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Welcome to Saturnalia, the Roman festival renowned for wild displays of sensuality and vice. Slaves become masters and masters become slaves as rich and poor alike reveal in the thrill of role-reversal and the joy of debauchery. What Bacchanalian delights await us tonight?


Before the Festival

“Julia, draw your eyes away from that man, and fetch my wine!” Antonia sharply rebuked her maid, “You weren’t bought here so you could spend your time admiring the guards.”

Antonia enjoyed the rosy blush that came to the younger woman’s face as she rushed to fetch a carafe. She loved teasing and embarrassing the young servant-girl Quintus had recently provided for her, though it was an easy sport. Her wealth afforded her the leisure to devise amusements for herself which her indulgent but oft-absent husband rarely provided, and she had already laid the groundwork with Julia for the approaching festival of Saturnalia. And with Uster, the hulking guard who Julia couldn’t seem to keep her wide eyes from following.

Antonia had noticed the obvious infatuation several weeks earlier, as the two servants constantly stole glances and exchanged nervous smiles. She had also heard whispers among the household of their burgeoning romance. Antonia blamed neither for the attraction, finding it both sweet and enticing, like a decadent dessert. And, like any sweet treat, it must be savored.

Uster was a perfect specimen, brought to Roman lands as a captured tribesman from Thrace. He had served Quintus as a guard for several years and had shown absolute loyalty in his time with them. The regular training he undertook had honed his tall body, but despite his martial prowess his eyes were kind and energetic.

Julia was no less of a beauty, though she might have been thought of more as adorable than alluring. Raised as a servant after being found abandoned as a child, she had the obedience born of her upbringing but also a little of the spirit of a freeborn Roman. Her eyes were vibrant green and her long hair was dark blond, flowing down to her back when it was not fashioned into a typical braid. She was shapely and perhaps a little plumper than most servants, reflecting Antonia’s soft and generous nature.

Still, the lady of the estate must take her pleasures somewhere, and of late she had been rather crueler to this particular pair. Knowing their desire to steal a moment together, Antonia had resolved to instead keep them apart at all costs by ensuring they worked at different times and in different places. She had plans for Saturnalia, and intended to make sure that the two potential lovers would be unable to resist playing along with them. She had increased the pressure on the pair in other ways, having Uster guard the door when she and her husband were loudly abed together. As Julia gave her daily massage she would tell tales her sexual exploits to the silent girl, expounding each sensuous detail and feeling her maid shiver with quiet frustration.

The previous night she had gone further, demanding that Julia remain in the room while Quintus took her. Antonia’s husband was full of wine and bravado, and had paid little attention to the shy servant girl. Despite the coolness of the evening Antonia had insisted that Julia remain in the room to fan them and provide water, and though the young girl was scandalized she obeyed. Julia had tried valiantly to keep her eyes from the coupling in the ornate bed, though she could not avoid the sounds of Antonia’s theatrical moaning. Nevertheless, Antonia caught her sneaking glances at her husband’s back and legs, still tightly muscled from his time in the Legions. While Quintus lay panting, having shot his seed across her belly, Antonia looked up at Julia and demanded a cloth. She had toyed with the notion of having Julia clean her but had resolved not to embarrass the girl too much. Instead, she merely demanded that Julia rub her tired body. The servant girl took her place at the end of the bed, Quintus already beginning to snore. As Julia took her mistress’s soft feet in her hands, Antonia could feel her tension and need in her movements. She had drifted to sleep with Julia’s eager hands working on her legs as dreamed of the treat they would both have, come Saturnalia.

Julia returned with the carafe and placed it next to her mistress.

“Pour me a glass, why else would I have asked for it, girl?” Antonia often feigned anger and impatience with her servants, knowing the power of a sharp tongue on a submissive mind. In truth she was slow to anger and quick to kindness.

“Of course, my apologies.”

Antonia wondered if she sensed more than just distraction and excitement from the young woman. She seemed almost a little resistant, as if resentful over Antonia’s efforts to tease her. That worried Antonia a little but also made her hopeful. It would add a frisson to the evening’s entertainment.

“Julia, rub my shoulders, would you?” Antonia spoke more softly as the girl complied. “Are you excited for this week’s festivities? It will be our first Saturnalia together.”

“Yes, it is my favourite time of the year.”

“And how was it celebrated in your old household?” Antonia had acquired her from a friend seven months earlier. The woman had complained that Julia’s beauty was an unneeded distraction for her licentious husband, whose reputation around the city was becoming an embarrassment. Antonia had gladly volunteered to take the young servant off her hands, knowing she could put her to good use.

“In the usual manner. After the sacrifices we would prepare the meals, but the masters would serve us first. After that we played games together. The men gambled and we all went to the streets to enjoy the music and dancing,” Julia spoke of it fondly, though Antonia knew the previous mistress’s household to be rather austere and conservative.

“And the December liberty? You could speak freely to your masters?”

“Yes, within reason of course.”

“Well, we shall do things quite similarly here, with a few additions. I want you to speak with absolute freedom,” Julia made a polite noise in the affirmative. “I also intend to give you a special treat, as you have become ever so valuable to me.”

“Thank you, mistress,” Julia said.

“Please, call me Antonia. For tonight.”

“Thank you, Antonia.”

“Would you like to know what your special gift is?”

“Yes, please Antonia.”

Antonia stood, turned and took Julia’s hands.

“This evening, from midnight, I will allow you to act as the mistress of the house. I will wait on you, and you will sleep in my bed. More than this, I will allow you one companion for the night. You can choose from any of the available men in the household,” Antonia knew her husband would be out with his companions tonight, and most of the servants would be busy with their preparations.

Julia’s eyes widened as her face glowed a bright red.

“Does that sound exciting?”

“Yes Antonia, thank you,” Julia’s mind was clearly already racing with the possibilities, and she was no doubt decided on which companion to choose.

“Do you have a man in mind, Julia?” Antonia already knew the answer from the flickering of her servant’s eyes.

“Yes. Uster,” Julia couldn’t contain a little smile as she said his name. She was amazed, and still somewhat unbelieving, at the rich Roman woman’s generosity. This went far beyond what she could have expected.

Antonia smiled.

“Your wish is my command.”


Roman Bath

The day had passed quickly for Julia as she helped to prepare the bustling manor for the festivities. The various servants of the household were given the opportunity to wash in the small bathhouse attached to the large estate, but Antonia had insisted Julia forgo the public bathing. She was instead to accompany her mistress to the bathhouse alone, shortly before midnight.

When the time came, they walked there largely in silence. The sound of the kitchen workers preparing for the coming days drifted over the courtyard, the servants sounding in better spirits than usual as they anticipated the temporary freedom of the coming week. The household was largely a happy one, and the servants were glad to have ended up where they were. Their loyalty was largely ensured by the knowledge that worse could await them in many other households. Much worse, if they were to find themselves in the fields or in mines.

Julia entered the bathhouse behind the beckoning Antonia. It was a modest size, but beautiful, with a central pool ringed with smaller cisterns around the wall. During the day it would have been sunlit through the windows at the top of the vaulted roof, but there was instead a series of candelabras and lucerna dotted around the room. Antonia turned and smiled kindly at her maid.

“The switching of roles at Saturnalia has always fascinated me,” Antonia explained, “But wearing freedmen’s hats and serving meals at slightly different times seems a little meagre. Unimaginative. For your service recently, I wish to give you a special reward. Something to remember.”

“Thank you, mistress,” Julia replied, still confused but increasingly excited.

“Antonia, please. You are to have complete freedom when we are in my room, and I have ensured Uster will obey your every instruction. I wish to give you a taste not just of freedom, but of indulgence. However, I must warn you that you are not to speak of this to anyone, or I shall have you working in the whorehouse. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I swear I will mention this to no-one,” Her voice shook slightly.

“Good, and that goes for you to,” Antonia shouted back, at the corner of the bathhouse.

Julia’s eyes had adjusted to the low light, and she now noticed Uster standing still and silent in the shadows of the room. The light from the candles flickered seductively across his bare body. Julia let out a small gasp as she noticed he was stark naked.

“A fine choice Julia. Your time will come shortly. But first, I want to give you a taste of luxury. Come.”

Antonia took her hand and led her to a bench at the side of the room with a small foot basin. She walked behind her young maid and removed her tunic from behind. She then removed the strophium around Julia’s chest, an action which attracted the attention of the normally stoic Uster. Julia’s breasts were large, but firm and youthful. The tall guard could not keep his eyes from her. Many Roman mistresses would feel some jealousy, but Antonia was far beyond that. She was more than just secure in her own power and beauty: she was by now practically bored of it. She liked to play with her privilege, to revel in the feeling of giving adoration to others.

Julia was nervous in her nakedness, but her long ingrained habit of obedience prevented her from dissenting. She looked glad when Antonia told her to sit, not yet removing her lower undergarments. Antonia found a small pillow and knelt at Julia’s feet, taking them and placing them into the basin of warm water.

“Have you been with a man before?” Antonia asked gently, while running a warm cloth up and down Julia’s legs.

“Y-yes Antonia.” Julia’s embarrassment returned.

“Since you joined my household?”

“No, not since long before,” it was the truth. Julia’s longing was palpable.

“Ah,” Antonia let out a satisfied noise. “So, you have been denied for quite some time. Tell me, what will you have Uster do?”

“I have not given it much thought,” Julia lied.

“Oh, but you have. Tell me, did you dream about him touching you? Did you think to have him kiss you and worship you like Venus?” Julia squirmed in both shame and delight. “Did you spend today dreaming of what you would have him do? Or perhaps you imagined him taking you, throwing you to the bed and ravishing you?”

Antonia was herself excited now, and she put down to cloth to begin rubbing the slave girl’s legs.

“You must be desperate, you poor creature. I do hope you forgive me, but the waiting will make the moment even sweeter.”

“You kept us apart deliberately Antonia?” Julia was not quite angry, not given the enormity of the gift that her owner was providing her. Nevertheless, she displayed some resentment. Surely, all she wanted was to be left alone with that man. To climb on him and claw at him, to roll around in the sheets during some stolen moment. Well, Antonia had other plans.

“I did. It will be worth it. You’ll see,” Antonia had worked her hands onto Julia’s thighs, and now moved them just under the loincloth to the top of her legs. Her fingers brushed the sensitive area at the inside of Julia’s thighs, bringing a small gasp and big shiver from the girl. “And if it isn’t, then I’m sure we will find some other way to make you happy.”

Julia shuddered as the older woman moved her hands away suddenly.

“Come, let us bathe.”

Julia removed her last piece of clothing and moved silently to help Antonia with her tunic. As Antonia removed her own undergarments, Julia took the opportunity to look over at Uster. Still shrouded in semi darkness, she could now make out his stiffness. She wondered what he might think of this situation, and whether it was a regular occurrence at the estate. Indeed, this was her first festival at her new household, and it could be full of these amazing surprises. Perhaps Quintus, the man of the house, knew of them? Perhaps he was even now indulging in his own perversions.

The women slipped into the warm bath without a word. Julia had seen her mistress naked incalculable times, helping her dress and giving her regular massages as she had been trained to do. Still, Antonia felt Julia look at her with new eyes. She knew that she looked as magnificent as a lady of her station should. Her black hair was fashioned into a tight braid which ringed her crown before being formed into a tight bun at the back. This was similar to Julia’s own hairstyle, but more ornate as she did not have to construct it herself. Antonia’s body was slimmer than Julia’s, despite her leisurely lifestyle. She had the wide hips and small, rounded breasts so desired by Roman men. Julia clearly felt self-conscious about the relative largeness of her bust, and Antonia had noticed that she often wore her strophium too tightly in order to hide their size. Nevertheless, Uster seemed enamored of them, perhaps reflecting his barbarian tastes.

“Uster, come here.” Antonia said, with her eyes closed as she relaxed in the pool.

She thought she could hear Julia’s heart beat faster as he approached. They could now clearly see his large erection, and a strong sense of embarrassment in his face.

“Do you find Julia beautiful, Uster?” Antonia asked, now regarding her servant from across the pool.

Julia slid down further into the pool, attempting to hide herself in the water. Her expression was a delectable mixture, filled with both shame and need. She may not have liked the feeling of being on display, but she surely couldn’t help but enjoy the look of admiration in both Uster and Antonia’s eyes.

“She is beautiful, mistress.” Uster said after a moment, slightly lost for words. Part of him feared must have feared being too effusive about the young women in the presence of their mistress, or perhaps he was simply flustered by the loveliness in front of him.

“You can speak freely now Uster, I have told you that. Come, I was told you used to like reciting poetry on journeys with my husband.”

It was true, if somewhat embarrassing. His Latin had become quite strong and though he couldn’t read, he was known to enjoy listening to and memorizing poems.

“She is wonderful, a goddess. I have dreamed about her every night since I met her and admired the glow of her beauty in each waking moment,” he struggled to find words, having lived a soldier’s life, but he clearly wished to tell her how much his body ached for her without imparting the crudeness of the visions entertaining his mind.

“Much better. And you want her, now?”

Uster thought for a response, deciding to use not his own words but someone else’s.

“We are ever striving after what is forbidden, and coveting what is denied us.”

“Ovid! How wonderful,” Antonia said, enjoying his attempts at romance despite the strangeness of the situation. “Now, please go and check the water clock over there and tell me when it is passed midnight.

Both women admired his firm buttocks and tightly muscled back as he turned and walked to check the clepsydra. Julia looked lifted by his words, weightless in the warm water with a newfound look of dreamy contentment. Her previous fumbles with other servants would have lacked all of the romance and suspense of this evening. Antonia felt electric with excitement as she envisioned the culmination of her little plan.

Uster returned a few minutes later, informing them that midnight had passed.

“Wonderful, you and Uster shall have my room tonight, and I will wait upon you. Uster will do all that you command, as will I, within reason. Do you understand?”

Julia nodded in response, hardly able to contain herself any longer, and Antonia wondered if she could make it back to the room before leaping on the tall Thracian.

“Good, then let us go.”


A Night of Liberty

The three made their way to the room, clothed to protect their modesty as they crossed the courtyard. Antonia ushered them inside and poured them both a glass of sweet red wine from a large silver carafe. The perfume in the room smelled of pomegranates and quince, calling back memories of the summer months.

“Sit down,” Antonia guided her maidservant to the well-crafted bed at the side of the room.

“Now Julia, what do you desire?”

The younger woman was as nervous as she was excited, her life of servitude leaving her quite unready for taking command.

“I- I am unsure,” she took a moment to assert herself. “I desire Uster.”

Antonia moved behind Julia and ran her long fingers down the young woman’s neck. She would have to guide them, but she didn’t mind.

“Do you desire to be a free woman?” Antonia asked, slipping Julia’s tunic down her shoulder and onto her arms, allowing her to knead her servant’s shoulders gently.

“Yes, of course, though I am very happy in your household,” Julia was careful of her words, knowing that the promised liberty of Saturnalia would not stretch beyond a week. She would still need to be in the good graces of her owner.

“We have agreed to provide citizenship to all of our servants at some point,” this was common practice, as a conspicuous display of wealth and generosity. “What I would like to see tonight is what you would do with your liberty. You are free to do anything, and I would have you make the most of it. Show me Julia, The Roman Woman!”

“I will,” Julia replied. “But I am unaccustomed to commanding.”

Antonia could see she would have to help the process along. “I understand, though I have seen that you have the spirit of a true Roman woman within you somewhere. Tell me Julia, would you like to see Uster undressed?”

She nodded in reply.

“Then tell him so.”

Julia summoned her courage and spoke with as much authority as she could muster.

“Undress.”

Uster, ever obedient, removed the clothes he had donned upon leaving the bathhouse. In the flickering candlelight the women could fully appreciate his magnificence. He stood tall and still, though he was shivering slightly from excitement, embarrassment, or both. His trembling only served to throw the shape of carved muscles into sharper relief, while Julia found his vulnerability both touching and arousing. She had never known power like this over someone, and with Antonia’s gentle pampering she was relaxing into her role.

Looking closer she could see the crisscross of light scars on his chest, telling a story of war and violence that was quite at odds with his gentle manner. His eyes were filled with desire, and Julia wondered how realistic Antonia’s promise of complete control over him was. Did she even have the strength to control such a man?

“He worships you,” Antonia whispered in Julia’s ear. “Isn’t that right Uster?”

The tall Thracian nodded. “I do. She is a divine beauty.”

Julia blushed sweetly, the rosiness in her cheeks causing Uster’s face to break into a rare smile.

“Do you want him to show you?” Antonia asked, relishing both the sweetness and the sin of the scene.

“Yes, show me.”

Uster knelt on the cold ground, lowering his head to the marble floor by her feet in an instinctual act of devotion. He looked up at her, and then shyly pressed his lips to the top of her foot.

Julia felt a rush of blood and a sudden warmth between her legs. The feeling of power was exhilarating to her, as she enjoyed the attentions of Antonia behind her and Uster at her feet.

She lifted Uster’s face with her toes, looking into his brown eyes.

“More.”

He obliged, lavishing the lowest part of her body with firm kisses. He took her soft feet in his rough hands and kissed the toes, running his thumb along her arches. The slave, lifted temporarily to the role of mistress, reposed and enjoyed the sensation. As she leaned back, Antonia’s hands slipped down her tunic and caressed the top of her breasts. They looked at each other, momentarily shocked by the intimacy of the action.

Julia’s one misgiving was that she still did not understand what Antonia wanted from this evening. Though she had spoken of liberty and pleasure and rewards, Julia still wished to ensure that her mistress would be satisfied. Part of Julia had wondered if her mistress had designs upon her, but she had never shown an interest in women before. Indeed, she had always seemed to enjoy her time in bed with her handsome and distinguished husband, the sounds of their lovemaking often disturbing Julia’s fitful sleep.

Antonia sensed the younger woman’s discomfort. The sensation of being watched could be off-putting, and she wished for the couple to enjoy each other fully. She would still be able to have her fun.

“I shall take my leave but will return shortly to provide you with anything else you desire. For now, I want you to enjoy the fruits of your liberty,” Antonia took the cup of wine that Julia was still holding onto lazily and placed it on a small table. She left the room, savoring the contented look on the young woman’s face.

Julia decided to move quickly least her newfound confidence failed her.

“Is this truly what you want?” Julia asked. She worried that his passion was born of obedience, and she desperately wanted his assent when they were outside the presence of their owner.

“I do. It has been what I desired since the moment I saw you,” Uster replied, reinforcing his statement with another kiss.

“Good,” Julia purred, prodding his stiff cock with her toes. He certainly seemed sincere. “I want you to move up my legs.”

Antonia watched from behind the heavy curtain that separated the bedroom from the hall, positioning herself in such a way that she could watch without being seen. With the other slaves now out carousing in the streets or ensconced in their quarters she was quite safe to observe.

The mistress of the house had long enjoyed the thrill of voyeurism, of seeing others in the carnal act. She had received physical pleasure in abundance during her life and needed more than the mere act to keep her mind stimulated. Antonia enjoyed watching as Uster kissed Julia’s ankles and progressed up her legs, quickly moving between her two legs as if eager to reach the prize at the top.

Julia’s body was tight with tense ecstasy as Uster’s mouth reached her soft thighs. He slowed, kissing harder and grabbing onto her hips with his strong hands. She gasped as his teeth bit her lightly, her hands gripping the bedsheets, twisting them in her fingers.

Peering from behind the curtain, Antonia’s mouth opened slightly as she saw Julia lift the edge of her tunic, inviting the ravenous soldier towards her. He moved his lips to the mound at the top of her legs and kissed, before slowly beginning to lick her. Such an act was taboo in Roman society, a shameful reversal of the natural order, but that is part of what made it so delicious. Antonia’s eyes were fixed on Julia’s face, as her pretty mouth formed into an O shape.

Julia’s hands grasped the back of Uster’s head, pulling him in closer as her hips began to roll forward and back. Her fingers grasped his thick hair, but he showed no sign of pain or hesitation. He was licking faster now, and she knew she would not be able to contain herself much longer. Longing and denial had pushed her to the edge of a precipice and she dared not look down too quickly. Julia pulled his head back and looked deep into his eager face. She kissed him hard on the mouth, tasting a hint of her wetness on his lips.

“Stand up.”

He immediately obeyed, standing back as she quickly removed her clothing. He drank in the sight of her, astounded that he was finally to be with her.

Antonia smiled as she saw Julia lie back on the bed and open her legs, with Uster moving quickly between them. As he entered the gorgeous woman he gazed at her in devotion, lowering his head to her chest and gently taking her nipple in this mouth. Julia moaned in pleasure, lowering her hips to take more of him inside her. Antonia noticed that she had absentmindedly moved her hand to her own breast, gripping it tightly as she felt own growing excitement. She felt like she was on that bed with them, sharing in their moment.

Uster thrust deeper and deeper, picking up the pace as Julia wrapped her legs tightly around him. Antonia’s hand moved down to her waist, and she reached to her own wetness. Her finger started to tease as she devoured the sight of the coupling in front of her.

“Stop,” Julia said, quiet but imperious. “Hold still, inside me.”

Antonia couldn’t help but let out a gasp as Uster stopped suddenly, his arms shaking like a newly blooded warrior as he resisted the urge to keep driving. He held himself on the edge, showing devotion that went far beyond the engrained loyalty of a household guard.

There was a moment of silence. Julia turned her head to the doorway, while Uster continued looking down on his lover as if frozen in time.

“Antonia, come here,” Julia now understood. Her mistress wanted to watch, so she would give her a show. It was the least she could do.

The lady of the house entered the room after a moment, her chin pointed high despite a hint of shame. Antonia enjoyed the moment of exposure, savoring the humiliation while knowing it would never move beyond the boundaries of the carefully constructed and always temporary rituals of Saturnalia.

“I want you to hold my legs back,” Julia said, her voice firm. “If you are going to watch, you may as well help.

Antonia nodded and took her place near Julia’s head. She grasped her by the dainty ankles and pulled slightly, allowing Uster to resume his thrusting. He remained completely focused, while Julia closed her eyes and moved with his rhythm. His pace increased while he started to groan, clearly nearing climax again.

“Stop,” Julia pushed back against him as he released a small noise of want and frustration. Still, he relented, slipping out of her and standing up.

That noise did something to Julia. It gave her a sudden rush of power, with the realization that she had reduced this towering warrior to the level of a begging puppy. It was an electric feeling, driving her on to desire more from him, from Antonia, from this situation. She wanted more than just pleasure; she wanted power. Freedom and power.

“Antonia, remove your clothes if you would,” Julia remained polite, still aware of her station.

Antonia released Julia’s legs and stripped herself bare, while Julia stood. The servant was transformed, her posture straighter and stronger. Her newfound confidence seemed to recast the sculpture of her body, throwing the soft curves of her hips and breasts into greater relief.

“Sit on the bed,” Julia gently commanded, deciding to give Antonia the front-row seat she desired. “You didn’t need to hide in the corner. I would have been more than happy to put on a show for you if you asked.”

She bent and gripped the edge of the bed, her legs extended with her posterior facing Uster. The Thracian responded immediately, guiding the head of his manhood to Julia’s opening. He gripped her hips and moved in slowly as she threw her head back in joy.

Julia stared at Antonia, gasping as Uster moved deeper and deeper inside her. She spoke with her eyes, imploring her patrician mistress to take her pleasure as she wished.

Antonia seemed to recognize the look, first licking her finger and then and teasing herself softly with it. She found her own speed, rubbing in a quickening rhythm, finding pace with the increasingly hard thrusts from Uster which were in turn met by louder moan from Julia. The moans turned to screams of pleasure as Antonia moved her free hand to the young woman’s nipple, pinching it as they looked into each other’s eyes. Antonia was pleased to see the wantonness and excitement in her servant as she saw a woman with a thirst for pleasure which may, temporarily at least, match her own. Julia moved her own hand to her bud, searching for the sensation that would push her over the edge. All three were moving together, their groans and moans building as a chorus.

Julia came first, her legs shaking and her head dropping down. Uster held her up with his strong arms, maintaining his pace. Antonia climaxed a second later, driven beyond her limits by the sight of her sweet maid collapsing in carnal ecstasy.

“Come for me,” was all Julia could say, voice suddenly weak with exertion.

Uster, responsible and controlled to the last, pulled himself out as he erupted, grasping his member with his hand as he let off spurts of his seed against Julia’s pert buttocks.

Julia fell forward, placing her head in Antonia’s lap while Uster collapsed onto the bed. All three lay panting, ruined by their efforts. Julia’s eyes could barely remain open, as she enjoyed Antonia’s hand playfully stroking her hair and Uster’s heavy presence beside her. Still, despite her release and exhaustion she knew she wanted more. Julia had tasted freedom, and it was sweet. The servant-turned-mistress moved her feet into Uster’s lap, and the guard began to lazily stroke her legs without a second thought.

Antonia smiled, delighted with how the evening had worked out. She had given a gift freely and received both pleasure and sweet shame back. Perhaps she had even created a monster in Julia, her once docile maid becoming a demanding mistress in only a few hours. Still, she felt safe knowing that the true power still rested in her well-manicured hands.

Uster thought of little but his own good fortune. He had tasted victory and faced death before, but this was something new entirely. His fate had led him her and he would follow it, and his mistresses, wherever it led.

As all three drifted towards sleep, they had the same thought. Saturnalia had only just begun.
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Can Emmi learn how to embrace and wield her feminine power?

Will Luca accept his new place at her feet?

Can their relationship stand the heat?

Each book in this series can be enjoyed as a standalone novelette or in order as a complete story. Each story introduces new kinks, moving from teasing and body worship through to light humiliation, chastity, and pegging. While the action is hot and heavy femdom, it focuses on a loving couple and has a romantic HEA.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/781vh8I


The Cougars In Control Bundle

A sexy air hostess rediscovers her sexual power when she takes a nervous pilot under her wing. An art teacher tries out her ideas about edging and orgasm control on her willing model. A cocky masseuse has his fun with his sex clients, bites off more than he can chew when his boss's wife hires him for a special job.

Watch these kinky older women use their experience and authority to dominate the young studs (un)lucky enough to fall into their clutches.

These stories range from gentle femdom with lots of teasing to hard humiliation with lots in between. Expect body worship, orgasm control and rough, filthy sex.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/enxANKc
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