

The Noblewoman Serves the Gladiators

All characters and situations are fictional. All characters are adults. Please note that this is a work of erotica which contains explicit descriptions of a young roman noblewoman who realizes that what she truly needs is to be fucked hard by multiple sweaty, muscular gladiators at once. She's driven insane by thoughts of their muscular bodies and strength, and all she thinks about is satisfying their animal needs. This story includes explicit descriptions of group sex, deep throating, muscular dominating men, first time sex and first time anal. All sexual acts are consensual. Enjoy ;) 

Hadriana loved to watch the gladiators train. They were akin to animals of prey, their muscular bodies full of litheness and explosive strength. She imagined what it would be like to be in the open savanna with one of them, trying to run from them and being overtaken and forced to the ground easily, her clothes ripped off and thrown aside. They were nothing like the Roman noblemen that her father set her up with, learned and quoting the philosophers, and who expected her to demurely listen while they prattled on about how rich they were, boasting about their station and drunk on their own wit. Her favorite was Thracius, his skin golden under the sun, gleaming in sweat. His body was all hard lines. She watched him now as he trained against the new gladiator, Vibius, a beast of a man, and she cheered for him internally, watching as Thracius dodged massive, swinging blows to lightly tap his opponent. Vibius was an ebony giant, more beast than man and he was an unstoppable force with an enormous bulge that both excited and scared her. Most of the gladiators were muscle covered in a thick layer of fat, scarred from barely won bout, but Thracius was perfect. Where they were stocky and full, he was agile and rapid, and she loved the way Vibius grunted in frustration as his huge, swinging blows always struck the air where Thracius had been an instant before. 

Were they animals, or beasts? They seemed to have far more in common with the animal kingdom than that of the realm of men. Hadriana had seen the private collections of animals of the incredibly rich noblemen her father kept company with, and had spent hours staring at the animals. Thracius was like a lion, swift and agile, while Vibius reminded her of an elephant, huge and brutish. As she listened to the grunting and groaning of combat, she could not help but imagine their sounds were exactly like the ones they would make during coitus. She had done something absolutely shameful two weeks prior by following the slave girl who was sent to sate them all the way to the gladiator's stable, were the five men ate and slept. She could not resist pressing her ear against the wooden walls and listening to the sounds within. They had argued first, some barely speaking Latin but she could understand the few accented words they knew. “Fuck” “First” “Turn” were the words that were repeated the most, and she understood that they were fighting over who would ravage the slave first. She had pressed her ear even harder against the wood, her own lust building as she imagined the sight of the barely clothed men and heard the sounds of fighting and scuffling before the victor took the slave first. She pressed her ear against the wood of the gladiators stable and listened as they grabbed her, the sound of her clothes being ripped off loudly plain to the ear and then they each took their turn taking her. The wet slaps of flesh and the grunts and groans of gladiators were the loudest sounds, but she could also hear the slave moaning in pleasure as the beasts of men took her hard. Hadriana could not resist and had slid her hand down her linen dress, sliding a finger into her wetness as she imagined the scene inside. As the woman started to scream in pleasure she too had came hard, and then she had raced inside so as not to be seen, the adrenaline from the risk of being caught causing her heart to beat like a drum. She had imagined that night over and over in her head. 

“Watching our new acquisition fight, I see.” Her father’s booming voice announced that he too entered the spectators box of their small arena and startled her out of her fantasy. Her father Itlius had two interests other than business, and they were his gladiators and marrying off his daughter, in that order. She was glad her father and mother would be travelling on a business trip on the morrow and be out of her hair for at least a week. She smiled in greeting and he continued talking. “I am glad you are taking an interest in my passion. However, I must ask of you, my sweet daughter, how was your dinner with Blandus?”

Hadiana tried not to let a sour expression come to her face as she remembered the arduous dinner at his massive estate. Blandus had not been ugly, far from it, but she had the uncomfortable feeling that he was just as pretty as her, with soft, feminine features and a sweet, titillating voice. “Oh father, he certainly lived up to his name, he was quite charming. But I must say, he did drone on and on about the cosmetics business of his family. He seemed altogether too interested in such a feminine line of work!”

“Hadriana, he is a rich and learned man, and he comes from a very fine family. You are lucky to have men interested in you. You are young and pure, but this beauty and youth of yours will not last. You are eighteen years of age, and I have been trying to marry you for five years now! Other families call me weak for going against tradition and not simply choosing the husband myself.”

“Father, the men you pick leave much to be desired! While obscenely rich, I believe that Blandus uses the services of a cosmetae himself, his lips were far too red to be naturally colored! The way he was looking at me, I could not tell if he was interested in my beauty or imagining himself in my makeup!”

Her father’s face clouded and she realized she had gone too far. “Hadriana, you will not speak ill of the men I match you with. This has gone on too long. Every man I have found for you has some flaw – his beard is too sparse, he is too short, he has a lisp, this cannot last! No man is perfect, and I fear I must pass an ultimatum. You will be married before your nineteenth birthday. The wedding will be in June, and as such you will have nearly a full year to decide which of the many suitable men I bring to you is up to your standards. I warn you, Hadriana, decide quickly for your own sake! When your mother and I return from our trip, I expect you to be more amenable to the suitors who are lining up to court you!”

With that her father stormed off. What could she do? Imagining her first time with a man was supposed to be a sultry thought to look forward too, but having to fake her pleasure with one of the learned, educated noblemen that befitted her station was too horrible to bear. She did not want their soft hands which had never done a day's work touching her, she did not want to smell their honeyed breath or feel their respectable kisses. All she wanted was to feel the strength and lust of a gladiator. She turned back to watching the men, and this time she found herself transfixed by Vibius, the most massive gladiator she had ever seen. She shuddered to herself as she imagined him ripping off her clothes. Like the other gladiators, he wore only a small linen undergarment, allowing for free movement and doing nothing to cover his muscled body which was as dark as a moonless night. She could see his thickness pressing against his clothes, and she shuddered at the thought of it sliding into her, spreading her and pushing her apart. It was difficult for her to even handle two of her small fingers, and the thought of the monster he had between his legs forced into her was intense and frightfully erotic. She had not bother to learn the names of the other gladiators. They were all between 18 and 30, most covered in scars and with brutish eyes, and she could only imagine the manly stink of them. They truly were like animals. 

Once a week, the slave her father had chosen to quell their lust visited the gladiator's stable and stayed until they were satisfied. She knew that sometimes it could be hours before she returned, sweaty and with her hair mussed, sometimes with bruises but always with a look of complete satisfaction on her face. Hadriana wished for the chance to sneak out to the stables and hide herself against the wall. She wanted to so badly but she did not dare. If anyone found her, she would be barred from going within a mile of a gladiator and married off on the morrow. Thinking about the rumours that would be spawned was simply horrifying. It was a shameful attraction, and she felt enormous guilt but could not resist imagining that it was her and not the slave sent there, forced to serve and satisfy all five of the gladiators. Even the brutish, scarred gladiator's with thick bellies excited her. They oozed masculinity and dominance and she longed to be treated as an object of lust and not as a symbol of status. The gladiator's would not care who her father was, what connections her family had. They would simply see her as a woman to satisfy them. 

Hadriana pulled her eyes from the men and with a sigh walked to the study for her afternoon lesson. The room was stuffy and hot, and she worked to stifle a yawn as her personal tutor droned on and on about wars and kingdoms. She respected Justus and he had taught her since she was a child, and he had always been a comforting set of arms to run to when her father or mother had been angry at her for pilfering goods from the kitchen or playing a prank on the servants. While he was sweet and caring, his voice was almost enough to put her to sleep and she had to stifle countless yawns throughout the lesson. Finally she was free, and she dined with her family, drinking red wine and eating expertly prepared rich dishes which she could never discern the ingredients of. Her thoughts were continually invaded by images of the gladiators and she drank her wine more quickly than usual, a slave refilling it as soon as she took a sip and soon her head was swimming with lust and the wine. When dinner was done, she said her good-nights and walked to her room, finally alone with just her and her personal servant. She sat down on her bed without even changing, her thoughts filled with swirling images of the gladiator's tanned, powerful bodies, the feel of their hands on her pulling and squeezing, their hot breath on her neck. She shuddered in desire as she imaged what it would be like to be their personal slave, to satisfy them every week. She needed to know. She turned to her personal servant and the words spilled out.

“Laurentia, bring up the gladiator's slave please. Immediately.”

If her personal servant was surprised at her request, she did not show it. She brought up Athela, the slave who's duties included sating the gladiators' lust weekly. Hadriana knew that tomorrow she was scheduled to pay them a visit and she longed to hear more details so she could imagine the scene even more vividly in her mind.

“Now leave Laurentia.” Hadriana ushered her servant out, leaving her with Athela, who was trying to hide her discomfort and puzzlement. Now that she was close to Athela, she could see that they looked quite alike, the same color of hair and the same facial structure. In fact, if Hadriana did not have the finest perfumes and makeup in Rome expertly applied to her face, she might look quite like Athela.

“Hello there Athela.”

“Hadriana, hello, how can I serve you?” Hadriana could see the worry in her eyes. Although Hadriana was never cruel to the servants and slaves, as a member of the family she had the power of life and death over them and it must be worrisome to be asked for explicitly without even having the time to wash before being sent up. 

“How can you serve me... first of all, I want you to know that nothing I say here can leave this room. Nothing, not even to my father or brothers. I do not need to tell you what the consequences would be if that happened, do I?” Hadriana was acting tough out of fear. She could not believe what she was going to ask but she needed to know what it was like to be alone with all of those muscular, sweaty men. 

“Of course, Hadriana. You will have my total discretion, I swear on it.” 

“Good. Please, sit down.” Hadriana motioned to the comfortable chair in her room. Athela sat down gingerly. 

“The second thing I need you to know is that I expect you to speak candidly. You will not be punished for anything you say in this room, and I want every single detail. I want you to tell me about what happens during your duties with the gladiators. I want to know every single grunt, every sigh, every touch.”

Athela hid her shock at the request well. She shyly answered. “Well, I'd be lying if I said I don't enjoy it. I do not wish to complain, but my other duties in the kitchen are much more arduous. I attend to the gladiator's once a week, or sometimes more often if a particular one has won a bout. I am their reward, as it were. All week they sweat, fight and train, and then they take out all of their stress and desire onto me. The look in their eyes as they take me... it is ferocious. They do not think at all except of their lust, their need. Would you like to know anything in particular?”

“Yes. Tell me... tell me what happens when you open the doors.” Hadriana felt her pulse quicken in desire. 

“I open the doors and I am greeted by the darkness of the gladiator stables. They all live together in the building, it is one floor as you know and they have their hard beds. As soon as I walk in, they are waiting for me. The flickering light of the oil lamp casts shadows and shows their bodies, and gleams off of their eyes as they watch me and only me. Their eyes are more accustomed to the light but they can barely see me, just my body and their need. I've learned to strip as soon as I open the door, or they will rip my clothes from me. Even one of them could overpower me, but all five stare at me as though they are starving and I am a piece of meat. They used to fight over who would have me first, but now a pecking order is established. The two oldest, Blasius and Marcellinus have me first. They have no interest in my... I am sorry Hadriana, this is such filthy, dirty fare... are you sure it is alright for me to tell you?”

“Yes, go on, please.” Hadriana was imagining it, the light flickering off of them, half men and half beasts but all full of the need for her. She wanted more than anything to be in the stables and feel their need, to be the object of their lust and to have them take out all of their passion onto her willing body. She wanted their rough touch, their cruel, unfeeling gazes and their beastly passion.

“The first two,  Blasius and Marcellinus, they have no interest in my body. They want my mouth. Blasius is kinder. He strokes himself as I use my mouth on him and does most of the work, and I must simply swallow his seed. Marcellinus... he is more cruel. He uses my throat as if it were my pussy, and he grabs the back of my head and forces his entire length into me. When I look up into his eyes there is only an animal looking back. I... I must say, it is not altogether... unpleasant. I know you are a noble lady and do not have such filthy desire as a slave like me, but the way he grunts as he slides his thickness down my throat, taking complete control over me... I crave his strength.”

Hadriana fought back a moan at the thought of strong, calloused hands gripping her hair and the back of her head and forcing her to take the length of his cock. To be treated like a woman and not like a lady, to be used by men who cared nothing of her status and only wanted her body, her mouth, her pussy was her deepest desire. She could feel herself growing wet at the thought and her body tingled with the desire to be touched. 

“Keep going...”

“He pinches my nipples as he fucks my throat, and he loves to cum deeply in my mouth. Before he came on my face, but the other gladiator's preferred my face to be cleaner and put a stop to it. Next is Thracius. Oh god, Thracius, he pulls me onto his bed and fucks me hard. There is no passion like his. He seems to care more about my enjoyment, and for him I moan loudly in pleasure that is exaggerated but not faked. He calls me such dirty names... a slut, a harlot, a whore for his cock. He loves that he can make me moan and whimper and fills me with his cum. Then is Vibius. Vibius is... he is... it's hard to describe. When your father purchased him he filled me with fear. I could not imagine how large he must be. I went to the kitchen and -”

Hadriana was lost in the description and when she stopped talking she looked up at the sudden fear in Athela's eyes. “You went to the kitchen and... did you take something? Some food for him? Athela, you must speak honestly here. Nothing you say or do will be punished.”

Athela swallowed and continued. “I went to the kitchen and I stole a bottle of olive oil. I know it was wrong but the thought of his size was frightful. I am glad I did. As soon as Vibius is done with me, he grabs me and brings me to his bed, and when he first pulled down his linens I could only gasp at how enormous he is. It reminded me of when I was young and I found a long, black snake in the yard. My mother pulled me away in fear, but this time no one was there to protect me. I managed to wriggle free of him just long enough to grab the oil which I had smuggled in, and I put some on my hands and started to rub his length and it grew even stronger and larger and he started to growl... I knew I could not satisfy him for long with my hands. He grabbed me and took me like a dog from behind, and I thank the gods I had been stretched by the cock of Thracius and wetted by his seed or even with the olive oil his snake would have torn me apart. I... I am embarrassed, but he caused me to cum with his size rubbing inside of me... I could not handle the pleasure. When he was finished with me Gallus took me, but he was unsatisfied by how stretched I was from Vibius and he lubed his cock and took me in my ass, forcing himself all the way in. And this is how they fuck me every week. I am sore for days but I would be lying if I said I do not imagine it every night for the rest of the week.”

Hadriana was more turned on than she ever had been before. Her hand had found its way through the folds of her linen and was rubbing up and down her inner thigh as if it belonged to someone else. She getting lost in her desire, her thoughts slowing.

“Hadriana... has my tale excited you? Please, I am well schooled not just in the ways of pleasing men... it would be my honor to satisfy you.”

Hadriana moaned as she imagined the men fucking her one after another and she pulled up her linen tunic, and she closed her eyes, imagining the sweaty, manly gladiators as she felt her undergarments pulled down and Athela's wet, eager tongue licking at the lips of her pussy. She wanted to be filled more than anything and moaned as a finger slid into her, stretching her open as Athela's tongue moved to her clit, lapping up and down sensually. 

“Tomorrow we will trade places, in the dark they will never know... and if they did know, who would they dare tell? I will take off my makeup... instead of you... it will be me who enters the gladiator's stable.” It was the lust that was speaking, the dirty, intense lust to be used by the gladiators that forced the words out of her mouth as she ground her pussy against the slaves mouth. Hadriana had never felt such pleasure before and she pinched and played with her nipples as she imagined tomorrow night. She imagined being a faceless slave in the dark, and knew that as soon as she opened the door there would be no turning back. Even if she said she was Hadriana, they would not believe her, they would take her as a woman. She knew that even if they did believe her they would not care. She knew they had an animal lust that overrode any reason. She felt her orgasm washing over her as Athela licked her expertly and she reached moaned in pleasure, her hips bucking up and down. As soon as she finished she pushed Athela's head away. 

Athela wiped the juices from her face and looked into her eyes. “My lady, are you sure you wish to do that? They are animals, you know... and although I can handle their size and strength, I fear you would be ripped asunder.”

“Yes... I need it.” Hadriana was awash in the afterglow of the orgasm, but it had not satisfied her at all. It had simply made her desire even more urgent and necessary. She did not need a woman's tongue lapping at her. She needed the rough, calloused hands of the gladiator's upon her. She needed to feel their cocks stretching and fucking her. She sent the slave away with instructions to come up to her bedroom instead of going to the gladiator's stable tomorrow night. Then she lay back in her bed, sliding under the covers and twisting in turning in her bed, her body aching to be touched.

The next morning she rose with the sun, her head aching slightly from the wine from the night before. She poured herself a glass of lemon water from the pitcher and drank it eagerly, soothing her parched throat. Then she dressed herself and summoned the cosmetae to apply her makeup and the ornatrice to attend to her hair. It took nearly an hour, and finally she was ready to leave the room. It was tough work to project the image of a noblewoman, and few had the time to apply makeup themselves. She walked to the courtyard and saw that her father and mother were already in their litter, carried by slaves and about to leave. 

“Hadriana, I thought you would sleep through our departure!”

“Never father, I would never miss you leaving! I'll be more likely to sleep through your return!”

Hadriana's mother turned to look at her with scolding eyes. “Hadriana, do not speak to your father like that!”

“Only teasing, my beloved parents. I wish you a safe and profitable trip.”

“Aye, because the more profitable we are the better your presents, is that it?” Hadriana was glad to see that her father had calmed down from yesterday's anger and was back to teasing her. 

“Exactly! Safe travels.” She watched as her parents left the estate, and bit her lip with anticipation. Opportunity had presented itself perfectly, mixed with her rush of boldness. She walked to the observation booth and watched the gladiator's training, feeling her pulse quicken with the knowledge that soon they would be upon her, taking her hard and fast. She could not keep her eyes from the thickness of their bulges, and the knowledge of what each one needed and wanted made her imagine it. Their bodies were well muscled and thick, powerful in every movement and she ached for their touch. She wanted to stride into the middle of the training ground and watch as they turned to look at her. They had seen her many times looking down at them from the booth, but always dressed finely in jewelry and expensive robes, with her face carefully covered in makeup and her hair professionally arranged. She knew that in the dark of the stables, in the flickering night and her face naked of the paints and powders, they would never know who she was. She imagined walking into the training ground right there and then and seeing their eyes on her, and ordering them to strip naked so she could walk around them, admiring their muscled bodies. She would order them to stand perfectly still as she grabbed and groped them, slapped the thick flesh of their asses and stroked them one by one, making their cocks hard and spilling their seed onto the sand as they stayed perfectly still, unable to disobey her direct order. She wanted to hear their grunts, their moans as she stroked them hard, and watch how far they shot their cum. It was hard to believe that something even more exciting awaited her once the sun went down. 

The day passed arduously slow and she started to become nervous. She had played with herself with fingers and even toys which she had sent her personal servant on secret missions to obtain, but she had never taken a real cock before. She was worried now that even in the midst of lust she would be unable to handle their size, especially the thick black snake of Vibius. She had never even imagined taking anything up her ass and the knowledge that Gallus loved the tightness of it excited her. What would it feel like to have his cock inside of her ass, thrusting deeply inside of her? She went to her room and spat on her finger, rubbing her asshole and felt surprised that it felt so good, making her tingle and want more. She slid the first digit of her finger in and loved the feeling but also knew that a cock would be almost impossible to handle by the way her ass resisted the intrusion of her finger. She pulled it out and breathed deeply to calm herself. This was what she wanted. She needed to experience this. When she was married and forced to be with the same man every night, she would always regret not taking advantage of her opportunity now. She had to know what it felt like. She had to experience it. 

The sun dipped low into the sky, like a ripe peach bleeding its juices, coloring the sky before being extinguished into the night. She washed the makeup off in the sink and took out her hand mirror, looking at her naked face. She had not been in public without the services of a cosmetae in ages. She analyzed her face, seeing every flaw but knowing that the gladiators were concerned only with the pleasure she gave them. She examined herself and knew that she could pass as the slave Athela in the dark. They were of the same age, the same build, and she needed this to work. She heard a knock on the door and got up to open it, her mouth dry from stress. In walked Athela.

“My lady, are you sure you wish to do this?”

“Yes Athela. Strip, I must be in your clothing.” Athela took off her rough tunic and Hadriana stripped as well, pulling on the tunic and staring at Athela's youthful body which looked so much like her, even down to the mound of hairs above her mound. 

“You will wait in here... there are blankets if you are cold.”

“Thank you, Hadriana. Before you go...” She handed Adriana the bottle of olive oil and a handful of green leaves. “Chew these, they will stop you from taking child.”

She chewed the bitter leaves and swallowed, grimacing and washing it down with a mouthful of water.

“Now go, quickly, or they will become cruel in their impatience.”

Hadriana quickly walked barefoot through the dark hallways, empty in the night and listened as carefully as she could. She did not want to chance running into a familiar face that would put her ruse to an end with embarrassing consequences. She made it out to the training yard without being spotted, feeling the sand against her toes. Her heart was racing faster than ever before and her nipples were already hardening from the thought of what awaited her inside of the gladiator's stables. She walked to the wooden cabin where they were house and pushed the door open, her mouth dry with anticipation, lust and fear. She wanted this more than anything.

The first thing that assailed her senses was the stink of the stables. It smelled like men. Sweaty, dirty men who did not bathe and their musk permeated the room. Her eyes tried to adjust to the flickering light and she saw five shapes of enormous, muscular men, two standing and the others sitting in their beds, watching her. The light reflected against their eyes and she knew what it felt like to be an animal of prey looking into the eyes of carnivores. She remembered Athela's advice and quickly stripped off her clothes, her pale nakedness exposed in the darkness. This was where they might spot a difference, she was lighter of skin than Athela but in the dark it was difficult to tell. Their eyes were fixed on her, and she could hear their rough, heavy breathing. They wanted her. They wanted to fuck her hard, to use her as their bitch and to fill her with their hot seed. She had never felt so desired, so sexy and womanlike as this, feeling their eyes devouring her in their lust.

She walked forward and saw that Blasius was one of the men standing. He pulled down his undergarments and she quickly moved down to her knees in front of him, not wanting to anger him by making him wait. The hard wood of the floor was rough on her knees. She knew he wanted her wet mouth, but she had never seen a cock so close up. It was thick and semi-hard, lengthening before her eyes, veiny and smelling of sweat. She put her mouth on it slowly and felt its warmth in her mouth and had the sudden need to take it deeper. The sweaty taste of it was overpowering in her mouth. She was driven wild by it. There she was, on her knees, a noblewoman doing a despicable, lowly thing, sucking the cock of a gladiator. The shame of it only added to her arousal and she put her hand to the root of it, stroking it and willing it to its full length as she sucked, already tasting his juices leaking from the tip. She did not know what to expect from a cock, but the feel of it twitching, throbbing and growing in her mouth was making her wet and she wanted to be filled by his cock, wanting to ride him and to have it push into her hard. Every inch of her skin ached to be touched. His hand suddenly gripped her wrist and pulled it away, and he started to stroke his own cock. She heard him groan as she sucked just the tip of his cock and she realized that it felt the most intense for him. She licked her tongue up and down the slit, tasting his salty clear juices and wanting so badly for him to explode in her mouth. In the darkness of the stable she could see only slight movements of the other gladiators and the thick, tanned and scarred body of Blasius above her. She was doing all she could to please this lowly slave, this gladiator who was worth less than a piece of her jewelry. She could not believe that her, a noblewoman was on the ground, sucking away like a ten penny whore at the market. She sucked the thick head and felt his hand slapping against her lips as he stroked himself furiously, grunting and groaning like an animal and then she felt his cock shuddering and twitching in her mouth, shooting his thick seed into her. She almost gagged at how fast it shot into her mouth and she tried to swallow it, feeling the sticky, gooey cum sliding down her throat, replaced instantly by more as he grunted and thrust into her mouth. She felt a slight bit drools down her chin and she wiped it as he pulled his softening cock from her mouth. Suddenly he was gone, and Marcellinus took his place. Marcellinus fought with a trident and net, and she had seen his fights where he relished the victory. He seemed like the only gladiator who truly lived for blood and she felt nervous fear as she remembered that Athela had told her he had a cruel streak.

His cock was already hard, even longer than that of Blasius and he slid it into her wet mouth, forcing it easily into her and he grabbed the back of her head as she tried to pull away from it. She could feel his powerful, calloused hands pulling her hair painfully and forcing her to take more and more of his hardness. Soon she was gagging on his length but he did not stop. He did not care that she was struggling to take his thickness, that it was painfully forcing her mouth open. She looked up and saw a cruel smile on his face as he started to fuck her mouth like a wet slit, thrusting hard into her throat. Athela had not lied. He was using her mouth like a pussy. She could feel tears coming to her eyes as she tried to handle his massive length, and she felt her knees rubbing against the wood floor uncomfortably. She had never been so turned on in her life, being forced to deep throat a gladiator's cock with her knees scraping against the floor. He was treating her like a hole to be used and thrown away and she could feel him growing more excited with every moan and sound she made. He was grunting with each thrust and then his hand moved down to her nipple and pinched her hard, forcing her mouth open in a gasp as he pushed more of his cock into her, the entire length and she felt his balls slapping against her chin, thick orbs that wanted release. She was barely able to handle the feeling of his cock invading her mouth but it was making her nipples even harder and her pussy even wetter and she wanted so badly to feel his length pounding her pussy, fucking her hard instead of using her mouth for his pleasure. Hadriana could feel drool and spit escaping her mouth and running down her chin, her neck, and onto her chest, a stream of it mixed with his precum as he fucked her mouth hard. She knew just how whorish she looked in the flickering light that would reflect off the drool and cum, and she was moaning on his cock in desire. She could not resist and moved her hand to his full balls, pulling and playing with them and his grunts of pleasure was her reward. She could barely breath as he forced his cock into her mouth. She wanted to please him. She did not care if he thought her a lowly whore, a slave for his pleasure. She wanted more than anything to feel his juices filling her mouth. She was debasing herself for his pleasure. She suddenly felt his balls tighten in her hand and then he shot his load into her eager mouth, filling her with his seed. It was even more than the first cock had spewed and she felt it oozing down her chin. She panted as he removed his cock from her mouth, gasping for air. She licked the cum from her lips and a low, desperate moan escaped her lips and she knew she would finally be fucked. 

Thracius was on the edge of his bed, already naked, his lean, muscular body looking like a gods in the flickering light. She quickly opened the bottle of olive oil and rubbed it on her wetness, not sure if she could handle the throbbing cock that was between his legs. It stood straight up and was almost as tan as his body, hungry for her. She walked to him and he did not move and she knew he wanted her to mount him as he lay back, his cock upright and she straddled his hips and felt it rubbing against her wet, lubed opening. She slowly lowered her body, feeling it pressing against her virgin slit and wanting to feel it fully inside of her but going slowly so as not to be awash with pain. The head slipped into her tightness and she gasped in surprise and pleasure. He could not resist and he pulled her down, impaling her on his thick cock, and she moaned in pain and pleasure as it slid her open and she was finally filled. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. It was satisfaction mixed with pure desire and pleasure and she started to bob up and down on him, trying to take more and more of his length and girth into her wetness. He sat up as she rode him and she felt his hands gripping her, grabbing her hips and pushing her up and down on him, his entire length forced into her tightness and she moaned loudly in pleasure, feeling his hot breath against her ear.

“You little fucking slut, I know you think about this night all week you little whore, you live to ride this fat dick. I bet you wish they'd let you fuck us all day and night instead of working you in the kitchen where you daydream about our cocks.”

The filthy words filled her with lust and humiliated her. If he knew that she was not just the slave but the daughter of the nobleman of the house he would laugh at her, how she was willing to debase herself so completely and fully. The darkness of the gladiator's stable was her only protection. She could smell his manly stink, the musk of him driving her insane as he pounded her with his cock. He grabbed her and flipped her onto her back, and now he was in complete control, fucking her as she was on her back, sliding his length in and out of her while grabbing her thighs.

“You fucking slut, take this big, fat cock! You live for this cock! Your whole purpose in life is to make men like me cum!”

His words started to turn into growls as she moaned from the pleasure, feeling her orgasm building up. It was like a wave of fiery pleasure barely held at bay, almost washing over her and she saw his eyes move up and motion to someone she could not see. Suddenly, Vibius' massive black snake was in her mouth and he forced it down her throat, or at least half of it. She had never seen anything so massive. She felt herself cumming hard, the pleasure washing over her and her moans were cut off by the huge cock in her mouth, sliding its way down her throat as she felt Thracius cumming inside of her pussy, his thrusts growing even more powerful as he came. She heard his groans and his hands gripped her thighs painfully hard. She knew she would have to hide the bruises. He pulled his thickness from her and she could feel the cum oozing out of her and then the thick cock was pulled from her mouth and huge hand pulled her upright and dragged her across the room to another bed, where she was positioned on her hands and knees. She grimaced as she imagined Vibius' black adder forcing its way into her. 

She only had a moment to imagine it when she gasped in shock as she felt the huge head of his cock pushing into her slit. She gripped the bed hard and prayed to the gods that she could handle it, thankful that her pussy was filled with cum which let it slide in easier. Her mouth was open in pleasure as the thick head slid into her, and then he pushed inch after inch further and further into her wetness. She could feel herself slowly being stretched by his black cock and the sounds coming from her mouth were animal in their lust. She was no longer thinking, just mindless in the pleasure and the depravity of it all. There she was, the daughter of a nobleman and debasing herself to the lowest of the low, slaves who fucked her like a whore. Somehow Vibius had his entire length deep inside her and he started to fuck her with long, hard strokes and she held onto the bed for life, trying not to be pushed forward with each powerful stroke. She gasped in pain as he brought his hand down on her ass as if she was a horse being urged on, slapping her skin painfully with his strong hand. The sounds of his breath and the sounds of him spanking her, disciplining her turned her on even more. He kept spanking her harder and harder as he fucked her, and then gripped her hips and started to brutally punish her with his length. Pleasure too intense to handle was building up in Hadriana again, and she came at the same time as him, feeling his huge cock pulsing and spewing its white seed deep inside of her. She gasped as his thrusts increased in tempo and his growls of pleasure grew louder and louder as he fucked her hard. He pulled his cock from her and cum was gushing out of her and then she felt new hands on her, pulling her again across the room and pushing her against the wall. She felt a finger covered in olive oil sliding up her ass and she moaned with desire as she felt Gallus' thick, muscular body pushing her against the wall.

The finger left her and then his lubed cock was pushing against her asshole and she was sandwiched against the wall as he forced the head of it into her virgin hole, and she panted in pain as he groaned in pleasure, loving the feel of his cock forcing itself into the tightness of her ass. She was pushed right against the wall, her cheek scraping against it as he forced himself up her ass. She was standing but held up by his body and hands and when he was fully up her ass he paused, panting in her ear and then pulled his cock out and started fucking her faster and faster, her ass trying to tighten and resist his assault but unable to do anything to stop him. She could feel cum running down her legs from the men who had came inside her and the taste of cum filled her mouth. She could smell it intensely, the stink of cum and sweat overwhelming her and the sound of the slaps of flesh as he started to fuck her ass hard mixed with his panting and groans of pleasure as he took her hard. She was pushed painfully against the wall, feeling it scraping against her as painful pleasure filled her ass and overwhelmed her. She heard his groans intensify and he was cumming in her ass, filling her last hole with his seed. He pulled his cock out and she felt it dripping, and then she almost ran to grab her tunic and olive oil. She slipped her tunic on and looked back at the men who were now completely oblivious to her. Blasius was already snoring loudly. They had used her, and now they were done with her. She felt cum dripping from her ass and pussy as she almost ran up the stairs to her room.

Inside, she saw Athelia, still naked and saw that a hot bath was prepared. She closed the door behind her and breathed. She had not been caught. No one had seen her. The gladiator's had no recognized her. Only Athelia knew, and she was sworn to secrecy. She started to relax and felt a smile come to her face.

Athelia spoke in low, sultry tones. “Was it everything you wished for?”

“Oh gods, yes. They took me like animals, the fucked me like I was the only woman that existed.” Hadriana pulled the rough tunic from her and threw it on the ground.

“You're covered in cum... here, slide into this bath and lets clean you up.”

Hadriana walked over to the bath and sunk in gratefully, the heat of it relaxing her and the smells of perfume oils so different from the musk of the gladiator's. She felt Athelia's soothing hand rubbing her and she let a low moan escape her lips as she sunk into the heat. Already, she was imagining the next chance she would have to sneak into the gladiator's stable.

                            The End 

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a review and I will write a sequel :)

You might also enjoy Dominated by Their Massive Size Bundle: Three steamy stories of women submitting to massive, muscular men packing what they need.

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00OVJIJOK
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