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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?


Book 1– A Night Of Liberty


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.


Book 2 - A Nobleman Punished


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 the 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 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 to 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 his 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. “Laet’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.


Book 3– Battle Of The Sexes


Some Real Competition

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


The Wager

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I swear.”

“I swear.”

“And you witness our vows, Donna?”

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

“Then it is decided! Let’s begin!

***

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

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

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

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

“Begin!”

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you submit?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Begin!”

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

Finally, a proper fight, she thought.

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

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

Perfect.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You have taught me well!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Empress Of The Bedroom

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She could do absolutely anything she liked.

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

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

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

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

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

It was good to be a winner.
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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


The Discovering Romantic Femdom On Vacation Series

Step into a world of sun, sand, and sexual adventure as a loving couple use a foreign vacation to experiment with new kinks.
Young couple Emmi and Luca think that a holiday in the south of France is just what they need to escape from their stressful jobs. Soon, a friendly bet with a kinky forfeit reveals much more about themselves and their relationship than they had ever expected. Emmi soon has Luca on his knees, worshipping her like the sensual goddess she always wanted to be.

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 bosses 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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