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THE EDGE OF THE WORLD: RETURN TO BRITANNIA

In the wake of Rome’s first failed foothold in Britannia, a hardened centurion, Vorenus, returns with Gaius Julius Caesar on a far greater invasion. 

This time, the enemy does not meet them head-on. Under the leadership of Cassivellaunus, the Britons fight a shadow war—ambushes, raids, and scorched earth—drawing the legions deeper into hostile ground.

As supplies dwindle and the land itself turns against them, the campaign becomes a brutal test of endurance rather than conquest. Victories come, but never decisively. The enemy bends but does not break.

Told through the eyes of centurion Vorenus, this is a story of discipline under pressure, of an army pushed beyond its limits, and of a land that refuses to be claimed.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication
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To those who stood the line when certainty failed,

who marched into the unknown not for glory, but for duty.

For the soldiers of every age who endured more than they conquered—

and for those who remember that not all battles are meant to be won. 

The Edge of the World: 

Return to Britannia
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PART I: The Gathering Tide
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I did not think I would see those cliffs again.

Men say many things after a campaign. They swear they will return. They swear they will not. They promise the next war will be easier, cleaner—final.

Most of it is talk.

But some men do not forget.

And neither does Rome.

It had been a year since we left Britannia—a year of marching, skirmishing, rebuilding, and waiting. Waiting more than anything else.

We were back in Gaul, but it no longer felt like the frontier. Not after what we had seen. Not after standing at the edge of the world and looking beyond it.

And now—

We were going back.
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I. The Order

The summons came at first light.

It was not unexpected, nor sudden, yet it carried weight all the same.

“Centurion Vorenus,” the runner said, his breath misting in the cold air. “You’re called.”

I was already awake. Already armoured.

We all were.

Word had been spreading for weeks—quiet at first, then impossible to ignore. Ships were being built. Not a handful, not a desperate collection scraped together from river ports and fishing towns, but hundreds. Timber hauled from forests, hulls shaped with purpose, sails prepared in numbers we had never seen before.

This was no longer an experiment.

This was intent.

I made my way through the camp, passing rows of tents and men already at work—sharpening blades, checking straps, speaking in low voices that never quite rose above a murmur.

Pullo fell into step beside me.

“Let me guess,” he said. “You’ve been called to hear what we already know.”

“Yes.”

He gave a short, satisfied nod.

“We’re going back.”

“Yes.”

“Good.”
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II. The Difference

We gathered near the shoreline.

And there, for the first time, I truly understood.

The fleet stretched farther than the eye could follow.

Not dozens of ships, but hundreds—drawn up along the coast or anchored in the shallows, their masts rising like a forest of timber and rope. There were transports built for men, others for horses, war galleys sleek and narrow, and supply vessels packed with everything an army might need to sustain itself beyond the reach of Rome.

Everything was deliberate.

Everything prepared.

Pullo let out a low whistle.

“Well,” he said quietly, “if we fail this time, it won’t be for lack of trying.”

“No,” I replied.

It would not.
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III. The General Speaks

He stood before us once more—

Gaius Julius Caesar.

At first glance, he seemed unchanged. The same posture, the same measured gaze, the same quiet authority that held thousands of men in silence.

But there was something different beneath it.

He had learned.

“We return,” he said, his voice carrying clearly across the assembled ranks, “not as we were—but as we must be.”

There was no boast in his tone. No flourish.

Only certainty.

“Last year, we crossed into the unknown. We tested the land—and it tested us in return.”

A pause settled over the ranks, heavy with memory.

“This year,” he continued, “we finish what we began.”

A murmur moved through the men.

“We bring more ships. More men. More strength. We will not be turned back by storms, nor harried into retreat by scattered tribes.”

His eyes passed over us—measured, deliberate.

“We go to conquer.”

This time, the cheer came.

Louder than before.

Stronger.

But not without weight.

Because we remembered what conquest had cost.
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IV. Preparation

Nothing was left to chance.

The ships were built lower, designed to beach easily. Stronger hulls, tighter construction—less vulnerable to the sea that had nearly destroyed us before.

We trained relentlessly.

Boarding.

Disembarking.

Forming ranks in water.

Again.

Again.

Again.

There would be no hesitation this time. No confusion in the surf. The sea had taught us, and we had listened.

Even the cavalry drilled for the crossing. Horses were forced into the shallows, made to endure the water until they no longer resisted.

Pullo watched one such exercise, arms folded.

“This,” he muttered, “is either brilliance... or madness.”

“It is both,” I said.

He nodded.

“That sounds like him.”
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V. The Army Grows

There were more of us now.

Five legions.

Auxiliaries.

Cavalry.

A force that could break kingdoms.

But numbers bring more than strength.

They bring noise. Confusion. Inexperience.

Not all the men were veterans. Many had never seen Britannia. They had not stood in freezing surf with armour dragging them down, nor faced chariots that struck and vanished like ghosts.

They spoke of the campaign with confidence.

With certainty.

We did not correct them.

We simply said nothing.
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VI. The Crossing

We set sail under clear skies.

A better omen.

The sea was calm—too calm.

I stood at the stern as Gaul slowly faded behind us, its coastline dissolving into distance. Ahead lay nothing but horizon.

Pullo joined me.

“Think it’ll be the same?” he asked.

“No.”

“Worse?”

I considered the question.

“Yes.”

He smiled.

“Good.”
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VII. The Cliffs Again

We saw them before noon.

The cliffs.

White.

Rising sheer from the sea, just as they had before.

But this time—

They were empty.

No warriors lined the heights.

No chariots raced along the edge.

No movement at all.

Pullo frowned.

“That’s not right.”

“No,” I said quietly.

“It isn’t.”

Because we had learned something the first time we came here.

If you cannot see the enemy—

It does not mean he is not there.

It means he is waiting.
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VIII. An Unopposed Landing

We landed without resistance.

Easily.

Too easily.

The ships grounded smoothly. Ramps were lowered. The men disembarked in perfect order, shields ready, lines forming with practised precision.

But no attack came.

No spears.

No war cries.

Only silence.

Even the wind seemed to hesitate.

“Form up!” I ordered.

The line assembled quickly.

Disciplined.

Ready.

But uneasy.

Because this—

Was wrong.
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IX. Into the Silence

We advanced inland before the day was done.

Cautious.

Measured.

The land was unchanged—rolling fields, patches of woodland, open ground broken by low rises.

And yet—

It felt empty.

No distant figures.

No movement in the trees.

Nothing.

“Where are they?” a young legionary whispered.

I did not answer.

Because I already knew.

They were watching.

They were always watching.
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X. The First Sign

We found it near dusk.

A village.

Abandoned.

Huts stood open, doors hanging loose. Fires had long since gone cold. Food lay where it had been left. Tools scattered, as though dropped in haste.

Gone.

But not peacefully.

Pullo crouched at the entrance of one hut, running his hand along the worn wood.

“They knew we were coming,” he said.

“Yes.”

“And they’re not going to meet us on the beach this time.”

“No.”

I looked beyond the village.

Toward the darkening treeline.

Toward the unseen land waiting beyond it.

“This time,” I said quietly, “they’re choosing the ground.”

And that—

Was far more dangerous.
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