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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.

Caesar stepped forward.

“Soldiers of Rome,” he began, his voice carrying easily over the surf, “you have conquered Gaul. You have shown the world what it means to stand beneath the eagle.”

A cheer rose, brief but strong.

He raised a hand, and silence fell again.

“But there are those who believe they are beyond our reach. Those who aid our enemies from across the sea. Those who think the ocean protects them.”

He turned, gesturing toward the horizon.

“They are wrong.”

Another cheer, louder this time.

“We will cross that water. We will bring Rome to their shores. And when we return, there will be no corner of the world that doubts the strength of our arms.”

I watched the men.

Some were stirred.

Others remained uneasy.

As for me—I felt both.

Because I had seen what happened when Caesar set his mind to something.

The world bent.

Or it broke.
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The Ships

They came from every port we held.

Transport ships, broad-bellied and sturdy. War galleys, sleek and deadly. Fishing vessels pressed into service. Anything that could float was dragged, repaired, and made ready.

We had done such things before—rivers, small crossings. But this was different.

The sea did not forgive mistakes.

I walked among the ships as they were prepared.

Carpenters hammered planks into place, sealing seams with pitch. Sailors checked rigging, tested ropes, argued loudly over things I barely understood.

My men stood nearby, watching.

“You trust these things?” Pullo asked, kicking the hull of one vessel.

“It floats,” I said.

“For now.”

We were trained quickly.

How to board in order. How to disembark under arms. How to keep formation even when the ground beneath us shifted like water.

Most of it felt pointless.

You could not drill a man to stand steady on a moving deck.

You could only hope he did not lose his courage when the time came.

One night, I found myself standing alone at the shoreline.

The tide was high, waves crashing against the rocks. The horizon was nothing but darkness.

Somewhere out there lay Britannia.

I tried to imagine it.

Fields like Gaul? Forests? Cities?

Or something else entirely?

For the first time in years, I realised I did not know what awaited us.

And I did not like it.
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Crossing the Threshold

We embarked before dawn.

The sky was a pale grey, the sea restless but not yet violent. Orders were shouted, echoed, repeated. Men moved in tight formations, boarding ships with the discipline drilled into them over years of war.

I stood at the gangplank, watching each of my men pass.

“Keep your shields dry,” I told one.

“Don’t vomit on my boots,” I told another.

Pullo paused as he passed me.

“If we sink,” he said, “I’m blaming you.”

“You’ll be too busy drowning,” I replied.

He laughed and went aboard.

I was among the last to board.

As the ship pushed away from the shore, I looked back.

Gaul stretched behind us—familiar, conquered, known.

Ahead lay only water.

The crossing began calmly enough.

The ships moved in loose formation, sails catching what wind there was. The coastline shrank behind us, replaced by endless grey.

Men sat where they could, gripping shields, muttering prayers.

Some tried to joke.

Others stared silently at the water.

Then the sea turned.

It began with a swell—gentle at first, then stronger. The ships rose and fell, creaking as they strained against the waves.

Wind picked up, sharp and cold.

Spray lashed across the deck.

Men cursed.

One of the younger legionaries vomited over the side.

Pullo clapped him on the back.

“Better out than in,” he said.

The storm did not fully break—but it did not need to.

The sea alone was enough.

Ships drifted apart, struggling to maintain formation. Oarsmen fought to keep control. Orders were shouted, lost in the wind.

I gripped the railing, forcing
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