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From the Authored 

 

A mass murderer is defined as someone who kills several people, usually in a short period of 

time, and almost always at a single location. A classic example of this would be a school shooting. A 

serial killer, on the other hand, generally murders people over a long period of time. Serial killers also 

like to keep trophies and leave little clues so that the authorities can find them at a later date. These 

are the Ted Bundys of the world. Neither of these terms defines me. I am not like others. They are, at 

best, first chair violinist to my symphony of destruction. They are one trick ponies and I am a homicidal 

savant. 

To say my story is long would be putting it mildly. It would fill volumes upon volumes with 

prose depicting my murderous indulgences. As the coffers emptied, the ink wells ran dry, and as the 

building was filled to the brim with my written testimony, only then would we have scratched the 

surface. What can I say, I like to keep busy and my hobby, nay, my passion, is what fills the endless void 

of time. On the still sea of immortality, one must find a way to pass the time. 

I am the floodwaters, the destroyer of all that is under the heavens. Every creature that 

breathes life shall whisper my name in its dying throes. 

 

Domitianus 

Dictated, but not read. 
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Domitianus



 

Prologue 

 

“Shouldn’t we begin at the beginning, Uhler? “ Dom glances over at the man in the room. 

“After all, that is their intended purpose. To begin at the end is to give it all away.” 

Like all days on Atlantis, the weather is calm, the birds are chirping, and the air is pleasant. 

The invisibility shield that blankets the island keeps out all sorts of foul weather. There could be a 

hurricane headed straight at the island and it would dissipate the second it touched the perimeter. 

The race who designed this place knew what they were doing and did it well. 

Dom continues, “Where else would we start this journey if not the beginning?” 

Uhler gently pushes his white hair behind his ear. “Okay, fair point, Dom. Do you want to hit 

the highlights of your life, or specific murders? We could even touch on only the points where you 

started to hone your skills. It’s entirely up to you.” 

Dom is a disembodied head - strange, vicious, and impatient. He unfortunately gets to say 

and do whatever he’s capable of. If he was treated any other way than with kid gloves, then the 

storytelling would cease and the real monster would come out. Not that the severed head of an 

ancient, genocidal maniac can do a whole lot. In any case, Uhler has no intention of stirring up 

trouble with Dom. He’s here to document, not to antagonize. 

“You state that as if that wasn’t obvious already. Of course it’s up to me where this story, my 

story, goes. It’s my life and my time being used here.” Dom looks out across the ocean, lost in 

thought. 

“It’s a shame we can’t do your entire life. But…” 

“My second life started during the Roman Empire and I don’t want to discuss every minute 

of my life thereafter.” 

Uhler nods. He already knows they can’t possibly cover everything and it was also possible 

that Dom didn’t remember every detail. Uhler was nowhere nearly as old as Dom and he could 

hardly recall what he had for breakfast, much less the finer points of childhood. Even if Dom 

actually knew all the details, it would take several lifetimes to hear everything. 

“Okay, Domitianus, let’s start with your second life and go from there.” 

  



 

Chapter 1 

 

As with most things of the abyss, it began in a thunderstorm. The tears of God splashed 

heavily down upon the earth and the land soaked it up like a dry sponge. With the month’s long 

drought finally coming to an end, everyone did what they could to catch, use, or store as much 

water as possible. Of all the people in Rome, only one man saw this for what it was. To him this was 

an omen, and as with all omens it was one that signified ill tidings. 

Domitianus had been emperor for slightly over two weeks, and he knew his rule wouldn’t 

last much longer. It didn’t matter how much the politicians wailed, moaned, and verbally thrashed 

out with logic and good will, his or her words fell deafly at the press of sharpened metal to the 

jugular. Had it not been for Dom’s show of force, he never would have usurped the throne 

Dom could admit that’s what he was, a usurper, but when one works his way up to stand on 

the shoulders of others, it hardly matters the path one took to arrive there. There were legions of 

people, loyal and strong, who would face the hordes of disdain and hate at Domitianus’s whim - 

unless, of course, they didn’t. As the lightning cracked across the heavens with violence and raging 

displeasure, the current Emperor of Rome knew this rain was not meant to quench the world’s 

thirst, but to cleanse it of his misdeeds. If Domitianus didn’t do something fast, he would die this 

night. His suspicions that something would happen to him had been festering for a few days.  

Dom’s supposedly loyalguards conspired against him with their whispers and side long 

glances. It was troubling because he had no one he could turn to for help. After all, who could 

protect him from the protectors – no one, that’s who. There was no plan; only the motivation to live 

that set Domitianus’s feet in motion. There was no time to grab footwear, or dress for the weather. 

Domitianus only had time to react. 

Sprinting from his bedroom, he hardly knew the layout of the house. His own home’s 

construction had yet to begin. The only reason he opted to live in Rome, rather than return to his 

family’s home in the south, was that he believed the people would respect him more if he stayed 

and ruled from the epicenter of humanity. Now he saw that was a terrible mistake. This was no 

epicenter; this was the mouth of the beast. And if he didn’t move quickly he would be swallowed 

whole. 

After an almost missed turn through the hallway, Domitianus found himself closing in on 

the front doors. If he could make it out those doors and into the shadow of night he would be better 

off, more so if he made it out of the city. Next, he would need to uproot his family and live under 



 

false identities the rest of their lives, but they would understand. Better to be in hiding and together 

than to be without a husband and father, especially one as capable as he. 

He was steps away from the most dangerous part of the escape. Steps away from giving up 

everything he’d worked so hard and so long for. A grin began to break across Domitianus’s rugged 

face, as his short, brown hair bounced slightly with each stride of his strong, dependable legs. He 

was at the peak of physical perfection. A man’s man: one that artists modeled their statues by. He 

would survive this night no matter what.  

As the front door to his temporary home opened, the world faded to black. 

*** 

Domitianus’s dreams were flashes of the pain and chaos he had instilled on Rome during his 

overtaking. Because of him, Rome’s populace was at odds with itself. The deeds, the deaths, the true 

sacrifices each soldier made taunted him with echoed cursing, screaming, and wicked laughter 

overlapped itself in a maelstrom of terror. Then something yanked him from the nightmare. 

Domitianus’s head drummed with a pain that blurred his senses and stole his ability to think 

clearly. All he could make out of his environment was the darkness, and coolness on the breeze. 

“Wake up.”  

He was hit again. Still trying to get his mind to cooperate with his eyes, he rolled to his side 

to find a dancing, roaring fire close by. He tried to move his arms, but found them bound behind 

him. No amount of effort was going to change that. His worst nightmare was becoming a reality. 

There had to be way out of this. Something he could say, or do, to make this all go away. 

“You don’t have to do this,” Domitianus said. 

The response came from behind him. Deep and threatening, that voice echoed the disdain in 

his words. “Quiet, you will not worm your way out of this one, rodent.” 

“Let me go to my family. We’ll leave immediately and you’ll never see us again, I swear it.” 

Even as Domitianus uttered the words, he knew they were pointless. 

“Not going to happen,” another one said. 

Pleading wasn’t going to work, and negotiation probably wouldn’t either. It was time for a 

new tactic. “As your emperor, I command you to release me.” 

Even nature went silent with that statement, broken only by the roaring laughter of the men 

who had captured Domitianus. He knew better, but he’d had to try. His life was at stake. 

“Oh, you’re the emperor, you say? Well, then let me just untie those restraints and you can 

be on your way, my Lord. Is there anything I can do to make amends for our thoughtless plan?” 

another man replied, his sarcasm thicker than sap. 



 

“Would you like us to kiss your feet?” 

“We could take you home and sing you to sleep.” 

The laughter from the company of soldiers echoed across the empty night sky. 

“You’re not the emperor of anything, you stupid futuo.” 

“You’re nothing.” 

Domitianus knew long before his vision cleared who held him captive. It was his personal 

guard. He recognized their voices, and knew their personalities enough to know there was nothing 

he could do about his situation. Unless he could find a way to escape, if he could get his feet and 

hands free, he’d be able to out run his former guards enough that they’d be forced to get their 

horses. By then he could be cloaked in the darkness of night, and be deep into the forest. He needed 

to keep them distracted long enough to get out of the binds. 

“Why the betrayal? I wasn’t emperor long enough to accomplish anything, so why turn on 

me so quickly?” 

A broad man, whose height was as short as the hair on his head, kneeled before Domitianus. 

He didn’t recognize the man, but he could see leadership when it stared him in the face. “You were 

never emperor, not really. Tetricus wanted the throne for himself, but if he assassinated Emperor 

Victorinus, then he would be tried for crimes against the throne. However, there you were, so eager 

to rule, so willing to play the unknowing puppet. Tetricus felt you should have the chance you so 

desperately wanted, but only long enough to leave a nasty taste in the public’s mouth and to get the 

task done. It’s all been a ruse, Domitianus. A sleight of hand to do what must be done.” 

“You speak well for a Roman guard. Who are you?” 

“If you had any sense for politics, you would already know who I am. Instead, you are only 

further proving my point that you do not deserve to rule. How can you know Rome and its people if 

you don’t even know who serves Rome willingly and properly?” 

No matter how he tried, the restraints on him would not budge. No amount of twisting and 

pulling loosened the rope. He slowly rubbed it against the rock that he sat on. The action was risky 

with at least another person behind him, but there was no other choice. Still, another issue loomed 

on the horizon: his feet. Even with his hands free he would still have no way to run, and there was 

no way he would be able to hop his way to freedom, not with so many men watching over him. He 

might be able to kill a couple of them in the initial attack, but eventually someone would kill him. It 

was then he noticed the knife at the hip of the man talking to him. Domitianus knew exactly what he 

needed to do. 



 

“You’re right; I had no experience in Rome’s politics. You know who I am, you know that I 

wasn’t born there, or ever even lived there. A soldier’s life keeps him on the road and in strange 

lands. There wasn’t time for the comforts of the capital, or the ways of the court. But, I can learn.” 

“Sure, you could have learned. But why teach you when there was someone already more 

capable? I’m sorry, but there’s no talking your way out of this. The plan is already in motion,” the 

mysterious guard replied. 

“So, what then? You’ll slit my throat; leave my corpse for the wolves? Could you at least 

decapitate me? I was a general and served Rome well.” 

“That is too good for you, traitor, you will be hung. You can also give up breaking through 

your restraints. We can see you trying.” 

Laughter surrounded Domitianus. There was nothing left for him to do, nothing left for him 

to hope. Even if he did break free, they would catch him in a heartbeat. No one would kill him 

outright, otherwise they already would have. This hanging was meant to mean something, but there 

was no telling what. 

“Why hang me? What purpose does that serve?” 

“Oh, we aren’t going to do it, you are. At least, that’s what everyone will think.” The guard’s 

grin curved with wicked intent. “The desperate emperor saw his time was at end and ran into the 

forest to end his life. This way there is no connection between you and the real emperor. At any 

rate, your journey is over. Goodbye, Domitianus.” 
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