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Sven, a proud young Teuton, is violently torn from his homeland by the Romans, robbed of his freedom and sent to the merciless arenas of Rome. At the very moment when he thought he had found his true love in Baldger, a young man from the neighbouring tribe. 
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The longing for his homeland and the pain of losing his family and his best friend drive him to survive amidst the dust and blood of battle. But the hope of freedom seems distant - until one day he meets the young nobleman Titus.
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Titus, rich and mysterious, draws Sven into a world of opulence and seduction. Life in the magnificent estate, the scents of the exotic gardens, the tender touches that never seem entirely coincidental make Sven waver. Is Titus perhaps more than just a gentleman who wants to rule over him? Can Sven trust him - or should he try to find a way to escape back home and his friend before he finally loses himself in the golden shackles of Rome and Titus' erotic games?
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Accompany Sven on his journey and find out whether he can escape the shadow of mighty Rome - or whether fate has its own plans for him...
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Caution: This book contains clear depictions of homoerotic love. 
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I can't remember how many endless days and nights have passed since we set off. At first, I tried to count the rising suns - a pointless attempt to measure time in chains. But at some point I let go of this anchor and surrendered to my fate, like a ship adrift on rough seas. The rocking of the carriage was incessant, the creaking and jerking of the old wooden wheels a constant throbbing that dug deep into my back. Today, however, for the first time in days, I felt a breath of relief as the cart moved along a track of firmly laid stones. The road - flat and rigid - created a strange calm within me, a faint premonition that something was changing, that something inevitable was approaching.
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"Only a few more days, then you'll see Rome," the bearded warden had shouted, his voice hoarse with age but piercing like a battle cry. He roughly yanked us off the wagon by the long chains, his hands hard and gripping, while he pulled out two of our fellow travellers, who were now lying lifeless on the wagon floor. Both had died overnight - either from the debilitating heat or the relentless rigours of the journey. Perhaps they had simply allowed their bodies to give up the ghost in order to escape a future that would be worse than death.
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I felt a quiet, bittersweet relief as I was forced to take a few steps, seeing the sky for the first time in days without the grid of rusty bars above me. The sun burned bright, harsh and hot, and I squinted to endure the blinding light. Around my ankles were heavy iron chains that clanked and cut into my skin with every step - a reminder that I would only make the endless journey to Rome with a heavy heart and a broken soul. I had once been strong, one of the strongest young men in my village. But Rome, I had heard, breaks everything - even strength, even pride.

My name is Sven, a name that means "youth" or "young warrior" in our language. But in my family, it was the warrior I was groomed for from an early age, not the youth. My father, himself a man of unwavering strength, began to teach me the craft of fighting even before I understood the words for it. Even as a young boy, I learnt how to wield a sword and a lance, how to hold my own in close combat and how to strike down an opponent with my bare hands. My father showed me how to sneak up unnoticed like a shadow and strike with the precision of a hunter. Every day he made me run up and down the hills around our village until my legs burned and my breathing was heavy. He only spoke one sentence, always the same: "Sven, this will make you as strong as a bear. And believe me, one day you'll need that strength."
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That day came - and faster than I ever expected. But everything I had learnt was useless when the Romans invaded our village and everything we knew and loved went up in flames. They came with the precision of a deadly storm, tearing our houses apart, uprooting our lives. They grabbed our women by the hair and dragged them to the large meadow in the middle of the village, where they were tied together like cattle. The Romans threatened to kill them one by one if our families refused to send the first-born as tribute to Rome. Their legionaries had surrounded us, a seemingly endless wall of soldiers and horsemen, heavily armed and without mercy.
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My father stood opposite me, but something about him was different, broken. Tears were now gathering in his eyes, which were usually so hard and determined - an apology that he could not put into words, but which spoke more strongly in that look than words ever could. In that moment, I saw not the warrior, but the father who knew he would lose me to the great Rome. His lips remained tightly sealed, but his gaze told me everything: he would obey Rome, just like everyone else, because resistance would be a death sentence for us all.
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All around us, the women were treated like animals, mocked, spat at and pelted with dirt by the legionnaires. We young warriors stood helplessly at the edge of the meadow, full of anger and shame, unable to protect our own families. In those moments I realised that there was no escape. The call of Rome, which had once been just a rumour, had now caught up with us. Rome's grip reached into our village, leaving no one untouched.

––––––––
[image: ]


The families resigned themselves to the inevitable fate dictated to them by the Romans. Even before darkness enveloped the village, we, the first-born sons, were placed in heavy iron chains and locked into the narrow wagons that smelled of old wood and stale sweat. "In Rome you'll see where your place is," sneered the old man who was in charge of our prisoner train. Twelve sons broke the chains to their families, the roots of their origins, their homeland. Twelve mothers had to watch as their sons were taken from them, twelve fathers lost their pride and their future. And for us, for the twelve boys sitting together in that darkness, the world seemed to end before it had even begun for us.
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What had happened to us also happened in other villages we passed. The Roman legionnaires attacked with iron cold, plucking the villages like ripe fruit, breaking out their sons while the inhabitants had to watch helplessly. Again and again the same bitter scene: weeping mothers, desperate fathers and the Romans with unyielding expressions, their helmets like faceless masks, showing not the slightest sign of compassion. For once, a village put up resistance, but this spark of hope quickly faded. The men of the
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Thank you very much!
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