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    I could feel it building inside me. The heat. The passion. The energy, threatening to explode at any moment and send me into a dimension of total, unreserved bliss. I was right on the precipice and it was all thanks to my beautiful, enchanting witch domme, Clara. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you dare cum yet,” she hissed at me from behind while she sank her favorite strapped on toy deeper inside me, thrusting in and out. 
 
      
 
    “I’m trying, Mistress. You feel too good!” I cried out, my voice strained by the pleasure she was giving me. She raised a hand and spanked me hard on the ass, a red handprint burning into my pale flesh, before she grabbed hold of my hips again while she fucked me deep. 
 
      
 
    “You do not have my permission to cum. Do not disobey me,” she told me, her relentless fucking making it harder and harder to follow her command.  
 
      
 
    My arms were outstretched and held up in the air by no physical restraints, only magical ones Clara had conjured to hold me up. My feet shared the same fate, with my Wiccan domme using her powers to suspend me in mid-air while she had her way with me. I tried to be a good sub, to do as my mistress commanded, to stave off my orgasm as long as I could. But it couldn’t be helped.  
 
      
 
    I was floating in the air, my pussy being plundered by the sexy witch I was subservient to, my ass raw from spanking, my nipples being constantly tweaked by a spell Clara had cast. It was all just too overwhelmingly hot for me to handle. I screamed out in ecstasy as a toe-curling orgasm erupted inside me. 
 
      
 
    Clara pushed the thick dildo all the way in, filling up my channel completely while my pussy spasmed around it. Molten hot sex spilled out of me, seeping around the strap-on that filled my hole and dripping down onto the wooden floor of Clara’s living room. My whole body tensed as I wailed in pleasure, my back arching, my limbs pulling against the magical restraints that held them up. 
 
      
 
    As my orgasm subsided, Clara pulled out of me and with a wave of her hand, lifted the spell suspending me in midair. Suddenly, I was falling, and I put my arms and knees out instinctively to protect myself as I dropped the two feet onto the wooden floorboards. I curled up into the fetal position, my body twitching with aftershocks as I attempted to recover from the mind-bending climax. 
 
      
 
    “You disobeyed me,” Clara spat at me. 
 
      
 
    I looked up at her, standing tall above me with her hands on my hips, the big, black dildo protruding between her legs and dripping with my own juices. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I couldn’t help it. It just felt so good,” I pleaded with her. 
 
      
 
    “Are you truly subservient to me, Caroline?” she asked, her displeasure obvious. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I am. I’ll do anything you want me to.” 
 
      
 
    “Apparently not. If I tell you to get on your hands and knees and offer yourself to me, you do it. If I tell you to lay down on the floor and eat my ass, you do it. And if I tell you not to cum until you have my permission, you fucking do it!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I understand. Please, I’ll do anything,” I begged for forgiveness. 
 
      
 
    “You say you will, but I’m not sure you’re truly prepared to mean it. You’ve been my sub for a month now, and this is hardly your first transgression. I’m not sure this is going to work.” 
 
      
 
    “No, please, Mistress Clara. This has been the best month of my life. I’ve never felt so good. I’ve never cum so many times. I want to remain subservient to you.” 
 
      
 
    “If you’re to remain living here as my sub, you’re going to have to be punished and learn your lesson,” the gorgeous, lesbian witch arched an eyebrow as she said it. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Punish me. I’ll do anything for forgiveness.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re going somewhere you will learn the true value of following orders,” she said with a coy smile. 
 
      
 
    With that, Clara started swirling her arms around in front of her, her hands surrounded by a glowing red aura. She closed her eyes and began whispering an incantation. Rings began glowing on the floorboards around me, rotating slowly with Wiccan symbols between them. My heart pounded in my chest as I witnessed the magic, having no idea what my domme was doing to me but accepting whatever my fate was as necessary. Clara’s eyes opened, a piercing red light emanating from them as she looked at me. 
 
      
 
    “Learn your lesson and you can return,” she said with a coy smile. 
 
      
 
    The circle of wooden floorboards within the rings glowed white, before I felt them disappear from underneath me. I gasped as I fell into the emptiness, looking up as my mistress and her house became smaller and smaller before vanishing altogether. It was terrifying and exhilarating all at once. I squealed as I felt the sensation of falling for the second time, tumbling through the vast white chasm. 
 
      
 
    My screaming stopped as I suddenly felt ground beneath me again, smacking against it harshly. It hurt, but I didn’t sustain any injuries. I winced as I breathed in a deep breath of air and opened my eyes, harsh sunlight forcing them to squint. 
 
      
 
    Gradually, they adjusted to the bright surroundings as sound faded in. All I could hear was the thunderous roar of a crowd cheering. It was so loud it was almost deafening. I realized what I was laying on was dirt, and I got to my hands and knees as I blew my hair out of my face, sand falling off of it. 
 
      
 
    “Where the hell am I?” I asked myself as I looked around. I was surrounded by dirt, and further away were thousands of people in stands, some dressed in togas, others wearing nothing but rags, all cheering and screaming. I was in an arena of some sort. 
 
      
 
    That was when I heard it. The powerful, deep roar of an animal. My veins turned to ice and I tasted metal in my mouth as I went into panic mode, searching my surroundings for the source of the blood curdling roar. When I found it, it was of no comfort. 
 
      
 
    A fully grown lion was stalking me from about ten yards away, baring his teeth as he snarled, his predatory eyes staring straight into me. Was this Clara’s idea of punishment? To be a lion’s lunch? 
 
      
 
    The animal launched itself, breaking into a sprint as it’s heavy paws kicked up dirt with every thud they made. I scampered back along the ground, naked and completely helpless. The lion pounced, leaping into the air as it crossed the final distance between us. I squeezed my eyes shut and prepared to meet my maker. 
 
      
 
    But the jaws of the predator never came. I heard a dull thud before the anticlimax of continuing to live, unharmed. I peeled my eyes open to see something truly spectacular. 
 
      
 
    A powerful, six foot tall muscular blonde woman in gladiator garb was tackling the lion to the ground. She was showing a lot of skin, wearing a brown leather top, really only serving as a bra for her buxom breasts, with no straps and showing all of her taut stomach. She had a leather belt around her waist with a piece of cloth dangling between her legs at the front with a separate piece at the back, displaying her long, toned legs while concealing her most private areas. The most covered part of her was her head, with her gladiator’s helmet protecting her face, her golden blonde hair spilling out behind it. She was completely stunning and beautiful with her powerful and imposing physique. 
 
      
 
    With a mighty thump, the lion fell down onto its side, trying to swipe at the specimen of a woman with its giant paw. She deflected the blow and straight up punched the lion square in the face with a powerful fist of her own, knocking the lion’s head back into the ground while it winced in pain. 
 
      
 
    I sat there on the hot sand, mouth open and in complete awe at what I was witnessing. The gladiatrix and lion traded a couple more blows before the dazed animal tried to get to its feet. As it did so, the muscular woman drew her sword from its sheath and plunged the weapon into the lion’s shoulder, causing it to roar in pain. The roar was cut short as the gladiatrix pulled her sword out of the animal before swinging it around, slicing through the flesh of the predator and beheading it. 
 
      
 
    The now two pieces of lion crumbled to the ground and the crowd cheered uproariously. They all seemed to be chanting one word, ‘Mevia’. The gladiatrix pulled her helmet off and let it fall to the ground, revealing her sharp, steely face, not showing even a hint of joy at her victory. She lifted her bloodied sword into the air and faced the crowd, basking in their revels. 
 
      
 
    “Woah,” I breathed as I watched my fantastic savior turning, looking out at all of the crowd, her abdominal muscles clearly visible in the sunlight, her muscular figure tensed. She was absolutely gorgeous and strong and captivating. The sight of her mixed with the adrenaline coursing through me made my pussy swirl with horniness after the near death experience of almost being eaten by a fucking lion. 
 
      
 
    The gladiatrix faced me, turning my veins almost as cold as the lion did with her steely, unimpressed gaze. She walked over to me and reached out with a hand. I thought it was a friendly one, that she was offering to help me off the hot ground. I was wrong. As I reached up to take her hand, she instead grabbed my wrist and yanked me off the floor with an impressively strong pull. 
 
      
 
    I stumbled to my feet and she began walking, pulling me along with her. I struggled to keep up with the long, purposeful strides of the six foot tall woman, and I hurried along at pace behind her, knowing that if I lost my feet she would certainly just drag be along in the dirt. 
 
      
 
    “Mevia! Mevia!” The crowd never stopped their cheering as we walked towards a steel gate that lifted into the roof as we approached it. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you taking me?” I asked in desperation, needing to lift the veil on confusion that had been put on me by my Wiccan mistress. The woman I presumed to be called Mevia didn’t answer. She just pulled my naked body through the archway and out of the hot sun. 
 
      
 
    I had no choice but to let myself be pulled along behind her as she led me through an elaborate network of tunnels. There was no way I could break free of her strong grip, and even if I could, I certainly didn’t stand a chance against her physically. Whether I liked it or not, she was superior to me. So I stumbled along behind her obediently, a little frightened but mostly curious as to where I was being led. 
 
      
 
    We took turn after turn, walking past battle hardened gladiator men as they sharpened their weapons and prepared themselves for the upcoming fights. They all stopped what they were doing to stare at the naked pale girl being pulled along past them, gawking at my hairless pussy and the pentagram tattoo around my belly button. Mevia tugged on my arm and led me through a heavy door. 
 
      
 
    What was on the other side was a veritable paradise compared to the cold, smelly hallways we’d just walked through. It was a giant room, bathed in sunlight streaming in from the roof. There was a giant throne against one of the walls, a bed to one side and a sunken bath in the floor. Two big columns held up the roof and the floor was made out of a beautiful, mosaic patterned marble. 
 
      
 
    What caught my eye more than the luxurious room though, were those populating it. Half a dozen gorgeous women in togas, if they could even be called that, all scurried around the place performing their duties. Their white robes showed more skin than they covered. Some of the women would disappear into another, smaller door off to the side with empty jugs while others walked into the room, carrying jugs filled with warm water over to the bath, filling up the huge, steaming hole in the ground. 
 
      
 
    The gladiatrix released my wrist and made her way over to a cabinet filled with weapons. She unstrapped her gauntlet armor and handed her bloodied sword to one of the servant girls who wordlessly rushed over to her. The scantily toga clad woman scurried off with the sword in hand and disappeared into the small door off to the side. 
 
      
 
    “Where are we?” I worked up the courage to ask as I rubbed some feeling back into my wrist. I should have felt scared and uncomfortable being naked in a strange place and surrounded by unknown women. But I didn’t. None of them seemed particularly interested in me. The fact that I was nude did not garner the same attention that it did with the men in the tunnels. 
 
      
 
    “You’re in my quarters,” the six foot tall, imposing woman said as she turned from her armory to face me. 
 
      
 
    “And where’s that?” I asked, my confusion outweighing how intimidated I was by her. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a part of the Colosseum reserved for me and my servants.” 
 
      
 
    “The Colosseum!?” my eyes went wide. “In Rome?” 
 
      
 
    “Where else?” she arched an eyebrow at me. “Who are you? Where did you come from?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m Caroline. I came from… a place far, far away from here,” I blurted out, her answers not doing anything to lift my confusion. “Who are you?” I asked, even though I was pretty sure I knew her name. 
 
      
 
    “I am Mevia, gladiatrix of the Gods, warrior woman of Rome,” she announced triumphantly, her voice as powerful as her body as it boomed around the opulent room. 
 
      
 
    Clara had used her magic to send me back in time to ancient Rome, only for me to be rescued by this tall, strong, gorgeous gladiatrix. I couldn’t figure out what the lesson I was meant to be learning was. Was she trying to scare me by having me almost mauled by a lion? Embarrass me by leaving me naked in front of thousands of cheering Romans? 
 
      
 
    “Who are all these other women?” I asked, not sure what else to say. 
 
      
 
    “They are my concubines,” Mevia said. “Some I conquered in battle, others are gifts to me from the emperor. They are my rewards for my glorious victories, doing my bidding and keeping me satisfied, and you are the newest addition.” 
 
      
 
    “Me? No, I-” 
 
      
 
    “Silence!” her voice boomed again and instantly made me mute. “I have saved your life, Caroline. You are obliged to serve me however I see fit.” 
 
      
 
    I had no response. There wasn’t anything I could say. But it was starting to make sense why Clara chose to send me here. Serving Mevia was all part of her plan, the lesson I had to learn was how to truly be submissive by giving myself to the most alpha, dominant woman imaginable. I felt a pang of arousal stir in my loins as I imagined being with Mevia, having her strong, muscular arms around me, her huge tits smothering my face while she easily pinned me to her bed. 
 
      
 
    One of the servant girls poured the last jug of hot water into the bath. A few others silently made their way over to Mevia and began untying the laces of her brown leather top. Their obedient hands made quick work of the lace, and Mevia just stood there as they peeled away the leather, her voluptuous breasts freed and on display. My eyes boggled at the sight of her glorious chest. Her tits were so big and round, with puffy pink nipples adorning them just begging to be sucked. 
 
      
 
    Two other concubines unstrapped the sheath for Mevia’s sword from her hip before pulling down on her belt, taking the dangling pieces of cloth with it. Mevia stepped out of it before looking directly at me, standing there as naked as I was with an expression on her face as if to say ‘Impressed?’ 
 
      
 
    And I was impressed. She was absolutely, jaw-droppingly sexy as all fuck. Everything about her was big and imposing. She was so tall, with tantalizing curves, a muscular physique while still looking enticingly feminine. Her bronze skin shimmered with the layer of sweat worked up from her battle. Her golden blonde hair dangled around her shoulders and her furry pussy caught my eye between her thick thighs. Mevia looked all powerful and commanding, and it stirred the warmth in my groin fantastically, causing me to mouth the words ‘Oh my god,’ to myself. 
 
      
 
    Confidence radiated off her as she walked past me, an ever so slight grin noticeable in the corner of her lips as she relished the expression on my face. She brushed against my shoulder and I got a whiff of her intoxicating pheromones, which billowed off her after battle. My gaze followed her, staring at her plump, sculpted butt as it creased against the backs of her thighs with each step, two perfect dimples adorning each cheek. 
 
      
 
    She made her way over to the bath, dipping a foot below the surface and walking down the steps into the warm, steaming water. The bath was long and deep, and even with Mevia standing at full height, the water only just came up to her belly button. The gladiatrix waded through the pool to the other side, where two of her concubines had gathered. 
 
      
 
    Her gorgeous servant girls set to work immediately, dipping sponges into the warm water and washing the dominant warrior they answered to. Mevia closed her eyes and tilted her head back as she enjoyed the hands of her maids running down the lengths of her arms, over her round tits, the gentle splashing of water as they performed their duties. She spread her arms along the edge of the bath and let her muscular legs float beneath her, the ends of her pubes just breaching the surface tension of the water. 
 
      
 
    “Well, what are you waiting for, Caroline? Join me,” she opened one eye and looked at me out of the corner of it as she gave me my instruction. 
 
      
 
    The natural submissive in me practically squealed with glee at being told what to do by such a formidable woman. This was why I’d been sent to Mevia, to submit to her and let her do whatever she wanted to my supple, willing body. Until such a time as Clara saw fit to return me to the present, Mevia was my mistress. 
 
      
 
    Mevia closed her eye, not bothering to watch me walk over to the steps of the bath. She was relaxed and enjoying the hands of her pretty young concubines, her newest was of no concern to her. I descended the stairs into the warm water and submerged myself, letting the cleansing pool wash away the dirt and sweat on my naked body from the battleground of the Colosseum. I breached the surface and ran my hands through my wet hair, slicking it back as I opened my eyes and saw the floating legs of the stunning woman in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “As my newest servant, you have the honor of washing my cunt,” Mevia informed me. “Cassia, hand her a sponge.” 
 
      
 
    One of the women bathing the gladiatrix’s breasts and neck handed me her sponge, and I took it, ready to obey. I dipped it into the hot water and Mevia parted her floating legs for me, not once opening her eyes. I moved in between them and ran the sponge up the length of one of her muscular thighs. Mevia exhaled slowly as I touched her bush with the sponge-, and down the length of her slit, gently scrubbing the nether regions of the beautiful warrior. 
 
      
 
    My whole body tingled with delight as I helped bathe Mevia’s dominant body. Cassia and the other woman, both equally pretty, ran their wet hands over Mevia’s large breasts, gently splashing water onto them before slowly circling the impressive globes. It felt incredible to be submissive to her, like it was my rightful place. My pussy purred in the warm water while I sponged down her rippling body. Being just a small part of a group dedicated to serving this glorious woman, one who seemed completely disinterested in us, aroused me like nothing else. I hoped that I would soon get to taste the gladiatrix, to have her thick thighs crush my head. 
 
      
 
    “Put the sponge away and use your hands,” Mevia instructed softly but firmly, sending another thrill straight to my clit. 
 
      
 
    Of course, I did what I was told and set the sponge down to the side of the bath before brushing my hands all over her private area. I felt the fibres of muscle in her toned thighs, gently palpating them as I washed them, basking in their power. My hands waded through the water and up to her pretty, pink slit. I felt her wet bush in my palm and then moved south, tracing the pad of my thumb between her lips and discovering that Mevia’s snatch was wet in more ways than one. Mevia let out the softest of moans as I felt her cunt, the first acknowledgement that she was actually enjoying having me tend to her. 
 
      
 
    Drops of water clung to her carpeted mons as it hovered above the water line, my inquisitive and obedient hand just below it, stroking the velvety pink lips of the gladiatrix, cleaning her most private of areas. She just rested and enjoyed the subservient hands of her concubines, kneading her flesh and washing away her day's work. I could feel her gradually becoming wetter as I slid my thumb up and down through her slit, massaging her pink gently, my movements causing the water to lap against her wide hips and pubic bone. 
 
      
 
    “Caroline, it’s time for you to prove your devotion to me,” Mevia said, opening her eyes and lowering her body from the surface. Her shoulders flexed as she easily hoisted herself out of the water, sitting on the edge and spreading herself, inviting me to come closer. 
 
      
 
    Perhaps it was because she saved my life, perhaps it was because she was intimidatingly powerful, perhaps it was just my naturally submissive nature, but I was devoted to her. I wanted to please this woman in every way I knew how. My mouth and my hands would work tirelessly to follow any command she gave me. I was hers, and it made me feel good. 
 
      
 
    The water rippled around my breasts as I pushed myself through it, making my way over to the fit woman sitting on the edge. Her concubines pawed at her thighs and abs from either side of her, watching me submit myself to their mistress with great intrigue, seemingly getting off on having me join their ranks. I arrived at the edge and lowered myself into the water so that I was at head height with Mevia’s literally steaming cunt. I looked up at her, my lips parted, my mind willing, my eyes meeting her steely gaze as she awaited my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Cassia and the other servant each placed a hand behind my hand and they simultaneously pulled me into the pussy of their mistress. My lips touched Mevia’s and I did what I was made for, eating the pussy of my sexual superior. I dragged my tongue between her labia, feeling the pit of her hole at the base of her slit and licking through to her clit. Mevia’s abs tensed as I made contact with her sensitive button, letting out an almost imperceptible moan of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Her pubes tickled my nose as I ground my face between her legs, lapping at her delicious pussy while I enjoyed her flavor and basked in the submissive act. The two servants to either side of her kissed around her collarbone and heavy tits, each of their hands still firmly entwined with my wet hair, not allowing my head to pull away from Mevia’s snatch. 
 
      
 
    “That feels most excellent,” Mevia cooed as she watched me devour her through half closed eyes. 
 
      
 
    She probably thought this was my first time eating pussy, but it was far from it. I enthusiastically licked her cunt, dipping my tongue into her channel and flicking it against her inner walls, before dragging it through her slit and circling her engorged pearl. Her stickiness coated my lips and chin as I moaned into her crotch with appreciation for her power and femininity. 
 
      
 
    I used my whole body to push my head up and down between her legs, the wet sounds of my tongue in her cunt mixing with those of the water lapping against the sides of the bath. Cassia and her friend each took one of their mistress’ nipples into their mouths, tweaking the matching nubs and succulently kissing them. 
 
      
 
    Mevia started to moan louder, enjoying the triangle of lesbian submission she’d created for herself. Her abs would twitch and her boobs would jiggle whenever I pulled her clit to its limit before letting it rebound into place. She draped her legs over my shoulders and I felt the warmth of her muscular thighs against my ears, just like I’d wanted. My own pussy was on fire as endorphins flowed freely through my body, a wonderful feeling I only experienced when submitting myself to someone powerful. 
 
      
 
    Other servants gathered around the bath and watched on silently, enjoying the show being put on for them as their mistress was pleased by their newest member. I loved having the audience almost as much as I loved eating Mevia’s tangy pussy, her wet fur pressing into my face as I lavished her cunt with my willing tongue. 
 
      
 
    The gorgeous warrior woman came, letting out a mighty roar that echoed around her quarters as she threw her head back and clamped her thighs shut around my head. I felt the terrific pressure of her muscular thighs pressing against my head. I wagged my tongue between her lips, trying to collect as much of her delicious nectar as I could while my head was pinned in place by her vice grip. Her abs and arms tensed as she arched her back, her wet skin glistening in the sunlight pouring in from above. 
 
      
 
    Cassia and her counterpart never stopped tending to Mevia’s tits while she came, sucking her stiff nipples into their mouths while she trembled between them. There was a soft murmur around the room from the audience who watched on with glee, loving seeing their mistress experience such pleasure from the newest mouth among them. I struggled to breathe as Mevia held me so tightly between her legs, her concubines forcing my head so hard against her twat. Being deprived of oxygen only served to heighten my own arousal though as my face was used for the pleasure of this deserving gladiatrix. 
 
      
 
    Just when I thought I’d either pass out from asphyxiation or have my skull crushed, Mevia’s impressive body untensed. Cassia and her friend released her tits from their mouths and started placing gentle kisses all over her shoulders and neck, finally releasing my head from their grip as they did so. Mevia combed her fingers through my hair and pulled me away from her pussy, taking a moment to admire my subservient face, painted with her cum while she recovered from the orgasm I’d given her. I looked up at her, breathing deeply through my open mouth, shimmering with her sex and desperate to please her however she wanted me to. 
 
      
 
    Her tits heaved and her taut stomach moved in and out with her diaphragm as she breathed heavily, her orgasm apparently just as much work as slaying a lion. She brushed her two servants off her with a casual hand before standing up at the edge of the bath, water dripping off her. She bent over and grabbed me by my underarms, before effortlessly pulling me out of the bath like I was as light as a pool toy. 
 
      
 
    Being picked up by my mistress turned me on like nothing else. She was so strong, so powerful. She so easily lifted me and placed me down on the floor next to her, water streaming off my wet body as she looked down at me with a satisfied expression. I was in total awe of her. 
 
      
 
    Concubines hurried over to us without a command necessary, towels in their hands. Several of them patted us dry, the hands of the strangers not too shy to touch my breasts, or go between my legs, or into the crack of my ass while they toweled me off. I just stood there, being bumped this way and that by the obedient hands of the girls as they did their mistress’ bidding. 
 
      
 
    “You have a wicked tongue,” Mevia mused as we were dried. 
 
      
 
    “Where I’m from… it gets a lot of use,” I replied with a smirk, thinking of all the dirty things Clara made me do with it. “I didn’t think they had lesbians in ancient Rome.” 
 
      
 
    “Ancient Rome?” Mevia arched an eyebrow at my word choice. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, I mean Rome,” I poorly tried to cover, thinking I’d do well not to get into the specifics of witchcraft and time travel. 
 
      
 
    Thankfully, Mevia didn’t seem too interested in questioning why a strange, naked, pale girl with a pentagram tattoo had appeared out of nowhere on her battlefield. She was more concerned with how to use me for her own pleasure than explanations. “You know, Caroline. Aelia is my favorite servant, but she may have a challenger if you continue to impress,” she said, her praise making my heart sing in a way only a lesbian domme could. “I would like to introduce you to her. Come.” 
 
      
 
    Still completely naked, Mevia began walking, her servants making way for her as she did so. She crossed the marble floor and over to a grand chair against a wall, her throne. Mevia might not have been royalty, but in these chambers, she was the highest power these women answered to. I followed her, stopping a few feet short of the chair and awaiting orders. 
 
      
 
    The gladiatrix took her place on the throne and clapped her hands twice, “Aelia, come forward!” 
 
      
 
    One of the toga wearing women stepped forward from the group, walking over to her mistress across the room. Aelia was stunning. Her figure was thin and slight as the tall woman seemingly glided over to her domme. Her strawberry blonde hair was worn up in a braid that wrapped around her head like a crown. Her long, lithe legs appeared and disappeared from slits in her toga as she moved gracefully. She spun around and took her place in the lap of the naked warrior woman, and Mevia brushed a loose strand of hair over her ear, while she wrapped a powerful arm around her waist, admiring her favorite pet. 
 
      
 
    “Aelia, what do you think of our new friend?” Mevia asked her servant. 
 
      
 
    “She’s very… interesting,” Aelia’s eyes narrowed as she made her assessment of me, having permission to speak. 
 
      
 
    “Where do you think she came from?” 
 
      
 
    “I think the Gods sent her to you as a reward for the many victories you have had in their honor, my warrior mistress,” Aelia spoke with a wet voice, relishing being in Mevia’s strong arms. 
 
      
 
    “Hmm, I think you are right, my sweet Aelia. The Gods have judged me rightfully and bestowed upon me a lesbian prize to do with what I wish,” Mevia smiled as she caressed Aelia’s breasts over her toga. “I would like to see young Caroline pleasing you. Is that something you would like?” 
 
      
 
    “I serve at your mercy, my warrior mistress. My body is yours to do with as you please, as is Caroline’s.” 
 
      
 
    My pussy was on fire as I watched the exchange. Seeing the submissive Aelia in the lap of the mighty Mevia, obediently pledging her body to her mistress. This woman had her harem completely bent to her will. They submitted themselves so wholly to her, and it was beautiful and arousing and natural. I wanted to serve at Mevia’s mercy too. I would put my mouth wherever she told me to. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Caroline,” Mevia flashed a wicked grin at me as she pulled the toga of the sub in her lap to the side, exposing Aelia’s inviting pussy to me, already shimmering with horniness after seeing my dutiful mouth in the bath. “Come and meet Aelia.” 
 
      
 
    With Mevia’s cum still dripping off my chin, I suppressed a smile and stepped forward, dropping to my hands and knees in front of the two women on the throne. I wasted no time teasing the supple blonde in Mevia’s arms, she was already wet and willing, so I gave her my devoted mouth immediately. 
 
      
 
    Aelia tensed in Mevia’s lap the moment I made contact with her subjugated cunt. She inhaled sharply and grabbed hold of her mistress’ knees. Mevia watched on with delight as her newest acquisition pleased her favorite pet. I nibbled at Aelia’s clit, sucking the tiny nub into my mouth and rolling it around with my tongue. Aelia had a furry crotch the same as Mevia, and her hairs tickled my face as I tenderly ate her out. 
 
      
 
    “Does that feel good, my sweet?” Mevia whispered into Aelia’s ear while her hand disappeared beneath her toga, playing with her breasts. 
 
      
 
    “Mhmm,” Aelia moaned as she bit her bottom lip in response, her fingernails digging into Mevia’s knees. 
 
      
 
    “I think Caroline will make a fine addition to my collection of subservient women, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, my warrior mistress,” Aelia responded between moans as I sent bolts of pleasure shooting through her with my practiced oral. 
 
      
 
    Aelia tasted sweeter than her mistress, but she was no less juicy. Her pussy seeped cum as I explored it with my eager mouth, gratefully lapping up her honey as it mixed with Mevia’s in the back of my throat. The crowd of concubines watched on again, my shaved snatch and little asshole pointed towards them while I devoured one of their own. I wished for Mevia to instruct one of them to crawl behind me and eat me out, my creamy pussy was begging for it. But the order never came, Mevia was too infatuated with what was happening in her lap to care about me, as was her right. 
 
      
 
    Aelia writhed around as she moaned, her perky breasts being played with while her pussy was eaten out by a pale stranger. Her orgasm was building fast, I could tell. Apparently, so could Mevia because she withdrew her hand from underneath her toga and lifted both of Aelia’s spread legs into the air. She used one toned arm to cross the subservient blonde’s thin legs underneath her knees, holding her legs in place while her other hand snaked between them. 
 
      
 
    Mevia pushed down on my head and I let my tongue be dragged south, the underside of my organ trailing through Aelia’s pink and down to her asshole. The warrior mistress began rubbing her horny servant’s clit while I rimmed her, buttering her ass with saliva before circling her tiny crater with the tip of my tongue. 
 
      
 
    Aelia whimpered loudly and relentlessly in pleasure as I ate her ass, the dominant hand of her mistress fingering her pussy. I pushed my tongue against her puckered knot over and over, the lewd squelching of eating ass joining the chorus of Mevia’s vigorous rubbing and Aelia’s cries of bliss. The crowd watched on in excited silence as one of their own was given such spectacular treatment, and at the mouth of their freshest member. 
 
      
 
    The delicate blonde concubine wailed in ecstasy as she climaxed, her thin body shuddering in the strong arms of her mistress. Her butthole spasmed beneath my tongue, quivering as it winked over and over again, sucking in parts of me like a suction cup before releasing. A spray of cum burst out of her and Mevia’s furious fingering flicked it all over my hairline, making my still wet hair even wetter. It felt so deliciously depraved having my tongue in her ass while she came all over me, Mevia had me completely in my place, below her and willing to do whatever lewd act she desired. 
 
      
 
    As the concubine’s orgasm subsided her body went limp in Mevia’s arms, while she sucked in deep breaths of air. Mevia pushed back on my chest with a foot, making me sit back on my heels and admire my handiwork. Drops of Aelia’s cum trickled down the ridges of my face as I stared at her spent pussy and glistening ass, her pubes sticky with her own fragrant cum. It was a beautiful sight, and only served to make me even hornier. If my mistress didn’t let me cum soon I was going to explode. 
 
      
 
    Mevia stood up, cradling her favorite submissive servant in her arms as she walked over to the bed, easily carrying the thin lesbian. She lay Aelia down gently and gave her a kiss on the head, the recovering blonde sporadically twitching and yelping as waves of her orgasm still flowed through her. As Mevia was seeing to her, a familiar circle glowed on the floor in front of me, with Wiccan symbols around it as it glowed and rotated out of view of the gladiatrix. 
 
      
 
    Just as Mevia was turning around, the glowing stopped and what was left in its place was a familiar present from my witch domme. Sitting on the mosaic, marbled floor, was Clara’s favorite black strap-on dildo. Mevia noticed it immediately, and my pussy throbbed at the thought of her using it on me, my nipples aching with desperation to flicked, my flesh on fire with horniness. 
 
      
 
    Mevia looked at it curiously. “What is that?” she asked, obviously never having seen a sex toy before. An intrigued murmur moved through the handful of concubines at the sudden appearance of such a strange object. 
 
      
 
    “It’s something we use a lot where I’m from,” I said to her, earning a blank stare from the warrior and a perturbed silence from the others. “It’s a gift from the Gods,” I offered, the servants all suddenly understanding. 
 
      
 
    “What do you do with it?” Mevia asked. 
 
      
 
    “You tie the straps around your legs, and use it to fuck other women,” I explained the concept to her. 
 
      
 
    “It is like a man’s penis?” 
 
      
 
    “Kind of, except it’s better because it’s on a woman.” 
 
      
 
    “But I like women. I do not care for men or their ugly flesh dangling between their legs. Why would I want to wield one?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, because even if you like women, it still feels great to have something inside you. And the wearer gets to feel powerful and dominating.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m already powerful and dominating.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s true,” I looked up and down Mevia’s spectacular, imposing figure. “But you get to experience what it’s like to thrust inside a woman, to really, truly, properly fuck her.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm,” Mevia touched her chin as she stared at the toy on the floor. The thought of her using it on me made my pussy so wet I was worried I’d slip over on the marble floor when I got up. The gladiatrix was very intrigued by the prospect of wearing a pretend penis and fucking someone with it. It must have seemed like a novel idea to her, but I was sure she’d enjoy it. 
 
      
 
    She wandered over to the strap-on and picked it up, inspecting it while she made up her mind. “How do I put it on?” she asked, sending a pulse of excitement surging through me. 
 
      
 
    I leapt to my feet and hurried over to her, dropping back down to my knees in front of her and holding out my hands in offering of my assistance. “May I?” 
 
      
 
    Mevia placed the familiar, thick toy in my hands and I positioned it against her pelvis, threading the straps beneath her legs and around her waist and tying them tightly. Mevia’s lush pubes curled around the sides of the base plate, and she looked positively hot as hell wearing the fake prick. 
 
      
 
    “How does it feel, my warrior mistress?” I asked her, looking up at her from the floor with glee, praying that she would reward my efforts by using it to fuck me raw. 
 
      
 
    “It feels… interesting,” she replied, stroking the length of the shaft curiously. “You say I will enjoy putting inside my concubines, despite the fact that I would receive no physical pleasure from the act?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes, mistress Mevia. You would receive such mental pleasure from fucking one of your servants’ pussies with it.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you volunteering?” she arched an eyebrow as she looked down at me. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, my mistress. Whatever you desire. My body is yours to do with whatever you see fit. My mouth is yours to enjoy. My holes are yours to use,” I said, loving being truly submitted to the powerful woman, praying that she’d accept my loyal offer. 
 
      
 
    “Turn around and bend over,” she said with her lips curling into a wicked smile.  
 
      
 
    I beamed back at her, overwhelmingly excited to bend to her will and finally be fucked. Like the loyal little submissive slut that I was, I spun on my knees and leant forward onto my forearms, presenting Mevia with my ass, awaiting her power. A drop of cum stretched down from my clit, before it snapped and fell to the floor, my creamy pussy just begging for her to enter me. 
 
      
 
    Mevia got onto her knees behind me, and I felt one of her strong hands grab me by the hip, while her other guided the head of the dildo through soaking wet cunt lips. I couldn’t wait for this commanding gladiatrix to plunder my pretty, clean shaven pussy, and I rocked back slightly onto the strap-on, desperate for it to be inside of me. 
 
      
 
    “Not yet!” Mevia slapped my ass, a whole hell of a lot harder than Clara ever had. I yelped in pain but loved it, the warm glow of her handprint on my rump burning erotically. I learnt my lesson and didn’t push myself back any further, instead I waited patiently for my domme to be ready to penetrate me. 
 
      
 
    I felt so desperate, so turned on, so ready to be dominated by this glorious warrior woman. I turned my head to look at the handful of concubines, all watching me with aroused expressions of their own on their faces, loving seeing me give myself to their mistress. I sucked in a breath of air through clenched teeth and found it within myself not to rock back on the dildo and fill myself up. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, I didn’t have to wait much longer for my sexual needs to be gratified. Mevia speared me with the thick strap-on, my hole stretching around its girth to accommodate it. My brow creased and I let out a pained sigh that was a mixture of satisfaction and hurt from the big black dildo being rammed into my tight pussy. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh, fuck!” I breathed as I felt full, the silicone dick pressing against my inner walls as Mevia sank it in all the way to the hilt. 
 
      
 
    She grabbed hold of my hips and pulled back on me, my tiny, weak body unable to match her strength, not that I wanted to. The curve of my ass melded perfectly with the crease of her body. I was putty in her hands, and I fucking loved it. She pushed me almost all the way off the dick before plunging it deep into me again, the silicone sliding against the muscles of my slick hole. It felt so good. 
 
      
 
    “That feels incredible,” I said as a shiver ran up my spine, causing my stomach to temporarily tense. 
 
      
 
    Mevia started working up a rhythm, sliding the dildo in and out of me with increasing speed as the erotically painful stretch of my pussy gave way to only pleasure. My cunt lubricated the dildo with my juices and it pumped into me easily with Mevia’s hard, rough movements. 
 
      
 
    “This does feel very dominating,” Mevia said from behind me, starting to enjoy her first time using a strap-on. 
 
      
 
    The other concubines watched on from the sidelines, all excited at the new way their mistress pleasured one of them. I just stayed where I was, letting Mevia fuck me hard, each powerful thrust making her rock hard stomach slap against my ass, and my tits jiggle beneath me, sending a pulse of pleasure through my entire body. I moaned onto the marble floor as I rested my head in my forearms, letting my submissive body be used and filled by the gladiatrix. 
 
      
 
    The jagged rocking motion of my body being pulled and pushed along the length of the dildo, my ass glowing with pain still from the spank, my pussy being repeatedly filled and emptied by the long, thick black strap-on, it all proved too much as my dam broke and ecstasy washed throughout my body. I lifted my head off the floor and screamed out in pleasure as my pussy massaged the dildo inside it, cum leaking out of me and dripping down onto the marble. Mevia pushed in the entire length of the toy and held it inside me while I came, my ass rippling as I violently shuddered on the floor. 
 
      
 
    Just as my climax reached its peak, I went to collapse forward, sliding the dildo out of me so that I could recover on the floor. But Mevia didn’t let me, holding onto my hips and pulling me back onto the pretend penis while I spasmed uncontrollably. 
 
      
 
    “Ahhhh. Fucking hell!” I wailed at the top of my lungs as another impossible wave of bliss surged through my body. 
 
      
 
    Mevia apparently didn’t believe in a refractory period as she started piston-fucking me again. My still spasming, dripping wet hole was penetrated over and over as she fucked me hard and deep. She reached underneath my trembling torso and picked me up off the floor, ceaselessly pumping my pussy while she wrapped her muscular arms around me, dwarfing me with her power. I was a tiny, pale little fuckdoll in her arms and my eyes rolled into the back of my head as she grabbed my tits and tweaked my nipples. 
 
      
 
    My voice failed me, my brain unable to process thoughts anymore. I just allowed myself to be fucked, making a tiny little groan each time she thrust into me. My tiny, submissive body twitched in her arms as she kissed my shoulders and abused my nipples. I felt like I was in another realm of existence being doggy-fucked by this dominant gladiatrix, one where only pleasure could be felt. 
 
      
 
    The position made the head of the fake cock rub against my g-spot, and I felt my skin bulging around my pubis each time she entered me all the way. I was helpless to stave off another orgasm, and I leant my head back on her broad shoulder as I screamed my head off again, forced to cum for my warrior mistress. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t think I could take any more. But I was going to have to. “I’m not done with you yet,” an impassioned Mevia stated after my second orgasm wound down. The woman was insatiable, and she was loving using the strap-on on my horny, subservient snatch. 
 
      
 
    She held me by the wrists as my arms outstretched behind me, my upper half suspended in mid-air as she kept fucking me. She ordered Cassia over to us, and I was made to eat her out while Mevia made me cum again and again, the loyal concubine joining me in my elation as I devoured her pussy while her friend’s juices dribbled down my face. 
 
      
 
    Mevia hooked a thumb into my ass and my tiny ring spasmed around it after I’d lost count of the amount of orgasms I’d had. She popped it out and finally let me collapse, resting my head in the mess of Cassia’s toga as she stroked my hair. My pussy and ass felt numb, my eyes were wide as I sucked in deep breaths of air, my mind totally blank, unable to form a coherent thought. 
 
      
 
    Mevia unstrapped the toy from herself and picked my catatonic body off the floor. I felt like a child in her arms, like I’d fallen asleep on the car ride home and was being taken to bed. She cradled me as she stepped back into the warm bath, a few of her concubines joining us while the others gathered around the edge. 
 
      
 
    They bathed me, their loving hands washing the cum, sweat and saliva off my body, tending to my raw pussy and ass. Their gentle hands smoothed over my breasts, my nipples red and sore from Mevia’s rough play. I just floated there wordlessly and let them take care of me. 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes as I smiled with satisfaction, glad that I had submitted fully to Mevia and allowed her to have her way with me. Having a lesbian domme use my tiny, obedient body made me feel better than anything else in the world. Just as I closed my eyes and thought about how content I was to serve, I felt a weird light sensation inside me. It was as if I was floating on more than just the water of the bath. 
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes and took in my surroundings. The familiar wooden floorboards, the gothic decor of the Victorian house, the smell of burning candles. I looked up and saw the grinning face of Clara staring down at me. 
 
      
 
    “Well, have you learned your lesson?” the Wiccan beauty asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Clara,” I said, still not quite feeling fully conscious but knowing in my heart of hearts that I spoke the truth. 
 
      
 
    “And are you ready to submit to me completely?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Clara,” I replied, and for the first time in my life, I think I truly, wholly, unreservedly meant it. I propped myself up on my hands as I tried to snap myself out of my post-coital daze, looking around the room. “Where’s the strap-on?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I thought I’d leave Mevia and her girls a little gift to show my appreciation for their tutelage,” Clara smiled wickedly. Those girls were going to have more fun than anyone else in Rome. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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