that non-slave gladiators were never asked to fight to death unless they committed some violent crimes or serious infringements of the gladiators' code. Accidents and wounds could happen but Goran was extremely fast and agile, and began winning all his bouts against gladiators of competing teams. At seventeen he was offered a two-year contract by Sempronius Vatia and he was brought to Rome two months before meeting Messalina. He fought several times in the arena of the Amphitheater Flaminius, just outside the Servian Walls. (The Colosseum was inaugurated 40 years after the times of Caligula.) 

    Goran wasn't yet a big champion like Lothar the Nubian, but his victory record, his blond hair and perfect physique made him already a darling of the Roman crowds. Nevertheless, he had to live in Sempronius' college in the Porticus Metellis close to the Amphitheater Flaminius, and follow a very heavy daily training routine. His contract obliged him to fight twice a (Roman) week, usually beginning an hour before noon. When he wasn't scheduled for a fight, he was free in the afternoon and was allowed to sleep out of the college one night a week. Victory prizes, salary and bonuses amounted to quite a lot of money most of which he transferred to his family in Mediolanum. He planned to retire a rich man by the age of twenty five.

    Having obtained a three-day vacation after his excellent performances in Alba Fucentia, Goran walked up the Aventine Hill shortly after noon, picturing Messalina breathlessly waiting for him. He easily found the Valerian mansion, but his great expectations were dashed by the slaves attending the gate. The domina was still asleep, and they had no orders to let anyone in. Goran insisted, by repeating his name several times, asking the slaves to report it to Messalina. Finally, unable to get access to the mansion, he sat down outside the gate, thinking. What happened? Was she really a princess as he heard at Lothar's party? The huge garden, the spectacular mansion and the deference of the slaves who called her domina, convinced him that she was a girl of high rank, but that didn't thwart his feelings for her. In his heart he knew that she was in love with him as well.

    Back from Antium on the day after New Year, Messalina got together with Mutius and asked him to set her up with Quintus Publius Servilius, the knight who risked sacrilege for her at the Imperial wedding.

    "He's too rough for you," said the pander.

    "I like rough men," she answered. 

    "He tortures women."

    "How?"

    "He ties them up, then uses needles, burning wax, whips, and all sorts of clamps," explained the Byzantine.

    "Umm... That could be quite exciting."

    "He could lose control and hurt you quite badly."

    "Then let him agree to have two or three of your guards outside the room, and came in if I cry HELP!"

    Mutius tried again to dissuade her but eventually he had to give in to her demands. Whereupon, the pander met with Servilius who agreed to pay half a talent of gold (about 200,000 dollars of today's value) to have Messalina in his power for an entire night. On a written statement he guaranteed under penalty that he would not wound or provoke permanent scars on Messalina's body, and agreed to have Mutius' guards outside the room to make sure he complied with the deal. The event was scheduled for the fourth night after New Year, which was the night following the day Goran came over to the Valerian mansion to see the woman he loved.

    When Mutius told Messalina about the done deal, she kissed him with great joy. She tried to make love to him, but he gently resisted. 

    "It isn't proper for a pander to have sex with his girls," he said. "I could become emotional and manage your jobs with a bias which is forbidden by my oath to Venus Pandemon."

    Messalina understood, then asked him to make her work for the following two nights in some of his cheap brothels in order to obtain the favors of the Goddess during the dangerous event with Servilius.   

    Since Messalina was invoking sacred protection, Mutius had to conform with her demand. However, in order to avoid having simple plebeians believe that they could copulate with a princess for a few sestertii (tiny silver coins worth about a dollar each in today's value), he suggested that she remain incognito and perform under the name of Licinia. Messalina agreed. During the two nights she worked in Mutius' popular lupanares (Roman brothels,) "Licinia" enjoyed a tremendous success. All of her clients, more than fifty per night, impressed by her stunning beauty and seductive demeanor, lined up waiting for their turn to take her into one of the small cubicles—sometimes alone, sometimes in groups—and possess her in every possible ways. Amazed by her stamina, they realized that the gorgeous young body they held in their arms was relishing their embraces more than themselves, climaxing with everyone, even while the brothels attendants washed her vagina with a short rod covered with a wet warm sponge after every trick.

    The night before her appointment with Servilius, she was driven back in her lectica a couple of hours before dawn. Intimately satisfied in her body, mind and soul, she fell asleep like an angel from Mount Olympus, totally forgetful about Goran the Goth.

    While the young gladiator was still waiting outside the gate, Messalina woke up and was informed of the visitor. The name didn't ring any bell, but she told the gatekeepers to let him in and wait in the peristilium. Upon a warm bath, the princess donned a long robe, and went out, drying her hair with a towel. She stopped behind the columns watching the young blond man sitting on a bench on the other side of the gardened area. She didn't remember having seen him before but her heart began beating faster. Sensing her presence he looked in her direction.

    "Goran?" she tentatively called moving slowly in front of a column.

    He stood up: "Messalina!"

    Suddenly she remembered everything of him.

    "Goran!" she cried opening her arms.

    Goran rushed to her and hugged her in a storm of emotions. Kisses blended with words of love, happiness with desire, memories with tears. It was like two young lovers meeting again after being separated by dreadful circumstances. She eagerly grabbed him by the hand and they recklessly ran to her bedroom.

    Their hearts pounding in their chests, they found again the magic of their first encounter, melting into each other senses, engaging in passionate lovemaking, expressing their feelings a thousand times over, giving and taking the gift of true love sparking between them while simultaneously climbing the peak of pleasure, screaming with joy as the mystical bond glued them together, shuddering their bodies for an eternal moment of time. 

    Then they rested, still dreaming, still sharing the intimate secret of a reciprocal commitment not consciously unveiled yet burning under the skin, keeping the fire alive. But as the colors of the room began to change with the setting sun, Messalina's mind slowly focused on a different commitment. That night she promised to stay with Servilius....

    "Where are you going?" asked Goran holding her hand as she tried to roll out of the bed. He looked at her with his blue eyes deepened by satisfied lust but with such innocence, with such confidence in their togetherness that she felt her heart shrinking in her chest by the idea of leaving him. 

    The princess caressed his shiny blond curls, thanking in her mind Venus Pandemon for having sent the most beautiful of her sons as a reward for the two nights she passed in Mutius' brothels. Goran perceived that Messalina was thinking about the future.

    "I've got a permit for three days," he said. 

    She gave him a little kiss, then she stood up, put on her robe and moved to her study. With firm hand she wrote Mutius a message.

Please excuse me with Servilius. I've caught a cold and I'd be unworthy of his attentions. Tell him to give me a few days to recover. 

                                           Messalina. 

    She sealed the small scroll, then she called a slave and told him to deliver it immediately to Mutius Regulatus' address.

That night at the Palace, Briseis was sleeping in her cubicle trashing around in bed in the midst of a confused dream. She was walking up and down in the nude in front of Drusilla who was holding a big snake in her hands. The words of her domina obsessively resounded in her mind. 

    "I'm going to find you many lovers, lovers, lovers...."

    A multitude of men appeared behind Drusilla.  

    "I have no lust for men, men, men...," she replied standing in a glow of light, caressing her hips and sensuously extending her tongue to the snake.

    "Liar! Liar! Liar!" uttered the snake along with Mutius, Domitius, Acilius, Petronius, Praetorian guards, habitual visitors and male slaves amassed around Drusilla. 

    "They'll have to force me, force me, force me...," she said pulling the soft hair of her pubis towards the snake.

    With emphatic gesture Drusilla threw the snake at her. She fought to keep it away but the snake curled around her arms squeezing them. She tried to scream but no sound came out of her throat. Two guards grabbed her arms.

    The dream began to dissolve. The two guards materialized around her. They were grabbing her arms. She jolted and fully woke up in terror. 

    "What do you want?" gasped Briseis trying to free herself.

    "We have orders from your domina," answered one of the guards, keeping her still.

    "What orders?" murmured the Gallic slave.   

    "The princess is having a dinner on the Carinae and needs your services right away."

    Still under the effect of her dream, Briseis shuddered. Could that be true? The guards didn't give her the time to think and lifted her up.

    "Come. Get properly dressed."

    The two men escorted her to the servants' wardrobe room, and waited behind a screen as she quickly washed her body with a sponge, combed her chestnut hair and applied some makeup on her face. Wearing a fresh loincloth, an elegant tunic, a warm cloak and high-heeled sandals, Briseis followed the two guards out of the Palace through a service door and into a closed carriage attached to a mule.

    Her fears came back as she noticed that the trip to the Carinae was taking more time than necessary. She tried to open a crack in a curtain of the carriage to look outside but one of the guards grabbed her wrist and placed her hand back on her lap.

    Eventually the carriage stopped in the backyard of a mansion. The two guards helped her get out and delivered her to three slaves. She began shuddering in fear again as the slaves led her through a small door and into a darkened corridor. A side door slammed open. She uttered a scream. The slaves pushed her through the door while two men pulled her into a room and gagged her with a piece of coiled fabric. Despite her attempts to defend herself, the five men spread her arms, buckled two leather bands on her wrists, then raised her arms, attached her wristbands to two chains hanging from the ceiling and blindfolded her. Her worst fears had come true! She heard the men leaving the room and she began expecting the worst with no way to escape her destiny.

    After a while someone entered the room. She tensed. A glow through her blindfold revealed that oil lamps were being lit. Then two hands caressed her body, quickly undoing the buckle of her tunic. Mumbling under the gag, she kicked around trying to hit the intruder. 

    "Don't be so negative...," murmured a man's voice, while her tunic fell to her feet hindering her ability to kick further. "There's nothing you can do...." 

    Briseis had heard that voice before but couldn't link it to any particular person. The intruder moved behind her. His hands caressed her hips beneath her short under-tunic, then he began rubbing her buttocks, squeezing and feeling them with obvious lust. She held her breath. The man's fingers were loaded with rings. Humhhh! Now she knew! It was Mutius! Twisting, she tried to express her disgust. He grabbed her breasts from behind, and ripped her under-tunic open.

    "You're truly beautiful, Briseis," said Mutius circling around her, gazing at her tall, slender body, and particularly at her upper thighs visibly detached at the crotch level. That space, still covered by the bombyx which only enhanced the protuberance of her pubis, revealed in Mutius' opinion a sexually inextinguishable woman, and that caused him a great deal of physical and mental arousal. 

    "Do you want me to hurt you real bad until you say yes," said the pander with a soft but threatening voice, "or do you want to be nice and let me be nice to you?"

    Briseis didn't answer. He began rubbing her nipples, scratching and squeezing them until they stuck out sending waves of excitement down to her abdomen. She twisted away, freeing her feet from her tunic, kicking in the air as Mutius dodged her. The door slammed open. Several men grabbed her legs, securing her ankles with leather bands attached to the floor. After doing this job, they left. As soon as the door was closed, Mutius approached her again. 

    This time she had no defense! 

    The pander went again for her amazingly erect nipples, scratching them with his fingers, then sucking and biting them, sensing that they were for her a source of irresistible lust. Undoing her loincloth, he pinched her pubis and caressed her wide crotch, sliding his fingers between her labia, titillating her small clitoris. Briseis couldn't avoid getting wet as his fingers entered her, rolling inside and provoking more lubrication. She moaned. He took off his coat, then quickly slid a narrow bench between her legs and laid down on it with his head towards her back. Placing his hands on her waist, he began nibbling at her cheeks, stimulating her hip bones with his clasping fingers, telling her to let it go. And soon he felt by her moans that she could no longer resist her own arousal. He caressed the sides of her chest, reaching her nipples again, rubbing them while his mouth wandered up and down her crack, biting her rosy areola and her perineum—that sensitive flesh between her anus and her vulva.  

    Briseis forgot the identity of the man who was turning her on. She couldn't see him, and that was enough for her to lose her repugnance. Stroking her genitals against those teeth, feeling that darting tongue alternating between both her openings, and that mouth sucking and eating her like an animal, she moaned louder beneath the gag, quivering and rubbing herself faster and faster on his mouth until she felt the first waves of orgasm pervading her abdomen. But before she could let it go, he quickly slid away from the bench, stood up and embraced her body, making her feel his erection between her legs, biting her shoulders, sucking her neck. Still on the verge of a tremendous climax she desperately shook her pelvis back and forth around his shaft, trying to get it inside her.

    Mutius knew women, profoundly. Not only he knew how to arouse their senses, but he knew how to keep them on the edge for a long time until they would do anything to get off. And he also knew that when women reach climax after being kept on the edge for a long time, their genitals are so engorged that they would climax again and again, no matter how and no matter who is doing it to them. 

    That was what he wanted when he asked Drusilla to give him the leggy Gallic slave for a few days. He wanted to bend her arrogance and pull out her long-repressed concupiscence. He wanted to win her unconditional surrender not only for his own sensual gratification but for her own salvation from the quicksand of persistent denial and self-inflicted abstinence.

    Briseis' womanhood wasn't any different than all other women Mutius had sex with. Pulling back on her hair, touching, rubbing, pinching, pressing, biting her body in the most sensitive spots, he held her in his power. He took off her gag, and kissed her. The inherently elegant Briseis, couldn't even think any further and responded to the kiss like she wanted to be kissed in that way for all her life, moaning and twisting, eyes closed and blindfolded, relishing his relentless stimulation, abandoning any kind of reserve.

    "Do it to me!" she panted.

    He rapidly unhooked her ankle bands. Holding herself up on her wristbands, she entwined her legs around that fat belly, banging against that erection until she got it all in. He grabbed her small rounded buttocks and pressed her against him, rotating his hard shaft inside her; then he humped her, hurting the deepest cone of her cramping vagina. She gasped.      

    "Yes! More!" she screamed. He stopped and unhooked her wristbands. She held herself up on him with her limbs while he carried her to a large brick bed covered by a plush mattress, laying her down on it. Still preventing her from coming, he enjoyed the reactions of her nude body now undulating like an octopus, totally open to his assault. He knotted her blindfold tighter on her head, then turned her on her belly, raising her rear-end, filling his eyes with the vision of the most attractive part of her body. 

    Screaming at each of his bites but not attempting to withdraw her buttocks from his mouth or her nipples from his fingers, Briseis felt her blood surging in her veins, her nerves tingling with life, and her genitals pulsating with lust. When the Byzantine pander realized that the fire he ignited in her flesh was driving her out of her mind, he pounded his erection into her many times. Devastated by a series of powerful orgasms, her hoarse cries filled the room, but couldn't fulfill her craving even when Mutius' pumping rhythm accelerated and she came again with him, jolting under the electrifying jets of his ejaculation.

    As he relaxed over her, he took off her blindfold. She looked at him, then kissed him with some disgust, calling him a toad, a swine, a ball of fat, but clutching her legs around his waist, humping him.

    "You want more?" he asked.

    "Yes...."

    "Other men?"

    She held her breath, then nodded. 

    Mutius smirked. As he'd expected, her arousal was still unextinguished. He stood up, donned his long coat and pulled a cord. Briseis sat up in bed hugging her knees. The door opened. In came the two young men who dragged her into the room when she was pushed inside the mansion. Quivering in anticipation she tightened her legs. The pander signaled to the men to go over to her. She resisted them for a while, but then she got the reward she needed so badly. As if she had to make up for the five years she'd been suffocating her natural lust, Briseis gave herself with furious compulsion to the two men, and later on to many others.

    The mansion was indeed Mutius' most exclusive gambling house, patronized by rich merchants, adventurers from the provinces of the Empire, knights and military men scattered in several gambling rooms, playing various dice games and the very popular subsito—a kind of dice game played with five knucklebones of a sheep. Some of the patrons were in the company of their own women, others were entertained by Mutius' expensive courtesans. A dozen lavishly padded cubicles, and the big basement room where Briseis was initially tied up, were reserved to the practice of sex. Two large bathrooms, one for women and one for men, were attended by expert ancillae. 

    "Drusilla gave you to me for two days," said Mutius sitting close to Briseis when her session with the two guys was over.

    "I see... You want me to become a whore?" asked Briseis with a soft voice while Mutius pressed his fingers on the upper side of her pubic bone.  

    "As a slave you can't become a prostitute," he answered feeling the vibrations of her pelvis. "But I can let you enjoy your power of seduction."

    "Where?" she panted, squeezing his knee. Mutius explained her about the gambling going on in the mansion.

    "You can take your suitors to a cubiculum or even to this room if you want someone to tie you up and be nasty to you."

    "Oh yeah... Let's go there," she moaned shaking her hips as Mutius continued fondling her groin.   

    The pander took her to the bathroom, instructing the ancillae to wash her, and comb her full, wavy hair leaving it loose on her shoulders. While the girls completed their job, Mutius selected a transparent top, a tiny loincloth and golden high-heeled sandals, all designer's items signed by Petronius Arbiter. 

    "I'm a little afraid...," she said while he hooked the little chains of the top, one around her neck and the other low on her back, leaving the veil loose on her breasts. 

    "Why?"

    "What if they don't find me attractive enough?"

    He tied the white transparent loincloth on her hips keeping the crotch section quite low as intended by the designer, covering the space between her thighs but revealing the upper edge of her pubic hair.

    "Let me see how you walk," said the pander. 

    Briseis put on the sandals and walked around swaying her hips the way Petronius taught her when she worked in his fashion atelier.    

    "Don't worry, honey. You're going to drive them all crazy," commented Mutius. She approached him and rubbed her abdomen on his face.

    "You're a son of a bitch, Mutius."

    "Don't lower my status, Briseis. I'm the greatest son of bitch who ever existed."

    A little smile curled her lips. He tied her loincloth really tight, then fingered it between her labia. 

    "I want the guys to feel your natural odor," he said. 

    Briseis felt her wetness drenching the bombyx.  

    "Can I chose my first lover?"     

    "Of course," answered the Byzantine taking her by the hand and leading her out of the bathroom. He showed her a plush cubiculum lined up with others in a hallway, then proceeded with her to the gambling rooms.    

    The gamblers of the first room moved back in amazement as Mutius appeared with the ritzy Gallic slave walking on his side. Mutius announced Briseis as a model showing Petronius' latest creations provoking cries of approval, obviously directed to the proud, tall young woman whose bony yet well-fleshed body attracted the gaze of the patrons like a magnet. Her rounded small buttocks, her small yet perfectly shaped breasts with the transparent top brushing over her long erected nipples, the compass of her long legs with that inviting space between her thighs, and the wet bombyx visibly underlying her labia along with the soft hair of her pubis, exuded irresistible sensuality. Hands couldn't refrain from caressing her as she walked up and down through the rooms, closer and closer to the men, looking with twinkling eyes for the boldest and most attractive one. She was tuned on not only by the physical contact with inflamed males but by the simple thought of hiding with one of them in a cubiculum and start copulating again.

    "Do you want me?" whispered Briseis to the ear of a rugged adventurer from Macedonia who was gazing at her like a panther without even a hint of a smile.

    The man's nod gave her the shivers.

    "Wait for me in the hallway," she told him. She continued her walk through the gambling rooms, then she quickly moved to the hallway. The Macedonian was there, leaning against a wall. She leaned on him. He forcefully clutched her narrow waist with an arm.

    "I'm going to make you cry," he said.

    "I know...," she replied stroking her pubis on his bulge. 

    He pushed her into an open cubiculum and locked the door behind him. As she had instinctively sensed when she noticed his domineering gaze in the gambling room, he gave her no mercy and really made her cry.

    But Briseis was becoming insatiable. Despite the devastating pounding she endured form the fierce Macedonian and the mindblowing orgasms she gave him in return, as soon as he left her in the cubiculum she couldn't rest for more than a couple of minutes. Her arousal was still tingling her genitals, even more than before.

    "How many guys are still there?" she asked Mutius in the bathroom while the ancillae washed her and prepared her for another session.

    "They're all waiting for you," answered the pander.

    "What do you want me to wear?"  

    He fastened a gold chain around her waist. 

    "Just wear this chain and your sandals," he said. "I want you to play blind girl's bluff and select your lovers without seeing them."

    "How?" she asked.

    "By the way they touch you, of kiss you, or by the size of their members—you know how...."

    "Yeah... I think I do," she said as a new wave of excitement ran through her body.

    Mutius led a nude, blindfolded Briseis into a different room, crowded by male patrons only. The pander silenced their cheers and asked them to form a circle around her. Following Mutius' instructions she began walking inside the circle as if she was modelling the gold chain on her waist, feeling the men's extended hands brushing her body, but without approaching any one in particular. Then Mutius announced the rules of the game. He promised 10,000 sestertii to each of the first three guys she would chose as her next lovers provoking enthusiastic comments which the Byzantine silenced again, threatening some loud guys with immediate expulsion from the contest. The rules were simple. She would approach each of the about sixty men standing in circle, but they'll be allowed to hold her in their arms only for the time he counted aloud from one to ten; then each man had to release her and pass her to his right-hand neighbor. At her discretion, she could make a first selection of more than three guys and test this group later on until her final choice of three.  

    "Wouldn't it be fair to give a prize also to the men who make the first selection?" asked Briseis to Mutius among mumbles of approval from the circle. The pander agreed; he'll award 1,000 sestertii to the guys who made the first selection but not the final three.

    Eager to put their hands on Briseis' uncommonly lean yet overly enticing physique, all the men agreed about the rules. Mutius made sure that her blindfold was properly tight around her head, then spun the nude Gallic slave around a couple of times and let her go so she could approach the first contestant in order to begin her selection.

    While each man hugged her, kissed her, and rubbed her, pinching, squeezing and fingering her all over for the time Mutius counted from one to ten, she was provided not only with intense sensual pleasure but with the wondrous feeling of being a primordial nymph running nude in the forest chased by hordes of satyrs and lovers whose only purpose was to copulate her and release together the divine energy infused by the Gods in every soul.

    Eventually, after mind-blowing contacts with about half of the contestants, the game had to be cancelled. The men discovered Briseis' most sensitive spots and she couldn't refrain from coming with such an intensity that she remained attached to one man or another, opening her legs and screaming under the persistent stimulation, refusing from being detached from the men she was with until her climax overwhelmed her entire body and obfuscated her mind.

    She was taken into the biggest cubiculum and she gave to every man so much of herself that even Mutius had to agree that he had never seen a woman as indestructible as the splendid Gallic slave who, nonetheless, radiated pride, class and elegance even while the ravenous men feasted upon her, eating her and giving it to her from all sides, keeping her steady in their arms when she shuddered and jolted out of control.

    At sunrise, after her lovers all left the mansion, Briseis was bathed and pampered by the day-shift ancillae amazed by what they've heard from the night-time slaves and about the pleasure she shared for so long with most of the patrons. Mutius soothed her genitals with his magic balm, then made her drink a tisane, put her to bed, and ordered two ancillae to sing her a lullaby until she was finally soundly asleep.

    Late in the afternoon, while the mansion was again resonating with the loud voices of the gamblers, a fully rested Briseis ate dinner with Mutius.

    "I've told Drusilla about your fantastic performance," said the pander watching Briseis eating with appetite.

    "What did she say?"

    "Well, she was very happy."

    "I'll have to thank her for letting you take me here."

    "Do you want to stay until tomorrow evening?"

    "Of course. I've still to see what men can do to me in the basement room."

    "It could be dangerous."

    "I know that."

    "Do you know that the sight of an attractive nude woman, tied up and without defense triggers the basic instincts of men?"

    "What would they do? Kill me?"

    "No, but men's fantasies are unpredictable. They could take pleasure in whipping you, clamping your nipples, or forcing you to do it with animals."

    "You know, Mutius, the more you're trying to scare me, the more I'm getting aroused and willing to do that."

    "That could be a problem."

    "What?" 

    "If you're willing and aroused, they're not going to be as mean as you want them to be."

    "Hmm... Should I pretend being unwilling?"  

    "I don't know if you can, and if they're going to believe it." 

    "What if I'll try to escape from the mansion and your guards catch me and drag me back?" 

    "You'll have to struggle...," commented Mutius seeing a chance of success with her plan.

    "Of course. To make it more real, you're not going to tell your guards that it's only make believe... I'll scream and kick. There will be turmoil. Everyone will come out and see what's happening. As a slave attempting to run away, you'll have the right to punish me."

    "Don't you want angry patrons to do that?"

    "I'll kick and spit on them. They'll get very angry, believe me."

    "If they'll get too angry they could become too vicious."

    "No problem. You'll get your guards to tie me up in the basement room; I'll keep struggling; you'll ask the angry men to help them; then you'll start whipping my buttocks."

    "Umm...," mumbled the pander raising an eyebrow.

    "You like that, uh, big swine?" said Briseis playfully pinching his hanging lower lip. "But then I want you to pass the whip to the nasty guys, okay?" 

    "Okay. When do you want to start?"

    "Are there new guys besides the ones who where here last night?" asked Briseis who had already the whole plan worked out in her mind.

    "Yes, many. The rumor of your performance had spread around."

    "Good. I'll go with a young patron into a cubiculum. You'll tell your guards to survey the walls of the garden. I'll sneak out of the cubiculum and run to the closest wall."

    She stood up. Mutius approached her.

    "Why do you want to do that?" asked the Byzantine. 

    "I don't know... Perhaps I want to test my limits. Last night when you had me tied up and forced me to do things, I got a sort of rush inside me, and...."

    "... you still feel it. Is that so?" asked the pander.

    "Yeah... Come, touch me a little," she said taking his hand to her abdomen. Mutius slid his hand underneath her short tunic and fondled her. Her vagina was wet, twitching with lust. He could have make her come in seconds, but he shifted his hands on her hips and pressed her back just below the ribs. That gave her intense shivers, adding more desire to the urge she already felt. 

    "Bastard...," she whispered in his ear.

    "Are you trying to make me angry?"

    "Yesss!" she hissed. Then she pushed him away and ran out of Mutius' room. In her short tunic, barefoot and dishevelled, her heart beating fast both for the excitement induced by Mutius' hands and for the plan she was about to execute, Briseis walked down the hallway like the superb model she was while with Petronius Arbiter.

    Before entering the gambling rooms, she noticed a handsome adolescent leaning on the wall, playing the curyo (a sort of yo-yo popular among Roman teenagers.) 

    "What are you doing here?" she asked.

    "I'm waiting for my father," answered the adolescent indicating the hallway. "He's in there in a cubi with a whore."

    "Why don't you do the same?"

    "I've got no denarii," he said glancing at her legs.

    "Do you like me?" she said twirling in front of him, her tunic raising to her hips.

    The teenager nodded.

    "Well, let's see... If you can untie my loincloth with one hand while I count from one to five, I'll take you to a cubi for a short time and free of charge."

    Briseis leaned against his body, counting in his ear with her horse, sensuous voice. His erection grew quite big in a couple of seconds, just about the time he took to undo her bombyx and raise it in sign of victory. She kissed him.

    "My name is Mamercus. Are you going to keep your promise?" asked the teenager tieing the bombyx around her neck. 

    "Of course," she said licking his hand. "My name is Briseis and you've conquered me." 

    Emboldened by her surrender, unaware that her golden necklace indicated her slave status, Mamercus forced his hand between her legs, entering her with his fingers. She kissed him again enjoying his frenzy, then led him into a cubiculum and responded to his clumsy yet audacious lovemaking with her customary passion. Upon coming into her like a young bull, he nastily penetrated her with his entire hand, shaking her and feeling a quick sequence of orgasmic contractions released by her squirting vagina. 

    Climaxing without control, she hugged him tight in her arms, entwining her long legs around his hips, pounding herself on his ramming hand. Panting and screaming like she was about to die, Briseis bit his shoulder, hurting him quite badly. He pushed her away. She fell to the carpeted floor bumping onto a padded wall, bending over, holding her abdomen to subdue the storming orgasm which continued to shake her body.

    "Never do that again, bitch!" Mamercus told her with a vicious look. Then he went out, slamming the door behind him. She remained on the floor for a few minutes dumbfounded by the change of mood of her young lover. When she resumed control of her feelings, she washed her lower body with a wet cloth, put on her short tunic, and tiptoed out of the cubiculum.      

    Despite the incident with Mamercus, her plan worked to perfection. Two guards spotted her as she was about to go over the walls of the garden. They grabbed her. She screamed and kicked at the two men while they dragged her back to the mansion. Patrons rushed out of the main door followed by Mutius who played the role of the outraged dominus with his Byzantine talent for the dramatic. Briseis spat on him, shouting and twisting like she was being stung by a swarm of bees. Some of the patrons mingled around her trying to control her tantrum. She insulted, kicked and spat on them as well. Mamercus joined the scuffle. Without realizing who he was, she bit his arm. He slapped her hard across her face with anger. Some patrons separated the two.

    "I've told you never to do that again, slave!" he screamed ripping off her tunic while trying to slap her again.

    "Shut up, you impotent bastard!" she shouted at him as other patrons held her aback. Mutius threw himself among the excited men who were groping the stunning nude woman like apes. Offended in his virility, Mamercus demanded that the Gallic slave be crucified right away. Mutius and the patrons refused. But flagellation was inevitable. Mamercus asked to take part in her punishment. Mutius hesitated. 

    "Let him do that!" uttered a patron. The pander looked at Briseis. She returned him an imperceptible nod. Mutius took a deep breath, shook his head, then ordered his guards to carry the slave to the basement.

    The die was cast! 

    Briseis had no way to avoid the fury of Mamercus and the assault of the other men, even if she'd ask for mercy or declare that it was all a setup. But she had no intention of doing that—and she didn't.  

"So, where is she now?" asked Drusilla to Mutius the following afternoon when he came to the Palace to report the antics of her head slave.

    "At dawn, when the session was over, I medicated her with my balms, then I took her on my lectica to my sister's house on the Collis Viminalis. I've organized a shift of ancillae to stay with her day and night. She's constantly medicated and kept in bed with her wrists tied up away from her body in order to prevent her from masturbating."

    "Would she do that?"      

    "Possibly," answered the Byzantine. "Her genitals are still engorged and itching. There are some lacerations, but my sister Lamitha and her ancillae are taking care of those parts with tampons dipped in cooling tisane."

    "Will she heal, completely?"

    "Yes. It'll take a couple of days but I'll get her back to you in excellent physical conditions."

    "Scars?" asked Drusilla with some concern.

    "Just a few on her back, nipples, buttocks and upper thighs, but with my balms they'll go away within a few days."

    "What about her mind?"

    "Happy and sparkling with self-esteem," claimed the pander with sincere satisfaction. "She's very grateful to you for having pushed her to discover herself. Oh, I'm sorry...," said Mutius remembering that he had a message from Briseis to her domina. He put a hand in the copious pocket of his Byzantine coat and handed a small scroll to Drusilla. "I've forgot to give you this...."   

    Drusilla unrolled the scroll and read Briseis' letter expressing in loving terms her appreciation for her mistress' caring and imaginative "scheme" to bring out her true nature, rescuing her from a life of pointless sexual repression.

    "Very well," commented Drusilla rerolling the scroll and placing it into a pigeonhole. "What about Cathegus? Did you approach him already?"

    "Only indirectly. His friend, senator Hortensius Scaurus, is going to have a private dinner on the Nonae (the 9th day of the month) and asked me to provide him with five well-educated courtesans to sing lyric poems of Alcaeus and Sappho while engaging the party in cerebral erotic games. I've asked Scaurus for the guests' names in order to supply the most suitable companionship and he mentioned Cathegus' among others."

    "How do you want to proceed?"

    "I'm going to ask Cathegus an audience in his house on the Carinae to offer him a choice of courtesans. In that occasion I'll find a way to talk about you."

    "Good, Mutius... Your Byzantine mind is always quite ingenious. Try to set up my appointment with Cathegus around the Ides of Januarius."

    "I'll do my best to make you happy, Drusilla." He bowed waiting for a sign of dismissal, but the princess picked up a folded, two-page parchment.

    "This is the final draft of your license," said Drusilla handing Mutius the document. "Domitius made a few changes to make it more acceptable. Read it and tell me if it's okay." 

    Mutius began reading it. Drusilla left the room and went to her brother's quarters. She had second thoughts about the date of her "job" with Cathegus and wanted to makes sure that it was okay to do it on the Ides of Januarius which was the date of the Greens' party. Caligula's Chamberlain stopped her in the reception room and told her that the Emperor was in a conference with the Chief of Staff.

    That wasn't unusual, but Drusilla sensed from the Chamberlain's voice and attitude that this meeting was tense and nothing like a routine assessment of the political situation. She asked that she was to be informed when Macro was gone, then she returned to her study, feeling pretty tense herself. Perceiving Drusilla's troubled state of mind, Mutius kindly placed the parchment license on her desk.

    "Everything is fine," said the Byzantine.

    "I'm going to have the Aedile sign it in these coming days," said Drusilla. "Now go talk to Cathegus but don't make any promise about the date of my encounter with him."

    "No problem. I'm just going to rouse him with the idea of paying for your favors."

    "Good, Mutius," she said extending her hand. He kissed it, them bowed and respectfully backed out of the room. 

Drusilla's intuition about the tension hovering on her brother's meeting with Macro was quite correct.

    In spite of Macro's professed loyalty, Caligula had grown tired of his overly-protective posture and his constant pressures to maintain dignity, and offer concessions to the boni. That day the controversy was serious. Macro hadn't yet complied with Caligula's promise to honor Tiberius' will and pay out the bequests which the late Emperor offered to the people and especially to the soldiers. 

    "Do not disappoint me, Macro. Ten months have gone by and you've only paid out less than ten percent of what I've solemnly promised to the Army and the People of Rome."

    "There are bureaucratic complications. Most names of the beneficiaries aren't clear and...."

    "Don't give that shit, Macro," interrupted Caligula. "I want you to complete the payments within a month."

    "I'll need at least a hundred more scribes."

    "Hire them, okay?"

    "It'll take more than a month just to hire competent people to do the job." 

    Caligula shot him a hateful look: "What game are you playing here, Macro? Are you trying to make me look dishonorable with my people and my soldiers?"

    Macro bit his lower lip, then smiled: "I want you to shine like a God, Caesar." 

    Caligula smirked. He didn't trust his Chief of Staff any longer. But Macro was still Praefectus Praetorium, and in this capacity he was the commander of the Praetorian Guard, a force of about 4000 men stationed just outside the pomerium. In case of serious disagreements Macro could turn the guards against him. 

    "Good," said Caligula. "I want you to have more time for state affairs and relieve the Praetorians from their duties as my detail inside the Palace. They'll keep surveillance on the outer perimeter under Acilius Trebellius' command, and I'm going to order my Batavians to take charge of my personal bodyguard."

    "Your wishes are orders, Caesar, and your orders are the law," replied Macro now fully aware that Caligula had lost faith in him. The Batavians who Caligula was talking about were 300 Germans, fearless, superbly-trained warriors, fiercely loyal to Caligula's late father Germanicus, and now totally devoted to his son.

    "I've also signed an edict to reverse Tiberius' law which prohibited people to attend the games barefoot," said Caligula.

    Macro grimaced: "The boni aren't going to be happy."

    "I don't care about the happiness of a few idiots! I want the people to be happy, is that clear?"

    Macro nodded.

    "I want you to inform the Aedile," continued Caligula, "and make sure he's going to remove the no-barefoot signs from all Roman entertainment facilities at once, and I want you to send similar orders to all the cities of the Empire."

    "Do you realize that Tiberius' barefoot prohibition was intended to keep people from stripping and exhibiting their bare bodies at the games?" 

    "Of course! But under Caesar Caligula there will be no laws repressing the people's desires," declared the Emperor. "Remember Lucretius: Naturalia non sunt turpia... (Transl: Natural things are not immoral.) Public nudity is always exciting, and excited people are more productive and more prone to spend money. And the secret of a healthy economy is the rapid flow of monetary interchange. Do you realize that this is the basic law of economics?"

    "I do, Caesar. I'm just not sure that lax morals will profit the Treasury."  

    "Be sure, Mac. Moral restrictions shrink the brain. Freedom begets enlightenment, audacity and self-esteem."

    "Wouldn't total freedom generate chaos?"

    "Don't you worry, my friend. I have daily conversations with Jupiter Optimus Maximus. Our great God inspires my thoughts and guides my actions for the greatness of Rome!"

    "What else?" asked Macro taking notes, well-aware that Caligula was planning radical changes in the Roman mores and socio-economic structure.

    "The laws on marriage are too restrictive," declared the Emperor with a grimace of disgust. "We're only offering to our people a single choice: weddings between couples of different sex. Do you realize that?"

    "Well, of course. That's our tradition."

    "And it's a stupid and illiberal tradition, all right?"

    "All right. What do you have in mind?

    "I want everyone to be entitled to marry as many different partners as they want."

    "Polygamy?" asked Macro shuddering at the idea of free marriage.  

    "Polygamy, polyandry, same-gender, animals—you name it. There are no reasons to limit the choices of the people. The ancient patriarchal system is about to die and I'm going to make sure it gets a honorable funeral."

    "That's going to provoke violent resistance among all adult men of Rome. I warmly suggest that you'll talk a few more times with Jupiter and ask him to predict the fate of the Roman civilization under such a revolution." 

    "I already did it, Macro. The great God told me to take chances and test the new marriage law for two years in Asia Province and other Eastern territories of the Empire. Then I'll move on to Africa, Iberia, Rome and the Northwestern provinces."

    Macro felt relieved. Lots of things could happen in two years.   

    "That's a wise decision, Caesar. People of the East are more open-minded, but I'd start promoting the new form of marriage quite gradually, month after month, city after city."

    "Okay. Get accurate census of various eligible cities and draft a plan before the Ides of Martius. I want to honor the Divus (that is Deified) Julius Caesar by announcing fundamental changes without disclosing their nature. Keep my intentions absolutely top secret."

    "Of course, Caesar," answered Macro.     

    "Who's been elected Head of the Prostitutes' Guild this year?" asked Caligula who knew very well the result of that election but wanted to test Macro's knowledge on that matter.

    "I believe it's Marcia, Cremutius Cordus' daughter," answered Macro.

    "Oh, really? She's wonderful. Last week, after I signed the edict rehabilitating her father's works and memory, she came over to the Palace and offered me her appreciation with an awesome night of love!"

    "I'm very pleased, Caesar."

    "You should be much more than pleased, Macro! Wouldn't you be astonished if you knew that Marcia is the incarnation of the Goddess Luna (that is the Moon.)" 

    "But that's fantastic, Caesar! How did you find out?" 

    "On the night before my wedding, Marcia was standing nude and beautiful under the moonlight. As she invoked the Goddess, I saw a ghostly, glowing Being growing out of the Moon, flowing down to Earth and enveloping Marcia's body until it blended into her."

    Caligula stood up and began dancing around the room as if he was living again the experience with Marcia—the Goddess Luna—declaiming: "Her skin turned pale, shining like a pearl. Her voice changed. Her throat began reverberating love words and celestial music. I was lifted in the air, sucked into her flesh and overwhelmed for hours and hours by her unrelenting vibrations. It wasn't even a sexual act but an event of cosmic proportions!" 

    "You are the chosen one, Caesar," said Macro applauding. 

    Caligula sat down exhausted on the chair behind his desk. He looked at Macro in the eyes and said: "I know that."

    "In a time not so far away you'll be called to join the Gods and venerated as the greatest of them, living eternal life among us the mortals, and high on the Olympus."

    The Emperor nodded, but considered Macro's words as pure flattery, the kind of words a traitor would tell to a powerful man just before stabbing him on the back.

    "How many members are in the Prostitutes' Guild?" asked Caligula getting back to business.

    "I believe about twelve hundred."

    "What is their ceremonial costume?"

    Macro wide-opened his eyes. Why was Caligula asking him such a silly question? Everyone knew that the members of the Prostitutes' Guild would attend festivities and religious ceremonies wearing a single leopard skin over their nude bodies.

    "The leopard skin," answered Macro anyway.

    "Didn't you notice how many of the members are wearing worn-out leopard skins?"

    "Well, my eyes aren't as sharp as yours, Caesar."

    "I want you to buy 1200 brand new, perfectly tanned leopard skins and offer them to the Guild during the Lupercalia (ancient Roman orgiastic carnival held from the Calends to the Ides of February,) in the name of the People of Rome."

    Macro looked quite uncomfortable.

    "Wouldn't be more appropriate if the Emperor would make them this gift?" he proposed.

    Caligula stood up again.

    "Macro, Macro... I want you to be a leader! I want people to look at you with gratitude for what YOU are doing for their happiness! I want everyone to know that you're the staunchest supporter of Caligula's revolution and not an obscure bureaucrat working all the time with dusty documents! Wake up, Macro!"

    "I still think the Guild would feel much more gratified if you'd present them with the gift yourself. With your sense of theatrics you'll score very high in their hearts," said Macro who sincerely believed that Caligula's talent for public performances was unsurpassable and tremendously effective.

    "I know how effective I can be. But you? Aren't you tempted to receive public applause?" Caligula asked.

    "No. I prefer working behind the scenes."

    "How's your marriage?" asked Caligula thinking of Ennia.

    "Good."

    "Is Ennia making you happy? I mean are you screwing her on a regular basis?"

    "Not so much lately. I'm working a lot just to keep up with your pace of reforms."

    "That's too bad, Macro," said Caligula half-sitting on his desk in front of his Chief of Staff. "Ennia isn't a super-beauty but her cunnus... Ahh! Her cunnus is so hot that when I screwed her I felt as if it was inhabited by a swarm of bees stinging my penis. And let me tell you my friend, the way she came and came and screamed and moaned in my arms, would have made uncle Tiberius come back from death for real."

    Macro smiled as he was the only one who really knew what happened in Tiberius' death chamber.

    "I'm pleased that you appreciated my wife's favors, Caesar. It was a great honor for her and for me as well."

    "What about my sister? Did she tell you anything against me when she came to your lectus at the banquet?"

    "No. Why would she?" 

    "Well, she hates my wife and she's becoming a pain in the ass," replied Caligula, wanting Macro to think that Drusilla wasn't any longer enjoying his favors. "Anyhow I'm sure you appreciated her luscious body as much as I appreciated Ennia's remarkable sensuality."

    "Oh yes, Drusilla was a superb lover in the pure Julian tradition."

    "I've heard that you gave her a climax by controlled asphyxiation. Too bad you didn't lose control and tighten the grip all the way, Macro."

    "Well...," said Macro standing up. "I've become a specialist in smothering people, but I like to perform my art without witnesses."

    Caligula burst out laughing. He hugged his old friend.

    "Play a bigger role in my reign, Macro!"

    "I'll do my best, Caesar." 

    Macro saluted the Emperor.

    "To the greater glory of Rome!" exclaimed Caligula returning the salute.

    "To the eternal splendor of the Empire!" echoed Macro, then he turned on his heels and exited the study.

    Caligula took a deep breath. All what he said to Macro was for the sole purpose to force his Chief of Staff to go one way or the other. Either the man was still faithful to him and would publicly support his liberal reforms, or it was better he joined a conspiracy and pay the consequences of his treason. Caligula had a feeling that Macro was about to betray him but he couldn't be entirely sure. He needed proof. That's why he asked Drusilla to play the meretrix with Cathegus in the hope she could find some valuable documents in his strong-box and perhaps a list of the conspirators.    

    Drusilla came in and sat on his lap, cuddling him up.

    "How was your meeting?" she asked.

    "Not bad... Macro is reticent but he'll do what I want. By the way, I've replaced most of the Praetorians of my guard detail with my Batavian warriors."

    "Oh! I'll bet he wasn't happy. How did he react?"

    "My wishes are orders, Drusilla."

    "Good. I like that, brother."

    "Another thing... I let Macro believe that you aren't enjoying my trust any longer."

    "Hmm... It's that because you want this rumor to reach Cathegus and let him think that I could betray you?"

    As usual Caligula was impressed by his sister's quick grasp of political stratagems. He gave her a smile of praise and she knew that he loved her mind.    

    "You're exactly right, my sparkling sister. Cathegus is going to be even more attracted to you and you could play our game more effectively. Did you proceed with your appointment?"

    "Yes, but I wanted to know whether or not it would be okay to meet him on the Ides, eight days from today."

    "Why not?" asked Caligula.

    "That's the night of the Greens' party."

    "Do you want to mingle with all those noisy youths?"

    "Not necessarily," answered Drusilla.

    "Then do it on the Ides."

    Drusilla kissed him: "I'll do anything for you, Cal."

    "I know, Drudi. And nothing could ever make me happier."

    "What about Lady?"

    "She's quite extraordinary." 

    "Still infatuated with Incitatus?"

    "Yes. That horse is a God. We are going to create a new cult centered on The Sacred Stallion. We'll soon have a celebration. I want people to see her...."

    "...doing it with the horse?"

    "It transcends common lust, Drusilla. When Lady copulates with Incitatus, she's penetrated by the divine essence of life which only a noble animal can deliver."

    "How deep can she take it?"

    "She had a special item made so that half of his two-foot member can enter her."

    "I must see that," said Drusilla getting excited.             

    "You will, darling. I've already promised you."

    "What about you? After the intercourse with the God-Stallion is her cunnus still tight enough to make you feel something?"

    "Absolutely! The swelling of her vaginal tract due to the rubbing of Incitatus' hard member and the squirts of his divine essence makes her even tighter than before. Her genitals keep pulsating for a long time thereafter and she can be driven to gaudium many times and very strongly."

    "Do you love her?"    

    "Well, you know me... Whenever I'm embracing a beautiful sexy woman I'm feeling as if that particular woman is the only love I've ever had."

    "That's because we Julians are used to focus our attention only on the lovers at hand, and enjoy each embrace with no memory of the others."

    "Yeah... We're lucky," said Caligula while Drusilla kneeled down and reached his erection bulging beneath the toga.     

* * *

CHAPTER TENPRIVATE 

Jovenia hadn't met Ladyssa since her wedding with the Emperor and didn't know what to make of the reports she was getting from the private guards she hired for the surveillance of Incitatus' temple. 

    According to the reports, every night two mysterious persons came over to the gate, gave the correct password, and were showed into the temple by the guards. Despite the thick marble walls and bronze portal, female moans and screams as well as male words were heard from the narrow opening outside the lower wall of Incitatus' booth. The two visitors usually stayed in the temple for several hours. Sometimes, before leaving, they would ring the little bell ordering warm water to be poured from the outdoor furnace through a duct into the bathtub inside the temple.

    The couple always left before dawn, making sure that their faces were covered by the hoods of their cloaks. Being totally unaware that the newlywed wife of the Emperor was the real owner of the temple, the guards believed Jovenia's explanation that the temple was dedicated to a "fertility cult" centered on the divine qualities of the white stallion. Since fertility cults were rather common throughout the Empire, Jovenia asked the guards to continue their job without interfering in worship practices.

    Nevertheless, Jovenia was puzzled. Ladyssa was allegedly the only person who knew the password. Did she reveal the secret to someone else? Being that was quite improbable, her pupil had to be one of the two people visiting the temple every night. Who could be her companion? The Emperor? Or some priests, or lovers?     

    The stableboys in charge of Incitatus' told Jovenia that large ponds of horse sperm were found every morning when they cleaned the booth. That wasn't really unusual in fertility cults, but she had a problem. The idea of such a cult couldn't have come from Lady who didn't say a word about any cult. Jovenia had made it up by rationalizing Lady's possible motives for ordering the large leather strap fastened to the ceiling and attached to the dented mechanism by which Incitatus' chest could be raised or lowered at will. The creams, the lubricating oils, and the other paraphernalia couldn't serve to anything else than provoking the horse's ejaculation and probably using his sperm in some exotic ways to improve chances of pregnancy or reducing the risks related to childbirth.

    As a highly-educated Roman woman Jovenia was open-minded and well-aware that anyone in Rome was free to practice all sorts of religions and even the most eccentric cults. But she was also aware that conservative politicians who supported Augustus' repressive morals, both on adultery and censorship, didn't approve of Caligula's liberal revolution and, despite the Emperor's huge popularity—or probably because of that—they were looking for any casus belli to attempt a conspiracy against him.

    Of Caligula's political agenda Jovenia had no real notion. Everyone loved him, but the boni were spreading nasty rumors among all strata of Roman society, depicting him as a monster involved in all sorts of sexual eccentricities and even that he was ill in his brain, and was not to be trusted. Jovenia was intelligent enough to disregard political slander especially when coming from the boni whose nature was known as being destructive and vile. However, as the owner of the temple, Jovenia could be dragged into a scandal of which she could ultimately become the scapegoat.

    "There are no problems, Jovenia," said Ladyssa to her history teacher when Jovenia met her pupil in her quarters at the Palace. "Very soon my husband and I are going to consecrate the temple and you'll transfer the property to the Emperor's Privy."

    "What about the guards and the stableboys?" asked Jovenia.

    "Hmm... I'll talk to my husband about them. He could hire you and your people, what do you think?"

    "I would rather stay out of controversial cults."

    "What's controversial?" asked Lady unaware of the meaning of this word.

    "It means that some people could disagree about this issue."        

    "I see... Well, someone always disagrees about something. Are you talking about someone in particular?"

    "No, not in particular. But the political enemies of the Emperor are spreading rumors...."

    "What enemies? What kind of rumors?" asked Ladyssa frowning in surprise.

    Jovenia shook her head, thinking that she should have kept her mouth shut. But Ladyssa insisted and despite Jovenia's attempts to minimize both the strength of the Emperor's enemies and the nature of the rumors, she realized that even the Master of Rome wasn't above threats and intrigues. 

    Later on, after Jovenia left the Palace, Lady went to see her husband. Having been sensuously treated by Drusilla, he was in an excellent mood and kissed his Britannian bride with the usual passion. She forgot what she wanted to ask him about the enemies Jovenia mentioned to her, and sensuously responded to his kiss. 

    "I've delivered a splendid ivory manger to the temple," announced Caligula twirling an exhilarated Lady in his arms. 

    "Look a these, darling...," he said indicating two richly-embroidered purple horse blankets piled against a wall. He picked up one of them and threw it open over his bride.

    Then he quickly got hold of a large collar with gems, and slipped under the blanket, placing the collar around her neck.

    "This is for our God-Stallion," he whispered to her ear while fondling her crotch. She had become so easily excitable that she barely looked at the collar and laid down with him on the floor inducing him to take her right away under the blanket.   

    "You can't wait, uh?" he said while entering her.

    "No, I can't...," she moaned.

    "Any other lovers today?"

    "Nohh."

    "That's too bad, baby."

    "Why?" she panted feeling that his erection was becoming slightly softer inside her.

    "Because I'll get more aroused if you tell me you did it."

    "Are you sure?"

    "Yes."

    "Okay then... I did it," lied Ladyssa rubbing his nipples.

    "Where?"

    "Well... in a... shoe shop."

    "Tell me everything," he whispered to her.

    "It was... at noon... I went there... I was only wearing my short tunic... and no loincloth," she told him feeling his erection getting harder inside her.

    "Go ahead," he said pumping her.

    "I sat down... The shoemaker squatted in front of me, trying a shoe on my foot... I opened my legs a little... He saw my nudity and I moved my hips back and forth...."

    "Umm, I like that," said Caligula while Lady rotated her pelvis against him. "And then?"

    "He touched me."

    "On your cunnus?"

    "Yes, right there on my clitoris and made me so wet... Then he slid his fingers inside."

    "Were the other clients watching you?"

    "Yes, everyone."

    "You like it when other people are watching you, uh?"

    "Yes, I do...," she panted becoming overly aroused by her own imaginary escapade just as when she told Caligula about her real one in the tunic shop.   

    "What did he do with his hand?"

    "He forced it all inside me... I was screaming... I lifted my legs... giving it to him... Oh yes, Cal, I'm going to come!" 

    "Wait!" he shouted pounding her. "What did the others do?"

    "They all watched me... I was nude... the hand inside... ravaging me... pumping me... the other guys came around me... and they all did it to me... hard... deep... Oh, yes!"

    Lady and Caligula humped at each other faster and faster, getting rid of the blanket, climaxing together, quivering and screaming not only for the release of the physical energy spurting from friction of their frenzied sexual organs, but also for the active involvement of their minds.

    Once again, Lady felt with Caligula such a complete togetherness that she began losing any sense of reality and was ready to give in to his most provocative wishes by making them part of her own dreams.

For three entire days and nights Messalina and Goran the Goth lived together the most intense love affair of their lives.

    Never before she enjoyed for such a long time the constant attentions of a single lover. Never before she said I love you to a man so many times, with such tender a heart, with such sincerity, with such trust in that their love could last forever. They couldn't leave each other for a single moment. They played like children. They ate, laughed and bathed together. The more they looked at their physiques, so different yet so attractive, both tall, her long raven black hair contrasting with his blond locks, the more they felt that they were made to complement each other, and the more they were compelled to blend their bodies and minds the way the Gods made available to all enamored souls. 

    Goran's gladiatorial muscles enveloped her slender waist with the full strength of his exuberant virility whereas her warm kisses, her firm breasts, her sensitive nipples, her perfectly rounded buttocks, her sensuous voice, her vibrant clitoris, her endless screams of pleasure surpassed anything he'd ever imagined a woman could ever be. His stamina was inexhaustible; her passion relentless. They couldn't stop copulating, feeding on their own lust, devouring their senses, reaching the pinnacle of love a thousand times over.

    Twice they went out for a ride in the public parks around the Eternal City, dismounting their horses, taking off their tunics and running nude after each other until Goran grabbed her and possessed her again on the grass or against the trees. In the woods, they madly promised to belong exclusively to each other for the rest of their lives, calling the Gods to witness their oaths, convinced that Venus and Cupid would hold them together for much longer than the time Nature allows any love to shine and survive. 

    But on the afternoon of that third day, upon leaving their horses in the stables below the Aventine Hill and being both carried back to the Valerian mansion on her litter, a valet gave Messalina a small scroll on which she recognized Mutius' Byzantine seal.

    "Aren't you going to open it?" asked Goran with a hint of jealousy noticing that she put it unsealed in her cleavage.

    "No... It's from my parents," she said.

    "Perhaps they're announcing the date of their return," he said feeling that she was concealing something.

    "Possibly," replied the young vixen giving him a little kiss.

    Goran quickly snatched the scroll from her cleavage, raising it, and playfully kept it from her desperate attempts to get it back.

    "Come on, Missi. Let's read it together."

    "No! Give it back to me!"

    Keeping the scroll high, Goran managed to open the seal with one hand and roll it down. Fuming, Messalina put her hands on her waist, then she changed her mood and smiled at the inevitable outcome.

    "So? What do they say?" she asked still pretending that the message was sent by her parents. 

    Goran read it: "Messalina! Are you still considering meeting the knight? Let me know. The man is obsessed with you. Mutius."

    He shot her a questioning look.

    "Oh," she said, "Let me see it."

    He handed the scroll to her. She checked the broken seal.

    "That's funny. This seal is almost identical to that of my father," she commented.

    "Who's Mutius?" asked Goran who came to Lothar's party at Romulus' tavern after the pander had left and was therefore unaware of his existance and role. 

    "Hmm, just a businessman who wants me to meet a stupid knight for a charity event."

    "How comes that he's obsessed with you?"

    "Please, Goran... People are always obsessed with famous women and nobility. Let's go take a warm bath."

    Beside the seal, something else was broken: the confidence in each other. He knew she'd been lying. She knew he had trampled on her privacy. While they took the bath she tried to cheer him up, but during the last night of his leave from Sempronius Vatia's college the wounds remained open on both sides. When they made love, they weren't able to give themselves to one another with the passion they both expected after the oath they exchanged that very afternoon in the park.

    Or was the burden of such a foolish oath eroding the lust that men and women feel for each other when they are free to chose their lovers, and when they are not guaranteed or forced to have sex with the same lover over and over again?  

    As a matter of fact, while Goran was ramming his passion inside her, Messalina began thinking of Servilius and the games he wanted to play with her. Was he really obsessed with her? What would he do to her if he ever had her in his power? In his power... She's never been in the power of any man. Yes! Yes! She wanted to try that right away. No, of course not right now... Goran was still making love to her. She reached a climax but it happened while her mind was invaded by visions of Servilius' and the commanding virility she felt exuding from his persona at the Imperial wedding when he was secretly rubbing his erection between her thighs.        

    Messalina couldn't sleep until late into the night. Then she had a dream. She saw herself sleeping nude in a clearing. Venus and Cupid appeared around her. The chubby, winged child was holding Mutius' scroll. 

    "You gave the wrong oath, Messalina," said Cupid titillating her body with the scroll.  

    "Young women cannot retire from the world of love," whispered Venus in Messalina's ear.

    "Exclusive love is against Nature," echoed the divine child.

    "Love is a cosmic force which must expand in every direction, inspiring and touching all of mankind," continued the Goddess.

    "We now free you from the oath, Messalina," said Cupid leaving the scroll on her body.  

    "Go, and give your joy to every man," concluded Venus with a luminous smile. Then she glided away followed by Cupid happily flying around her.

    A strong light flashed through Messalina's eyes. She woke up. It was close to noon. Goran was already dressed and prepared to go back to his gladiators' college. As soon as he realized she was awake, he kneeled down at her bedside, taking her hand and kissing it. He asked her to forgive him, promising never to read her letters again, and repeating the oath of eternal love which they exchanged in the park.

    As Goran kissed her with all of his love, Messalina's heart was throbbing. She just had confused memory of her dream, but she remembered the thrill she felt while thinking of Servilius. Suddenly, she wanted Goran to go away. She had to write a message to Mutius in a hurry, telling him that she was obsessed with Servilius as well and she was eager to meet him that same night. With the heightened perceptions of a man in love, Goran sensed that Messalina's mind was elsewhere. His heart bled under the painful bites of jealousy. Who was the mysterious knight obsessed with her? A former lover? A man who would do anything to take her away from him?

    "Ye Odin!" he thought. "Why are you tormenting me?"

    Messalina put up her most convincing loving face as she escorted him to the gate of her mansion.

    "Don't forget to come to the Flaminius for my fight on the Ides," he said hugging her.

    "Of course...," she answered barely realizing what he was talking about.

    "I'll not be able to see you until after the bout."

    "I know," she said quite casually. 

    "Are you going to miss me?"

    "I don't want to talk about it," she said. "Please go now Goran, before I burst into tears."

    She gave him a quick kiss, then she ran back to the mansion.

    With mixed feelings the young Goth watched the luscious Roman patrician girl entering the main door. She looked so sincere that he felt relieved, and hurried down the Aventine Hill cheering to all the Gods of his land. 

    Messalina sent her message to Mutius. Later she ate a light lunch, ordered her ancillae to prepare a foam bath, and put her hairdressers and masseuses on stand by. She was then bathed and attended while waiting for the pander's answer, getting more excited by the hour.  

Mutius' messenger, a young man from Cappadocia (a Roman region of today's Turkey) called Fidatus Novus, arrived at the Valerian mansion about an hour before sunset.

    He delivered to the princess a small package and a scroll from Mutius. She unsealed the scroll with trembling hands. Yes! Servilius agreed! Messalina was expected in his villa on the Mons Oppius (one of Rome's seven hills inside the pomerium) at her earliest convenience.

    Mutius' message also contained some instructions for her to keep the whole matter confidential. She had to leave her mansion on her own litter and switch to Mutius' litter when Fidatus asked her to do so. In the package she found a black veil which Mutius wanted her to wear over her head while switching litters and all the way to Servilius's mansion, and keep it on until she entered the knight's private chamber.    

    At dusk, in a double silk tunic covered by a common paenula (long hooded cape,) Messalina stepped into her litter, closed the curtains and laid down on the pillows. Preceded by Fidatus holding a torch and serving as guide, the litterbearers slowly descended the Aventine Hill. No one noticed a young man wrapped in a hooded sagum following the litter about ten paces behind it. But that man was Goran the Goth... Shortly after noon, when he breathlessly reached his college by running all the way across Rome, jealousy began devouring again every fiber of his body. Nevertheless, since jealousy is a powerful motivating force of human actions, it gave him that extra boldness necessary to convince the supervisor to grant him a one-night extension of his leave. Goran ran back to the Aventine and hid on the winding street leading up to the Valerian mansion until he saw Messalina stepping into her litter and he followed her. He wanted to know who that knight was! He needed to know what role the knight was playing in her life and what she was doing when he (Goran) wasn't around. Being so young, he had no idea that anything a man—or a woman—does when blinded by jealousy could only have destructive and nefarious consequences.

    In the backyard of Fidatus' family's carpenter business, the Valerian princess was asked to put on the black veil and switch litter. On the Mons Oppius Servilius' guards opened the gate of his villa to Fidatus preceding the new litter, and closed it right away. Goran, who wasn't fooled by the litter switch, remained outside the walls of the villa.

    With her long, black veil over her head, Messalina was shown by Fidatus into the villa. The messenger, whose head was covered by a hood, delivered her to the three bodyguards who Mutius appointed to protect her from Servilius' possible injuries. While Fidatus went out and told the litterbearers to go back home, the three bodyguards silently took a shivering Messalina into the vestibulum and prepared her for her session with Servilius.

    They took off her paenula and buckled a thick dog collar around her neck over the black veil which covered her from head to knees concealing her face. Then they removed her double tunic and stripped her quite roughly from her loincloth. Nude under the black veil, her feet still wearing her gilded high-heeled sandals, Messalina felt invaded by strong emotions but didn't say a word. Two bodyguards grabbed her by the arms and lifted her veil, opening their eyes wide at the sight of her incomparable body. The other one, a burly man who acted as the chief of the detail, patted the vast triangle of her pubic hair in order to raise its black curls, then he forced her to part her thighs and brusquely stuck two fingers into her. She gasped. He rubbed her deep inside until lubrication become abundant, whereupon he retrieved his fingers and sniffed them, checking that her odor smelled healthy and uncontaminated by infections. Satisfied, he hooked a leash to one of the rings of her collar.

    Flanked by the other two men, the splendid 17-year-old patrician was slowly lead on the leash through a long darkened corridor until they stopped in front of a heavy wooden door.

    "You'll have to shout HELP really loud, many times if you want us to intervene," said the burly man who held the leash.

    A highly-roused Messalina took a deep breath, and nodded.

    The man opened the door and led her into Servilius' special chamber.

    The knight was there but she didn't see him. The huge chamber was lit by twelve cylindric oil lamps—flames surrounded by red glass—attached on two opposite wooden walls of the room. Charcoal burning in a massive iron brazier diffused additional red glow through the room. A round wooden pillar solidly standing floor-to-ceiling in the center of the area was the only visible item, but the chamber was divided by a large curtain behind which Messalina didn't know what else was there. The burly man hooked the other end of her leash to a ring fixed to the pillar. Hearing the door being locked from outside, Messalina startled. Her heart fluttering, she felt a sudden contraction of her vagina and a flow of lubrication running down her thighs.

    "Walk around the pillar," ordered Servilius from a darkened corner. She looked to the direction of the voice. Through the black veil covering her face Messalina vaguely distinguished a man in a short tunic, but recognized Servilius' powerful physique. Now he had her where he wanted, and she had no choice but to play his game. She regained her posture and elegantly circled the wooden post. Her leash got shorter and shorter as it tightened around the pillar causing her to end up embracing it. Servilius approached her from behind and began caressing and feeling her bottom, heavily breathing from his nostrils, enjoying the contact with that flesh he had so much desired and richly paid for.

    "Why did you cancel our appointment the other day?"

    "To make you mad with lust."

    "What about your lust?"

    "I got mad as well just by waiting to be with you," answered Messalina clutching her arms around the pillar, undulating her hips, relishing the power of the dominant male. He spread her cheeks pinching and scratching her crack all the way to her hairy crotch, rubbing and pulling her pubic hair, penetrating her wetness with his fingers, biting her shoulders and ripping her veil with his teeth. Murmuring nasty words in response to her moans, he kneeled down and bit her protruding buttocks all over, burying his face in between, mercilessly gnashing her sensuous areola while stroking her phenomenal erected clitoris with his fingers, making the beautiful princess screaming and bursting with orgasms.

    Seeing his prey losing control, Servilius entirely ripped off her veil from her face and forcefully kissed her on her mouth, almost strangling her by the yanks of her collar, but receiving her blazing response as she deeply sucked his tongue, engulfing the kiss with her passion. Intoxicated by her hot, savory saliva, the knight picked up a rigid leather paddle and began spanking her, redding her lovely cheeks in a matter of seconds. Instead of screaming Messalina pushed her bottom outward challenging him to hit her harder. Infuriated yet amazed by her pride, he paddled her with greater force. Waves of ardent sensations reverberated on her genitals at every blow leading her to another overwhelming climax. He unhooked the leash from her collar. She turned and hugged him, kissing him again, frantically trying to get his big erection to enter her.

    "Hurt me! Shove it inside me!" she exclaimed. 

    Servilius snatched her wrists away from him and forced Messalina to grab two iron bars sticking out from the pillar high above her head. Holding herself up, she immediately entwined her legs around his hips but he teasingly avoided impaling her. He kissed and licked and squeezed her firm, fully-developed breasts, rubbing her amazing long nipples very tight in his fingers, biting and pulling them while she came again just by feeling his hard shaft slipping around her vulva and between her inflamed cheeks.  

    While she was still moaning in orgasm, he dragged her by the collar away from the pillar and forcefully pulled the curtain open. Messalina could hardly see the strange wooden scaffold bolted to the floor in that part of the big chamber because Servilius laid her down on her back over a short, narrow, padded board built on the center of the scaffold at about two spans from the floor. He quickly hooked the back ring of her collar to a span-long chain attached to the board. Then he got hold of the two ends of a leather belt fixed on both sides of the board and buckled them tight around her waist. Panting, she understood what was about to happen and opened her legs and arms, raising them, allowing him to constrict her wrists, thighs, knees and ankles with other leather belts and straps attached to movable wooden parts of the black scaffold until she was completely tied up, in her shiny sandals but with her genitals fully exposed to his fury.

    Through an ingenious system constructed with various notched wheels, worm gears and winding ropes, Servilius was able to raise the lower end of the padded board, pull down the props under her ankles, move the straps holding her knees and pulling them against her shoulders, opening her legs at will.

    "You still want me to hurt you?" asked the knight, glancing with a smirk of satisfaction to her open, raised pelvis, and to her fantastic clitoris sticking up from the top of her vulva entirely surrounded by the greatest bush of natural pubic hair he'd even seen—an attribute that immensely aroused any true Roman womanizer.   

    "Yeah... make me scream," murmured Messalina still on the edge of another orgasm, raising her head to the full range of the chain attached to the back of her collar.  

    From a round bar crossing the scaffold above her body Servilius rolled down two chains both ending with nipples clamps. He then moved between her legs, stroked his erection over her open labia and savagely copulated her. As she began climaxing and screaming right away, he tightened the clamps on her nipples and pulled the two chains thus stretching her nipples upward, making her scream even louder. While she reached a higher ecstasy, he pulled the two chains to apply further torment to her nipples, provoking in her pelvis a series of vaginal contractions which lusciously squeezed his hard shaft and tightened at every additional little pull of the chains.

    Despite the sensational response of her genitals, her moans and incitements and the limited yet powerful pelvic thrusts she could return in her constrained conditions, he kept humping her for a long time without coming, pulling and releasing the two chains with one hand while rubbing her throbbing clitoris with the other, hammering her brains out. As he felt close to ejaculating, he pulled the two chains stretching her nipples as much as possible, and fixed the chains to the transversal bar. After a few devastating thrusts, he withdrew from her, and plunged with his face on her open vulva, eating and sucking her fully engorged erectile organ adding pleasure to pleasure.

    In the throes of continuous orgasmic throbs, she was now ready to enjoy everything he would do to her. He took a small cylindric clamp made of pure gold and tightened it around her clitoris. Then he flicked its protruding tip with his tongue while watching her grimaces of joy and feeling the spasms of her vaginal tract with his fingers, circling and wringing her cervix, pressing her upper mucosa, making her squirt like a small, enchanting Roman fountain. Her fabulous spurting juices; her sensuous voice telling him sweet words of submission; and the sheer beauty of the quivering female animal he held in his power, pushed him to further fulfill the fantasies his mind developed when he met her at the Imperial wedding. And she glanced at him with such loving eyes, that no man could resist giving her his heart.

    "Ravage me, Servilius," she moaned in the supreme delirium of her flesh. "Pour all of your lust on me...."

    Inflamed by her words, he bent over her between the chains attached to her nipples and recklessly kissed her on the mouth, and bit her tongue and lips and cheeks. 

    "I'm going to make you suffer the living daylights," he murmured with a ferocious grimace which made her gasp in anticipation.

    "Do that, Servilius. I'm yours."

    "Totally mine?"

    "Yes! You can keep me here as much as you want."

    "What about Mutius?" he asked her.

    "I don't care!" panted Messalina stroking her face on his chin. "I don't care! I don't care!" 

    Servilius moved back and opened a small trunk lined with red silk, containing several objects. He picked up a large olysbos expressly designed with a wide hollow inside its tip and a short, wooden knob on the other side. Kneeling down in front of her, he licked her gold-clamped clitoris intensifying her climatic moans. She rose her head and watched him as he showed her the tip of the instrument. By pushing the knob, two smoothly-spiked, golden semi-cones visible in the inner borders of the hollow, would tighten and remain tight unless another push on the knob released the mechanism. 

    Messalina was too far gone to understand what he was talking about but she felt electrified when Servilius inserted the big object deep into her vagina and pushed the knob, clamping her cervix with the two golden semi-cones, releasing and pushing the knob until her whole body shuddered with a tremendous orgasm, jolting at every bite of the clamps. He attached the olysbos to her thighs with two small belts to prevent it from sliding out, then he fetched a long pin from the trunk.   

    While Messalina's bewitching wails of ecstasy pervaded the room, Servilius began stinging her with the pin by delivering a series of very rapid little pricks on her inner thighs, on her raised buttocks, on her swollen labia stretched around the olysbos, and eventually on the tender flesh of her upper vulva and finally on tip of her clamped red bud, causing a new high to Messalina's already climaxing genitals, enhancing the stinging sensations by pushing the knob of the magical instrument with the palm of the other hand while inserting two fingers of that same hand into her twitching anus.

    Not even all the Gods of Olympus could have driven Messalina to such an extreme delight, magnified by ever-increasing tremors spreading to every part of her body and erupting whenever Servilius' masterful domination reached the threshold of madness. And that threshold he was about to surpass as he slid his fingers out of her rear-end and opened a wicker basket placed on the floor close to the scaffold. An Egyptian cobra, whose teeth had been all extracted along with his poison glands, flicked his forked tongue on Servilius' fingers and slipped out of the basket following Messalina's scent.

    The trained snake for this purpose quickly found his way to her rear-entry and forced his head inside. The princess startled. Unable to see what had just penetrated her rectum, she went with the sensation and gazed at Servilius rotating her eyes, panting I'm yours! I'm yours! While her body was shattered by the intense convulsions of her flesh, Servilius pricked her again with the pin focusing on her expanded areola. He kept her on the peak of pleasure hitting the knob to enhance her deep vibrations, sharing her climax in his mind, picturing the cobra feeling her deep inside with his scraping tongue, and watching the royal snake retrieving his head to breathe and plunging it again into her to continue his feeding frenzy.

    Conquered himself by the outlandish reactions of the superior female specimen he conquered beyond his wildest dreams, Servilius stepped back. Fighting with his own emotions which were softening his heart, he got hold of a long whip and cracked it in the air.

    Thrilled and excited by the power of his determination, she nodded repeatedly mouthing Do it! Whip me! Ecstatic, the dominat male began whipping her with fantastic precision, avoiding the cobra, but hitting the rose bud sticking out of her gold clitoral clamps, her hairy pubic bone, her jerking abdomen, and the clamps attached to her nipples. At every lash, Messalina gasped but glanced at Servilius with her loving eyes, telling him her desire to belong to him and relish with him the ultimate explosion of their lust.

    "Scream!" he shouted whipping her.

    The young princess shook her head, then blew him a kiss. He whipped her again. The pleasure she was feeling from the cobra, the pulling clamps and the magical olysbos shielded her from the excruciating pain of the lashes. He insisted—Scream! Scream!

    "Beg me," she said with a tempting smile.

    Ah! What a gutsy woman!—he thought. How dare she? Is she conquering her master? Yes, she is, she is!
    "Beg me...," repeated the amazing princess with a soft voice feeling her climax bursting again as she sensed being close to her victory.

    Servilius bent over, trying to resist her spell; then he rose the whip but froze right away. He needed her to scream.

    "I beg you, Messalina... Scream!"

    Her joy transpired from her face and from all parts of her body. He whipped her. She screamed! He whipped her again. She screamed louder and louder releasing her orgasm through her mouth.

    Suddenly, a crashing noise! A small door behind the scaffold broke open. Goran the Goth bust into the room holding a gladium!
    "Messalina!" he shouted rushing towards her. 

    "Go away!" she roared in a rage.

    In an instant Goran slashed the cobra's head with a single blow, then turned to Servilius. The knight tried to whip him hard on his armed hand. With his instincts honed in the arena, the young gladiator grabbed the whip, pulled the knight towards him and stabbed him twice right in the chest. Servilius wide-opened his eyes and gazed at Messalina.

    "Servilius! No! Noo!" she sreamed.

    Blood spurted from her master's mouth. He staggered, then he fell dead on the floor. Frozen in sheer horror Messalina stared at the man who possessed her like no one before. Before she could articulate any sound, Goran quickly cut the belts holding her wrists and legs. Now she fully realized what had happened. 

    "Help! HELP!" she shouted. The door of the chamber slammed open. The burly man hurried into the room followed by one of the bodyguards. Goran turned to them. While Messalina rapidly unbuckled her waist belt and removed the nipple clamps and the olysbos from her body, the burly man and the bodyguard hurled against the intruder. Quick as a wild tiger, the Goth dodged the attacks. Then after a brief struggle he killed them both.

    Meanwhile, Messalina rushed to Servilius' corpse who was lying on the floor in a pool of blood. Weeping and murmuring love words she tenderly raised his face and kissed him, oblivious of Goran's deadly fight with Mutius' two bodyguards.

    "So, who was this guy?" asked Goran coming back to her with a disdainful grimace. 

    "Go away, murderer," answered Messalina without looking at him.

    "You betrayed me!" he exclaimed in outrage.

    "Get out of my life!" she snarled cuddling Servilius' dead head.

    Goran gasped. He raised his blood-dripping gladium, trembling with jealousy, ready to chop her head off. But before he could deliver the fatal blow, the third of Mutius' bodyguards rushed into the chamber and crashed into the gladiator's back. Messalina ducked the blow. The two men rolled on the floor. A firm hand dragged her away from Servilius' corpse. She recognized Fidatus, Mutius' messenger.

    "Come! Quick!" he said.

    Still in shock the nude princess followed Fidatus through the broken back door. They ran through a darkened corridor, then down a short spiral staircase, and out to the back of the garden into the night.

    "What happened?" asked a breathless Messalina as Fidatus pushed her up on the exterior wall.

    "Let's get out of here!" he said while shouts of Servilius' guards were heard close to the front door of the villa.

    Messalina went over the wall and jumped down on the other side. She squatted, chattering for the cool temperature and peeing to release the strong emotions she had been through. Fidatus leapt down the wall next to her and looked around. Under the light of the half moon he detected a path behind some bushes, then he waited for Messalina to finish urinating and put his leather vest on her.

    "What happened?" asked him Messalina.

    "I heard some noise and I went to have a look in the back yard. I noticed the small door open and...."

    "Did you see the massacre?"

    "No. When I came in I saw the two bodyguards dead on the floor and the other one fighting with a blond guy. I just thought to get you out of that mess in a hurry." 

    "Servilius has been killed!"

    "Shit! Was he the man bleeding in your arms?" 

    "Yes... The blond guy did it."

    Mutius' messenger shuddered. The murder of a Roman knight was definitively a dangerous matter for anyone to get involved with—especially for a patrician woman. The Vigiles (Roman night police) would probably come over there pretty fast. Messalina stood up. The young man rapidly untied her sandals from her ankles, and handed them to her. She tied them together and placed them around her neck. The messenger grabbed the princess by the arm and led her down the path. Reaching a winding street, he recognized the neighborhood and spurred her to run faster. 

    Nude from the waist down, Messalina followed Fidatus to the botton of the Oppian Hill. He sheltered her in the warehouse of his family's carpenter business, then he rushed to Mutius' house, woke up the pander and informed him of the facts. 

    Mutius was understandably shocked. The death of his two bodyguards saddened him greatly; as for the fate of the third one, a man from Cappadocia (a region of modern Turkey) called Granitius, who was fighting with the murderer when the messenger fled the crime scene with Messalina, the Byzantine prayed that he could escape unscathed.

    "What did she tell you about the assassin?" asked Mutius.

    "Never seen before," answered Fidatus. "She said that she saw the blond man bursting into the chamber and attacking the knight. She screamed for help and the two bodyguards came in. The blond guy killed your two men as well, than turned to her. When he was about to behead her, Granitius charged him from behind and they fell to the floor. That's when I came in. I saw the nude princess in tears over Servilius' bleeding body and the only thing I wanted to do was to get her out of there."

    "Good decision, Fidatus," said Mutius, pensively. 

    "It's obvious that Messalina had nothing to do with the murderer otherwise she wouldn't have been weeping over Servilius' body," claimed the messenger.

    "Of course...," said Mutius fiddling his beard.

    "I think she was in love with the knight."

    "Yeah...," said Mutius thinking about the commotion such a horrible event was about to provoke. If the involvement of the Valerian princess could be proven, the consequences would be impossible to hush up, not only for her but also for himself. His pandering commerce and the license he was expecting to be signed shortly under Drusilla's auspices could be both severely jeopardized. Moreover, if the police thought that he set up the knight, his life in Rome would turn into a nightmare.

    "She was nude, uh?" asked the pander.

    "Yes!" said Fidatus, his eyes blazing just by remembering her beautiful derriere was when he pushed her up over the wall.

    "So, she left all of her things over there...," commented the Byzantine.

    "Well... not everything. She still had her shoes on."

    That made the situation a little better. Good shoemakers are easy to trace, and used shoes could reveal the owner's identity.

    "How was she dressed when you took her there?" asked Mutius.

    "Hmm... she had a cloak, and a black veil over her head."

    "A fancy cloak?"

    "Not really, but it was dark... Are you afraid that her clothes could place her on the scene?"

    "Yeah...." 

    "Don't worry boss... That's impossible. Without witnesses the case has no ground and not one of Servilius guards saw my face." 

    Mutius nodded. Fidatus Novus was up to his name (Fidatus means Trustworthy in Latin) and swore never to say a word about the Valerian princess being at the villa when the crime was perpetrated. Mutius gave his loyal messenger a tunic and a warm cloak for Messalina and told him to go pick her up and escort her to her house on foot in order to avoid litterbearers to recognize him with a woman anywhere near the Mons Oppius.

In the meantime at the knight's mansion, Goran killed Granitius, the third of Mutius' bodyguards, but he was overwhelmed by Servilius' men and delivered to a patrol of Vigiles who rushed to the villa within an hour from the onslaught.

    The young Goth didn't deny his responsibility but he stubbornly kept his mouth sealed; he gave no explanation for his crimes nor any clues about Messalina's role. He was brought in chains to the police station. From two tattoos that all gladiators carried on their arms, the night-cops discovered that he belonged to Sempronius Vatia's stable. The college supervisor was questioned and revealed Goran's name.

    At dawn, the Vigiles turned over the case to the Urban Cohort—a body of 3000 men in charge of serious crimes under the command of a Prefect of the City appointed by the Emperor. The Goth was charged with the murder of a Roman knight and three unknown men. As soon as Vatia was informed that one of his gladiators committed a heinous crime, he hurried to the UC headquarter claiming jurisdiction according to gladiatorial laws. The City Prefect Velleius Paterculus, well-aware that the gladiators' council could only sentence the murderer to death in the arena, agreed.

    Despite severe beatings by the UC agents, Goran didn't answer any question about the motive of his crime; he just repeated over and over that it was a private matter. Vatia saved him from torture and quickly transferred him to the Porticus Metellis on a covered carriage driven and escorted by Vatia's bodyguard of gladiators.

    The news of the bewildering murder of a knight had already spread, and a small crowd of angry citizens gathered outside the front door of the UC headquarter demanding immediate justice. Velleius Paterculus had to come out to cool down overheated souls. He announced that Quintus Publius Servilius, the knight, had been murdered and that the murderer was captured. Under pressure, the Prefect revealed the name of the culprit: Goran the Goth, the young gladiator, who carried on a personal vendetta with no political overtones. The crowd got very excited. They knew about gladiatorial jurisdiction and cheered when Vatia's supervisor announced that the murderer would fight to death with other criminal gladiators at the Amphitheater Flaminius during the next big show scheduled for the Ides of January. 

    Velleius ordered his detectives to go up to Servilius' villa and investigate the facts searching for evidence of possible accomplices. Ten UC agents reached the villa on a carriage and began their job. Servilius was a Sicilian self-made man with no relatives in Rome. He was married to a Greek woman who was living in the Servilius' mansion in Syracuse, Sicily, with two children. His corpse was already laying on a wooden stretcher ready to be carried to his funeral pyre.

    Mutius' slain bodyguards were still grotesquely sprawled on the floor in their own desiccated blood. According to Mutius' instructions, Servilius told his guards that he personally hired the three men, but didn't say their names to them. The UC agents found no clues of the dead bodyguards' identity and saw no reason to doubt the guards' version of the facts. 

    Servilius' guards revealed that a woman was carried over to the villa in a lectica, but her head was veiled and they couldn't even be sure she wasn't a man. The litterbearers left right away. Their guide (Fidatus) remained on the premises but his face was covered by a hood. The guards didn't know his name; since their duty was limited to the surveillance of the garden, they just saw the guide going to sleep in a small guest house. The UC agents found several female garments in the vestibulum and were told that many women used to visit Servilius on a regular basis. Meanwhile, the knight's personal valets and ancillae, who had been all sent out for the night, came back. In tears they sincerely mourned their master.

    Soon the garden was crowded by knights, clients, bankers, freedmen in charge of Servilius' businesses, and even some senators—Cathegus among them. The latter was informed that the murder was committed for personal reasons by a gladiator, but didn't believe the official version. He was admitted to Servilius' study to investigate business relationships and official commissions from the Senate. With Servilius' administrator's consent, Cathegus got access to various scrolls, documents and correspondence. He quickly skimmed through these items, and fill up a large bag with them.

    Macro arrived at the villa with a small escort in order to assess the situation and report to Caligula. Many knights swarmed around him by the gate demanding a sweeping investigation of the case and a State funeral for Servilius. The Chief of Staff promised to give full powers to the Prefect of the City, but maintained that a State funeral was inappropriate and suggested that the ceremony should be handled by the Ordo Equester. On his way out Cathegus noticed the small crowd around Macro. The senator approached him and took him aside for a personal yet animated conversation.

Meanwhile, in the Forum, several associates of the boni began spreading all sorts of rumors about Servilius' murder, insinuating that the crime was engineered by the Emperor.

    As any kind of slander always leaves "something" behind, the strategy of the boni enjoyed some success even among the populace of the Subura. With their usual malignant approach to politics the boni smeared Caligula alleging that he was mad, claiming that his concubines seduced Servilius with magic love filters, then played outrageous sexual games, reducing the knight to a shred of a man, and then opened the door of the villa to the assassin.

    Knowing that fantasies about sexual excesses of famous people stick for long time in the less educated minds and grow larger as a consequence of everyone's natural desire to maximize any rumor, the clever slanderers pushed the envelope quite far. They implied the murder of children, tortures of innocent slaves, the sacrilegious defloration of the entire Vestal college, and named various women of the Emperor's entourage such as Pyrallis, Nymphidia, Cordus' daughter Marcia, the whole Prostitutes' Guild, and even princess Drusilla, picturing them as a bunch of obsessed vixens who plotted with Caligula to assassinate anyone who still approved of Augustus' moral crusade. 

    Back to his office in the Forum, Macro was informed of the rumors. He dismissed the sexual/moral allegations as nonsense, but listened with interest to one of his special agents who heard that the motive behind Servilius' murder was due to the knight's business with Britannia.  

    "The day before his death," said the special agent, "Servilius cancelled a huge State-guaranteed ten-year contract for the supply of goods and weaponry to King Tudorus which the Emperor signed in favor of the knight before New Year. The rumors allege that Caligula, now married with Tudorus' daughter, got mad and ordered the assassination."

    "Why?" asked Macro. "The Emperor could grant the same exclusive deal to other knights who would be quite interested in making a hefty profit with a State-guaranteed contract."

    "That could be difficult," said the agent. "Apparently Servilius told the Ordo Equester that political ties with Britannia aren't going to last. Since Servilius' ten-year supplies have to be bartered with Britannian goods up to about half of the entire gross revenue of the contract, any intervening crisis in Roman-Britannian relationships would offer Tudorus a motive to avoid delivering his barter goods."

    Macro had no knowledge of the exact provisions of the contract, nor any idea why Servilius thought that Roman ties with Britannia were doomed to unravel. Nevertheless, he thought that these kinds of rumors against Caligula could be far more damaging among the business community than silly allegations of sexual extravagances which most Romans actually admired in their leaders—not only because they were a good excuse for exciting satires and songs, but also because leaders who don't satisfy their sexual appetite were considered whimps or impotent, and unfit to rule a powerful Empire.

    With a small Praetorian escort, Macro rode right away to the Palace. In the atrium he was halted by Herbertus, the chief of Caligula's Batavian guard, who asked him to dismiss his escort. Macro tried to force his rank upon the German warrior, but the stubborn Herbertus—a faithful executor of the Emperor's orders—saw no reasons to grant any privilege to the Chief of Staff. Macro excused his escort, then, surrounded by a dozen of hard-looking Batavians, he followed Herbertus to Caligula's quarters.

    "Why should I have anything to do with Servilius' death?" asked an annoyed Caligula when Macro informed him about the facts and the rumors. "He was a precious business partner of the Empire."

    Macro told him about the cancellation of Servilius' exclusive contract with Britannia. Caligula frowned; he didn't know anything about cancellations. He called Vibius Lutatius, Chief of the Imperial Office in charge of Britannia, but the man hadn't received any official letter from Servilius. Lutatius however pointed out that since the knight was dead, the contract had to be re-negotiated with other parties.

    "Think about the mess I'm in with my wife and Tudorus because of Servilius' death," said Caligula to Macro. "Do you think I wanted him dead and really jeopardize the strategic future of the Empire in the Northern Frontier?"

    "I understand...," commented Macro. "Shouldn't you give the boni some kind of scapegoat to keep them quiet?"

    "They'll never keep quiet, Macro. Slander is the only political agenda they have. How else could these blood-thirsty right-wingers ever dream to strip me of my imperium without destroying everything in the process and feel good about themselves?"

    Macro shook his head. Caligula was a very intelligent man but no scheming politician, he thought.

    "What could I do to appease these imbeciles?" asked a sarcastic Caligula sensing that Macro was questioning his political skills. 

    "They'll settle for some kind of measure on morality."

    "Such as...?"

    "I wouldn't repeal Tiberius' ban on barefoot attendance to the games, and you could ban sexually offensive literature or cancel the privileges of the Prostitutes' Guild."

    "Aha! Here they go again...," grimaced the young Emperor. "That's what their morals are all about! Sex, sex and sex! Ban, cancel, destroy, repress, prevent, slander, persecute, imprison, exile, execute anyone who doesn't share their hypocritical views. Is that morality? Don't make me laugh!"

    Caligula stood up and walked around the room in his long purple toga. Macro shook his head and stood up as well. Caligula stopped and pointed his finger at him. 

    "Let me tell you something from my heart, Macro: I'll die a happy man before doing anything so sordid!"

    The Emperor walked to the terrace and gazed at the city he loved so much. It was hard for him to understand why the boni consumed their energy in fighting the Imperial rule instead of joining forces with him for the glory of Rome. Why were they so obsessed with depriving people from sexual liberty? Would the whole society collapse if people's instincts weren't thwarted by sexual morals? What about the military? What about that fantastic war machine known—and feared—throughout the world as the Roman Army? Wasn't the prospect of raping all women of conquered towns the fundamental extra fuel for the soldiers' courage, discipline and obedience? For centuries, even before the foundation of Rome, no commander of any nation has ever been so fool as to prohibit his soldiers from possessing any woman at hand reach. And what about Roman women? Didn't they seek carnal pleasure with a variety of lovers with the same thirst as Roman men? Wasn't the same happening all over the Empire? So...? Why did the boni find it is necessary to constrain the people's instincts in order to gain and maintain power? Nostalgia of Augustus' moral crusades? Well... Caligula's great-grandfather, the noble Emperor Augustus, found Rome a city of bricks and left it a city of marble. But his great-grandson dismissed the notion that the marvelous city lying at his feet was shining in all her marbles as a consequence of Augustus' repressive morals.

    Caligula rose his arms to the sky.

    "Jupiter! Jupiter!" he exclaimed. "Give me the strength to fight these bastards until my last ounce of blood dries in my veins!"

    Upon receiving a positive response from the great God, Caligula walked around the terrace and reached the window of Ladyssa's quarters. She was reading but saw him and left the sewn-sheet book on her desk. Sashaying like a courtesan, she approached him.

    "What's your answer, honey?" asked Caligula with a mischievous grin. 

    "Always and forever... yesss."

    With his heart bursting with joy, the Emperor kissed his gorgeous Britannian wife, lover and seductress who melted in his arms like a woman in love.

* * *

CHAPTER ELEVEN

As soon as the news of Servilius' assassination began leaking from the Urban Cohort headquarter, the boni Cato Nepos and Fabius Lentulus rushed to Cathegus' house on the Carinae and met with the young senator. 

    The three of them, all obdurate enemies of the Imperial rule and diehard Republicans, didn't waste any time. They sent out their agents to spread rumors against Caligula and dispatched messengers to call other prominent boni for a urgent political meeting to be held the whole day at Cathegus'. Since the latter knew Servilius quite well, he went up to the knight's villa on the Mons Oppius in order to assess the situation.

    Among Servilius' documents he found two copies of the State-guaranteed contract with King Tudorus along with the draft of a letter addressed to Vibius Lutatius at the Imperial Office for Britannian affairs, by which the late knight cancelled that contract because of the extreme risk that Tudorus or the other Britannian kings would not comply with their end of the deal. 

    On his way out, upon a brief conversation with Macro, Cathegus spurred his litterbearers to run back to his house. Several member of his Republican party—senator Tullius Sergius, Judge Erminius Sanga, Questor Licinius Scaevola, Censor Publicola Tuditani, the knights Caecilius Curius, Pompeius Glabrio and Lucius Vettius—had joined the meeting and had been already informed by Cato Nepos and Fabius Lentulus. Cathegus' discovery of the Britannian connection was greeted with enthusiasm by the Republicans. Even though it was clear that Servilius' cancellation letter wasn't even written in final form, and the Emperor couldn't possibly know anything about it, it gave the boni the opportunity to smear Caligula with another bogus motive for the crime.

    While more news about the young murderer were coming in on a regular basis, Caecilius Curius, a prominent member of the Ordo Equester council, proposed to forge Servilius' signature and concoct a fake document with a prior date by which the late knight informed the council of a plot between Caligula and his father-in-law King Tudorus to pilfer the Roman goods upon arrival in Britannia. Curius' vicious plan was unanimously approved. 

    The smear campaign to cash in political benefits from Servilius' death was launched at full speed. Other agents were sent out to pile up slander upon slander against the Emperor. Judge Sanga was charged by the Republicans to contact Sempronius Vatia at the gladiatorial college and try to talk with Goran the Goth in order to extract any word that could be twisted to support more damaging rumors. Questor Licinius Scaevola left for the UC headquarter in order to get first-hand information about the investigation.  Censor Publicola Tuditani—a tall, rugged man who despite his high position among Roman magistrates was known for playing villain roles in the ludi scaenici as a hobby—promised to look for possible deserters among Caligula's inner circle since he had special access to Drusilla for he was playing the role as Judge Khursos in her piece.

    During a pause of the meeting Cathegus took Publicola aside and asked him to check whether Drusilla was still in good terms with her brother.

    "Why do you think she shouldn't?" asked Publicola.

    "Her position is threatened by Caligula's Britannian wife and I know she was sour with him at the wedding. Tell her that I admire her...."

    Having been among the guests at the official banquet after the Imperial Council, Publicola knew that Cathegus' gave a saucy cunnilingus to the Julian princess.   

    "You still have her scent in your mouth, uh?" grinned Publicola brushing Cathegus' lips.

    "No...," lied the senator. "Last night I had a premonition that she'll be valuable to our cause. If I could meet her in private I'm sure she'd trust me with confidential matters which we could use against her brother."

    "Why?"

    "I know a little secret about her...," answered Cathegus thinking that he'd drive her crazy through asphyxiation the same way he saw Macro and Tysios doing to her at the banquet.

    Publicola doubted that Cathegus could succeed in getting Drusilla to betray her brother, nonetheless it was worth trying anything to gain some advantage in the struggle to restore the Republic. Then, with all the other conspirators, they began devising various plans to assassinate Caligula.

But Caligula was a lucky man.... 

    The prior evening, while Servilius carried on his fatal encounter with Messalina, the Emperor called in Metellus Gabinius and Publius Certicus, two of the Scouts fanatically devoted to the Master of Rome. He entrusted them with a secret mission which the two youngsters enthusiastically welcomed. For the whole night they were to stake out Cathegus house on the Carinae and take note of the movements of the senator's guards and check out any possible access to the garden. Caligula didn't tell them the real purpose of their mission which he planned in preparation of Drusilla's secret job with Cathegus.

    As a result, Gabinius and Certicus successfully accomplished their assignment and remained around the senators' house until dawn. At sunrise, unaware of Servilius' murder, they began seeing people—the boni and the Republicans—rushing to Cathegus' residence. Hiding in view of the gate, the two youths recognized some of them and especially Censor Publicola Tuditani whose massive silhouette and tough face was known among theater fans. Smelling some fishy business, Gabinius hung around the house to keep track of the frantic movements, while Certicus followed two agents of the boni down to the Forum and found out about Servilius' murder and the rumors which the two agents were spreading around among the crowd.

    At noon, Certicus rushed to the Carinae and informed Gabinius about the facts. They quickly decided to go back to the Palace and report to Caligula. Upon their arrival, the Chamberlain looked into the study, then on the terrace and eventually found the Emperor engaged in conversation with his wife in her quarters.

    The information gathered by Certicus and Gabinius now shed a revealing light on the events. The two young scouts provided Caligula with the first evidence of the size of the Republican conspiracy and some names—Cathegus of course, Cato Nepos whose huge beak nose was recognizable from the distance, the knight Caecilius Curius who was an old friend of Gabinius' family, and naturally Censor Publicola Tuditani. Caligula knew about Cathegus and Nepos but the involvement of Tuditani was quite a surprise. The Censor was considered a bizarre character but politically a moderate.

    However, the slandering rumors were obviously coordinated from Cathegus' house by the men who went there in the early hours of that day. Caligula calmed down his two enraged young agents and dismissed the idea that the boni were launching a plot to assassinate him. But he only did that so his Scouts would not take the matter in their own hands and slaughter the traitors. The Emperor made Certicus and Gabinius promise to keep quiet and then he let them go. 

    From his side, Caligula knew that the treacherous web was much larger. He had to play the game with skill and patience, waiting for his enemies to strike first in order to justify his reaction in front of the People and Senate of Rome. A vast majority of the senators were definitively on his side and hated the boni as much as he did; the people of Rome adored him, but if he'd being chopping heads without being provoked, the favorable wind could now turn into a dangerous storm against him. He had to find out date and place of the conspirators' attack, and prepare a trap to get them all in. Meanwhile, he'd push his extravagance full-speed ahead and make them mad. Mad people make mistakes—and in no way anyone should fight a defensive war against such moralistic bastards as the boni. 

    "No compromises!" shouted Caligula to Jupiter Optimus Maximus. No compromises, responded the God. Hit them hard with bold, liberal reforms; make fun of them; seduce their wives as Julius Caesar did; despise their old-fashioned rules; give total freedom to the people who love you; and spit on the faces of your "virtuous" enemies as much as you can.

    That afternoon, Prefect Velleius Paterculus and other UC agents questioned the most active panders of the Eternal City in the attempt to find out the identity of the woman who was alleged to have been with Servilius on the scene of the crime. Mutius and the others didn't provide any useful information, and reminded the investigators that their oath to Venus Pandemon proscribed them from revealing both the names of their courtesans and those of their clients under any circumstances.  

    Judge Erminius Sanga went to the gladiatorial college and was allowed to witness Goran's trial. The young gladiator proudly confirmed that he killed Servilius for personal motives. The supervisor testified that he gave the Goth a three-day permit and extended it for another night upon the gladiator's claim that he was in love. 

    "Did you believe him?" asked Sanga to the supervisor.

    "Yes. He had that spark in his eyes."

    Sanga turned to Goran: "Was love the sole motive for your crime?" 

    Goran stood silent for a while then answered... yes. Judge Sanga—who was just a guest without any jurisdiction—tried to force him to reveal the name of his lover, but Goran didn't say a word. 

    "Did you have any accomplices?" insisted the judge.

    "No," answered the young Goth with no hesitation. 

    The trial ended with the customary sentence: Goran would be locked in a cell of the college equipped with a small training yard, and wait in solitary confinement until the day he would be dragged in chains to the arena and forced to deadly combat with other morituri (gladiators who were sentenced to fight to their death.) His life could only be spared by an act of clemency of the Emperor or by killing his opponents in six consecutive bouts. In case of victory he had to accept a last challenge by any other gladiator who would come forward to dispute his triumph. Since the gladiators who won such fatal contests were regarded as demigods and received Imperial honors along with large sums of money, there was no question that other gladiators would challenge the winner of a morituri ordeal.               

    The gladiatorial sentence was affixed on the college portal, on the Rostra and on various shrines dedicated to Mars, the God of War and Warriors. By late afternoon the people of Rome cheered the successful end of the trial and began betting on the outcome of the exciting confrontation which was scheduled on the Ides of January in the Amphitheater Flaminius. Goran the Goth became an instant hero. Not only because habitual patrons of Munera Gladiatoria already noticed the young blond man winning a few times in Rome; not only because the connoisseurs appreciated the versatility of The Goth who was fighting in  both Thracian style, (equipped with a small round buckler and a dagger curved like a scythe) and as a Murmillone, (armed in Gallic fashion with large, crested, latticework helmet, shield and big, heavy sword,) usually matched as a Secutor (pursuer) against a Retiarius (net man, in short apron, large net in his right hand and trident in his left;) but especially because Goran the Goth killed a powerful knight and three bodyguards in the name of love, and saved the woman who caused his gallant reaction without revealing her name.

    The murder case became the talk of the town. It had all the ingredients to make the handsome, passionate gladiator the idol of girls and older women alike, exciting all of them with the fantasy of being the woman for whom the hero was now facing certain death in the arena. Tickets for the deadly ordeal were sold out in minutes. Within a few hours his portrait—taken from the posters of Amphitheater Flaminius—was quickly copied on small parchments or clay tablets by the scribes of publishing stores and sold by the hundreds all over the City.   

    With the active involvement of the Scouts, the rumors against Caligula were scorned as odious partisan attempts to smear the Emperor. Before sunset, the agents of the boni reported to Cathegus and the other Republican leaders that a severe backlash had to be expected if they would proceed with the slandering campaign. Questor Licinius Scaevola came back from the UC headquarter and confirmed that the Prefect of the City closed the case as soon as he was informed of the outcome of Goran's trial at the gladiatorial college. 

    Faced with these hard facts, the Republicans had to swallow the lump of defeat on the public relationship front, but confirmed their secret oath to overthrow the Emperor. Having prepared the fake letter relating the defaming motives for Servilius' cancellation of the Britannian deal, the knight Caecilius Curius went to the building of the Ordo Equester and hid the letter among other documents for later discovery.

    At dusk, Mutius sneaked into the Palace and met Drusilla. 

    "What a day, what a day...," panted the pander kissing her hand.

    "Have you been dragged into the case?" asked the princess who had been briefed by her brother on all the circumstances and names of the people involved but knew nothing about Mutius or Messalina being part of that gruesome affair.

    "Yes, of course." answered the pander. "The UC agents believe that a courtesan was the motive for Servilius' murder and questioned me and several of my colleagues in the attempt to pull out a name."

    Drusilla shot him a challenging smile: "Do you know such a name?"

    Mutius shook his head, then kissed her hands again.

    "I'm bound to a sacred oath, Drusilla. Even if I knew the name I could never reveal it. There's no torture nor amount of money that could turn me into a traitor of my own beliefs."

    The princess nodded: "You're a good man, Mutius."

    The pander bowed holding his big Byzantine boltus on his head.   

    "I'm deeply honored by your esteem," he said.

    "Did you talk to Scaurus and Cathegus?"

    "Only with Scaurus. He was shocked by Servilius' death and postponed the dinner for a while. He'll contact me again after the Ides." 

    "Hmm... Any other way to approach Cathegus?" 

    "I'll have to stay quiet for a few days...," said Mutius with a humble face.

    "I understand...," commented the princess. "How's Briseis doing? Still at your sister's?"

    "Yes, she's fine. Another couple of days of my treatment and I'll return her to you in better conditions than before." 

    "Tell her I miss her."

    "She misses you too."

    "Why don't you come over to the Palace the day after the Nonae to watch the last episode of my play?" the princess said to cheer him up. 

    "At the theater of the Apollo Library?"

    "Yes. Free entry for everyone."

    "Wow! It'll be crowded."

    "I'm reserving the first rows for our friends."

    "Hmm... I think it's better that I stay inconspicuously  among the crowd. We shouldn't advertise our friendship in these days."

    Drusilla smiled: "Byzantine to the end, uh, Mutius?"   

    Mutius returned her smile and nodded. Upon leaving the Palace he stepped into his sedan-chair and ordered the chairbearers to take him quickly to the Aventine.

    Messalina was still in tears. She had just come back from the Temple of Pluto on the Germalus (small park close to the Circus Maximus) where she mourned the death of her knight, praying the God of the Dead and throwing flowers into a deep rift in the ground which Romans regarded as a Vent of the Underworld. Mutius consoled the Valerian princess who felt responsible for Servilius' murder admitting that Goran the Goth had a three-day love affair with her just before she went to her appointment with the knight.

    "For a few eternal hours Servilius and I reached such a perfect wholeness of our senses, hearts, minds and souls...," sobbed Messalina. "We gave everything to one another. He was so noble!" She hugged Mutius and burst out crying again.

    "It's all over now...," said Mutius drying her tears with a fine handkerchief. "Feel no guilt for Servilius death. He had a great life and died at the peak of his power defending the woman who just gave him everything. How else could Fate have been more generous with him?"

    "What about that... murderer? I've heard he was caught and tried by other gladiators."

    "He'll die a hero at the Flaminius."

    "Did he say anything about me?"

    "No, don't worry."

    "I'm not worrying, Mutius. My life will be forever marked by this horrible tragedy. Shouldn't I lessen this burden I feel by coming forward to the Praetor and stand trial myself for having destroyed two lives?"

    "You've done no wrong, honey. You've just been an instrument of the superior design of Destiny. The only way for you to honor the souls of your departed lovers is to release in the name of your Goddess the energy which she gave you aplenty. Your duty is to be a lover of men, Missi. Why else did the Gods make you the most beautiful woman the world has ever seen, and why else did they give you such a big heart?"

    "I'll never fall in love again, Mutius. I promise."

    "Don't do that, darling. Falling in love is what we are made for. But only for a short time, a few days at most. And never promise eternal or exclusive love to anyone."

    "You're right, Mutius!" exclaimed Messalina hugging him.  "Send me away from Rome. I want to travel. Don't you have some houses elsewhere?"

    "Of course. All over Greece and Asia Province."

    "That's wonderful! Athens! Pergamum! Ephesus! Tarsus! Halicarnassus! I've been there with my parents when I was ten. I fell in love with our Eastern cities! So many magnificent monuments! The huge statue of Artemis in Ephesus, the Mausoleum of Halicarnassus... What a great culture we inherited from that part of the world!"

    Excited like a teenager, Messalina forgot her grief and sensuously danced around the room.

    "Book me in the most popular and in the most elegant of your houses!" she demanded with utter determination. "I'll take all the clients you can get. Never hold me for more than a day or two in any place... I want to embrace the whole world! Even the sailors of your ship!"

    "Are you sure?"

    "Yesss! Let's go right now! I'll be packed in an hour."

    Infected by her enthusiasm, Mutius smiled. In her state of mind nothing more than a trip to the East would rebuild her morale.

    "I'm not going to be able to come with you," said the Byzantine.

    "Oh, I know that. But you can hire a guide, can't you."

    "Fidatus?"

    "Excellent! I like Fidatus," she said calling her ancillae and valets, asking them to prepare her luggage in a hurry. 

    Mutius wrote a message to Fidatus and gave it to Messalina's messenger for immediate delivery.

    Quick as a lightning, Messalina shoved her pander out from the mansion charging him to organize her trip in every detail. On his sedan-chair, Mutius rushed to the Capena Gate; rented a luxurious wagon perfectly equipped for long night travels; wrote several letters for his partners in the East part of the Roman world; then he met Fidatus and one of his bodyguards in the Capena Inn. He informed them about the voyage they were about to embark on, providing them with directions and funds for the road. Fidatus and the bodyguard would take shifts at the reins of the carriage which had a small sleeping compartment for the coachmen behind the driving seats. They would drive 300 miles south on the Via Appia to Brundisium harbor on the Italian heel, then board a passenger ship to Greece.

    Before midnight Messalina arrived at the Capena Inn on her litter. While the litterbearers put her trunks and luggage on the wagon, Mutius entrusted the princess to his loyal Fidatus who greeted her with joy and affection. He showed her the plush interior of the carriage which was furnished with a large bed, pillows, fur blankets, chamber pot, collapsible table, two amphoras with water, a deep food container, four curtained windows, and even a tube which allowed the guest to talk with the coachman. Mutius hugged his noble protegee.

    "Fidatus has all the instructions. You'll be received like a queen by all my associates," said the Byzantine pander.

    "Did you tell them that I also want to work a few days in the cheapest brothels?" asked Messalina who feared that too much luxury would lower the meaning of her allegiance to Venus Pandemon.   

    "Of course, Missi. You'll enjoy the full range of the Eastern experience, including a two-day stay as one of the twelve hundred hyerodulae (sacred prostitutes offering unpaid services) of the Temple of Aphrodite in Corinth, and a trip to the Sanctuary of Apollo in Delphi."

    "I'll be up to your fame, Mutius."

    "I know, Missi. You're the best." Eyes twinkling with tears, he hugged and kissed her like a father, then he helped her into the back door of the wagon. Fidatus whipped the two mules and off they went, out of the Capena Gate. Messalina waved at Mutius then locked the door, laid down on the bed and fell asleep within minutes. 

The following day, the Ordo Equester held a lavish funeral for fellow knight Quintus Publius Servilius.

    Caligula sent Uncle Claudius and Herod Agrippa in representation of the Imperial Court with Macro representing the government. A considerable crowd followed the ceremony in the Temple of Saturn (the God Protector of the Unchanging Prosperity of the Roman State) overlooking the Forum. Dignitaries and common people listened in silence to the orations of the knights, witnessing the sacrifice of a splendid black ox donated on Caligula's account by the College of Pontifices, and watching the flames of the pyre purify Servilius' corpse, liberating his soul.

    In the afternoon the Ordo offered ludi circenses (chariot races) at the Circus Flaminius in honor of Servilius. For the first time a crowd of about eighty thousand spectators realized that they were free to attend the games barefoot. Cheers addressed to Caligula for having finally lifted Tiberius' ban contrasted with the consternation of Caecilius Curius, Cathegus and other boni at the sight of hundreds of women publicly exposing not only their bare feet but their breasts and even their full figures to celebrate the long overdue liberating measure. Caligula wasn't there to enjoy the cheers but Uncle Claudius and Herod Agrippa waved at the delirious fans from the grandstand crowded with dignitaries, knights, senators, courtiers, parasites and public servants.

    Jovenia, who was given a grandstand ticket, stood a few rows below the Imperial representation and noticed that Uncle Claudius wasn't as pleased for Caligula's popular measure as Herod Agrippa who was beaming with pride. She had seen the handsome 47-year-old Hebrew prince a couple of times at the Imperial wedding and at the Palace. She gazed at him, fascinated by his lavish, shoulder-length, black locks held by a golden ribbon with gems. 

    To her surprise, he gazed back at her. Who's that serious-looking woman? asked Herod to himself. He knew he had seen her before... but where? After the first of the seven races in the program, he moved down the rows greeting some friends until he stopped at her side. Jovenia felt her heart throbbing.

    "I believe we've met before but I can't remember your name," said Herod Agrippa kissing her hand.

    "My name is Jovenia Marotia, your Excellency," she answered trying to resume her composure.

    "Please, Jovenia, don't make me feel so old," he said. Then he quickly approached his mouth to her ear and whispered: 

    "Call me Agrippa. I've the feeling we're going to be friends." He said these words brushing her ear with his lips and exhaling his warm breath into it, creating an intimacy between them which made Jovenia's knees jerking with sudden emotion. She turned her face towards him, but in doing so her mouth got dangerously close to his lips.

    "What makes you think so?" she asked, knowing that a friendship proposal between a man and a woman was only a gentle excuse to close the gap between the sexes.  

    "You don't look like the kind of woman who loves going to chariot races," said Agrippa without moving an inch away from her. He kissed her hand again: "And your hands tell me that you're some kind of intellectual." 

    "You're right," she said, then moved her mouth to his ear through his adorable black ringlets and whispered: "I'm a history teacher."

    "Oh! I need history lessons—badly."

    They continued to take turns whispering into each their ears, getting more intimate at every exchange.

    "A man in your position should already have a good grip on historical facts."

    "But I don't, Jovenia. Sometimes I'm so confused with names and chronology that I can't compete almost with anyone at the symposia (intellectual dinners for men only.)"

    "I could send you some books."

    "No, I need a teacher that can rouse my interest and explain the connections between the facts."

    "I'm very busy. I'm teaching history to Livia Orestilla, the Emperor's bride." 

    "Oh, that's where I saw you! At the Imperial wedding!"

    "You're right again, Agrippa. And we also crossed paths at the Palace a couple of times."

    "Yes! I remember now!" He rubbed both her hands: "It's destiny, destiny...."

    "What destiny?"

    As the second chariot race just started, Agrippa grabbed Jovenia's hand:  

    "Come. Let me show you."    

    She couldn't resist his audacity, and she didn't want to. He rapidly led her down the steps and out towards the exit passage. Only Cathegus and Caecilius Curius noticed their departure.

    "Who was that female with Agrippa?" asked Curius. Cathegus quickly called one of his agents and asked him to find out about the woman.

    In the passage underneath the grandstand, Agrippa ran like a marathoner towards the exit pulling Jovenia behind him. Suddenly he stopped. She bumped against him. He hugged her. She gaped at him and gasped as he pressed her hard against his strong, tall body, squeezing her slight physique in his arms. The sexual tension between them skyrocketed in a matter of seconds, creating an irresistible connection which transcended the boundaries of decency, space and time.

    Feeling his bulging virility stroking her through his kilt, Jovenia moaned a few feeble nos, but he tilted her chin and he kissed her with the passion that only a Hebrew prince can exude from his heart when a woman ignites it with the fire of her emotions. Even though she'd never been kissed that way before she instinctively opened her mouth, and returned his kiss, biting and sucking his tongue with the raw power of a woman who haven't been loved for a long time.

    Since nothing could stop him from forcing his hand underneath her tunic, she slowly opened her thighs, hugging his neck to make their kiss even more passionate. He pinned her against the wall. She rose both her knees, thrusting her pelvis back and forth while he inflamed her senses by rubbing her tight vulva with his fingers. 

    Burned and drenched in a storm of feelings, she desperately pushed her crotch against his erection unaware that his size was far too large for a woman who hadn't made love for a year. But they were both so overwhelmed with desire that they kept pushing and kissing and twisting until he broke through her tightness pounding deep inside her with a series of devastating strokes. 

    Gasping with sudden pain but opening herself to him, she stiffened, holding on him, sweetly asking him to stop. He froze within her flesh while her throbbing mucosa cramped around his huge hard member, relishing that pleasure which a woman can only feel when the size of a man's organ fills and stretches her to the limit.

    "Oh! Agrippa, it's so big... Do you feel how tight I am?"

    "Yes, Jovenia, I do... It's destiny!"

    "Oh! I feel it so much...," she panted.

    Jovenia kissed him madly, shuddering, biting him as he hammered her against the wall, conquering what she gave him with an intimate passion she'd never experienced so strong in her whole life. While she remained impaled upon him, consumed by the subduing throbs of her climax, cheers from the crowd above them brought Agrippa back to reality. He turned his head. 

    A few people—Cathegus' agent among them—were watching the two lovers but moved quickly away as soon as they saw that he noticed their gaze. Still full of desire, Agrippa placed a breathless Jovenia down on her feet and pulled her along towards the exterior plaza.

    Oblivious of her husband, her family and the whole world, Jovenia jumped with Agrippa on his chariot. Crazy with love she followed him to his fabulous Roman mansion, in the richness of his bedroom, unable to understand, unwilling to think or react in any other way than saying and repeating the tender words she'd never told to a lover or to her husband, because they were buried in the deepest recesses of her soul where she let no man intrude nor any friend help her overcome her natural inhibitions.

    But Jovenia's defenses, already shattered by the impetus of the manly Hebrew prince in the passage under the grandstand, were no longer available and no longer required. Nude against his nudity, overwhelmed by his kisses, she offered him the amazing vision of her surprising good-looking body and the sweet fragrance of her long-repressed sensuality. Her large breasts which were endowed with a pair of sensitive nipples, her deliciously rounded hips, her attractive soft abdomen ending with an elongated bush of thin pubic hair which could not hide her greater labia, seduced Agrippa the connoisseur, inspiring his words of love, and fueling his fondness for the nth enamored woman sent to him by his generous destiny.

    In his perpetual search for what makes all women so similar yet so different from one another, Herod Agrippa opened the rose petals around her sprouting small clitoris, digging into the tight orifice of her reddened vagina, stimulating every inch her skin, sucking her soul out of her, drinking the nectar which the Gods created for their Goddesses, nymphs and sirens but also gave to simple mortal females in order to taste the loveliest ones whenever they visited them in their dreams and kissed them between their legs.

    But besides her good looks, her ardent hugs and kisses, her spontaneous moans, her sensuous twists, and the spirited response she gave to everything carnal he did to her, Jovenia dazzled Agrippa with a quality he loved above all but rarely found in the Roman women he was used to seduce: physical malleability. While she was lying on the bed, he rose her legs pushing them backwards to better savor her flesh and enjoy the essence of her luscious wetness; that's how, to his pleasant surprise, he realized that Jovenia's body—trained as a gymnast from early age—was still so flexible that she could cross her ankles behind her own head like an Indian contortionist! 

    What a wonder was for the Hebrew prince the discovery of Jovenia's talent to tender herself in that way! What a wonder was for the history teacher the discovery that her physical dexterity which she only trained to develop and maintain a healthy body, could become the source of such intense a sexual experience! How deep he could enter her! How much did he enjoy the full openness of her genitals and the rebounds of her crotch against him! How frequent and acute was the peak of her climax when he pounded into her from every possible directions, turning her around, placing her on top, underneath, bottom-up, or sideways without unlocking her ankles from behind her head! How mind-blowing was the friction of his shaft inside her when he rotated her pelvis a full circle on top of him! How often did she reach the little death! 

    Late into the night, when the two lovers eventually exhausted the initial outbursts of their senses, they ate an indispensable dinner served by Agrippa's ancillae. While smoking his waterpipe, he told Jovenia that it was impossible for him to let her go and asked her to move in and stay indefinitely with him, at least until the crush they had for each other would subside a little and they could look more clearly into their future. Jovenia was beside herself with joy.  

    Then she remembered that she was married to Marcus Vinicius, the Roman centurion stationed with the XIII Legion—the Gemina—on the Northern Frontier, and gently told Agrippa the truth. The Hebrew prince wasn't the kind of man who would renounce to a woman for such an objectionable reason as marital status.

    "Tomorrow you'll write to your husband and ask him to divorce you," he said without hesitation.

    "Do you really want me so badly?" she asked him covering his face with kisses and stroking his broad, masculine chest, nuzzling his armpits while the fumes of the waterpipe enhanced her feelings.

    "I've never wanted a woman as much as you, Jovenia. I don't know whether I want to marry you because I believe that marriage is the grave of love, but I'll take care of you for a very long time." 

    "I can take care of myself, you know?" she said with a loving smile. "I'm a history teacher, remember?"

    Herod Agrippa was a very possessive man, and terribly jealous.

    "Please, darling... I can't see you going out and give lessons to strangers."

    "Don't worry about that. I'm not having any class until the fall. But I do go to the Palace twice a week to teach history of Rome to Lady Caligula."

    Herod inhaled the perfumed smoke of his waterpipe, then shook his head. 

    "No, no... The Palace is swarming with the nastiest philanderers of Rome. They'll go after you."

    "Don't you trust me, Agrippa?"

    "Of course I do, Jovenia. But they could use magic, love filters, poisons, and even rape you... It's too dangerous for a woman like you to go there."  

    Her heart burst out with love. She adored him, and more so as she knew now that he wanted to possess everything of her on a totally exclusive basis. That was the kind of man she'd always been dreaming of. 

    "No one ever tried to approach me," she said.    

    "Men are very strange... As soon as they'll find out that you're mine they'll come after you in a flash," said Agrippa thinking in particular of Caligula who used to seduce the women of his friends giving them some of his women in exchange. And the Emperor was too important a friend for Agrippa to refuse him whoever woman he wanted.

    "I'll do anything you want me to do, my prince," she said lying with her head on his lap. "On the morrow I'll go see Ladyssa and I'll tell her that I can't be her teacher any longer."

    "Can't you write her a resignation letter?"

    She playfully pulled his short beard: "No, Agrippa, she'll be offended. And one day someone will find out I was with you and that would look bad."

    "Hmm...."

    "Agrippa honey, no one knows I'm your woman. They're not even going to notice me."

    "Lots of people have seen us together at the races...."

    "They were all looking at you, because you're handsome and famous," she said giving him little kisses.

    "Perhaps... but if you've to go to the Palace I'm going to send my housekeeper Porcia with you as your escort."  

    Smiling with happiness, Jovenia got on her knees and smacked her breasts against his cheeks.  

In the morning, Jovenia wrote the letter to her husband and gave it to Agrippa.

    "Are you sad for doing this?" he asked her after reading it.

    "No, my love. I'm very glad and honored that you asked me to cut all ties with my past."

    "It's the Force of Destiny, Jovenia. We're just honoring his great design together," he said. Then he kissed her, savoring again the amorous taste of her mouth still impregnated with the pleasure she felt in their first passionate night of love.

    Agrippa sent Jovenia's letter with a special private service which guaranteed the delivery of scrolls to the Northern Frontier in only eight days. Before letting the charming history teacher leave his mansion and go to the Palace, Agrippa had to fight not only with the excruciating bites of jealousy which tormented his heart, but also with the pulsation of his lust which demanded more of her love as if all what she gave him that night was only a dream. 

    But however strong was their reciprocal desire to stay together, Jovenia repressed her emotions and walked quickly down the steps of the mansion joining her escort Porcia who was waiting at the gate. Unaware that the previous afternoon Cathegus' agent followed Jovenia from the Circus Flaminius to Agrippa's mansion and was still hiding on the other side of the street with another agent, the two women stepped into one of Agrippa's two-seat sedan-chairs and off they went heading for the Palace.

    While Porcia, a congenial woman in her fifties, was waiting in the atrium, Jovenia met Ladyssa in her quarters. It wasn't easy for the teacher to tell her pupil that she could no longer provide her with her services, but since Jovenia candidly explained that she had fallen in love and needed to stay with her man, Ladyssa was touched by her sincerity and accepted her resignation without asking any details about her lover's identity. Luckily, in the prior days Lady's secretary prepared a bill of sale concerning Incitatus' temple, so Jovenia had only to sign it in order to relinquish her responsibility over the estate. Thereupon, Lady gave her two purses of old coins; one to pay for her teaching services, and the other for the personnel at the temple, asking her to notify the guards and stableboys that they will be shortly dismissed from their duties.

    Jovenia hurried back to the atrium, reassured an anxious Porcia that everything went well, and left the Palace with her. 

    Outside, as they stepped into their sedan, Jovenia told her escort that she had to go very shortly nearby to attend a personal matter on Ladyssa's behalf. At the gate of Incitatus' temple, Jovenia left Porcia in the sedan-chair, entered the garden and paid off the personnel, informing them that they'll be relieved before sunset. Still unaware of being followed, the two women proceeded on the sedan towards Jovenia's house. According to plan, five of Agrippa's slaves were already waiting for them on a carriage. In her husband's house Jovenia told her mother-in-law that she had to leave, and gave her no further explanations. Porcia helped Jovenia put her belongings and innumerable scrolls and sewn-sheet books into several trunks and ordered the five slaves to carry them on the carriage.

    The whole move would have been totally successful if it wasn't spied all along by Cathegus' informants. 

    A few minutes after Porcia and Jovenia left followed by one of the agents, the other one approached Jovenia's mother-in-law and got from her enough information about Jovenia's marital status, independent personality and profession. However, since the old woman didn't know that her daughter-in-law was engaged as a teacher by Lady Caligula, the reasons for Jovenia going first to the Palace and then to the little temple remained quite obscure to the informant. The only interesting angle was that Jovenia's husband was a highly decorated centurion of the XIII Legion who would probably become quite upset with Herod Agrippa if he knew that the Hebrew prince was sleeping with his wife.

    In the afternoon, when the two agents reported their findings to Cathegus, the senator smirked. Then, as he fully realized the political implications, he could hardly repress his jubilation! Wow! A Roman woman lawfully married to a Roman war hero fighting for his country against vicious German tribes in the Northern Frontier, had not only been vulgarly seduced and perhaps drugged and raped by Caligula's best friend in a public place during the funeral games of one of Rome's most honorable knights, but blatantly abducted from her husband's marital home, and scandalously forced to move in with the Hebrew prince to provide unspeakable services. And how would it sound among the military such a treacherous story of adultery?

    Cathegus gasped at his own thoughts. That was it! He had Caligula by the balls! Properly embellished and blown out of proportions, Jovenia's story could become the talk of the town. Caligula's prestige among the Roman Legions would be trashed forever! Any conspiracy against the Emperor would receive full support from the military and from any patriotic citizen of Rome! Caligula's best friend kicked out of the Eternal City! The Emperor isolated in the Palace under siege of angry mob! Wow! WOW!  That's where the events of Servilius' murder were leading to! That's why he died! Not to advance a petty sex scandal with a whore and a stupid gladiator but to provoke a devastating earthquake in the very heart of the Roman Imperial power! Oh, how gracious was the destiny! What an ace card did he hold in his hand! Whoever started the chain of events that lead to that amazing result should be regarded as nothing less than the founder of the second Republic of Rome! 

    "Relax now," told Cathegus to himself. "Think clearly. Destiny has chosen you and no one else, because you were so far-sighted to take your own agents with you at the races. And now you're holding this ace card in your hand... Keep it tight and tell no one what you've in mind to do with it. “

    "So, what do you make of this, Cathegus?" asked the agent who discovered Jovenia's wedlock with Marcus Vinicius.

    "Hmm... not much," answered the senator down-playing the importance of the information in order to avoid premature enthusiasm and lessen the chances for gossips. "We can't believe some old woman who probably knows nothing about what's behind her son's relationship with his wife."

    "Should we gather information about this Vinicius guy?" proposed the other agent.

    "Let me think about it," said Cathegus. "For the moment write down a full report, sign it and don't forget that you're sworn to secrecy. I don't want to make another blunder like with the whole Servilius' murder case." 

    The two agents agreed; they wrote the report on wax tablets, then they left the senator's house. Cathegus drafted a few notes on a scroll adding his own kinds of sketchy maps, arrows and symbols as he was used to do in order to visualize moves and priorities. Should Marcus Vinicius be informed while he was still in the north? Or should he be called to Rome and then informed? What if the centurion didn't care about his wife's adulterous conduct? It was imperative to know his views prior to any move. Someone had to make a voyage to Oppidum Ubiorum—now called Colonia Arippina upon Caligula decree—go see Vinicius and talk to him. But who could face such a journey across the Alps and further north along the river Rhine in the midst of the rigid winter? Cathegus couldn't leave Rome. Hmm... the game wasn't as simple as it looked at first glance. But facts were there and they had to be exploited.

On the morning of the day after the Nonae of January, Briseis resumed her service as Drusilla's head ancilla. 

    The princess was elated by the change she noticed right away in the proud Gallic slave when she came over to her quarters to greet her. Her face was radiant, her body more supple, her stiffness was gone. Smiling, she embraced her domina, thanking her for what she made possible in order to bring out her natural sensuality, talking about her outlandish adventures in Mutius' gambling house as the most exciting moment of her life. Then she lowered her tunic to show that no bruises nor marks remained after Mutius' sister caring treatment.

    "You were so right, domina!" said Briseis while Drusilla undid her mutandole. "All women need from time to time to forsake all mental reservations and allow their bodies to explode, not only with one or two lovers but with many, many, many!" Nude, Briseis joyously twirled around raising her arms, showing off her body.

    "Three days of excesses once in a while are so regenerating!" said the Gallic slave with twinkling eyes, stopping in the middle of the room and putting her hands on her narrow hips, legs slightly parted in her classic fashion model pose.

    Fascinated, Drusilla approached her and caressed her small breasts, looking at her erected nipples which bore no sign of the abuse they've been submitted to. 

    "What about the mind?" asked her the princess. 

    "Bubbling with fantasies," answered Briseis.

    "Did you masturbate?"

    The slave nodded: "Last night, after Lamitha took me back to the Palace."

    "You like that, uh?"

    "Yes... I like everything now."

    Drusilla brushed her lips against hers. Briseis gasped, and half-opened her mouth. Was the princess really about to kiss her? Yes... Drusilla's tongue slowly circled the inner side of her lips exhaling her warm breath into her mouth. Briseis dared to respond in the same manner, inhaling Drusilla's breath, exhaling hers into her mouth and licking the tip of her tongue. Oh, it was so sweet! Caressing both sides of her bare chest, Drusilla was drawing her closer, rotating her tongue until the superficial titillation of their mouths turned into a wonderful kiss. An emboldened Briseis hugged her domina who hugged her stronger, fondling her lovely, rounded buttocks and stroking her pubis right against hers provoking a surge of amorous desire.

    "Oh, Drusilla...," panted the slave while being kissed with full-blowing passion. Then she immediately wide-opened her eyes in fear, realizing that she'd just been calling her domina by her name, which was strictly forbidden for a slave to do. 

    "Oh, I'm sorry, domina," moaned Briseis while kissing Drusilla's lips and caressing her neck.

    "Why are you sorry?" Drusilla asked without interrupting their kiss.

    "I've called you by name."

    "That's okay, Briseis. Call me by name."

    "Ohh... Drusilla, Drusilla!" sighed the Gallic slave hugging the princess' waist, looking into her deep green eyes, and caressing her rump over her tunic, feeling closer and closer to her. Then, while Drusilla's hand found its way to her crotch and began caressing and exploring her wet labia, Briseis dared to unhook the princess' tunic which the latter allowed to slide down her nude body.... And now! Now rank didn't matter any longer! Drusilla and Briseis kissed and hugged one another with the greater lust generated by their beautiful nude bodies, caressing and pinching and eating each other all over, panting and moaning and making love on the pillows, stroking and blending their vulvas together, sucking and masturbating their fibrillating clitorises, penetrating their vaginas with fingers, entwining their legs, screaming and rolling on the carpeted floor when their climax reached the highest peak.

    Like two enamored women from the island of Lesbos who just found out that love has no barriers and blesses all of its true worshippers with equal intensity, the princess and the slave shared the quivers of their senses and the emotions of their hearts until reciprocal gratification fulfilled their cravings and kept them breathless and astounded in each other arms. Nevertheless, such magic moments don't last. The two lovers didn't frolic in the ancient Lesbos of poetess Sappho but in the hotbed of Rome's Imperial power and politics.  

    "I don't want you to fall in love with me," said Drusilla with a soft voice caressing Briseis' chestnut hair while the Gallic slave was covering her face with tender little kisses.

    "Is it possible to suppress what is so strongly grabbing my heart?" asked Briseis more to herself than to her lover.  

    Drusilla half-closed her eyes in anger and a moment later she was standing above Briseis. 

    "Yes, it is! It is! It is!" repeated the princess kicking her hips. "Kiss my feet, slave!"

    Briseis kneeled down and kissed Drusilla's feet.

    "Forgive me, domina," she said feeling that despite her harsh words Drusilla was just trying to reclaim her rank and full control over her own emotions—which was indeed the reason for Drusilla's change of mood. The princess stared at the slim slave who was still kneeling waiting for another order, then she took a deep breath and calmed down but kept her angry mask.

    "Get dressed and resume your work," she ordered.

    Briseis got up with her usual dignity, put on her tunic, then picked up the princess' tunic.

    "Do you want me to prepare a bath for you, domina?"   

    "No... Just chose another tunic and come back here."

    While Briseis went to the dressing room, Drusilla happily tiptoed to the terrace, enjoying the view and stretching with intimate satisfaction, nude behind the balustrade in front of the City below.

    Briseis approached her with a fresh tunic.

    "Isn't this the mildest winter we ever had?" said Drusilla without turning.

    "Yes, domina. The mildest and the most beautiful I've ever seen," answered Briseis helping the princess donning the tunic.

    "Will you be loyal to me alone?" asked her Drusilla caressing her lips.

    "Only to you, domina. I'm incorruptible."

    "Good...," said the princess extending her hand, allowing her to kiss it. "Go now, and tell Octavia to come in."  

    Briseis crossed her hands on her chest feeling her heart pounding with joy, then bowed and elegantly walked back to the dressing room knowing that Drusilla was watching her. 

    Shortly thereafter, Octavia entered the princess' study in a pretty chiton which enhanced her attractive legs and her cute androgynous physique.

    "Did you call for me, domina?" 

    "Come in, Octavia. Are you ready for the last episode of our play?"

    "Of course, domina."

    "I made some last-minute changes in your role," told her Drusilla. "Chandra, the 12-year-old prostitute you're playing, is going to be arrested in the brothel and delivered to Judge Khursos."    

    "Played by Censor Publicola Tuditani as planned?"

    "Exactly. What do you think of him?"

    "A very ugly and frightening man, yet strong and honest."

    "What about his wife Scribonia?"

    "She hates me."

    "Why?" asked the princess.

    "During the intermission of our last show, I was walking to the girls' room and her husband grabbed me and pushed me into his dressing room. I only had my small veil around my hips, and he began kissing and touching me. He forbade me to scream and then... that dreadful woman, his wife... she came in and saw me with him, and instead to holler at her husband she slapped me and told me that she'll make me pay very hard for my indiscretion."

    "What were you doing with him when she came in?"

    "He was forcing me to fellating his thing there...."

    "Hmm... Doesn't sound like a big deal."

    "Well, not a very big deal but quite a long one. He was shoving it deep into my throat and choked me with it."

    Drusilla smiled: "Okay, okay...."

    "But she was furious and nasty! Even more than when she was playing her role as Megaera, the Judge's wife who came to the brothel and saw me embracing my beloved client Marinius."

    "It may be good for the conclusion of the play."

    "Why?" asked Octavia with a bad premonition.

    "In the new version of the play, Judge Khursos will question Chandra, asking her to lie about her client Marinius' being bribed."

    "But Marinius refused the bribe!" exclaimed Octavia.

    "I know, I know... It's just that Judge Khursos has to come across as a real villain."

    "So, should I tell him that Marinius took the bribe?"

    "Of course not! The Judge will try anything to get Chandra to lie, but you've not to lie, understood?"

    "I hate to lie... What will he try to do to me?"

    "In the new version the Judge will tie up your wrists with a rope and throw it over a big branch of the tree of wisdom and lift your arms until you hang there, touching the ground only with your toes."

    "Totally nude?" asked Octavia.

    "Of course. The public has to hate Judge Khursos for what he does to the innocent Chandra."

    Octavia gulped: "What does he do to her?"

    "Bad things...."

    "Flagellation?" asked Octavia putting a hand on her mouth.

    "Yes. Don't you like being whipped?"

    Octavia gulped again: "Well yes... sometimes I feel gaudium, but only when you do it."

    "Hmm... Didn't you tell me that you also felt a strong, multiple gaudium in Romulus' tavern when the guys whipped your cunnus with the belt?"

    "Oh, that... well, just a little," answered Octavia oblivious that she lied to Drusilla about what happened in the tavern during Ladyssa's bridal shower.

    "Anyhow in the new version of the play Judge Khursos will scourge you with a bundle of weeping willow tree branches like the one we use for the punishment of convicted felons, but not too hard."

    "Why not too hard?" asked Octavia.

    "Because lashes of willow tree branches are very painful. But then his wife Megaera alias Scribonia Tuditani will come in and scorn her husband for being too soft."

    "Oh, no!" reacted Octavia. 

    "Yes. She has to look even more despicable than Judge Khursos. She'll grab the scourge from her husband's hands and whip you real hard and even torture you with pincers and other things."

    "Oh, domina! She'll do that for real after what happen in the dressing room."  

    "It has all to be for real, Octavia. We don't want to cheat the public, don't we."

    "Well, no... but she's going to make me scream."

    "That's good, Octavia... Chandra has to scream a lot. The most important is that she'll never lie about Marinius' bribe."

    "I understand...."

    "At the end, when your bottom is fully reddened and purple-streaked by the lashes, Megaera will call her slaves. They'll take you down from the tree branch and hold you down bottom-up. Judge Khursos will spank you with a hard paddle, and then Megaera will brand you on one of your buttocks."

    "For real!?" asked a terrified Octavia.

    "How else, Octavia? Didn't you dream about being branded?" 

    Octavia nodded while tears swell in her eyes.

    "How big is the brand going to be?" asked the young slave, voice broken with emotion.

    "Hmm, quite small," said Drusilla bending the tips of her index and thumb together. "And the form is beautiful: a tiny serpent in spiral pose. It'll look very nice on you."

    "Do you think so?" whined Octavia. 

    "Yes, but they'll have to press it hard on your flesh and you've not to move, otherwise the pattern will get messy." 

    "They'll have to keep me steady." 

    "I'm sure the audience will be all on your side and scream and shout in anger at the Judge and his nasty wife. We want the public to hate them. Then Marinius is going to invoke the God Neptune who appears in a wave of water and freezes the villains like stones. Marinius saves you in the name of love but since you've been suffering too much pain, you'll die in his arms. While the musicians play a triumphal tune, Neptune elevates you in his strong arms and delivers you to the Elysian angels who are flying down from the ceiling of the theater."

    Octavia was crying. Drusilla caressed her.

    "It's a very touching story," sobbed Octavia.

    "You're going to be the heroine. The public's going to love you."

    "And you? Will you love me when they'll brand me?"

    "More than ever, Octavia. I want you to be brave, okay?"

    "I'll try, domina... Will the villains be punished?"

    "Neptune's ire is going to be horrendous. Censor Tuditani and his wife Scribonia don't even know what the God of the Sea is going to do to them."

    Octavia smirked, then she rubbed her neck, pensively:

    "Can I make a suggestion?"

    "Go ahead," answered Drusilla. 

    "Wouldn't it be nice if at the end, after the villains are punished, Chandra miraculously comes back to life?" 

    Drusilla looked at her young slave, then smiled: "That's a very good idea, Octavia. Of course! Your resuscitation will make the ending even more eventful."

    Octavia grabbed Drusilla's hand and kissed it: "I'm glad you like it, domina."

    The princess caressed Octavia's head knowing that the girl was thrilled with anticipation for what she was going to experience that evening.

    "Have you been shaved already?" asked her Drusilla.

    "Not yet, domina. We'll do it just before the show so that my pubis looks soft and smooth like I'm really a young girl."

    "Good... go now and relax. Meditate and prepare yourself for your act. And remember that tonight, if you'll play your role with real emotions, you'll become a star and a role model. The people of Rome will adore you. They'll want to see and touch your brand like an icon, and admire you for your stoic courage."

    Weeping with self-compassion, Octavia embraced Drusilla and shed a torrent of tears on her shoulders.

* * *

CHAPTER TWELVE

Before sunset the whole public area of the Imperial Palace, was crowded by avid fans of Caligula's spectacular ludi scaenici. 

    The Scouts have been spreading the rumor that the ending of the six-episode play of Innocence Versus Evil would surpass anything seen before in Roman theaters.

    Even though the piece was attributed to "Anonymous," everyone knew that it was conceived by the Emperor and written by the Imperial Princess who was also the stager (director of theater shows.) The first five episodes enjoyed a striking success and the last show was sold out, giving the numerous scalpers a good reason for rising the price of the remaining tickets by the minute.

    When the doors of the 1000-seat Imperial Theater of the magnificent Apollo Library were opened, the Praetorian guards in charge of security had to fight hard to keep the mass of people from swarming the Greek-style auditorium built under a classic Roman dome and lit by flaming torches held by forty bare-chested male slaves around the stage. 

    In the backstage, Drusilla and her assistants were checking costumes and giving the last instructions to the about thirty actors, fifty musicians and three hundred extras involved in the play. Apelles, the young actor playing the role of Marinius, approached Drusilla. 

    "Your little sister isn't going to be happy seeing me making love to Chandra, alias your slave Octavia," said the charming teenage actor who was now Lesbia's steady.

    "It's only for the art, Apelles. Only for the Muses."

    "Did you tell Lesbia about my erotic scenes?"

    "No. She has no say in our drama."   

    "I see...."

    "Aren't you attracted to Octavia?"

    "Oh, yes. She's definitively a turn on. That smooth hairless little cunnus and the emotions she conveys are... well, you know what I mean."

    "So, love her and enjoy her, okay?"

    Apelles nodded and left.

    In his impressive costume and heavily made up for his role as Judge Khursos, Publicola Tuditani took Drusilla aside behind a corner.

    "Cathegus is sorry he couldn't come to the show, but he's sending you his most adoring compliments," said Publicola.

    "Oh, I love Cathegus. Tell him that I think of him quite often," replied Drusilla sensing that she might obtain through Publicola what she couldn't get through Mutius.

    "He thinks you're the most wonderful woman of the whole world," whispered the Censor in Drusilla's ear.  

    "I'm flattered, Publicola. I really need a good friend."

    "Feeling lonely in the big Palace?"

    "Very lonely... My brother doesn't seek my advice any longer. He's crazy about that stupid Britannian wife of his," answered the clever princess knowing that Publicola had been seen among the conspiring boni the day of Servilius' murder.

    "Would you like to meet Cathegus in private?"

    "Oh, yes...," whispered Drusilla in Publicola's ear. "I'd be terribly excited."

    "How about a dinner at his house?"

    "Umm... I'd love that. But only on one condition."

    "Which is...?"

    "That we'll be completely alone."

    "That's what he's dreaming of... When?"

    Drusilla glanced at Publicola, sighing and crossing her arms around her waist as if she was anticipating Cathegus' embrace.

    "When?" repeated Publicola.

    Drusilla pretended to be pondering about her earlier possible opening, then answered:

    "I think I'll be free on the night of the Ides."

    "Promised?"

    "Okay," she said. "Did you receive the changes in the script?"  

    "Oh, yes! I'd like to scourge that little girl's ass, and the branding... Great stuff, Drusilla! I'm just afraid that Scribonia is going to be too cruel with her," he said, then he approached Drusilla's ear: "My wife is a bitch, you know? I hate her."

    "Oh, I thought so. That's why I've made another change in the text. Neptune is going to punish Megaera by throwing her into the pool of water where she'll be eaten alive by the Tritons. We've got severed libs and the chest of a dead woman from the hospital to make believe that Megaera is really being eaten alive. The six guys playing the Tritons are going to be careful but she'll suffer a little." 

    "Good! Make the bitch suffer!"

    "To get realistic reactions I don't want to tell Scribonia about her punishment, but I want your permission to do that."

    "Permission granted, Drusilla!"

    She glanced at him with appreciation. Publicola deserved a little boon not only because he opened the door to reach Cathegus and accomplish the mission Caligula entrusted upon her, but also because he was dedicated to the success of the show and gave her free hand with his wife. In her short chiton Drusilla rose her hands, wiggling her hips. 

    "Come, quick! Touch me as a sign of friendship."

    In an instant Publicola pressed her against the wall and drove a hand beneath her chiton, grabbing her crotch, pulling her narrow loincloth aside, feeling the wonderful sensation of her luscious pubic hair, and pushing two fingers into her wet cunnus.

    "By the Gods, Drusilla! Now I know why Cathegus has lost his head after you," he said fingering her while she squatted a little to get his fingers deep inside and rub her cervix, moaning as if he was making her come right away. 

    "Okay, okay, that's enough now," she panted taking his hand away. He put his hand on his face and inhaled her scent oozing from his drenched fingers.

    "I'll never forget this, Drusilla," he said with sheer inspiration.  

    "Only as a sign of friendship, okay?"

    "Of course."

    "Go now, and concentrate on your role."

    The big man resumed his dignified posture, slammed a fist on his chest to salute her, then turned and left. 

    The Imperial Princess was quite satisfied with how things turned out to be with Publicola. He was allegedly involved in the conspiracy against her brother but was definitively a man of character. That little boon she offered him, she thought, beside giving her a small stolen pleasure, could pay some political dividends in future times—a combination which Caligula's sister always loved very much.

    Drusilla rapidly went back to work, gave the last recommendations to her assistants, then she went to the girls' dressing room. She pumped up Octavia's morale by telling her that Apelles was very attracted to her and was ready to play a terrific love scene with her. Octavia nodded but didn't look enthusiastic.

    "Don't you like that marvelous boy?" asked her Drusilla.

    "Well, yes, but he's so young, and...."

    "And what...?"

    "He's too handsome and gentle," said Octavia with a low voice.

    "I see... You like ugly, older, and hard-looking men, don't you."

    Octavia's face lit up, nodding with eagerness.

    "Listen, little girl," said Drusilla with no patience for such stupidity. "You're going to act with the best of your ability, and you'll do what the role requires, is that clear?"

    "Of course, domina. I was just telling you my personal feelings."

    "Forget about your personal feelings and be Chandra, okay? She loves Marinius and I want you to love him as well."

    Octavia bowed, then twirled around taking off her robe, showing off her slim nude body, looking in every sense like the childish 12-year-old prostitute she was going to portray on stage, moaning I love you, Marinius!
    Drusilla, the other girls and the assistants applauded. Briseis approached the princess with a splendid embroidered gown and helped her getting dressed for the event.

    While the clapping and cheering audience crowding the auditorium well-above capacity was feverishly waiting for the show to start, the prominent members of the Court took place in the two opposite boxes above the fore-stage. On the left one: Uncle Claudius between Lesbia and Arippinilla, Macro conspicuously without Ennia but with Tysios on his side, and other government officials. On the right-hand box, preceded by six Batavian guards and by the Chamberlain who announced the Emperor of Rome, Caligula appeared in his purple, gem-studded toga and his golden laurel crown on his head, flanked by Ladyssa on his left and by Drusilla and Herod Agrippa on his right—both women fantastically beautiful, wearing impressive Roman tiaras, jewels and equally luxurious gowns.

    The audience stood up for a long, enthusiastic ovation. Caligula calmed down the cheering crowd, and dedicated the play to Euterpe and Melpomene, the Muses of tragedy, lyre and flute, then he invoked the protection of God Neptune. Eventually, after more cheers, everyone sat down, and the stage curtains went up.

    The play was greeted by applause at every twist of the story. Before the intermission, Octavia played Chandra with all of her heart. The child-prostitute working in a popular Pompeian whorehouse to support her crippled grandmother stirred up the emotions of the audience. Her tear-jerking dialogue with her beloved grandma, the abuses she endured in the brothel, her attempts to get the patrons to feel her natural sexiness without the usual brutality, and the enthusiasm she showed when she fell in love with one of her clients—Marinius/Apelles—made her the favorite of the crowd. Her titillating foreplay, her enticing pubescent nudity, and her fervent intercourse with her young lover aroused the audience enormously.

    As a matter of fact, Romans always loved to watch well-staged erotic games now played with no concern for the old-fashioned theatrical ban on explicit lovemaking imposed by Augustus, which was recently lifted by Caligula.

    In the box opposite to Caligula's and Drusilla's, a nail-biting Lesbia watched with raising jealousy the uncensored, passionate copulation between Apelles and Octavia while Arippinilla mockingly slapped Uncle Claudius' erection visibly bulging underneath his toga, and commented on Apelles' formidable performance murmuring nasty, sarcastic words in her sister's ear. When the persistent moans and screams of a climaxing Chandra brought the audience to a delirious level of excitement, the youngest of the Julian princesses rushed out of the box in anger with the whole world. From her box, Drusilla noticed her little sister's reaction but having no empathy for jealous tantrums she kept watching the play, delighted with the response of the crowd. 

    Caligula, Ladyssa and Herod Agrippa were ecstatic. Having left Jovenia in his mansion, the virile Hebrew prince got some solace from Drusilla who allowed him to fondle her crotch through the slit of her gown while she slid her hand beneath his toga grabbing and rubbing his erection. Then she glanced at her brother who entirely pulled up the hem of his wife's gown and was shaking the palm of his left hand on Lady's bare pubis, digging his fingers inside her, making her twist and moan while she was obviously identifying with Chandra's erotic exploits on the stage below.         

    The general enthusiasm for the play reached new heights as the child-prostitute was snatched from her embrace with Marinius, and taken to the recreation room of the brothel which Drusilla's architects had lavishly built on the large revolving stage. The brothel keeper forced Chandra to lap-dance in the nude with the other clients who kissed her and fondled her all over, and even entered her for a short time whenever she rubbed her pelvis too hard against their erections.

    While her lecherous partners drove Chandra to unwanted yet unsuppressible orgasmic peaks, Marinius was held against his will behind a wing of the stage by the guards of the loathsome Megaera, and was compelled to spy on his sweetheart's bewildering lap-dance which she was now eagerly performing with each of the clients unaware that her lover was watching her from a small window with tears dripping from his eyes. The reactions of the audience were as mixed as Marinius'; on one side everyone was mesmerized by Chandra's juvenile sensuality; on the other hand they were mad at the Judge's wife as she kept telling Marinius that Chandra was just a sultry little kitten who was pretending to love him but was unable to repress her appetite for any other men. 

    During Chandra's feverish scene, Ladyssa abandoned all remaining restraints. Spurred by Caligula who was as aroused as the crowd captivated by the play, she kneeled down between his legs and avidly fellated the man she loved. Involved as she was in savoring her husband's erection, Lady didn't stop even when Caligula stood up at the intermission to enjoy the long applause of the audience who couldn't see what the Imperial Wife was doing since the solid marble parapet of the box prevented anyone from looking below the waists of the occupants. While Drusilla hurried downstairs to the backstage, Caligula kneeled down and began copulating his wife in the narrow space on the floor of the box between the front seats and the parapet, still earning the bursting response of her lust.

    "What did you feel by watching that little slut?" he grunted while the frantic beat of their coitus was driving their minds out of control.     

    "Ahh, I felt like I was doing that," moaned Ladyssa instinctively revealing her secret wish.

    "One day, Lady...," he babbled in the throes of his obsession. "One day I'm going to make you do it for real!"

    "Oh, yes Cal! I know... Turn me into a whore! I'll do it for you... and you can watch me...," panted the luscious Britannian beauty blending her whole self with her lover's fantasy, adding her sensuous suggestions to his graphic description of what he was dreaming she would do as a whore to push their love to the limits.

    Meanwhile, a beaming Drusilla rushed into the backstage to praise the performers and give her instruction for the scenes scheduled after the intermission. But she froze as she saw everyone strained with consternation and heard screams and noise of objects being broken. In anger she discovered that a maddened Lesbia was banging at the men's dressing room shouting at Apelles for his scene with Octavia, demanding that he be a man and come out to confront her, throwing against the door whatever she found at hand when she realized that her boyfriend wasn't answering to her demands.

    "Lesbia! What the hell are you doing!" screamed Drusilla trying to subdue her with the power of her gaze. 

    Unvanquished, the distressed girl attacked her older sister, insulting her, despising the play as a lurid whore story, and holding her responsible for Apelles' disgusting performance with that repulsive little bitch!
    Drusilla slapped her hard across the face. Lesbia kicked and punched and spat back, then she slipped away storming into the girls' dressing room, trying to attack a scared Octavia who ran away without daring to fight back with the youngest of the Julian princesses.

    Eventually, Lesbia was overwhelmed by Drusilla's Germanic bodyguards who rushed up in her defense. They gagged the churning girl and tied her up with rope. Upon Drusilla's command two sturdy blond Batavians locked her up in a closet and stood like stiff rocks outside the door to make sure that Lesbia couldn't escape until Drusilla ordered her release.

    Despite the pandemonium provoked by Lesbia in the backstage, the play resumed with full success after the intermission. The first scenes were dedicated to the plot to condemn Marinius to death for various charges made up by Judge Khursos and his insufferable wife Megaera to serve the interests of a bunch of corrupted politicians. Finally, Chandra was arrested and dragged in front of the Jude who began his flagellation scene according to the new script. Heroically, Chandra didn't give in to Khursos' demands for accusatory lies against Marinius even when her well-rounded little bottom endured the stinging lashes of the weeping willow tree branches.

    Screaming and suffering intense pain while hanging from with her wrists tied up to a high branch of the tree of wisdom, the wronged child-prostitute stirred up the compassionate emotions of the female audience whereas most men became sexually aroused by watching Chandra's buttocks being scourged and reddened, admiring the contortions of her slender body, and reacting with excited cheers as they realized that every lash provoked adorable squirts of pee from her hairless cunnus revealing that the girl was actually taking pleasure in the harsh punishment.

    The appearance of Megaera was repeatedly booed and her scene was underlined by an outburst of persisting insults. Ignoring the hateful remarks of the audience, the nasty woman attached clamps with weights to Chandra's nipples and labia, then scourged her back with ferocious determination. The public stood up and began shouting at Megaera to stop flagellating the lovely puella (that is girl in Latin) who dauntlessly refused to tell anything against Marinius despite the pain she was suffering. Then the crowd applauded as Megaera's guards removed Chandra's clamps and took her down the tree, but shouted again in rage when the guards forced Chandra to bend over and placed her bottom-up over a large tree trunk, exposing her purple-streaked cheeks to Judge Khursos and to the audience.

    But at this point Publicola Tuditani, moved by Octavia's courage, refused the paddle which he was supposed to use to spanking the girl, and caressed her bottom.

    "How does it feel, honey?" whispered Publicola bending down to Octavia's face.

    "It's okay...," she whispered back with a sweet voice. "Don't you have to spank me with the paddle?"

    "Your cheeks are already quite swollen."

    "I can take more, you know?"

    "I'll spank you with my bare hands, okay?"

    "Yeah, I like that, but then spank me with the paddle just before the branding."

    Scribonia angrily watched her husband talking with Octavia and tenderly caressing her cheeks.

    "Is she telling you what we want to hear, or what!?" shouted Scribonia in her role as Megaera.

    "No! She's stubborn like a Sicilian donkey!" proclaimed Publicola resuming his role as Judge Khursos.

    "Get the little bitch ready for the branding!" uttered Megaera provoking the astounding reaction of the crowd who couldn't believe that the villains could really do something so atrocious to the innocent puella. Judge Khursos spanked Chandra, relishing the physical contact with her swollen hot buttocks which she pushed up to enhance the impact of his large, bare hand, screaming at each hit to inflame the audience's emotions. Meanwhile, Megaera's guards started a big bellows rekindling a large brazier and bringing to a red-hot state the spiral-snake brand nailed on the end of a two-foot-long iron prop. 

    When the despicable woman brandished the instrument and invoked the God Vulcan, offering to him the branding of the girl as a sacrifice, it drove the crowd absolutely mad as they realize that Chandra was going to be branded for real. 

    "Is she ready?" whispered Octavia to Publicola. 

    "Yes, she is." 

    "Tell the guards to keep me rock-steady, then paddle my bottom a few times," whispered Octavia to the Censor.

    Four guards grabbed the girl's limbs pulling them down to fully keep her bent-over on her stomach to the rounded tree trunk. Megaera stuck the prop back into the brazier to keep the brand at maximum heat. The crippled, monstrous God Vulcan appeared in the background among colored fumes and darting flames to supervise the sacrifice. Have mercy, Vulcan! Spare the innocent puella! yelled the audience covering Chandra's screams as Judge Khursos paddled her bottom.   

    While the boisterous crowd waved and began throwing objects at Megaera, a dozen Praetorian guards rushed in to prevent hotheaded individuals to jump on the stage. The God Vulcan shouted at the public to shut up! The audience obeyed. The musicians rolled their drums. Gripping the handle of the prop with both hands, Megaera hieratically rose her arms placing the red-hot brand above Chandra's reddened bottom. Among the jaw-dropping public most women covered their eyes with their hands while the men were gulping in anticipation. The guards tightened their grip on Chandra's limbs. Judge Khursos froze. In their box Lady clung to Caligula; Drusilla wide-opened her eyes.

    Megaera erupted in a hellish laughter and slowly lowered the prop on Chandra's back until the red-hot iron ring brushed her upper right rump. The girl screamed. With a cruel grimace Megaera forcefully pressed the brand upon her victim. A small cloud of smoke, the gruesome sound of frying flesh and Chandra's long, painful wail blew everyone's mind.

    The child-prostitute desperately tossed her head, screaming, clutching the tree trunk, but suffered the excruciating,  penetrating burn without moving her hips while Megaera counted aloud from one to ten. Halfway through the count, the crowd yelled Stop it! You're killing her! The clamor rose. The Praetorian guards brutally held off a mass of infuriated men who were thrusting to the stage. Reaching the full count Megaera gave a last nasty push on the prop to impress the brand deeper into Chandra's flesh. The girl fainted. Megaera lifted the instrument and cursed back at the crowd. Judge Khursos approached Chandra. She secretly glanced at him while pretending to be unconscious. 

    Suddenly, screams of wonder saluted the God Neptune and Marinius appearing in huge wave of foaming water surging from the backstage floor flowing to both sides of the stage ending into side channels built for that scene. Surrounded by six Tritons, Neptune cursed his brother Vulcan, poking him with his trident while another torrent of water fell from the ceiling over Vulcan's monstrous head and body extinguishing the flames and pushing him down into a precipice bursting with colored vapors. 

    Marinius rushed to Chandra taking her in his arms, driving the crowd to tears as the child-prostitute delivered her last amorous lines and died in her lover's arms. Judge Khursos and Megaera tried to flee but Neptune exercised his divine powers and froze the villains on their feet. A broken-hearted Marinius carried the dead Chandra to Neptune. The Elysian angels—held up by gold-painted ropes—flew down with their big wings from the sky and took Chandra's nude corpse in their arms, fluttering over the stage and the first rows of the auditorium, coming close to the two opposite boxes above the forestage, waving at the princesses and bowing to Caligula among thunderous applause.   

    As the Elysian angels flew up to the sky with Chandra, Neptune asked the Emperor what fate he demanded for the odious conspirators, Judge Khursos, Megaera and other characters still frozen on the stage. 

    The crowd shouted: Death! Death! Death! 

    Caligula stood up, extended his right arm and turned his thumb... down! The screams and shrieks of the crowd rose to paroxysm. Upon Neptune's command a huge (fake) octopus slid up from the pool of water built in the back end of the stage. His long tentacles (made of wool covered by shiny silk fabric and guided from the ceiling by ten stage assistants operating small ropes attached to various parts of the tentacles) grabbed Judge Khursos, crushing him, dragging him back and sinking with him into the sea. Then Neptune defroze Megaera spurring her to run around the stage looking for a single friend who would come forward in her defense. Having no clue about the ending phase of her role, Scribonia/Megaera hollered and punched and kicked at various sympathetic characters and extras driving everyone mad.

    As she attacked with particular viciousness the brothel patrons, accusing them to be the real villains, the latter fought back, ripping off her costume and holding her despite her resistance while the keeper scourged her back with the weeping tree branches. Scribonia shouted at Drusilla that this scene wasn't in the script but loud insults and cheers of the public covered her voice.

    After a series of deliriously-applauded lashes, she was pushed away. Staggering and screaming, a nude Scribonia ran throughout the stage vainly looking for an exit until Neptune threw his big fishing net upon her, entangling her and dragging her to the pool of bubbling water wherein the six Tritons assaulted her and began biting her, pretending to eat her alive.

    The authentic screams of a struggling Scribonia provoked more and louder revengeful cheers from the audience until her screams subsided and the Tritons rose from the vapors chewing the bleeding parts of a deceased woman's body making the punishing scene entirely believable. The Tritons approached Neptune who declared that justice was done. Then, while the musicians played a heavenly tune, the Elysian angels flew down from the sky carrying back the dead Chandra, maintaining that the spirit of the girl demanded that innocence and love triumph over corruption and evil. Marinius rushed to the angels and took the inanimate Chandra in his arms. Then he kissed her with such a passion that she came back to life.

    The success of the spectacular play was absolutely hysterical. Never before anything of that magnitude had ever been produced in Rome or in any other part of the Roman Empire for that matter. Except Scribonia who had left the theater fuming for the outrage she suffered from the Tritons, all the players showed up for a dozen curtain calls, bowing to the enthusiastic ovations of the public.

    Octavia exhibited her reddened nude buttocks to the adoring fans who lined up to brush and worship her swelling brand as if it was a divine token from the Gods.

    The Emperor was repeatedly hailed, but he left all the honors to Drusilla who eventually made her appearance on stage between Octavia and Apelles and then with Publicola Tuditani surrounded by the other performers, waving to the crowd and promising exciting new shows in the near future. Publicola, Apelles, Neptune and Vulcan placed the delighted princess on their shoulders and carried her around among the jubilant crowd. She allowed the fans to kiss her feet and she even pulled up her skirt to enjoy their cheerful kisses on her thighs without refusing the most daring ones on her crotch knowing that the fragrance emanating from underneath the thin bombyx stretched over her pubis would remain imprinted in the minds of her fans for long time to come.

    Back to the backstage, Drusilla dealt with a pouting Lesbia and delivered her to an escort of Batavians with the order to take her to her own bedroom and stand on guard outside her door until further orders. Then she began distributing presents and compensations to the numerous crew, asking Briseis and the production assistants to carry on the job while she greeted Uncle Claudius, Agrippinilla, Herod Agrippa, Macro, Tysios and other familiar faces who showered her with tons of compliments and a variety of gifts. As the guests left the backstage, Drusilla noticed that Octavia was nowhere in sight. Briseis told her domina that the young girl's burn had been treated and she had last seen her talking with Publicola while the ancillae were cleansing his makeup.

    Drusilla went to Publicola's personal dressing room, knocked briefly at the door and entered. In the dim light of two small oil lamps, the princess saw Octavia still nude, sitting astride Publicola's lap, impaled on his erection, kissing him while he was panting love words in her mouth. 

    "Hi, Octavia...," said Drusilla leaning against the door.

    The girl sensuously glanced at the princess mumbling an inaudible greeting.

    "Is she feeling better, Publicola?" asked Drusilla with a little smile as the Censor looked at her while hugging Octavia and caressing her back.

    "Just a burning sensation on her brand, but not as burning as the feelings she's conveying to my heart," answered Publicola with a dreaming voice.

    "Hmm... that's nice of you, Octavia," commented Drusilla. "Aren't you exhausted after all what you did on stage?"  

    "That was my acting, domina."

    "She's right, Drusilla," confirmed Publicola. "It was great acting, wasn't it?"

    "Oh yes, I agree. Everyone loves her."

    Publicola gave tender little kisses on Octavia's lips.

    "I love you more than everyone else," he said to her.

    "Oh, Publi...," panted Octavia rotating her pelvis on his lap and kissing him with passion.    

    Drusilla watched that effusion of love with a puzzled expression.

    "So? What am I supposed to say or do?" she asked them playing with the belt of her gown.

    "I'll pay you any amount you want for her," said Publicola to Drusilla while Octavia clutched at his body, gazing at her domina holding her breath but without suggesting in any way what answer her mistress should give to the Censor's offer. 

    "That's out of question, Publicola," said Drusilla. "We love her as well, don't we, Octavia."

    "Yes, domina. You've always been nice to me."

    "I understand," admitted Publicola. 

    Octavia gave him a quick kiss and whispered: "Ask her to give me to you for a few days." 

    "Would you give her to me for a while?" he asked.

    Drusilla hesitated.

    "I could train her and make a classic actress out of her," added Publicola to substantiate his request.  

    "Women cannot act in classic plays," replied the princess.

    "The Emperor could change this stupid tradition as he's changing so many old-fashioned habits of Roman life."

    That was an interesting proposal considering that it was coming from a member of the conservative opposition. Drusilla thought it over.

    "How long do you want her?"

    "A couple of months?" said Publicola tentatively.

    Octavia held her breath. Two months was much more than she expected him to ask, but it would be wonderful if her mistress gave her such a long time to ripen the instinctive attraction which she felt for the big man from the very first time she locked eyes with him.        

    "Hmm... Where would you keep her?" asked him the princess to Octavia's delight.

    "In my house."

    "What about Scribonia?"

    "I'll divorce her tomorrow morning."

    Octavia hugged Publicola real tight, moving her pelvis to feel his erection and a surge of delightful vibrations inside her.

    "Would you like to move in with the Censor for two months, Octavia?"

    "Yes, domina. I have sweet feelings for the honorable Censor."  

    "Would you remain my faithful slave in the meantime and come back whenever I'll order you to do so?"

    "Of course, princess. You own me and I love you very much."

    "All right then, you can have her, Publi," said Drusilla with a mocking emphasis on the nickname by which Octavia had called him before. 

    Octavia blew her a kiss. Publicola burst out laughing.

    "Thank you, Drudi," he replied winking at her.

    Drusilla sneered, then gave him the finger and left the room while the two enamored souls cheered and kissed and eagerly resumed their pessionate lovemaking.  

* * *

CHAPTER THIRTEENPRIVATE 

In June of the previous Annum DCCXC ab Urbe condita (= Year 790 after the foundation of Rome, later defined as AD 37,) Agrippinilla was betrothed to her older cousin Domitius Ahenobarbus who was the brother of Domitia Lepida, the mother of Messalina.

    The young Julian princess had no feelings for the pompous Ahenobarbus who had been Consul of Rome some five years before. She never exchanged more than a few words with him let alone kiss him or share with him any kind of intimacy. As paterfamilias of the gens Julia, Caligula had the authority and the responsibility to provide his sisters with noble marital prospects who wouldn't interfere with the girls' private lives and would be ready to marry them on short notice.

    At her private betrothal ceremony Agrippinilla overheard Caligula talking about his father Drusus Germanicus, and for the first time she found out that Germanicus died in Antioch at the age of 33 in the year 772 (= AD 19.) Since Agrippinilla and everyone else knew she was now 14 years of age, and her sister Lesbia was 13, she began struggling with the intricate dates of the official Roman calendar, coming to the conclusion that Drusus Germanicus—the Roman war hero who she considered her father—died four years before her birth, and consequently she and Lesbia might not share the same father with Drusilla and Caligula!

    Nevertheless, Agrippinilla still remembered her mother Agrippina the Elder—Augustus' granddaughter—and the honors, love and respect she received from both branches of the Julio-Claudian family until she was banished by Emperor Tiberius to the island of Pandataria (out of Naples) for obscure charges of treason. That happened when Agrippinilla was about six years old. With Lesbia, who was five a that time, she followed her mother to the island without realizing that she was exiled since the accommodation was quite appropriate to her station.

    There were several slaves serving the household, people attending dinners, children to play with, and her education was taken care by good tutors. Caligula and Drusilla came to the island a few times. In those occasions, Agrippinilla recalled that their highly dignified yet affectionate mother often told all of them about the military campaigns and triumphs of their heroic father; and no one ever shed any doubt that each of their mother's children were begotten by Drusus Germanicus.

    After learning the alleged date of her father's death, Agrippinilla thought that the year had to be inaccurate. There was such a distinct physical resemblance among the four Imperial siblings—all tall and handsome even if the color of their hair was different, being that Agrippinilla was brunette, Drusilla a redhead, Caligula and Lesbia blond—that she pushed the unpleasant suspicion of being a half-sister in the back of her mind and didn't tell a thing to Lesbia or Drusilla or anyone else.

    The day after the Imperial banquet where she played with her younger sister "The Tail Game," Agrippinilla travelled for a few days to Campania (Italian region south of Rome) to attend New Year parties with some friends and relatives living in Naples and vicinity. While there, two days before New Year, she went all by herself to the nearby town of Cumae and she was admitted to the cavern of the Sibyl Amalthea, the most celebrated of all the prophetesses who succeeded one another for hundreds of years, making Cumae famous for their oracles.

    When Agrippinilla came out of the Sibyl's cavern she could hardly walk!
    What she heard from Amalthea was enough to keep her sleepless for the rest of her life! She wasn't the daughter of the man she thought to be her father, but she had to change the date of her birth in order to fit it with the ancestry she believed to be her own! Quite extraordinary as this revelation appeared, it was still nothing compared with the prophecy which the Sibyl uttered in the voice of the God Apollo. 

    "If the date of your birth is changed," proclaimed Amalthea tossing her arms over her head, "twelve years from now your third husband will be the Emperor of Rome and your only son will become Emperor himself! But your son has to be born before the end of this coming year!"

    Still shivering and almost fainting, the young Julian  princess ordered her carriage drivers to take her back to Rome right away. The sibylline words echoed in Agrippinilla's mind throughout her entire voyage. Amalthea confirmed her suspicions which arose during her short betrothal ceremony... Germanicus wasn't her father! In spite of her cool and calculating attitude, Agrippinilla felt like her whole world was collapsing over her head. But what did the Sibyl mean by change the date of your birth? Should she add at least five or six years to her age in order to place her birth before the death of Germanicus? How could that be possible? Agrippinilla knew that the births of Roman citizens were filed in the Temple of Juno Lucina on the Mons Cispius close to the Subura, but she'd never actually been there and never seen her certificate—which Roman citizens never needed to show anyone anyhow. Should she go to the temple and get her birth year retro-dated to a year before Germanicus death? Would anyone help her do that? That was pretty improbable... But since she understood that the change of her birth date was the condition for the Sibyl's wondrous prophecy to come true, Agrippinilla felt invested with a sacred mission and determined to get the job done against all odds. 

    Then she began fantasizing about her Imperial destiny... Amalthea sounded absolutely certain of every word she said, but Agrippinilla quivered: she had to get pregnant within a couple of months in order to give birth to a son before the end of the coming year. Then she had to get married and divorced or widowed twice before marrying the Emperor of Rome... Who could sire her son? Who could be Emperor in twelve years? Still Caligula? No... She liked fooling around with him but how could he marry his sister? He certainly knew that she was only half his sibling, but the change of her birth date would make her officially his full sister, nonetheless. 

    So? Well... Caligula had already been quite sick in the fall of that year and he'd probably die within twelve years. In that case who would succeed him? Caligula had no sons at the moment, and even if he'd sire one very quickly, the heir would be too young to become Emperor within twelve years and certainly too young to marry her. The sibylline riddle was indeed a difficult one to unravel. But Agrippinilla liked to solve riddles and use her cleverness to resolve the odds and probabilities in most of the moves she did in her short but eventful life.

    On the pregnancy front Agrippinilla was quite well-informed. A year earlier, she induced a miscarriage by drinking a distasteful abortive concoction prepared by her Greek physician, and then bouncing up and down astride his special gymnastic-horse until the desired effect was achieved.

    In that circumstance her physician explained to her that she should avoid having her lovers ejaculating into her genital organ between the sixth day after menstruation and the sixth day before the upcoming one. He also said that within this fertile time-span the orgasm of the woman during her partner's ejaculation would raise the odds of pregnancy twenty times more. Since Agrippinilla had a regular period of 28 days, she was able to prevent further pregnancies, but now that she needed to produce a son the advice of her physician became quite valuable to attaining the opposite result.

    Back to the Palace, a plan began unfolding in her mind. On the second day of Januarius she had her period which lasted four days. She calculated the fertile time-span reaching the conclusion that to get pregnant right away, she must have the prospective father of the future Emperor of Rome make love to her between the 12th and the 20th day of that month of January.

    But who should she chose?

    She thought of her occasional boyfriend Eutychus but discarded him. The chosen one had to be a patrician of high lineage. Her fiance' Domitius Ahenobarbus? Out of question... She'd never be able to have an orgasm with that imbecile. She wrote a few other names on her list, but no one was particularly appealing. And moreover, should she tell her partner about the Sibyl's prophecy? No... No way!  

    In the meantime, Agrippinilla became more friendly with Uncle Claudius. Being the brother of her alleged father Germanicus, and having a life-long passion for history, he had to be aware that she wasn't begotten by his brother. However, while she didn't want to ask him direct questions about her own birth, she'd try to get him to say something about it. With this objective, Agrippinilla went with him to the chariot races at the Circus Flaminius in honor of the late Servilius.

    Then, during the ensuing banquet hosted by the Ordo Equester, she made her uncle tell anecdotes about his brother's achievements. Claudius' was a gentle and extremely well-educated man in his mid-forties, author of an impressive number of books on the Punic Wars and Etruscan History. Despite his clumsy walk and stammering speech, Agrippinilla found him very intelligent and even quite witty as he tried to dodge her questions about dates. 

    "How old do you think I am, Uncle?" she asked.

    "Hmm... You-you-your m-m-mind s-s-sounds like th-th-thirty, your b-bo-body l-l-looks th-thhhh-thirteen, so I'd say th-th-that you're ab-ab-out... twenty one."

    "I may get that old before you'll finish telling me your stories, but I'm only fourteen, Uncle."

    "Oh, r-r-really?"

    "R-r-r-r-rrr-really!" she told him with a serious look making fun of him.

    "Well... C-c-c-congra-t-tulations!"

    "Fuck you, old verpa... Stop playing the stammering idiot. I know you're just acting to cover your ass," she whispered in his ear pinching his bottom.

    He burst out laughing. Agrippinilla was definitively a clever, outspoken Julian brat.

    "Not my ass, Agri, just my private little neck," he admitted whispering to her ear. "But don't tell this to anyone, okay?"

    "Secrets come with a price, buster," she answered with a cold smirk. Claudius gazed into her flaming black eyes, then he took off from his finger his most precious ring studded with a big ruby, and gave it to her. 

    "Is that enough?" he asked her while she tried the ring on her fingers, fitting it on her thumb. She gave him a little kiss on his cheek and slid her mouth to his ear: "You're generous, Uncle Claudius," she whispered, "but I want the truth on top of this."  

    "The truth could be too hard to handle, Agri dear."

    "I can handle anything," she replied with a seductive voice, "even the dates of the Roman calendar."

    Claudius knew very well what she wanted to know, but enjoyed being prodded into telling.

    "If you're good with dates, Agri love, I'll hire you as my assistant. I hate dates... They never fit with the logic of the events."

    "I'll bet you remember the logic of the events of the year 772 (= AD 19,) eighteen years ago, don't you," said Agrippinilla

    Uncle Claudius took a deep breath.

    "I do, I do...," he sighted. "I'll never forget the death of my beloved brother. Drusus Germanicus was such a great Roman and he could...." 

    "We know what he could have been," stopped him Agrippinilla. "Tell me concisely what my mother did in the years after his death."

    "She was crushed with grief. For three years she remained in voluntary seclusion in her villa on Lake Nemi (15 miles south of Rome.) No relatives or friends could visit her. Then she came to see me. She was very concerned having only two sons—Drusus Nero who was fourteen years old, and Caligula who was thirteen. She knew that they were next in line for the succession of Tiberius. Both boys were already living in Capri with the Emperor, my uncle."

    "What about Drusilla and Livilla?" asked Agrippinilla.

    "Livilla was six years old, and Drudi was four. Your mother was in deep mourning and entrusted her two daughters to my mother Antonia Minor. Then Livilla died and...."

    "Okay, we know that. What did my mother have in mind when she came to see you?"

    "She wanted to have some more sons in case that Nero and Cal would die young but she didn't want to get married out of respect for her late husband's memory. She was still only thirty five and extremely attractive. I was thirty three...."

    The thought of being Uncle Claudius' daughter flashed through her mind for an instant.

    "Don't worry, Agri," said Claudius perceiving her thought. "I'm not your father."

    "Did she ask you?"

    "No. As my father suffered a stroke when he got the news of Germanicus' death—and became paralyzed on the left side of his body—he made me the Claudian paterfamilias. In that capacity the estate of the Claudians and that of my late brother passed entirely into my hands."

    "Oh, you must be a very rich man, uh, uncle?"

    "Yes, but being an old-fashioned patrician I do not squander the family wealth which will be inhereted by my legitimate heir at my death with some sizable additions and no detractions at all."

    "Hmm, do you have any son that I don't know of?"

    "No. If I'd die without a son, your brother Cal will become the Claudian paterfamilias as well and the estate will pass entirely to him."

    "I see. In that case the Julians and the Claudians will merge under a single paterfamilias, is that not so?"

    "Exactly. But let's go back to your mother. Being her paterfamilias she seeked my approval and my advice for her project to give birth to other sons. She asked me to help her find a young, healthy man, handsome, virile, very physical but with some nobility who would resemble my brother."

    "And...?"

    "Well, you see... Things in life are very strange...."

    "Don't get philosophical. Tell me the facts."

    "Seventeen years before your mother came to me with that request, my father Drusus Claudius sired an illegitimate son with one of his concubines, a young Roman woman he kept in one of his residences. Three years later my mother found out about it. She had the concubine killed but the assassins couldn't find her son, my half-brother. When Germanicus died, my father told me about him after having me swear that I'd never reveal his real identity to anyone. Then he gave me some clues and asked me to investigate—just to find out if the boy was still alive."

    "Did you find him?"

    "Yes. I began inquiring into the concubine's family and within a year I found out that she gave the son to her aunt. I met him without revealing my name. He was fifteen years old, handsome, strong like a bull and quite adventurous. However, my father didn't want to anger my mother and her family by officially recognizing the son of a concubine... But being already ill and close to death, he gave me a secret document by which, in case of absolute necessity, I could grant my half-brother the name of the Claudians. After the death of my father, which occurred shortly thereafter, I found out that being now sixteen, he enrolled in the Army and was stationed in the Northern Frontier."

    "Is he my father?"

    Claudius gazed at her, then slowly nodded.

    Agrippinilla wide-opened her eyes, then gave him a big kiss on his forehead.

    "Cool! I'm glad to be still at least half your nice. How did it happen?"

    "When your mother came to see me for advice, I thought that the young man could just be perfect for her purpose. The concubine was killed before telling her family about her relationship with my father, so neither the boy nor anyone else beside me knew who's son he was. She decided to travel to Oppidum Ubiorum—recently renamed Colonia Agrippina by Caligula—the place where she was so happy with her husband. There, under false name and pretending to be a school teacher, she met the young man who was at that time a legionary of just seventeen years of age."

    "What was his name?"

    "Well... his first name is Marcus."

    "Is he still alive?"

    "Uh, huh...."

    "Wow! I still have a father!" exclaimed Agrippinilla.

    Claudius shook his head: "It's a secret, Agri. No one beside me can reveal the truth about your birth."

    "Hmm... Doesn't Marcus know about me?"

    "No. Your mother took residence in a splendid villa offered to her by the Governor of Upper Germany but rented a modest house to carry on her secret love affair."

    "Was she in love with him?"

    "Yes... By what she wrote me the young man was in love with her too. Every time he was free from military duty, he rushed to her house—at first to attend some much needed private lessons on history, literature and so forth, but then... Well... he was extremely virile, just what your mother needed to regain confidence in her womanhood. Sex between them was simply fantastic. She looked much younger than her age and, quite understandably, Marcus was bewitched by her beauty. After five months, as her pregnancy began to be visible, she told him that she had to go back to Rome, but she remained secluded in her villa and four month later you, dear Agri, came happily into this strange world we are all sharing for the time being."

    "How disappointed was she that I was a girl?"

    "Quite a bit, I must say... But she remained in Upper Germany and resumed her secret affair with my handsome half-brother, who I began to know quite well from your mother's letters. A few months later she was pregnant again."

    "Lesbia?"

    "Yes. But this time your mother left Germany for real as soon as her new pregnancy was confirmed. She came back to Rome with you, and there I met you for the first time." 

    "How did I look?"

    "You were just a screaming little monster who had to have her way even before you were one year of age," said Claudius pinching her cheek. She playfully slapped his hand away:

    "Beware, Uncle, the monster can still bite nowadays!"

    "I know, Agri... Anyhow, your mother decided to travel to the East where she made friends when she was there with my late brother. This time she was sure to give birth to a boy. I entrusted you to my mother Antonia Minor who was already raising Drudi and Lilla but was very happy to raise you in her mansion of Antium as well. Your sister Julia Livilla was born in Lesbos six months later and that's why we all call her Lesbia."

    "What was my mother doing in Lesbos?"

    Claudius gave no answer but shook his head as if he wanted to erase an unpleasant memory.

    "Debauchery?" asked Agrippinilla.

    "Yes," sighed Claudius. "Not only in Lesbos but in many towns of our Eastern Provinces. She was dejected for having given birth to another daughter, and she tried to find solace in sexual excesses even more extreme than those of Julia, her mother."

    "Umm...," commented Agrippinilla with an approving smirk. "When did she come back to Rome?"

    "Three years later, in the summer of 780 (= AD 27.) She was now forty years old, but despite all what she did in the East she was still beautiful and looking at least five years younger than her age."

    "Why was she exiled to Pandataria?"

    "Two years after she came back to Rome, Tiberius' Praetorian Prefect Sejanus, who was maneuvering the Emperor into making him the heir to the Imperial throne, concocted a bogus charge of treason against your mother and her first son Drusus Nero, first in line for Tiberius' succession. My uncle believed Sejanus and banished Nero to the island of Pontia (today's Ponza in the Mediterranean, out of Antium,) and your mother to Pandataria. Nero died in Pontia a year later, probably killed by Sejanus' assassins. Your mother died in 786 (= AD 33,) four years after being banished. I believe you were there when she died, didn't you."

    "No," answered Agrippinilla. "I've been living with her in Pandataria for most of those four years, but I was in Campania with Lesbia when she passed away. We felt both miserable, especially because one of our older cousins just told us that our mother was living in that island because she was banished for a charge of treason. I was ten years old but I understood that it was a terrible thing to be banished."

    "Even more terrible are the bloody struggles for the Imperial succession among a bunch of maniacs, blinded by the absurd idea that becoming Emperor of Rome would give them immortality."

    "Wouldn't you like to become Emperor?" asked Agrippinilla. "After all for the moment you're the first in line for Caligula's succession."

    "Caligula is a very capable, innovative and dedicated ruler. He's a genius, you know? I love him even more than his Scouts, and I wish him a very long life and plenty of healthy sons. As for me, I'm already immortal because of my books."

    "But if anything tragic would happen to my brother before that he sires a son, you'll have to become Emperor even against your will. Isn't that your dynastic duty?"

    "Well, in that unlikely case, I'll have to perform my duty with the best of my ability... but I don't even think about it."

    Agrippinilla considered Claudius' assertion and agreed within herself that the odds for him to become Emperor were quite slim.   

    "Is my birth certificate filed in some place here in Rome or in Colonia Agrippina?"

    "No, not in Colonia. I personally filed it with the Registry of Roman Citizen Births in the Temple of Juno Lucina."

    "Did you write the name of my father?"

    "No. As your mother's paterfamilias I had the right to write that your father was a noble Roman citizen personally known to me—which is absolutely true as your father is a Claudian patrician just like myself."

    "Same for Lesbia?"

    "Yes. I wrote the correct date and place of both your births but by using the past tense it appears that your father died before being able to register your births himself."

    "So, Lesbia and I are both officially orphans?"

    "Uh, huh... But you've nothing to fear. All the young Julio-Claudians will inherit plenty of real estate, gold, jewels and titles."   

    "Does Drusilla know that we're half-sisters?"

    "We've never talked about this matter. I don't think she interested in dates."

    "What about Caligula? Isn't he my paterfamilias?"

    "He probably knows, but it wouldn't make any difference."

    "Could anyone go to the Temple of Juno Lucina and find out that I'm not Drusus Germanicus' daughter?"

    "Access to the Registry of Patrician Families is only granted to patricians, and they have to show cause."

    "Which means...?" 

    "Some kind of legal dispute on paternity, citizenship, mostly for inheritance purposes. Not something that anyone would try to bring against you."

    "Do you personally have access to the Registry?"

    "I suppose yes... Why do you ask me this?"

    "Oh, nothing. Just checking...," claimed Agrippinilla. "I wouldn't want anyone find out that I'm not the daughter of a celebrated Roman war hero."

    After the long conversation with her "half-uncle" was over Agrippinilla felt relieved. She had now a clear idea of the situation and continued to elaborate her plan.

Two days after enjoying the spectacular success of Innocence Versus Evil in Uncle Claudius' box opposite to Caligula's, Agrippinilla walked through luminous corridors and marble stairways towards the north wing of the Palace.

    In her short scarlet chiton tight around her narrow hips, and graciously holding the strap of her shoulder bag filled with scrolls, the young Julian princess exuded both sensuality and determination. Her long slightly-bowed legs, the overall beauty of her still-blooming physique, her pretty face surrounded by curly black hair held around her head by a silver ribbon, and the natural elegance of her poise attracted glances of admiration even from the stiff Batavian Guards which had been appointed by Caligula to the interior surveillance of the Imperial compound.   

    As she reached the small yet perfectly gardened peristilium of Uncle Claudius' private quarters, she looked around examining the sun-lit setting, noticing a broader area under the colonnade embellished by busts of Caesar, Augustus and Drusus Germanicus, furnished with a large brass-fitted mahogany desk and matching benches and chairs covered by flat pillows. The old valet who showed her in offered her to sit down over there.

    "The master will be with you shortly," he said, then he left without bowing.

    Agrippinilla threw her bag on the desk, watching some scrolls rolling onto the mahogany tabletop. Then she sat down on a chair putting her feet on the desk, stretching her toes under the stripes of her silver lacquered sandals.

    In a white wool tunic with long sleeves and holding some scrolls, Claudius silently walked out of his living room behind her. He paused for a moment watching her legs.

    "If you want to help me with history dates," he said, "you'll better place your feet under the desk, my dear." 

    Agrippinilla lazily complied with his request without turning her head, then she looked at him as he moved in front of her. Like any seasoned man—she thought—he was obviously pleased to have a young person prepared to listen to him and learn from his knowledge.

    "Just try to be less pedantic than what people say about you, uncle," she replied with her usual brazenness.

    "I'm only a meticulous, impartial, scholar dilettante who has no interest in other people's opinions, my gracious niece," he specified while sitting down on the bench to her left. He unrolled two of his scrolls placing them close to each other in order to compare dates and events. She did the same with her scrolls and helped him drawing a list of dates concerning the Punic Wars. Claudius maintained that many dates proposed by various historians were contradictory and had to be regarded as a conventional framework rather than a rigid grid locking events into indisputable calendar connections. 

    After a while Agrippinilla noticed that Claudius' eyes were often shifting from the desk top to her legs which she was purposely shaking to unsettle the older man's concentration in his boring research.      

    "Why are you staring all the time at my crotch, uncle?"

    "Well, I'm not r-r-r-really...."

    "Don't give me your meticulous bullshit, Clau-Clau-Claudius," mocked him Agrippinilla stretching back on her chair to the effect of moving up the lower edge of her chiton and offering him a better look to her upper thighs just short of her bombyx-clad pubis.

    Claudius gulped. 

    "Admit it, uncle. You're having lustful fantasies about your pretty half-niece, don't you."

    "You think so?" he asked, blatantly faking surprise. 

    "I know so... Men are thinking about sex 260 times a day, especially when they are close to a lovely little cunnus."

    Claudius half-closed his eyes, thinking.

    "I must admit... you're very close," he said.

    "So? You want me to raise my skirt?"

    "W-w-w-would you do that?" gulped the uncle.

    "Look...," she said raising very slowly the edge of her chiton pulling it up, and up... Claudius wide-opened his eyes.

    "Ohh...," he sighed.

    Her dark, still rare pubic hair was now visible under her transparent loincloth. 

    "What else do you want, uncle?" she whispered undulating her hips, opening and closing her thighs .

    "Show me a little bit more," he said.

    She pulled her bombyx over her labia, exposing the sides of her pubis. He shook his head in wonder, his eyes staring at her Mount of Venus as if it was the shrine of the Goddess.  

    "You'd like to touch it, uh?" she said enjoying the reaction she was getting from him.  

    "You... m-m-m-mean it?" he sputtered.

    She pushed her crotch forwards, rising her knees, slowly spreading her thighs open. Claudius gasped. Her cute little vulva was now virtually naked, radiating her charm a few spans under his nose.  

    "Come," she said taking his hand. "Touch me a little but only over the loincloth, okay?"

    "Oh Agri...," he murmured incapable to move his hand.

    Agrippinilla pulled his fingers onto the transparent fabric stretched over her pubis. He began caressing her, his middle finger brushing her labia, his other fingers rubbing the soft skin of the sides of her pubis, feeling her silky pubic hair protruding from beneath her loincloth. The connection was electric for both of them.

    "Rub it a little stronger in the middle," she panted.

    His middle finger pushed just a bit over the thin fabric and kept stroking up and down between her labia.

    "Do you feel it?" he asked.

    "Yeah... You feel it getting wet?"

    "I do...."

    "You want to touch me underneath my bombyx, uh?"

    "Can I?"

    "Go ahead... but only for a short moment, okay?"

    Agrippinilla pulled her loincloth forwards just enough to let his fingers reach her moist labia. He began caressing and opening them, feeling her tender slippery flesh, moving lightly over and around her hardening clitoris.

    "You've such a nice little trigger here...," he mumbled. 

    She looked at his fingers as he kept stroking them softly on the same spot. 

    "Umm... You know how to do it, uh?" panted the young princess getting pretty excited and letting him rub her for quite a while. "How much do you like it?" 

    "Oh, Agri... You're so beautiful. I can smell it, you know?"

    "That's because you're a dirty old dog, aren't you."

    "No, I'm just a dreamer, Agri love," said a spellbound Claudius.  

    He bent down to kiss her crotch but she put her hands over her pubis pressing them against his fingers.

    "No, no, no, no...," murmured Agrippinilla. "I don't want you to even dream to do that to your little niece, you know?" 

    "Please, honey... Let me kiss it just for a moment."

    "No!" she pouted caressing the rings on his fingers.

    Trembling with excitement, Claudius pulled off a ring studded with a large emerald and showed it to her: "What if I give you this?"

    Agrippinilla took the ring and looked at it. Then she glanced at him: "It's nice. Can I keep it?"

    "Of course."   

    "Thank you, uncle," she said sliding the ring on her thumb. "Now... Do you really want to kiss my little cunnus?" she asked him with a coquettish voice.

    "Oh yes, let me do that, baby." 

    "Okay... Take off my loincloth," she whispered to him. Gasping with anticipation, he kneeled down between her legs, caressing her thighs, kissing them as she placed them on his shoulders. Nearing his face to her pubis, he began licking it, palpating her smooth abdomen, undoing her loincloth. By raising her buttocks, she helped him denude that luscious part of her body and allowed her uncle to enjoy the fragrance and the taste of her blossoming flower. 

    Despite her sly, dispassionate personality, Agrippinilla felt deeply aroused by his amorous cunnilingus. Oh... he was really good at it! she thought. 

    Kissing, licking and eating her with the lust that only an older man can pour over a 14-year-old nymphet, Claudius slid a finger inside her, relishing the twitching response of her tight vagina while sucking her engorged clitoris, nibbling at it and titillating it with the tip of his tongue, unable to think but still listening at her as she verbalized her feelings. 

    "Ohh, you're really good at it, you know...?" she moaned as her crotch was quivering in his mouth. "What do you want now? You want to make me come? Is that what you want from your little niece? Getting her higher and higher and closer and closer, giving it to you as if I didn't want anything else in life? ... You're making me feel hot, you know?"

    Sensing that she was approaching a climax, he quickly lifted his tunic grabbing his erection while intensifying his suction on her erected clitoris. 

    "Umm, you're really good... and bad and ugly... but I'm not letting you do me, you know?" she panted knowing that he was getting ready to penetrate her.

    "Why not, baby?"

    "Because your verpa is to big for my little hole."

    "No, it's not that big," he whispered while rotating his finger inside her.

    "Don't lie to me, uncle... I saw how big and hard it got when we were watching the show the other night... and I slapped that big thing, remember?"

    "Yes, I remember, but let me just rub it against your little rosebud... please!"  

    She looked at him. He was really on his knees, but his eyes were in fire and a certain grimace on his mouth expressed the sheer determination of a man who could no longer repress his instincts. And that was really exciting!  

    "All right then," she said. "But let me do that...."

    Claudius pulled out his finger from her and stood halfway up.

    She placed her legs around his waist, then she grabbed his shaft, squeezing it and feeling a new surge of lubrication wetting her vagina. Looking at her clitoris, she stroked his glans against it with a slow circular motion.

    "You like it?" she asked.

    "Ohh, you're so lovely, Agri," he whispered while she pressed his frenulum on the tip of her trigger, rubbing it harder and rotating her hips to feel the power of the older male right where she wanted it.

    "Do it yourself now," moaned the young girl feeling acutely aroused. Claudius grabbed his erection and kept stroking his glans up and down on her clitoral area, gasping again as she pulled off her chiton, stretching her slender body on the chair, almost unaware of the effect that her nude, pert "titties" provoked in the older man, but feeling a new eagerness as he dangerously prodded at the orifice of her vagina. She placed her hands over his hand and they rubbed the hard member together within her engorged labia.

    "Pinch my nipples now," she panted, closing her eyes in delight. His hands cupped her small breasts, palpating them all around, just brushing their sensitive tips with his palms, making her quiver with anticipation.

    "Come on, pinch them... squeeze them hard," she asked him while goose bumps spread on her slight body.

    "Wait, baby. Let me feel your lovely little pears just a bit more," said Uncle Claudius relishing the touch and the form and texture of her firm yet still developing womanhood. Then he moved his fingers to her nipples and began rubbing and crumpling and pinching them the way he knew all women crave when their senses are bursting with desire. 

    Umm... She really liked that! It made her even more aroused because of the erectile connection between her nipples and her clitoris, and Claudius squeezed them so good... responding with the same ardor to the frantic pumping motion of her hand around his shaft which she kept rubbing on her most sensitive spot. 

    "You want me to take it all the way, don't you," she moaned when she felt ready to get it inside. 

    "Yes, Agri darling."

    "You want to force that ram of yours into me, uh?"

    "Yes...."

    "And you want to push it deep, and in and out and around, uh? Is that what you want?"

    "Ohh, you're making me crazy...."

    "What would you do for me if I give it to you really good, and feel crazy with gaudium while you're hammering me and make me scream and twist and shout...?"

    "Anything you want," he said reaching her mouth and kissing her for the first time. She retrieved one of her hands from his erection and placed it on the back of his head caressing the nape of his neck returning him such a full-suction kiss that he really thought he was kissing an Elysian angel. "I'll give you three more rings," he whispered while inhaling her sensuous breath.

    "No uncle, that's not necessary," she murmured in his mouth. "I just want that you promise to do something very, very easy for me."

    "What, baby?"

    "I'll tell you later, but I want you to promise."

    "Tell me now...."

    "No, I'm too excited," she panted in his ear. "And I just want to let it go and... feel you inside me... banging me hard, and make me really crazy, you know? But trust me, uncle... It's something simple, easy and without consequences for you but it'll make me happy. Don't you want to make me happy?"

    "Oh yes, my girl!"

    "You promise?"

    "Yes... I promise."

    "Thank you, uncle Claudius," she murmured taking away the other hand from his erection, placing her legs on his shoulders, hugging his neck, and pushing her groin against his big verpa. He grabbed his hard shaft and pointed it at her twitching orifice.  

    "Noo, wait a moment...," begged a panting Agrippinilla looking at his tense, purple glans. "Wait, I feel it there...  yeah... let's push together, slowly... Ohh, you're going in... tcheahh... Now! Enter me!... Ahh!"

    She kissed him again while she pushed her vulva against his erection until it slowly broke through her narrow vaginal sphincter, filling up her vagina as deep as it could go.

    "Oh, baby, baby...," he sighted. "I can't believe it!"

    "Nohh... you have to believe it... you're all inside me... but take your time, uncle... I want to feel that big verpa of yours really good, you know?"

    For several minutes, Agrippinilla gave her uncle the ride of his life. He hammered his erection into her, in and out, with overwhelming thrusts and a variety of strokes aiming deep at her hardening cervix, and rotating inside her to enflame every side of organ. She clutched herself at him, responding with moans and kisses, pounding her pelvis against his battering ram to increase the friction of their genitals.

    "Oh, you're doing me so good, uncle! It's so deep and big and... Ahh! We need to do it a lot, you know? I'm going to stay here with you... for many days. Do you want me?"

    "Oh, yes! I want you a lot, Agri love!" panted Claudius entering her in ecstasy.

    "You can take me all the time, anytime, you know?"

    "Oh, yes! I will, baby!" 

    "We'll sleep together and I'll give you everything... Only to you... Do you really want to possess me?"

    "Oh yes, Agri! I want it so much... I'm going to come, you know? Let me take it out...."

    "No, keep it inside! I want to come with you and feel your jet hitting me right there, and deep... But wait! I'll tell you when I'm ready... Shove me hard! Yes, just like that! Oh I'm getting crazy! Yes! Harder! Hurt me! Yes! Yes! I'm coming... Oh, yeesss! Come now! Ahh! I'm coming! More! More! Ahh!"  

    Shuddering and screaming, the slender young princess kept clutching and pounding at him while feeling the powerful squirts of his throbbing erection ejaculating inside her right when her spiraling climax reached the highest peak. 

    Oh, it was really such a fantastic gaudium! How could she ever imagine that Uncle Claudius would turn out to be such a great lover? But as they continued copulating after his first outpour of pleasure, he told her that it was only because of her beauty, her enthusiasm and her sensuous words that he was now turning into a new man.

    And Agrippinilla really loved the new man... With unsurpassable joy Claudius agreed to keep his pretty niece with him, and he loved her in many ways for several days. She just went back to her quarters a few times to pick up new clothes and scrolls, explaining to Drusilla that she was staying at Uncle Claudius' to become fully-immersed in the learning of Greek and history. 

    Since no one could envisage that Agrippinilla had any intimate feelings for the clumsy, stammering older man, no one interfered with her desire to acquire from her uncle a higher education in classic culture.

* * *

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

While Agrippinilla carried on her secret affair with Uncle Claudius, other major events unfolded in the days following the striking success of Innocence Versus Evil.

    Censor Publicola Tuditani passed the whole night after the show locked in his dressing room making love with the luscious, enamored Octavia. Then, around noon, they both went to his residence on the Aventine Hill. While the girl was waiting outside in his curtained lectica, Publicola divorced his wife Scribonia and threw her out from his house to accommodate his new flame.

    The pretty slave had such a crush for the big man and he was so engulfed with love and desire for the passionate girl that they ran together to a cubiculum and locked themselves into it even before Scribonia was forced out of his estate.

    While Publicola's slaves were packing Scribonia's belongings, the estranged wife rushed back and banged at the cubiculum door screaming and cursing, threatening them both with harrowing torture and death. Inside, the two lovers were already kissing and copulating in the throes of irresistible lust.

    Octavia's screams of delight covered Scribonia's hateful outbursts for a while but since the nasty harpy shouted and banged at the door louder and louder, Publicola got utterly mad. He forcefully withdrew his erection from Octavia's humping groin, then he rushed to the door unlocking it and slamming it open. 

    Scribonia froze in disgust at the sight of his nudity and got immediately punished by a tremendous punch which landed straight on her face, knocking her unconscious to the floor. Kicking her on her broken lips and bleeding nose, he called his valets and ordered them to drag Scribonia out, put her on a litter, and carry her to a hospital.

    In the evening, while the news of Publicola's divorce spread among the boni, the Censor paid a visit to Lucius Cathegus. He told the young senator that life with Scribonia had become intolerable and asked him to get in touch with Fabius Lentulus, her paterfamilias, to negotiate the return of her dowry.  

    Cathegus agreed, then asked him if he talked to Drusilla.

    Publicola gazed at the impatient senator with a suspenseful expression, then answered quite coolly: "She feels lonely."

    "Oh! I thought so!" exclaimed an excited Cathegus. "Is she going to come over for dinner?"

    "You'd like that, uh?"

    "Come on, Tuditani! What did she say?"

    "It seems she's not in good terms with her brother."

    "Okay, okay, I knew that... Is she coming or not?"

    "She hates the Britannian wench."

    "Fuck you, Tuditani!" shouted Cathegus slamming his fist on the table. "I want to know about Drusilla, not about that riding whore!"

    "Relax, okay? As the spokesman of the boni/Republican coalition you've to think of the political implications of all your moves, especially when you want to screw the sister of the Emperor just because your nose is still whipped by the smell of her cunnus."

    Cathegus half-closed his eyes. What did the fucking Censor had in mind? Boycotting his affair with Drusilla? Publicola was of course a huge asset of the Grand Old Party, not only for his impressive physique and brisk manners, but also for his political experience and for his draw with the populace of the ludi scaenici.

    "I'm not criticizing your lust for that magnificent Julian  animal," continued Publicola, "but I had to make sure that she could give you the opportunity to score some points for our cause. Is that clear? Besides sticking your mentula up her ass, you ought to stick some Republican ideas into her brain—and believe me, Cathegus, besides a great cunnus, the beast has a big brain as well, capisci?"

    "I appreciate your concern," replied Cathegus resuming composure. "If she'll accept to come over for dinner I'll stuff my mentula with lots of ideas and then I'll stick it into her from every possible opening."

    Publicola laughed. Then he told Cathegus that Drusilla agreed to come over to his place on the evening of the Ides of Januarius. While the young senator controlled his enthusiasm and shook the Censor's forearm the Roman way with sincere gratitude, Publicola added: 

    "She wants no one around. Only you and her."

    "Hmm... Is she afraid of her brother's spies?"

    "Big brains are always cautious," maintained Publicola.

    "What about some of my ancillae for serving dinner?"   

    "No one. Order them to prepare all dishes in advance, keep the warm ones in the oven, and serve them by yourself, unless you'll cut the crap and have Drusilla's body for dinner." 

    Cathegus laughed, then he hugged the big man and promised him to collect important information about Caligula's strategies and moves right from his first encounter with the Emperor's fascinating sister. 

    "Fascinating, uh?" commented Publicola with an intriguing little smile, referring to the origin of that word (from Latin fascinum which meant phallus.)

    "Oh, yes," replied Cathegus. "Isn't the power of her fascination affecting the fascinum of all men?"  

    Publicola chuckled: "Perhaps Drudi is so fascinated by any fascinum that she's going to give you a chance to fascinate her wonderful cunnus so hard and deep that you'll fall in love with her like a child."

    The two men laughed at their silly joke, then Cathegus showed the Censor out of his house.   

The following day, Drusilla went to see her brother in his study, showing off a beautiful gold brooch chiselled in form of a butterfly, embellished with rubies and emerald stones.

    "Can you guess who offered me this jewel?" asked him Drusilla with a puzzling smile.

    "Herod Agrippa?" answered Caligula who had noticed his sister flirting with his friend at the show.

    "Nope."  

    "Who then?"

    "Our friend... Lucius Ca-the-gus."

    "Oh! Are you going to see him?"

    "Yessss! He just sent me a message with this golden butterfly confirming that he'll be anxiously waiting me for dinner on the night of the Ides."

    "Excellent, Drudi darling! Will you try to accomplish the mission I've been telling you about?"

    "Of course, Cal. Why else should I go see our most dangerous foe?" 

    Caligula nodded with a grin of approval. Whereupon, Drusilla told him about Lesbia's jealous tantrum against her and Apelles in the backstage during the interval of the show, and suggested that the 13-year-old girl be given a hard lesson in order to avoid the same kind of problem in the future.

    "What kind of lesson are you thinking of?" asked Caligula.

    Drusilla paced her brother's private study then came up with the right idea.

    "Banish her for six months to the island of Lyparis, (out of the northern coast of Sicily,)" she proposed.

    "Umm... the brothels' island, uh?"

    "Yes," answered Drusilla. "Sooner or later all capricious Roman girls are sent to the brothels in the towns of our military bases to perform prostitution duties. As you remember, five years ago, when Tiberius found out that we were sleeping together, he banished me right there for three months on the Lyparis' archipelago. It didn't affect my love for you, but it made me understand the value of frequent, dispassionate sexual intercourse with lots of men."

    "Umm... don't remind me about that, Drudi. I still have all the letters you wrote me with the intimate details of your most sensational sex jobs. And I cannot count the times I masturbated while reading them."

    "Not to talk about when I came back, uh... bad boy?" said Drusilla sitting on his armchair and sliding a hand through his toga. "How many times did you ask me to turn you on by telling you what I was feeling while all these sailors, merchants, and men of all races were screwing me like animals and made me scream like a real whore, keeping me all the time on the verge of orgasm yet unable to make me go over the edge?"

    "Stop it, Drudi. If you stir up these memories with that voice of yours, you're going to make me...."

    "What?" she whispered in her brother's mouth.

    "Oh, you know what...."        

    Drusilla gave him a quick kiss, then squatted and took his mentula in her mouth. Caligula sighed... she always gave him such a special pleasure! Many women had the peculiar gift to turn him on—but his sister... Oh, his sister's mouth and the way she used her tongue, lips, teeth, and palate in addition to her ability to swallow his glans deep into her throat and tighten her windpipe around it, squeezing and releasing the pressure at will in order to apply to the hard penis a delicious pumping motion, was absolutely irresistible! Furthermore, the thousands imaginative ways Drusilla was spending with her teeth and fingers and nails all over his genitals, along his shaft, biting and pinching and pulling his scrotum in the central divide and down to his anal areola with a perfect understanding of the force to use during the various phases of male arousal, redoubled the pleasure she was giving him—or any other men—with her incomparable licking and suction talent.

    And that was just the beginning! Because the Imperial Princess knew exactly how to lead her man to the edge of orgasm and stop him there to prolong his enjoyment, decreasing or increasing his urge to ejaculate by tightly clasping his scrotum just below the base of the shaft above the testicles, and firmly pulling down to temporarily block his urge, then releasing her grip; doing that at will until she felt that his testicles were filled with energy and he was ready for a major eruption of his white lava. In the supreme moment of his climax, she enveloped him with all of her passion, stimulating his groin with her fingers, but raising her open mouth a few inches above his glans in order to allow his first jets to squirt out unimpeded, and gush over her palate and tongue and lips with maximum potency, provoking maximum pleasure. Immediately thereafter, the prodigious fellatrix devoted all of her sensitivity to sustain his orgasmic spasms with a combined action of her hands and mouth to obtain further and richer outpour, sucking out and swallowing his issue until the last quivers of his body ceased.   

    Sensuously kissing his receding erection and stroking her face on his groin, Drusilla glanced at him as he caught his breath and began to relax. She always loved those tender moments of intimacy following the frantic excitement of her brother's climax.

    Being aware that her magic mouth every time provided him with an intense gratification which affected his emotions and expanded his love for her, Drusilla enjoyed the same satisfaction he felt even without reaching her genital orgasm. But giving pleasure to her brother was for her such a fulfilling infusion of pride and happiness that she needed nothing more than his caresses and his words of appreciation to boost her self-esteem and make her feel like the most fortunate woman on Earth.

    When Caligula and Drusilla came back to a rational frame of mind, two Batavian guards showed Lesbia into the Emperor's private study. Expecting some kind of punishment, the 13-year-old princess was more subdued but didn't beg either of her older siblings for mercy. Nevertheless, as Caligula told her that he was banishing her for six month to the Lyparian islands, tears come to her eyes.

    "Do you really want some pimps to lock me into some brothels and make me work like a common prostitute?"

    "Yes, Lesbia," answered Caligula. "Jealous tantrums and emotional outbursts of selfish possessiveness in matters of love are not part of our Julian traditions."

    "But they'll force me to do horrible things over there!" exclaimed the girl.

    "Do you call making love with men a horrible thing?" asked Drusilla with an ironic tone.

    "It's not horrible only if I'm in love with a man," replied a pouting Lesbia.

    "That's very restrictive, my dear sister," said Caligula. "As a noble and intelligent girl you should be aware that your cute, young body attracts and arouses lots of men. Why do you want to be so cruel with them and deprive them of your graces?"

    "There'll be no harm for you, darling," added Drusilla caressing the girl's head. "I've been banished there by our uncle Tiberius when I was fourteen and I can tell you it was a very important learning experience."

    "Yeah, what will I learn? Dirty words in exotic languages?" asked Lesbia quite sarcastically.

    "Languages are extremely important, pretty sister," replied Caligula. "But most important is that you'll recognize that your body doesn't belong entirely to you or to the lovers you chose but also to the rest of mankind."

    "And you'll learn how to be chosen for your own beauty rather than for your high rank at Court," continued Drusilla.

    "What if I don't like being chosen?" 

    "Well, they'll tie you up on a big chair with your legs spread eagle and you'll be chosen the hard way."

    "Did they do that to you?" asked Lesbia with a grimace.

    "Only once because I wanted to try that as well," answered Drusilla. Then she glanced at Caligula who nodded as he remembered a letter she wrote to him about that experience.

    Lesbia stood there, shaking her head.

    "Nothing like that is going to happen to you if you'll behave with the dignity of a Julian princess," said Caligula.

    "After the first day or two you'll find your job very exciting," claimed Drusilla. "Men are just going to love you, Lesbia. It's as simple as that."

    "Even if I still have almost no hair on my pubis?" asked Lesbia with a hint of shame in her voice.

    Drusilla smiled.

    "You have such a sensuous pubic bone and your labia are always so swollen that being hairless will drive them  absolutely crazy."

    "My outer labia only swell if a man caresses them with nice long strokes, not like those guys who want to pump it in right away."    

    "If you'll tell them that you like being aroused by long strokes on your labia, they'll do that," continued Drusilla.

    "Never expect men to know what to do to you," said Caligula. "Talk nicely, with a lovely voice and tell them what you like the most."

    "What about my small breasts?" asked Lesbia quite concerned with her still undeveloped womanhood. "They're almost invisible."

    Drusilla titillated her sister's chest over her tunic. 

    "With all their rubbing and sucking your clients are going to turn these adorable nipples of yours into a nice pair of titties you'll be proud to show off with all of your future boyfriends."

    Caligula hugged his youngest sister: "And keep in mind that all prostitutes are sacred to the Gods because they increase the general happiness of the people."

    Lesbia looked at her sister. 

    "Did the pimps try you when you arrived there?"

    "Yes, of course. They are going to discover how to get you very excited and make you come in all ways in order to sell you to the proper clients. Wouldn't you like that?" 

    Lesbia gulped. Like most girls of her age she'd been secretly fantasizing about working in a lupanar. 

    "How many clients are going to hire me in a day?" asked Lesbia to Drusilla.

    "You'll be auctioned around between noon and midnight, sometimes more hours if there is a big crowd. You'll go to your cubiculum with a man and make love with him for about half an hour; so I'd say that you'll have about thirty full copulations per day, but sometimes you'll be hired by more men together and they'll do it to you for longer time."

    "Do I have to fake having big gaudium with everyone?"

    "I'll bet you're going to have a lot of big gaudium with a lot of big men with no need to fake anything," said Drusilla with a smile.

    "How many times can a woman come every day?" asked Lesbia as if she didn't know the answer.

    "How many times did you ever masturbate in the same day?" asked Caligula.

    "Well, but that doesn't really give big gaudium, don't you think so, Drudi?"

    "You see, Lesbia dear, if you copulate many times with the same man, after a while you cannot have the same big gaudium as in the beginning. But in Lyparis you'll have a new man every time and you'll be thrilled and you'll enjoy it very much because it's always the first time for you and for the client. Do you understand? That's the beauty of working in a brothel and give yourself to many different men every day. They'll never let you down!" 

    "Is it good to have so much gaudium?"

    "Of course, Lesbia! The more the better. Every big coitus makes the body more healthy and blossoming with positive energy. And remember that a woman can have 260 times more gaudium than a man. You know that after they come all men have to relax at least half an hour before being able to get it up again... if ever?"

    "Yes, sometimes it happens before I reach full gaudium and that's very frustrating," said Lesbia.

    "Nothing like that will ever happen in Lyparis," guaranteed Drusilla giving her little sister a tender kiss. "Most clients are as strong as bulls. They love to excite the prettiest girls with imaginative foreplay and then make them come by screwing them real good with their hard verpae. Sometimes, if you get hired by the most endowed guys they'll give you ten, even twenty big orgasms in half an hour. Isn't that extremely stimulating for a young princess like you?"

    "What if I become pregnant?" asked 

    "It's highly improbable," claimed Drusilla. "There are several Greek physicians working on the islands. Every day, before you start meeting clients, they'll insert a tiny wax plug into your cervix and they'll give you special perfumed oily creams which you'll spread yourself over your little cone inside there before every job or ask the clients to do it."

    "Will they do that?"

    "Of course... If you'll ask them nicely and sexily they'll get very horny by preparing your cute little cunnus and your anus for copulation. And you'll get aroused as well because the creams are not only preventing pregnancies and protecting your genitals from small abrasions but they heat up your little holes and you'll feel such delicious tingling sensations that you may even come while feeling their fingers rubbing you inside. The most important is that you always keep a positive attitude with every client. After a few days you'll learn to love all of them regardless of their age, manners or physical appearance. And as they'll feel that you want to make them happy with no reservations, they'll make you happy as well."

    Lesbia agreed, then turned to Caligula:     

    "If I'll behave like a good little lupa, will you reduce the time of my banishment?" she asked, giving her brother a few kisses on his neck.

    "We'll see about that, sweetheart," answered Caligula returning kisses to his adorable young sister. "Write me often with all the details of your performances, but remember that your reward will be much higher if you'll please our ancestor the Goddess Venus, and if you'll make us proud of you."

    Lesbia nodded. Drusilla hugged her sister and Caligula together.

    "We're doing it for your own good," whispered Drusilla.

    "I know...," admitted Lesbia kissing her. "Under what name should I be doing whoopy in Lyparis?"

    "What about... Marililla?" proposed Drusilla.

    "Umm, I like Marililla," commented Lesbia with a smile. Then she turned to Caligula: "Are you going to affix my banishment decree on the Rostra?" 

    "No... I'll issue it today but I'll keep it in my private files for a few months."

    "Could you avoid mentioning Lyparis?" asked Lesbia.

    "Okay, I'll make up some other place. Are you happy now?"

    "Yes... Thank you, my big brother," she said stroking herself against him, clenching one of his legs between hers and rubbing her groin against it pretending to be already at work: "How much would you pay for a full ride with Marililla, the sexiest little whore of the Lyparian islands?"

    "I'll tell you when I'll come over to inspect my Navy in Palermus," whispered Caligula to her ear.

    "Don't make me wait too long," she whispered back to her brother. "My price may be too high for you." 

    Drusilla signaled the two Batavians to approach.

    "Go now, my love," said Caligula.    

    Lesbia gave a last kiss to her siblings, then moved with dignity between the two big, blond Batavians and marched with them towards the door. 

    When she reached the doorway she turned:

    "Good bye, Caesar!" she said raising her arm in the Roman salute.

    The two Batavians turned back right away:

    "Hail, Caesar!" they shouted at unison saluting the Emperor.

    Caligula and Drusilla responded to the salute:

    "To the eternal glory of Rome!"

    Lesbia and the Batavians turned back again and marched out of Caligula's private study.  

Two hours before noon of the Ides of January the Amphitheater Flaminius was already packed well-over capacity by more than thirty five thousand people cheerfully waiting the beginning of the gladiatorial contest between Goran the Goth and the six gladiators who were scheduled to fight him to death starting at noon.

    All kinds of bets were waged by the spectators with dozens of public and private bookies moving through the rows along with vendors of water, wine, sausages, and marinated chickpeas, while about three hundred musicians, dancers, pantomimes, jugglers, acrobats and fire-eaters provided a lavish pre-game show in the arena. 

    The day was slightly windy but sunny. A large number of women flocked in droves to the Amphitheater to root for their handsome blond idol who was now facing death in order to save the honor of his mysterious girlfriend. The mild temperature allowed the most beautiful women to show generous portions of their bodies while kissing images and small, well-painted statuettes of Goran the Goth which other vendors were selling around like hot cakes. 

    Under the big tent of the Imperial grandstand, various authorities began reaching their seats. First came the Aedile Marcus Terentius Cotta who was in charge of the Munera Gladiatoria; then Velleius Paterculus, the Chief of the Urban Cohort who conducted the investigation on Servilius' murder case, followed by the boni Questor Licinius Scaevola and Judge Erminius Sanga attending Servilius' widow and her two children. Applause and cheers from the crowd welcomed Marcia Cordia, the Head of the Prostitutes' Guild, who arrived with a dozen prominent members of the Guild, all wearing their best-looking leopard skins over their nude bodies, escorted by the most notorious panderers of Rome, with Mutius wearing a small hat, inconspicuously mingling among his colleagues.

    About sixty knights in the company of their wives or concubines were showed in by the valets and took place in the tiers beneath the Imperial booth along with the boni Caecilius Curius, Pompeius Glabrio, Tullius Sergius and Lucius Vettius. The senators—about a hundred of them and several with wives and daughters—all Caligula's partisans with the exception of the neutral Hortensius Scaurus and the boni Cato Nepos, Fabius Lentulus and Lucius Cathegus, were seated on the tiers siding the Imperial booth. On the rows above it a few dozens Scouts and Greens lead by Metellus Gabinius and Publius Certicus reached their seats along with Green ace charioteer Eutychus, and actor Apelles surrounded by most of the cast of Innocence vs. Evil, including Censor Publicola Tuditani with a beautifully dressed Octavia on his side. In the same area Arkana and Kardixa welcomed a sizable representation of Britannian citizens living in Rome and showed them to their places.

    Meanwhile, in the Imperial booth, Macro showed up with Tysios dressed and made up like a girl; then Herod Agrippa—without Jovenia—flanked by Pyrallis and Nymphidia, the two classy concubines temporarily awarded to him by Caligula; and then Uncle Claudius with the radiant, inseparable Agrippinilla in a splendid turquoise gown and an amazing diamond-studded tiara perfectly placed on her high-coiled black hair, with matching earrings and necklace, all jewels formerly belonging to Claudius' grandmother Octavia (Augustus' sister who was married to Marc Antony,) now given as a present by the older Julio-Claudian prince to his young niece.

    Behind them, Agrippinilla's pompous fiance' Domitius Aheno-barbus—Claudius' first cousin from his mother's side—tried to no avail to exchange a few words with her and resorted to chat with his sister Domitia Lepida, Messalina's mother, and with her husband Valerius Messalla Barbatus, who just came back from their vacation in Gallia Narbonensis. Ahenobarbus told Messalina's parents that he saw Missi a couple of times at his mother's villa in Antium around New Year, but he knew nothing of her trip to the East of which Messalina left a written letter for her parents in the family mansion alleging her need to refresh her knowledge of Hellenistic culture, and promising to be back before the Ides of March.

    Finally, when generals, magistrates and government officials filled the other places on the Imperial booth, twelve trumpeters of the Praetorian Guard in dress uniform blew the notes of "Hail to the Chief." The Aedile Marcus Terentius Cotta, who was hosting the gladiatorial contest, announced the arrival of the Emperor of Rome. Cheers and applause thundered from the crowd as a platoon of Batavian Guards rushed in to both sides of the big Imperial chair standing at attention while all the three hundred players of the pre-game show ran below the grandstand performing a well-designed spectacle to welcome the Supreme Ruler of the Empire.

    At the climatic moment, the trumpeters blasted their long horns three times, and an elated Caligula in his gem-studded purple cloak and golden laurel crown, appeared in all his magnificence in the Imperial booth, responding to the delirious standing ovations of the whole attendance by raising his arms, enjoying unanimous chants of "Cae-sar! Cae-sar!" and admiring a multitude of beautiful women in the stands who were exposing their breasts for him, for Rome and for the Gods.

    More cheers saluted Lady Caligula and Drusilla as they came forward on either sides of the Emperor wearing precious tiaras and jewels, both in identical blue gowns personally tailored by the young star-designer Petronius Niger, and cut below the breasts covered by a single layer of mousseline which left their bosoms almost as exposed as the women's in the crowd. In her hair Drusilla was wearing Cathegus' butterfly brooch to the delight of the young senator who was gazing at her from the senators' rows behind the Batavian Guards.

    While Drusilla responded with Ladyssa to the applause of the spectators, she noticed Cathegus' gaze and rewarded him with a long sensuous glance and blew him a kiss that made the senator's heart pounding in his chest knowing that the gorgeous Julian princess was also anxiously waiting to meet him for dinner that very night after the games.

    The pre-game performers rapidly cleared the arena. Caligula sat down on his plush high-back chair, Lady and Drusilla on similar chairs on his sides, the Aedile on a chair close to Drusilla's and everyone else on their seats in the Imperial grandstand and on the tiers of the whole amphitheater. The atmosphere among the crowd was electric. For almost a year the City didn't host a gladiatorial "fight-to-death" contest. And the case of Goran the Goth became such a passionate issue that the Romans couldn't wait to see its final and most exciting act. 

    Tremendous boos echoed the heralds' voices as they introduced the six gladiators who were drawn among a number of criminal gladiators to fight the murderer of the knight Quintus Publius Servilius in a succession of bouts until justice was done. Their names, birthplaces, ages, victories and defeats, and their gladiatorial colleges were covered by insults showing quite clearly who was the favorite of the crowd.

    Nevertheless, when the six men entered the arena—three Retariuses with large nets in their right hands and tridents in their left, and three Murmillones, armed in Gallic fashion with broad latticework helmets, iron leggings, big oval shields and long spatae (Celtic swords)—they received some applause also from Caligula, Lady and Drusilla who had to be neutral, and especially from the boni, the Knights and from Servilius' widow. But any doubt about the favors of the populace and of most of the grandstand was eventually obliterated by the raving cheers of the male audience and by the ecstatic shrills of all the women which welcomed the presentation of Goran the Goth.

    Escorted by Sempronius Vatia, who had Goran under contract with his gladiatorial college, the handsome blond man, equipped in Thracian style with a small round buckler and a sward curved like a scythe, entered the arena among flowers and confetti showered upon him by the crowd.

    The seven gladiators marched together across the arena until they lined up below the Imperial booth. They stuck out their right arms, four fingers of their hands tightly united but extending their thumbs open to signify the unsheathed sword (symbol of every fight to the death,) and saluted the Emperor shouting together the classic invocation: Ave, Caesar! Morituri te salutant! (Transl: Hail, Caesar! The men who are about to die are greeting you!) Caligula extended his right arm forwards with the palm up and moved it around dedicating the deadly bouts to the crowd who erupted again in thundering applause.

    Claudius told Agrippinilla that he waged quite a lot of money on Goran defeating all his six opponents.

    "Why? Did you get a tip from Goddess Fortuna?" she asked him with a cool glance.

    "No tips, honey," replied Claudius. "It's a technical evaluation. The Goth is fighting in Thracian style, which means agility, speed and resolve to jump in for the kill. The young man is superbly trained and fit for that style, and even though the Murmillones are well-protected, they are too heavy to keep him at bay and their long spatae are no match for a quick young athlete who can dodge every blow like a tiger."

    "What about the three Retariuses? Aren't they the deadliest Secutors (pursuers) of Thracian fighters?" argued Agrippinilla who had already a good knowledge of gladiatorial contests.

    "They are more dangerous, of course. Thracians' and Retariuses' bouts could go on for a long time, but if the Goth champ is trained to endure long fights, as I'm informed he is, he's going eventually to win."

    "Hmm... I don't know, Claudius. Defeating six men in a row it's no picnic. Even if he kills the first men he'll probably get wounded, and at the end he'll run out of energy. If he gets the best Retarius as his last rival he's going to go down."

    "Do you want to bet?" offered her Uncle Claudius who had a passion for bets, dice games and trick-track (a sort of backgammon of Egyptian origin.)

    "What stakes do you propose?" whispered Agrippinilla in her uncle's ear. 

    "Let me think of a good one."

    The first bout began. Goran was matched against a colossal Murmillone who fought the Goth with ferocious determination, drawing several rounds of applause for his spectacular blows. Eventually, he ended up wounding Goran on the side of his chest but he lost his balance and fell to the sand. The agile blond jumped on him, pointing his Thracian sward to his chest. The Murmillone reacted with a knee kick to Goran's groin which was immediately booed by the crowd. The Goth rolled on the ground.

    The whole audience held their breath while the Murmillone tried to finish him off with his long heavy sword. But the favorite of the crowd dodged his opponent's strikes and wounded him on a thigh. The big gladiator staggered. The younger one tackled him and dragged him down. They fought like lions in the desert, until Goran managed to get on top of his rival, rising his scythe-curved sward over his head. Having fought with courage the Murmillone rose his fist to ask for life.

    Goran hesitated. Waving their thumbs down, the crowd shouted "Jugula! Jugula! Jugula!" (the Roman cry for death by slashing the jugular.) Goran pulled his opponent up, then made a quick sommersault and slashed his throat with one of his secret strokes, killing him instantaneously.      

    The crowd jumped to their feet and got crazy, roaring at the Goth's superb victory with unanimous enthusiasm. Wearing their death masks, the attendants ran into the circle checking the condition of the Murmillone, declaring him death and dragging his corpse out of the arena. Meanwhile, the cheers silenced as Goran's seconds helped him to his corner to take care of his bleeding chest wound.

    "Do you still want to bet?" asked Agrippinilla to Claudius who was biting his nails watching with concern at Goran's seconds doing their job, relieved nonetheless by noticing that they weren't taking him out to the infirmary.

    "Of course, the guy's a lion," he said.

    "So, what are you prepared to lose?"

    "I'll bet that big pearl of mine you love so much."

    "Okay. What if you win?"

    "You let me make a tattoo with a C and an A on your buttock."

    "Do you know how to do tattoos," she whispered in his ear, "or is it just an excuse to prick my ass?"    

    "You'll be surprised how good I can do both."

    "All right, old verpa. It's a deal," said Agrippinilla. "I really want that pearl."

    Meanwhile, waiting for Goran to get his wound stitched, three Mauretanians—two men and a young woman—who had been sentenced to the lions for robbery were taken nude into the arena by a dozen Praetorian Guards led by the Praetor who pronounced the sentence. The group lined up below the Imperial booth and the magistrate summarized the reasons for the conviction asking the Emperor to confirm the sentence or pardon the felons. The crowd swung their thumbs down yelling "To the lions! To the lions!" Caligula extended his arm showing his fist and sticking out his thumb horizontally inciting the crowd to shout their verdict louder and louder, then he inexorably turned his thumb down.

    The guards handed a dagger to each of the three prisoners to give them a chance to defend themselves, then they marched out with the magistrate leaving the three souls to their fate. From a low gate, twelve famished adult lions rushed roaring into the arena. Followed by the clamors of the spectators, the big cats pursued the fleeing Mauretanians leaping over them and yanking them with their claws. Within minutes the young woman was overwhelmed and quickly torn into pieces. The two guys teamed up and killed a lion but they were also ripped through by the other beasts.

    Lady covered her eyes in horror while other sensitive women turned their heads away to avoid watching the feeding frenzy of the lions who fought among themselves while devouring the bodies of their three preys, chewing their flesh in a pool of blood. Drusilla and Agrippinilla, more used to the ruthless rituals of Roman justice, endured the spectacle with no pleasure but without flinching either.

    "Why did you allow such a cruel death penalty?" asked Lady to her husband.

    "It's our tradition, darling. Convicted foreign criminals are fed to the lions," answered Caligula.

    "What about Roman citizens?"

    "It depends on their status. Knights and patricians would be exiled and stripped of their properties; plebeians are flogged in public places; slaves are crucified by their masters. But common crimes are extremely rare among Romans. Their real passion are political conspiracies, briberies and treason. In these cases the culprits could be strangled in the Tullianum (small prison close to the Rostra) or just executed by guards."

    In the arena the tamers forced the lions back to their gate and about a hundred attendants rapidly cleaned the field from the remains of the three Mauretanians spreading fresh sand over the bloody areas.

    The combats between Goran the Goth and his opponents resumed among the usual cheers. In a spectacular succession of heroic fights the idol of the crowd defeated his remaining five rivals. Three of them were killed by direct hits by the phenomenal blond athlete, whereas the other two were wrestled to the ground and immobilized under the threat of his Thracian sward. In these two cases, while the whole attendance swung their thumbs down demanding the termination of the vanquished gladiators, the Goth looked at the Emperor waiting for his verdict. Despite a few thumbs up waved by the boni and some of the Knights, Caligula pleased his people and turned his thumb down every time.

    More flowers and confetti welcomed the victor's round of the arena. Several frenzied topless women jumped in and rushed to the handsome young man, but they were brusquely herded back to the tiers by the guards.

    Claudius gloated at Agrippinilla: 

    "I'm afraid your cute little ass will carry forever the mark of our secret affair, my darling niece," he whispered to her.

    "You like that, uh?" conceded Agrippinilla giving him a little kiss. Then she noticed some activity in the arena and smiled: "But you'll better wait to claim total victory, my darling uncle."

    In utter dismay Claudius gazed at the heralds who announced that Lothar the Nubian was challenging Goran the Goth in deadly contest. The magnificent black gladiator who hosted the party in Romulus' tavern on Sun Birth Eve and enjoyed with his friends Messalina's amazing favors, entered the arena among mixed reactions of the populace and spirited applause of the boni, saluting the Emperor and waving his Retarius equipment—trident and net—to the crowd. An irritated Claudius turned to Caligula:

    "S-s-s-stop this no-no-no-nonsense, Cal! The Goth won beyond su-su-su-suspicion!"

    "Sorry, Clau-Clau-Claudius," replied a mocking Caligula. "You may lose all of your bets but we'll witness the greatest bout in gladiatorial history!"

    "But th-th-this is n-n-not r-r-regular!" 

    "You're wrong, dear uncle. The rules allow two additional private challengers," specified Caligula. "Isn't that so, Terentius?"

    The Aedile Terentius Cotta confirmed the rules and Drusilla encouraged Uncle Claudius to root for the Goth since he could very well defeat the Nubian. Deeply disappointed Claudius turned back to Agrippinilla:

    "The bookies must have offered Lothar a huge amount of money to save their asses from paying out all the bets in favor of the young man," he snarled to his niece.

    "Be a sport, uncle. I'll give you a nice massage in exchange for your pearl, okay?"

    The deadly fight between Lothar and Goran was indeed the greatest ever seen in Rome in the about hundred years since the first Munera Gladiatoria were held in the Capital of the Empire. After a number of spectacular assaults the blond athlete delivered a deep wound on the Nubian's biceps but finally the black champion entangled the Goth in his net, threw him to the ground and rose his trident looking at the Emperor for his verdict. Most of the crowd swung their thumbs up begging Caligula to spare the Goth's life.

    The boni and the Knights angrily waved their thumbs down demanding that immediate justice be done upon Servilius' murderer. Caligula waited for quite a while before making a decision, then he took a huge political gamble and turned his thumb... up!

    Servilius' widow burst into tears. The Knights sagged. The boni shouted in outrage, but the vast majority of the people applauded the Emperor's clemency. Lothar disentangled the unfortunate Goth, leaving him on the ground, then moved towards the Imperial booth raising his trident in sign of victory. But Goran knew that Sempronius Vatia's college would sell him to the galleys of the Imperial Navy and he chose death over harsh slavery. He jumped to his feet and hurled his sward against the Nubian's back.

    Under the eyes of the petrified crowd, Goran delivered a spectacular yet superficial cut on his victor's shoulder to no avail except infuriating the tough black gladiator who quickly responded by entangling the Goth to the ground, raising again his trident over his body, looking at the Emperor who showed no hesitation and swung his thumb down before anyone else could make any different suggestion. The crowd held their breaths. Lothar looked at Goran knowing that the young Goth could have easily killed him but did what he did in order to die in the arena. 

    "Hasta la vista, my friend!" said the Nubian in Iberian slang to his proud fellow. Then he forcefully sank his trident into Goran's chest and pinned him to the ground.      

    The women wept, throwing their last flowers onto their dead idol while the men began commenting the exceptional tournament and saluted the Emperor with a salvo of hoorays to the eternal glory of Rome. Drusilla nodded at Cathegus as he gazed at her indicating that he was anxiously waiting to meet her for dinner. Caligula complimented the Aedile Terentius Cotta for the superb organization. Drusilla added her praise and told Cotta that she'd visit him at his office in the coming days, thinking of Mutius' license but alleging to be looking forward to helping him with his budget. Then she joined Lady and followed Caligula out of the Amphitheater among a mass of jubilant fans laboriously kept at some distance by the Batavian Guards.

    Messalina's parents invited several magistrates and Knights with their wives for dinner in their Aventine mansion and extended the invitation to Herod Agrippa. The Hebrew prince gently declined but gladly allowed Pyrallis and Nymphidia to escort Domitius Ahenobarbus and Hortensius Scaurus who had been invited by Domitia Lepida as well. He then elbowed his way through the crowd and hurried to his big covered lectica where Jovenia was waiting for him, nude like a siren and more enamored than a teenage girl in her first big crush of her life.

    Publicola left the grandstand with Octavia before being criticized for his divorce with Scribonia which several boni saw as an insult, since the Censor threw out a noblewoman of the Fabian family, led by their fellow Fabius Lentulus, to start a close relationship with a young slave who felt no shame performing explicit sex acts on stage under the auspices of the Emperor's sister. Mutius consoled Marcia Cordia and her colleagues of the Prostitutes' Guild, who were deeply saddened by the death of such a handsome gladiator.

    The Byzantine pander was sad as well for the tragic ending of the one-night affair between Messalina and Servilius but he was also quite relieved since no one found out that he arranged that fateful encounter—and now that the jealous gladiator was dead the chances of being involved were virtually nil. Metellus Gabinius and Publius Certicus, who had their wild Green party scheduled for that night, invited the leggy leopard-clad prostitutes to join them with as many other lupae as possible in the Halls of Hercules Invictus (a public center dedicated to the worship of the Undefeated Hercules close to northwest gates of the Circus Maximus,) which the Greens and the Scouts rented and decorated for the occasion.

    Uncle Claudius lingered with Agrippinilla outside the Amphitheater discussing his bets and collecting the ones which he waged with a clear mention of six winning bouts in favor of the Goth. As a matter of fact animated arguments about the bets arose between the bookies and their clients since the final defeat of the blond champion occurred after he won the six scheduled fights and no one was really aware that two additional gladiators could challenge him after the six victories. Eventually, Claudius' bookies cancelled his bets where he mistakenly waged "full triumph," and the clever patrician ended up winning a sizable amount of money after all. On his way back with Agrippinilla in his litter, he claimed that he also won his bet with her.

    "What if we both call it a victory?" proposed his luscious niece.     

    "You really want that big pearl, uh, little slut?" replied her uncle caressing her derriere.

    "Naturally... But you'll get to prick my ass and leave your mark over there forever. Isn't that your foremost desire, nasty old verpa?"

    "You're such a vixen, Agri...," he said while she took her top off and playfully stroked her "titties" on his face.

* * *

CHAPTER FIFTEENPRIVATE 

Early that evening, Metellus Gabinius sent a litter to Macro's private home to pick up his wife Ennia Sabina and carry her to the Hall of Hercules Invictus.

    Macro was now permanently living in his public residence on the Forum with his young Greek eratos and hadn't come home for several days. Ennia knew that her husband was more interested in politics and young boys than in the affairs of his household which was entirely supported by Ennia's dowry and wealthy Sabine family, not a patrician one but still ancient and proud.

    The night she made mad love with Caligula over twenty days before during the Imperial banquet, was still vividly impressed in her memory. She never found out that her overwhelming genital sensations were due to the bites of the tiny bugs—the Cantharis Iberiana—which Caligula secretly inserted into her vagina. And she believed that her acute, unstoppable orgasms were due to the Emperor's divine powers which unleashed the concupiscence lingering in all Sabine women. Consequently, Ennia didn't have any intercourse with any other lover since, and appeased her Sabine craving for sex with erotic fantasies and frequent masturbation. 

    Being a little skeptical of the words of Metellus Gabinius, the young Green leader who promised her that the Emperor would come over to meet her, Ennia asked her mother Fulvia to get dressed for the occasion and chaperon her in order help her avoid unwanted advances while mingling with more than three thousand wild guests expected to crowd the Hall of Hercules Invictus during the whole night.

    In a classic light-green tunic and an elegant matching cape, with a simple gold necklace and no frills, the slender brunette stepped into the litter and asked the litterbearers to pass nearby to her mother's house. The obese yet cheerful 42-year-old Fulvia Sabina was so excited by the icin a super-flashy, super-tight pink gown with plenty of strings, straps, cheap necklaces, feathers and veils which barely kept her plump figure together.

    The Hall rented by the Greens and the Scouts for their annual party was constituted of a huge recreation room, a large kitchen, several meeting rooms, a gambling space, various cubicula, an indoor heated pool, three big bathrooms with large wooden bathtubs filled with warm water, four common latrinae, a gymnasium—the whole area linked together by hallways and corridors. The recreation room, decorated with green ribbons, giant green-painted artificial flowers and colorful figures made of clay or cartonage (pasteboard made of linen and papyrus) representing champion Green charioteers, horses and Gods, was over-crowded with people.

    Long tables were jammed by party guests, mostly young men and women, drinking wine or beer and singing popular songs while slaves were serving simple food, musician playing, girls dancing, prostitutes in leopard skins enjoying a wild night, masked individuals improvising pantomimes on four low platforms in a loud, festive atmosphere kept under control by dozens of plainclothes security guards in and outside the Hall.

    Upon showing their passes and entering the recreation room, mother and daughter found themselves pushed through the crowd and ultimately separated despite their efforts to stick together. Fulvia's overly-visible shape and ponderous breasts attracted a swarm of chubby-chasers who enveloped the exhilarated Sabine woman in a carousel of excited male bodies while a couple of musicians played drums and flutes around her, spurring her to dance and laugh and drink unwatered wine. Oh, Fulvia loved that wild party! And all those young men dancingly stroking against her, kissing and embracing her, pinching her big ass, palpating her bosom, telling her that she was the Queen of the Night, the Sexiest Nymph of Hercules, and other adorable nonsense.

    Twirling her among their hands, passing her to one another through hallways and doors towards "who-knew-where-but-who-cared?" the singing bunch took the shrilling fat woman to one of the steamy bathrooms. Still in their short chitons some of the guys stepped into the large wooden bathtub. Fulvia glanced at their bodies focusing with obvious excitement on their genitals fully visible through the wet fabric as they bounced up and down in the tub splashing warm water around, inviting her to join them in. 

    "Come, Fulvia! Have a bath with the sons of Hercules! You're going to love it!" 

    Tempted yet hesitant, Ennia's mother rubbed her belly with both of her hands over her tight pink gown as if she was asking the response of the animal within. Under the increasing tempo of the drums and flutes which the musicians played around her, the other guys caressed her large hips and her broad rump trying to undo the strings and ribbons which held her gown together. 

    "No, no, no...," said Fulvia sending them away. Then she opened her arms and sashayed fully dressed towards the bathtub undulating her hips to the music. The guys helped her up the wooden steps to the rim of the bathtub; then they gently took her in their arms and lowered her into the warm water. Her gown remained tightly glued to her plump form for a while but the hands of the aroused young men found their way up to her fat thighs as she sensuously floated among their bodies, feeling erected members stroking her through her numerous veils and their chitons underwater. Mouths began kissing her voluptuous mouth relishing her deep kisses, her tumid lips and her luscious penetrating tongue. 

    Moaning and spreading her porky short legs like a frog, she felt some hands loosening the strings around her waist, palpating her huge tender breasts and nibbling at her impressive long nipples hardening under the ardent suction of the joyous lads. Other hands reached into the water caressing her groin, detaching her loincloth and feeling her pudgy broad vulva entirely surmounted and surrounded by a large grove of soft pubic hair which floated against the fingers as they opened her rounded labia rubbing her sensitive clitoris to enhance her lust and melt her heart.

    How wonderful was that warm bath! What a pleasure she felt from all those mouths and those hands! How much did the guys savor all that flesh splashing among veils and chitons as they raised her gown above her hips! How much did she twist and shake and scream while they bit her big round buttocks, eating her farting hot cunnus, tasting her spicy juices under-and-above-the-water, lifting and stretching her legs, licking and biting her anus and fingering water inside, attacking her throbbing clitoris like hungry sharks!  

    But the unquenchable Sabine matron let them do anything they wanted with such a wholehearted, high-spirited sensuality that they couldn't but ram all of their feverish virility into her, pumping their erections into her mouth and genitals as if they wanted to further inflate her fat body to prevent it from sinking to the bottom of the tub. Reacting like a harpooned whale yet inciting the youths to pound her deeper and deeper, Fulvia felt her orgasm exploding several times in a row as each of the guys took quick turns between her chubby thighs, splashing water out of the tub, hammering her to climax while the others held her legs open and her shoulders steady above the water despite her jerks and her screams. 

After losing contact with her mother, Ennia looked around for a while walking among the crowd, dodging the advances of various young men attracted more by her elegant tunic and her sexy face than by her body, well-proportioned yet too slim and minute for popular Roman taste.      

    Nevertheless, as she advanced into a hallway three other men followed her since her typically Sabine look—with big black eyes, matt Mediterranean skin, slightly prognathic jaws, large mouth, white and perfectly aligned teeth, fleshy lips, thick black eyebrows, and a rich coil of black hair—was quite stimulating for active Roman womanizers and probably her female odor had a stimulating effect on male sexual arousal as well.

    As soon as she stopped and looked around clearly looking for someone, the three men approached her.

    "Are you looking for someone in particular?" asked the tallest one.

    "A fat woman with a tight pink dress," answered Ennia.

    "I think I saw her," he claimed winking at his friends.

    "Oh, where?"

    "Come, I'll show you," said the man with no hesitation.

    Ennia believed him and followed him with the other two men silently walking on her sides. Two security guards passed by glancing at her and continued down the hallway.

    "Are you a Sabine?" asked the tall guy.

    "Yes," she answered spontaneously, biting her tongue right away. She'd done better by lying since she knew that Sabine women had the fame of being easy lays among Roman men.

    The guy moved through a scarcely lit doorway and stopped, turning towards her. 

    The other two pressed her from behind.

    "I like Sabine women," said the tall guy placing right away a hand on her pubic bone, fingering it over the tunic while his two friends hugged her and grabbed her arms.

    "Stop it, please!" she begged unable to protect herself.

    "Let me touch you a little," said the tall guy raising the bottom of her tunic, feeling her tightly closed legs while the other two guys kissed her neck caressing her small breasts contained in her tunic, finding her nipples fully erected and squeezing their tips in their fingers through the soft clothe.

    "She's hot, Sepi," said one of the guys on her back stroking his bulge against her bottom. 

    "No, please! I'm not hot at all," she said with a pleading voice.  

    "Let see if is true," said the tall guy moving his hand up her slim legs reaching her bombyx-clad vulva which Ennia protected by tightly joining her thighs. "Umm... what a nice mass of hair you have down here," he added feeling the vast extent of her curly pubic hair which covered her entire lower abdomen and copiously spurted out from the sides of her loincloth. 

    "Please... I have a date with a very important man."

    "I’ll bet he can wait a few minutes," he replied stroking his lips on hers while the other two guys kept rubbing her nipples provoking waves of arousal rapidly centering on her genitals.

    "I don't think so...," she moaned trying to avoid being kissed.

    "Come on... He'll like you even more if you're wet and ready," insisted the tall guy called Sepi for Septimius by his friends.

    "We just want to touch you, baby," whispered one of the guys rubbing her nipples from behind her.

    "...just to feel for a moment that beautiful Sabine cunnus of yours," whispered the other.

    "We're not going to hurt you, you know?" said Septimius moving his hands under her tunic, stimulating the upper side of her pubic bone through her thick her pubic hair while still stroking his lips on her face.

    "Ohh...," sighed Ennia feeling a series of  quick contractions in her vagina which prompted her to push her abdomen against his hands.

    "There's nothing wrong if you open your legs for a short moment and let us feel your wet little lips down here," insisted Septimius sensing that she was about to give in.

    "How long is a short moment?" she panted.

    "Oh, just enough to get a sense of your loveliness," whispered Septimius grabbing a handful of her pubic hair and pulling it upward. 

    "Ohh... Only you, okay?" she moaned.

    "No, honey... My friends deserve a little feel as well."

    "We'll be very soft," whispered the guy who was rubbing her nipples.

    "Will you let me go if I let you do that?" she asked turning to him.

    "Yes, of course," he said kissing her cheek.

    "All right, then...," she murmured to Septimius, "but keep your hands underneath my tunic." 

    "Come...," he said squeezing her narrow hips.

    Trembling in excitement, Ennia put her hands on his shoulders and slowly opened her thighs.  

    "Just outside, okay?" she moaned as Septimius' fingers caressed her crotch moving along her swollen big labia, opening them to feel her erected clitoris and the abundant lubrication dripping out of her vagina.

    "Ohh...," she panted opening her thighs further and allowing him to stroke his entire hand on the middle of her crotch the sides of which were also covered by pubic hair decreasing into a soft fuzz down her inner thighs.

    "Do you feel it?" asked her Septimius rotating his finger inside her labia and over her clitoris.

    "Yeah, right there...." 

    The guy who was rubbing her nipples over her tunic slid his hands through the low cut beneath her armpits and cupped her small breasts in his hands, scratching the sensitive tips of her nude nipples increasing her pelvic movements and her moans. The other guy got his hands beneath her tunic and began massaging her cute behind, pulling her loincloth aside, spreading her cheeks, rubbing her crack which was also covered by pubic hair, then prodding softly into her anus with his middle finger. 

    Squeezed among the three men and assaulted from all sides, Ennia moaned incomprehensible words as Septimius widened her labia rotating three fingers against her spurting vaginal orifice. 

    "You like that, uh?" he whispered to her.

    "Yes, I do!"

    "Should I go inside a little?"

    "Okay, just a little...," she panted.

    The tall guy pushed his three fingers halfway inside her while the guy behind her thrust deeper into her anus and went with the fingers of the other hand to join Sempronius fingers, stimulating her drenched vulva and penetrating her as well.

    Ohh... Why were they so nasty with her? Why couldn't she just say stop it and let me go? How long did they touch her by now? Ohh, they were so close to making her come, and they were lifting her tunic on her hips... Didn't they know that someone could see her being an easy lay as Romans thought all Sabine women were? But how can any woman resist this kind of stimulation? And why should any woman say no anyway?

    Pervaded by these thoughts, Ennia turned to the guy behind to ask him to stop, but her mouth was open and he just kissed her, and she responded like she was only waiting for it. Then everyone kissed her and rubbed her and squeezed her. They lifted her up from behind, spreading her legs across theirs. Ohh... she felt their big members stroking between her thighs and her cheeks!

    "No, you can't do that! You've promised...," she moaned while Septimius took off his fingers and rubbed his erection on her open crotch.

    "But you want it, don't you?" said Septimius.

    "Yes, but it's not right... I'm married, you know?"

    "Let's go to a cubiculum," proposed the guy behind her.

    "We've rented the best one before meeting you," said the other guy.

    "Ohh... why are you tempting me?" she panted.

    "Because we want to transfix you real good."

    "And we want to make you come like crazy."

    "No, I don't want to come. I've an appointment."

    Septimius entered her just with the tip of his shaft, and moved it in and out without really sinking it in.

    "I could make you come right here, you know?" he said.

    "I know, but it's too dangerous," panted Ennia.

    "Then, let's go to the cubi," said the guy behind her, twisting her nipples.

    "Ohh, you're so stubborn," she moaned while Septimius and his friends continued to make her feel the cravings.

    "It's because you Sabine women are so hot...," said the guy who was stroking his erection between her cheeks.

    "And your odor is so strong that we can't resist running after you," said the other one.

    "You're going to kill me if we go there," she panted.

    "No, honey. We'll only give you as much gaudium as you can take it, and when you say stop, we'll stop."

    "Are you sure?" she asked.

    "We swear...," said Septimius echoed by his friends.

    "I'm going to come very quickly, you know?" moaned the sexy Sabine while stroking her wet vulva on his erection. 

    "I know... but you can come many times, don't you," said Septimius nibbling at her lips.

    "Maybe yes, but you have to make sure that you don't keep me there for more than one ring of the candle, okay?" (candles with rings were used as time elapsing devices; one ring = about half an hour.)

    "We swear... one ring no more."

    "All right then... Let's go."

    The three guys hugged her and let her down. Her knees jerked. She barely held herself up, shaking against the men until she resumed some control over her excited body.

    "I must go to my appointment no later than midnight, okay?" she said tightening her loincloth around her hips, stretching her tunic, and adjusting her hair. 

    "No problem, there are still at least two hours before midnight," answered Septimius.

    Ennia sighed in anticipation.

    "You are going to be nice with me, right?"

    "Of course, darling," answered Septimius while the other two guys gave her little kisses on her neck. She took a deep breath. Then she followed her three suitors, moving out from the darkened corner, hurrying together to the hallway and towards the area where the two guys rented the cubiculum. But just before reaching their destination Metellus Gabinius, who was searching for Ennia with the two security guards who noticed her before in that area, spotted her from behind in the distance.

    "Ennia!" he called aloud.

    Ennia froze, then she turned and recognized the young scout who invited her to the Green party, promising that Caligula would be there to meet her in private.

    "Oh hi, Metellus!" she shouted waving her hand.

    "Who's that guy?" asked Septimius.

    "It's my date," she answered quickly.

    "Are you going to leave us?" asked one of the guys in dismay.

    "I have to...."

    "Can we meet again, Ennia?"

    Ennia looked at their faces. They were disappointed for the loss of a hot woman, but hopeful to see her again.

    "Okay," she whispered. "I'll come back right here two days from now, one hour after sunset."

    Having made them happy, she wished them goodbye and walked with dignity towards Metellus. Her heart pounded in her chest as the scout told her that the Emperor just arrived incognito.

    "Does he want to see me?" she asked hiding her excitement.

    Before answering, Metellus sniffed around her.

    "Umm, you smell like you've already the hots for him."

    "That may be, Metellus. But it's none of your business," claimed Ennia who had no intention to let the young man take such confidence with her. "Don't forget that I'm the wife of Naevius Sutorius Macro, the Chief of the Imperial Staff."

    "You're right, Ennia. But I know that Caesar loves you very much, and since I love him very much as well I'm just happy that you're feeling thrilled by his attentions." 

    "What do you mean?"

    "Let's put in this way, Ennia... I believe you know that the Emperor honors me with his confidence on some of his private matters. He knows that I would rather die than betray his confidence. And since you are one of the private matters he told me about, I hope that you trust me as much as he does."

    "All right, young man. I trust you."

    "No one will ever know from me what this night has in store for you and for Caesar. On your private relationship my mouth will remain forever sealed, but as you know there could be political repercussions if anyone found out what you and Caesar do together or for one another."

    "I understand. What does he want me to do?"

    "I'm now talking in the name of Caesar. For reasons that he'll explain you later, he wants you to follow me and do as I say."

    "Okay," said Ennia impatiently. "Let's go."       

    Metellus led her through some corridors, then they entered a dimly-lit empty room and he stopped in front of a door. 

    "Caesar told me that you felt his divine power the first time he embraced you, is it true?" 

    "Oh, yes!" answered Ennia remembering the fiery, outlandish sensations she felt in her vagina when Caligula made love to her. 

    "The Emperor is going to meet you in the chamber behind this door."

    "Umm... I can't wait, Metellus. Show me in." 

    "At proper time, Ennia. I was told to give you some important information. First, Caesar is the incarnation of a great God. He's equal to Jupiter Optimus Maximus and I personally saw both Gods discussing major religious reforms in JOM's temple on the Capitolium, along with some of my partners of the Green squad."

    "Ohh, I knew it, I knew it! Only a God could have inflamed me that way!" exclaimed Ennia believing every word of him.  

    "Quite like Jupiter, Caesar can change his features at will but as he wants you to feel maximum desire for him, he asked me to blindfold you because he doesn't want you to be distracted by his divine aura and he wants you to behave like a normal human female until he withdraws the blindfold and allows you to see him. Do you understand?"

    "Oh, yes! I understand... Blindfold me, Metellus."    

    "Not yet, Ennia. The divine Emperor adores embracing women whose senses are already turned on."

    "Oh, Metellus! I'm already turned on just by listening at your words."

    "I know, but Caesar asked me to prepare you and make sure that you're full of love and desire before entering the chamber and enjoy his embrace."

    "Of course," said Ennia feeling waves of lust spiraling in her body. "What do you want me to do?"

    "Close your eyes."

    Ennia closed her eyes.

    "He asked me to undress you for he wants you to enter the chamber completely naked."

    "Okay, Metellus... Denude me for him."

    The young man opened the clasp of her tunic and slid her garment down her body, taking it off from her high-heeled sandals. In her short undertunic, Ennia's diminutive slender body exuded the strong odor of a woman pervaded by lust. Her small breasts, her long erected nipples, her straight well-proportioned legs, and the impressive dark triangle visible on her lower abdomen made Metellus quite excited by the task which Caligula assigned to him. With no delay, he pulled off her undertunic and freed her from her loincloth noticing that it was drenched with her juices.

    "Are you always so wet?" he asked her caressing her face with the soaked bombyx.

    "Well, yes... but not always, I mean...."

    She gasped as he stroked the wet fabric on her nipples, squeezing them and causing an eruption of goose bumps all over her body.

    "What are you doing, Metellus?" she panted, putting her hands on his chest, gently trying to push him away.

    "The divine Emperor wants me to arouse you as much as humanly possible to enhance your desire for him." 

    "Ohh... okay," she said moving her hands to his shoulders as he continued rubbing her nipples. Then she gasped as he stroke her drenched loincloth down to her abdomen, spreading wetness over her lavish pubic hair, opening her thighs and kneading her swollen labia and her engorged clitoris with the raw silk fabric, sticking his fingers into her vagina, feeling a quite abnormal lubrication and an exceptionally inflated mucosa. She began moaning and hugging him.

    "Oh, I'm so excited...," she murmured pushing her pelvis back and forth.           

    "It looks like you've been already turned on by someone else."    

    "Oh yes... Those three guys there, they touched me a lot and...." She grimaced. Damn! she thought... Why are you so naive, Ennia? You should never admit those things! "Oh, Metellus, don't tell this to Caligula."

    "Why not? He adores women who easily do it with strangers."

    "Oh, really?" 

    "Yes. What did the three guys do to you?"

    "They cornered me, and rubbed me... Made me open my legs and invaded me with fingers... a lot, you know?"

    "And you got wet like a sponge, uh?" asked Metellus stirring his fingers inside her.

    "Yeah, I did... They pulled up my tunic... lifted me up spreading my cheeks and my thighs... prodded me with their big things there...."

    "Did they do you?"

    "No, they wanted to transfix me real hard and they were taking me to a cubiculum when you saw me and called me."

    "Oh, were you ready to get fixed by the three of them?"

    "Yeesss! You think Caligula would have been pleased if I did it?"

    "Of course."

    "Ohh...," she sighed. Then she kissed Metellus like crazy, felt his erection stiff through his chiton against her crotch. "Okay then... Take me!"

    "No, I'm sorry, Ennia. I'm not a stranger," murmured the young man, forcing himself away from the spicy Sabine despite the urge he felt to bang her right there.

    "Oh, you're right! You can't take me... But I'm ready, you know?"

    "Okay. Let me blindfold you."

    "Yeah... quickly!"

    Metellus took out a long black scarf from his pocket and tightened it around her head, fastening it with a strong knot. Then he took the small leather box which Caligula gave him that morning along with his instructions about Ennia. He put his wet fingers into it getting a dozen tiny cantharidae to stick on them.

    A blindfolded Ennia felt his fingers sliding deep into her vagina believing that he just wanted to stir up her lust. The young man retrieved more bugs from the box and stuck them into her anus. Feeling no bites yet, she heard him opening the door of the chamber, whereupon he gently pushed her inside and closed the door behind her.

    "Caesar... Where are you?" murmured Ennia walking like a sleepwalker into the large, dimly-lit chamber.

    In her high-heeled sandals, her slim nude body was quite pretty to look at, with her long raven-black hair still coiled up on her head paralleling the big bush of black pubic hair which was adorning her lower abdomen. She felt a man approaching her and caressing her all over.

    "Oh, Caesar. It has been such a torment to wait for such a long time."         

    “Shush…,” he grunted, grabbing her. She grabbed him. He frantically fondled her crotch and deep into her wetness. She kissed him and then she exhaled a long wail. Ohh... his divine power was tingling very strongly inside her! She pushed herself against him, raising a knee to his waist seeking immediate relief by furiously rotating her pelvis against his hand. 

    "Oh my love... I'm in fire again," she moaned, losing any sense of reality as the sting of the tiny bugs became more pervasive. Not painful and not even distinguishable from one another, but so tremendously stimulating that her whole genitals, from her clitoris to the deepest end of her womb and even her bowels, started to pulsate like a volcano getting close to a major eruption. 

    "Oh no... Don't stop!" she said as he withdrew his fingers from inside her. "Please, what are you doing? Talk to me!"

    "Walk!" he ordered her with a hoarse voice.

    He took her hand and made her walk in circle around him, watching her hips jerking under the stinging bites of the divine power. Then he made her twirl and left. She twirled, moaning and pressing her abdomen with her hands. Then she bumped into him again and hugged him. He rubbed her nipples increasing the violent throbs of her pelvic muscles. She kissed him as he pulled her pubic hair, rotating a finger on her clitoris.

    "Take me, Caesar! I'm burning...," she moaned. 

    But Ennia didn't know that this was a different man than the first one. She was so possessed by lust and so devastated by the sensations spiraling up in her pelvis, that she couldn't feel the difference. About twenty other men were leaning in silence against the walls, watching her. And she couldn't hear any of them when one was backing away and another was taking his place.

    Close in her blindfold, she thought it was always him... and she keep calling each of them Caesar, God, Master, but Caligula wasn't there. He gave her away to his most faithful Scouts as a gift for their services, suggesting the whole scheme to Metellus Gabinius on that same morning before the gladiatorial games, asking the young man to report her reactions to him the following day. 

    "It's just an experiment, Metellus," said Caligula giving the scout a box with plenty of cantharidae. "I'll bet that not even twenty young men in their prime can satisfy a woman, especially a hot Sabine woman, while these little monsters are inflaming her flesh."

    "She'll probably realize that you're not there." 

    "Bullshit, Metellus! When a woman is blindfolded and driven besides herself with lust, she can be fixed over and over again by a cohort of legionaries (about 480 men) and still believe that it's always the same man doing her."

    What happened to Ennia that night all but confirmed Caligula's predictions. She aroused not only the twenty lucky scouts but even the Gods and Goddesses of Love and Sex worshipped with different names throughout the Empire. They had to be there to watch her....

    In turns, every scout kissed her and fondled her all over,  feeling the soft growth of hair along her spine down to the thicker hair of her crack, fingering her oozing anus, enjoying the expanse of her pubic hair, rubbing her thickening mucosa, smelling the irresistible odor of her hairy armpits, biting her sensitive shoulders, grazing the exquisite fuzz covering her firm, rounded buttocks. Then the last one strengthened the knot of her blindfold, and laid her down on the big brick bed of the chamber. 

    And there she stretched on the wool mattress and she received each man as if each man was him; and she felt that it was him who placed her bottom-up and devoured her cheeks, grunting and biting her crack and eating her areola; and it was still him who fed upon her cunnus, backing away for a few moments and then starting again with renewed energy as she began exploding with never-ending orgasm, eaten and bitten again by him, gobbled by his big verpa, transfixed and pounded and sodomized by him—always him—the God who made her scream and come time after time; the God whose member was always hard and even harder after ejaculating inside her, since she didn't know that the God was always replaced by a different man; and that the divine power pulsating inside her was caused by the little bugs put into her from time to time to resupply her genitals with new and hungry ones whose bites and secretions increased her craving and enlarged the men's glands providing new intensity to their desire to possess her.

    That's why Ennia, after two hours of hard sex which would have destroyed any woman, couldn't stop asking for more. And her God gave her more because she was now totally crazed yet still willing to give him everything.

    "Now I want my assistants to hold you," he whispered to her ear with his hoarse, unrecognizable voice.

    "Yes, Caesar! Tell them to hold me down and kill me once and for all!"

    Clutched on his body, a dishevelled Ennia heard him snapping his fingers and the door getting open. The twenty worn-out Scouts who gave her that incredible gaudium, left silently the room while Metellus Gabinius and a dozen young Greens entered without trying to smoother their steps. Her God left her there on the bed. Moments later, she felt four, five and more men pulling her up and cleaning her from all that sperm with wet warm cloths. And she embraced the young men, moaning like a siren as the cloths which they stroked on her intimate parts didn't affect the divine power inside her, and gave new incentives to her lust.

    Meanwhile, the other men turned the mattress and spread fresh quilts and pillows on it. Then they laid her down again, caressing her body trying to keep her steady even if they knew that she was still feeling the aphrodisiac sting of the bugs.

    "Oh, where is my Master?" she moaned twisting her hips back and forth. Metellus took off her blindfold. Ennia rotated her eyes, then she recognized him.

    "Oh it's you, Metellus...," she said. Then she hugged him, quivering in his arms. "The divine power is making me crazy!" 

    "I know, Ennia... Caesar is turning into a swan."

    "Ohh, is he going to transfix me like Jupiter did with Leda?"

    "Yes. We are here to help him and you."

    "Oh, that's wonderful... Come, touch me, Metellus. Prepare me." She kissed him. He massaged her vulva stroking her clitoris which had doubled its size from when he touched her before. The other guys pulled her knees towards her face raising her pelvis and holding her thighs open.

    "Oh, lick it, Metellus. Do it, do it!"

    The young man couldn't wait to sink his face into her hairy crotch. He stroked his nose inside her bursting labia, savoring and licking her juices, sucking her clitoris while the other guys began chewing her nipples, raising her arms, biting and licking her odorous hairy armpits and whatever piece of her body she exposed to their mouths. And there she lost her mind again, climaxing, moaning and screaming even more than she did with her God. But was he really about to come back to her in form of a swan? Could she ever be so fortunate as to copulate like the mythical Leda with Zeus?       

    While she was overwhelmed by all those mouths and hands, jerking like a puppet and moaning like a nymph of the sacred woods of Dionysus, another young man—an animal trainer—pushed a white, male royal swan towards the bed. Metellus and the others pulled back and lifted her head. And there she saw the God surrounded by a magical aura! Oh, what a dream was she in? Could it ever be real? But she had no time to think that the splendid white bird fluttered his wide wings and jumped on the bed in front of her open pelvis while Metellus and the others kept her knees raised around her chest offering to the majestic bird the unobstructed view of hairy wet genitals. Oh, yes! The swan-god was looking at her, dangling his long neck over her body. 

    "Come, my Emperor and God and Master," she moaned. And then, as if he understood her words, the big bird bit quite hard the flesh of her abdomen, all over her crotch and even nibbled at her clitoris, and pushed his yellow beak inside her. Ohh... how powerful and careful and lovely was her divine lover! How well did he feel her craving! How did he kiss her so well! And she pumped her pelvis against him, coming with him, moaning sweet words, giving him her soul.

    Spurred by his trainer the noble swan flapped his wings open and jumped with his paws around her thighs, stroking his throbbing abdomen on her groin, searching and finding the contact of his twitching genital orifice with hers, arching and fawning right on it for some time, honking aloud in response to her loud screams, poking his head on her breasts, and then hammering the open center of her vulva fast and hard, enclosing her body within his wings. Even without a penis, the unswerving impact of his reckless male organ upon her clitoris, and the noisy splashes of her juices were so awesome that she felt thoroughly penetrated, responding to his frantic bangs by banging against him, coming and hugging the bird's neck until he shook it off her hands and honked again. Oh, my God! He was right on her, drawing her clitoris inside his hardened orifice with ravaging force!

    Yes! Yessss! screamed Ennia while the fast-twitching sphincter of the big swan seized and held the erected organ of her pleasure tight and deep inside his genital organ, pulling and squeezing it, driving her totally crazy with the increasing rhythm of his copulation. Yes! Yessss! cried the electrifyed Sabine as her spasms accelerated reaching the same spasmodic intensity as her mythical lover! And there he came, squirting a series of powerful jets directly over her rigid petiole! For a long instant, coming as wildly as she was coming, life abandoned her brain and she gasped in the realm of the little death! But she kept dying, shaking out of control as he noisily sprayed her open vulva, injecting into her the essence of life. She tried to grab her God and hold him between her thighs even when he had no more to give, but the trainer seized his swan and took it away. Still gasping, Ennia grabbed Metellus, shuddering in his arms while the animals within gave her no mercy. 

    "Oh Metellus! Come! Come inside me!" she murmured. 

    All the excited young men crowded around her, hugging and kissing her, biting and pinching and slapping her all over. Metellus got quickly on top of her and shoved his erection into her; and finally, after having waited all that time to nail the enticing Sabine, he pounded her like mad, enjoying her screams and the eruptions of her irrepressible orgasm.

    After Metellus, everyone of his young friends nailed her from all sides in the most imaginative ways they could think of. They sodomized and copulated her at the same time, spanking her, or pushing an entire hand into her burning cunnus and hitting or scratching her cervix until the physical exhaustion of her lovers overcame an insatiable Ennia when each of the young men, like the royal swan, had nothing more to give or to say and sprawled on and below the brick bed, recouping at least a shred of their energy. But the stimuli of the cantharidae was still implacable and she rubbed her pelvis against Metellus' legs.

    "I still feel the divine power devouring my flesh, you know?" said Ennia meowing like a she-cat in heat.

    He looked at her, then chuckled on her face and stood up.

    Astonished, she watched him wrapping a small linen towel around the end of a short stick and soaking it into a small copper basin along with another cloth.

    "Okay, Ennia dear. Open your legs."

    She sensuously laid down on her back and pulled up her knees with her hands. Umm... He pushed that big thing deep inside her vagina and pumped it in so good! Then, as she was already about to come again, he stirred it around and took it out. He checked the towel, picking up several crushed bugs, placing them on a white pillow. Not yet through with his endeavor, he did the same on her anus, finding more crushed bugs and placing them along with the others on the pillow; then he grabbed an amphora and washed her whole erogenous area fingering her with a clean cloth while she kept moaning unaware of the real purpose of his task.    

    "How do you feel?" he asked her while looking at the remains of the bugs on the pillow.

    "Good," she said glancing at him. "What are looking over there?"

    "I'm looking at the divine power."

    "What do you mean?"

    "Come here, and look by yourself."

    Ennia stood up in bed and gazed at the pillow.

    "What's that?" she asked.

    "Cantharidae Iberianae. Never heard of these bugs?"

    "What...? The aphrodisiac flies?" she asked. Then she frowned. He smiled. She looked around. The other young guys smiled as well. An atrocious thought stroke her mind. Metellus approached the pillow to her face. She looked at the remains of the bugs and grimaced.

    "Where did you find them?" she asked with a quivering voice.

    "Right here," he said caressing her crotch.

    "Nooo! Who put them in?"

    "I did."

    "When?"

    "When I prepared you outside the chamber."

    Ennia half-closed her eyes, remembering what Metellus did to her on that occasion.  

    "You bastard!" she snarled with hate and disgust. "Caesar is going to kill you when I'll tell him!" 

    "Caesar gave me the bugs... and told me to do that."

    "Nooo!" she shouted.

    "Yes! It's the same divine power he made you feel when he screwed you at the banquet."

    "No! No! I don't believe you!" she screamed. "Where is Caesar?!"

    The first twenty Scouts who ravaged her pretending to be Caesar, came out through a curtain and lined up in the center of the chamber.

    Ennia looked at Metellus. 

    "Where is Caesar?" she murmured.

    One of the Scouts made a step ahead:

    "I am Caesar!"   

    She shook her head. What was it now? A bad dream?

    "No," said a second scout lining up with the first one: "I am Caesar!"

    She wide-opened her eyes. Another one stepped up:

    "I am Caesar!"

    "I am Caesar!" claimed a blond one.

    "No... I am Caesar," said another guy.    

    Ennia put her palms on her ears as every scout lined up saying: "I am Caesar!"

    "No! No!" she screamed. "He turned into the swan!"

    Everyone laughed. The trainer showed up leading the swan on a leash. Her face lit up.

    "Caesar!" she exclaimed.

    "Sorry, Ennia. This is my trained swan and his name is Hannibal," said the trainer.

    Ennia looked at the swan honking at his trainer's command and sagged.

    "Nooo...," she sobbed. "Why did you do that to me?"

    "Well," said Metellus hugging her. "We all gave you some terrific orgasm, didn't we?"

    She forcefully pushed him away, then punched and kicked the others who were close to her, and burst into tears.   

    "Bastards! Cowards!" she yelled. "Go away!" Then she collapsed on the bed, sinking her face in a pillow, sobbing and cursing the whole world. She's been so stupid! How could she've fallen for such a stupid trick? Shame on you, Ennia! 

    Metellus signaled everyone to leave. Whereupon, he caressed her long shiny black hair spread around her head on the pillow, and covered her body with a blanket.

    "Relax, Ennia. No one knows who you really are."

    "Did he ask you to do this to me?" she panted.

    "Of course. Caesar gave you as a gift to his most faithful Scouts and wanted me to experiment with the bugs."

    She turned her face to him in disgust.

    "A gift, uh? That's what I was?" 

    "Yes, and you've been wonderful."

    "Go away, you damn scout! Go tell him how hot I was with all the bugs, and the Caesars and... Zeus!" growled Ennia with a hateful look. Then she threw herself again over the pillow and burst again into tears. Metellus left. She heard him closing the door.

    "Damn you, Caligula!" she murmured in her teeth. "You're going to pay a high price for this... experiment." Then she crouched on the bed in fetal position and sobbed like a schoolgirl whose favorite toy had been taken away from her forever.

    But while she was calming down, she still felt a lighter yet persistent tingling sensation in her groin. Hmm... some remaining secretions of the cantharidae must still be active, she thought. How dared Caligula to do that to her? What did she do to provoke such insolence? Didn't he know that she looked up at him like a God, and now... If the rumors of the prank he played on her would spread around she'd become the joke of the town... How would Macro react? Divorce? Perhaps there was a political motive behind Caligula's despicable spoof... What could she do to deny the whole thing? Oh, what about the three guys? They have been very nice to her... Well, at least they were sincere... Could they be still around?  

    Ennia jumped up from the bed and looked for her tunic. Damn! Her sandals were there but the tunic was nowhere in sight. Where did Metellus undress her? She rushed to the door and opened it. Oh, good! Her tunic was there on a bench.                         

* * *

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Late that afternoon of the Ides of Januarius, after watching Goran's gladiatorial ordeal at the Amphitheater Flaminius, Drusilla came back to the Palace and took a long bath.

    The idea of having Cathegus all over her during the private dinner she was about to attend at his house didn't really thrill her. But the mission she agreed to accomplish for her brother and for the safety of the Empire was so important that she could endure much more than the attentions of a stupid Republican senator in order to reach her goal.   

    Of course, she said to herself... If Cathegus was really the head of the boni/Republican conspiracy to assassinate her brother; if he wrote down a plan to that end; if he concealed his plan in his safe; if he was sensitive to the drug which her brother gave her that morning; if she could pour the drug in his wine; if he'd fall deeply asleep; if he had the key of the safe in his locket either on his neck or somewhere in his bedroom; if she could find the strong-box in his study; if the Scout sent by her brother was there in the garden under the window of the senator's study to give her the bag with the scroll and the writing items; if she could open the strong-box; if she could find the conspiracy plan; if she could copy the plan and perhaps find the names of the conspirators and what their role was; if the Scout could safely wait in the garden, fetch from her the bag with the sealed scroll and get it to Caligula; if Cathegus would wake up in the morning with her and not suspect anything; if she could safely leave Cathegus' house and go back unscathed to the Palace, her mission would be fully successful! And if it was, the history of Rome would take a turn for the good of enormous proportions! Her brother would certainly devise a counter-plan and defeat the bloody boni and wipe them out from the face of the Earth!

    While her ancillae took care of her hairstyle and makeup, Drusilla chuckled. There were so many ifs in the plan she was about to execute that any idea of her changing the course of history was rather outlandish.

    "I'm very anxious, domina," said Briseis helping Drusilla into a pair of exquisite black silk mutandole with lacy blue rims which the Julian princess selected along with other seductive garments from Petronius Niger's collection.

    "Why are you anxious?" replied a frivolous Drusilla admiring her gorgeous body in the mirror. "These mutandole are covering my derriere much more than the usual old-fashioned loincloth. By the way, I proposed Petronius to call them panties. It sounds sexier, don't you think so?"

    "I love your sense of humor, domina," replied her Gallic slave. "But I'm concerned with your safety. Senator Lucius Cathegus is a fanatic enemy of the Imperial rule and...."

    "How do you know that?" interrupted Drusilla.

    "With all due respect, domina, the names of the right-wing Republicans are known all over town, and everyone knows that Lucius Cathegus is plotting against the Emperor."

    "He just wants to grope me, Briseis. There are no politics involved," replied Drusilla, lying about the politics since no one had to know the real purpose of her dinner with the young senator.

    "But why did you agree to be lured into the den of the wolf without your Batavian guards?" asked the classy slave helping her domina put on a spectacular nude-look black silk gown with small gold chains attached to its black silk collar and fastened to the gown cut below her fabulous full-size breasts, covering just the frontal part of them but leaving her nipples sticking out through the chains.     

     "I'm tougher than you think, my dear. And as a Julian I'm afraid of nothing," affirmed Drusilla while Briseis placed two small gold earrings into her pierced lobes. 

    "I know... but still, if anything would happen to you, I'm going to kill that bastard with my own hands," said the slave admiring the guise of her tall young mistress, looking absolutely breathtaking in her new gown.

    "Would you really risk your life for me?" asked her the princess giving her a little kiss.

    "Of course, domina. You've helped me discover the best of my true nature and I owe it to you," answered Briseis giving the finishing touch to Drusilla's red curls, properly raised in the back of her head and tied up with narrow blue ribbons on top of it.

    "All right, sweety. I'm going to ask Acilius Trebellius to place a couple of plainclothes outside the den of the wolf."

    "Thank you, domina," said the proud Gallic slave pinning Cathegus' golden butterfly brooch to Drusilla's hair, getting with her lips very close to hers. The princess closed the gap and kissed her. Briseis responded with emotional abandon, moaning as Drusilla slid her hand through the slit of her tunic touching her between her legs, reaching beneath her loincloth and feeling the wetness of her true nature.  

    "When do you want to give again this luscious cunnus of yours to another bunch of crazed men?" whispered Drusilla to her ear while rubbing her clitoris.

    "Oh, domina, please... Don't make think of that."

    "You're getting all excited, uh?"

    "Yes... but I don't want to get hooked on hard sex."

    "Why not? If you do get hooked I'm going to save you, and have a lot of fun by tieing up your wrists to prevent you from masturbating and then playing with you with lots of little toys."

    "Umm... please! If you talk like that I'm going to feel...."

    "What are you going to feel?" 

    "Ohh... You know how quickly I get turned on now."

    "And...? Are you going to come?"

    "Yes."

    "Okay, that's enough," said Drusilla cruelly withdrawing her hand from her groin. "Come, help me into my boots."

    The princess sat down on a chair and watched Briseis leaning against a wall, pressing her abdomen with her hands, repressing the orgasm she was about to attain.

    "Oh, you're terrible, domina."

    "I know... I'll bet you like that, uh?"

    "Yes... I like everything of you."

    "Okay, Briseis. Fetch my blue boots and put them on my feet," ordered the princess.

    The slave kept her emotions within herself, then, with her usual class, she picked up a pair of ankle-tight stiletto heeled boots, also a new item of Petronius' collection, and kneeled down at Drusilla's feet. The princess extended one of her beautiful, hairless long legs.

    "Kiss my foot, darling."

    With her lengthy fingers, Briseis titillated Drusilla's foot, then she began stroking it on her lips on it, rubbing it on her face and her neck. 

    "I'm not humiliated, you know domina?" said Briseis nibbling at her toes, glancing at her.

    "I know... otherwise I wouldn't let you to do that."

    Briseis and Drusilla continued to enjoy their feet-fetish ritual as the slave licked with enormous pleasure not only her princess' delicious feet but also the boots while she put them on on her, tieing their blue strings around her narrow ankle.

    "Isn't Petronius a genius?" said Briseis sensuously licking and sucking the stiletto heels which her former master created for the Julian princess a few days before in order to match the sensational black gown and the panties Drusilla chose for her dinner with Cathegus.

    "Oh yes, he's a phenomenal fashion designer," agreed Drusilla, "and a handsome young man as well... And you were right introducing him to me for my new wardrobe."

    "They look so good on you," whispered the slave grazing the boots on her face. "He told me that he's never going to duplicate for anyone else the creations he made for you." 

    Drusilla smiled, then she stood up and applied some red dye on her marvelous lips.

    "Are you going to be such a naughty girl tonight?" asked Briseis giving the finishing touch to her hairstyle. 

    "Uh, uh... very naughty. Are you jealous?" 

    "No, domina. I'll be thinking of you."

    "So? You're going to be naughty too, uh?"

    "Very naughty," whispered the Gallic slave titillating Drusilla's nipples, making them stick out from the gold chains. "Are you jealous?" 

    Drusilla chuckled, then she twirled in front of the mirror to see if the skirt of her soft silk gown would raise enough to offer a glimpse of her black panties.

    "When are going to be back?" asked Briseis.

    "Tomorrow afternoon," answered the ravishing 19-year-old princess, "...unless the ferocious wolf is going to eat me alive." 

    "By the way you look tonight, there is a good chance he'll do that." 

    "Don't worry, darling. I'm going to wrap him around my little finger."

    The Gallic slave shook her head, than placed a splendid shiny blue paenula on Drusilla's nude shoulders.  

    "Remember to ask Acilius for your security," whispered Briseis to her ear. Drusilla poked at her slave's attractive small nose. 

    "Relax, Briseis... and enjoy yourself thinking of what the big wolf will do to me with his long slobbering tongue."

    Briseis watched her glamorous domina walking happily out of the room, and felt a cramp in her stomach. How could Drusilla be so light-hearted and self-assured? Didn't she see any danger by going to bed with the enemy of her brother? What game was she playing? Hmm... thought Briseis, if politics were involved that game could turn ugly on the turn of a coin.   

Laying on the plush pillows of her lectica which eight slaves were carrying to Cathegus' house on the Carinae, Drusilla thought about Ladyssa. She now liked her horse-loving sister-in-law because she was genuine, sexy and intelligent enough to avoid competing with her.

    Twenty days into her marriage with the Emperor of Rome, Lady's personality turned from her initial Britannian stiffness and repulsion to Roman mores into a joyous perception of her own sensuous instincts and a broader appreciation of Roman culture. Her husband's blessing to her love for Incitatus; his manifest fascination with her graces; the passion he poured into her during their fervid embraces; his stimulating fantasies; and the encouragement he gave her to mingle from time to time with strangers to enjoy her natural, youthful desires for other men, were certainly the cause of her physical well-being, her happiness and her cultural liberation.

    In particular, since she'd never heard of any man approving of their wives' or female relatives' sexual affairs while seeking affairs with other men's wives and female relatives, Lady learned from her husband that loyalty to family values didn't imply any commitment to marital sexual exclusivity—which Caligula regarded as a despicable torture perpetrated by men to keep their wives locked into brutal denial of their own vitality in order to exploit them as slaves of their households and to heap their frustrations upon them.

    Drusilla knew what was going on between her brother and Lady because Caligula trusted his sister above anyone else and Lady confided to her the loving feelings she was developing for her brilliant husband and for the entire Julian family to which she was now honored to belong. But as Lady was still too naive and too young to fully understand the complexity of Roman history and politics, Drusilla and her brother determined to give the Britannian princess more time before making her aware of the struggle between the boni and the Imperial rulers and said no word to her about the Republican conspiracy to assassinate her husband. 

    Nevertheless, upon Caligula's suggestion, Drusilla would let Cathegus believe that Ladyssa had conquered the Emperor's heart to such an extent that she was now taking charge in the Palace and was plotting with her husband to get her exiled. As a matter of fact, wouldn't anyone assume that her powerful position as the Imperial Princess was now threatened by Lady's rank as the Imperial Wife? Who wouldn't believe that the two young noblewomen hated each other and that the sex-crazed Emperor was becoming a puppet in the hands of King Tudorus's tantalizing daughter?

    The idea to allege a fierce rivalry between her and Lady was indeed another masterful stroke of her brother's political genius. It made Drusilla very attractive to the conspirators not only for her beauty but especially because, having a political reason for seeking their support in order to save her own skin, they could convince her to turn against her brother and become a precious informant. Blinded by self-righteousness and self-admiration, the boni would try to lure her into their camp unaware that instead of a token of the Gods they were actually dragging a Trojan Horse within the citadel of their Republican dreams.   

    While her lectica was moving at good pace along the narrow streets of the Carinae, Drusilla chuckled... The Trojan Horse, uh? she said to herself caressing her stomach trying to feel Odysseus and his Greek warriors hiding inside her. Would the boni be really so foolish to underestimate Caligula's intelligence and disregard the lesson of history? 

    Still thinking of the cunning Odysseus, she caressed her topaz ring, checking that it was tight enough on her finger to make removal virtually impossible. Then she shifted a little clip on the side of the ring and lifted the small lid holding the rounded stone, gazing at the pink crystals in the hollow space carved inside the ring, asking the crystals to be as strong as the famous Greek heroes who conquered Troy and forced Aeneas to flee to Latium where his son founded the Julian family... Well, her brother told her that such a dose was strong enough to make Cathegus fall asleep within a quarter of an hour and keep him unconscious for at least five hours. She began estimating her time. It was now about three hours before midnight. Whatever Cathegus had in mind to do to her after dinner, she reckoned that by about an hour after midnight he'd be ready for a good trip in the arms of Morpheus—the God of Dreams.

    In his sleeveless, purple brocade tunic with two golden vertical stripes embroidered along the whole front side and a golden belt around his waist, the young senator greeted Drusilla on the front door of his house. Then, as she sensuously moved out of her litter raising her skirt to her knees, he gaped in amazement at her wonderful hairless legs and at the unheard-of stiletto heels of her blue boots which the princess slowly shifted to the ground making sure that he had a good look at them. 

    Standing up on her high heels, she was more than a full head taller than him, but instead of feeling humbled Cathegus was seemingly ecstatic by her size and kissed her ringed hand, showering her with compliments. She dismissed her littererbearers, ordering them to go back to the Palace, then she pulled down the hood of her blue cloak.

    "You look very sexy in this beautiful sleeveless tunic, my dear," she said caressing Cathegus' hairy arms up to the nape of his neck, noticing that he was wearing no chains around it. "How did you know that I'm tremendously attracted to men's powerful biceps?"

    "I've been dreaming of you every night since I met you at the Imperial banquet, so I know your fancy quite well by now," he said observing the golden butterfly brooch he gave her as a present pinned to her hair.

    "Umm, that's very promising...," she said. Then she approached his ear and whispered: "Thank you for your golden butterfly. I love it."

    "I thank you for wearing it at the gladiatorial games," he replied, whispering back to her ear and quickly brushing his lips on her lobes and on the little rings pierced through them, a move which she didn't miss enjoying it.   

    "Are we going to be alone tonight?" she asked entering the atrium and glancing around to check if Cathegus kept the promise he made to Publicola Tuditani when the latter told him about her conditions for attending the dinner. 

    "Of course, Drusilla. The rest of the world sank into the Oceanus and we are the only humans left alive."

    "Let's keep it this way until tomorrow, okay?"

    "I'll keep it this way for a year, Drusilla, if you'll ask me to," he said. Then he gasped with admiration as he took off Drusilla's cloak and looked at that magnificent redhead twirling through the atrium to show off her new gown. Her firm big boobs bounced just a little under the gold chains of her attire the skirt of which rotated to her hips giving him a glimpse of her black panties and a full look at her legs looking even longer on the stiletto heels of her short blue boots tightly tied to her ankles.

    Cathegus was still frozen in amazement as she leaned with her nude back against a marble column, raising her arms, caressing the column and undulating her hips.   

    "So, Cathegus... What did you dream doing to me?"

    "Watching you." 

    "That's all? Someone told me that you're a nasty big wolf who would jump all over me, and eat me alive."

    "No, I'm not a wolf, Drusilla. I'm just a man whose mind is bewitched by your personality with little chance and no intention to shrug off the spell."

    "Come here...."

    The young senator approached her. Still keeping her hands above her head against the column, she slightly shook her breasts causing the chains to part on her erected nipples.

    "Still bewitched?" she asked him.

    "You've no idea the effect you're doing to me," he said gazing at her boobs which due to her height were standing just under his eyes in all their magnetic power.

    "Why don't you give me a hint so I can find out?" she challenged him with a provocative look.   

    He slowly placed the palms of his hands on her chest and moved them sideways left and right rolling the gold chains over her nipples, feeling the firmness of her breasts, putting his face between them, delicately squeezing their tips between the chains, nibbling at them.

    "That's nice, Cathegus... You are starting to behave like the wolf I was told you are."

    "No... I would caress your body for hours and hours... without even undressing you," he said while giving little bites and lickings to her nipples and twisting them within her chains, "...just playing with you, kissing you all over and titillating every sensitive part of your marvelous body, enjoying every little step towards the ultimate pleasure but delaying it to the limit of madness, inventing new subtle stimulations, new words, new magic, new ways to share each other emotions, to raise our expectations, to do something we never did before, making this night the turning point of our lives."

    "The turning point, uh?" echoed Drusilla thinking of her mission yet turned on by his words and by the peculiar way he was arousing her nipples. "I like that...," she said, lowering her chin. He gazed into her twinkling eyes as beautiful as dark emerald stones but full of life and desire. Then he kissed her on the mouth for enough time to savor the fullness of her lips, the loveliness of her tongue and the youthful power of her enveloping kiss, caressing her nude back between her skin and the marble column.      

    "Umm, you're a good kisser...," she murmured in his mouth, hugging him and rubbing her breasts against his chest.

    "I like that...," she repeated while he gnawed at her lips. But besides the preoccupation of having to find Cathegus locket in order to accomplish her mission, she liked kissing him indeed, because he was totally uninterested in anything else than the enjoyment of her sensuous response.

    To avoid getting too quickly involved, Drusilla swung out of his arms and backed away to the center of the room playfully raising her shirt to her hips and waving it against her panties, tapping her stiletto heels on the marble floor of the atrium.

    "Do you want to make another little step, senator?"

    He smiled at the way she said senator, then he circled around her, filling his eyes with the beauty of her tall body, her remarkable long legs and her curves.  

    "I've never seen any such loincloth," he said.

    "It's not a loincloth," specified Drusilla. "They're called mutandole, but I prefer to call them panties. I had them made just in time for this night. Do you like them?"

    "Yes, they look fabulous on you."

    "Come... feel them."

    Inhaling her scent, he caressed her hips and her rump, brushing the black silk and the cute lacy blue rims of her original intimate array, palpating her pubis and feeling its rich curls covered by the soft fabric.

    "I love more to imagine what is hidden beneath your lovely new underwear than watching your treasure blatantly nude," whispered Cathegus in her ear.

    "Umm, I like that...," she said, thinking about the irony of his words considering that her treasure could be as fatal to him as the Trojan Horse was for Troy. Yet she liked the man and couldn't be but aroused by his soft caresses moving from her Trojoan Horse down along her thighs and back again.   

    "Your legs, Drusilla... they look even more smooth and impressive with these adorable panties and with these strange little boots on your feet."

    "Are my legs what you like above any other part of my body?" asked Drusilla who loved to be appreciated primarily for her long legs, the rare perfection of which was only equaled in Rome by Messalina's.

    Cathegus pondered his answer for a while, shaking his head in search of an answer.

    "You know, Drusilla... it's impossible to separate the pieces of Phidias' sculptures, or to say what part is more attractive than another. A masterpiece hits the mind at first sight as a whole. So, it's the immediate impression of harmony, power and proportions which defines beauty, and in your case...."

    "Don't talk like Greek philosopher," stopped him Drusilla. "There must be something that strikes you before anything else, right? Something that you look and you feel drawn to it."

    He hesitated. She backed away and rose her skirt, twirling again.

    "Come on, Cathegus. What is it?"

    The young senator sighed. 

    "I'm dazzled by the height of your body,"

    "Why?" she asked.

    "Because... The sheer carnality of a tall woman like you and the amount of energy that exudes from all that flesh is simply overwhelming. And your long legs are so breathtaking that I'm unable to express what makes them so appealing to my hands and my eyes."

    "Umm, you're a very sensuous man, Cathegus."

    "Why?" he asked.

    "Because you didn't bullshit me by talking about my green eyes or my fine hands," she said lowering her skirt, covering her legs.

    "I also like your eyes," he said with an inspired voice, "...and you hands and your shoulders, your breasts, your derriere and your hair, your neck, your lips, your ears, your teeth, your nose... As you asked me to name the first feature that strikes my mind when I look at you I said your height and your legs, but when a man makes love to a woman everything comes into play and a beautiful face like yours wouldn't only launch a thousand ships but make them fly above water beyond the Columns of Hercules."

    Definitively the comparison with Helen of Troy was a flattering one, yet her Trojan Horse was getting impatient.

    "So, what further little step do you want to make?"

    The senator took off his tunic and laid it down on the floor.

    "Cathegus!" she exclaimed approaching him. "You've a very good-looking body...," said Drusilla caressing his chest, and rubbing his narrow hips and his penis bulging in his loincloth.

    He laid down on his back over his tunic glancing at her from the floor, admiring the full height of her towering body. She opened her legs and began walking up and down above him placing her feet along his sides, stroking him with the lower hem of her gown and offering him a glimpse of her long legs and her panty-clad crotch every time she walked across his face. That glimpse within the darkness of her black gown was all what he wanted, but his bulge was growing fuller while his hands began grazing her legs. Drusilla moved up and down for a few more times, then she slowly lifted her skirt rocking her pelvis above his face. As her smooth legs became fully exposed, he fondled them with more intensity, reaching up to her crotch and stroking the center of her mutandole, gently pushing it between her labia while she kept undulating her hips letting him feel the silky fabric getting wet and the fragrance emanating from her genitals getting stronger.

    Intoxicated beneath her amazing physique, he watched her taking off her gown, leaving the chains over her breasts but offering him a full view of her body. While he caressed all what he could reach, she squatted above his face, and he began licking her groin through her black panties, nibbling at it, blending his saliva with her juices, relishing through her mutandole an even more stimulating cunnilingus than what he was anticipating to give her afterwards on her bare crotch.

    Moaning with pleasure, Drusilla became deeply aroused and rubbed his penis without removing his loincloth. She wasn't surprised that it wasn't fully erected, since his feelings were concentrated on his mouth, his tongue and his mind. Nonetheless, she nuzzled at it and took it in her mouth leaving the fabric around it to match the same sensation he was feeling while he continued to eat her without pulling off her panties.

    After enjoying each other in that titillating way for a while, he stood up, hugging a topless, tantalizing Drusilla, pressing her against a wall. She was so much taller than him that she had to lower herself a full span to kiss him on the mouth and to stroke her nipples against his, squeezing the four tips of them with her well-manicured fingers, feeling his penis getting hard and nudging between her labia until they were virtually copulating through the fabric of both their thin underwear. 

    "Cathegus...," she moaned, humping him softly. "Do you realize that I'm so close to the ultimate pleasure... and that your way of turning me on is making me willing to give it to you... a lot... and more than a lot... and let you make all the steps that lead both of us... to enjoy... everything of each other?"

    The senator become more and more aroused at every word she said with her bewitching voice, rubbing one of her thighs as she lifted it, stroking it against his thigh while his erection was ready to enter her all the way despite the resistance of their drenched underwear.

    "I know, Drusilla...," he moaned with her, lowering her mutandole to her hips. "You're getting into my blood... your spell is penetrating every fiber of my body... and I feel you... I feel you a lot... and more than a lot... like you do... yes... we are close... very close...," he said lowering her underwear a little bit more, caressing her cheeks underneath, pushing her against him.      

    "Do you want to take them off...?" she panted. "You can take me... naked... and make me crazy... do you want that?"

    "Yes, but not yet, Drusilla... I want to prolong this desire... I want to look at you... and kiss you... and love you...."

    She kissed him and shot a quick glance at his water clock standing on a big inlay drawer at the end of the atrium. It was just a bit more than an hour before midnight.

    "Okay, Cathegus...," she moaned. "I want to love you too... and prolong it... and wait until we are ready."

    She sweetly detached herself from him and pulled up her mutandole. He gazed at her as she was moving about the atrium, tall yet graceful like a nymph in a state of ecstasy, in her blue stiletto booth and her black, blue-rimmed panties covering her entire abdomen and her wonderful round bottom, enveloping her hips to her narrow waist, and enhancing the beauty of her stupendous legs, while her amazing breasts were looking even bigger now that they were nude and glowing as well as all the rest of her light-skinned body.

    "Didn't you invite me for dinner, senator?" she said in front of a silver mirror arranging her red curls on her head, looking at Cathegus' reflection. He tied his loincloth on his waist, then he approached her from behind.

    "Of course, Your Highness," he said tracing her spine with the tips of his fingers. "I had a simple dinner made for us."

    "Should we get dressed?" she asked.

    "I could never forgive myself if I let you do that."

    "Good," she replied. "Your house is secluded enough to let us enjoy an interesting conversation without scandalizing the neighbors."

    In his dining room, lying on the big lectus medius of his triclinium, Cathegus fed Drusilla by mouth, keeping her close and caressing her while she told him about her troubles with Lady. Following the secret plan she worked out with Caligula, Drusilla revealed to the senator how Lady was taking full control over the Emperor's mind by pretending to be madly in love with him, giving in to all his eccentric demands, and even performing for him the most aberrant sex acts with a horse.

    "Did you see her doing that?" asked a sickened Cathegus.

    "Yes, but keep this as a secret because I'm the only one who knows that, and if this rumor goes around Caligula will understand that it's coming from me." 

    "Don't worry, darling. We'll have many secrets to share in the future." 

    "Personally I wouldn't give a damn about her sexual affairs," said Drusilla with disgust, "but yesterday one of my freedmen heard that Britannian bitch asking my brother to ban me to the Lyparian islands."

    Cathegus frowned in outrage. Everyone knew that all women exiled to those Sicilian islands had to work in the brothels. He hugged her and told her that if such a horrible punishment was forced upon her he'll hire a small fleet and come to her rescue in no more than a nundinum. Meanwhile, Drusilla noticed that the senator was drinking large goblets of water with just a little wine.

    Even if there was still more than an hour before the time she set for drugging him, Drusilla was concerned by the fact that without more wine he could perhaps feel the taste of the small crystals she planned to drop in his glass. However, the senator was convinced that she was in danger of being banned and proposed her to send him a message every day, in the absence of which he'd understand that she was banned and could even plan to rescue her before her arrival to the Lyparian islands.

    "I cannot even tolerate the idea of you being embraced by those vulgar sailors," claimed the senator caressing her breasts and her legs.    

    "That's very nice of you, Cathegus," she said, sliding fingers up and down his groin. "But believe me, I didn't accept your dinner invitation to ask you for protection... I did it because I have warm feelings for you."   

    They exchanged a passionate kiss and all their lust for each other resurfaced even stronger than before dinner. After enjoying hugging and touching her through the mutandole, he finally took them off while she was lying bottom-up on the bed, moaning with desire. In a state of profound arousal, the senator watched the perfect buttocks of the splendid princess as she rose them towards him, sensuously stroking her face and her boobs on the silk blanket of the lectus medius. Cathegus grazed her smooth bottom and her whole backside then he parted her cheeks, tracing her hairy crack, sliding his fingers between her wet labia, inhaling her odor, fondling the slippery flesh of her cunnus, and concentrating his titillation on her clitoris, giving her prolonged manual stimulation right where she most liked it.

    Despite having gone to the dinner for a political purpose, Drusilla relished Cathegus' love without reticence as her carnal sensations grew closer to orgasm. A little surprised that he didn't kiss her between her cheeks but kept drinking goblets of water, she turned around and rose her long legs sliding them on his upper body giving in to his desire to see her dangling them, opening and closing them and bending her knees for him to watch the glorious center of her sexual organ while he gently scratched them tracing their shape, enjoyng the rush of goose bumps which followed his strokes.

    Then he began kissing and licking and biting them and even licking her stiletto boots, expressing his concupiscence with lovely words in response to her moans and to her verbal incitations to cover her with kisses. But still, he was seemingly unwilling to eat her luscious crotch, the big red bush of which she knew would attract a fabulous cunnilingus from any Roman man.

    Sensing her lust for it, he grabbed and palpated her Mount of Venus, running his fingers through her pubic hair, and then sticking them into her vagina, taking her again close to a climax. He sat astride her body, rubbing his half-erected penis between her firm breasts for a while, pulling her nipples and watching her grimaces of pleasure. She delicately scratched his member and his scrotum with her nails, then she took it to her mouth and gave him a delightful fellatio, enjoying the large size of his shaft despite the softness of his erection.

    After a while she managed to get it a little harder, but she sensed that he had some erectile problems which she mentally blamed to his excessive desire to possess her. That wasn't too surprising. Many extremely virile men suffer that kind of failure the first time they embrace a woman they are too fond of. He laid down close to her giving her little kisses.

    "You know, Drusilla... It's difficult for me to feel totally aroused."

    "What if I tell you that I love you?" tenderly said the princess, knowing that sensitive men can often be led to a fuller erection with patience and words of love.

    "That's nice but...."

    "But what, Cathegus?"

    "You're so beautiful, Drusilla... and because of that there's something that would enflame my senses to such a maximum degree that I could make all of your splendid body to feel with me the greater pleasure you deserve and I'm so willing to give you."

    "What do you want from me, Cathegus. Don't you feel that I'm also willing to give you everything?"

    "Even if I ask you to...?"

    "What?" she said thinking to all kinds of kinky desires he could have.

    "Drusilla... would you let me shave your pubic hair?"

    Her mouth dropped. That was something which she didn't think he would ever ask her to endure.   

    "Don't you like it? I'm so proud of the natural fullness of my red pubic curls," she said caressing her crotch. "I never trim even a single hair...." 

    "I can imagine that, darling. But you can't imagine how fantastic and attractive you're pubis will look when the hair is shaved and your amazingly protruding Mount of Venus will shine, smooth like pure silk yet sparkling with the power of the bonfire burning underneath."  

    "Cathegus... this is the most daring request you could ever be asking me, you know?" said Drusilla torn between the willingness to please him in order to favor her secret plan and the unknown effect the shaving could cause to her own feelings, and especially to her brother's and to her lovers'.  

    "I know that...," he said putting his hand beneath a pillow and retrieving a flat leather box. "I want to show you how much I want you to agree...." He opened the box. Drusilla wide-opened her eyes in wonder: a huge collier of pure gold, studded with a mass of precious stones, diamond, rubies, emeralds and black pearls was perfectly set in the box.

    "It's absolutely magnificent, Cathegus!" she exclaimed. He placed it around her neck and took her in front of a polished brass mirror, caressing her tall nude body, grabbing and rubbing her thick pubic hair.

    "It must be worth a fortune," commented Drusilla.

    "Yes. It belonged to Cleopatra."

    Well, thought Drusilla remembering Cleopatra's emerald brooch she got from Acilius Trebellius as a present for Sun Birth Day, the jewels of the Egyptian Queen are definitively flowing in my direction.... Then she unhooked the collier and gave it back to Cathegus.

    "I can't accept it, dear."

    "Oh, no," he moaned. "I'd be so glad to give it to you."

    "I know," she said squeezing his penis. "But because you've been such a darling... I'm going to let you shave me."

    "Oh, Drusilla...," he whispered while biting her shoulder. "You're making me the happiest man on Earth."

    That was certainly true, thought Drusilla who accepted to part from her cherished pubic hair not only to score a huge political point with the Republican senator but also because, after all, she was curious to see what Cathegus thought would look so good without hair. 

    Cathegus set the collier back in its box, then helped Drusilla to lay down on the bed, and pulled a cord opening a curtain behind the lectus medius. A deep egg-shaped bathtub of black marble was built in the roomy area the walls of which were covered by yellow Sicilian marble plates.

    "Wow! You're quite organized, aren't you," she said with an approving grin.   

    He nodded, then opened a spigot on the upper rim of the tub and let warm water flowing out into the rounded bottom of the bathtub. 

    "Are we going to take a bath?" she asked.

    "No, not yet," he answered picking up several bath towels and a marble box containing two polished-steel knives with ivory handles—the same kind of well-sharpened blades used by Roman men to shave their beards—and two ceramic containers with shaving balms and soothing creams.

    "Let's start with your armpits."

    "Okay," she said raising her arms. He wetted and creamed both armpits, then he shaved her hair until they felt smooth to his hands and to hers.

    "I like that...," she said.

    Cathegus was obviously a connoisseur of the art of shaving women and he reached a strong mental orgasm by doing that to the breathtaking human female he wanted so madly to possess after freeing her of all bodily hair. Lying on the bath towels with her back supported by pillows and holding a hand-mirror to watch the ritualistic sacrifice of her luscious red bush, Drusilla spread her thighs to the limit, exposing her entire crotch, watching with unparalleled thrill the sharp blade which Cathegus delicately ran upon her well-washed and balm-softened Mount of Venus, on and around her big labia, shaving with extreme precision every hair around the hood of her clitoris which he pulled away from the blade with his fingers to avoid wounding it in the process.

    "Careful, honey... it's so ticklish," she moaned, holding her breath thereafter, feeling a specific arousal surging on the skin undergoing the shaving and a flow of lubrication invading her vagina.    

    Whispering words of marvel as the beauty of her naked pubis became more and more visible under his eyes and under his caressing hands, Cathegus' erection became as hard as an iron bar. She reached for it and began squeezing it in her hand, placing her other hand close to his hand in the perception of the sublime smoothness of her shaved area. Naturally, he asked her to turn her bottom up to allow him a perfect access to shave her hairy crack between her tempting cheeks and finished his ritual by placing her clipped pubic hair into a small linen bag. 

    "Are you going to keep it as a trophy, or are you going to sell it at an auction of Julian memorabilia?" asked him Drusilla with a humorous smile.

    "No, I'm going to use it to make an infusion and drink it when I need a boost of aphrodisiac power," he said with a laugh. Then he spread soothing-creams on his palms and gave her a massage on her entire hairless crotch.

    The unobstructed vision of her fully engorged big labia ending in the upper side with the fleshy parabola around her perk clitoral hood, and the vast protruding pubic bone which constituted the most impressive and adorable Mount of Venus which Cathegus had ever seen, made the young senator delirious with joy. He stroked and kissed and licked, bit, ate, nibbled, fingered, and sucked the smooth crotch of that royal female animal making her come several times while turning her body around in every possible ways, holding and licking her stiletto boots, palpating her incomparable flesh, grinding her clitoris, and savoring her juices. 

    Above him or underneath, opening and closing her legs and bending back her knees to push and rub her bare pelvis against his mouth, Drusilla couldn't even keep his penis long enough in her mouth because she had to scream as she continued to climax like crazy and even more so when he penetrated her with his rigid erection and rammed her with unbelievable force, watching his shaft going in and out that red-hot vagina fully visible under his and her eyes. 

    But then, when she was giving him everything, he wanted more. Having seen Macro doing it to Drusilla at the Imperial banquet, Cathegus grabbed a scarf and quickly wrapped it around her neck while banging her fast and deep.

    Feeling gradually asphyxiating, her entire body shuddered in the throes of a devastating orgasm experiencing again a phenomenal little death. Yet she didn't lose consciousness but entwined her long legs around his hips and frantically hammered her pelvis against his, snatching the scarf off her neck, and begging him to come inside her.

    In a rash of lust Cathegus withdrew his stiff pulsating erection from her, and dragged the climaxing princess into the black bathtub making her squat inside. He quickly grabbed a big olysbos and shove it into her vulva to keep her orgasm going. Then, while she masturbated with the leather phallus, he stood up and pounded his penis into her mouth, masturbating himself at the same time. Oh, that's what he wants, she thought with the part of her mind which was still capable to put two and two together. Like she was used to do with her brother, she loved to be ejaculated in the mouth and did to Cathegus all what she could do to make him spurt in her throat. Suddenly, he didn't want her to suck him any longer.

    "Keep your mouth open and just lick my frenulum," he panted, increasing his masturbatory rhythm.

    While doing as he wanted, she grabbed and scratched his powerful buttocks, rubbing the olysbos inside her by pushing her shaved pelvis back and forth against the bottom of the tub. His panting and moaning blended with hers for some more time as his climax was building up and hers was still spiraling inside her. Growling like a wolf, he breathlessly uttered a series of… Oh yes! I'm going to come!

    And then he came!      

    But instead of ejaculating thick squirts of sperm, his penis was spurting long jets of sperm mixed with urine! A lot of urine... Just slightly salted, but quite warm and delicious to drink and catch in her open mouth, onto her face and all over her body. And while he was virtually peeing against her, his climax continued and she came again with him. That was his kick, she thought. But it wasn't over. Having drank all that water before and during dinner, he quickly took her up and carried her to the lectus medius placing her on her back over the towels, opening and raising her legs, and pushing in the olysbos which was partially coming out of her vagina. While she kept it inside her, he grabbed her stiletto boots, pushing her knees towards her face to raise her bottom, and pointed his glans onto her areola.

    "Oh yes, Cathegus," she moaned. "Sodomize me! Take my last breath away!" 

    Forcing his way into her, he sodomized her without hesitation, pumping his virility into her rear end, opening Drusilla to new orgasmic sensations doubled by the feeling of the olysbos agitating her genitals, until her orgasm exploded again in her back under the unrelenting pounding of the senator. Her lack of breath prevented her from screaming what bliss she felt inside her anal sphincter throbbing around his potent erection. But Cathegus knew she was coming and he came with her again, ejaculating sperm and urine—a lot of warm urine—into her rectum, giving her the astonishing thrill of feeling that her bowels were invaded by an enema during the impetus of an anal orgasm.

    That was the climax, for both of them. The joy of having given each other the ultimate pleasure after delaying it to the limit of madness, and having Drusilla given to him something she'd never thought anyone would dare to ask, she felt drained of her desires and relaxed in his arms, almost forgetting about her mission. Almost... but not for long. Even though there was no water clock in Cathegus' dining room, she soon realized that time went by and she couldn't put the senator to sleep unless he drank some wine.  

    "Now that you've poured into my body all the water you drank, shouldn't we toast to the turning point of our lives with some good wine?" she asked, giving him a seductive little kiss. 

    "We will, Drusilla...," he said caressing her shaved pubis, "but in order to make this night definitively unforgettable I'd like to give you a new subtle sensation."

    "What?" asked the princess with a sweet naive voice. 

    Cathegus took his marble box, opened it, and picked up a smaller box containing three small identical gold rings, each with two little gold balls touching each other at the two ends of the circle.

    "What are they, earrings?" she asked looking into the small box.

    He titillated her earrings pierced through her lobes.

    "You've these already," he said.

    "So?"

    "Two rings are for your nipples and one is for the hood of your clitoris," he said giving her the rings.

    "Umm... they are cute," she said sitting up in bed and trying to figure out how to wear them. He rubbed her earrings again. She wide-opened her eyes, then she shook her head.

    "No, no, no... You can't be thinking of doing that, uh?" she said with a scared look.

    "Why not? You have no idea what exciting feelings they are going to spark throughout your whole body, and how attractive and proud you're going to look with these two rings on your nipples and with that one adorning your little thing here...," he said squeezing her clitoral hood. "Now that you're fully shaved you'll simply look sensational, totally naked for anyone to enjoy your intimate beauty."

    Drusilla placed a ring on the upper conjunction of her labia, and the other two on her nipples. Then she took the hand mirror and glanced at them.

    Visions of her lovers watching her with the rings flashed through her mind... a crowd of men extended their hands to touch them and they were quite fascinated by the way they looked on her. 

    "And you want to pierce me three times?" she moaned.

    "Uh, huh... That's going to be very exciting as well. I've the perfect instruments and I know how to do that with great precision and care."

    "It's going to be painful...."

    "Just a little sting, darling. I'm going to smear the piercing instruments and the rings with a special opiate balm which heals the little wounds in less than an hour."

    "How will they make an effect on me once their are set?" asked Drusilla fingering the little balls on the rings.

    "Because I'm going to pierce you at the very source of your sensations, and just by having the rings hanging there you're going to enjoy a constant feeling of arousal, and even more so whenever you are going to let me or anyone else play with them, rubbing or shaking or pulling them just a bit... and when you make love, my dear... your gaudium is going to be much stronger and longer."

    That was quite plausible, thought Drusilla knowing that the senator wouldn't give up on his request.  

    "Can I take them off if I want?"

    "No, don't even try that by yourself," he said taking the rings from her hands. "Look here...," he said, showing her how he was going to do it. "I'll enlarge each ring with these special pliers. One of the little spheres is fixed but the other can be pulled out. As you see, once the ball is removed I'll slide the ring from this side into the pierced flesh."

    Drusilla took the open ring from his hand and rubbed the sharp tip by which the ring was supposed to slide into her flesh and noticed that it was fairly smooth and well-polished.

    "Once I'll slide the open ring through the pierced flesh, I'll push the ball back into the tip and I'll use the same pliers to close the ring until the two little balls are touching one another very tightly. These same pliers must be used if you want to remove the rings."

    "This means I'll have to ask you to do that if I'll feel like taking them off," she said.

    "Once you'll experience the effect, you're to feel like keeping them on you, forever... But if you want, I'll give you the address of the Chinese master who taught only to me the secrets of piercing."

    "Here in Rome?"

    "Yes, of course. Actually, you should go see him in these coming days and let him check you out. But you'll have to swear that you're not going to reveal his name or address to anyone."

    Drusilla agreed. Cathegus showed her the three identical piercing instruments, each set composed of a short punch tool made of solid gold fixed on a small ivory handle, and a clean cork to receive the thrust once the punch pierced though her flesh.

    "Did you plan all of this before I came over?" she asked hugging him.

    "Yes... I really wanted this night to be special."

    "I like that...," she said kissing him. Then she let him do the piercing, feeling strangely aroused while one by one he thrust the balm-spread gold punches through her three sensitive spots. He paid a great deal of attention to her nipples, piercing them precisely through the central base of their tips, and perforated her clitoral hood through the external upper side, making sure to thrust the fine punch tool close to the upper base of her clitoris but without going through it.

    As the tips of the punches punctured deep into the receiving corks, he told her that she should remain transfixed by the instruments until the balm began healing the little wounds. Then he got hold of a small sandglass the size of a quarter of an hour and turned it upside down.

    "How do you feel?" he asked crouching by her side.

    "Not bad. I feel tingling down here... Ouuuch!"

    "That's what the rings are supposed to make you feel all the time."

    "Umm... Why don't you put a finger inside me... and rub me underneath the puncture?" she moaned. 

    Cathegus did that and she felt so aroused right where the punch was perforating her flesh that her pelvis quivered and she reached very quickly a strong urge to climax.

    "Stop now...," he said pulling out his finger. "Let it heal all the way." 

    "Are you going to fix the rings on me once all the sand passes through the sandglass?" she panted. 

    "Yes," he said caressing her face. They kissed. She grabbed his penis which was hard like a rock.

    "Did it turn you on piercing me?" she asked.

    "Very much, darling... Just finding the precise points to perforate and giving you that little pain right there, it made me so close to you and to your specific sensitivity that I felt a distinctive vibration throughout my whole body upon every puncture through your flesh."

    "I like that...," she said, pressing his hand. 

    When the sandglass indicated that the correct time had elapsed, he pulled out the three gold punches and fixed the three balm-smeared rings on her. She wanted to rub them right away but he told her that it was better to wait another quarter of an hour.

    "Okay... Let us make our toast to our fabulous night and then take me to your bedroom," she said sitting on the edge of the lectus medius. Still wearing her stiletto boots, she placed her feet on the table below the lectus, and began titillating herself close around the rings without touching them, opening and closing her legs and quivering as if she was about to come.

    Spellbound by the effect his rings were provoking in the splendid young princess, he filled two goblets with red wine.

    "Hurry up, Cathegus... please."

    The amorous senator gave Drusilla a goblet and toasted by touching the rim of his goblet with hers. In that moment she shrieked and startled as if she felt stung by the ring on her clitoris. Her goblet snapped out of her hands and fell to the floor behind the table, spilling wine on the carpet.

    "I'm sorry," she panted bending over. "I just felt a sharp pain by the ring down here." 

    "No, don't worry, darling," said Cathegus putting his wine-filled goblet on the table. Then he got off the bed to pick up her goblet. Drusilla rapidly opened the lid of her topaz ring and poured all the pink crystals into his wine.

    When he turned up with her empty goblet she took it from his hands forcing herself to keep it firmly within her fingers.

    "Come, fill it up," she said as if she was barely suppressing the urge to make love, but repressing instead the emotion of being close to the most critical step of her mission.

    Cathegus filled her goblet and toasted with her to their unforgettable night. Then they drank the wine. As soon as both goblets were emptied, she urged him to carry her to his bedroom.

    Feeling relieved by her accomplishment and extremely turned on by the rings that were pierced through her sensitive spots, she asked him to make love to her very softly. Oh, how lovely she was to his eyes! How breathtaking her luscious body was with that wonderful shaved pubis of hers decorated by her little clitoral ring! How passionately she looked at him! As she genuinely felt the most wonderful tingling sensations, she responded to his gentle intercourse with such an emotional eagerness that he couldn't but love her and kiss her, feeling her quivers and quivering with her. Then a tender sense of fulfillment carried him to dream-world populated by hundreds of young beautiful nude women all looking exactly like the princess who conquered his heart.

    Drusilla waited until the drug took full effect on him, then she took off her boots, and silently tiptoed on the room in search of his locket. She found it on the lowest drawer of his nightstand, and she proceeded to the senator's study to execute every step of her mission according to Caligula's plan.

    About  two  hours  later,  having  found  his  strong-box  and  copied names, dates, places, funds, supplies and assignments of the people involved in the Republican conspiracy against the Emperor of Rome, and having returned the bag with the sealed scroll and the writing materials to Publius Certicus waiting outside the window of Cathegus' study, Drusilla closed the strong-box, put back the key in his locket and the locket back to its place; then she laid down on the bed curled against her sound-sleeping lover. 

    She didn't even have the time to think about her amazing discoveries and enjoy the complete success of her endeavor that she fell in the arms of Morpheus, dreaming that three Elysian angels put golden threads in her rings and pulled her up, flying in the sky towards the heavens.

* * *

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

"Good work, Certicus," said Caligula unsealing the scroll his loyal 16-years-old scout received from Drusilla outside the window of Cathegus' study and had delivered to the Emperor shortly before dawn at the end of that fateful night of the Ides of January.

    "I'm proud of your trust, Caesar!" answered Publius Certicus. "Is there anything else you want me to do now?"

    Sitting at his desk in his private study, Caligula unrolled the scroll and quickly glanced through it.

    "How long did you wait before getting it back?" asked Caligula, noticing that the scroll was filled with his sister's writing throughout its entire 4-foot length.

    "The princess opened the window about three hours after midnight. I handed her the bag with the writing items, and she gave it back to me after an hour or two. Then I walked to the Palace with no delay."

    "Check again to see if nothing is missing from the bag," said Caligula reading and pondering upon some of the most interesting details his sister wrote down from scrolls and notes she found in Cathegus' safe.

    Certicus took up the bag from the floor and retrieved the items which he put on the desk while the Emperor continued reading the scroll with no apparent reaction. The young scout counted the items on the desk: "An iron traveling ink container, three writing styluses, a small seal box, two traveling oil lamps, four lighting flints, two towels. Nothing is missing, Caesar."

    "Good work, Certicus," repeated the Emperor still engrossed in his first assessment of the intelligence provided by Drusilla on the sinister plans of his enemies. He had no doubt that his sister would do a remarkable job but the results which she obtained were absolutely staggering. 

    "I count on you for total secrecy, Certicus," said Caligula to his young agent, who didn't know the content of the scroll but could easily figure out that the Julian princess wasn't just playing hide and seek in the house of one of the most prominent of the Emperor's political opponents.

    "Count on it, Caesar!" answered the scout, hitting his chest with his fist. "No one in the whole Empire will ever know from me what I did and saw and heard tonight while I executed the mission you entrusted me."

    "What did you tell Metellus Gabinius for your absence from the Green party last night?"

    "I said that I had to go to Reate (a town 30 miles northeast of Rome on the Via Salaria) to assist my family in bidding for a piece of land at an auction."

    "Is there any truth in it?"

    "Yes, Sir. That land auction was scheduled from noon to midnight yesterday and my family owns another piece of land in the vicinity."   

    "Good," said Caligula writing something on a small clay tablet. "Now, before going home and taking a well-deserved bath, you can do me another favor... Do you know my friend Herod Agrippa?"

    "Not personally, but I saw him several times with you, Sir." 

    Caligula pressed his signet ring on the small tablet and handed it to Publius Certicus. The Scout read it.

    "I wrote the address of his personal residence," said Caligula. "Go to him, show him my seal and tell him that I need him to come over to the Palace at once,"

    "Isn't that a little too early, Sir?"

    Caligula looked out of the window. The sky was getting rosy with the first colors of dawn. 

    "Hmm... you're right," he said. Then he pulled a cord hanging on the wall behind his chair. "Have a warm bath here in the Palace and then go see Agrippa, okay?" 

    A Batavian guard knocked at the door and entered.

    "At your orders, Caesar!" exclaimed the guard in his heavy Germanic accent, standing at attention.

    "Take this young man to a bathroom," ordered the Emperor.

    "Which bathroom, Caesar?" asked the guard with his Germanic need for precision.

    "Hmm... take him to my sister's bathroom," said Caligula who then turned with a grin to the scout: "Drusilla has a bunch of very cute ancillae who will be happy to serve you, Certicus."

    The young scout bowed. 

    "Go and have fun now. But I want you to be at Agrippa's at least three hours before noon." 

    After Publius Certicus and the Batavian guard left his room, Caligula studied the scroll in silence. Then he went out to his terrace and watched the sunrise.

    "Jupiter! Jupiter! Thank you!" exclaimed Caligula raising his arms to the sky. "Thank you for your guidance, Jupiter Optimus Maximus, and for the power you've bestowed upon me! I hear your voice, Great God! I hear your encouragement to carry on the revolutionary endeavor you've so often suggested to me during my prayers! I know that you're on my side! I know that you've chosen me, Gaius Caesar Germanicus Caligula, to lead all men and women of the Empire to a greater liberty! Let me teach to all people the magic words you've created for the good of the Universe: FREEDOM! FREEDOM FOR ALL! Give me the opportunity to abolish all restrictions to the free expression of anyone's ideas, personality and dreams, whether slaves or masters, in their businesses or in the pursuit of their personal happiness! Give me the strength and the clarity of mind to make the Empire of Rome the catalyst of the best architects, engineers, artists, performers, craftsmen, physicians, cooks, prostitutes, bankers, astrologers, merchants, publishers, scribes, carpenters, plumbers and philosophers of mankind! Give me the political shrewdness and the iron fist to destroy all the boundaries created by corrupt lawmakers and self-proclaimed prophets that obstruct the right of anyone to live the life they want and form whatever family they wish or not wish to form! Great God! Let me give to all women the chance to enjoy their natural sensuality with all men, whether fathers or husbands, brothers or boyfriends, never forcing them to renounce the pleasures of Venus! Let me extend the Roman citizenship to anyone who swears allegiance to the Emperor! Thousands of different cultures and religions and mores sharing together a greater future, the Pax Romana! Help our glorious legions to romanize the world! Protect my mission, Great God! Spur all the tribes of the world to share my vision! Protect me from the traitors, the liars, the slanderers and... from the self-righteous! I'll rid myself of the traitors, Jupiter, but spare me from the moralists who cannot see the truth and spread falsehoods in order to gain power, and then use the power to exhort their views into the people's minds! Protect my brave, wonderful Drusilla and my sensuous, amorous Ladyssa! Thank you, Master of the Olympus! Thank you, Jupiter Maximus, first God of Rome!"

    Caligula remained frozen in divine ecstasy for a while, feeling the greatness of the God and the radiance of the City below pervading his soul. Every morning, his prayer and his intense relationship with Jupiter redoubled his energy and ignited flashes of brilliance throughout his mind. Verbalizing his thoughts and aspirations to the Great Divinity was for the Emperor not only a personal imperative, but the most significant exercise to boost his morale and renew his resolve to change the world and liberate mankind from the shackles of fear and restrictive morals.     

    Back to his desk, Caligula pored again over the scroll on the section where Drusilla copied in a shortened fashion from Cathegus' notes an intriguing and possibly damaging reference to Herod Agrippa: "Hrod A. abdct. Jovena M. wfe of wr/hero Mrc. Vinicius cntur. XIII legn. MV bck to Rm. Ides Febr. Take HA to crt for adlter. Invol/smear/attk C.—destr. reput. w Army befr. Ides Mar."

    Besides all other important information about the Republican conspiracy, this one referring to the Hebrew prince was the most urgent to deal with—that's why he sent Certicus to urge Herod Agrippa to come over to the Palace at once. How could his friend have abducted the wife of a war hero? Who was this woman Jovena M.? Caligula's excellent reputation with the Roman Army was the most solid pillar of his imperium, and any rumor involving some misdeeds of his friend with the wife of a Roman soldier fighting under the Eagles on the borders of the Empire had to be halted and such information repressed without delay.

    "Jovena, Jovena...," said Caligula to himself. Where did he hear that name...? Suddenly, he associated a similar name with Ladyssa. Could his Britannian wife know the woman allegedly abducted by his best friend?

    "Lady is still sleeping, Your Majesty," informed Arkana, when Caligula walked through his wife's living room. He peeked into the bedroom watching Lady in her bed under the blankets. She was so beautiful and pure and innocent in her sleep that he had no heart to wake her up.

    "Tell me, Arkana...," asked Caligula to Lady's bodyguard who was cleaning the living room. "Do you know a woman called Jovena?"

    "Jovena? Not really... but I know a Jovenia."

    But of course! thought Caligula remembering his wife's history teacher as the woman who purchased Incitatus' temple, and then transferred the property to his Privy.

    "What's her full name?" asked Caligula.

    "Jovenia Marotia."  

    No doubt in his mind now... Jovena M. was Jovenia Marotia. This was not good news. If the boni could establish the connection between Jovenia and Ladyssa, and moreover with the horse Incitatus, their attempt to involve him in Herod Agrippa's intrigue could be quite successful and truly damaging.

    "Where is she now?"

    "Perhaps with her mother," answered Arkana.

    "Is she coming over today for the history lessons?"

    "I don't think so. Jovenia resigned some days ago."

    "Hmm, I see... Do you know her mother's address?"      

    "I'm sorry, Your Majesty. I don't know," lied Arkana who thought it was better to give no further information and let her mistress deal with her husband on private matters.

    Caligula went back to his study and began taking care of the huge amount of documents which his Chamberlain was piling up every day on his desk. The Agrippa/Jovenia affair was however quite disconcerting. But how could he believe that his most trusted friend, a man of great culture with superior sense of honor and justice, would ever "abduct" a woman married to a Roman war hero? A... war hero? That sounded as strange as the alleged "abduction"... Caligula again read that segment of his sister's scroll.

    The name of Jovenia's husband was obviously Marcus Vinicius, centurion of the Thirteenth Legion. Caligula, as any other Roman, knew very well this legion—the Gemina—since it was under the command of Julius Caesar that the glorious Thirteenth crossed the Rubico River on the first day after the Ides of December of the Annum DCCIII aUc (= Year 703 of the Roman calendar = 50 CE aka AD 50.) That day was remembered as the most significant turning point of history for it put an end to the factious and ungovernable Republic of Rome and virtually inaugurated the rule of the Caesars over the entire Roman Empire. Now the Gemina was stationed on the outskirts of Colonia Agrippina under the command of Tullius Pompeius Rufus, one of Servius Sulpicius Galba's most gallant Legates, but Caligula never heard about this Marcus Vinicius centurion, and he had not seen any report that he was a war hero.

    Upon his request the Chamberlain brought in the file of the XIII Legion. Caligula quickly skimmed it through and found the name of the centurion he was looking for. He began quickly skimming his military resume'. The man was now 31-years-old... enrolled in the Army at age 15... eight months later assigned to the Gemina stationed in Oppidum Ubiorum (recently renamed Colonia Agrippina by Caligula's decree)... more than forty skirmishes and battles... two decorations... promoted centurion... then primus pilus (highest centurion rank) at age 25... first time on home-leave at 27... one year in Rome... Aha! There it was married to Jovenia Marotia, October XI DCCLXXXVI (October 11, 786 aUc = AD 33)... back to the XIII Legion... four battles in Germania... three more medals... four months vacation in Latium (the region of Rome) in DCCLXXXIX (789 aUc = AD 36,) then back again to his post in Colonia.

    Well, Marcus Vinicius wasn't yet an officially named "War Hero", but for his excellent military record he could be given that high honor after the next victorious battle of his legion. From the pigeonholes of his study, Caligula picked out the last reports from Servius Sulpicius Galba, the commander in chief of the Roman Armies in the Northern Frontier. The situation around Colonia Agrippina was calm. Nevertheless, Galba was expecting a massive attack from the Chatti, a large horde of northeastern barbarians who occupied vast territories of Germanic land east of the Rhine during the previous fall, and it was reported that their chieftains were assembling 200,000 fighting men to pillage the Roman cities on the west bank of the river as soon as the winter was over.

    Then Caligula checked Marcus Vinicius' resume' again, and noticed that the centurion's next leave was scheduled for the coming month of September. Hmm... Back to Drusilla's scroll Caligula focused his attention on the dates.... 

    "MV bck to Rm. Ides Febr. Take HA to crt for adlter. Invol/smear/attk C.—destr. reput. w Army befr. Ides Mar." 

    Why did Cathegus assume that MV alias Marcus Vinicius would be back in the middle of February, despite the hardship of a winter voyage across the Alps? The only answer to that question would be that upon discovering the Herod/Jovenia affair, the boni were scheming with some of their associates in the Army to grant Vinicius a special permit to leave the Gemina before the scheduled vacation. Having to carry the seal of the commanding officer of his legion, such an extraordinary permit could only be granted to the centurion by the Legate Tullius Pompeius Rufus.

    Caligula's first reaction was to dictate to his scribe a urgent dispatch addressed to Galba expressing his concern for the mobilization of the Chatti, asking him a complete assessment of Roman military readiness, training, camps, entrenchments, war machines, etcetera, offering him other legions if necessary, and ending the message by ordering him to withhold all permits to Roman soldiers of any rank. Under the circumstances, this was the only measure Caligula could safely advance, by following the chain of command and making no mention of the centurion. If he had, this would sound very suspicious and the boni could accuse him of covering up a conspiracy if the Herod/Jovenia/ Vinicius case was to explode in Rome.

    He checked the background of the Legate Tullius Pompeius Rufus, a young patrician of 28 years of age who served in the Army for more or less the same time as Marcus Vinicius. Caligula didn't know the Legate personally since he was appointed commander of the XIII Legion by Galba's predecessor, Gnaeus Porcius Arpinius, but, as a Rufus, he had certainly numerous family ties in Rome. Hmm... Weren't the Rufi some sort of cousins with the Claudians? Yes, with his erudition Uncle Claudius knew probably everything about that Rufus branch, and he could be the right man to establish an unofficial connection with Vinicius' commander. Right away Caligula sent a guard to Claudius' quarters to get the old man on his feet and have him report to the Imperial study right away.

    Whereupon he quickly examined the file of the Gemina and wrote down a short list of names, including the name of Marcus Vinicius among them. Then he studied other sections of Drusilla's fully written and mostly cryptically shorthanded scroll, but he suddenly refocused on the end date of Cathegus' Herod/Jovenia smear plot... "destr. reput. w Army befr. Ides Mar." Before the Ides of March! With all of its historical meaning related to Julius Caesar's assassination 82 years before—perpetrated by a bunch of damn traitors of the same boni/Republican coalition now plotting against him—the Ides of March was clearly the most significant date to repeat history and liquidate the new Caesar!      

    With a murderous grin, the 25-years-old Emperor rapidly examined the scroll for other corroborating mentions of that ominous date, and he found it... "Ides Mar. I) Big Unit delvr. frce surr. destr. Batv. Grds befr. mdnght, II) All Rep. stab C. III) Elct. BU Dictr. 6 mos."

    There it was!  

    Caligula chuckled. Then he began to laugh and moved  again to the terrace. He placed his hands on the balustrade, lowering his chin, looking at his feet and at his caligae.

    "Thank you, Jupiter!" he whispered. "Now I know their plan, and the bastards don't know that I know. You're marvelous, Great God! You're giving me two months of total freedom and allowing me the time to prepare my own web and drag them all in! Vae Victis! (Woe to the Vanquished!) I swear you, my Jupiter... I'll have no mercy!" 

    The deep satisfaction of the God pervaded his lungs and Caligula burst out laughing. His whole strategy directed to the annihilation of the boni was working! For that purpose, his marriage with Ladyssa Tudorus was his most decisive move to create a believable motive for Drusilla to play her role as the Trojan Horse in the enemy camp. He knew they'd fall into his trap! That's why he was so exhilarated.

    While apparently being innocently motivated by foreign policy related to the treaty with King Tudorus of Britannia, the wedlock with the king's daughter was part of Caligula's ingenious scheme. The young prince who received absolute power from the Senate of Rome in the tradition of his Julian ancestry and with the support of the Roman Army, was trained to analyze every move from all possible angles, and every move had to produce more than a single advantage. He would have never married the Britannian princess if she wasn't sexually attractive because Caligula strongly believed that sexual enticement was a favorable signal of the Gods; and he would have never given Ladyssa Tudorus his name of Lady Caligula simply to support his foreign policy directed to romanizing the world through solid alliances with foreign leaders. 

    In order to carry out his revolutionary design to liberate Roman society from all old-fashioned restrictions, he had to deliver a decisive blow to the dangerous right-wing boni/Republican coalition, who were fanatically opposed to any change—as if a modern society could remain forever frozen in time and endure the tyranny of a few powerful demagogues instead of enjoying the product of generalized freedom which only a liberal enlightened ruler could provide to his people. However acting in that capacity, Caligula could never deliver any such fatal blow unless the enemy struck first. Only the blatant, armed attack of the conspirators would allow him to react and destroy them with the blessing of the people of Rome. 

    Consequently, from the very beginning, Caligula considered above all what possible benefit he could derive from his marriage with Ladyssa Tudorus in his deadly struggle with the boni. And he anticipated the use of his Britannian wife to set his trap against his enemies by letting them believe that he was about to exile Drusilla in order to please the new queen of his heart. By pretending to reshuffle the balance of power in the Palace, he turned his sister into the most irresistible bait to attract the conspirators into the net, and now, the first results of his political gamble had paid off. He had in possession actual proof.

    Drusilla's scroll confirmed that the conspiracy was real. As Caligula purposely enraged the boni with his provocative edicts granting unusual freedom to the Roman people, the boni had to oppose his revolutionary leadership by striking first just as their predecessors, Brutus, Cassius and the other Republican assassins did with Julius Caesar who was the first liberal ruler of the Empire. That's was exactly what Caligula expected! But since he knew the date of the attempt and the means and the people involved, instead of walking into their ambush as his great ancestor did on the infamous Ides of March, he'll have them walking into his trap and rid Rome of their intrigue once and for all!

At this moment, the Batavian guard showed Uncle Claudius into the study, while the Emperor was still chuckling, thinking of all sort of eccentric entertainment to continue provoke the rage of the boni in the coming two months and to induce them to make more mistakes, 

    "I'm hap-hap-happy to-to see you-you are in a goo-goo-good mood, d-d-dear nephew!" said Claudius provoking a good laugh from the elated Caligula, who hugged and looked at him with unusual affection.

    "I wonder how you can teach Greek and history to Agrippinilla with your hilarious way of talking in a stammer."

    "We-we-well, after a whi-whi-while I c-c-calm down and I m-m-make myself understood."

    "And how is she calming you down, old verpa? By giving you saucy fellatio?"

    "You-you-you're always th-th-thinking about that, uh?" answered Claudius deftly avoiding that subject. "Is th-that why I'm h-he-here?"

    "Not at all, uncle. I've called you for a very important reason."

    "G-g-good. I like impo-po-portant r-r-reasons," stammered Claudius sitting down on a chair, taking a honey cake from a silver basket on Caligula's desk and nibbling at it. 

    "Do you know Tullius Pompeius Rufus?" 

    "Of c-c-course. He's m-m-my third c-c-cousin's husband. G-g-good soldier."

    "Great soldier, I'd say. At his young age he's already the commander of glorious XIII Gemina stationed in Colonia Agrippina under Galba's high command."

    "I'm p-p-pleased you app-app-appreciate his se-se-service."

    "As a matter of fact I've decided to award the Gemina a Golden Wreath (high military honor for service.)"

    "I agree. Th-the b-boys over th-th-there are g-g-going to get hit by th-the Ch-chatti in the s-s-spring."

    "Uncle!" exclaimed a funnily surprised Caligula. "I didn't know that you were so well-informed about our military predicaments!"

    "No pr-pr-predicaments, Cal. G-g-alba is going to eat the b-b-astards like I'm eating th-th-this honey c-c-cake."      

    "I've no doubt of our victory, Uncle Claudius. Today, I'm going to order the fusion of the Golden Wreath and I'll send it under escort to Galba within a nundinum (Roman eight-day week.) But I want you to look more involved in our government and send a letter right away to your friend Rufus announcing in a confidential manner the high honor his Legion is going to receive from Galba in the name of the Emperor."

    "I'll be gl-glad to d-do that, Cal."

    Caligula picked up the note he wrote before and handed it to his uncle: "These are the names of four brave soldiers I've selected for a Germanic Ring (a chiselled ring made of oak and copper, coveted by valiant Romans legionaries fighting Germanic wars.)"        

    Claudius glanced at the list, and slightly twitched his upper lip when he read the name of Marcus Vinicius. Hmm... wasn't it curious that the name of his secret half-brother—the real father of Agrippinilla and Lesbia—was on that list? he asked himself.

    Unaware of Claudius' reaction to the list, Caligula added:

    "Tell Rufus to keep these soldiers from hard labor and any dangerous assignment or taking leave, but without informing them about the honor they're going to receive, of course. It is to be a surprise!"

    Claudius agreed. Then he discussed with Caligula some matters concerning foreign policy, chiefly about the reorganization of the Britannian trade, proposing two knights who could take over the Imperial contract signed by the late knight Quintus Publius Servilius. Caligula took note of both these names, then he affectionately showed his uncle out of the study asking him to send the letter to Tullius Pompeius Rufus via the Imperial courier leaving Rome two hours after noon.     

    On his way back to his quarters, Claudius pondered over Caligula's peculiar request. Why was he so eager to involve him in his decision to honor the Thirteenth with the Golden Wreath and Marcus Vinicius with the Germanic Ring? His nephew was understandably very secretive of all his political moves but he hardly made one without a specific reason. Although Claudius was the legitimate dynastic heir to the Imperial Chair, he had clearly no interest for that dangerous position and privately had urged Caligula to name in his will a younger successor in case that a fatal illness or a sudden accident would prematurely shorten the Emperor's life. Last fall season the young Emperor was indeed severely ill and was forced to stay in bed for a couple of months; and the chances for a revolutionary ruler such as the uncompromising Caligula to be assassinated were not only high but even deemed probable by Caligula himself. Since Claudius knew that his nephew wouldn't neglect a vital issue such as his succession, and that his request for him to write that letter to Rufus with the excuse to making him "look more involved in governmental affairs" didn't come out of the blue, the only answer to his question had to be related to Marcus Vinicius.

    Perhaps Caligula found out that the primus pilus of the Thirteenth was in fact the half-brother of Drusus Germanicus—the Emperor's heroic father who died when young Cal was seven years old. Quite possible... Through his 300 Scouts, Caligula had ears throughout Rome. Much more than a bunch of horse races fans, the Scouts were a superbly organized group of incorruptible young Romans fanatically devoted to the young Emperor reporting to him the mood and the wishes of the crowd, along with all sorts of information which could have included the discovery of Marcus Vinicius' real father. 

    Being that Claudius was the sole brother of the late Drusus Germanicus, so that he was Marcus Vinicius' half-brother, it made sense to him that Caligula was discretely preparing the way for the official recognition by the Claudian family's remaining paterfamilias—Claudius himself—of Vinicius' noble Claudian ancestry in order to make the brave 31-year-old soldier the first designated heir of the Empire. This would be the case until Caligula's wife would produce a male offspring. Moreover, Claudius knew of Marcus Vinicius' prior decorations for gallant military actions, and by awarding him the Germanic Ring, Caligula was virtually raising him to the rank of a "War Hero of the Roman Empire," an ideal title for Drusus Germanicus' half-brother that would allow him to obtain the same backing of the Roman Army which was the foundation of Caligula's absolute imperium.

    It was highly probable, thought Claudius, that his far-sighted nephew would keep his highly-decorated half-uncle unaware of his ancestry and hold him in active duty with the Thirteenth until the end of the Chatti campaign, and then call him to Rome for a step-by-step introduction into the Imperial administration. Nevertheless, despite Claudius was ultimately quite happy that his half-brother would achieve by means of Caligula, the recognition he deserved, without him (Claudius) betraying the oath he gave to his father, he had to acknowledge that these thoughts were only speculations which had to be kept private, with not a single word to be said to Agrippinilla about any of these conjectures.

    "Is she awake already?" asked Claudius to his old valet upon entering his quarters.

    "I don't know, Sir. The princess hasn't called for me yet or for you either for that matter." 

    Claudius slowly opened the door of his bedroom and watched Agrippinilla still being peacefully asleep in his large bed....

Naturally, the 47-year-old Prince Tiberius Claudius Drusus Nero Germanicus—alias Uncle Claudius or Claudius the Stammerer—who was first in line for the succession of the greatest Empire the world has ever seen, lost most of his mind when he fell in love with his tantalizing 14-year-old half-niece, the super-cool Princess Julia Octavia Agrippina the Younger—alias Agrippinilla—the secret daughter of Marcus Vinicius, primus pilus of the XIII Legion, soon to become "War Hero" and probably the new heir of the Roman Empire as soon as Claudius would recognize him as the secret son of his father, hence a Claudian prince like himself.

    The prior evening, after attending the gladiatorial ordeal of Goran the Goth in the Amphitheater Flaminius with his inseparable Agrippinilla, Claudius came back with her to the Palace through the private entrance to his quarters. Even though while in their litter, she had already displayed some of her considerable sex-appeal by rubbing her still blossoming "titties" in her half-uncle's face during the trip from the Flaminius quarter to the Palatine Hill, now Agrippinilla proceeded through his living room and stopped in front of a big silver mirror in the bathroom, planning to give her relative an even better show.

    She eased off her sensational turquoise gown and straightened her diamond-studded tiara on her high-coiled black hair, glancing at her not-really-handsome yet charming aristocratic uncle who was exuding his love for her from every pore of his skin. He was leaning against the doorway mesmerized by her daring personality and by her tall, slender body, elegantly wearing the broad diamond necklace and matching earrings which once belonged to his grandmother Octavia, until he gave them as a present to his irresistible niece. Then he focused with feverish eyes on her tight mini-loincloth which she previously sliced into narrow vertical stripes along the frontal part of it, allowing a quasi-nude vision of her elongated protruding Mount of Venus with her small bush of black pubic hair escaping through the strips.       

    "You never showed me that beautiful sliced mini-loincloth before," said Claudius wetting his upper lip.

    "That's because you were so stupidly absorbed with your bets, that you didn't even touch me during the whole afternoon," she replied with a disparaging look.

    "Oh, Agri... it would have made me crazy about you."

    "You're already crazy about me, you old verpa," she answered without looking at him, pulling her scarce pubic hair through the slits of her mini-loincloth, undulating her rounded little cheeks, fully exposed as the backside of her bombyx was tightly enclosed within her ass crack.  

    "You really like to make me crazy, uh?" said Claudius. 

    "Of course... Come here." 

    He approached her and began fondling her through the stripes of her tiny intimate array joining his fingers with hers. She turned and gave him a terrific kiss. While getting aroused, they mumbled sweet tender words into each other mouths.

    "I've got to pee, uncle," she moaned knowing what kind of reaction she was rekindling in his mind. 

    "Oh... darling. Let's do it," he said titillating her clitoris.

    "Umm, you're so bad, and ugly...." 

    "Yes I know, honey...."

    "....and you always want to come after me when I feel my little cunnus is filled up with my warm golden pee, don't you."

    "Yes, you’re right. I can't stay away...," he panted kissing her again, rubbing his fingers through her strips, digging inside her wetness.

    "Umm... and what do you want to do now...?" she panted, helping him get rid of his toga, grabbing at his erection straining his light undertunic. 

    "Oh, baby... let's go into the tub."

    "Why?" she moaned knowing how to arouse him further and further by delaying the fulfillment of his desire. 

    "Don't you know why?" he whispered.

    "What...? You want to drink me?"

    "Yessss... You know how much I like that from you."

    "What if I'll keep my sliced bombyx on?"      

    "Of course, my little nymph. Keep also your jewels on, and give me that look of yours...." 

    "Which look? The one that pierces your soul?"

    "Yes, that one."

    "I don't know if I can, uncle," she panted. "I'm too excited, now...."

    Still hugging her, Claudius carried her to his white marble bathtub and helped her sitting on the edge with her bare feet inside. He kneeled down between her slender legs, and began licking her lovely little vulva through the open stripes of her mini-loincloth while rubbing two fingers inside her, stroking the upper side of her mucosa.

    "Oh, I'm going to pee quite a lot, you know?" she moaned. "I've been keeping it for several hours now." 

    "Do it, my joy... I feel it's there...."

    "Yes, it's just... Umm...."

    As he withdrew his fingers, her golden shower dribbled out into his open mouth. Then it squirted with short jets, and then it gushed freely in a long uninterrupted flow. Claudius drank it as much as possible, savoring its taste, gazing at her pretty face with her diamond-studded tiara on her head and her necklace covering her small cleavage brushing the upper cup of her "titties", locking eyes with her, exchanging the incredible feelings which connected the two of them in the intimate thrill of love.

    Then he closed his eyes as her delectable warm urine sprinkled over his whole face. Pressing her lower abdomen to get it all out, he stretched up the fleshy shell of her Mount of Venus in order to point her small urethral orifice, and the jet spurting therefrom, whichever way he could to fully enjoy the sight and the impact of her pee on his face, licking her in the meantime, sucking the last drops and then sliding his fingers inside her again. Having ejected all of her liquid weight, Agri felt lighter and liberated. But she gasped right away as Uncle Claudius pressed his fingertips exactly on that middle upper point of her mucosa which had become her most sensitive spot in the five days and nights she's been relishing the expert sexual attentions of her mature yet indefatigable lover. 

    Within a few moments Agrippinilla felt an unusual itch building up inside her under the pressure of his fingertips. Moaning, she told him that she was feeling like peeing again even if she knew that this sensation was different and much more acute than what she felt before. Claudius whispered to her to let it go... and push it out. While flattening the palm of his left hand on her lower tummy, he pressed stronger on that same swelling spot inside her with his right hand fingertips, snapping them outward and rapidly forcing them back inside on the same spot and then snapping them out again. Ohh! gasped Agrippinilla... he knew so well how and where to touch and keep her going! And then she gasped again.

    Quivering and grabbing his grizzled hair she brusquely laid down on the carpet spread on the floor behind the edge of the bathtub, tossing away her tiara and quickly opening her legs like a frog. By tapping her pelvis up and down between the floor underneath her cheeks and his hand over her abdomen, the Julian nymph felt closer and closer to an eruption, expressing her imminent ecstasy with louder moans and breathless strings of yes-yes-yes-yes-yes, while Claudius kept manipulating and triggering that same spot of hers with the tips of his fingers until a tumultuous climax squirted out of her twitching urethral sphincter. Oh, what a joy! What a joy they both felt in that moment as the contractions of her youthful genital organ propagated all over her body and he imbibed her impetuous sprinkles, tasting for the first time the nectar of her Venus!

    "Ohh! Shove it inside me! Quickly!" she cried while her orgasm continued with no interruption. 

    His mind lost in the sensory perception of her climaxing organ, Uncle Claudius stood up in the bathtub, pushed her open legs backwards towards her shoulders and entered her with the pure spinal force of his erection. As she was already feeling strong orgasmic contractions, which peaked once again when he penetrated her, she wanted him to ejaculate into her with no delay. To that immediate goal she banged and twisted her pelvis against him moaning... Now, uncle! Give it to me! But as he knew that once initiated to squirting orgasm, any woman could squirt and come again and again for as long as her lover would trigger her with his fingers or pound his gland on the most sensitive spot of her vagina, Claudius enjoyed the coitus with his niece for much longer than she expected. It wasn't until she realized that her outlandish response wasn't going to subside that she really gave herself to him without asking that he give it to her, relishing their frantic intercourse with every fiber of her young teenage body, among intermitting sprinkles and continuous escalation to new climatic heights.

    Since he was gaining energy from the intensity of her sensations, Uncle Claudius rammed her sometimes with very fast percussions, driving her crazy, and for other moments with lustful strokes, hugging and kissing her with love, enjoying her moans and her words of pleasure while pinching or biting her swollen nipples or making her squirt again with his fingers or rubbing every other sensitive area of her over reactive sexual being. When she felt that he was finally about to come, she instinctively matched his powerful throbs with a new surge of rapid contractions in her womb, screaming or biting his shoulders, grabbing his humping posterior, pulling it tight against her, rotating her hips to feel his erection entirely sunken inside her, rubbing her cervix on his gland. And when his beautiful young niece was impulsively doing that, Uncle Claudius couldn't resist. There were no men in the world who could resist the drawing power of her burning Venus! 

    Panting and moaning and spurring one another, they completed the boisterous fusion of their senses. He placed his open palm over her face pushing it to the floor, then he gave her the last thrusts and came inside her. Agri kept him tight in her arms for as long as his vigorous squirts of sperm inundated the open calix of her flower, receiving at the summit of her passionate joy the fertilizing essence of the older prince she wanted so much to become the father of her son.

    As a matter of fact, from the day Agrippinilla visited the Sibyl Amalthea in Cumae before the end of last year, the 14-year-old princess was still remembering the Sibyl's prophecy word by word: 

    "If the date of your birth is changed, twelve years from now your third husband will be the Emperor of Rome and your only son will become Emperor himself! But your son has to be born before the end of this coming year!"

    From that day on, Agrippinilla has been thinking of the significance of these words. While the change of her birth date wasn't the most urgent matter, the real urgency was for her to become pregnant with the future Emperor of Rome! And since he had to be born before the end of that year, she had to make a decision pretty quickly. While examining the names of the men who possessed enough nobility to sire her glory-bounded child, Agri couldn't find anyone worth of her genetic Imperial mission and she eliminated from her list all possible prospects, including her betrothed Domitius Ahenobarbus for, despite a good deal of patrician blood, he was too pompous and too stupid for that all-important task. 

    Then, she began considering Uncle Claudius... Judging by the way he was often staring into her eyes and by some occasional pinches at her cute derriere, she knew that he always felt very attracted to her tantalizing personality, and, besides Caligula, he was certainly the most aristocratic of all men in Rome. Moreover, he was highly intelligent, supremely educated, powerful within the College of Pontifices, and he was held in high esteem among Roman and Alexandrine historians for his flawless Greek and for his numerous volumes on Punic Wars and Etruscan History.

    His passion for gambling, which indicated a man of courage, was proverbial. Agrippinilla had already read with delight his sewn-sheet book How To Win At Dice, a paradoxical treatise on Luck vs. Morality, parodying Cato the Censor, a mean-souled fellow now dead for almost two centuries, responsible for idiotic proclamations against sex-craved citizens which were still praised by the boni and formed the core of their repressive moralistic attitude. Even though she often made fun of Uncle Claudius for his stammering speech, his clumsy walk and his low-key physical appearance, he was an intriguing man who was probably hiding a firmness of character and even a lustful sexuality.

    Agrippinilla's favors had tilted towards Claudius during the banquet offered ten days before the Ides of January by the Ordo Equester in honor of the slain knight Quintus Publius Servilius. In that occasion Uncle Claudius revealed to her the secret of her birth date and told her about his secret half-brother being her father. That's when she decided that Tiberius Claudius Drusus Nero Germanicus—alias Uncle Claudius—was the right man to forward the destiny of Rome by fathering the future Emperor. Henceforth, she would set up a plan to seduce him within her fertile time-span of January with the not-so-secret goal to become pregnant by him. From the first time they made love in the peristilium of his quarters, she knew that she made the right choice. The older Claudian prince was so infatuated with her impertinent allure, so aroused by her captivating sensuality, and so stimulated by her young age, by her slender body, and by the prospect of copulating with his niece, that he turned out to be a wonderful lover. 

    And while he fell madly in love with her, she became so proud of her own success that she began to feel for him not only a relentless sexual desire but also a thrilling fascination with his hysterical interest of all sorts of things and with the funny traits of his personality. Staying night and day in his place, secretly doing with him what no one else knew, became for the scintillating Agrippinilla, a source of euphoria tempered by the emotional closeness she developed for her affectionate old verpa and she didn't need any artificial blandishment to make him wanting her and come every time inside her while she was at the peak of her orgasm—which she believed was essential for getting pregnant.

    "Would you give an answer to a fundamental question, you clever girl?" asked Claudius while they relaxed on the floor of the bathroom after conclusion of their intercourse.

    "What do you want to know, the meaning of life?"

    "Hmm... That's secondary, I guess." 

    "Then what? Why I'm always beating you at dice games?"

    "Edepol! You've only beaten me three times!" exclaimed Uncle Claudius quite sensitive on gambling matters.

    "Oh, really? How many full games did we play?"

    "Well... I don't remember."

    "Don't make me laugh, old poop! We played three games and I've soundly beaten you every single time. Even by throwing a Venus face over your Dog."

    "Okay, okay... Let's not digress from the point."

    "All right, but don't give me your pedantic bullshit otherwise I'll push you beyond the point of no return," she said giving him a little kiss on his chin. "Is it clear?"

    "Crystal clear."

    "Okay, shoot...."

    He looked at her while she was looming close over him and gazing at him with twinkling eyes. He would have covered her with kisses had he not decided to ask her that fundamental question:

    "Why aren't you afraid to get pregnant?"

    "Elementary, uncle, elementary. As a Julian, I'm afraid of nothing!"

    "Oh come on...."

    "Why do you want to know? Afraid to become a father?"

    "Not at all."

    "Well. Since I'm not afraid and you're not afraid, why should we bother? The reason why I want you to squirt inside me is that I like it. And that's really fundamental, I guess."

    "Has this anything to do with the easy favor you made me promise to do for you when we made love the first time?"

    "Noooo...," she breathed. "I'll ask you to keep that promise when that time comes, okay?" Then she gave him a series of tender kisses planning to call in that favor by asking him to change the date of her birth. With his authority, she felt he could easily go to the Registry of Roman Citizen Births at the Temple of Venus Lucina and do the job. 

    Later on, as they still had to pay each other the bet they "both" lost over the final outcome of Goran the Goth's gladiatorial ordeal, Claudius gave his adorable niece his famous big pearl—an impressive 2-inch wide egg-shaped pink thing—enjoying the pleasure she felt while she caressed the amazing jewel, and promising her to have it dressed in a thin net of gold and made it into a unique pendant just for her. 

    Thereupon, Agri paid him her end of the bet. She laid down on his bed and let him tattoo her left upper buttock with a small "A C" entwined into a heart. The little stings of the sharp marking stilus which he masterfully used on her skin, provoked an exciting stimuli in both of them, and they couldn't but make love again a couple of times before completion of the colorful work of art on her skin. Watching the final result in the silver mirror of his bedroom, Agrippinilla sensed that the indelible love mark which combined their initials was not only ideally representing the merging of their hearts, but was the most powerful indication of the new life growing in her womb as she knew that during the last phenomenal squirting copulation in his bathroom she opened her gate to the noblest semen of Rome. 

    That following morning, back from the meeting with Caligula, from the open door of his bedroom Claudius watched his darling niece still peacefully asleep in his bed. He didn't yet know that her loving attitude was spurred by the words of the Sibyl Amalthea. Had he known the truth, he would have sent a big present to the Cuman prophetess, for what she set in motion had given him the greatest joy of his life and he could't care less of the motives behind his niece's attraction for him. Who would care about motives when the flesh enjoyed the vibrations of the heavens? Could a human mind ever understand the motives of the Gods and Goddesses of Love? 

    After a few minutes, Claudius slowly closed the door ordering his old valet to stand-by outside the bedroom, waiting for her call. Then he walked to his study to write the letter to Tullius Pompeius Rufus which Caligula wanted him so badly to deliver in the early afternoon to the Imperial courier leaving Rome every day at the same hour for the Northern Frontier. 

    A strange quiver ran through Claudius' veins. While he wrote in the letter the name of Marcus Vinicius, he felt as if the destiny of Rome was about to be twisted by unexpected turns of events, and despite his desire to remain a secondary figure he had the impression of being thrown in the middle of a dynastic mess. On one side the yet unaware Marcus Vinicius, whose Claudian ancestry he swore to his father never to reveal unless "in case of absolute necessity." On the other side, Marcus Vinicius' secret daughters Agrippinilla and Lesbia whose mother asked him to keep their true father's identity secret until Agri was sixteen years old. On top of this whole puzzle there was now the chance that his beloved Agrippinilla could become pregnant with his child. But why would she do that? Was she under some kind of spell which compelled her to generate a Julio-Claudian prince who could one day shake the dynastic foundation of the Empire? 

    Had Claudius known all the future events, the motives, the ramifications and the consequences of those momentous Ides of January, he would have really believed that the Gods were playing dice games with him and all other mortals, and that the meaning of life consisted in throwing a Dog and hope that the Gods wouldn't throw a Venus face on top of it!

* * *

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

"Let me guess... Are you a champion charioteer?" asked Rethia, one of Drusilla's ancillae, pouring warm water on Publius Certicus' shoulders, admiring his handsome 16-year-old physique under the first rays of sunrise filtering through the glass windows.

    "Wrong," he answered while sitting up in Drusilla's marble bathtub, enjoying the bath which Caligula graciously offered him to take in his sister's luxurious bathroom as a token for his successful nighttime retrieval and delivery of Drusilla's scroll.

    "What about a Praetorian cadet?" asked him one of the other pretty ancillae since he had promised a kiss to the first slave girl who would guess his role in the Imperial entourage.    

    "Sorry, sweetie," he said to the young slave. "What's your name?"

    "Dunia," she answered. Then she giggled with the other four ancillae who were washing him with sponges drenched in Drusilla's refined Syrian essences.

    "Are you an actor playing in the shows of our domina?" asked another one, wanting a kiss.

    "Nope."  

    "A gladiator?" ventured the fourth girl.

    "Come on! The Emperor has no gladiatorial teams," he answered.

    "I think I know...," said Dunia washing his groin.

    "What?" he asked while developing a hard on in Dunia's hands.

    "You're in the Green squad," said the pretty girl.

    "Ohh...," he smiled. "That's not exactly right but you deserve the kiss anyhow." 

    Dunia's face lit up and she offered him her lips. The young scout kissed her, trying to teach her how to kiss properly, but she naively kept her lips tightly closed. He gabbed her and forced her into the bathtub fondling her legs.

    "Please!" she called. "Let me go!"

    "Why? Don't you like me?" he questioned reaching underwater, ruffling her short chiton. 

    "Yes," she said still struggling and closing her legs, "but I'm not allowed to do things with men without my domina's permission."

    "She isn't here now," answered Certicus.

    After a few more giggles the other girls surrounded the handsome Roman and dragged Dunia away from his grasp.

    Meanwhile, two young Asian slaves entered the room and watched the splashing bodies in the bathtub with an impenetrable little smile. Their dark velvety complexion, slitted eyes, short-cut black hair with bangs, flat rounded faces, wide nostrils, large tumid lips, and their extremely slender bodies revealed that they came from the Far East. 

    Rethia, who was in charge of Certicus' bath, gestured at them to come over. 

    "Umm... where did Drusilla find you two girls?" he asked them as they approached the bathtub.

    "The domina bought them just a week ago. They come from a very faraway land close to China. It's called Thailia."

    "Do you speak Latin?" he asked them.

    The two Thailian girls shook their heads.

    "No Latin," said one curling her lips with a contrite expression.

    "What are they, twins?" asked Certicus noticing that they were virtually identical. 

    "Yes. Aren't they cute?" answered Rethia.

    "Yeah, they are...," the scout admitted examining their bodies, "...but it'll take me a while to find some flesh on these bony, petite creatures and...," he signaled the twins to bend down and rubbed their chests feeling their small breasts under their chitons, "...they're also quite scarce on the tit department."

    "I know, but they are very special," said Rethia. "They can give you a terrific massage."

    "How? With those small hands?"

    "No, they do it with their bodies."

    "Hmm... that's cool."

    "Not cool, Certicus...," said Rethia giving him her hand, pulling him up and out of the bathtub, "they're very hot."

    The ancillae hurried around him to dry him with linen towels and rub his athletic body, giggling as they all grabbed his large erection through the towels and dried his testicles and his buttocks with attention. Rethia ordered the ancillae to let go of their prey, then she showed the scout to a wide marble bench and told him to sit down while the Thailian twins took off their chitons. They looked very young, probably in their early teens. Certicus noticed with appreciation their slightly bowed legs and particularly their elongated pubic bones exceptionally sticking out from their flat lower abdomens, with a little bush of long silky hair just adorning the fleshy protruding edge of their pubis.

    They placed some vases containing liquids and creams, with large sponges below the marble bench, then they approached the tall, muscular Roman and stroked his body purring a few words in their strange language. He caressed their backs, pressing their narrow hips against his bulging erection which the twins avoided touching and even looking at. Without changing their serious expression, they laid him belly-down on the bench, spread cream on their palms and began massaging his feet, first with their fingers, then rubbing the feet on their chests. Drenching the sponges in the liquid and adding plenty of cream on his back, they caused the blend to become a thick white foam which they spread along his legs and buttocks, up to his broad shoulders and underneath his body over the marble top, gently pushing the foam around his hardened penis.   

    After getting astride his legs, the two twins began massaging them with their pubis, rubbing their crotches back and forth on his muscles with perfectly synchronized strokes.

    "How do you feel?" asked him Rethia sitting below the head of the bench watching the Thailian girls performing their foamy massage over his buttocks.

    "Terrific," answered Caligula's scout. "I'm just having my verpa desperately looking for a hole in the marble. Nice slippery feeling, though."  

    One of the twins produced more foam and she laid down over his entire back. She continued the treatment moving her body like a dolphin, massaging his buttocks with her pubic bone, his arms with her hands, and his upper vertebras and shoulder blades with her chin. The other Thailian squatted in front of his face and massaged it all over with her hands, her chin and cheekbones. Certicus tried to kiss her on the mouth but she just rubbed her small nose on his lips.

    "Umm, I think she likes you," said Rethia.

    "Why?"

    "Because rubbing their noses on someone's face it's a very erotic sort of kiss, perhaps more than a kiss."

    "What's her name?"

    "Lactia, and her sister is Setis."  

    Certicus winked at Rethia then rubbed his nose on Lactia's neck. The girl enjoyed that for a moment, then she lowered her nose to his and rubbed it with sensuous circular motions.

    "Umm, Lactia...," he murmured. She covered his mouth with her palm as if she didn't want his voice to disturb their "kiss" and expanded the strokes of her nose over his eyes. After a while her twin sister Setis, moved up still astride the back of Certicus' waist, and signaled Lactia to join her. The two girls gave him a full foamy massage on his back, then they turned him around. They spread more foam on his chest, and began the same kind of body-to-body massage stroking their protruding pubic bones over the young man's frontal frame.

    As his penis was understandably fully erected, Lactia placed her open crotch on top of it and slowly-slowly impaled herself on his shaft.

    "Umm, she wants to make love, the little fawn...," said the Scout to Rethia.

    "No, Certicus. She's going to give a massage to your penis, treating it just like it was any other part of your body."

    Lactia slowly rotated her crotch 360 degrees on top of him, giving him a delightful wet friction around his erection. Then she pressed her palms on his hips and tensed her abdominals.    

    "Wow... now she's squeezing it. What does she has, a clenching pump inside her cunnus?"   

    "Well, something alike...," answered Rethia. "East Asian girls are trained from young age to develop strong pelvic muscles and they use them very well."

    "You think I can bang her?"

    "You may, but don't forget that they're giving you a massage... nothing like our western kind of intercourse."

    While Setis was stroking her crotch on his pectorals and on his shoulders, Certicus bounced his groin up and down making Lactia rebound along the length of his wood. Clenching her "pump" around it she gave him a protracted workout, lubricating quite abundantly, but showing almost no emotional response besides a certain spark in her eyes. Then she withdrew and changed places with her sister. Setis rode him the same way as Lactia, while the latter rubbed her puffy engorged labia on his neck and all over his face, widening her wet petals upon his nose, enjoying his "kiss" on her small clitoris and letting him lick inside her. There he fully felt and even saw the suction power of her reddened vaginal orifice which was gulping his tongue inside as if her cunnus was itself a mouth willing to eat him.     

    The Thailian twins continued to build up foam, taking turns on him, laying down on his body and rubbing him in various ways, impaling themselves on his erection but always with the purpose of massaging it and withdrawing when they sensed that he was getting close to a climax. 

    "Are they going to make me come or what?" panted Certicus to Rethia. Instead of answering the slave glanced towards the door.

    "I don't think so, young man," said Briseis standing in a doorway on the other side of the bathroom. 

    The Scout looked in the direction of the voice. In a light chiton similar to the other ancillae if it wasn't for a gold Greek stripe embroidered on the lower hem of her short skirt, the classy Gallic slave indicated to the Thailian twins to stop the massage.

    "Who's that girl?" asked Certicus to Rethia.

    "She's my superior. The head of the princess' personal staff," whispered the ancilla.

    "Hmm...," commented the scout glancing at Briseis' tall, slender body silhouetted against the sun rays beaming in the room behind her, noticing through her chiton her long legs with her upper thighs visibly detached at the crotch level. He was about to say hello to her but she turned on her bare feet and walked away through the doorway before he could say a single word.

    Then while Lactia and Setis picked up their vases and left, Rethia helped him up and took him back to the bathtub where the other girls washed him and dried his body with large linen towels, avoiding intentionally rubbing his genitals for fear of being watched by their superior.

    Meanwhile, Briseis went to Drusilla's adjacent wardrobe room and began rearranging garments and other items in various closets, checking a list previously written on a scroll. Then she adjusted her rich shiny ponytail in front of a mirror. Somehow, she felt relieved when she was told that a young man was allowed by the Emperor to take a bath in the princess' bathroom. She sensed that the youth had to be one of Caligula's Scouts, possibly involved with Drusilla's secret protection during her dinner with Cathegus. Having been rewarded with a luxurious bath, the scout must have successfully ended his job, and that meant that Drusilla was safe.

    "Hi, Briseis," said Certicus.

    Briseis turned her head towards him. He was standing on the doorway with his hands raised to the upper frame, his hips wrapped in a towel, nonchalantly showing off his athletic physique. 

    "My name is Publius Certicus."

    "Nice to meet you, Publius," answered the leggy 25-year-old Briseis without smiling but quite impressed by the young man's handsome face, narrow waist and powerful shoulders.

    "Why didn't you let the twins finish the job?" he asked her.

    "Because their job was already over."

    "Not for me," he said. Then he crossed the vast wardrobe room, approaching her. They locked eyes for a moment. 

    "Thailian masseuses do not appreciate...," she said, but she didn't have the time to complete her sentence that Certicus grabbed her by the waist and slammed her against his chest.

    She gasped. He kissed her on the mouth. Wriggling in his arms she tried to shun his kiss. His towel fell to the floor. A sudden rush ran from her toes to her head as she felt his erection stroking her abdomen. Being a couple of inches taller than the barefooted Gallic beauty, he pulled her ponytail down her back and she was forced to open her mouth. His tongue intruded through her teeth. She bit it but didn't dare to hurt him. Emboldened, Certicus thrust a hand between her thighs, rubbing her wide crotch covered by the tight bombyx, placing his shaft against it.

    "No! Let me go!" snarled Drusilla's proud head slave. 

    "Shut up!" growled the 16-year-old scout kissing her again. 

    A quick memory of Mamercus, the teenager who brutally possessed her in Mutius' gambling mansion more than ten days before, flashed through her mind. Oh, how harsh he was with her! And how she relished being violated by that nasty youth! Why? Why did she still want another teenager to rape her? Overwhelmed by the raw power of Certicus' young age, she now felt another rush, this one centered on her genitals, engorging her big labia, invading her vagina with a sudden gush of lubrication as he stuck his fingers into her.

    "You're raping me!" she grimaced despite the attraction she felt for the nudity of the handsome young man.

    "You're so wet you can't deny you like it." 

    "No, stop it!" she begged, wriggling again with the sole result to have her pubis seized within his hand, between his fingers inside her and his thumb pressing hard over her pubic bone. Oh, she was on fire! He bit her neck all over, and she had to grab and savagely hug those mighty nude muscles, and shake her pelvis back and forth to feel those fingers press into her flesh. He ripped off her loincloth, then he forcefully pushed her down with her back on an ottoman, stretching her arms and kissing her again. She couldn't repress the impulse to spread her legs and let Certicus ram into her with all the sexual power of his young age.

    "Ouch! You're such a naughty boy!" panted Briseis as he yanked off her chiton, pulled her legs up on his shoulders and banged his erection into her soaking nature, pounding with wild force into the reddened opening of her broad crotch. Umm, how deep did she feel that big shaft pumping in and out into her! How hard did he slam his groin against her pubis! How fast did he stir up her senses! She breathlessly placed her gripping hands on his buttocks helping them thrust upon her. As he felt that she was responding with impetuous lust to his furious intercourse, he lowered her left leg from his right shoulder, pushing down her knee, spreading her open in order to watch her beautiful vulva irresistibly ravaged by his merciless virility, and pulling her harding long nipples to drive her completely insane.

    Conquered by the young Roman scout, the slender Gallic slave gave it all to him, coming like a woman in love, telling him to take her, to kill her, to tear her apart, kissing him, hugging him, scratching the flexing muscles of his back, biting his shoulders until her ecstasy blasted inside her body. Gasping, she banged her pelvis against the hammering male, kissing him again to suffocate her screams, rotating her hips, panting Come! Come with me! Oh, how madly did she want to be inundated by the substance of his pleasure!

    But he didn't. The young scout withdrew his drenched erection and slipped it up and down her body, squeezing it between his abdominals and her flat tummy, humping faster and faster, ravaging her twitching genitals with his fingers to keep her coming. Oh yes, Publius! Do that! And her sensations doubled for she relished the full length of his hard member rubbing back and forth against her stomach as if he wanted to penetrate her heart, and she arched and moaned under the strokes of his fingers drawing additional climaxing feelings from her vagina. Within moments, he grunted and pulled her hair back with the other hand, kissing and biting her lips, prodding her very fast until she felt an awesome jet of sperm ejaculating between their two bodies. In a new outburst of ecstasy she slid beneath him and down the ottoman reaching his spurting gland with her mouth. 

    Shuddering and roaring like a lion, Certicus grabbed her head and made her suck the last squirts of his issue, pumping it down her throat. Oh, he went so deep! But what a feeling she was enjoying by receiving and swallowing such an exuberant evidence of his youthful virility! How proud she was by giving him the sublime pleasure of her sensual submission! How manly did he twist her hair to show his appreciation while she licked his quivering erection in the last phase of his orgasm! Embracing his hips, she wanted that moment to last and it did, until it was deeply impressed in her mind.

    "You almost choked me to death, you know Publius?" said a sweetened Briseis still savoring his tasty love juice, when they relaxed on the carpeted floor sitting up against the ottoman. 

    "Yeah, I know. But I was so horny after the massage of those twins, that I had to do it right away to avoid a cramp on my testicles."

    "So, you would have done it with any girl, uh?" she said cleaning him with his towel.

    "Yes, but you really turned me on when I saw you."

    "Why?"

    "Your poise, I guess. And that attractive wide crotch of yours," he said caressing her between her thighs.

    "I hated it when I was growing up. But I'm glad you like it."

    "Is Drusilla giving you some leave from your job."

    "Yes, why? You want to see me again?"

    "Of course. I love older women."

    "Hey! I'm not old! It's you who's too young," she said playing with his flaccid penis. "How old are you?"

    "I've turned sixteen last October."

    "Are you a Scorpio?"

    "Yes. And you?"

    "I'm a Taurus. I'm going to be twenty six the coming May."

    "Do you like younger guys?"

    "Yes. Very much."

    "Why?" asked Certicus.

    "Because they're full of vitality, and they're honest about it."

    "Did you like it when I raped you?"

    "Uh, huh... I like being forced to do it." 

    "Do you get a bigger kick?"

    "Yes," she answered, squeezing his penis and feeling it swelling a little. 

    "Next time I'll be much nastier with you."

    "Okay...," she moaned. Then they kissed and she felt it getting harder in her hand.

    "Are there any water clocks around here?" asked Certicus.

    "Yes, why?"

    "I've a business appointment three hours before noon."

    "Hmm, let me check it for you."

    Briseis got up in the nude and walked with her fashion model stride towards the doorway. He watched her tall, well-proportioned backside as she approached the doorway and checked the water clock outside. Then she closed the door, stopped for a moment in front of a mirror and ran her fingers through her long chestnut hair to fluff it up. Thereupon, she offered him a full view of her entire frontal nudity as she strode back to him. 

    "You still have an hour...," she said sitting down, crouching against his body, taking his penis in her hand again.

    "You're very beautiful, you know?" he said.

    "Well, Drusilla is much more beautiful than me."

    "Perhaps, but you're so sexy...," he replied. Then he stared into her eyes, breathing deep with excitement. "Have you been raped a lot?"

    "No, just a few times." 

    "When have you been raped the last time?" 

    "About ten days ago," she answered feeling his penis reaching full erection in her hand.

    "Oh, here in the Palace?"

    "No... They took me to a house," she whispered.

    "Umm... Many men?" he asked placing a hand on her crotch and caressing her clitoris.

    "Um, hmmm... A rough bunch of guys."

    "And did you like it?"

    "Oh well, you know...," she panted squeezing his erection. "When they grab me and force their way in, and pound me, and hit me hard, I just get... Oh, don't make me talk about it."

    "Why not? Does it arouse you?" he asked feeling her luscious vulva getting overly wet.  

    "Yes. It's such a strong feeling, you know?"

    "Did they use the whip?"

    "Uh, huh... Quite a lot, and for long time," she answered with a quivering voice.

    "Umm, I'd like to see you being whipped and raped."

    "Ohh, you're such a naughty boy...," she moaned. Then she moved on top of him and impaled herself on his wood, slowly rocking in his lap. Certicus grabbed her erected nipples and began rubbing and scratching and pulling them, sensing that she'd quickly climb to a climax. 

    "Oh I like it when you do that...," she moaned.

    "Do you've such long nipples because all those rough guys have been pulling them and hurting you?"

    "Yeah, and they put clamps on them," she panted, placing her forehead on his, and rocking her cervix on his gland with slow sensuous strokes. 

    "Oh, I want to see that," he whispered.

    "What? You want to see me get raped?" she asked short of breath, gulping with excitement.    

    "Yes, I do."

    "Really? When?" she moaned.

    "Tomorrow... I'll take you to a little farm a friend of my owns just outside the walls."

    "All right," she panted. "And what are you going to do?"

    "I'll get many naughty guys to chase you around...."

    "Yeah, that's nice... but only young ones, okay?"

    "Of course, young and nasty. You'll have no escape. And when they'll grab you I want to watch you fight back as they rip off your tunic and get you naked."

    "Oh yes, I'll fight back and make them angry."

    "They're going to hurt you a lot, you know? Tieing you up and doing you with clamps and whipping your flesh. I want to hear your screams."

    "Oh, Publius! I'm going to scream and scream," she panted rocking faster and kissing him. "Swear that you're going to make me do that!"

    "I swear it, baby! They're going to rape you hard, and shove their big verpae all the way into that wide crotch of yours! And hold you down! And bang your brains out!"

    "Oh, I like that word! Yes... Bang me there! Deep! As deep as you can go!"  

    "I want you to come like crazy with all of those guys! Do you hear me?" he snarled, hammering her and twisting her nipples.

    "Yes, I'm going to come ... Ohh, you're so strong!" she whispered, rubbing herself deep on his piston.

    Rapt in her own rape fantasy, Briseis rode his young stallion as if she was transfixed by her tormentors; screaming at his pinches and bites as if a gang of crazed youths were hurting her sensitive cone; enjoying his embrace as if he was those bunch of animals; and raucously exploding many times as if all of her rapists were ravishing her one after another in the frenzied reenactment of an atavic ritual imbued into the mortals by God Dionysus at the dawn of time. 

    And when Certicus could no longer repress the urge that his beautiful lover was spurring into his veins with the emotional avowal of her obsession, he turned her around and took her from behind, sodomizing her with powerful thrusts, inflaming her with a pleasure hundredfold more intense since this time he went all the way, spurting into her body, pounding her to a tumultuous ecstasy, and elevating her senses and her mind to an incomparable feeling of fulfillment.

    How strong were their hugs when it was all over! How sincere were his kisses! How blessed she felt when he promised her to come back soon! How anxious she was when he was gone! Knowing nothing of his real role with the Emperor or Drusilla, she relied on his teenage sincerity and thought that he also wanted to share with her the same emotions that she wanted to share with him.

An hour before noon, the Chamberlain showed Herod Agrippa into the Emperor's study. 

    "You're looking great, my friend!" exclaimed Caligula hugging the handsome 47-year-old Hebrew prince.

    "You too, my dear Cal!" said Agrippa slapping Caligula's back. Then, holding the Emperor's hands he glanced with admiration at his blond hair and at his tall Julian frame wrapped in his casual purple toga:

    "You look as if all the splendor and glory of Rome are glowing around you!"

    "It could be a magic of my brother Jupiter, but it's probably the work of my glass maker," replied Caligula with a friendly smile. "Don't you see how the rays of the sun glow through my windows?"

    "Let's believe in magic, Cal! Glass makers are like women, they do things without knowing what they're doing."

    "Hmm, I'm not sure about that, but have a seat, my dear friend."

    Herod Agrippa sat down, taking from his pocket the tablet Caligula sent him through Publius Certicus and placed it on the desk.

    "So, what's cooking? Are we going to war with the Parthians?"

    "Try my honey cakes," said Caligula indicating the silver basket on his desk covered with documents and scrolls. "The Parthians can wait."

    While the Hebrew prince chewed a cake, Caligula unrolled a couple of scrolls. After discovering the Republican plot to take Herod Agrippa to court and accuse him of adultery with Jovenia stressing her status as the wife of Marcus Vinicius, Roman war hero, Caligula had no intention to bother his friend with a personal dilemma that could be solved in a much simpler way without mentioning Jovenia or the Republican plot.

    "We've a serious unrest in Alexandria. Do you know anything about it?" asked him Caligula.

    "Of course. The Greek Alexandrines expelled all Jewish scholars from the Library and are trying to drive the whole Hebrew population out of town all together."

    "Right...," said Caligula reading the scrolls. "According to my reports there are now riots in the streets... Hatred between the two ethnicities is escalating every day... Fires, destructions and looting of each other shops... Hebrew residents are about a fourth of the Alexandrian populations... Twenty seven fatal casualties in the last month alone... etcetera."

    "Yeah... Quite horrendous. Greeks, Egyptians and Jews have been living and working together for three centuries and now it all seems to go up in flames."

    "Are you aware that it all started with a philosophical debate between two doctrinae?"

    "Yes, I've heard that. Wasn't a controversial publication of an alchemist named... Linius something....?"

    "Linus Paulus."     

    "Right, Linus Paulus... I'm not familiar with his theory but apparently he offended some religious beliefs of the Jews. Hence a few rabbis burned some copies of his book on Cleopatra's square and the whole sorry tale became a major disaster."  

    "As you know, Egypt is not a Roman province but it privately belongs to the Emperor of Rome from the time the Greek-Egyptian authorities handed it over to Octavian Augustus after the suicide of Cleopatra and Mark Antony. So it is my personal duty to preserve for posterity the treasures, the history, the culture and the monuments of that magnificent land and to support its farms, businesses, religions, and scholarly endeavors under the Pax Romana. Therefore, any unrest in Alexandria touches my heart directly and profoundly."

    Herod Agrippa nodded. It was clear that Caligula wanted him to get involved. 

    "And you think I can do something about it?" asked the Hebrew prince to the young Roman Emperor.

    "Yes. Your charisma and the respect that you've earned not only from me, my family and from all Romans but also from all reasonable parties of the Middle East, make you a most valuable asset of my foreign policy in that part of the Empire. Everyone knows that you're the dearest of my friends, and when you speak everyone listen to you with the same attention they'd pay to the Emperor of Rome."

    "I'm moved by your words, Cal. And I understand your anxiety for the well-being of Egypt. What do you want me to do?"

    Caligula stood up and began pacing the room. 

    "Go to Alexandria as my personal envoy, Agrippa! You are me! You'll be treated with the same honors and luxury reserved to the Emperor of Rome! You know the most important people there. You speak all their languages and I'll give you full power to settle the controversy and make any decision to bring peace! Take with you all the slaves you want and your concubines! Tomorrow morning one of my personal vessels will be waiting for you at the harbor of Ostia...."

    An exalted Caligula bent down to Agrippa's chair placing his hands on the armchairs, gazing into his friend's wide black eyes: "Do that for me, Agrippa!"

    "Of course, Cal," answered the Hebrew prince hugging his head. Caligula kissed him on the cheeks with great affection.

    "Thanks, Agri! You're such a great guy!" he said. Then he moved behind his desk and sat down on his chair.

    "I hope to be worth of your trust," said Agrippa, "and I'll do all what I can to bring the parties to a peaceful agreement, but I have little knowledge of the doctrinae involved. What do you know about them?"

    Caligula handed Agrippa a sewn-sheet book and opened an identical one for reference.

    "Herophanes, the Alexandrian Chief Librarian, sent me these two volumes which clarify the different point of views. You can read your during the trip, but let me give you my concise opinion. Linus Paulus' publication which triggered the controversy is titled Nature Of The Alchemical Bond... Page four."

    Herod Agrippa took a stilus from the desk and began writing some notes on the margins of his book.  

    "Linus' theory which disturbed the Jewish rabbis of Alexandria states that no vital forces, only alchemical bonds underlie life. Now, from the times of Democritus, more than 400 years ago, we assume that matter is formed by various parts which can be divided into minerals, trees, animals and mortals, and further down to the parts of each group, but ultimately everything is composed by tiny invisible particles which the Greek philosopher called a-tomos since they can no longer be divided."

    "Yes, I remember Democritus. It makes sense."

    "We all know of course that vital forces are keeping these parts together. The Jews believe that the vital force was infused by their single God Jehovah when he created the world. The Egyptians believe it's Ra—the Sun God—who does the job by day while the luscious Moon Goddess Isis is doing it at night... And the Greeks believe that vital forces are provided all the time by Eros and other Gods according to the quality of the forces required, which is also what most Romans believe. Is that clear?"

    "Pretty clear. But what are these alchemical bonds?"

    "Well, according to Linus, alchemical elements are just different kinds of matter working on their own to form a sort of invisible paste that glues the a-tomos to one another. In his view alchemical elements do not need any vital force to perform the way they are."

    "Why not?" asked Agrippa taking notes.

    "That's the point, Agri. How can anyone say that anything that moves or does something it's not infused by some kind of vital force coming from a God or more Gods according to different cultures and religious habits?"

    "So, Linus Paulus is wrong."

    "Hmm, I'm not entirely sure but he probably overlooked the obvious: if these alchemical bonds exist then these are the vital forces."  

    "Well thought, Cal. Some people find it hard to see what's under their nose." 

    Caligula picked up two small scrolls and handed one to Agrippa: "Here I had my scribes write down some of the most interesting quotes which I've personally selected from studies made by eminent scholars working in Alexandria in the last century. Some are quite outlandish, some obvious, but they'll serve you to forward a profitable debate with the ultimate goal to get everyone work on separate projects without the usual jealousy and stubborn denial of opposing views."

    "Isn't that what you called Human Resistance?"

    "Hmm, you remember that one...," said Caligula impressed by his friend's memory of their philosophical exchanges. 

    "Of course, Cal. I like swift abbreviations and compacted wisdom," answered Agrippa. "I remember you saying that since everyone has some human resistance, once we know how, why and when this resistance is affecting people's minds and behavior, we can easily predict what they'll do next...." 

    "...and we have them in our power," completed Caligula.

    Agrippa chuckled. His friend would have thought of anything to improve his chances to control people. Caligula chuckled with him:

    "Don't I have to do anything I can?"   

    "You're doing fine, Cal," said Agrippa unrolling the little scroll. "No one else in the world would take care of every detail the way you are."

    "Okay, there you've some names of past and present learned men with quotes and theories you can use to reduce human resistances in your debates. In primis, our eminent Lucretius Caro who maintained that nothing can be created from nothing, which you can use any time the debate drifts into philosophical nonsense."

    "Yes, Lucretius has a lot of weight among scholars. This is also a good one: contraria sunt complementa (transl: opposites are complementary,)" said Agrippa reading the scroll. "Who's this Nilsus Bohrus who wrote that?"

    "He's a guy from Daneland who moved to Alexandria a few years ago and became a scholar of the physis (transl: nature.) He got involved with other physicists who were speculating about the a-tomos. Actually one of them, a certain Maximus Planctus, came up with a theory and claimed that light is not a continuous beam but is composed by small invisible chunks of energy which he called quanta."

    "Hmm, he may be right. Did you ever see sorts of tiny particles when you close your eyes in front of the light?"

    "Yes I did, that's why these quanta make lot of sense to me. And more so as the great Bohrus hypothesized that even inside every a-tomos there are sorts of quanta which provide vital force by showing up for a very short time within the space of the a-tomos and then leap without trace to show up in another part of the same a-tomos to keep it staying alive."

    "And the Dane guy here calls them quantum leaps," said Agrippa reading the scroll further. "That's fascinating, Cal. If we could also make quantum leaps and show up here and there without a trace, we could solve all problems with no problem."

    Gesturing with their fingers, imitating "quantum leaps", Agrippa and Caligula laughed like children at how they could show up close to some gorgeous inaccessible women, give them a "quantum fix", and then leap out and repeat the "quantum raptus" with other women. Then they stopped laughing and resumed considering other quotes to help Agrippa look updated on the most recent theories of the Alexandrian scholars.  

    "Look at this Wernus Heisenbergus, a young man from Germania turned Alexandrian," said Caligula. "He claims that we cannot speak about a-tomos in ordinary language."

    "Right! I'll use that if someone tries to trivialize the vital force of the a-tomos," affirmed Agrippa. "Hmm, what's this uncertainty principle the Germanic guy is contemplating?"

    "I think that it basically tells that quanta are simultaneously waves and particles but cannot be measured with any certainty because they move too fast. These are all speculations of course, but since the majority of the local scholars are very much in tune with Heisenbergus, you can use his uncertainty principle when some thickhead is asking definitive proof on how the vital force is working."    

    "Yes, that's going to make a big effect in any debate, I guess," said Agrippa taking notes and checking his scroll further.

    "Keep in mind that Pythagoreans and the Euclideans will be particularly firm on requiring strict, indisputable results since their geometrical-mathematical theorems look so good," said Caligula. "But here you can reply by mentioning this other scholar, Kurtus Goedelius, who postulated what he calls incompleteness theorem by demonstrating that the more elegant any theorem looks, the more's possible to use its own rules to say of itself that it is incomplete."

    "Quite an outlandish twist, isn't it."        

    "Yes, but if you'll meet Goedelius he'll probably give you plenty of explanation. Oh, don't forget to see the man everyone considers an authentic genius."

    "Albertus Einsteinius?" asked Agrippa reading his scroll.

    "Exactly. He has developed a relativity theory which sounds difficult to understand, but it basically says that space and time are strictly homologous and inseparable like two sides of a single coin. Yet they are not absolute since a moving observer can measure the space-time combination in a different way than a steady one."

    "And this means that if space and time are relative, all things and even ideas are also relative. Right?"

    "Of course, but the most attractive quote of this genius is that imagination is more important than knowledge."   

    "Great! I'll use this quote over and over again whenever someone disputes my knowledge."

    "A refreshing idea, uh, Agrippa? But be careful... Einsteinius doesn't say that knowledge isn't important. He simply believes that imagination it's more important, perhaps only a little bit. Actually, if you'll meet him, you should ask him to give you a precise ratio between the two factors."

    "Okay, I'll do that. Who are these two guys Watsonius and Crickus?"

    "Oh, yes," answered Caligula. "Watsonius is coming from Atlantis—you know, the big island beyond the columns of Hercules—and Crickus moved as a child to Alexandria from Britannia."

    "Umm, from the country of your beautiful wife, uh?" commented Agrippa reading. 

    "Yes. As you see they knew from mysterious sources that all living bodies are entirely made of small things called cells, and inside the cells there is an invisible substance called DNA...."

    "DNA? What does it mean?"

    "It's a sort of acid. Anyhow they discovered that this DNA is made like a very tiny double helix that records all what we see and do and feel, and it's transmitted to our progeny."

    "That's why we look like our fathers and mothers?"

    "Not only us humans, but also all animals and plants. They all have cells with DNA."

    "Quite amazing, isn't it?"

    "Yes, but read further down... In every individual, humans or animals or plants, the double helix is exactly the same. It slightly differs between different individuals of the same kind, but varies quite dramatically between different species. However, all double helixes reproduce themselves at high speed and transmit all the informations of life from the beginning of time, and they'll never die. The purpose it's to supply energy and structure to mold every individual in an evolutionary fashion."

    "Hmm, do they have any proof of this theory?"

    "I don't know. They've been working in Atlantis with special instruments, but you'll ask them," answered Caligula. "Anyhow their theory works pretty well with that of Carlus Darvinius which is written right after in my scroll even though Darvinius came up with his theory years before Watsonius and Crickus." 

    "Hey, Darvinius was also born in Britannia!"

    "Yes... He's doing lots of research in Egypt to prove what he calls the theory of evolution, which postulates that all forms of life evolved from lower to higher animals and mortals evolved from apes."

    "Quite ridiculous, don't you think so?"

    "Well... perhaps Prometheus instead of making man from clay he made him from a chimpanzee, and blew his vital breath into this animal who could indeed have a double helix very similar to man's, besides all the hair and the funny face with the large mouth with no lips."      

    "Hmm, why not?" agreed Agrippa. "Prometheus could have taken a sleeping chimp, and manipulate his DNA and give him fleshy lips for kissing, and here we are!"

    "That's quite possible. Did you ever notice that no other animal have lips as we have?" said Caligula.

    "Yes, we also make love a lot more and anytime we want, and with much more gaudium than all other animals."

    "Of course! We're made to honor Eros and Venus and Isis and Ishtar and Dionysus, and all the other Gods of Love and Sex! That's what spurred evolution!"

    "As a matter of fact Darvinius' theory is similar with Heraclitus who said that nothing is more permanent than change," maintained Herod Agrippa reading the book.

    "And if panta rei (transl: everything flows) why not consider that everything moves from a lower to a higher state of Love and Sex? Even though everything which goes up must come down, there are no reasons to believe that forming a perfect union with our mother Earth isn't a higher state than a mere mirage."

    "What mirage?" asked Agrippa frowning.

    "Life, things, and even what we perceive as nature, could be just a mirage which our Gods are offering to our senses to see if we boldly take an innovative path, and do all what they expect us to do in order to provide them with excitement and fun."

    "Quite possible, Cal... So, what's our position with the controversy in Alexandria?"

    "All these scholars with all their speculations, are just observing and measuring the infinite facets of the same phenomenon: something that moves by itself—like the double helix—or it is moved by external factors. Something that comes to life and moves to non-life producing a positive change in the process," said Caligula.

    "Hmm... Can you summarize...?" asked Agrippa taking notes. "My hand is getting tired."

    "Remeber MPL, okay? That means Movement, in every possible directions in search of higher harmony and fulfillment; Production, to accomplish the mission we've been charged with by the Gods; Liberty, to expand our horizon in every direction and enjoy the mirage."

    "Okay, these are interesting principles, but the riots started over the Jewish rabbis who were offended by Linus Paulus' book, and burned some copies of it on a public place, remember?"

    "Linus' position to exclude vital forces is too extreme. The other Alexandrian scholars, even the most advanced ones whose basic theories I've listed in the scroll, cannot prove that a vital force is not playing the fundamental role in any of their models of the physis. So the question is not if there is one or four vital forces at work, but where is the vital force coming from? Did anyone or anything build the whole universe? Or did it just happen out of a singularity?"

    "What's this... singularity?"

    "Oh, I've forgot Stephanus Hawkingus... Take the book of the Chief Librarian," said Caligula, leafing through his sewn-sheet book. "Here... page 170."

    "Okay, read and condense please," asked Agrippa getting impatient.

    "Exploring the postulates of Einsteinius' relativity theory, Hawkingus concluded that the universe began with a colossal eruption 15 aeons ago. Since it happened under very singular conditions he called it singularity."

    "There are names of other scholars here...," remarked Agrippa reading that portion of the book.

    "Well, someone may have come to the same conclusion before him," said Caligula.

    "I see... here this one calls it Big Bang. A catchy expression, isn't it."       "Yes, but since we all agree with Lucretius—nothing can be created from nothing—even if the majority of the scholars support the Big Bang Theory, your question about the origin and nature of the vital force remains the same. From what and where did this eruption occur?"

    "From a vulcano, I guess," bid Agrippa.

    "Possibly, but any vulcano has already plenty of vital forces in its belly which make it erupt. So, the vital forces must have been there before the Big Bang. And what else than these forces could have blasted all the stars, the Sun, the Moon, the Earth and all the constellations in the proper place to prevent the whole huge amount of lava to collapse?"

    "I agree, Cal. No one has any model of the physis that can stand on its own without previous existence of vital forces."

    "And even if they'll claim that the Big Bang created the vital forces, they cannot seriously tell anyone that such a humongous eruption occurred out of the blue. Hence, the vital forces must have been created by the supernatural Gods when they created the cosmos." 

    "Yes, there are no alternatives," nodded Agrippa. "Whatever form they have, a single God or higher or lower Gods, some entity or groups of entities created the huge vulcano and managed the eruption. Great! I'll have no problem in convincing even the most imbecile of those scholars that...."

    "Calm down, Agri. You'll have to convince the rabbis."

    "Why? They already know that."

    "Not exactly. They claim that only their God created the universe."

    The Hebrew prince tensed his jaws, and half-closed his eyes. All what he always thought about the restrictions impressed on the minds of the children of Israel surfaced in his mind. He had to make his friend aware of the threat posed by the contempt for other Gods spread by religious fanatics among the Hebrew communities.

    "Their claim is absurd. A lonely God cannot make the cosmos all by himself… But let me take this opportunity to tell you how sorry I feel for the Jewish people who are compelled from infancy to believe in a single God. Especially in a God like Jehovah who is so cruel and menacing and austere, giving commandments to people like a tyrant, ordering severe punishments for the most stupid reasons, and even inciting to stone women to death just because they enjoyed making love. Isn't it crazy?"

    Herod Agrippa was outraged both by the self-righteousness of the Jewish rabbinate, and by the misery of his people who were given no chance to worship any other God than the one some old legends claimed his prophet Moses met on a mountain, and handed down ten commandments to "save" the Hebrew tribes from "idolatry".

    "And do you know what these commandments are all about?" snarled the noble Herodian.

    "Not a clue," answered the Roman Emperor.

    "They are based on the same sound principles as the laws and mores of Egypt, Babylon, Greece and Rome with one dreadful exception: They attempt to control the way people enjoy the pleasure of the flesh, and they place heavy penalties on all sorts of carnal love affairs, on all kinds erotic embraces out of wedlock, and even on sodomy, cunnilingus, fellatio, prostitution and masturbation! Can you believe that?!"

    "Oh, really?" said Caligula with a smile. "That's pretty funny."

    "It's not that funny, my friend. Do you know that they force parents to have their young sons circumcised when they are just a few days old?"

    "Yes, I've heard about circumcision. It must be painful."

    "Of course, Cal. But it has been turned it into a ritual long time ago and all the adults are happy that their sons are going through the same ritual they went through in their infancy."

    "Is this one of the commandments of their God?"

    "No... Sodomy, prostitution, fellatio, cunnilingus, masturbation and circumcision have never been mentioned in the ten commandments. And among the Hebrew scrolls there is even an original version of one of the most explicit erotic poems ever written, the Song of Songs, with plenty of the above."

    "So...?"

    "That's where I have a problem... You see, Moses came up with the commandments in order to unite the nomadic tribes of Israel under a simple monotheistic religion radically different from all the others. His goal was to strengthen his people's resolve to settle down on what he called the promised land."

    "Palestine?"

    "Right. But after Moses, other Hebrew men like myself, claiming to be the God's prophets, have interpreted the meaning of the commandments to inflict additional burden on the sexual mores of the Jews. Can you believe that they impose that all Hebrew adolescents are to abstain from sexual contacts right in that phase of their development when Nature's urge is the strongest?"

    "Hmm, that's pretty bad... How do they manage to do that?"

    "It's a chain reaction. For centuries Jewish religious teachers—the rabbis—have been imbuing their small children with the idea that their single God wants them to remain chaste until they get married. As the Israelites don't have any other God to turn to for alternatives, they grew up with that peculiar belief and they handed it down the line to their children, and so on until the whole Jewish population was pervaded by the assumption that chastity was not only a religious dictate of their omnipotent God but even a natural instinct of boys and girls."

    "What do you mean by chastity? Like our six Vestals?"

    "Yes, but not only six. All Hebrew girls are forced to remain virginal until their wedding day. As they are now self-convinced that chastity is a natural instinct, they despise all other people of different religions who customarily consider the hymeneal membrane a nuisance to be carefully removed without traumas along with baby teeth or shortly thereafter."

    "Hmm... they do just the opposite than we do."

    "Exactly... They inflict a trauma to the boys when they clip their sensitive foreskins, and, by forcing the girls to keep their hymen intact until marriage, they inflict upon them the trauma of defloration, even more painful since marriage is often delayed for several years after their first menstruation."

    Caligula pondered upon Agrippa's revealing information. 

    "Why do you think that the Hebrew religious pundits are so obsessed with the repression of sex?" he asked.

    "Power, my friend. By controlling in the name of God the expression of a natural urge which no other civilized nation represses in a such an insane way, they create among the Jews a strong racial identity directly linked to their unique religion and to the submission to their single God. And since prophets and high religious authorities are the only intermediaries between their single God and its people, they can tell them whatever they want, forbid whatever they want and get all their people to obey without discussion."

    "Well, they're quite clever... But didn't you tell me that the Jewish religion is divided among lots of sects with different points of views?"

    "They are not disputing the basic monotheistic faith and the means to keep it alive. All they want is a piece of the pie."

    Caligula nodded. He knew better than anyone else that great power generates great envy among the circles closest to its pinnacle.

    "This is a very interesting revelation of the peculiar practices of the Hebrew religion," said Caligula. "But as long as this faith doesn't provoke serious unrest and clashes with other religious or social groups, the Empire cannot interfere. Rome respects all religions. As strange as some of them are, they all contribute to the diversity of cultures which is the strength of our Roman civilization made of aqueducts, roads, bridges, buildings, impartial laws, public order and stability with no interest for garrulous religious disputes."

    "I know, I know...," sighed Herod Agrippa. "I'm just appalled by the strong grip that this forbidding monotheistic faith is holding on so many innocent people."      

    "Look, Agri... I sympathize with your sorrow because I want all people of the Empire to enjoy sex without any hassle, but there is nothing I can do to save them from their own destiny. The Jews are too small a minority to motivate a reverse of Roman policy of tolerance. I understand they aren't even trying to spread their creed beyond their people or convert non-Jews to Judaism or recruit new followers among neighboring religions. This tells me that they are quite intelligent in their political approach with the Empire, and that's why we have excellent and mutually profitable relationships with the Synod of Jerusalem. Don't forget that my great-grandfather Augustus and my great-uncle Tiberius entirely paid out of their own pockets for the full reconstruction of the Temple of Solomon some 40 years ago. The Synod is very grateful to the Julian family as well as to the Herodian family who asked Augustus to finance the works. Until their faith remains confined within a small group of believers, we shall let them live, prosper, reproduce and die according to their own rules."

    "I hope you're right, Cal... For the moment they profess their policy by divulging the phrase Give God what is God's and give Caesar what is Caesar's...."

    "That's very intelligent from their side!" exclaimed Caligula who hadn't heard that phrase before. "What business do we have with their single God and their Heaven, so long as they respect Roman authority on Earth and pay their taxes?"

    "I just have a sort of disquieting itch in my guts... They disdain our lustful Gods, the thousands great temples of our Empire, our never ending choice of rituals, and our free-love mores. Sooner or later there will be someone, perhaps a new prophet from one of their many sects, who will try to preach monotheism and sexual repression among the Romans, and...."

    Caligula jaws dropped, then he burst out laughing.

    "Ah! Ah! Ah! You must have forgotten to wash your balls today! There's your itch... Ah! Ah! Ah! I'm dying to see Romans and Greeks and all other people of the Empire—uh ahh—standing in line to get their foreskins clipped from their beloved mentulae by—uh ahh—a bunch of rabbis! Ah! Ah! Ah! And then kill all the lupae! Close down all our brothels! Abolish the Prostitutes Guild! Ah! Ah! Ah! And then cut off the hands of younger and older people to prevent them—uh ahh—from jerking off! And then you'll try to convince Roman girls to stay—uh ahh—virgin and believe in—how do you call it...?"

    "Ah! Ah! Ah! Abstinence," shrieked Agrippa who couldn't resist his friend's infectious laughter and was laughing like a dog, rubbing his balls to make fun of the itch.

    "Ah! Ah! Ah! No—uh ahh—the other word cha-cha-cha...."

    "Chastity... Ah! Ah! Ah!"  

    Caligula jumped up and began twirling in the room holding his penis through his tunic, dancing and laughing to tears.

    "Ah! Ah! Ah! Cha-Cha-Cha! Chasti-ty! Cha-Cah-Cha! Chasti-ty! I'm going to ask Drusilla to—uh ahh—write a song and Agrippinilla to—uh ahh—invent a new dance... Cha-Cha-Cha! Chasti-ty! And then on the next Lupercalia I'll get the boni—uh ahh—to dance it in front of the 1,200 girls of the Prostitutes' Guild, and count how many—uh ahh—rotten eggs the Romans are going to throw on their boni self-righteous faces!"

    At last, having laughed and danced like little rascals, joking on the "greatest turnabout" of the whole history of mankind, the handsome Hebrew prince and the young Emperor of Rome dried their tears, drank some watered wine, and out they went to the terrace to breathe fresh air and calm down by watching the marvels of Rome.    

    Could anyone ever even fathom that the greatest Empire on Earth would surrender its whole glorious cultural traditions and see all of its wonderful, luminous Gods, the temples and the greatest monuments of mankind thrown into the garbage of history by the prophets of some idiotic, meaningless belief in a single punishing God? Who would convince all the nations of the huge Roman commonwealth to repudiate all what's best in life in favor of some new religion developing into the worst nightmare that even a s.o.b. like Cato the Censor would have never dreamed of during an indigestion of rotten apple puddings bubbling in his flatulent belly? Herod agreed... No one in the whole classic world of the great Gods could ever imagine that the "greatest turnabout" of history would ever succeed... but still the "itch" in Herod’s guts didn't subside.  

    "How long to you think I should stay in Alexandria?" asked Herod Agrippa when they finally resumed a rational demeanor.

    "Probably several months, but it's up to you," answered Caligula. "In the winter Egypt is wonderful. Be as grandiose as I would be. Organize games, cultural contests, debates with all the geniuses of the scholarly circles. Calm down the rabbis who burned Linus Paulus' books but don't make fun of them. Tell them that the Empire belongs in part to them as well. Pay formal respects to the crystal grave of Alexander the Great. Stare at his face and talk to him like Julius Caesar did many times when he was there with Cleopatra. Visit the Pyramids. Cruise on the Nile and stay a few days in the temples of Luxor. Praise the Egyptian priesthood. They are the depository of great wisdom. Offer them a hundred talents of gold in my name to carry on their precious works. If you can, come back shortly to Rome for the commemoration of the Ides of March. Oh, by the way, did you write to Salome?"

    "Of course, Cal. I've sent her a letter the day after the Imperial banquet," affirmed Agrippa. "It's now about twenty days ago, and her reply must soon return. I'll tell my housekeeper to forward it to you as soon as the courier delivers it to my house."

    Caligula nodded. His plan to get his friend out of Rome with a prestigious official assignment to dodge the accusation of adultery with the wife of a Roman war hero, had been welcomed by Agrippa without any suspicion as to what triggered Caligula's decision to send him to Egypt.

    "Are you taking Jovenia with you?" he asked.

    The Hebrew prince gazed into the Emperor's eyes, then he smiled: 

    "You know everything, hmm?"

    "Uh, huh... Part of my job, Agri."

    Agrippa played with the black ringlets of his hair. How could he ever leave Rome without Jovenia? Her unconditioned love and the emotions she conveyed to him when he possessed her flexible body and when they shared their thoughts, their projects and their laughter, were still flashing off and on in his mind.  

    "Yes, I'll take her along," he said with a firm voice as if he wanted to overcome Caligula's possible opposition. 

    "Good...," said Caligula, relieving his friend from that unpleasant suspicion founded without reason on the trepidation of love. "I suggest that you also take Nymphidia and some other concubines with you, just for political correctness. But send me Pyrallis. I'll need her astrological skills in the months ahead." Then he hugged his friend: "I'm going to miss you a lot, you know?"

    "I know... I'll miss you too," said Agrippa.

    Caligula opened his strong-box and gave Agrippa a stack of documents properly bound with a ribbon.

    "Here are all the documents and credentials ready for your mission, including full power of attorney to allocate Roman funds to Egyptian priests and to the Library of Alexandria."

    "You had it all worked out before I arrived, didn't you." 

    "Naturally," answered Caligula with a grin. "Leave Rome tomorrow morning for Ostia, but keep your departure extremely low-key. Don't say to anyone where you're going and what's the purpose of your voyage. Tell everyone you're going to Palestine. In Ostia you'll go to the south side of the harbor and meet one of my trusted sea captains, a short man called Tiburtius Fulcanellius. He's waiting for you with a private trireme called The Golden Sail, a very luxurious boat for you and you retinue. The captain has been told that you're bound for Palestine but a few hours into the trip two vessels of the Roman Navy are going to join you and escort you to Alexandria."

    "What can I say, Cal? I'm always amazed by your attention to details."

    "I like sculpting perfect operations. What else can I do for you and Jovenia before tomorrow?" asked him Caligula with a mischievous grin.

    The Hebrew prince caressed his short black beard. Caligula's sneer looked pretty naughty. Did he want to play one of his dinner games? No... Caligula was too intelligent to challenge his feelings for Jovenia. Agrippa smiled.

    "Can you avoid inviting me for dinner with her?" he said rising one of his thick eyebrows.

    Caligula chuckled, then he gave him a goodbye kiss on both cheeks.

    "Don't worry, Agri... I adore screwing the women of my enemies, never the lovers of my friends."

    "Unless they beg for it, uh?" said Agrippa with a tempting grin.

    "Well... should the Ruler of a great Empire ever deny his favors to girls who come around lifting their skirts and flashing their thongs?"

    They laughed again.

    "Let's hope that one day the bastards who are promoting that sick kind of morality are not trying to impeach you for doing that."

    "Let's first teach all girls how to flash their thongs for the glory of the Empire!"

    "Great idea, Cal! I'll get the Alexandrine scholars to write a treatise on thong flashing and you'll make it mandatory in all Roman schools. What do you think about that?"

    "I think all the scholars are going to love you, my friend!"

    Chuckling and exchanging backslaps in support, the two men hugged and bid each other farwell with great confidence in the power of their ideas and in the radiant future of Rome. Then Herod Agrippa left, and Caligula was saddened by his departure and cursed the boni for it. 

* * *
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