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NIGHT OF PASSION

	

	“Your father is demanding for you to be immediately ready to go, Domina Iulia” said humbly Egle, one of the slaves of Giulia’s family, the one deemed to be the woman personal slave.

	“Yes, I know. I’m ready” answered the young woman boredly, putting on a light blue cloak called palla over a stola which was of a darker tone of pale blue. The cloak had the rim finely embroidered with gold threads. The long brown hair were collected and styled with a band of the same pale blue of the stola. She was only eighteen years old, but the elegance of her movements were not different from those of an older matrona. She was married young and by the age of sixteen she was already a widow. Two years passed since the death of her previous, and first, husband and her father, Octaviano, was the Imperator of the Roman Empire with the title of Augusto. 

	As her status, and gender, imposed she should have been a devoted mother and wife, dedicating her time to spin wool and grow children – but she didn’t have any, because she was way to young at the time of her first wedding – she, instead, had other inclinations. Those inclinations did not include going to the arena to watch the gladiator games. Not that she didn’t like – or better love – watching well-toned males, damp with sweat and panting. Just she preferred to have them under her in the same conditions. Free violence on the arena was simply too boring for her to watch. 

	She, however, had to fulfil the role of Octaviano’s daughter so she headed to the entrance of her home, passing through rooms frescoed with garlands – that seemed so fresh and alive that she almost could smell their perfume – and bright red, yellow and green squares and lines and mosaic floors with geometrical patterns.

	There she met her father, Octaviano, and her step-mother Livia Drusilla for whom her father repudiated Scribonia, Iulia’s mother, on the same day in which she was born. Nonetheless, her father loved her even if he was quite strict with her upbringing. They were headed to the arena, right in front of their home. But instead of going by foot, the used the lettiga, like every high-ranked person in a civilized Empire. The lettiga was a palanquin with a wooden base covered with a soft mattress and cushions and four long wood handles at the end of which there were four slaves ready to move it along the streets.

	The arena, called Anfiteatro Flavio, was a large oval building with four stores made of red bricks covered with white travertine on the outside and red and black blocks on the inside, with some patterns in a light blue colour that matched perfectly Iulia’s cloak.

	The Emperor and the males of the family headed toward their seats, the best ones obviously. The podium was a large terrace in front of the normal seats, on ground floor. Around the Emperor and his family’s seats there were those of the Senators. All around the central arena, where the games will take place, there were the rich people seats, made with marble and above them the poor people seats, made with wood. The last store, called cavea, was the women place. So she headed there. 

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	




















































OEBPS/cover.jpeg
NIGHEHIT OFX

PASSITON






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

    
  
    		Cover


    		Copyright © 2025 by Soft Leisure


    		NIGHT OF PASSION


  





