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Some Real Competition

Valeria stared deep into her opponent’s eyes, taking in the look of determination and aggression on the young woman’s face. Too often Valeria found herself overcoming soft, pliant opposition, people who she suspected were quite content to lose to her. This girl, however, had been handpicked as a worthy opponent, someone worth defeating. A red-headed Gallic girl with striking blue eyes, taken as a battle prize by the legions and raised to be a gladiatrix. Someone who would give her a victory that was worth something.
“Begin!” came a voice from the side of the room.

Valeria’s opponent sprang into action with admirable speed, closing the distance quickly with her shield held high. Circling towards the shield side was the standard move here, but obvious. Instead, Valeria circled towards the sword hand, trying to bait her adversary into over-committing herself. The gambit worked almost too well, with a quick thrust forcing her to raise her own shield before a volley of blows almost forced her to her knees. Her arm held firm though, and she was able to extricate herself from danger as soon as she felt a moment of opportunity open up. She spun on the ball of her left foot, for a moment feeling more like a dancer than a warrior, in a maneuver that drew an approving grunt from her watchful tutor Donna. To garnish the moment, Valeria took the liberty of delivering a hard spank to her opponent’s leather-clad buttocks with the flat of her wooden training sword.

That moment of indignity brought something out in her fiery adversary. She turned and dashed towards Valeria, valor becoming a fierce rage that eliminated any hint of caution. The Gallic gladiatrix rushed forward, hoping to catch Valeria on the back foot. She had no such luck, with the Roman noblewoman stepping smartly to the side and sticking out her leg to send her furious opponent tripping to the ground. Despite the shock and rage she must be feeling she managed to roll, spin, and scramble to her feet, although she lost her shield in the process.

Valeria should have fallen upon her then, pressing her advantage, but she didn’t want the joy of competition to end too quickly. Smiling and ignoring the loud tut from her tutor, she dropped her own shield to the side, making it a fair contest once more. They exchanged a nod of grim respect and then met once more, their wooden swords clashing together until the slashes and parries built to a frenzied crescendo. Their blades joined together for a moment, her opponent attempting to push through her block rather than choose a new angle of attack. Valeria seized her chance to attack, swiftly disarming her opponent by wrapping her free arms around their wrist. Valeria pointed her own sword at the shocked girl’s throat, savoring her moment of triumph. It was a sweet victory, but yet she wanted more.

“If this was the arena I would make you beg for your life. But since I´m in a sporting mood, how about we wrestle for the victory?”

“Part of fighting is knowing when you have won,” Donna’s voice cautioned from the sidelines. The ex-gladiatrix had been gifted to her by Valeria’s darling, indulgent father a few years previously. While women often competed in sports and games it would have been considered unseemly for a young woman of Valeria’s station to train, particularly in the more violent competitions. Her near-fanatical fascination with the gladiatorial games was already strange enough, never mind her desire to actually participate. Donna was the solution, a bodyguard in public and a sporting tutor in private, with enough connections to quietly arrange for sparring partners to be brought in to face the rapidly improving Valeria. Their connection was strong and mutually respectful, but the older woman always struggled to hold the headstrong noblewoman back.

Valeria threw her sword to the side and crouched low, preparing to grapple for the victory. The Gallic woman was tall and wiry, more suited to sword fighting than wrestling if truth be told. Still, it would be satisfying to finish her off in close proximity, body-against-body, feeling the heat of physical struggle in its purest form. It would give Valeria the strange, sensual rush she craved, a rush she so rarely experienced during her humdrum daily life.

Valeria’s family was extremely rich, and so she had enjoyed power over ordinary people for as long as she could remember. As she grew older her looks also gave her power over men, even those of her own class, who became enamored of her well-bred beauty and well-practiced charm. But what she truly yearned for was to feel the rush of dominating an opponent physically, earning victory through conquest rather than privilege. It was one thing to have lickspittles and social climbers ingratiating themselves, quite another to have an opponent broken and begging under your victorious foot.

The struggle was brief but satisfying. Valeria slapped the taller woman’s arms down and grasped behind her neck, using her deceptively strong arms to snap her head down quickly, breaking her posture. She stepped back with her left foot, forcing the partner in this vicious dance to bring her own stance forward, wide and off-balance. From there it was a simple case of shooting for the vulnerable front leg, tossing her opponent onto her back by wrapping one hand on the back of the ankle while driving forward. Within seconds Valeria was standing triumphant, twisting the prone girl’s wrist gently but firmly to prevent any counterattack. The fight was finished and her foe was vanquished, but an insistent throbbing feeling in her loins told her she needed more.

Valeria placed her noble foot on the defeated girl’s chest, enjoying the warm feeling of her breasts beneath the leather strophium and the quick heaving of her chest. She harbored a brief, nasty fantasy of stamping down, grinding the poorer, weaker woman into the dirt. Making her gasp for breath and beg for mercy. It was not that she bore her opponent any ill-will, beyond the usual patrician contempt for the lower classes. It was simply that the rush she got from victory was often, increasingly, followed by a rush of sexual excitement. However, while the idea of inflicting further pain and humiliation did intrigue her, there would be little sport in tormenting this poor wretch. She wanted a greater challenge to overcome, to make her victory all the sweeter.

“I want to fight some men next. I’m ready.”

“I understand your drive, but it would be unseemly, and difficult. Your father would never allow me to pair you up with a male gladiator, for your safety let alone your family’s reputation,” Donna sounded a note of caution, as always.

“I’ve gone through every trainee gladiatrix you can find, it’s barely a challenge anymore,” Valeria was aware of how arrogant she sounded, but she was flush with triumph and meant every word of it.

The girl underfoot squirmed at the implied insult, attempting to get free to renew the battle or at least regain some dignity. Valeria pushed down and twisted her arm, keeping her pinned firmly to the floor. The look of defeat in the girl’s sullen eyes sparked something deep inside Valeria, bringing all her secret fantasies rushing to the fore. She imagined how it would feel to have a strong, strapping man underneath her like this, sweaty from exertion and broken by defeat. The shame of being overcome by a woman would make it all the more emasculating for him, and all the more delectable for her. That would drive her on to inflict further humiliation, using him like a servant, a pet, a toy. Making him grovel, and then having him please her in the most submissive and shameful ways. She had played with men before, but always with well-trained, loyal servants. She wanted to take a strong man and bend him to her will.

Valeria felt her cunt throb and was almost overtaken by a desire to touch herself right there in the training room. Instead, she settled for some amusement at the expense of the vanquished, moving her foot onto the defeated girl’s face.

“Saturnalia is coming up. We could find some boys from amongst the household staff,” Valeria kneaded her victim’s face with her toes, feeling a rush all throughout her body. “They are all loyal enough, and their silence is easily bought.”

“Hmm,” Donna pondered the proposal, ignoring Valeria’s rude treatment of her sparring partner. It wasn’t the first time she had behaved like this, and the girl would be well-compensated for the indignity. “That could work, I suppose. But it will be wrestling only, no swords or striking. Your father will kill me if you show up with bruises on your face again.”

“Excellent, then it’s settled!” Valeria moved her foot onto the girl’s long blonde, hair, wiping her sweat off on it like it was some cheap rag but smiling down at her sweetly. “Thank you so much for your help training today, I hope I wasn’t too rough with you. Now, you can give my foot a little kiss to say thank you for the sporting chance.”

The girl glared back with furious eyes but knew better than to argue. She planted a single kiss on the offered sole, sending a tingle of electricity from Valeria’s foot to her warm sex. The Roman noblewoman’s mind spun with possibility, plans and ideas forming quickly. She wasn’t just going to defeat these men, she was going to destroy, degrade, and dominate them. She was going to make them hers.


The Wager

Valeria listened to her heart beating in her chest and felt the blood coursing through her veins, the delicious sensation of adrenaline and excitement filling her body. She was nervous but ready, looking forward to overcoming a challenge and taking her prize. She knew she had the skills, strength, and determination. All that stood between Valeria and victory was herself. If she could master her nerves, she could master her opponents.

“It will be wrestling only, perhaps not the easiest of the games for you since they have weight on their side, but I won’t risk you playing with swords so close to the festivities,” her trainer Donna provided sage advice before her sparring matches but also fussed over her at times like an overprotective mother. “Use their confidence against them, allow them to make mistakes before you show them your power. Remember Aeneas of Troy’s words - it won't matter to the enemy whether you beat him by guile or by valor.”

Valeria nodded, taking the advice onboard. She was confident but not so naïve as to think that this would be easy. With swords or even striking she could use her agility and training to dance rings around these ill-trained men, but in grappling range they would have an inherent size advantage. Still, it was that element of challenge that would make her victory all the sweeter, and their defeat all the more humiliating.

She finished limbering up in the antechamber, visualizing her range of potential opening moves, before moving out into the training room. Two men were waiting for her in there – her opponents, her victims, her prey. Both men were servi from the vast estate, representatives of the lower order of society. One was heavyset but doughy with a nervous look in his eyes, while the other was wiry, lean, and composed. While wrestling naked would have been the norm, they were clad in simple leather shorts to protect their modesty and hers, while she was in a similar two-piece uniform.

Not for long, Valeria thought, a tingle running through her body. Her plans for after the bout were immodest, to say the least.

“Here is the arrangement,” Donna’s voice boomed out authoritatively. “You will each face the young mistress Valeria here in a wrestling bout, to help her hone her skills. You are to compete fairly and with effort, and you will be paid handsomely for your time. A win comes from a verbal submission or the raising of two fingers in the air. If I suspect that you have let her win, then you will forfeit your pay. If you breathe a word of this arrangement to anyone else then you will be punished, severely. Do you understand?”

Both men nodded in agreement, one cooly and the other with a nervous, jerky energy.

“I have something to propose, a little wager,” Valeria interjected. Donna rolled her eyes but didn’t protest. She indulged her young ward’s games, as long as she was safe.

“To make sure you are properly motivated, I would like to add a prize. If either of you defeat me then I will personally provide you with a handsome purse, five times whatever Donna is paying you. I will also have my father petition for your Roman citizenship,” their eyes lit up at her suggestion. The money would be a significant boon, more than most people would make in a decade, but citizenship and the freedom it brought would be the real prize. “However, if I win then you will serve me personally, as my bed-servants, for the rest of the Saturnalia festival.”

Saturnalia often involved role reversal, with servants becoming masters for the night while masters played at being servants. Instead, defeat would make these servants take on a new, even lower position for the duration of the festivities. The suggestion filled both men’s faces with a mixture of emotions. Confusion and shock were primary amongst them, as were greed and excitement. Buried just beneath the surface, also, was lust. Valeria knew how she looked and knew the effect it had on men of all ranks and backgrounds. Despite the disgust with which their society viewed a man submitting to a woman, she knew that many would kill to be her servant in the bedroom.

She decided to press on, not wanting to give them too much time to think, “What do you say? Are you man enough to make the vow?”

“Aye,” the thin, confident man spoke first. His body was lean and tight, making him easy on the eye. He had the olive skin and facial structure of a true-born Roman, despite his low position, and the brashness to go with it. Valeria liked to imagine that he had once come from a noble family who had fallen on hard times, finding themselves indentured by their debts rather than their birth. He might be dreaming that this strange wager could be his route back to fortune. Well, Valeria would enjoy crushing those dreams underfoot.

“I agree,” said the other man, attempting to keep the quaver out of his voice. He was large although not intimidatingly muscular, with some power in his body but none of his comrade’s confidence. He kept looking down, seemingly unable to maintain eye contact. Valeria would enjoy making him her plaything. She suspected, somehow, that he might enjoy it as well.

“Do we swear it? On your honor and your life? There will be no backing out, and I intend to use you to the fullest.”

“I swear.”

“I swear.”

“And you witness our vows, Donna?”

“I do,” her voice was disdainful, but a wry smile played upon her lips. On some level, she admired Valeria’s confidence. Valeria suspected that she was proud of her boldness on some level.

“Then it is decided! Let’s begin!

***

Valeria decided to take the larger, heavier man first. He looked nervous and unsure of himself, an easy warm-up, but was also thickset enough that he might cause her problems if she was already tired out. She figured the lean man would be a tougher challenge, but also more fun to take her time with.

“What is your name,” she asked as they faced off in the center of the room.

“Felix,” he said, looking at her with wide eyes.

“Felix, if you defeat me you will gain two more names,” she reminded him of what was at stake. Manumission, citizenship, and the full honors bestowed upon a true and free Roman. That seemed to put some fire in his belly, and he visibly steeled himself to go on the attack.

“Begin!”

Felix started with surprising speed and aggression, moving quickly into range and grabbing inexpertly behind her neck. He certainly wasn’t well-trained, but Valeria could tell he had at least seen some match-ups, and perhaps practiced what he saw with his friends. He attempted to bowl her over with forward momentum, using the element of surprise and his considerable weight advantage to knock her off balance. Exactly as she had planned.

Valeria took three steps backward as he moved into her, feigning vulnerability. It worked perfectly, causing him to over-commit in an effort to end the bout quickly. She allowed herself to be pushed over but made sure to trap both of his arms with hers, rolling onto her back with one leg folding up so her foot rested on his hip. For one no doubt glorious second Felix was above her, in a prime position to bring his weight down and trap her underneath him. His future as a free man must have flashed before his eyes then, just before she cruelly swept it away.

She kicked with the foot that was on his hips and swept with the other, rolling him off her and to the side before he could bring his weight down. With his arm trapped it was a simple matter for her to roll on top of him, straddling his chest before he had a chance to react. He attempted to buck her off but she knew just how to position her body to keep him pinned to the ground, even with her slight frame, making herself heavy by driving her hips down towards the ground. His arms were now free to push desperately at her chest, but before he could move her she reasserted her dominance, expertly twisting and controlling the wrist before pinning both his arms to the floor. Her sex throbbed as she felt his panic, and she couldn’t resist a lewd little grind of the hips against his strong, bare chest as he struggled beneath her.

“Come on Felix, you are so close,” she taunted, enjoying the look of frustration in his eyes. “Surely you can get a little thing like me off of you, when the rewards are so great. Or is it simply that you’re enjoying being underneath me? Perhaps you would prefer my ownership to your freedom?”

He struggled mightily while she spoke, but Valeria soon felt the energy begin to drain from him. Donna didn’t bother with advice or admonishment, instead allowing her young charge to have her fun. Valeria resisted some of her more perverse urges, holding back on the idea of mocking him further or spitting in his red, exhausted face. Instead, she simply allowed the fight to drain completely out of him, before standing up and placing her foot on his chest.

“Do you submit?”

The defeated Felix merely coughed in response, utterly and embarrassingly exhausted. Valeria felt the thrill of victory run through her as she looked down at him, pride mixing with lust in her fevered mind. Still, through, she wanted more. This had been too easy, simply a satisfying warm-up, the first bite of a many course feast. Her eyes now fixed on a greater challenge, the wiry and determined-looking man who waited to the side. He would be harder to beat, but that would make the reward all the more enjoyable.

“Get naked, crawl to the corner, and kneel,” Valeria commanded, speaking to her victim underfoot but looking at her next opponent. The man hesitated, even after she pressed her foot down hard.

“Do as the lady says,” Donna intoned from the sidelines. “A wager is a wager, and you gave your word.”

This time he did as he was told, avoiding Valeria’s smirking eyes as he rolled off the leather shorts. She was intrigued to see that his thick cock was engorged, not fully erect but surely showing signs of arousal. Was that simply from the proximity of the body, or did something about this humiliating situation turn him on?

Well, if he enjoys humiliation he is going to be in luck, Valeria thought.

She removed her foot and allowed Felix to crawl away, enjoying the comical sight of his heavy, dangling balls swinging between his legs before turning her attention to her new foe. She caught him giving Felix a brief look of disgust and disappointment before he began moving into position. The ease with which she had dispatched her first opponent had surely given him pause for thought since it was clear now that she would be no pushover. Nevertheless, while he did not look overconfident, neither did he look afraid. The only expression she could make out was determination.

“Your name?” she asked as they met in the center of the room.

“Titus,” he replied, his voice cold and haughty. Yes, this was a man with pride, pride that she would enjoy destroying.

“Hmm, Titus. I used to have a pet dog called Titus. He would follow me around and sleep at the bottom of my bed. Perhaps I will grant you the same honor.”

He could see exactly what she was trying to do by getting under his skin, but that didn’t mean that it wasn’t working. He might be focused on winning to gain his material rewards, but subconsciously his anger and wounded pride might push him to make a mistake.

“Begin!”

Valeria went on the attack but found her opponent to be cautious and slippery. Titus batted away hands as she tried to get a grip on him and refused to be drawn into any hasty advances. Valeria felt herself getting frustrated and was almost undone completely when she made an ambitious shot for his legs which he countered by sprawling backwards. She extricated herself with a quick scramble but knew that she was lucky not to have ended up crushed underneath him. She saw a slight smile play upon his face as he measured her up.

Finally, a proper fight, she thought.

Valeria allowed herself to begin breathing heavily, signaling to her opponent that she was tiring. She went on the defensive, letting him probe her defenses and build up his confidence. She knew the ploy was working when Donna began shouting advice from the sidelines, clearly worried that her student had forgotten her training in the heat of competition.

Titus spotted an opportunity and barreled forward, ducking underneath her outstretched arms to drive his head into her chest while scooping up one leg. He drove her to the floor, quickly readjusting his hands in an attempt to pin her shoulders to the floor and drain her of energy, as she had done to Felix. In his haste he didn’t seem to notice that Valeria had managed to cross her ankle behind his back, her legs now positioned on either side of his ribs.

Perfect.

She began to squeeze, feeling his ribs contract between her thighs. He may not have noticed when he looked at her, but Valeria’s small body was tightly muscled, with her hips and thighs built up from countless hours of gymnastics and wrestling. First came discomfort, then pain, followed by his face turning red as he struggled to breathe evenly. Surprised by her strength but still determined and composed, Titus reached back towards her feet, trying to break apart her ankles so he could escape from between her legs. It was the correct move, showing that he had some experience, but it was also predictable. She reached up and grabbed behind his neck, breaking his posture and pulling him down toward her chest. She isolated his right arm and swung her right leg over his left shoulder before slinging her left leg over the dangling foot, capturing him in a perfectly timed triangle choke.

Her thigh was pushed against one side of his neck while the other side was pushed against his shoulder, restricting his ability to breathe. Valeria knew that this choke could render a man, or in her experience up until now a woman, unconscious in a matter of seconds. With enough force lack of air would be the least of their problems, with this technique often stopping the flow of blood to the brain for a quick KO. However, she held off applying maximum pressure, wanting him to submit rather than pass out. She brought him to the edge of sleep repeatedly, looking over at Felix kneeling naked in the corner and occasionally blowing him kisses. To her great amusement and satisfaction, his cock appeared to be stiffening in response.

“Give in,” Valeria advised. “You’re already beaten.”

She spoke the truth. The longer this went on the weaker his body got, meaning whatever hope he had of escaping the chokehold could only recede further into the distance over time. Valeria admired his refusal to give in, his fight in the face of certain defeat. This is what she wanted, the triumph of overcoming real, determined resistance. He was a brave, strong, and worthy opponent, but she was still going to make him submit, then make him beg and degrade himself. She could feel herself moisten at the thought and at the experience, finding an unmistakably sexual pleasure in the feeling of his body weakening against her. She grabbed his head and pulled it down, deepening the choke while pressing his face against her leather-clad cunt.

“Can you smell that? You better get used to it, because once you submit to my skill you are going to submit to my pussy. Come on, the faster you give in the sooner you can get a taste,” she doubted he could even hear her words, but saying them made her feel powerful.

Titus struggled once more, but within seconds he was done. He raised a finger on his free hand and Valeria released him, laughing in triumph.

“Well done, well done! I would rather you hadn’t toyed with them, but there you go,” Donna strode over and gave her a big hug, ignoring the man struggling to catch his breath on the ground.

“You have taught me well!”

“I have more comments for you, but that can wait. I wish to join the festivities, and I believe you have a wager to collect,” Donna laughed. “Boys, remember the deal. You will still be well paid for your time and your silence. Any misbehavior and you will have to answer to me.”

With that Donna turned and left, confident that the men would follow the rules of the wager. No matter what Valeria put them through, it would be better than the alternative. And anyway, serving the needs of this gorgeous young aristocrat in the bedroom was not such a shabby task.

“Come kneel in front of men, and Titus you get naked.”

Both men were attractive in defeat, with Titus being especially alluring. He had a long, drooping cock to match his lanky frame, and the look of sullen defeat in his eyes was as sweet as honeyed wine to her. Valeria drank in the sight and feeling, imagining herself as a champion of the arena or a new Hercules. Gods, this felt good. But as good as it felt, and despite all her fevered imaginings up to this point, she wasn’t quite sure what to do next.

What she would have dearly loved to do was to fix some leashes around their necks or their balls and parade them around the estate like her newest pets. She could show off her prizes like she was a general receiving a triumphal procession, making them kneel before her to the delight of her highborn friends. She would have loved to see their embarrassment as the servant girls pointed and laughed at their nakedness and defeat. It would feel good to stamp her victory all over their bodies in public.

Such fantasies would have to remain just that, unfortunately. It would invite too much attention and risk bringing shame upon Valeria and her family. Her victory would have to remain private, for now, but would be no less fun for it. Indeed, in private she could play the most intimate types of games.

She considered having some fun with them right then and there in the training room, but instead decided to retire to her bedchambers where they could serve her best. She might be a conquering warrior, but she was also a noblewoman. It was time for her to be waited on hand-and-foot. A corridor connected their gymnasium to her bedroom, meaning that she wouldn’t even have to let them get dressed.

“You are a lucky pair of boys! We’ll be going to my bedchambers where I will explain how our arrangement is going to work. If you misbehave a lot I will involve Donna or my father, which you would most certainly regret. If you misbehave a little, I will gladly correct you myself. If you behave well, you may be rewarded. Now, follow me on your hands and knees, and be glad I don’t make you crawl the whole way on your bellies.”

With that she turned and walked towards the exit, her body tingling with anticipation.


Empress Of The Bedroom

Valeria’s bedchambers had been prepared just as she had instructed. Her maids had laid out a selection of fruits, cured meats, and cheeses, her usual post-workout snack, as well as some wine and a large pewter jug filled with warmed milk and honey. In the corner of the room was a large circular bathtub, filled with warm water. Their estate had been built over a natural hot spring, providing them with a constant supply of warm water even in the depths of winter, a marvel and source of envy to even the richest of her family’s friends.

Her ritual of relaxation, usually enjoyed alone or with a select servant from the household, would have to wait for a moment. First, Valeria wanted to introduce her prizes, her pets, to their new roles.

“For the next three days you are to address me as Domina, obey me like an owner, and worship me like a Goddess,” she explained to the naked men kneeling in front of her. “I am not a harsh mistress. If you please me then you may be rewarded, blessed with my touch and attention. It can be fun for us all, more fun even than the drinking and dancing and other frivolities that you might otherwise have been engaging in. At the very least, it’s far better than the fate that would have awaited you if you had been defeated in the arena. Now, kiss my feet and thank me.”

They each did as they were told, lowering their lips to her bare feet and reciting thank you, Domina, as instructed.

Felix’s kiss was reverent while Titus’s was hasty, reflecting their different attitudes towards their situation. Felix seemed to have taken his defeat well, his eyes shining back at her with an admiration that seemed to meld into a natural state of submissiveness. Valeria found it endearing and looked forward to his fawning attention over the next few days. Perhaps she could turn that against him, playing with his desires and his mind?

Titus looked at her with no less lust, but it was shot through with wounded, sullen pride. He was a sore loser, which made the idea of dominating and humiliating him all the sweeter. His resistance is what made him a worthy opponent and such a sweet prize.

“I want you to worship the body that beat you. Start at the bottom and work your way up with soft kisses,” Valeria commanded. The men followed her instructions, starting at her feet and then making their way up, one on each side of her body. She closed her eyes and pictured herself as a goddess, receiving supplication from her loyal priests.

“Yes, that’s it. Kiss the strong legs that squeezed the air out of you,” she directed them, offering up her body for their worshipful kisses. Her thighs, her hips, her tight stomach, and then her flexed arms. It felt glorious, both soothing and exciting, sending a rush of power and sexual excitement through her which bordered on religious ecstasy.

“Enough,” Valeria eventually said, stepping back from them. She wanted more of this, much more, but she had all the time in the world to put their mouths to work. Valeria perched herself on the edge of her bed and directed her charges to bring her a glass of wine and a basin for her feet. She wanted the sweat and grim of her exercise washed off of her, and as much as she enjoyed the idea of having them clean the dirt from between her toes with their tongues, she knew that their slobbering would only partially do the job. Perhaps some other time.

“Pour the milk into the basin,” she commanded Felix imperiously, wiggling her toes in the basin, “before it gets cold.”

He looked back at her with shock and envy. Milk baths were not unheard of but were more associated with decedent Eastern empresses than well-bred Roman ladies. To a man raised working on the estate it would also have seemed like an extravagantly wasteful use of useable milk and expensive honey. Nevertheless, he followed her command while Titus poured her some wine, and soon they were both diligently cleaning and massaging her tired feet.

Valeria lay back and enjoyed the sensation, sipping on her wine and allowing herself to soak in the glorious sunshine of victory. Her whole life people had been groveling and serving her, but this was different because she had earned it. Her pleasures would be well deserved, and her cruelties would be those of a victorious warrior rather than those of a spoiled brat. That made all the difference.

“Oh, you are being such good pets,” she murmured, lifting her feet out of the basin. “You’ve earned yourself a little taste.”

Felix understood her and reacted with unexpected speed, lapping at the milk dripping off her feet. His eagerness to debase himself surprised, thrilled, and excited Valeria, who hadn’t really thought either of them would do it without cajoling. Titus, on the other hand, looked at his partner in servitude with disgust. That made Valeria all the more determined to break him.

“Oh, are you too good for the treat I am being kind enough to give you? I’m offering you honey and milk, and the divine sweat of a victor. Did you know that some people believe consuming the sweat of a great gladiator can make you stronger?  You should be honored. Now, lick!”

The proud man reluctantly brought his lips to her foot and kissed, before gingerly extending his tongue to lick the sweet milk. Valeria laughed and slipped her big toe into his mouth, resisting the urge to touch herself. Soon, she thought. Felix, meanwhile, assumed his reverent massage, looking almost jealously at his humiliated companion.

“Good puppies,” she purred, “I want to see you lap up the milk.”

Even Felix looked puzzled at that for a moment, but he caught on quickly when she pointed down at the wide pewter bowl. He bent his head and lapped at it for a moment like a huge, naked cat, drawing appreciative giggles from Valeria. She turned stern a moment later, though, when Titus baulked at her little game.

“Get your head down there and drink, or the only thing you’ll be drinking for the next three days is my piss, you ungrateful little cur! You’re the one who made this bet, now you better be man enough to bloody stick to it!”

Whether it was the threats or the wounded pride, her words did the trick. She felt a rush of perverse joy run through her as he sullenly lowered his head to the basin and began to drink in tentative little licks and sips. Valeria watched for a moment and then placed her foot on the back of his head, pushing him spluttering down into the milk.

“That was fun!” she declared, clapping her hands as she released him. “Now, it’s time for my bath. I will bathe myself, since I don’t trust either of you clumsy oafs to wash my hair any more elegantly than you could fight.”

Valeria made her way to the bath and began to disrobe with her back to them, first pulling off her leather chest covers and then shimmying out of her shorts. She was well aware of how beautiful she was, with round and juicy buttocks sitting atop her well-muscled legs. She shook that rump briefly before turning around to take in their predictably dumbfounded, gawping expressions. Even Titus looked awestruck and revenant, like a cultist beholding his goddess. Men are so easy, she thought.

“Since I’m doing you both the immense honor of seeing my body, I want you to put on a little show for me. Kneel there and stroke yourselves, give me something amusing to look at while I relax.”

The men looked sheepish, but her stern look told them she was serious. She slipped into the warm water and regarded them with a look of amused detachment as they began to play with themselves. While their faces spoke of reluctant embarrassment their bodies engaged eagerly in the task, stiffening prodigiously in response to the sight of her. Both of them had a mad hunger in their eyes that Valeria couldn’t wait to stoke further.

“Now, I’m enjoying the show and don’t want it to end too soon, so neither of you better spill your seed. You are to stop touching yourself before you finish or else there will be hell to pay. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Domina,” they answered, not quite in unison but close to it. She would mold them into a servile little unit soon enough.

“I will need to be pleasured, after this,” Valeria mused. “Would either of you put yourself forward to do the honors?”

“I would, Domina,” they answered, almost tripping over their words in haste.

“Beg for it then, convince me you deserve the privilege.”

It was Titus who was quickest off the mark this time.

“I would love to pleasure you in the way to deserve, Domina,” he said, suave and confident. “I have skilled fingers, a patient tongue, and the stamina to last as long as you need.”

“A patient tongue? You’ve lowered yourself to being a woman’s pussy licker before?”

Such activities were taboo, considered an aberrant reversal of the natural order. But then again, thought Valeria, look what’s going on beyond closed doors right now.

“I have not,” he admitted, caught between pride and desperation, “but I would gladly do so for you.”

She shivered at the words and the thought, her hand working its way down toward her sex when Felix chimed in.

“I am unworthy of such a goddess as you, but it would be my honor to pleasure you in any way you see fit. A woman as beautiful, strong, and skilled as you deserves more than I could offer, but it would be a privilege to serve you in any way you like. My mouth would be blessed by the lowest speck of dirt from your body, and I would be yours to play with as you please.”

Now Valeria was practically on the edge. Felix may have seemed shy and halting, but he had a talent for praise, and his natural submissiveness was like an aphrodisiac.

“Oh, your words are sweeter Felix, and you know your place. But I appreciate Titus’ high standards. Here’s what I’m going to do– I will allow you both to pleasure me with your mouths. Try hard, because whoever does best may get a little reward.”

“At the same time?” Titus asked, eyes agog.

“I have two feet, two hands, two breasts, don’t I?” she rose out of the bath, feeling like a nymph, a muse, a paragon of beauty. “We can start there and see how we get on.”

Valeria allowed them to dry her off and then lay stretched out on her bed, directing them to each lie by her side. She had them start at her neck, a spot she always found particularly sensitive. Titus’ mouth was hungry, confident, and insistent while Felix continued to show a gentle reverence for her body. The contrast was delicious, and she began to think about how she could use their divergent personalities for her own amusement while they kissed and nibbled.

After a few moments she raised her arms and had them nuzzle and kiss her armpits, part of her wishing that she had made them do this before her bath had washed off the bulk of her scent and taste. Still, it felt glorious and decadent, with the thoughts running through her head just as stimulating as the sensations in her body.

“You’ve earned my breasts, be gentle with them. Remember, whoever’s tongue impresses me most will get the honor of serving me more intimately.”

That idea seemed to motivate both men, whose marble-hard cocks pressed insistently against her. No doubt they were imagining what it might be to fuck her. Titus was perhaps even misguided and confident enough to believe it was likely to be his reward. Keep dreaming, Valeria thought to herself, it will be me doing the fucking, if anyone.

They sucked and licked with busy, desperate tongues while she held the back of their heads possessively. Valeria could feel a hot insistence running through her body and knew that she couldn’t resist her own release much longer. She pushed their faces away, Felix letting out an adorable whine of loss as he was denied access to her nipple, and stood.

“You are both such good pets, I think I will have to use you both,” she propped one foot up on the edge of the bed, exposing her most intimate area to them. Titus’s eyes went straight between her legs, staring at the object of his desire with lewd enthusiasm. Felix, on the other hand, drunk in the entire sight of her like she was some radiant goddess.

“Titus, you will lick my pussy. I want to see if you have more skill with your tongue than you had on the mat. And Felix, I will take you at your word and give you the blessing of my asshole.”

Felix moved forward eagerly, taking his place on his knees behind her. Titus hesitated for a moment, perhaps disappointed by the task or confused about the logistics.

“There is plenty of space for both of your mouths to get to work. Unless you would rather I give Felix the run of my body and relegate you to some lower role? Footstool, perhaps?”

That brought Titus to his knees, where he belonged. He began by kissing her thighs, but Valeria was beyond the need for teasing. Instead, she pulled his face into her wet sex, forcing his nose into her black mound of hair. His tongue found her entrance and probed inexpertly, bringing her pleasure tinged with frustration.

“I will have to train you to lick pussy properly. But don’t worry, we have plenty of time,” Valeria said, as much to herself as to her charge. “Put your tongue out, long and flat.”

He followed her instructions, allowing Valeria to take the back of his head and begin grinding. She was fucking his face now, using him like a whore, like an object, grinding her wetness onto him like she was trying to leave a mark. Meanwhile, Felix attempted to kiss her ass, following its movement as she gyrated forward.

“Spread my ass and lick it, you pathetic loser,” Valeria growled, feeling herself approach the desperate peak of sensation. He did as he was told, the feeling of his tongue lapping at her asshole driving her to an even higher level. The waves of physical pleasure were powerful, but nothing compared to the deep thrill of victory well deserved and of humiliation dished out to willing, desperate sluts.

It didn’t take long for the sensations to drive her to the brink of climax with Felix’s tongue probing at her hole while she used Titus’s face to stimulate her clit. A wave of pleasure and release washed through her as the culmination of her long-held ambitions and desires reached a beautiful, sensual crescendo. As she screamed out her orgasm Valeria pictured, in a flash of brilliant inspiration, all of the things that she could do with them.

She could trample their prone bodies until they begged for mercy.

She could take turns riding both their faces until they were drenched in her juices.

She could use their rock-hard cocks as her personal playthings.

She could do absolutely anything she liked.

As she came down from her Olympian high those desires didn’t disappear, but they did fade into the background as exhaustion took over. She would have plenty of time to play with her new toys over the next few days, as the festival of Saturnalia gave her the three of them the perfect cover. For now, she wanted to nap. But first, she had to make one final, merciful offer.

“If either of you would like to leave, I will allow you to do so now. I’ll think you a coward and a terrible bore, but I’ll consider your part of the wager complete,” Valeria crawled into bed, not even looking at the cum-stained faces of her defeated opponents. “But if you would prefer to stay, you may find both pleasure and reward amidst the pain and servitude of the next few days.”

Felix stayed exactly where he was, as expected, but to her slight surprise Titus also remained. Good, she thought, two pets are better than one.

“Good boys, I’m pleased you know your place. Now, I want to rest for an hour or so. In the meantime, you can both kiss my feet. You have one each. While you’re doing that you can think about how you were defeated by a superior woman.”

With that Valeria settled under her sheets for a well-earned rest. As she felt soft kisses begin to caress her victorious feet, images of the fun to come began to dance and swim in her head.

It was good to be a winner.
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