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​I could not believe that father had agreed to the gladiator’s request!  How could he sell me to such a blood thirsty, revolting monster?  I was going to become a princess!  At least, that’s how it was meant to be, until the Usurper ousted the royal family and kicked my family out of our ancestral lands.  Now we were nothing but lowly merchants trying to eke out a living, the same as the common rabble.

​My father was the merchant, but I suppose he thought my expertise would be better suited as an ordinary prostitute.  Without my knowledge, he had made a wager at the arena with the reigning gladiatorial champion and I was his bet.  Furious, I asked him how much did he assume I was worth.  Five gold crowns was how much he had stood to gain.  Now I had to perform five gold crowns worth of a night’s service to my barbarous customer.

​Five gold crowns!  I was more insulted at the low figure than anything else.  We were, thankfully, not poor by normal standards.  Our family was able to smuggle a portion of our riches out of the kingdom and we had purchased a modest home in the middle of nowhere in a city no one had never heard of named Hull.  We used to have so many servants back home, but now we only had one.  Perhaps our situation was more dire than I had originally thought if father deemed five gold crowns to be worthwhile.

​Cynthia, the servant girl, brushed my silken blonde hair in preparation for my night visit to the gladiator.  She was a comely girl who was about the same age as me.  I sat in front of the full length mirror and squinted at my reflection. 

It had only been a little over three months since we went into exile and I hardly recognized myself anymore.  Sure, I was still ravishing but I felt as if my luster had dulled.  My hair was more straw colored than gold, my green eyes didn’t sparkle like polished emeralds, and even my full bust was not quite as full as I remembered it to be.  The red satin dress I wore in particular wasn’t as vibrant as well.

Cynthia hummed happily to herself as she braided my hair.  “You look especially lovely today, Your Grace.”

I scowled at the mirror, showing my displeasure more towards myself than to my handmaiden.  “I don’t feel at all lovely today, Cynthia.  And I must insist you stop referring to me as ‘Your Grace’.  I am no longer royalty.  Just call me by name.  Priscilla.”

Cynthia hands froze nervously in the middle of braiding my hair.  “Yes, Your… I mean Priscilla.  I will try to remember that.  Might I ask where you are going tonight?  A party perhaps?”

Knowing how well our previous conversations had gone, I had no doubt Cynthia would go back to calling me ‘Your Grace’ in no time.  Old habits are hard to break as I had come to find out for myself.

“You could say that I’m meeting a potential suitor,” I said coolly.

“Oh, please tell me more!” Cynthia was absolutely giddy with excitement.  She loved to gossip, especially when it was about the opposite sex.  “What’s he like?  Is he a knight perhaps?”

“He’s a gladiator,” I said glumily.  “The reigning champion I hear.  I haven’t met or seen him before.  I have no interest in those barbaric games.  Have you been to the arena, Cynthia?  Mayhaps you’ve seen the champion?”

I looked at my handmaiden from the mirror as she blushed a deep shade of crimson.  “No, Your… Priscilla.  I have not watched any of the games.  But I have seen the gladiators when I go to the market.  They all look very… strong, and quite handsome.”

“Oh, what is this, Cynthia?” I reached over my shoulder and grasped the girl’s hand in my mine.  “From your blush I take it you liked what you saw?”

She nodded and tried to hide her face with her free hand.  “Yes, Your Grace.  The men do not wear much clothing, or armor.  Their muscles are finely oiled and their physiques reminded me of the statues in the palace gardens of the old gods of war.  I must admit, I am quite jealous that you will be attending a gladiator suitor tonight.”

“If I could trade places with you, I would, Cynthia,” I sighed.  “I was meant to be married to a prince, but now here I am, being peddled off to a cutthroat ruffian.”

“Oh, Your Grace, I would look on the bright side of things, if I were you,” Cynthia said.  She brought her voice down to a whisper and looked around conspiratorially.  “Mayhaps you’ll enjoy your time with the champion.  If not, then perhaps would Your Grace put in a good word for a lowly servant girl to service the champion for one night?”

“Cynthia!” I laughed out.  She always did know how to put me in a good mood.  “I should have you flogged for that kind of talk.”

She got a big grin on face and rested her chin on her palm.  She swayed back and forth as she looked up to the ceiling with a dreamy expression.  “Some girls wouldn’t mind a bit of a flogging, especially from one of those godly gladiators.”

Before I could admonish my handmaid's outrageous imagination, my father opened the door and walked meekly into the room.  He was a portly man, and he had only became more rotund since our banishment.  His brown, graying hair was quickly receding, but his mustache and beard showed no signs of halting their growth.

“I’m sorry to bother you, my dear.  Cynthia, please go prepare dinner for the rest of the family.  I would like to speak to my daughter.  Alone,” father said and gestured for Cynthia to vacate immediately.

Cynthia bowed to my father and made a hasty retreat, closing the door behind her.  I stared daggers at my father, once a regal duke, but now an aspirant pimp.  He avoided my steely gaze and rubbed the back of his head in embarrassment.

“How could you, father?” I asked him, my voice dripped with venom.  “Selling me to a slave?  Have you no shame or pride left?”

“Gladiators in this country are not slaves, my dear.  They are highly revered as knights are back in our homeland,” he murmured.  I scoffed at his lame excuse.  “In any case, the family is in dire straits.  I beg of you, please do not think too ill of me.  I did what I thought was good for the survival of our family.”

“Five gold crowns?” My voice rose as I did from my chair.  “Are we in such desperate need that five gold crowns will determine the fate of our household?”

“Priscilla, please, your voice.” Father raised his hands and pleaded for me to calm myself.  “The wager was more to gain the trust of the champion.  They are a very wealthy and influential person in the city.  I had hoped to win the bet, but that has obviously backfired.  I would hope that you would ingratiate yourself to the champion so that we may build a friendly… relationship.”

“You want me to fuck him, so that you can grow your business,” I stated matter of factedly.  I never used such crass language to my father before, but the situation seemed appropriate.  “For the sake of the family, not you, I will do this.  What is the name of the man who I will be bedding tonight?”

Father took out a handkerchief with gold trimming from his breast pocket and dabbed his moist forehead.  “Forgive me, Priscilla, but I cannot provide you the details of the champion.  They know that you have never seen or heard of them before.  They wish to introduce themselves in person, as a surprise.”

“What sort of surprise?” I questioned.

Already I was having regrets of agreeing to joining my father’s ploy.  What sort of person was the champion?  My thoughts brought me to horrible images of deformities caused by years of brutal combat within the ring.  My stomach churned and I began to feel ill.

“Nothing out of the ordinary, I assure you!” Father didn’t reassure me one bit with how profusely he was mopping up his sweat.  “The champion has heard of your loveliness from various townsfolk.  They are quite enamored with you.”

“Yes, well, I would very much like to get this evening over with,” I said coldly.  “Am I walking or have you sold our carriage as well?”

We left the house after I said my goodbyes to my younger brothers and sisters and hugged my mother.  The rest of the family did not seem to be aware of father’s scheme and wished me a good time at some make believe party that he had conjured up.  That was all well and good, the whole affair was embarrassing as it was.  I couldn’t bear the thought of the look of pity in my mother’s eyes.

Father brought the carriage to the front of the house.  Carriage was a bit of an over statement.  It was simply a converted trader’s wagon with a nicer canvas cover.  The inside smelled of an odd assortment of spices and the seats were merely hard, wood benches devoid of comforts.  Such as cushions.  Father even had to drive the horses himself since we could not afford a driver.

I sat in the back of the carriage, in the dark, contemplating how terribly off course our lives had gone.  Down the cobblestone street we went, the road almost empty of people as they were with their families in the comfort of their homes.  Not being carted to the den of a sex crazed thug.  I played with a strand of my hair nervously until we arrived at our destination.

With the help of my father, I stepped out from the back of the carriage and was caught by surprise at the size of the champions abode.  It looked like a castle, a veritable fortress, in the middle of the city. 

Rough cut, stone walls circled a large, squat, blocky building made of the same gray material.  A miniature castle, complete with crenelations on the roof.  Torches hung from the sides of the building, lighting the sparse, dirt covered yard.  Impressive in magnitude, but not so much in decor.  A spartan wealth focused on function rather than design.

Father stood by the cart and dabbed at his forehead nervously.  “This is as far as I am allowed to go, my dear.”

I bid my father an indifferent parting farewell.  I watched the carriage disappear into the darkness and contemplated whether I should just run away.  He had left without making sure that I was secure within the keep.  He believed that I would honor my word rather than disappear into the night like the carriage had just done.

I sighed and approached the big, wooden door of the castle.  I knocked once and was startled when the eyes of a man appeared through a slit in the door.

“Who’s there?” he asked in a rough, surly accent I didn’t recognize.

Surprised at his sudden appearance and taken aback by his rudeness, I stuttered my response.  “I-I am P-Priscilla F-Farbough.  Are you the champion?”

“No, P-Priscilla F-Farbough, I am not,” the man mocked my stuttering.  “You are late.  The champion has been kept waiting for you.”

The door swung open on rusty hinges and I was greeted with one of the ugliest men I had ever laid my eyes upon.  His left eye bulged out of his socket.  What was left of his long, patchy, coal black hair was slicked back with what looked and smelled like bacon grease.  His arms were long and sinewy, like the limbs of an old tree.  His face looked like it had never taken a break from being beaten.  His nose was set in odd angles and the remainder of his teeth were bent and chipped.  Despite his odd visage, he was very sharply dressed in a black and white butler’s uniform.

“I’m sorry for my lateness,” I apologized.

“Hmm,” he grunted back at me and strode down a hallway.  I assumed that meant I should follow him and I did.

Sconces lined the hall.  Instead of portraits or drapery to decorate the area, the walls were adorned with weapons of all sorts from around the known world.  I gulped down my fear when I noticed some of the blades were flecked with reddish brown dust.  To maintain my composure, I told myself that it was simply rust and not dried blood from past gladiatorial conquests.  Or worse.

The man pushed open a pair of large, wooden doors at the end of the hall and strode in.  In a more dignified, almost reverent voice, he exclaimed to the room while taking a deep bow, “Your princess has arrived, champion.”

Nervously, I clutched the front of my dress and followed behind him.  The room was a large dining hall with a single, long table in the center.  It was surrounded with many empty chairs, except for the one at the head of the table at the far end of the room.

I stared at the person seated alone at the table with some confusion.  I looked around the room thinking perhaps there was someone I had missed.  But no, the only people were the three us:  me, the humpbacked butler, and the brawny redheaded woman at the table.

Even sitting down I could tell the woman was much taller than me by at least a head.  Agewise, she looked a few years older than me as well, at most five years.  She wasn’t overly burly like I assumed most gladiators were.  The woman looked strong, but more toned rather than bulging with muscles.  Her hair was a deep black that hung loose around her shoulders.  She wore a wrap of leather around her buxom chest and a pair of tight leather leggings.

“It took you long enough, princess.  I thought I was going to have to eat supper alone tonight.” The woman’s voice was deep, yet oddly feminine given how well muscled she was, and it echoed off the bare stone walls.  “Come, join me.  Claude, please tell Harrietta to serve our dinner.  And bring plenty of wine.”

“Yes, champion,” Claude said with a bow and scuttled out of the room without so much as a glance at me.

I watched him disappear down the hall before I turned my attention back to the woman.  She watched me back with an intense stare but didn’t seem impatient for me to join her.  Still shocked that the champion was a woman, I wordlessly made my way down the barren dining hall towards my host, all too conscience of the clicking of my heels on the stone.

As I was about to take my seat just to the side of the champion, she spoke.  “No, over here, princess.  Sit on my lap.”

I was about to protest but her fierce gaze made me clamp my mouth shut.  Dutifully, I walked to her side.  She pushed back her chair and patted her thigh.  I sat down on her lap, mortified that I was being made to endure such embarrassing treatment.  I blushed as the champion wrapped a fit arm around my waist and drew me closer against her body.  She let out a full throated roar of laughter at my shame.

“Don’t be so cold, princess.  I won you fair and square from your father for the night.  Don’t think of me as some kind of brute.  True, I do have a strong libido, but I wish to get to know you before I bed you,” the champion said.

“Please, do not call me princess, champion,” I retorted, with my face turned away from her to hide my flushed face.  “I am not a princess.  I am not even royalty anymore.  I am merely the daughter of a merchant.  Please call me by my name, Priscilla.”

Again, the champion barked out a laugh.  “Alright, I shall call you Priscilla then.  But I didn’t win my bet for a merchant’s daughter.  I won a princess, no matter what you say.  Call me by my name as well, Valencia.  Or Val if you prefer.”

I turned towards the woman, my eyebrows raised in surprise.  “Valencia?  That’s quite a pretty name.”

Valencia grinned at me.  “Oh?  Are you saying something more Orcish like Throg or Mog might suit me better?”

“No, not at all.  I was just… surprised.  I’m sorry if that came out as insulting, Valencia.  I didn’t even expect you to be a woman.” Being so close to Valencia and really looking at her face, I could truly see that she was quite a beautiful looking woman.  Her piercing green eyes were especially attractive.

“Don’t worry about it, I don’t take offense easily.  The ones who truly offend me usually don’t last very long,” she chuckled.  I shivered at the reminder that I was sitting on the lap of a killer.  “Your father told me that you do not attend the fights.  I thought it would be fun to surprise you.  Have you never been with a woman before, Priscilla?”

My cheeks went two shades redder than they already were.  “No, of course not!”

“But you have been with a man before, correct?” she asked.  I started to turn my head away but Valencia grabbed me by the chin and made me look her in the eye.

“Yes,” I said reluctantly.  “I have been with two men.  Knights.  But that is a secret, though I suppose it doesn’t matter at this point.”

She released my chin and I looked away.  “There’s no shame in following your natural instincts.  But I shall keep your secret nonetheless.  Now tell me more.  How big were their cocks?”

My goodness!  My eyes went wide like saucers at her brashness.  Not even Cynthia talked to me in that manner, even in her most randiest moods.  Valencia seemed to be enjoying humiliating me, evidenced by her growing grin.

“Plenty big enough,” I said.  I calmed myself down.  I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of seeing me with my feathers ruffled.  “And what about you?  You seem to enjoy the company of women, but have you ever slept with a man?”

“Of course.  But nowadays I prefer fucking women rather than being fucked,” she said in a husky voice.  Her grip around my waist tightened and she rubbed her free hand sensually along my thigh.  I stiffened, but her movements were sending tingling pulses of electricity up my spine that I didn’t believe another woman could do to me.  “I’ve never fucked royalty before.  I’m looking forward to our time together.”

I stayed silent as she played with my thigh.  If I opened my mouth, a moan would surely betray me.  Thankfully, the food arrived.

A slight girl more in my age range with blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail came in carrying a large silver platter.  Various meats, cheese, fruit, and bread were packed to the brim on the tray.  There was also a large pitcher of wine.  It was impressive that such a skinny girl could effortlessly carry around such a load.  She placed it on the table in front of us.

“Oh, Harrietta, I forgot about the food.  Thank you very much for bringing it out for us,” Valencia said disappointedly.  If Harrietta hadn’t come in, I believed I would have been the one on the table instead.

The girl smiled.  “Of course, Valencia.  I live to serve.  Is there anything else I can do for you tonight?”

“Not tonight.  Priscilla here will be attending me for the rest of the evening.”

In a flash, Valencia grabbed hold of the front Harrieta’s simple dress and pulled her forward.  I watched with horror and carnal curiosity as she mashed her lips against the servant’s.  Not only that, but she then snaked her tongue out of her mouth and plunged it into the girl’s mouth!  Harrieta melted against the stronger woman’s advance, her face alight with lustful abandon.

Valencia retracted herself from the kiss leaving Harrieta gasping for air.  “Mmmmm, very tasty, Harrieta.  Would you care to share with my guest?”

The server girl looked at me shyly, her own cheeks a matching shade of red like mine.  “Would it be alright, princess?”

I turned to Valencia. She was looking at me eagerly, obviously wishing me to kiss her servant.  “I suppose.  I’ve never kissed another girl before, however.”

Harrieta approached me and leaned over her master’s lap to reach me.  Her eyes were closed and her lips were puckered to accept me.  Her lips looked so dainty and pink, not like the rough lips of the knights that I had kissed in the past.

I leaned forward and planted my lips against the girl’s.  I was going to leave it at that, but as soon as our lips touched, the electric tingle that had shot through my spine when Valencia was stroking me now numbed my face.  I froze for a moment and my body decided to lean further into the kiss rather than back away from it.

Our lips melded together as one.  Like Valencia, I stuck my tongue out and Harrieta readily accepted me into her orifice.  I had never kissed with tongues before!  It was a strange, wet sensation but it made my body hot.  It was odd, but the taste of her saliva was sweet.  Then I realized what it was.

“Alright, only a taste.” Valencia broke us apart.  Harrieta mewled like a kitten and pouted.  “What did you think, Priscilla?”

“Juniper berries,” I said huskily.  “The wine is made with juniper berries.”

Harrieta nodded, her face flushed with excitement.  I’m sure mine was too.  “Correct.”

“Bravo.  That will be all, Harrieta.  We will not need anyone interrupting us from here on,” Valencia said.  The girl bowed to us and walked out of the dining hall with a skip in her step and closed the doors behind her.

“Do you force all your guests to kiss your servants?” I asked her with some bite in my voice.

Valencia snorted and grabbed a piece of cubed meat from the tray and ate it.  “Sometimes.  For special guests.  I paid off her family’s debt and she became my live in servant in gratitude.  Although, I believe she just wanted to leave the squalor of being so poor behind.  She’s a rather good fuck as well.  Maybe next time you would like her to join us?”

Next time?  I was having a hard enough time coming to grips with the first.  I could still taste the juniper berries on my lips.  “And what about the butler?  Claude?  Are you fucking him as well?”

Valencia laughed so hard that I bounced violently on her knee.  “Well, princess!  I didn’t expect you to use such language!  But no.  Claude’s a eunuch.  He’s a retired gladiator and I gave him a job in my castle.  There aren’t many gladiators that make it to retirement.  Claude’s was more of a forced retirement.  He wasn’t particularly skilled, only lucky.  Rather than winding up killed in the arena once his luck ran out, I gave him an out.”

“You’re more charitable than I would have expected,” I muttered.  I plucked a piece of cheese from the table.

“Well, a virtuous sinner I suppose,” she said.  I gasped when she placed a hand between my breasts.  “Your heart is beating quite quickly.  Did that kiss excite you that much?  You seemed to be enjoying yourself.”

Valencia’s fingers curled over my chest and she swooped down and cupped my breast.  My body betrayed me and I moaned blissfully as she played with it over my dress.  I squirmed on her lap and pressed my body closer to hers.  A surprising hardness caught my attention from between her legs.

“What is that?” I breathed out.

Valencia pressed her lips against my ear, her warm breath against me made my heart flutter.  “It’s a special tool that I paid a lot of money to a sorceress for.  Would you like to touch it?”

I nodded.  Valencia grabbed my hand and led it to her crotch.  She placed my hand on the front of her leather pants and I gave it an experimental squeeze.  It couldn’t be!

“Is it real?” I asked incredulously.  “I’ve never heard of such magic before.”

“Yes, it is quite real.  Not only did I pay good coin, but as part of my payment I fucked the sorceress with it.” Valencia nibbled my earlobe.  “Play with it, princess.  Pretend that I’m one of those knights that you had so much fun with.”

I was already having much more fun now than I had with either of those knights.  I said they were big enough, but as I felt the outline of Valencia’s penis, she was much larger.  I hadn’t expected to be enjoying my stay here tonight.  Now, I couldn’t wait to continue.

As I played with Valencia through her pants, she fed me so that I could focus on teasing her.  I licked her fingers clean when she fed me meat, I sucked the strawberries after she ran them along my lips.  When I thirsted, she shared her wine with me through a kiss.  And all through out our fondling we talked and got to know each other.  And I began to truly enjoy her company.

“Valencia,” I groaned lustfully as I nuzzled her neck.  “I’m not hungry anymore.  Can we go to your bed chambers?  I wish to see this magical tool of yours.”

“Certainly, princess.  I’ve been waiting for you to start begging me.” Valencia scooped me up into her strong arms and carried me out of the dining hall through a door hidden at the back. 

There was a long spiraling staircase that she climbed with ease.  I was thin, but I still marveled at her strength with how easily she carried me.  I had never met a woman warrior before.  I placed a dainty hand on her breast and gently squeezed it over the hard leather strap.

We arrived at a door at the top of the stairs and Valencia kicked it open with a stiff boot.  My heart thumped wildly in my chest at the show of such brute force.  She strode into the room which was already lit with candles along shelves on the wall as well as a roaring fireplace.  There was a large, fur covered bed fit for a king which made up the entirety of the furniture.  Even in her most private sanctuary, Valencia had a very austere taste.

She tossed me onto the bed and I squealed as I sailed through the air and bounced on the furs.  The mattress was surprisingly soft, and very inviting.  I curled my legs underneath me as I sat up and looked up at Valencia.  She had a fierce, fiery gaze.  Hungry.  For me.

“Take off your dress,” she growled at me.  Her deep, throaty command made me shudder.  I started to slip off my sleeves but Valencia raised her voice.  “Slower, Priscilla.”

I did as she demanded.  Slowly, I slipped the red, satin fabric down tantalizingly revealing my bare shoulder.  I kept my eyes focused on hers.  They were sharp like a hungry predator.  She licked her lips as I slid my arms out of my sleeves.  I held up the garment against my chest, only displaying the top of my milky breasts.

I pushed up my soft breasts and kissed them, leaving a red smear of lipstick on my otherwise flawless skin.  Valencia breathed in deep through her nose.  “Do you like what you see, champion?”

​Valencia grunted her satisfaction.  Bit by bit, I pulled the fabric down until I revealed my hard, poking nipples.  I let my dress fall the rest of the way down, letting it flow down my torso like water.  Even uncovered and exposed to the elements, my body felt hot.  I laid down on my side, a hand propped up my head while the other tugged my dress teasingly down my hips.

​“That’s enough,” Valencia said with a shortness of breath.  She approached me, but I didn’t shirk away.  She crawled onto the bed with me and placed a hard, calloused hand on my hip.  It was a fighter’s hand, but it had the gentleness only a woman possessed.  “You’re beautiful.”

​“I want to see you too,” I whispered.

​I truly did.  I came to this keep fearful, but determined to fulfill my father’s deal so as not to sully our family’s reputation.  But now I wanted Valencia.  Woman or not, I wanted to be with her tonight.  I wanted to forget about my worries and lose myself in passion with this beautiful warrior.

​Valencia reached behind her and unlatched the leather strap around her chest and let it fall.  I had seen the breasts of other ladies as well as servant girls, but none of them had ever aroused me.  My groin tingled from the sight of Valencia’s large, firm breasts.  I pushed myself up so that I could examine them closer.

​“What do you think, princess?” There was cockiness in her voice reminded me of the male bravado of the knights I once knew.  The way she grinned with confidence made me want her more than the sight of her breasts.

​“May I touch them?” I asked her shyly.

​“Of course!” Valencia sidled up closer to me and wrapped an arm around my waist.  Goose pimples exploded over me when our bare skin pressed against one another.  “I plan on playing with you as well.  Your tits look deliciously soft.”

​Valencia tenderly cupped my breasts.  I swooned in her arms as she gently massaged me.  My experience with men were brutish maulings that didn’t feel all that good.  She pinched my nipples and rolled them softly between her fingers.  For a cut throat gladiator, I did not expect her to be so caring with how she handled my body.

​I lightly moaned, losing myself momentarily to the wonderful sensations that Valencia bestowed upon me.  Not wanting to be selfish, hogging all the pleasure for myself, I reached my hands out for Valencia’s chest.  They were softer than they appeared.  Valencia moaned in a higher, definitively more feminine tone, than I expected.

​Having no experience with pleasuring a woman, I tried to follow Valencia’s lead.  From the sweet moans that squeaked from her throat, I assumed I was doing well.  We pressed closer, our bodies writhed together.

​I looked up to Valencia and she looked back at me.  She moved her face closer and pressed her lips onto mine.  I melted at her steamy, passionate kiss.  Her tongue wriggled into my mouth and we wrestled them together as we fondled each other’s bodies.

​Valencia’s hand crept down my stomach.  I froze, her fingertips drummed at the top of my groin underneath my dress.

​She broke our kiss, our faces still inches apart.  “I want to feast on you.”

​I didn’t know what she meant.  Before I could ask, she silenced me with a quick peck on the lips.  Then, she guided me to lay back on the bed.  She pulled my dress the remainder of the way down my hips and over my long, coltish legs.

​Suddenly shy, I tried to cover my nether region.  Valencia was having none of my insolence and pulled my hands away while I blushed crimson as she examined my most private area.  My eyes were drawn to her still covered groin as well.  The outline of her magical implement was easily visible.

​“You look positively appetizing, princess,” Valencia groaned.  She pinned my arms to the sides of my head and lay atop my body, being careful not to crush me under her weight.  She kissed my lips.  Then my cheek.  She then trailed downwards where she lingered on my breasts.  I drew in a raspy breath as Valencia lightly grazed her teeth against my nipples.  “You taste so sweet as well.  On to the main course.”

​Past my breasts she dragged her wet tongue down my stomach.  I gasped once I realized what she had planned.  Too far down to hold my arms back, my hands went to Valencia’s hair.  She giggled at my distress but continued her trail of kisses until she reached the small tuft of my trimmed golden hair.

​“Valencia, you can’t!” I cried out.  “You can’t put your mouth there!  It’s dirty!  It’s improper!”

​“That’s what makes it so hot, Priscilla.  Now relax.  I’m going to show you how women make love to one another.” Valencia licked my button and I shuddered.  My fingers tightened around her locks, but I didn’t push her away.  My word!  That felt amazing!  “Mmmm, you’re especially sweet down here.  I’ve never had royalty for dinner.  Your cunt is quite the delicacy.”

​“You’re being so vulgar,” I choked out.  Valencia chuckled and kissed me directly on my flower.  She ran her tongue along the entire length and I arched my back, my body unsure how to react to such devilish bliss.  “Oh gods!  That feels amazing!”

​Valencia wrapped her arms around my thighs and showed me that she was only warming up.  She lifted my lower body up and truly feasted on my vagina.  Her tongue erupted through my folds and lapped up my inner walls.  I thrashed around, so unused to feeling so good, but Valencia’s power grip held me steady.

​In and out her tongue flicked, driving me towards my impending orgasm.  Was this sex as well?  If I had known about this, Cynthia and I wouldn’t have bothered spending our idle days talking about which handsome young knight had the biggest cock!  My dalliances with the young men in the past didn’t compare to Valencia’s thoughtful, focused tongue licking at my most sensitive areas!

​“Valencia, I’m going to cum!” I breathed out, my eyes sealed shut.  “Move your mouth!  I don’t want to dirty your face.”

​Valencia’s iron grip tightened around my thighs.  With her lips pressed against my mound, she murmured lustfully, “Cum for me, Priscila.  I’m very hungry.  Give me your sweet, royal nectar.”

​I squealed and pulled her head down onto my quivering womanhood.  She engulfed the entirety of it between her lips and sucked hard as I climaxed.  Her tongue swirled inside of me as I came!  I yelled out and my body tensed and my muscles vibrated with a vicious primal energy.

​My muscles relaxed and I melted like butter as Valencia casually licked me clean.  I shivered with delight from her thorough lapping of my juices.

​“Mmmm, very tasty,” Valencia said as she placed me back on the bed.  She rubbed her lips clean with the back of her hand.  “How was your first orgasm from another woman, Priscila?”

​I blushed and smiled up at her.  “It was wonderful.  I thought the only method to sex was for a man to shove his penis inside of me.  That was far more pleasant.”

​Valencia got on her knees and towered over me.  She looked like a beautiful goddess of war with the shadows from the fire flicked across her toned body and large, full breasts.  The image of her took my breath away.  She hooked her thumbs into the top of her leather pants and teasingly pulled them down only a mere inch from the top of her crotch.

​“Would you like to try it for yourself?” Her voice was husky again.  Her predatory eyes were on me again and I shivered from their intensity.

​I nodded my head and crawled to my knees below her.  With my heart picking up speed again, I hooked my fingers into Valencia’s pants and pulled them down.  Out sprang her mighty magical implement!

​It was large.  Far larger than the men I had been with.  It was curved like a scimitar, but hard and blunt like a club.  I looked up at Valencia who only stared back at me.  She had no intention of telling me what to do.  She wanted me to explore it for myself.

​With shaking hands, I grasped it.  It twitched in my hands so powerfully that I couldn’t hold it still.  It was so solid!  I could easily feel the pulse of Valencia’s blood through the veins.  It was every bit exactly like a man’s cock, maybe even more so.

​Slowly, I started to jerk the massive shaft of my partner.  At the tip a white liquid started to drool out.  Tentatively, I leaned forward and licked the rounded head clean of the oozing fluid.  I braced my taste buds against something sour and disgusting, but I was amazed at how much I enjoyed it!  Salty sweet, I didn’t hate it one bit.

​Valencia moaned high and sweet.  I started to love that very unwarrior like groan of hers.  You wouldn’t imagine such a strong individual to have such a cute voice.

​I took the head into my mouth and circled my tongue over it.  She sighed again, her shaft vibrated in my hands as I stroked it up and down.
​“Ahh, princess, that’s good,” she said.  I gazed upwards and her eyes were shut tightly in agonizing pleasure.  I sucked harder and she let out a shuddering gasp.  “Are you sure you’ve never done this before?”

​I grinned to myself and dipped my head farther along her pole until the end tickled the back of my throat.  This was so scandalously wicked!  Did my father have any idea what he had gotten me into?  I no longer felt any ill will towards him.  When I returned home I planned on thanking him for such an astonishing experience.

​Valencia was happy in the beginning to let me take the lead, but now it appeared that she wanted me to hurry along.  Her long, powerful fingers gripped my skull and pushed even more of her girthy member into me.  I choked as it went down my throat.  There was a warm, glowing sensation that emanated from it and I stopped struggling to breathe.  Was this some sort of magic that allowed me to swallow more of her?

​My lips pressed down on the base of her shaved groin.  She pulled me off and pushed back in quickly.  My throat contracted around her cock, but again without any discomfort.

​“Priscila, I’m getting close,” my champion whimpered.  “Will you drink me like I did for you?”

​I nodded enthusiastically.  I cupped her massive, overfilled testicles and gently rolled them in my palm.  Valencia let out a shuddering groan, her sack tightened, and my mouth was filled with her cream.

​I swallowed it all, gulping it down as quickly as possible so as not to spill any onto the furs.  There was so much!  But it all easily slid down my throat and into my stomach where it warmed my belly.

​Valencia pulled me off her still solid shaft and cupped my cheeks as she leaned down to kiss me.  She fell down on top of me, stripping her pants all the way off of her legs as she continued to madly peck at my lips and neck.

​“How are you still so hard?  Don’t you need any rest?” I asked between gasps of tingling excitement.  “That sorceress did a fantastic job on your tool.”

​“Spread your legs for me,” she breathed against my neck.  Her breath was hot and steamy as dragon fire.  “I want you so bad, princess.”

​I wanted Valencia just as badly.  I spread my thighs apart as far as they would go.  Valencia lifted her hips and I felt the thick, globular head kiss my wet vagina.  She pushed forward with a powerful thrust and pressed her body on top of mine.

​I groaned with delirious bliss as she spread my inner walls.  Valencia thrust into me again and I pulled her head into my shoulder where she nibbled my neck.

​“You’re very tight, Priscilla,” Valencia murmured against my neck.  “Do all of you royal types have such fabulous cunts?”

​“How should I know that?” I groaned.  “Do all you gladiators have such big cocks?”

​Valencia laughed and pulled herself away from me.  My neck felt so cold without her constant nuzzling.  “I have the biggest cock out of all of them.  Trust me, I’ve seen them all.  Don’t go getting any ideas about checking.  You’re mine.”

​My pussy tightened when she said I was hers.  I liked the sound of that.  I wrapped my thighs around her and ground my crotch against hers.  “If I’m yours, then make it so that no one else can pleasure me.  Make it so that I can only cum from the champion’s thick cock.”

​“I like this dirty side of you, princess,” she hissed.  “I’ll have you screaming my name before the night is done.”

​I had no doubt about that!  Her hips crashed down upon me and I grunted from the explosive impact.  Valencia watched my twisting expressions with smugness

​“Harder!” I shouted at her, challenging her supreme assurance in her sexual abilities.  “Don’t be gentle with me!”

​Valencia grinned cockily.  “Oh?  Is that how it is, princess?  Gladly then!”

​Again she slammed into me, hard and fast.  I gasped but snapped my jaw closed.  Make her work for my moans!  I thought to myself.  Valencia, the champion of the arena, seemed to enjoy this new challenge.

​She lifted herself off my body and took my hips into her iron grip.  She pumped into me wickedly but I refused to open my mouth despite how awfully good she was churning my insides.  I clawed at the furs around me.  My body was flaring up with tingles.

​“Say it!” Valencia commanded, sweat poured down her face and over her firm breasts.  “Say my name!  Scream for me, Priscilla!”

​My body ached to scream.  Her thrusts were relentless.  How could a woman have so much stamina?  I clamped my teeth together but they clattered together with each strong push into me.

​It became too much and I could not hold back any longer.  “Valencia!  I’m cumming again!  I’m cumming!”

​My back arched again as my second orgasm overtook me.  I clamped hard over Valencia’s steel tool.  She buried herself deep inside and kept it there as I shuddered.

​“Another good one, Priscilla?” Valencia asked me, her voice dripped with pride.

​“Why, why didn’t you cum?” I desperately breathed out.  I placed my hands over my breasts to steady them as my chest rapidly rose and fell.  “How can you hold yourself back like that?”

​“Because I’m the champion!” she roared out with laughter.  Valencia flipped us around before I could recover.  She laid back in the furs that I had warmed up with my own body.  She put her arms behind her head and grinned up at me.  “Ride me until I cum.”

​I was exhausted!  How did she expect me to continue after that thrashing?  My own pride was on the line now.  I wanted to wipe that smirk off of her face.

​I pushed myself up against her rock solid stomach.  I raised my hips up and pushed back down, my spine tingled.  I was still so sensitive.  I ground my groin against her pole and swayed my stomach backwards and forwards like a belly dancer.

​The smugness eroded from Valencia’s face.  Her face twisted and her eyes watered.  “Oh, that’s nice.”

​“Good,” I groaned.  I reached for her arms and pulled them until her hands were on my chest.  “Play with me, please?”

​She nodded vigorously.  I bit my lower lip and started to bounce on Valencia’s lap.  I flicked my hair back and looked up to the ceiling as I hummed with lust.  Valencia massaged my breasts as I rode her up and down.

​Valencia’s moans were high and sweet again.  She was getting close.  I leaned forward and draped my blonde hair over her face.  I placed my own hands over her breasts and kneaded them causing more delectably sugary tones to slip out of her lips.

​“For such a big, strong fighter, you have the most adorable moans I’ve ever heard,” I said.  My hips burned, but I sped up my thrusting.  “Is my royal cunt about to make the champion cum?”

​“Yes!” she screamed out.  “Your royal cunt is too good!  Priscilla, I’m cumming!”

​In a flurry, Valencia wrapped her arms around and pulled me against her body.  We both screamed through our final, shared orgasm.  We shuddered together in bliss. 

Hot, sticky seed splashed into my belly.  For the third time, I climaxed.  Before tonight, I thought one was all that was needed!

We huffed and puffed before Valencia broke the silence with a chuckle.  “So, princess, how amazing was I?”

I surprised the champion with a kiss on the lips.  “More amazing that I could have imagined.  Thank you for purchasing me for tonight.”

Another silence lingered between us.  Valencia held me tight and whispered in my ear.  “How would you like to stay here, Priscella?”

I rested my cheek against Valencia’s chest.  “Mmmm.  That does indeed sound very interesting.  Would it be ok if I brought my servant girl, Cynthia?  I hear she has a fixation with gladiator types.”

Valencia chuckled and ran her fingers through my hair.  “Of course!  The more the merrier!”










The End

If you enjoyed this story please leave a review.  Feedback and criticism is highly appreciated to help me improve.




Additional Stories From Me

Heidi Hole (Cosplay Convention Book 1)

Filthy Futa Bundle 1

Futa Coach’s Special Training:  Futa-on-Female Menage

OEBPS/image_rsrcDK.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning






