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About The Author

Mara Renaud is a former journalist and amateur historian currently living in the UK. After many years of writing for a living she decided to start writing for fun, and what’s more fun than kinky, wild sex?

She brings her love of learning and travel into her stories and is especially interested in the long history of human sexuality.

To follow her and read her other books please visit https://www.amazon.com/stores/author/B0797YSBSF. To be updated on new releases, discounts, and freebies visit https://storyoriginapp.com/collections/feb1e501-78fd-4e46-b1fb-0eaa8a9c929e to sign up for her newsletter. Signing up gives you a choice of two free books: a preview chapter of her upcoming novella, A Wild Girl In The West, or an erotic femdom workplace short story called Under Her Desk.


A Legionnaire’s Lament

It was the first night of Saturnalia, a multi-day festival of debauchery and decadence, yet Quintus was beginning to grow weary of the revels already. The gladiatorial games should have got his blood pumping, but tonight they were making him reflective.

“Another flagon of wine!” Flavius roared, a question to his friends and a command to his servants.

“Not for me, my friend,” Quintus began the long process of extricating himself from the celebration. “I must depart soon.”

This was met with jeers and other assorted noises of disappointment from the party of well-bred Romans around him. Flavius was an old comrade-in-arms and current political ally. Even more important, he was an excellent drinking buddy. Leaving too early was bad form, but he had other needs to take care of. Needs that didn’t require the company of men.

“Oh, stay for this next fight at least!”

Quintus agreed, accepting a small mug of wine. The fighters walked out to cheers and jeers from the massive, raucous crowd. Gladiatorial bouts between two expert fighters were rare, and this promised to be one for the ages. The first man to enter was armed with a tall shield and a spear, giving him an almost Gallic appearance that did not endear him to the crowd. It took Quintus back to his own time fighting in Gaul, fanning the flames of his dark desires as he remembered the violence and degradation of that time.

The second man was far more popular, evidently known to the crowd. He was more lightly armored, with a small shield and small curved sica as a weapon, in the style of a Thracian warrior. He appeared at a disadvantage in terms of his shield coverage and weapon length, meaning that he would have to rely on speed and skill to land a blow. This underdog status only served to further his popularity with the masses.

The salutations were met with screams from the crowd and a great roar from the thoroughly inebriated Flavius, his bloodlust increasing with each glug of wine. Like many young noblemen they had both commanded troops in the provinces, putting down a rebellion together in Gaul. While Flavius had relished the violence, Quintus had merely preformed his duty with professionalism and honor. The real thrill for him came not from the killing, but from the looks of shame and humiliation on the faces of the defeated enemy. He would not have wanted to be in their place for the world, but somehow he could not help but imagine what it must feel like to be bound and degraded. He remembered the bizarre sexual thrill he felt when their commander made a gift of a captured Gallic chieftain to the Roman governor’s beautiful wife, throwing the helpless man at her sandalled feet. She had stepped haughtily forward, stepping on the shamed man’s head like he was little more than an object. In that moment, Quintus himself had wanted to be bound and gagged in front of an imperious, cruel woman.

Similarly, their role as military tribunes may have been to enforce discipline, wielding the whip where necessary, but Quintus often found himself fantasizing about how it would feel to be on the receiving end instead. In the years since he returned to Rome his dear wife Antonia had done her best to indulge his predilections, as he did hers. Sometimes though, on nights like tonight, his desire was for humiliation greater than she could give.

The warriors circled each other slowly, jabbing and prodding to test their opponent’s range and reactions. The Gaul-like gladiator had the best of the early exchanges, using his long spear to harry his lightly armored opponent. His tall shield allowed him to walk the swordsman down, backing him towards the edge of the arena with increasingly violent intent. His searching prods became more purposeful, with one drawing blood as it found the exposed skin just above the Thracian’s left greave. That drew noise of shock from the crowd, who suddenly feared the loss of their favorite and worse, an early end to the entertainment. The swordsman didn’t flinch, however, seeming to use the wound and the crowd’s noise as a signal to go on the attack.

He ceased his careful pattern of retreat and moved forward in a zig-zag, forcing the Gaul to reposition himself quickly before he found himself flanked. The spear jabbed out but was skillfully parried by the short sword. In a flash the crowd’s favorite leaped on his prey, a long cut down the leg and another to the arm disabling his opponent. The crowd bayed for blood as the loser kneeled on his blood, but this time the decision from the distant emperor was for mercy.

“It may be out to be a small mercy, in the long run,” Flavius pointed out. “If that gladiator’s arm doesn’t heal, he may find himself in a worse place than the coliseum!”

That thought made Quintus sad. Perhaps he would look the brave warrior up in a few days and offer him a job. He had fought well and may make a good addition to his household guard. Of course, Antonia would have her say on that as well.

Quintus made his excuses and left soon after the fight ended, promising to see his friends for further revels over the next few days. It took a long time to leave the amphitheater, which was still thronged with people, but he knew the person he was going to see would wait for him. He dispatched his servants back to the villa and instructed his bodyguard to wait at a nearby taverna, the well-trained servant knowing better than to question his distinguished master. There was no shame in visiting a lupanarium, while Antonia knew and indeed approved of his dalliances, but to indulge this particular shameful fantasy he would need to be alone. And the first night of Saturnalia, the festival which saw roles reversed and social norms ignored, was the perfect time to do so.


The House of Fantasy

Wine flowed as the House of Fantasy saw the celebrations begin in earnest. This was a high-class establishment, where beautiful and cultured women entertained the great and good of the city, far different from the smokey dens of inequity in Regio II. The women were all alluring and enticing but Quintus rebuffed the first few members of the welcoming committee, holding back until he saw that special someone.

He soon caught the eye of a gorgeous, angelic woman lounging on a comfortable chair. Her hair was blond, a color that many associated with prostitutes and barbarians but which made Quintus think of some of the proud, independent Gallo-Roman women who populated Transalpine Gaul. As he studied her more closely he could see that she was in fact of Gallic descent. While saffron could be used to dye hair blond, her blue eyes could not be faked.

Her features were soft and friendly, with a small, neat nose and plump lips, but it was when she stood up to walk towards him that Quintus was able to fully appreciate her looks. Her simple white dress hung off one shoulder, loose enough around the chest to expose a hint of her full bosom but tight enough around the waist to highlight her broad hips and hourglass figure. She looked the very vision of beauty, a living embodiment of Venus. As she sashayed towards him, Quintus felt the need to sacrifice animals in her glory and to worship at her alter in any way she would allow. A lesser man might have fallen to his knees right there, but such behavior would be unbecoming of a citizen of his station.

While her look spoke of foreign extraction her accent was perfect, allowing Quintus to fall into an easy conversation with this living goddess, who revealed her name to be Galla. She laughed at his jokes and sat close to him, blessing him with her full attention. They exchanged flirtatious pleasantries for a while but it wasn’t long until she invited him upstairs to her room, an invitation he readily accepted.

The room was large and well-appointed, with hanging flowers and a large, feathered bed. They immediately locked lips, Quintus enjoying that first flush of passionate warmth. They fell onto the bed and rolled around like two young lovers in the hay, undressing each other in stages. She smelled like pomegranates and tasted like sweet wine.

Quintus ended up on top with his mouth hungrily finding her soft, white breast. She gasped and moaned beneath him, her hands caressing his back.

“May I pleasure you with my mouth, sir?” she asked, her voice like sweet honey.

“I have a better idea.”

Quintus made his way down her body, adorning her pale skin with kisses until he reached a tuft of soft, blond hair. Galla would gladly have gotten on her knees, happily debased herself for him, but tonight he wanted to give himself to someone. It was a shameful, taboo thing for a man to place himself beneath a woman like this, the kind of activity that could ruin his reputation if it ever got out. But that was why he was here– to live out these forbidden fantasies.

He began to nuzzle with his nose, teasing her with kisses on the inner thighs and enjoying the moans of pleasure and frustration he could elicit. Quintus couldn’t deny her for long though, and soon began licking her in earnest. She tasted sweet and pure, everything that his earlier dose of bloody entertainment was not. He found himself slipping into a submissive reverie, eager to please this woman, eager to focus on the happiness of another. Like a true professional she attempted several times to swap places with him, but he simply met her entreaties with a low moan that soon had her writhing back on the bed.

He had reached a place of pure, mindless contentment when suddenly the door behind him burst open. He was pulled roughly away by at least two sets of hands, his gorgeous paramour letting out a noise halfway between a gasp and a laugh as Quintus was thrown roughly to the ground. He felt several light blows rain down on him from his assailants, causing him to curl up defensively. A hand gripped his hair and pulled his head up before a voice whispered softly in his ear.

“You wish to proceed with the scene?”

“Yes,” he whispered back, giving his consent for whatever would come next.

“As you desire.”

Quintus was pulled roughly by the hair towards a door, a few sharp kicks helping him along. He found himself in an adjoining room, one far less sensual and far more austere. From the floor he could make out several intimidating pieces of furniture and hints of dark instruments, the place seeming more like a dungeon than a room for pleasure. He looked up to see his lead tormentor, a tall and severe woman dressed in something approaching a centurion's garb. She gazed down at him in disgust, a sneer on her face and anger in her eyes. He felt a shiver of fear tinged with arousal.

“Tie this swine to the post. He needs to be punished.”


The Punishment

“Fornicating on duty, corrupting the local youth. What do you have to say for yourself?”

The tall woman stood in front of him, one hand on her hip in an authoritative pose. She wore a facsimile of a legionary captain’s plumped helmet, but her clothes were considerably more revealing, with a short leather skirt and a series of straps across the torso that revealed her small, pert breasts. She looked intimidating, although of course anyone would when you were bound naked and bent over a wooden bench.

“I’m sorr-“ a sharp slap interrupted Quintus mid-apology, stinging his face.

“Shut up. I don’t need to hear your pathetic apologies. I will tell you what to say and what to think. And each time you speak, address me as Domina.”

A shiver ran down Quintus’s spine. Domina. He would address her as a servus would address a mistress, a tantalizing taboo for a man of his class. “Yes, Domina.”

“You are a disgrace. You are a pervert. You should be ashamed,” she punctuated each insult with a slap.

“I am a disgrace, I am a pervert, I am ashamed,” Quintus repeated back. Tears were beginning to well up in his eyes, something he rarely felt and never let anyone see.

“You deserve punishment.”

“I deserve punishment,” he agreed eagerly, his cock beginning to stiffen in anticipation.

“And I think that your punishment requires an audience.”

“An audience?” Quintus had arranged some of this beforehand but had asked that the details be kept secret from him. An audience had not been forbidden, but neither had it been a request.

“Yes, an audience. You may be so depraved that you come to relish the pain of punishment, but perhaps some public humiliation will help you learn your lesson,” Domina started deeply into his eyes as she said, daring him to disagree. Quintus could not protest, because she had read his desires so completely. It was pain that he wanted, but shame that he needed.

She walked out of his line of sight, making him feel even more vulnerable, like a legionnaire sensing an ambush in some dark Germanic forest. He heard the door open, followed by several sets of footsteps as his audience entered the room. He heard a few soft giggles and snorts of laughter as they took in the sight on him squirming against the ropes.

Quintus craned his neck up, looking at the gallery of people who had come to see his humiliation. Half a dozen gorgeous woman stood in front of him in various states of dress, some admiring his body with undisguised lust while others simply sneered at his predicament. His heart rushed and his cock pulsed with excitement as shame washed over him.

“I could have you spayed for your crimes, but I have decided to be merciful and punish you only with the whip.”

“Thank you, Domina.”

“And thank these women for assisting with your punishment.”

“Thank you, please discipline me as you all see fit.”

His lead tormentor selected a leather flogger from the wall and walked slowly behind him, allowing the anticipation to build. It would be a painful implement, but not as harsh as some of the long, thin whips that she could have used. Quintus felt her warm hands grasp his balls and pull them back roughly, arranging them so they dangled just under his exposed buttocks. They would make for an inviting target.

The first blow came without warning, landing across his back with a thunk.

“Apologize for your behavior.”

“I’m sorry, Domina!”

“To everyone. And make it detailed. I want to see that you understand what a pathetic disgrace you are.”

Each thud of the whip drew a further groveling apology from Quintus as he detailed his own shortcomings as a man. He apologized for his desires, his perversions, and for his lechery. He begged forgiveness for his wealth and avarice. For how he had treated women, the poor, and his defeated enemies. He cried tears of pain and sweet release as he begged forgiveness for the many sins that he had committed in the name of the empire and his own selfish desires. As he ran out of apologies to make he simply stared at his audience, his confessors, as they looked back at him with mocking smiles.

An ebony-skinned goddess in a bright blue toga stared at him with little more than indifference.  A pair of raven-haired beauties lounged on the bed in the corner, whispering jibes and jokes as he took his punishment. A busty, older woman sipped wine nonchalantly, while the rest simply enjoyed his suffering with glee. Eventually, his eyes fell on the gorgeous Galla. Her wholesome face was unreadable, an impossible mix of affection, pity, disgust, and arousal.

“Don’t look at her for sympathy, you cur!”  a sharp shot of pain ripped through his body as Domina suddenly increased the power with a practiced flick of the wrist, bringing the leather straps down across his buttocks and exposed testicles.

“I think he’s in love,” came a mocking voice, the face unidentifiable as Quintus’ eyes filled with tears.

“Adorable!” came another voice.

“Pathetic,” declared Domina. “She isn’t going to save you. In fact, I’m sure she would like nothing better than to whip you raw. Galla, come and show us.”

Galla, still stark naked, eagerly swapped places with Domina. Quintus had no allies here. He was alone in a den of lionesses, left to face his fate alone.

The blows came more softly now, almost tenderly, although his now raw skin still smarted with pain. Domina encouraged the younger woman to go harder, suggesting that she would fetch the crueler instruments if necessary, and Galla soon found her rhythm. White spots danced in Quintus’ eyes as the blows fell across his back, buttocks, and legs.

“You are a disgusting pervert, not fit to service the ladies of this house,” Domina leaned in close, hissing in his ear. “You are more fit to be a servus than a soldier. More useful as a footstool than a lover. Come on, ladies, show him what you think of him!”

The audience moved from passive enjoyment of his suffering to active participation, each woman coming forward to degrade, use, and abuse him while the precious Galla continued her assault on his beaten body.

He was slapped, scratched, and spat on as the insults rained down on him. From his bent-over position he could only partially make out who was delivering each attack on his ego, disorientating his addled and submissive mind further. He simply obeyed, accepting each indignity that was offered up to him.

He puckered up and kissed each ass that was placed in front of his face, peals of laughter coming when one woman leaned back to rub her crack across his nose like he was a scratching post. He opened his mouth when directed, receiving spit in return. He sucked and gagged on wet fingers as one woman made him taste the fruits of her own lust. Meanwhile, his cock remained as hard as a rock, his body responding positively to the abuse.

The rhythmic flogging slowed and then stopped, leaving the once proud nobleman lying broken across the bench. He remained pliant and still as the ropes around his limbs were undone and he was temporarily removed from his bondage. Two people propped him up while another attached something to his ankles. It was a long piece of wood which attached around his ankles, functioning as cuffs that would prevent him from walking. Domina forced him down to his knees and then to all fours, his head downcast and defeated.

“Yes, this is where you belong,” she said, standing in front of him and playing to the crowd like a victorious gladiator. “Now, kiss my feet and thank me for your correction.”

Domina placed her sandalled foot just out of his reach, forcing Quintus to crawl forward on his hands and knees. She suddenly moved backward just as he was reaching down to place his lips on the lowest part of her body, forcing him to crawl forward some more. This game continued for a while, Domina moving and him crawling to follow her like a loyal pet. The audience laughed and joined in, occasionally launching spit or a kick in his direction as he passed. Galla didn’t join in the humiliation directly, instead laying back on the bed to observe with interest.

Eventually they tired of this little game. Domina placed her foot on his buttocks and forced him to the ground where he wriggled like a worm. He smothered her feet with kisses while weakly thanking her for her discipline.

“In addition to your other crimes and shortcomings, you failed to please dear Galla. Crawl to her, beg to finish your task.”

After all the pain and humiliation this was the most generous reward he could imagine. Her gorgeous pussy would be the sweet nectar of the gods, a drink of water to a thirsty man. He gave thanks to Domina with kisses and words, and then wriggled across the cold floor on his belly.

He begged with all his might, his parched mouth reciting the poetry and song provided by his expensive education while the assembled woman laughed and drank. Galla simply stared down at him, an indifferent deity until, eventually, she offered a dainty foot to him. He kissed gratefully, making his way up her ankle and legs, finding his way onto his hands and knees as she parted her legs. She may not have been as gleefully sadistic as Domina, but her wetness told him that she had enjoyed his humiliation just the same.

As he began licking he felt someone stand behind him, and braced himself for more abuse. Instead, he felt a hand wrap around his cock from behind, fondling him and then stroking slowly downwards. It was pleasurable but humiliating, his cock exposed and manhandled in a most impersonal manner.

“Lick her well and I will allow you release. After all, a pervert like you needs to be milked if they are to resist distractions in the future,” Domina’s voice was sweet and deadly, like poisoned wine. “But I want you to show me some self-control. If you finish before Galla, before I give permission, then I promise you will regret it. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Domina,” he gasped, his mouth full of wet cunt.

Galla lay back and enjoyed his efforts, occasionally pulling on his hair and ears to direct him like a rider with an unruly horse. Meanwhile, Domina stroked him, sending Quintus into a sex-addled fog. His world shrank and narrowed to the essential sensations– the taste and feel of Galla’s body and the pleasure that his Domina deigned to give him.

He felt himself tumbling towards orgasm quickly, but Domina’s expert hands could sense it from his body and removed all sensation moments before the end. His cock twitched in frustration, seeking out any friction with which to achieve orgasm, and he felt the absence of her touch like a kind of pain. Nevertheless, he was pathetically grateful to her for controlling him like this, stopping him from embarrassing himself further and inviting even more punishment.

They went on like that for some time, with Domina stopping him just before he went over the edge. Sometimes she would remove her hand, sometimes she would punch or squeeze his vulnerable balls. Each time, his grunting and writhing would bring laughter from the women and a moan of pleasure from the gorgeous Galla. Soon, his licking and his torment brought her to the edge herself, her thighs gripping his head and her pussy pushing into his face as she came.

Quintus kept pleasuring her to the best of his abilities, working furiously as she reached the peak and then slowing down to soothe her with gentle licks. He didn’t know if he should stop, but busy hands were still working his aching shaft from behind while Galla made no effort to push him away.

“It might be messy if I come again,” Galla said, directing her warning to Domina rather than Quintus, abiding by some unspoken chain of command.

“Good,” Domina laughed. “I want you to unleash on his face. This pervert won’t be allowed release until his noble face is covered in your juices. I want to watch him drink your nectar.”

That declaration brought Quintus immediately to the brink of orgasm himself, her words driving home and multiplying the abject humiliation he felt. He was a nobleman, a warrior and commander, soon to be reduced to the level of a strumpet’s cumrag. The shame running through him was overwhelming, forcing him to fight with all his might not to explode in perverse pleasure.

Luckily, Galla reached her second orgasm before he reached his first. She was right to have predicted a mess, although a woman of her skill may well have been able to control such things. Her moans turned to screams as her body convulsed, bucking wildly on the bed while her hand kept his face pressed firmly against wet cunt. Quintus felt his mouth fill with her juices, acrid shame fighting with sweet desire on his tongue, and he tried to swallow it as obediently as he could manage. It just kept coming, and he pulled back instinctually as he gagged and his mouth overflowed, bringing more mocking laughter as a spurt of her cum squirted out and hit him in the face.

Pathetic cuntlicker

Pussy licker

Cumbucket

As the insults rained down on him Quintus felt the wave of his own orgasm wash over any final resistance, his body giving up the fight. He buried his face in Galla’s soft, wet mound as the hand behind him milked his cock dry. His tormentor, his Domina, kept going long past the point where it was pleasurable, roughly jerking him until he shook and cried out in pain. Galla pushed his head away from her and rolled to the side, giving him a teasing view of her delectable behind as she did so. He cried out and begged for it to stop until, eventually, it did.

“Come and thank me for letting you release your disgusting seed.”

He spun and crawled, his turning circle wide like a war elephant with his legs still hobbled in the cuffs. He reached Domina’s sandaled feet, head low in supplication, when he noticed the glistening liquid adorning her toes. He realized that while he was busy with his face in Galla’s gorgeous womanhood, Domina had deftly caught his seed on her foot to provide him with one last act of debasement.

“Clean it up you disgusting swine.”

What could he do but obey? Quintus lowered his mouth and licked, gently at first until he realized that would only prolong the humiliating task, before slurping it up greedily. The other woman laughed and mocked, goaded and chided, directing him to lick in-between her toes to avoid any of the goopy liquid. The taste was bitter in his mouth, and he wanted more than anything to wash it out with wine and sweet figs.

Instead, he received only more saliva and sweat in his disgraced mouth as each woman bid him a final farewell. A few chose to spit on him one last time, a few chose to slap him. They all had him grovel and thank them. As he kissed each pair of dainty feet he imagined them sitting around together later, reminiscing and laughing about the nobleman brought low, humiliated and tormented. His anonymity was, of course, guaranteed, but that did not make the feelings of shame any less intense.

When they were done with him they filed out, leaving him lying broken on the floor with only Galla and Domina for company. Domina freed his legs and gave him a moment to recover, before leading him to the bed where he lay with his head in Galla’s lap.

“You’ve been in the wars,” she said, stroking his head while he returned to reality. “Let’s get your back cleaned up.”

Quintus was tended to, his back cleaned and his spirit fortified with wine. When he left the House of Fantasy an hour later he was refreshed and composed, every inch the patrician man of fortune. He wondered idly whether there would be room in his bed for him to slide in next to Antonia, or indeed to curl up at her feet, or whether she would be having revelries of her own. It was, after all, Saturnalia.
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For most people Valentine’s Day means chocolates and flowers. For some it means foot worship and female domination. . .

When Don’s gorgeous new friend Vanessa muses about being swept off her feet in some grand romantic gesture, he sees an opportunity to escape the friend zone once and for all. Valentine’s Day is coming up, the perfect time to woo this stunning blonde college girl. But it doesn’t all go exactly to plan.

Vanessa might not have room in her life for a partner, but she does have space for a “little helper” – someone to clean her house, rub her feet and… maybe more. Donnie is quickly drawn under her spell, spending Valentine’s Day at her bratty beck and call. As his tasks become more humiliating and her attitude more dominant, he sees his hope of becoming her boyfriend slipping away. Instead, he finds himself firmly underneath her, closer than he had ever thought possible but as a boyfriend or equal. He soon finds out that Vanessa isn’t as innocent or wholesome as she looks, but by then it is far too late.

Watch as a young man makes a move on a woman way out of his league, only to end up willingly ruined at her feet.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/itOChnP
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Idealism meets eroticism as a striving young journalist turns her hand towards something new when she is assigned to write about a ladies’ night at an adult theater.

Paisley Parker always wanted to be a features writer, but when her New York magazine is taken over by a hip media conglomerate, she finds that the only thing they want is salacious stories about sex and sleaze. Well, if that’s what they want, that’s what she’ll give them!

Her trip to a woman’s only night at a local adult cinema gives her plenty to write about, as she finds herself falling into a world of celluloid fantasy. In the darkness of the movie theater she begins to explore her bubbling fantasies of femdom and BDSM, imagining how it would feel to be worshipped by a willing submissive or to relentlessly tease a tied-up toy.

But how will her sexy boyfriend Nick react when she comes home to put her new ideas into practice? Will he thrive under her control, or will her fantasies have to remain just that?

This short story is the first of an ongoing series about a sex and culture writer experiencing all the big city has to offer her, alongside her open-minded partner. This story contains gentle femdom and body worship, while future standalone stories will explore BDSM, swinging, and public play.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/g8ZArng
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