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The Small Bites series grew from a simple, personal aim: to create stories that could be fully experienced in a single sitting. Written for readers with little time to spare—for moments stolen on trains, buses, or during lunch breaks—each piece delivers a complete, emotionally resonant narrative without demanding a long-term commitment. The stories are immersive yet concise, distilling the depth and power of a novel into a form that respects the reader’s time while never diminishing its impact.

THE EDGE OF THE WORLD

At the height of Rome’s conquest of Gaul, a battle-hardened centurion is ordered to follow Gaius Julius Caesar across the sea to the unknown island of Britannia—a land whispered about in fear.

What begins in confidence quickly turns to chaos. The sea itself nearly destroys them. Painted warriors strike without warning. Chariots tear across the battlefield. And just as Rome gains a foothold, a devastating storm shatters the fleet, leaving the legions stranded in hostile territory with no way home.

Surrounded by an enemy that refuses to fight on Roman terms, the centurion and his men are pushed to their limits—forced to endure a war of ambush, fear, and survival. Victory proves fleeting, and with each passing day, one truth becomes clear: Britannia will not be easily conquered.

As the campaign turns and the order to withdraw looms, the march back to the sea becomes a final, desperate test.

The Edge of the World is a gripping tale of ambition, survival, and the moment Rome discovers that even its power has limits.
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Dedication
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For those who stood at the edge of the known world—

who marched not in certainty, but into the unknown.

For the soldiers of Rome, whose discipline held firm

even when the sea, the land, and the enemy alike turned against them.

For the forgotten warriors of Britannia,

who fought not for conquest, but for their home.

And for all who have ever faced the horizon

and stepped forward—despite the doubt.

The Edge of the World
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Part I: The Gathering Storm
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I am Lucius Vorenus, son of a potter, soldier of Rome, and centurion of the Tenth Legion.

I have seen men torn apart by Gaulish blades, watched forests burn beneath our standards, and marched farther than my father ever believed the world extended. Yet nothing in all those years—not the mud of Alesia, nor the endless rain of Belgica—filled me with the same unease as the order that came in the late summer of the eighth year of our campaigns in Gaul.

We were to cross the ocean.

Not a sea like Mare Nostrum, calm and known, bordered by cities and trade. No—this was Oceanus, the great western expanse. The edge of the world itself. A place of mist and monsters, where even the gods might lose their way.

Britannia.

Even the name felt strange on the tongue.

––––––––
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Rumours in the Camp

We were encamped near the northern coast of Gaul, where the land sloped toward grey cliffs and the wind carried the bitter tang of salt. The locals spoke in hushed tones of what lay across the narrow stretch of water.

They spoke of painted men.

Men who stained their skin blue and fought like beasts. Men who rode chariots across open ground, hurling spears with wild cries. Men who did not fear death, because they believed their souls passed into another body when they fell.

I had heard such tales before.

The Gauls had said much the same of themselves.

Still, there was something different in the way even the Gauls spoke of Britannia. Not pride. Not bravado. Fear.

That alone gave me pause.

The order came at dusk, carried by a tribune whose polished armour had never known a proper fight.

“Centurion Vorenus,” he said, handing me the wax tablet. “From the general.”

The general.

He never needed to be named.

I broke the seal and read quickly.

Prepare your century for embarkation. Immediate priority: readiness for naval transport. Maintain discipline. Further orders to follow.

I read it twice, then looked up at the man.

“When?” I asked.

“Soon.”

That was all he knew.

Or all he would say.

I gathered my men by the watchfire.

They were veterans—scarred, hard-eyed, and loyal. Men who had followed me through mud and blood, who trusted my voice even when they doubted the gods.

Titus Pullo stood among them, arms folded, a grin already forming beneath his beard.

“Another march?” he said. “Or are we finally going home?”

“Neither,” I replied.

That silenced them.

I held up the tablet.

“We are to cross the sea.”

A murmur ran through the ranks.

“The sea?” one of the younger legionaries said. “Where?”

“To Britannia.”

That did it.

Some laughed—sharp, disbelieving.

Others spat into the dirt.

Pullo just grinned wider.

“Well,” he said, “about time we found out what’s at the end of the world.”

––––––––
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The General’s Vision

We saw him the next day.

He stood on a rise overlooking the shoreline, cloak drawn tight against the wind, eyes fixed on the distant horizon. He was not a tall man, nor particularly imposing at first glance. But there was something in the way he carried himself—a certainty, a gravity—that made even seasoned veterans stand straighter in his presence.

Julius Caesar.

He had led us from victory to victory, had broken tribes that had never known defeat, had turned Gaul into something resembling Rome’s domain.

And now he wanted more.

We were assembled by cohorts, the standards snapping in the wind. The sea roared behind us, restless and grey.
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