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 Synopsis

 He knew he was going to claim them both the moment he saw them. Eyes darting to and fro, hair disheveled, pretty clothes torn in rags where the ruffians had obviously attempted to have their way, the guilt in their eyes, the panic in their shivering bodies simply left him no choice. Two beautiful women, one young and innocent, and the other — in search of her true self. 

 Both of them on the run. From whom and why were distant concerns that would soon be elucidated anyway. Perhaps the trip to the whorehouse hadn’t been for nothing after all. Mounted on his black stallion the tall white-haired senator glowered down on the hapless women and marveled at his luck. 

Roman Imperial Law Governing Marriage

“When a woman married in Rome, she left her childhood home and the authority of her father and entered not only the home of her husband but his power and control as well.” 

“Men between the ages of twenty-five and sixty, and women between twenty and fifty had to be married. If a woman’s husband died she had two, perhaps three, years in which to remarry.” 

Tacitus,  Annales, IV.16

1. Captured

“Stand and present yourselves,” he growled. “Know this – if you are part of a gang, I am senator Aemillianus Crassus. You may have heard of me. If you haven’t, it only means you are inconsequential vermin of questionable intelligence. I'm a very powerful landowner and scion of the military. We are only four of my men and me, it's true, but if you wenches are part of an organized gang planning on attacking us and stealing our horses, we will cut you down with less effort than it takes to mow a lawn. We are all military men.” He looked at the deep darkness of the forest around. “If there are more of you out there, and even if we fall, I can promise you that the Senate will dispatch a full legion of praetorians and crucify those who we didn’t manage to slay. This is not a threat it is a promise. A simple fact.” He spoke loudly so that his voice could carry deep into the thicket surrounding them. 

Amazingly in spite of his words the women seemed to brighten up and after exchanging a quick look stood and smiled. 

"We speak the truth, master Senator," the taller of the two women said. 

"We have heard of you. Your reputation from the Gaelic wars is second only to that of Caesar himself. I am Marcella daughter of Marcus Ambrosius and wife of Caius Severus, and this is my daughter Alessandra. We were visiting from Lutetia and got lost on our way into the city. We ended up in this forest and were attacked by a gang of men. We ran as fast as we could until we happened upon your gracious company." 

The woman kept anxiously glancing over her shoulder as if afraid that her pursuers might come bursting out of the thicket to grab her and her daughter any moment now. She appeared honest even though the senator failed to imagine how she could have been so naïve to enter the woods alone with her daughter. 

His eyes scanned over the diminutive figure of the girl who he now saw was older than his initial estimate. He had taken her for a child at first given her frightened demeanor and small stature. But now that she was fully upright the senator couldn't help but appreciate the fullness of her chest and the likeness with her mother. Both women were dressed elegantly if on the modest side. Both of them wore warm woolen cloaks around their shoulders but had pushed back their hoods revealing their appealing faces. 

"Step forward and let me see you, wenches," the senator was glad to see both women jump at the crude word but they obeyed and stepped closer. 

Sensing his master’s growing interest, the captain of his guard moved closer to him on his horse and whispered, "Even if they are speaking the truth, master, the men that were chasing them might now be going for reinforcements." 

"I know, I know," the senator cut off his guard’s thought waving him to silence with his free hand. With his right hand he used his heavy sword and brought it up to the young daughter’s face. He was rewarded with an audible gasp as both women caught their breath. The razor-sharp tip of his weapon glinted perilously close to the girl’s trembling cheek. "Don't worry, little wench." 

The senator didn't usually think of himself as being an especially heartless man. These two women, a young mother and her daughter, a girl most probably still in her late teens, were clearly in need of a good man to protect them. Too bad he wasn’t such a man. 

He wondered if the mother whose dark eyes had misted with tears and was now looking up at him pleadingly could see the internal discussion he was having with himself. Yes, he decided, she probably could. 

The senator came from a long line of patricians and he knew a thing or two about philosophy. He was a firm believer in the power of the Fates to govern the lives of mortals. If he had been allowed to have his way at Mistress Paulina’s House of Pleasures, he was quite sure he would have now been in an entirely different frame of mind. A much more charitable one. A frame of mind much more amenable to selflessly aiding two women on a dark road in the middle of a dangerous part of the city. 

But, alas, the gods apparently desired events to take a different course for they had arranged him to be in an especially irritable mood, aching to ease his pent-up frustrations. A smile split the patrician’s face. It couldn’t have been a pleasant one for he clearly saw the effect it had upon the young mother who took a step back. 

“I believe in destiny, Marcella. I believe that however reprehensible their actions, the thieves chased you into my path for a reason. If anything, I do not want to presume I know better than the gods. I happen to be in a rather particular state of mind that could be greatly aided by the company of two delightful ladies like yourselves.” 

Marcella paled visibly at his words and he couldn't help but think how much she looked like a frightened little lamb from where he stood on his horse looking down on her. The senator watched her eyes as they flitted back

and forth from his well-muscled arms to the steel of his blade glinting in the pale moonlight. He frowned, waved his sword and then angled it away from the women and sheathed it in its scabbard much to the annoyed frustration of his guard. 

He was pleased to see that his action had the desired effect on his target audience, however. Marcella relaxed even if a little bit. He leaned forward in his saddle and arranged his face in the friendly expression of someone amenable to peaceful negotiation. 

“I want to offer you a deal, my dear.” 

“A deal? I… I don't know,” she took another step backwards. He smiled. 

There was something so appealing in her distress. He licked his lips trying as best he could to steel his nerves and growing lust. 

“You mentioned your deceased uncle was a trader here in the city. Judging by what you told me of your place of origin, he probably sold wine he imported from Gaul. Pray tell me his name. I might have heard of him.” The woman seemed to take solace in the benign nature of his words and relaxed a little more. 

“Rufinus, his name is Rufinus. Yes, your excellence, you’re exactly right. 

My late husband was a winemaker and we exported heavily to Rome.” 

“Wonderful,” the senator smiled trying to mollify his features as best he could. “Then the concepts of trading cannot be that foreign to your way of thinking, dear woman.” Now she looked at him with genuine puzzlement. “I would like to make you an offer –“

A rustle in the bushes was followed by a curse and galloping hooves. The senator cast a quick annoyed glance and saw a couple of his guardsmen chasing down two scraggly men who appeared to have been taken by surprise and were now running headlong for the safety of the thicket. A sharp whooshing sound followed by two screams told him all he needed to know and he dismissed the ruffians from his mind centering his attention on the two voluptuous females before him. 

He waved dismissively. “My men are experienced soldiers. Don't worry about the thugs. They will not be much longer for this world, I assure you. I would like to offer you my hospitality for the duration of your stay in Rome.” 

Marcella had been anxiously looking in the direction of the fleeing men but now her eyes flew back searching the senator's face trying to discern the true reason behind his words. 

“My Lord, surely we are not deserving to be…” 

He waved his hand stilling her words on her mouth. Dear Jupiter those lips… “You can see, I’m sure, how dangerous a place this city can be.” He waved his hand around. “Even someone as fit and well-trained with the sword as myself has to travel with four men at least. How long do you think you can last in the dark alleys of our glorious eternal Rome before some lucky bastards happened upon your daughter and you?” 

The color drained from Marcella’s face and the senator pressed on. “I will go further and sweeten the deal as it were. I promise you safe passage back to the borderlands of your province. I will provide you with an escort of ten men, all of them well-armed, perfectly equipped, and honest members of my household guard who will ensure your safety upon your return trip.” 

The woman’s brow furrowed and she thinned her lips. He was pleased to see she was clearly considering his proposal. "What will you ask for in return, your excellence?" She was standing taller now attempting to stake out some psychological high ground. Oh well, let the woman enjoy her illusions. She would need all the strength she could muster to endure what he truly wanted in return. 

“Why, now that you mention it, all I want is the pleasure of your company. 

Yours and that of your beautiful daughter. What did you say her name was?” 

“Alessandra,” the woman replied her voice crisp and full of accusatory undertones. 

He nodded appreciating her candor. So be it. There was no point in beating around the bush much longer. His intentions would soon become obvious anyway. “I am growing old and my wife passed not too long ago. I have, as I suggested already, manly desires that require frequent trips to the brothels in town. Seeing as you are intelligent and beautiful enough to surpass most of what's on offer there, I thought I'd make you a proposal. I see nothing to lose for either of us and lots to gain.” 

“Nothing to lose?” The woman elevated her voice in obvious disgust. One of the soldiers craned his neck to look at her. “My daughter is a good girl and I am an honest lady. You are suggesting to use us as common whores just so that we can be protected from the ruffians in your city!” she spat on the ground. The senator's eyes narrowed catching steely glints of the silvery Moon that was just cresting above the treetops. 

“I will not force you. You can go on your merry way, but it seems to me that as far as chastity is concerned, it will soon be a thing of your past. One way or another.” A thick delightful blush covered the woman’s cheeks and

the senator felt a need to stand in his stirrups lest his growing tumescence get caught in an inopportune way against the pommel of his saddle. 

Then he simply waited. He already felt certain what her ultimate decision would be. He only hoped she would reach it sooner rather than later. It was getting late and they still had a long way to go before they reached his estate. 

He made a mental promise to himself that he would be extra rough with her later in punishment for her hesitations now. He arched his eyebrows and was happy to see the woman obviously reach an internal nadir of sorts as her fight seemed to go out of her and her shoulders slumped. Marcella looked down at the massive black hooves of the senator's horse and nodded silently. 

“Speak up, lady. I want to hear you state your decision out loud for my men to witness. I have no time for petty squabbles later.” His intonation had reacquired the icy severity he had been working hard to avoid. He could clearly see the impact his words were having upon the impressionable young women. 

“I agree to your offer, Senator,” she said in a hollow voice. 

“Elaborate, please!" The senator barked slicing her with his voice. "And speak for your daughter as well or I will make her put words to action right here, right now." Marcella felt on the cusp of fainting and dug in her fingers into Alessandra’s shoulder which made the girl squeal. 

"We agree to accept your offer of hospitality, Master. A-and w-we agree to offer you our female company for the duration of the next nine days." 

2. Saved

“Very well,” the senator said his voice back to normal as if nothing unusual had just happened. He stood and stretched in his saddle. “Let your daughter go. Your embrace is too tight, you’ll smother her. You’ll find I’m not a monster. And maybe you will even grow to appreciate me. Anyway, stop hurting the poor girl,” he chuckled. 

Marcella’s face reddened in the pale moonlight and contrasted vividly with the deathly pallor that covered her daughter’s angelic features. The senator wondered how long it was since they had last had a bite to eat. The daughter certainly could use more meat on the bones. He would have to make provisions for that. 

He saw how deep their fear was. Both women were visibly trembling in the cold air of the night. Marcella's eyes had grown so big that Aemillianus was now able to see the moon reflected in their white edges that glistened with tears. This was getting tiresome. 

He shook his head, his impatience coming to a simmer and dismounted. 

He didn't have time for that, not here, not now. 

"Please, master don't! Don’t do it, please! We will be good! Let me please you and spare my daughter!” He shook his head and pursed his lips. The mother was panicking. Not that he could blame her. He hissed a sigh of exasperation resisting a violent urge to slap her across the face. He had zero tolerance for weakness and everybody in his household was well aware of that. 

He could coerce the two women any number of ways. As city elder and patrician, he had the last word in a situation such as this and they knew it. He could have them stripped and whipped before they had time to count to ten, but that wasn't the point. He had the power to do that to anyone he wished who didn’t happen to be an aristocrat. Only the Emperor had more power than him. Aemillianus’ political clout and money guaranteed his immunity when it came to having his way with any low born female in the city. In fact, when he had been younger he had indulged his darker cravings with impunity. Multiple times. 

But there was something about these two women from the provinces that touched a chord of sentimental masculinity somewhere deep in his psyche. 

He wondered if he should be worried about this new softness in himself. 

Perhaps it was old age. He wasn’t ready for old age. 

He would never be. 

Not as long as he could ride a horse, fuck a woman, and swing a sword. 

And yet, he found the idea of the mother and daughter willingly submitting to his will, nay – guessing his wishes in advance and preempting them with their actions, infinitely more exciting than merely forcing them to bend to his desires. 

Aemillianus ran his hands through his thick mane of white hair. There had been a time, long ago, when his hair had started losing its jet black luster, when he had been worried that his masculine appeal would wane and fall by the wayside. Much to his amazement however, he had discovered his rapidly graying mane had the opposite effect. Ladies flocked to him and many enjoyed playing with his thick curls that soon became the color of snow. His hair started turning silvery in his early forties but miraculously had stayed thick and abundant thus lending him with the welcome excuse to be called the lion of Gaul in the Senate at one point. The moniker had stuck through time and now, almost twenty years later people still referred to him by leonine epithets. 

Tall and having spent his youth in the military, his body bearing the scars to prove it, Senator Aemillianus knew well the effect he had over the gentler sex. He let the silence build upon itself watching the women huddle into each other, lips tightly clenched, their flared nostrils quivering in rapid little breaths, looking at him as if he was a monster incarnate. 

Finally, he shook his head and smiled. The women took that to mean he was about to assault them and turned to run but his captain, the smart tactician that he was, had already placed his horse between the frightened girls in the forest cutting off any chance of a retreat they might have had. 

“Oh come on," he said his voice still retaining a measure of his sadistic cruelty. “Stop that and let me help you.” He took the reins but didn't approach the girls. Instead, he waved them over. 

They were looking at him panting and flushed obviously scared for their lives now that the powerful man had dismounted. He could only imagine the terrible images their vivid imaginations had to be painting for them. Images of rape, abuse, and mutilation in the forest. He wouldn't be surprised if they expected to be assaulted by the nobleman and his men who would take turns upon them, and then have them murdered, or worse. "Calm down, I understand, you have had a long day. Here, come and mount my horse. I will walk." 

It took a very long moment for his words to actually register in their minds. Almost as long as it took for his soldiers to get their meaning as well. 

The old politician chuckled. He saw the bewildered face on his captain of the guard. 

"Master, it is not safe for you to be walking, your Excellency," the gruff Centurion said. His sword was still out of his scabbard and he was looking anxiously at the forest line. “We cut down the two men that apparently had been chasing the wenches, but there is no telling how many more might be coming our way. Take my horse, Sir.” 

The senator grimaced. “Nonsense, and you know it. You are much better doing your job if you remain mounted. Never mind me. Protect us from them. 

Isn't that the reason I pay you all that money, Gaius? So that you protect me and my friends? Stop telling me what to do but do your own job,” he hissed the threat of punishment clearly palpable beneath the surface of his words. 

"Yes, Sir." Growled the old soldier through clenched teeth. He turned his horse away from the women and motioned for his men to form a perimeter around the senator and the ladies. 

Marcella and Alessandra who until this moment had been doing their best to appear as small as possible shying away from the senator's attentions now stood a little bolder searching his face for any indication that he wasn’t perhaps playing an elaborate joke on them. 

“Do you know how to ride?” 

The young girl nodded and spoke for the first time. “We have horses on the farm and do quite a bit of riding.” Her voice was beautifully sonorous. Its girlish intonation worked perfectly with her provincial accent to create a most marvelous effect upon the senator's cock, unlike anything he had experienced in a long time. He smiled at her. 

“Well then, I suggest you hurry up and mount. I will walk ahead of you and my men will escort us.” 

It wasn't until the first shimmering shards of sunlight made their appearance across the treetops that they finally made it to his estate. Having to walk proved a little more taxing for the former general than he had initially expected. The sandals he was wearing were completely shredded leaving him virtually barefoot as he limped on in front of the majestic black stallion upon which rode the two women. Both of them hadn't failed to notice his discomfort. They hadn’t said anything, however, anxious that they might provoke his wrath. It was a somber little procession that entered the walled

courtyard of the senatorial estate. 

"Thank you, my Lord –,” Marcella started saying but the senator waved her off making for his bed chambers instead. It was going to be a long day for all of them and she would do well to save her breath, he thought, his grim annoyance replaced with a dark smile across his face. 

3. Inspected

“Master, oh master! What happened?” An overweight little man came running from the kitchens but Aemillianus waved him back. “None of your concern. Just make sure that my two… guests… are well rested, fed and bathed before I next see them,” he said. “I will retire now and sleep. Don't bother me until vespers.” 

“Yes, my Lord.” 

Marcella and Alessandra fell asleep almost the instant their bodies touched the wonderful clean soft mattresses. The sun was almost touching low on the horizon when an insistent groaning hunger made them stir again. 

“Oh gosh, mom how long did we sleep?” Alessandra looked around the room searching for any hints to aid her recollections of how they had ended up here. Then it all came back to her – the awful ruffians in the woods, the endless walk back… the scary senator and his chilling request. 

“I don't know, maybe ten or eleven hours?” Her mom's voice sounded glum making Alessandra instinctively want to cheer her up. It had been her idea to come join her mother after all and she felt more than a little responsible for the mess they were both in now. 

“Don't worry, mom. He seems reasonable enough for a rich patrician.” 

“I don't know, honey. These men from ancient families, they feel that the empire and everything in it belongs to them personally.” Marcella had been awake for almost twenty minutes now, her mind drifting from one worrisome thought to another. 

Slowly she had come to the realization that this man wouldn’t give anything from the goodness of his heart. He had walked on his own two feet and allowed them to ride his horse! The memory of it made her heart skip a beat. It was both generous and terribly disquieting. She was sure that his kind of person never ever allowed himself to be taken advantage of. Especially not by lower class women he had never met before. She was fearful that he would make her and Alessandra pay back his largesse tenfold. 

She wasn't about to confide her anxieties to her daughter however. It wasn't the place of a mother to unburden her worries upon her innocent child. 

It was the place of a parent to protect and shield a child from the evil world not vice versa. 

And yet, here they were… She could only try to imagine what the senator had in mind for them that night. Oh Gods! Marcella choked back tears afraid

to show her emotions. 

“Maybe he changed his mind, mom. He seemed nice enough to walk all that distance on foot! Did you see his sandals? They were almost completely shredded by the time we made it back!” 

“I did see, honey, yes. He suffered so that we could use his horse and he protected us from those awful men” 

“You will see, we will feel much happier and better once we have had a bite to eat.” 

“You're a sweetie,” her mother said gently squeezing Alessandra's hand. 

They had barely been awake when the door opened and the fat little man entered. 

“Did you sleep well?” The man’s voice sounded oddly high pitched and reminded Marcella of a kind of people she hadn’t seen for a long, long time. 

Not since her last visit to the capital… “You must be starving, pretty ladies. 

The wash room is off to the side behind the curtain over there.” The man started babbling in an efficient sort of way while he placed a heavy silver tray laden with fruit, biscuits, breads and preserves on a low table by the bedside. 

“Eat to your heart’s content. In half an hour I will come take you to the swimming pool of the estate so you can refresh yourselves before you meet the master.” 

“Thank you, Sir," Marcella said seeing her daughter virtually lurch herself towards the food. “Pray tell how long has it been since we fell asleep?” 

“Well you arrived at the crack of dawn. And now it is almost dusk so I would say… Twelve hours?” He smiled, and before she had a chance to say anything exited the room. 

The pool was an open air one placed in one of the half dozen small courtyards that ringed the main house of the estate. Judging by the expanse of the property Marcella realized that Senator Aemillianus had not exaggerated his social status when he pointed out his prominence in the Senate. If anything he had actually spared them some of the details. He was one of the half dozen richest men in the Empire. 

He had to be to possess such a property in the center of the capital. She could see the gilded domes of the Senate towering not far off on the skyline. 

She kept her thoughts to herself as she joined her daughter in the geothermally warmed effervescence of the water. Mercifully nobody bothered them and so she succumbed to her daughter's example shedding her clothes and stepping into the ebullient waters. Millions of bubbles instantly

covered Marcella’s skin and soon both women were giddily laughing more like sisters than a mother and daughter. 

If they hadn’t been so overwhelmed by the novelty of it all, they might have noticed the single window off to the side high up on the third floor of the adjacent structure, and the severe white-haired man grimly smiling down on their nude games. 

Yes, he had done well to get the women here. They were both keepers. 

The mother had to have had Alessandra at an early age judging by her tight young body. The hard work and lack of leisure on the farm had kept her slim and shapely. Watching the two young women amuse themselves in the pool, the senator wondered what ought to be his best approach. Alessandra seemed mature enough to be able to make her own choices in life, even if she had obviously led a sheltered life under the auspices of her mother. Perhaps it would be a mistake to have them attend to him jointly, at least not in the beginning. 

They appeared close like sisters and would instinctively try to shelter and protect one another instead of devoting themselves to attend to his needs. 

That would be unacceptable. He would have to train them one at a time and only then allow them together into his company. 

But which one to start with first? 

4. Broken

Aemillianus reached out and picked up the stem of a sugar encrusted fig and brought its succulent riches to his watering mouth. Then another thought occurred to him. Mistress Paulina was an expert when it came to training young women to become willing submissives for their master. Perhaps he ought to send the majordomo with a request to retain the elderly mistress. For a duration at least, as long as it took to train young Alessandra. Then he could use the girl to help him train her mother. At his age it was time he started thinking about a proper team of girls that would dote over his twilight years. 

But he was truly getting ahead of himself. It was time to take a deep breath and plan the day ahead. 


***

Alessandra was happier than she could remember ever being. Well, maybe once when she had been a little girl, when her daddy had still been alive, when her parents had been better off and her mom didn't have to wake up every morning at the crack of dawn to help the servants milk the cows and take care of their chores. 

Now she was clean, well fed, and in a beautiful place surrounded by people who seemed attentive to her every need. This was the life. Marcella and Alessandra were back in their suite trying out the togas that a servant had left on their beds. “Mom, why do you think the fat little man’s voice is so high pitched?” 

“Shush, Alessandra! That's not polite.” 

“Oh, sorry. Why?” 

“He is an eunuch.” 

“A what?” 

“He lost his manly parts when he was a boy. That’s why his voice is so high pitched.” 

“What? You know him? How did he lose them? What manly parts exactly?” Alessandra couldn't help stifle the giggles that roiled up from some childish core at the very center of her tummy. Her mother who at that moment was in the corner of the room thoughtfully studying a pretty alabaster statue of the God Pan turned and glowered at her daughter. 

“Stop it right now, young lady!” Marcella hissed casting an uneasy glance at the door. “This man is the majordomo of the household. Here in Rome that used to be one of the most important Imperial positions and many old

families still retain them in their households. A majordomo has the power of life and death over his servants. Sometimes he’s even given permission to whip misbehaving guests, if his master decides.” Alessandra’s eyes grew big in disbelief. “And no of course I don't know him. How would I? I'm explaining to you what an eunuch is – they always have their testicles removed before they start puberty. That accounts for the high-pitched voice. 

My parents once explained to me that old families used to do that to a prized slave as a way of ensuring their eternal trustworthiness and docile demeanor.” 

“Wow!” Alessandra couldn't stop herself from casting an anxious look in the direction of the door where the man had just left with yet another silver tray now empty of food. He had told them he would be right back to take them to meet the master. 

How exciting! Alessandra thought. Life in the Imperial capital was certainly much more exciting than anything she had ever experienced back home in Lutetia. In less than two days since she had arrived, she had been almost raped, molested by a senator, kidnapped, pampered to death by his majordomo, and now was about to meet the Lord of the house himself. If only her mother would stop being so anxious! 

“Mom, please cheer up! It will all be for the best, you'll see.” 

“Oh, sweet Alessandra, I hope you're right.” Her mother walked over and took her face in her hands. They felt oddly cold and different somehow. It was as if the recent escapade in the forest had started physically transforming her from a carefree provincial wife of a land owner into a worry-ridden housewife. Alessandra looked straight at Marcella’s beautiful big brown eyes and promised herself that whatever happened, she would do her utmost to please and impress their host. Who knew, if the gods were in an agreeable mood, the powerful senator might even choose to keep them both here. 

She smiled. Alessandra was feeling optimistic. The more than ten hours of sleep had done her good. She had awoken with a different point of view enamored with the big city and fascinated with the odd turn of events in the forest. “How do you think we should dress?” 

Her mother shrugged. “It's not like we have a choice,” she motioned towards the skimpy but beautiful ethereal togas that the majordomo had left in their room while they had been out playing in the pool. “If we do not wear what he wants, it might be construed as an affront.” 

“I know, mom, but I wondered which one you think is meant for me, and

which one for yourself?” Marcella smiled at her daughter's clear attempt to elevate her humor. There was nothing quite so effective in improving her mood as hinting that she still possessed a figure equally supple and girlish like that of her eighteen-year-old daughter. 

“I don't know. Why don't you pick?” Marcella smiled. 

“Mom, you are only thirty-four years old. Stop acting like a grandma and lighten up! Yes, I will pick, but I will make sure you get the one that makes you look more childlike. Perhaps the old lecher will think me to be your mom,” Alessandra giggled and ran over to look at the gorgeous silky gowns. 

In her haste the young girl’s elbow touched the outstretched trident of the statue of the God Pan and pushed him off his little pedestal. Before Marcella had a chance to react the statue tumbled to the ground and shattered in a loud noise bursting into myriad pieces across the marble expanse of the floor. 

Almost immediately the majordomo flew into the room. “Oh dear Jupiter, oh dear, oh no!” the small corpulent man shrieked in a raspy voice. He brought his hands to cup his mouth in a grotesque parody of shock. “Master will not be pleased, no, no, no.” 

Marcella started to apologize for her daughter’s clumsiness, but the majordomo just waved her off, pivoted, and left the room. 


***

“A million pieces? How?” Aemillianus was seated at his desk reading the latest iteration of a new law he was working on. It was important to him. It dealt with tax relief on property. He owned lots of property. “The statue was one of my favorite renditions,” he said almost to himself. 

“I know, master. There will be hell to pay, is what I told them. What would you like me to do?” Aemillianus leaned back in his chair, closed his eyes and gave himself a moment to contemplate the event. Then he smiled. 

The gods were truly guiding him in this. 

“You said it was the daughter’s fault?” 

“Yes, master. So they said.” 

“Very well then, bring her to my dungeon downstairs.” 

“And the mother?” 

“I will see Lady Marcella for dinner in a couple of hours. Now, go.” 

“Yes, master.” The little fat man pivoted on his toes and was just about to leave, “Oh, and, uhm, master?…” 

“Yes?” Aemillianus couldn't help wonder how it was that a man so active and agile could be so fat. Perhaps it was the absence of testicles. Didn't they

castrate pigs before commencing them on a fattening regiment? And yet they somehow never lost that wiggly spritefulness. Maybe that was something he could consider for his slave girls. He chuckled. Too bad he liked them more adolescent and athletic-looking. 

“Should I?…” 

The senator shook his head. “No. Just bring the girl down. I will meet her there. I will take her in hand myself.” The knowing smile that blossomed across the majordomo's face assured the senator that he had done truly well when he had picked his household chief of staff all those years ago. 

“Of course, master. It will be my distinct pleasure.” 

5. Strung Up

Alessandra's first indication that something odd was about to happen was when the majordomo returned and insisted that since she was the one who had broken the statue, the master insisted on seeing her and only her. First. 

Even more bewildering was that when she asked him for footwear, the majordomo simply laughed. “You won’t be needing any shoes, girly.” The man squinted and for a moment she felt his beady black eyes scrutinize her head to toe. As if he was taunting her to protest. Wisely, she didn’t. 

The majordomo quickly walked out the room and Alessandra had to run to catch up with him as he swiftly made his way down a couple of floors, across the courtyard, through a heavy oak door into a musky-smelling barn and down another couple of floors, this time down a creaky staircase. By now her feet were not only dusty and muddy, but were starting to ache from all the cobblestones and dry straw strewn across her way. 

Alessandra was getting increasingly anxious about what lay ahead. She regretted that she had broken the statue. But she didn't think it was such a terrible loss. It didn't seem to be especially well done, and who nowadays cared for the God Pan anyway? It had been placed in the guest bedroom and if anything it was probably the majordomo's fault for not having had it properly secured at the base so that a negligent visitor, one like herself, wouldn’t end up knocking it over. Why was the senator overreacting like that? 

By the time they reached what she was hoping was the last door on their journey she was desperately trying to catch her breath. Why did the senator insist on seeing her all the way down in the deepest of his basements? The door opened and the majordomo took a step back bowing obsequiously, his hands stretched out in a grotesque parody of the welcome gesture. 

“Please, if Miss would be so kind as to enter here.” Before she thought better of it Alessandra did as told and stepped into a cavernous dark space. 

Judging by the way his voice sounded the room had to be very large and spacious on all sides. Before she knew it, the door slammed shut and she was left alone. After a couple of moments, she centered her eyes on the flickering oil lamp ahead. She made her way in its direction. 

“I really valued it. Even if most people thought it vulgar and poorly made, this little statue meant a lot to me, you see." The senator's words were uttered softly in a quiet, deliberate manner and yet she heard them as if he had

spoken by her ear. She hadn’t seen him in the obscurity of the dungeon, the sound of his voice scaring her out of her skin. She turned to face him and then almost bolted for the door. 

 He was naked! 

He had been standing in the shadows of the most remote corner but now to her growing consternation she saw him slowly start making his way in her direction. She had never seen a naked adult man before in her life! The…

thing between his legs was grotesque, awful, ugly, and yet she couldn’t tear her eyes away from it. Saliva flooded her mouth and she gulped. He appeared to be in a state of great masculine excitement, his… Alessandra was at a loss for words wondering what she ought to call the appendage that hung like a branch of muscle swaying as he approached.  A prick? A penis?  The stallions on her parents’ farm had pricks and she decided that given how close in size this thing was, she’d refer to it the same way. 

He did nothing overtly lewd to emphasize his nakedness and thereby made her feel even more self-conscious. Senator Aemillianus came to stand within arms’ reach of the pretty young girl and she looked up at him, her mind drawing a complete blank. The flickering light of the oil lamp on the table beside them made his eyes shimmer with a mixture of sadness and severity, an expression Alessandra had never seen before. 

"I-I'm sorry I didn't mean to… Surely we can –" her words were cut short when he placed his finger on her lips and kept it there. It made her blush deeply. For the first time in her life a man had touched her  like that. Sexually. 

His finger remained along her lip for a while and then traced a gentle line across her quivering lower lip. It left a taste of something in its path – bitter sweet, like crystals of lemon juice and without thinking Alessandra put her tongue out, licked her lip and then, heart pounding and lightheaded, she kissed his finger where it had stopped pressing at the center of her lip. 

She licked lightly at it, once and then again, and felt herself grow hot with embarrassment as a terrible fear squeezed her heart. "Hmmm hmmm…," It was as if he was evaluating her for something and the girl suddenly put her entire will that he would reach an affirmative conclusion whatever that might be. 

She wanted his attention, all of it, right now. 

“Mmmmm-yessss, you are such a good girl. You want to please. I can see that. Don't speak. Let me be the judge of your sincerity.” His finger gently washed against her lip and Alessandra let her mouth part a little. He slid it in

slowly and she almost fainted when she realized she was actually sucking on it even as her tongue stiffened against the tip of his nail. 

Her eyes were big like saucers as she looked up at him in the shimmering shadows, tears wetting her full lashes as he slowly pumped his digit into the hot confines of her untouched mouth. "Did you know, Alessandra, that when I was younger, I used to be a high judge here in the city?” He pushed his finger all the way in. Its tip now brushing against the back of her throat, pressing down on her tongue as his thumb and middle finger came to rest along her chin and jaw. 

He took hold of her head in a vice-like grip which held her without applying any force and yet she knew what happened to her now would no longer be her choice. And yet she looked forward to it somehow. 

Her tongue appeared to have grown used to his digit and licked all around it, laving his finger with its underside while he held her face turned up to meet his stern expression. 

Her heart raced blood through her body as she listened to his words which seemed to be coming from far away. “With time I developed the ability to judge people's body language and facial expressions. I discovered that if I learned to trust my eyes and mind, I could ignore the lies they were telling me. For example, I now think you are here not because I summoned you, but you came because you hope to seduce me. Isn't that so?” Alessandra realized he was actually expecting an answer and shook her head sideways indicating her vehement disagreement to his last statement. 

He smiled. “No? Hmmm, I guess we shall see. I would love to believe you. After all, I am the one who does the seducing around here, little girl. If I choose to have you, you will accept. It is as simple as that – you have no say in the matter.” He smiled, and then, to her surprise, took a step back withdrawing his finger and hand from her mouth. He left her standing shaky and lightheaded, all worked up, feeling utterly alone in the company of a strange man in the middle of the cold dark cellar. 

His sudden movement away was more shocking to Alessandra than anything he had done up until this moment. 

“Put your hands together in front of you, please.” Without thinking she did as told and it took her a moment to realize that he was binding her securely at the wrists. He used a thick rope that he wove expertly around her hands, and then having placed a couple of judicious knots in effect locking her hands together, attached its end to a long chain that he picked up from the floor. The

senator took a step back and began turning a crank in the wall which lifted her arms slowly above her head. Eventually she was pulled up and up until only the balls of her feet touched the stone floor. Then just her toes, and finally – not even them. 

She was hanging by her wrists suspended from an unseen point in the ceiling, her legs felt like weights stretching her young body as she attempted to find purchase with the tips of her toes. Aemillianus came to stand near her again. This time their eyes were almost at the same level and she could see inexplicable sparkles in his dark brown orbs that could only come from reflections of the oil lamp. They made it look however as if the light came from within his dark soul somehow. Her face scrunched up and she whimpered softly. 

“Please let me go, Sir.” He smiled his expression acquiring the appearance of a patient parent humoring a simpleminded child. “You broke something. 

You have to be punished,” he explained. “This is merely the beginning of your comeuppance.” 

He gently cupped her face and inexplicably she turned to nuzzle into his large palm. In that instant Alessandra needed somebody to reassure her even if it was the man causing her tribulations. He chuckled and took a step back. 

Her arms soon began to hurt as she hung in place but surprisingly they didn't hurt too much. Alessandra found herself idly wondering how it was that he had such knowledge when it came to restraining helpless women and shuddered to think of possible answers. 

She realized how far out of her depth she was with this man. Old enough to be her grandfather he had lived a life so vastly different from any of her experiences she couldn’t even imagine. She wanted to ask him so much but instinctively knew better. Twice already he had told her to be quiet. Silently she bit down on her lip and watched the man as he slowly walked over and brought himself a chair that he positioned within reach of her dangling body. 

The senator seated himself, opened his legs and still very obviously aroused, sat there – observing her in utter silence. She watched him as she hung and realized that if she tried to center her thoughts on his amazing prick, she would be better able to ignore the pain and discomfort that kept building in her stretched body. Perhaps that was his intent because she saw him smile when he noticed where she was looking. 

He then leaned back in the chair and idly placed a hand at his scrotum and another along his thick shaft that he began stroking. It was as if she was an

expert sculptor and he was modeling for her. With a start Alessandra realized how thickly muscled and covered with scars his body was. He looked nothing like the old man she expected him to be, but like a soldier one third his age. 

She shook her head, her long hair swishing around her face. She saw his cock give a little jerk upwards. Was it reacting to something she did? Her eyes grew big like saucers and he laughed out loud. Alessandra discovered that she enjoyed the sound of his laughter. “Have you been with a man before?” His question was deeply insulting, mortifying, and shameful and yet she desperately wanted, needed to answer. 

“No.” 

“No,  master,” he said stressing the last word. “I want you to start getting used to addressing me as your master, sweetheart. Can you do that for me?” 

Alessandra found herself nodding yes, "Yes, master." 

“How come? At your age, most women especially pretty little things like you, have long since found themselves wedded and even with children.” 

Alessandra blushed at his compliment and looked down demurely. “I-I'm not sure. Nobody caught my eye and back home my mother didn't encourage me to explore.” 

“Did she dis-courage you?” His questions were three times as obscene given how she was strung up and the lewd way he was stroking himself. 

“Maybe – I don't know. She told me I would know it when I met the right person. She had with my father.” 

“So you have never seen a full-grown naked man before?” 

“No, master,” she said in a soft little voice. 

She was expecting more questions after that but none came. The man relaxed in his chair, his eyes washing over her body as it hung helplessly before him. 

6. First Taste

The pain started growing suddenly but there was precious little she could do but squirm and wiggle like a worm on a hook. She bit her tongue to stay silent and tried as best she could to stay stationary. The more she moved about, the worst the pain got on her shoulders. She soon discovered that hanging completely limp made it quite impossible to breathe. Something about the way her body pulled on her shoulders made it difficult for her chest to expand. And so while Alessandra might have thought that simply hanging in one place was no big deal she was now discovering it to be quite the punishment indeed. She had to use the muscles in her arms to hoist herself up a little bit every time she tried to inhale. This inevitably made her body twist lazily beneath her which in turn caused her shoulders to pulse with diabolical agony. 

Little cat-like whimpers were now escaping her pursed lips as the girl began a grotesque dance at the end of the rope. This was certainly not the kind of punishment she had been expecting. It was viciously sadistic but also powerfully sexual in a twisted kind of way. The image of the senator whose hand was now gently stroking at his long hard staff between his legs only made things worse. With a frightful clarity brought on by the pain Alessandra realized that what she was undergoing now constituted nothing but a hobby, a favorite pastime for the rich man. She felt herself grow angry and indignant soon to realize she didn't have the energy to maintain the passion of her feelings relapsing instead into pitiful whimpers. He had a ferocious look in his eyes, hunger as if he wanted to consume her. His prick had grown enormously and for the first time she wondered what it would be like to have it in her, not that she knew much about such things. 

She had been perfectly candid when he had asked her of her previous sexual experiences. In some ways it had been a simple question for she had none. There was nothing with which to compare the experiences she now suspected lay in her immediate future. 

The senator felt his orgasm build, his balls gathering up closer to his body. 

He watched the beautiful young girl whose magnificent body was now at his disposal. He would take it slowly with her. He knew time was of the essence when it came to properly conditioning a girl to behave the way he wished. In a way it was wonderful, his power to do as he pleased justified all the sacrifices made by his famous ancestors. 

He decided against his initial idea of calling upon the services of Mistress Paulina. He would train the girl and her mother himself. Yes, it would be thoroughly enjoyable. During the long idle hours of her training when Alessandra would have to be left in solitary confinement to her own devices giving her mind the time it needed to grow into her submissiveness, he would enjoy what her mother had to offer. 

For a blinding moment just before he came, Aemillianus wondered if perhaps now would be a good time to claim her mouth at least. 

Luckily his loins erupted just then, jetting white seed in long strings across the room. It was pure luck that it happened before he could implement what otherwise would have been a patently wrong idea. 

It was too early. The girl wasn't ready. She wasn't craving him quite as much yet. There was time. First she needed to be properly introduced to the right frame of mind, the correct way of thinking. She had to surrender and come to terms with the docile world of a slave girl in his household. Only then could her edification commence. He could feel her attention riveted on his pulsating cock that was quickly coming down from the wonderful high and he smiled. He collected a dollop of his seed with two fingers from his tip and brought them to her lips. He waited patiently. He knew he didn’t have to do anything. The girl had her cravings that he could read in her gleaming blue eyes. He waited until, at last, she hoisted herself a little to fill her lungs with precious oxygen and then put her tongue out and touched her master's cream for the first time in her life. 

Maybe she hoped that by doing this, he would show mercy and let her down. Whatever the reason, it was a momentous occasion. The first of many to come. 

She whimpered like a kitten. He smiled his encouragement waiting until she swallowed that first taste of him. He wiped the remainder along the material of her toga where it lay across her quivering breasts which he noticed where firm and large, just the way he liked them. 

He smiled, caressed her cheek, and blew the oil lamp plunging the room in darkness. 

“Oh gods,” Alessandra thought unhappily, "Is he going to leave me like this?" She almost broke her self-imposed vow of silence and uttered a futile plea but was stilled when her master touched her lip again and she obeyed him whimpering her acknowledgment of his unspoken command to remain silent. He walked out knowing by heart the disposition of the furniture. The

last thing Alessandra heard was the sharp bang of the heavy door being locked behind him. 

 This couldn’t be happening! No! No! 

7. The Staff

Alessandra screamed. A fervid panic erupted from her throat, a primal agony of fear and loneliness. Aemillianus hurried away keen to put distance between himself and the hapless girl. It was important that she spent those initial couple of hours alone with her own demons. That way she would be that much more pliable later, when he commenced her training. None of her screams would be able to make it topside muffled into permanent silence by the endless doors and floors that separated Alessandra’s strung up body from the world above. 

It was time to attend to Lady Marcella. 

Marcella found herself ushered into a spacious dining hall. By now she was growing accustomed to the excessive opulence of the furniture in the estate and the overdone eagerness of the staff. The rich red and gold of the walls and draperies in the room pleasantly accentuated the dark mahogany hardwood of the floors. It was a pleasant departure from the cold black marble in the rest of the building. 

She moved up to the striking oak dining table where she saw the towering figure of her host already seated. She noticed the ornate orchids and roses along the wall facing the windows lined in a fastidious row, their pleasant aroma nicely complimenting the delicious smells of food wafting from the table. 

“Where is my daughter?” Aemillianus arched an eyebrow. He had just been in the middle of helping himself to a goblet of wine. He finished his rather long sip and placed it back on the table and licked his lips. 

“She will be with us shortly. I assure you she's perfectly safe.” It was Marcella’s turn to cast him a dark look. He shrugged and leaned back in his chair. “As I told her, so I will tell you – this statue was a gift from my beloved father. It meant a lot to me. Once a man attains a certain age and position in life he can begin indulging some of his eccentricities with a bit more liberty. Don't you think?” 

She shook her head trying to keep her poise as best she could. “I didn't come here to discuss art,” she simmered. “But I want assurances that my daughter is safe. I was expecting to see her join us for dinner. I certainly refuse to –“ Her thought was cut short when four servant girls entered the room carrying heavy dinner trays in their arms. 

What was most unusual however, and deeply disconcerting, was the fact

that they were all absolutely naked! They didn't even have slippers on their feet! And yet, they went about distributing the varied bowls, platters and plates along the long table with oblivious insouciance as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening! 

Marcella blinked a couple of times. Everything suddenly felt like in a dream. She glowered helplessly at the senator who simply shrugged. 

Marcella watched him dip his hands in a bowl of rose water where he rinsed his fingers. She opened her mouth to say something but then closed it again when she saw one of the pretty younger servants kneel demurely by him, bow her head and wait obsequiously as he proceeded to wipe his hands in her long tresses. 

“Sonia here spends long hours every day brushing her hair just so that when her master chooses to wipe his hands in it, no stray hairs mar his cleanliness. Good girl.” Marcella was stunned to observe a deep blush cover the servant’s cheeks as she bowed deeply and kissed the floor evidently in gratitude for his compliment. 

“May I tell you about my staff?” Marcella was at a complete loss for words, her mind trying and failing to understand what her eyes were seeing. 

“A man of my social standing is not only entitled to a large stipend from the state meant for the upkeep of his household, but is in fact expected to keep a staff that is both capable and eager to please him and his many important guests.” He motioned toward the door. A beautiful lithe blonde stood there, hands demurely clasped at the small of her back, her eyes downcast. “Here we have Titania, who hails from the province of Gaul. Like yourself.” He smiled and Marcella felt a sudden spate of cold clench at her heart. “Unlike yourself however, she’s a Celt. She was captured by the ninth Legion when our glorious Emperor conducted his civilizing campaign there.” 

“Unfortunately I have never met the girl's mother. Judging by her eager spirit and wonderful attributes I can only imagine she was at least as beautiful. Titania came to this household when I purchased her at the market. 

Her mother had been retained by the master of ceremony at the Coliseum.” 

Seeing Marcella’s horrified expression, he continued, “Yes, yes, I know. I did try to find her, I assure you, but I was told that unfortunately the entertainments had been of a rather unrestrained nature that day. By the time I sent my majordomo to buy Titania’s mother back, that was no longer possible.” 

Marcella could tell that even though the girl was superbly trained and

remained silent, she understood every single word that was said. Tears were now pouring down her face racing to drop onto her quivering little breasts. 

She never looked up from where her eyes had been centered at the floor by her feet. Her hands remained demurely clasped at the small of her back. 

“Regardless of her unfortunate circumstances, Titania has proven to be an excellent slave. She has been easy to train and eager to please her master. 

Every now and then I even take her into my bed chambers to warm me at night. Unfortunately, she’s given to talking in her sleep and calling out for her parents. Of course I have her whipped in the morning when that happens. 

I’m a busy man and I cannot tolerate being unnecessarily roused from my sleep.” Marcella had reached and took a long sip from her silver cup of wine that was immediately refilled by a pretty long legged creature by her side. 

“Next we have Regina, a delicious woman. She’s of Sarmatian origin and not only helps in the kitchen, but is also a great aid in the stables. Her people are naturals when it comes to horse rearing and she has proven quite adept at it as well. On the other hand, Lily, the buxom little thing to her left is irrepressibly afraid of the proud animals. When she's reluctant to do a chore for me, all that is needed is to threaten the girl with the company of a well-endowed stallion to get her eager compliance immediately.” 

“Lastly, but definitely not least, we have sweet young Sonia here.” He put his hand to rest possessively atop the head of the young blond girl still kneeling by his side. “She's a wonderful little thing eager to please me in every way. Right now I have assigned her to be my body slave. But this is a taxing job and soon I'm sure she will be rotated out to resume her normal duties in the kitchen. How soon that happens depends on how quick I'm able to find her an eager little replacement. As it happens this was precisely the reason I was down in the city. I was looking for new talent to replenish my staff. Alas the girls I wanted most, the ones that were best trained and ready to serve me had already been reserved by the majordomo of our glorious Emperor and so I had to leave empty-handed. Which brings us full circle to you, my dear and your sweet daughter. I think you and I both would be hard-pressed to not see the finger of destiny in that sequence of events. Hmmm?” 

He finished his exposition by taking a bite of meat from his plate and washed it down with an abundant gulp of red wine. Marcella suppressed a budding desire to throw up whatever meager food she had already ingested. 

The man's words left no doubt as to his intentions for her and her daughter. 

She knew well they were in no position to deny him. All she could do was

hope to placate his interests herself and then convince him to let them go in peace. 

Marcella steeled her nerves for what she knew she had to do next. At thirty-four she knew she still possessed the deeply visceral allure that had created such problems for her when she had been young. Even though she had abstained from carnal pleasures the last couple of years since her husband had passed, in honor of his memory, she now found herself praying to the ancient goddess of love to imbue her with the fortitude and passion necessary to impress the man sitting across from her at the table. 

She wondered if now was a good moment to make her move. She quickly scanned the large number of emptied plates and the half empty carafe of wine. Yes, now would probably be a good time to try and seduce the old lecher. The senator’s belly was full with wine and food and with any luck he might even fall asleep on her before consummating her offer. 

He had just put down his goblet of wine. The girl who had been kneeling by him immediately scampered to refill it. “These four beautiful creatures, slaves of mine, I refer to them as my cock-girls.” Marcella winced at the words but forced a smile upon her lips. "I thought you said they mostly work in the kitchens, Master," she said hating the obsequious tone that her voice had suddenly acquired. 

“Except for the little blond one there.” He smiled obviously glad that she had paid attention to his little introductory speech. “That's during the daytime. At night they continue serving me in other ways. Would you like to learn how?” Marcella's heart skipped a beat. Time slowed down to a trickle. 

She felt herself nod her acquiescence. 

Heat covered her face and she blushed. “Come to me.” 

8. Not the Monster She Expected

 Oh dear Jupiter! 

Marcella stood up and then almost sat back down. She held onto the table, her knuckles growing white. Suddenly she wished she had indulged and drank more of that red wine and used it to fortify her nerves. The walk across the room to where the odious man sat suddenly felt more taxing somehow than her entire experience last night when she had walked back through the dark and dangerous forest alone with her daughter. Marcella felt her cheeks flush sensing everybody's eyes come to rest on her. Sweat suddenly bloomed across her body and she felt it trickle into her cleavage. Oh gods, her husband Marcus had been perhaps the most honorable man in Lutetia. He had been the last to see her naked bosom almost three years ago. Now this lecherous cruel aristocrat would be the next. Somehow Marcella felt that baring herself for the senator was tantamount to besmirching her dead husband's hallowed memory. She took a deep breath, steeled her nerves, and stepped around the table. She held onto its ledge for support as she began the longest walk of her life. 

Mercifully her host didn't gloat or snicker but merely contented himself with pandering to his apparently unquenchable thirst. Marcella saw him take another long sip of red wine. Halfway there. 

"Stop right there, and take a seat," Marcella's eyes shot wide open and like in a dream she realized one of the naked girls scurried to bring over a chair that she placed behind where she was standing. She was almost within reach of the senator. Why had he stopped her? 

Didn't he want to seduce her? She had consented to her fate. She was submitting to him. And yet he had stopped her! Marcella sat herself back into the chair her body tense as she realized that whatever this man had planned for her and her precious daughter, it would be infinitely more complicated and demanding than what she had initially envisaged. 

She had hoped to retain a semblance of control in her own submission to his will. But the powerful man had denied her even that. Perhaps he was right when he had spoken of destiny. Perhaps the fates indeed wished her to become his plaything. Marcella sat there awkwardly, desperately trying not to show any signs of the inner turmoil roiling her mind. 

Slowly the man reached out and took a clutch of grapes with exquisite deliberation, as if he had planned every single bite. No words were

exchanged and without any guidance Marcella spread her legs. She wasn’t quite sure why she did it. She moved her feet gradually unveiling just a bare hint of her thigh at first. Just enough to offer him a glimpse at her voluptuous nakedness beneath the pretty toga she was wearing. 

She tried her best to sit up even though she felt her galloping heart threaten to burst out of her chest. Her anxiety made her want to curl up in a ball on the floor. She watched the man slowly finish his grapes and take a sip of wine. 

"Show me your breasts but don't unveil yourself more than that," he instructed without even looking at her. His words had acquired a clipped deliberate intonation as if he was talking to a servant instructing her on how to cook a dish he liked. 

Marcella found it disconcertingly easy to push back the cloth and unveil her still firm and proud tits. She was extremely vexed that he didn’t appear to even attempt a glance. “Tell me, Marcella, I always meant to ask you – why is it you didn’t retain an escort before entering the forest last night?" 

It took her moment to digest his question. It was so divorced from anything she had been steeling herself to talk about. Marcella cleared her throat. "We did have an escort, your excellence. My husband's old valet was with us. We trusted his presence to be sufficient in warding off potential muggers." 

"I see," the senator replied still not looking at her. "Apparently you were wrong, weren't you?" Marcella felt sadness threaten to overwhelm her. She lowered her head in chagrin for the valet. She had grown fond of the old man over the years. He had so lovingly doted over her and her daughter, especially since her husband had passed away. "I was wrong, yes." She replied softly. 

"And you didn't tell me that thugs had just murdered your companion because you were afraid I might leave instead of helping you.” She looked up at him and nodded silently. She had forgotten all about her semi nakedness now her mind completely overwhelmed with the events of the night before. 

He turned to look at her and marveled at the way her bosom shook in her anguish. “You might be relieved to find out that I sent a detachment of my men to find the friends of the two thugs who attacked you last night. A punitive expedition of sorts," the senator sat back in his chair and smiled, a warm glow of self-satisfactory smugness washed over him. “They caught seven people–five men and two women. My men found them in the process of dividing up the spoils from the body of a dead man who I suspect was your valet. They also recovered his body and brought it back too." 

For the first time that day Marcella felt gratitude bloom in her heart. 

"Thank you, your Excellency.” She sat up straight in her chair her eyes brimming with tears of sadness and joy. She would be able to at least offer last rites for the proud old servant who had given his life trying to protect Alessandra and herself. 

The senator nodded. “I told my captain to put the body of your valet down in the wine cellars where if not exactly cold, it is at least not as warm as up above.” 

"Th-thank you…." 

"Don't thank me just yet. But instead, I want you to do something for me.” 

He looked at her and waited. Silently Marcella nodded her acquiescence. 

“Promise me that from now on you will never cover your breasts in my presence ever again. I think it is not too much to ask given what I have done for you." His voice acquired the intonation of a question and his eyebrows curled up. Marcella flushed violently and silently she cursed herself for starting to doubt the man’s callous depravity. She had been right in her initial assessment. The old senator would never give up anything without receiving something in return. For the first time since she met him, Marcella was starting to appreciate the depth of his darkness. 

He wasn't going to satisfy himself with merely exercising his authority over Alessandra and her. No. He was going to force them to slowly submit to his depraved wishes and coerce them into trading their honor for his help and protection. Still, she saw no way around acquiescing to his will. She nodded her head and he nodded back. It struck her how quickly she had given in and accepted. The man didn’t even have to convince her. She had simply said yes the first time he asked. 

Maybe it was the result of having spent almost a full day in his company. 

After all, hadn't she already agreed to barter her body for safe passage out of the infernal forest? Surely bearing her breasts was but a trifle in comparison. 

Even if she was going to have to do it all day long for nine days until they left with Alessandra. 

"Good," the man said. “Majordomo!” The senator’s voice echoed loudly as it bounced back from the walls of the room scaring Marcella almost out of her chair. 

"Yes, master,” came the obsequious reply of the little fat man from the door. 

"Bring the girl." 

"Yes of course, master," the man vanished but then to Marcella’s surprise he reappeared almost immediately. His face looked flushed with indecision. 

"Uhm, master, I apologize – is there anything you would like me to have the girl do before I bring her over?" 

The senator smiled thinly. “Just help her out of her predicament… And guide her over to join us. After all, I'm sure young Alessandra is probably famished by now." The majordomo bowed low. "Of course, master.” 

Marcella's hands flew back up to her chest before she realized what she was doing

"No! I thought we had an agreement,” hissed the senator. 

“But –,“ she started stammering ““What about my daughter?” Marcella was embarrassed by the man’s request and mortified that he would make her submit to his depraved will in her daughter’s presence. 

9. Nipples

After a long steely silence, his face softened. “You can cover your breasts when Alessandra is around. But the moment she leaves the room…,” he smiled and Marcella felt shivers like millions of ants run up her spine. Still, she appreciated that the man didn't insist on making her unveil herself in the presence of her daughter. 

“Surely seeing you bare breasted is not something that would shock your daughter’s innocent mind too much," the old senator chuckled. "Didn't you both spend most of the late afternoon frolicking about absolutely naked at the pool?" 

Marcella's mouth fell open. He had been watching! Oh Gods! He had seen them both! Marcella covered her face with her hands blushing hotter than she had ever blushed before in her life. This man appeared to always be at least a couple of steps ahead of even her own thoughts. 

“If you insist on covering yourself, then at least I want you to accept a gift from me." The senator nodded at one of the girls who apparently had been told to expect his request because she almost instantaneously came forth holding a silver tray in her beautifully manicured hands and knelt by Marcella. 

"This is precious to me. Not to mention that it probably costs more than what I’d pay if I wanted to purchase your uncle's wine stock a couple of times over.” 

The young woman's eyes grew wide as she gazed upon what appeared to be a necklace of some sort. It was perhaps less than four inches long but what it lacked in size it more than made up in workmanship. It appeared to be made out of gold that shimmered beautifully in the candlelight. The odd looking chain sat gracefully displayed on a cushion of black velvet atop the silver tray. Every half inch or so along its length the fine links were threaded through what appeared to be multifaceted diamonds the size of small hazelnuts. It was stunning! Without thinking Marcella found herself reach out and take it in her hands. The strange chain felt heavier than she expected as she took a closer look at the two noose-like circlets of filigree wire at each end. Why would he want to gift her something so precious? She didn’t feel worthy. After all, she hadn’t done anything for him. Not yet, at least. He had been the one lavishing care and attention on the two young women. If anything, she was the one who had to feel indebted to him. 

"These loops are meant to go over and around your nipples. Here let Titania show you." Before Marcella had a chance to protest the girl had put the tray down and with a polite nod gently taken the heavy jewel from her hands. Titania used her fingertips to carefully enlarge the two loops at either end. Then she smiled and placed them around her nipples at each breast. 

What truly surprised Marcella was how hard her nipples had become without anybody having touched them. 

The girl pressed the loop around the base of her areolas and then pulled on the chain. The loop quickly cinched in tight at the base of her nipple eliciting a surprised little gasp from Marcella's lips. “Ouch!" 

“Shhh –“ the girl said softly and just like that bent forward and kissed her nubbin washing her tongue across the apex of the woman’s breast. Marcella was still attempting to comprehend the emotions this elicited in her mind when the girl placed the other loop of the chain around her other nipple tightening it the same way. Now she had both breasts squeezed tight at the base of their areolae! Titania let go of the chain and it hung there in a lazy half-moon dangling between Marcella’s breasts which now quivered differently with its weight. 

"This will have to do for now," the senator said. "Keep the chain in place unless you want to anger me. Now cover yourself. I hear the majordomo and your daughter approaching.” Marcella obediently did as told. She realized that now her breasts were drawn together by the shortness of the little heavy ornament causing them to hang closely thus providing her with an even more pronounced cleavage. It was depraved both in the way it altered her body for the senator’s pleasure, but also in the manner it kept her constantly aware of the man's interest in her. How diabolical! 

10. Business Over Dinner

Alessandra hung in silence resigned to her hapless circumstances. She had long since given up on screaming but not before her voice had grown hoarse with her efforts. She hung by her wrists which ached terribly. She was grateful for the meager blessing that the senator had at least used padded leather restraints thus limiting the chafing of her skin. The muscles deep in Alessandra's arms were pulsating. She had discovered that she had to use them at least a couple of times a minute to breathe, and now she was almost catatonic with exhaustion. 

Alessandra was in the process of finding out for herself what the devious torture of stringing someone to hang by the wrists actually entailed. Initially the punishment seemed innocuous enough. But that lasted only until the efforts of every subsequent breath built upon each other leading to mind shattering exhaustion and sheer pain every time she tried to fill her lungs with air. She had no idea why that was. She had no way to know that hanging completely limp pulled on her muscles in her arms which in turn were tugged on those in her chest which constricted her diaphragm thus rendering it unable to expand fully. Was that what crucifixion felt like? she wondered. 

Only with the added agony of having nails driven through one’s extremities. 

She remembered the ghastly spectacle they had witnessed with her mother on their way to the city. All along the last couple of miles, on both sides of the wide road had been erected crucifixes. Each one bore a body. Most of them dead, but many still alive – more than a few squirming like pinned worms, they were all brigands or escaped slaves. Or so she had been told. Now she wasn’t so sure. She felt a profound sympathy for their terror, hints of which she could feel wash over her even now as she hung in the darkness. 

Cold sweat ran down her sides. At first, when the senator had brought her in the basement and left her hanging alone in the darkness, Alessandra had been wracked with worry that she might lose control of her bladder and disgrace herself. She hadn’t been prepared for such a long stint without recourse to the bathrooms. However, perhaps because of her sweating, the danger of that happening had receded. The shame-inducing worry of soiling herself was now replaced with an all-encompassing thirst. Thirst and pain had become the only two concerns that dominated her existence as she slowly strangled to death in the utter darkness of the cold cellar. 

When the door rattled on its hinges Alessandra burst into tears of joy. Her

ordeal was over at last! She would do anything, truly anything, if only they’d set her free! 

"You’re wanted upstairs for dinner," came the high-pitched voice of the majordomo. If she had the strength Alessandra would have laughed out loud. 

It sounded almost as if he was formerly announcing that dinner was served, never mind the incongruity of her circumstances. 

She listened to his shuffling gait as he went to release the winch that sprung lose. The chain let go and she collapsed exhausted into a helpless little heap of flesh on the grimy ground. The man had a small flickering oil lamp with him and Alessandra tried to shield her eyes from its seemingly blinding light. She had no idea how long she had been in the cellar, but her eyes had grown sublimely accustomed to the darkness and now she was finding it painful to look as the fat little man busied himself detaching the ropes and chains from her hands and feet and then rearranging them around in their proper places in the room. He worked fast. 

Once free, Alessandra sat back on her butt and gathered her knees hugging them tight into her chest as she waited for the man to be done. It struck her that he appeared to be intimately familiar with the proper placement of everything in the room. 

How many other hapless victims had the senator tortured here? Did he do that regularly? Alessandra set a silent prayer to her gods that she would never be in a position to find out the answers to her questions. 

"Come on now, little wench," the man said as he came to stand by the door. 

“Must you call me that?” He didn't dignify her with a response but merely cocked his head sideways as if she were a child asking the dumbest of questions. She gasped as she forced herself back onto her feet. It took a moment for her muscles to get accustomed to bearing her weight again. 

“Hurry now,  wench. We have to get you cleaned up and changed.” There was mockery in his voice now. “The master and your mother are already expecting you in the dining hall." 

"Oh," was all she could reply. Here I am trying to crawl myself out from the dungeons while the master of the house and my mother are no doubt chatting it up in polite conversation. How rude of me to keep them waiting, she thought sarcastically. She pursed her lips and kept her silence as she demurely fell into step behind the majordomo. Mercifully, Alessandra found that her trip back to her suite was faster and less arduous than she expected, 

given her level of exhaustion. 

"You can use the bathroom and even the pool after dinner. Now hurry and change into the toga I have left on your bed. There is also a carafe of water there. Drink your fill." 

Yes, definitely they had done that before. Probably many times. Strung up many an innocent girl, Alessandra concluded. How else could they know of her mind numbing thirst right now? The only question she had remaining right now was what happened with all the girls once the senator had found satisfaction? 

Alessandra had noticed a number of servants tending to horses in the courtyard and washing the floors throughout the mansion. But none of them appeared even remotely attractive, and even though inexperienced, she was willing to bet that the old senator found his pleasures in younger flesh. Still, she had yet to meet even one plausible female candidate in the sprawling estate. She made it a point to look. She wasn’t sure why she was curious about that. Once again Alessandra recited a prayer that she would never be in a position to know for certain what happened to a girl once the senator was done finding his pleasure with her. 

When Alessandra finally joined them in the dining hall, her mother was struck at the profound difference she saw in her daughter’s demeanor. 

Gone was the bounce in Alessandra’s gait, and she could see no trace of the girlish giggle threatening to burst into a full throated laugh with every word. The girl that joined them was demure, quiet, her eyes were downcast. 

Alessandra didn't even appear to be that surprised to see the naked servant girls waiting on them. If anything, Marcella felt a hint of relief wash over her daughter when she saw the naked submissives. What had the senator done to her? Marcella made her mind to question the girl once they were alone again in the privacy of their suite. 

Dinner was an anticlimactic affair. Alessandra was seated between the senator on one side and her mother at the other end of the table completing an almost familial tableau of dinner in an affluent family. 

11. Submissive

Of course one only had to catch a glimpse of the quivering naked breasts of the servants or feel a whiff of Marcella's excitement to know how wrong that initial estimate was. 

“Did your uncle, the wine merchant leave much unsold product in his cellars?" Senator Aemillianus asked no one in particular between as he devoured forkfuls of veal marinated in a deliciously sweet sauce. 

Marcella nodded, "Yes, your Excellency," she reached for her wine goblet which had just been refilled by one of the prompt little servants. "He had no descendants himself. Finding a way to dispose of his stock at a profit was the one of the reasons we made the trip to Rome." Marcella explained glumly. It had been the main reason in fact. Resources were running scarce on the farm back in Gaul and she had been hoping to conclude a profitable deal with her uncle’s wine. Mercifully the man had been cautious and didn't possess any outstanding debts that would need to be taken care of. 

Marcella felt conflicted about asking for the senator's help in the matter. 

She had no doubt that if he so desired, he was rich enough to easily purchase the entire stock of sixty-eight barrels of premium quality red wine many times over. But she felt they were deep enough in his debt as it was without having to add the financial aspect to it. She shivered at the thought of what he might require of them both in return for an advantageous deal. 

"Do you have buyers lined up for his stock?" The senator asked casually. 

"A couple," Marcella lied and did her best to ignore Alessandra's sudden jerk of her head in her direction. She really hoped the man would forget about her uncle’s wine. She looked up and almost lost her appetite seeing him smile his wolfish grin at her. His dark eyes flitted back and forth from Alessandra to her and Marcella was quite certain he was in the process of correctly determining she had just lied. 

"I wouldn’t bother about it," he finally said motioning at one of the girls who scurried to clear his plate. "I have heard of your uncle. I have heard very good things of his wines to be precise. I will buy them all. His entire stock." 

“That wouldn’t be nece-" Marcella was cut short by a long thick index finger which stopped her midsentence. 

"In fact, I have heard such good things about that particular merchant, that I think I would insist that I not only want to purchase his entire stock here in town, but I'd like to make a long-term deal with his procurers and producers

out in Gaul. That would be you. No?" 

His smile grew positively rapacious now and Marcella could feel a dark foreboding spread its tendrils of frost through the pit of her stomach. 

"I-,” Marcella felt the fight go out of her and slumped in her seat. "Thank you, your Excellency. You’re most generous." 

“Don’t mention it,” the man chuckled almost to himself. “We still haven't discussed the price. Have we?” 

 Precisely. Marcella cast a longing stare at the empty fireplace in the back of the room. She had never felt so cold as she did right now, not even in the depths of winter back home. It had already gotten dark outside, the pale moonlight illuminating the diaphanous curtains that barely moved in the still of the night. The dining hall however was gloriously illuminated with multitudes of candles incessantly attended to by the majordomo himself. 

With consternation Marcella realized that whether through happenstance or by design, it so happened that most of the chandeliers and candleholders were placed by her side of the table thus illuminating her and Alessandra in abundant and beautiful clarity much to the detriment of their host. 

The senator, in contrast, appeared to be enveloped in ever deeper shadows of darkness. Only his eyes appeared to retain their sparkle. It struck Marcella how lively and young they seemed as if belonging to a man a third his age. 

They twinkled playfully from the young girl to her mother and back again as if he was enjoying the company of women for the very first time in his life. 

Marcella took another sip and wondered what her life would be like if this man and her… She shook her head clearing her mind and silently cursing at her own naïve wistfulness. The man was old enough to be her father for crying out loud! Not to mention his deeply flawed character that couldn’t be more at odds with the genuine honesty of her late husband – Alessandra's father. How could she even entertain notions of the sort! 

“You’re shaking your head, Marcella," the man's voice held light rebuke and yet it also possessed a gentle playfulness about it that made her look up and meet his eyes and smile. 

“I wasn't,” she said. Again he chuckled and again that rapacious grin of his…

"This is the third time since I've met you, that you have lied or tried to hide the truth from me.” He shook his head in mock admonishment. “I'm afraid behavior such as this is not only disrespectful to me personally, but most importantly, it sets a bad example for young Alessandra.” 

“But I didn’t –!" Marcella felt indignant now. 

"You didn't tell me that the thugs had murdered your valet. I had to discover it on my own. Then you lied to me about having potential buyers lined up for your uncle’s stock of wine. Yes – I read it in your face. I've known you for less than a day and I can already see your most cherished thoughts like an open book,” the senator smiled. “I already explained to your daughter that I used to be a judge once. I have had a rather infallible instinct when it comes to detecting untruths. And then you tried most blatantly to deny what I saw with my own two eyes – your growing disappointment with yourself. A disappointment that was no doubt caused by your developing affection for me." 

12. Taken Into His Care

Marcella was speechless. The servant girls had retreated to the four corners of the room and suddenly Marcella felt the weight of the senator's stare come down on her like a cart of masonry. The intensity of his glare felt physical somehow and she recoiled in her seat. Even Alessandra seemed to have lost her gift of speech dumbly watching the interaction between the powerful man and her flustered mother. 

How could this despicable lecher they had met in the forest less than a full day ago be able to divine her innermost thoughts so easily? Marcella felt impotent and powerless and without realizing it in a cogent, explicit way, she understood in this instant that her life from now on would never be quite the same. The power this man had over her was such that she felt more powerless than a gentle toddler in his presence. It was useless to even try confronting him. She opened her mouth to speak and then closed it silently. Most disconcerting of all – a wonderful thrum suddenly bubbled to life behind her navel. 

“Now you're blushing,” the Senator stated and smiled. 

The only way Marcella could make sense of her conflicting emotions – the shame of agreeing to the Senator's requests right in the presence of her daughter and the deep thrum she felt at the very center of her soul – was by admitting to herself that he was correct. He had been right all along in pointing out that destiny had meant her to end up here, servicing the desires of the powerful man. 

Though she was fully dressed and her nipples were covered Marcella felt the effect of the constraining chain pulling on them color every thought she had. Now she realized that perhaps that was at least one of the reasons the senator had made her wear the intimate jewelry. Even though it was hidden it was messing with her mind on a very intimate, carnal level. 

The man had spoken the truth when he had said that he knew how to read and assess people. Somehow in the darkness of the forest last night he had immediately seen her for what she truly was – a deeply sensuous woman. 

Until now Marcella's life had been sheltered by virtue of her provincial circumstances and the straight moral upbringing of her now deceased husband. 

With a shiver she realized that all this was now coming to an end. What a shame that young Alessandra was here to witness it! 

“I never had a chance to inquire of your age, my dear,” the senator asked his eyes holding hers in his steely glare. She felt like a rabbit about to be caught in the jaws of a lion. 

“Thirty-four," she said softly. 

“And your daughter is?” 

“Eighteen, your Excellency.” A tear stood perched along one of her eyelashes. 

“Wonderful. As your host in the city and your future business partner, I feel it is not only my responsibility, but my duty to take you both under my care and guidance. Two gentle doves as yourselves should not be walking about our glorious city alone and unprotected. Beautiful as it may be, Rome is replete with brigands and scum from the provinces. They come from all fall four corners from the four corners of the Empire to seek their fortune here. I'm sorry to say you experienced firsthand the awful dangers these miscreants cause.” 

“Yes, your Excellency,” Marcella heard herself say. “We are most grateful for your protection.” With her peripheral vision she could clearly see Alessandra’s mouth fall agape at her words reflecting the shock she herself was feeling at her own docile submissiveness.  Taken into care?  Whatever did that dangerous man mean? With a little tremor Marcella thought she could guess almost exactly the answer to that question. 

13. His Slut

“Alessandra?” It took her a moment to realize he was calling to her. 

“Yes –“ she hesitated and then, “– yes, m-master?" He nodded his approval recognizing how difficult it had to be for the young girl to acknowledge his dominance over her in the presence of her mother. 

“You may go now. You can be done with dinner for tonight. Drink lots of water and take a moment to refresh yourself in the pool. I will see soon.” 

Silence filled the room as the senator watched and admired the beautiful hue the young women's blushing faces acquired. Alessandra cast a quick look at her mother surprised to see her own embarrassment mirrored in her eyes. She had expected that Marcella would protest but clearly things had changed between her mother and the senator. Alessandra shuddered to imagine what they would be doing once she left the room. One of the naked girls came up to her. She offered her hand and Alessandra took it. The last thing she heard before they walked out was her mother's strained voice asking if she might have some more wine. 

The moment the door closed Marcella’s hands went up to her shoulders and without being told she unveiled herself for him. He didn't say a word, merely motioned with his long fingers where his large hand lay across his lap and beckoned her to him. This time he didn't stop her until her toga brushed up against his knees. He parted them and she stepped even closer. 

“Undress, Marcella.” 

There was no urgency in his voice. Just a quaint certainty that she would do exactly as told. She looked one last time searching his cold dark eyes for compassion but found none. Marcella stood awkwardly feeling graceless and suddenly ashamed and unworthy of his lust. Perhaps he sensed her insecurity because he nodded and the hint of a wisp of a smile blew across his face like a welcome spring zephyr across a frozen tundra. Marcella felt her fists clench and the heat of her blush cover her entire upper body. She had lost all sense in her nipples, a throbbing numbness having settled across the tips of her areolae. Yet now, standing so close to the man who would claim them, Marcella felt the first shocking tendrils of excitement pulsate deep in her breast sending sparkles all the way past the confining chain to the tip of her nipples which hardened as if touched by ice. She closed her eyes and reached up to take the straps of her dress that she then slid down her shoulders as she

began wiggling out of the protection of her dress. Marcella closed her eyes and allowed the semi darkness of the room to become complete, filled only by the sounds of the cloth rubbing against her skin and the sound it made as it fell to the ground pooling at her feet. She imagined herself not unlike a slave captured and made to present her charms to a barbarian chieftain. 

She didn’t have to open her eyes to see the bulge of the rapidly awakening monster between her master’s legs. She could feel his heat like a blast furnace bathing her front. She kicked aside at the dress that had now fallen at her feet as if offended by this reminder of her tenuous chastity. 

She didn’t have to look to see his eyes as they raked across her nakedness taking in her medium-sized firm breasts whose milk had nourished Alessandra less than nineteen years ago. She felt him look down across the well-toned valley of her stomach and lose themselves in the thicket of softness between her luscious thighs. She let her breath out through clenched teeth and moved her feet and opened her eyes to see him gaze upon her pudenda, its delicate curls cradling her lips and the pleasure within. She saw him lick his mouth and then meet her eyes. “You are beautiful,” he said softly. 

His words caught her by surprise and for a moment she almost fell apart. 

She wasn’t prepared for him to be nice. “Thank you, m-master,” she heard herself say. 

He nodded. “Turn around, let me see your backside.” She did as commanded feeling the senator’s eyes caress her body anxious what dark inspirations it would evoke in his mind. 

Would he take her untouched backside? Would she be allowed to say no? 

Did he even care? She had so many questions and so little time left before the most important man in her life now laid his hand upon her flesh for the first time. 

He was a big man with big hands and she was so close to him, she felt engulfed by his presence. She whimpered like a little child when she sensed his hand steal down across the small of her back his skin barely touching hers as it left a trail of shivers along her skin. She was a pond, and he – a predator of the forest testing her waters, about to dive in. 

“I’m going to fuck your ass tonight, Marcella. Are you fine with that?” It took her a moment for his words to register, and even longer for her mind to fathom a response. 

 Oh no! 

“Please –“

“I will only do it if you ask me. If you don’t –“ his hands were suddenly gone, the memory of their presence fast replaced by lonely coldness. It had been more than three years since a man had touched her that way. She had forgotten how good it could feel to have a strong man’s knowing touch caress her excited skin. It was like an elixir and she needed more of it. She felt an all-encompassing hunger for the solace that only a hot blooded male could provide. 

“Please –“ Oh gods, the horrendous shame! A million thoughts, racing through her mind. All of them whispering “slut, slut, slut.” 

“Yes, Marcella? What would you like me to do?” He wanted her to beg for it! The idea of anal sex made her shudder with revulsion and fright, but he made it sound merely naughty, decadent, nothing more involved than a kiss perhaps. He brought his hands back upon her body holding her cheeks that felt small in his palms. Marcella felt her fight go out of her and she melted against him as his fingers kneaded her flesh. 

“Tell me, Marcella, tell me how much you want me in your body.” He was taunting her and Marcella knew a good wife, respectable mother and widow, was supposed to feel humiliated. And she was indeed mortified with shame. 

But, for the simple fact that she did in fact one him to take her, plundered her and possessed her like she knew he would. His touch had made her betray herself, and this was almost too much to bear. 

“You, I, you’re too big,” she mumbled almost incoherently. “I’m too small back there. Please let me accept you the other way.” 

A soft chuckle made her cheeks burn with shame. “It is true I am big, though how you would know that without having seen me yet, I’m not sure. 

However, I do believe that a woman like you, a woman deeply amorous, from an affluent and cultured background, is supposed to be first taken in her backside. I am sure that, subconsciously at least, you are aware that today you’re about to turn a corner in your life. It starts with offering yourself to me anally. Training you to willingly accept my large cock into your last virginal hidden passage will represent just the right kind of sacrifice upon which we will build our future together.” He ran his hand down her smooth back across her beautiful creamy skin and marveled at the soft mewling sounds Marcella made as she mentally was coming to terms with the full meaning of his statement. “Now, Marcella, reach back and open your bottom.” 

“Yes, master,” she gave a little sob and obeyed. She bent slightly at the

waist and having taken a cheek in each hand pulled them to reveal her backside’s tiny pink flower. Its sight filled Aemillianus with conflicting emotions. It was the tiniest thing he had seen on a full grown woman and it made him want to be gentle and protective, but it also filled him with a ravenous desire to plunder her forcefully. Her asshole was perfectly naked, not even a hint of the tiniest of hairs around it, having the appearance of that of a child less than half her age. Marcella emitted a startled whimper when he touched it with the tip of his index finger. She yelped but did not try to move away, though her knuckles where her hands held her cheeks open for him grew white with tension. 

“Hush, Marcella,” Aemillianus said. “You know you need this.” 

“Yes, master,” she heard herself whisper. He started applying pressure and soon the first phalange of his finger was successful successfully in. 

The heat of her body was exquisite, his finger burning as if he had dipped it in a pot of boiling honey. He let his fingertip linger at her opening giving her a chance to get accustomed to the sensations. Her entire backside got almost instantly covered in a sheen of sweat and goosebumps. With his free hand he stroked her hip, and then the small of her back. Marcella realized she had been holding her breath and let it out slowly cherishing the experience of clarity the fresh air in her lungs provided. For the longest eternity she stood there, gently holding her bottom wide open for the harsh man. 

She heard him sigh, “Be a good girl now, Marcella, please.” Again kindness. She wasn’t accustomed to that and certainly didn’t expect it from a patrician like him. Marcella caught her lower lip between her teeth and sucked on it for strength. She felt his hand on the small of her back and this calmed her somehow. She felt more docile, at peace with her situation when he held her. It made her desperate to have him consider her obedient and pliable like a good little slave girl and as she knelt there submitting to his training of her as she blushed furiously and spread herself for him. 

14. A Good Girl Stretched and Plundered

“Good girl,” Aemillianus said. And again his words almost cast a spell on her, changing her perceptions – he was now her new loving protector not a vicious tormentor who had plucked her out of the forest thicket. 

“Oh gods,” she whimpered as he gently pushed his finger in further, the sensation not unpleasant, but mortifying as she felt a pulsating throb come to life in her pussy. She was surprised at the sudden bout of pleasure that his probing finger had just caused in her most intimate place. 

“A little deeper now, Marcella. And then I will use two fingers to stretch you. You’re so small and tight, we will have to take our time and train you slowly before I can put myself in your body there.” Marcella’s face became a mask of misery and her chin quivered. Her hands still clasping at her cheeks never let go. Keeping them there now gave her at least a tiny if illusory measure of being able to participate in her own subjugation. 

He pushed in deeper, waited until his fingers warmed up to the temperature of her bottom and then slowly pulled them out almost completely. Then he pushed them in again. Marcella stood perfectly immobile as if skewered on a spit, an animal about to be roasted. 

“There,” Senator Aemillianus said, holding Marcella’s hips firmly as he slowly turned his hand one way and then another before thrusting his two fingers in and out at a leisurely pace. “Breathe deeply for me, Marcella. There you go. Good girl. I want you to pretend you are opening up to let something out like you practically do every day. There is no shame. After tonight I will be your master. There can never be anything hidden between a master’s favorite slave and himself.” Marcella cried out very loud when in that moment his fingers which had bottomed out in her pushed in all the way up to his knuckles elicited a deep, painful and very unwelcome cramp. 

“Shhhh. You are doing well,” he whispered his voice acquiring the same intonation that a father would use to soothe his child. “Another moment or two, and we will be done.” He kept moving his fingers as he spoke and it was all Marcella could do to keep herself from crying. Something about the stark intimacy of the situation made her feel close to this man however strange and unreasonable that notion might be. She bit her lip and swallowed the tiny droplets of blood this caused. She realized that from now on she would forever associate being sodomized with the taste of blood. She silently promised herself that tonight she wouldn’t call out when he took her, no

matter what he did, she would not give him the satisfaction of hearing her emotions in her voice. 

He pulled out his fingers. “Stand up and turn around to face me.” Marcella did as he commanded and tried to center her eyes somewhere on the far side of the room behind his head. “Look at me,” he said and took her chin in his hand. “Are you scared, my beautiful Marcella?” 

“Yes, your e-,” she saw him furrow his brow and corrected herself. 

“Master, I’m scared.” 

“That is good. It is how it is supposed to be. Now go stand by the wall over there, and take a step back, enough so that you can bend all the way forward. Place your hands against it for support.” 

Marcella took a deep breath and didn’t even understand how it was she came to do what he asked. Later, when she would think back on that first session with her new master, that small walk from his chair to the wall simply didn’t exist in her memories. All she could remember was that in one moment he was talking to her, and in the next – she felt him pressing into her body. 

“Open.” Marcella had clenched tight without realizing it when she felt his cock at her ass. He smacked her without force, but the surprise was enough to take her mind off his member and she released her tightened knot. She whimpered and relaxed, her nerve endings aflame with life as he resumed pressing his unseen cockhead against her bottom. A few short moments later he was in and he began easing himself into her. He moved at an excruciatingly slow pace as he allowed her body to accommodate his size. He felt enormous and Marcella wasn’t sure if that was because of her virginal state back there, or he was truly well endowed. 

“How is my new slave doing?” 

“I am doing good, master,” the ease with which she heard herself call him that way was all it took to release the floodgates and she started crying but kept herself as open as possible for him. Aemillianus didn’t comment. Maybe that was to be expected too – that a slave girl would cry the first time her master took her like that. She felt his hand move across her back caressing her and she soon found herself attempting to move back onto him. Her efforts were met with a soft grunt of approval. 

Marcella heard herself begin to plan and pressed her hands harder against the wall absorbing the thrusts his thrusts as he wrote her. 

“Put one hand down between your legs and touch yourself. I want you to

make yourself come. I want to know what it feels like when my new girl orgasms while my cock is inside her.” Marcella whimpered miserably ashamed at how hot his disgusting words made her feel. If he went on talking that way, she would be coming for him even if he wasn’t fucking her ass. 

Before she knew it, delicious little bolts of ecstasy began shooting up from the apex of her mons where her fingers had started diligently rubbing. 

SLAP-SLAP-SLAP-SLAP! The sound of his hips slapping against her quivering buttocks filled the room, accompanied by her little sharp intakes of breath as she felt her orgasm build up. A couple of moments later Aemillianus ordered her, “Now, Marcella. Come now.” 

Later, she would try to decide whether it had been his words or her fingers that had caused it, but she spiraled out of control at his command and felt her world ignite into a foundry of feelings she hadn’t felt for years, if ever. “Keep going. Ride it out, sweet slave. As long as you can go.” She could hear the huskiness in his voice and a small part of her new he was close to coming as well. Then she sensed the heat in the center of her body where the tip of his shaft lay embedded suddenly growing in intensity and somehow his strokes gained a further measure of purpose and fluidity and she knew he had released himself in her. 

Then he wrapped his arms around her body pressing her quivering breasts in as he hugged her into his chest and they both came away from the wall and fell slowly to the floor. They lay there for a long while until their breathing slowly regained a measure of normalcy. She could feel his warm breath where he nuzzled the nape of her neck. It made her feel at peace in spite of the purity he had taken from her. 

“Marcella, I just pumped my seed up into your ass. You will now thank me as a proper submissive should.” Marcella heard the thick breathless growl in his voice and immediately responded to his order. 

“Yes, master,” she whispered. “Thank you, master.” 

“Good girl,” Aemillianus said and kissed her neck and then gently suckled her left earlobe. “Good little ass-slave, Marcella. I’ll fuck you there soon, very soon indeed.” 

Marcella entered a dreamlike state as she lay there on the floor spooned by her new master barely cognizant of him as he withdrew and stood. Her mind was a haze and she was dimly aware of somebody covering her in what felt like a warm blanket. She heard soft voices somewhere behind her and the senator telling the servant girls to give her a moment before helping her back

to her room. The last thought Marcella had before the God of sleep claimed her was what would Alessandra think of her now? Would she approve? 

Marcella fervently hoped her daughter would be appropriately indignant once she learned her mother had given her ass up to the mean Senator and become his “little ass-slave.” 

15. Young Lips

“Any woman can suck a man’s cock to completion. There is no art in that. 

Merely instinct. However, it takes a truly gifted cocksucker to be able to awaken a tired or spent prick to life, to charm it to alertness and bring it to fulfillment to arouse it with her magic from languid slumber to rigid power. 

Your quivering lips and sensual empathy have already set you apart as just such a cock seductress. Now come here let me teach you how to fulfill your destiny. Let me show you how to become the great cocksucker I know you can be. You will thank me later.” 

Alessandra stepped forward and licked her lips before she realized she did it. Aemillianus was sitting in her room naked, but that didn’t shock her in the least. Not anymore. 

He had entered almost preternaturally silent out of the darkness, like a monster of ancient lore – naked and white-haired, an ancient God of death –

his proud cock of which she had been reminiscing – jutting like a branch in front of him. 

Now he was pleasuring himself. The muscles of his powerful forearm danced as he deliberately stroked himself with knowing harshness. It caused jolts of something Alessandra didn’t understand to shoot through her body. 

She was going to be allowed to touch him tonight. 

Kiss him. Kiss  it. 

Words flitted through her mind to vanish into a fog of lust. 

Slut. 

Dirty. 

Whore. 

“Before I let you touch it, I want you to think of a name for it. From now on that is how you will think of my cock. You will use that name when you worship him, and when you dream of him pleasuring you between your legs. 

He will be your world until I choose otherwise. Tell me, Alessandra does that arrangement appeal to you?” 

She watched dumbfounded, mesmerized by the prick which looked increasingly like that of a stallion to the young inexperienced girl. It had to be almost a foot long, the shaft covered with twisted blue veins that pulsated with life like vines running up a tree trunk. There were bumps and ridges along its length, but the head was what made her catch her breath and swallow with anxiety. Unlike the rest of him the head was perfectly smooth, 

unblemished except for the slit across its very top and the slightly curled red ridge that ran all along its base. The ridge was both ominous and somehow enticing and Alessandra licked her lips, her mind conjuring what it would feel like if she were to kiss it. She squeezed her eyes shut at the awfulness of her own thoughts, but then immediately opened them again as if to make up for lost time. She was both revolted by the obscene organ and yet felt her whole body blush with inexplicable hunger for it. 

It seemed to have a life of its own. 

“Tell me his name, girl,” the man whispered. 

“Vitus,” she breathed. 

“Very well. Interesting that you chose to name him after the word for

“life”. Now kneel.” 

Alessandra had come to stand within his reach when he had seated himself and now she knelt at his feet. He opened his knees wider and smiled when he saw her lick her lips without even realizing she did it. A thin sheen of sweat bloomed across her forehead and her cheeks were pink with her primal excitement. He couldn’t blame her – kneeling between his thighs she was no doubt excited by the close proximity of the first fully grown and well-endowed male member in her life. Alessandra could feel his scent that had awakened her body for sex. 

Aemillianus had come to her room immediately after having claimed Marcella’s ass. He had allowed himself only a brief stop on the way so that Titania could lick him clean. His cock was still languid and relaxed from his exertions in Marcella’s anus. It would take some time before Alessandra would rekindle his excitement, but that was acceptable. There was no hurry. 

It was only appropriate that he took all the time he needed to properly teach her how to please him. 

He hefted his cock in his thick fist. It felt relaxed and heavy not unlike a snake in his hand as he pressed it up against his abdomen. “Start with my balls. Make your mouth water and cover them each with your saliva. Then take them in your mouth, one at the time and suck lightly. I will guide you whether to do it harder or softer.” Alessandra whimpered audibly and yet almost immediately followed through on his command and bowed low to within kissing distance of his balls. She opened her mouth wide and took one of his heavy testicles into her mouth slowly, tentatively, seeking to please her master. 

At first she merely attended to the heavy hot ball in her mouth washing at

it with her tongue as it moved about as if unattached to anything beneath the thin membranes of skin where his wiry pubic hairs pricked at her tongue and lips. 

“Ahhhhh, you are doing marvelously. Now suck a little harder,” 

Aemillianus instructed and Alessandra hurried to comply. He could see how her cheeks hollowed out as she carefully suckled at his testicles taking turns with each. She almost appeared to be babying them in the hot confines of her mouth and her master clearly enjoyed that if his groans were anything to go by. 

Alessandra opened her mouth wide and alternated between attending to his balls and laving the base of his sack. She truly wanted to please him and hoped he would see that. She sucked, and then sucked harder as he instructed her. She moved her mouth off, then on, pulling free with loud popping sounds before sucking his balls back into her mouth. She angled her head up and underneath where she could see his puckered anus that made her blush and laved his scrotum all the way to the base of his shaft. 

Then he guided her lips to the base of his shaft and when she looked up at him he nodded. He rested one hand on her head and the other by her neck and she washed his pole with her tongue suckling on it gently as she peppered it with kisses. She had never even contemplated doing anything like that before. 

And yet, Aemillianus marveled at how her instincts had evidently kicked in. 

After a couple of initial moments, she was now subsuming his cock between her lips, suckling it softly as she moved her head back and forwards across its tip. He noticed that she was taking her time and he took that to mean that she was anxious to please. And that pleased him immensely. 

Alessandra’s mind had somehow formed a separation between all her prior life and what was yet to come in her future from now on. Her past included everything up until the moment she had met Senator Aemillianus in the dark forest the night before, her future was everything after that. She suspected that he would make sure that the same person did not exist on both sides of that event. 

Alessandra realized that in some ways she was built to service a man. How else could she explain the easy eagerness with which she was now ministering to the Senator’s rapidly heartening staff all the while reminiscing about her life? She felt her master’s hands rest gently on her head and when she looked up she saw that he had closed his eyes. She wondered what her mouth felt like on his cock as she sensed his need slowly build. 

The Senator was in no rush. He sensed that the girl was eager to please and would remain at her task until she either dropped from exhaustion or he made her stop. He felt his juices froth anew with her efforts but didn’t encourage her tempo. Training a girl to bond with her master was a slow and laborious process. He wanted her to grow accustomed to her own efforts and what it felt like to be kneeling beneath his heavy balls while ministering to his cock that she had named Vitus. 

He could feel her skin flush and her body begin to vibrate with her own excitement. The experience of being on her knees to her master, his hot shaft in her mouth, hearing his deep rumbles of pleasure, had clearly ignited her lusts. He heard Alessandra start little whimpers of her own and without even looking to confirm could well imagine that her breasts had grown tight and hot, her nipples rigid as nails. Soon he would gift her the first taste of his salty seed and sear into her life’s experience the first taste of a man’s sperm. 

She would have ample opportunity to reminisce on that experience later. 

“Alessandra, look at me.” He waited until the girl met his eyes and then having placed a hand gently across her forehead, her lips sealed tightly along the edge of his shaft, her tongue playing at its base, he continued, “When I come, my cock will spew its seed in your mouth. Make sure none of it dribbles out, or you will be punished. This is very important. A girl’s first taste of her master should be treasured and welcomed into her body with the appropriate reverence. This is going to be a special moment in your life that will never happen again. You will hold the seed in your mouth and not spit it out, or swallow it, until I permit you to do so. Do you understand?” Tears sprang into her eyes and the senator’s heart rejoiced for they meant that on some level at least she truly understood the significance of the moment and what he was asking of her. 

Alessandra nodded peering up at the senator’s steely eyes that she now saw through a haze because of her tears. She felt both sickened with shame at her own pleasure from servicing her master’s desires, but also an unexplainable pride that she was being allowed to do all that for this powerful man who could have any other woman he wished. She was mortified that she was yearning for the taste of his salty cum, for the sensations of his shaft throbbing within her hot tight mouth. Her heart was pounding in her ears and her mind was on fire and so, when he released his hold on her head Alessandra resumed her efforts with redoubled vigor. 

16. The Passionate Virgin

“Alessandra sweetheart, hold my balls in one hand and gently caress them," he ordered and spread his legs wider. He looked down to see the girl’s dainty hand reach in to caress hold his prominent and big testicles covered in wiry gray hair. 

"Ugggh," the girl gagged. He had inadvertently pressed himself deeper than he meant and pushed up against the tight little opening of her virginal throat. His passions were getting the better of him and he forced himself back into his seat. 

There would be time later to teach her the fine art of taking him past her mouth and into her throat. But now was hardly that moment. He was pushing the young girl's limits as it were and he did not mean to frighten her or traumatize her. At least not yet. Aemillianus was pleasantly surprised to hear the girl issue her own little moans and whimpers as she worked hungrily on his rapidly hardening cock. 

"Here it comes, sweetheart. Remember – keep it in your mouth, until I tell you to swallow.” She nodded hastily and whimpered loudly when his juices flooded her hot little cavity. 

He maintained through force of will enough of a presence of mind to notice that her tight little hips were shimmying where she knelt at his feet. He was impressed. The girl was very amorous. He would truly enjoy making her his. Given the imperial laws that had been established by the Emperor's great-grandfather, a widow couldn’t go unwed for longer than a period of two years at most. When he had met Marcella and Alessandra and learned about their plight the intent of marrying the thirty-two-year-old Marcella had germinated in his mind and slowly taken hold. 

But given how amorous her daughter was, he was beginning to reconsider that decision. At sixty Aemillianus still enjoyed excellent health and a vigorous desire for the female flesh. The senator looked forward to at least a couple of more decades of enjoying the best the world had to offer and the young girl might just be the perfect wife for him. She had no bad habits taught by other men that she would need to unlearn. Most importantly, she was young enough that it wouldn’t be difficult to impress upon her his tastes and train her how to properly please him. Unlike Marcella she wasn’t spoiled by long years during which she had been doted over by a soft and rich husband. 

“Push my seed around your mouth, play with it with your tongue.” He watched as the girl blushed violently but did as ordered. She was very obedient. He could see her studying his cock, her eyes flitting over it unconsciously as she played with the spume in her mouth. He smiled to himself. She was probably wondering how it was possible that his cock had produced all this cum? He chuckled and spread his legs and hefted his balls. 

Alessandra blushed violently. The quantity wasn’t large but the taste had clearly taken her by surprise. 

Having never done anything of the sort before, Alessandra expected the man’s seed to taste disgusting and gross but was surprised to find that it didn't. Her master had just filled her mouth with a dense amount of his spume and she wrinkled her forehead as she forced herself to concentrate on its taste as instructed. It was thick in consistency, its aroma complex and somehow nicely complimenting the musky scent of his very masculine body. The experience while novel and unusual was not entirely unpleasant. The taste reminded her of the veal they had eaten at dinner but also had a hint of sweetness. Yes, she liked it, and that made her blush. 

She lowered her eyes timidly unsure of whether she ought to act belligerent and horrified at what he had made her do. 

The Senator laughed. “Come sit in my lap and let me play with your breasts until I think it's time to let you swallow the first cum of your life.” He waited patiently until the girl stood on shaky legs and gingerly walked over to sit upon broad naked thigh. She submissively arched her back and offered up her chest for his pleasure. She was still dressed in the toga he had told the majordomo to leave out for her. Aemillianus didn't make her remove it but reached and took hold of her breasts with both hands. Her tits weren't very big, but what they lacked in size they more than made up in firmness and shape. 

The moment his large hands touched the contours of her young flesh, he felt her nipples spring to full attention. He spent some time kneading her breasts and enjoying the expressions of consternation that washed across her easy-to-read face. They made it completely unnecessary for him to hear in words what she was feeling. She was like an open book to him that he enjoyed reading. After bouncing her tits in his palms, he sunk his fingers into the meat of her flesh and squeezed. He was amazed to see that instead of whimpering or pulling back Alessandra just stood there and stared back at his hands in spite of the tears that suddenly started pouring down her exquisite

cheekbones. 

This intrigued him deeply. Most girls when having their tits squeezed by his vise-like grip usually hunched back and tried to pull away. Alessandra however appeared to be doing the exact opposite. She squared her shoulders and pushed her chest into his abusive fingers as if proudly seeking out the punishment he was doling out upon her innocent breasts. 

"My, my, you are a natural submissive. I’m in luck with you. After some proper training you will be soon become the talk of Roman high society. 

Especially when I get to share you with some of my famous guests.” 

He twisted his hand like a corkscrew and she audibly sucked in breath through her nose. “Yes, who knows, I might even present you to the Emperor himself. Especially if I need a little favor from him. Wouldn’t you like that, little whore?” She looked up at him and he almost laughed at her pitiful expression. 

“Good. You're very obedient and I enjoy that tremendously. Go ahead and swallow now.” 

A deep shiver ran all along her small tight body but she obeyed. 

Alessandra tilted her head back and began swallowing the thick cream. She could feel her master's taste slowly wash all the way into her body. She struggled to swallow it all, her throat vibrating as his cum slowly made its way into her tummy to be absorbed by her tissues and become part of her body itself. She was breathing deeply, panting almost and he enjoyed how she leaned back into his embrace even though he never stopped squeezing and kneading her youthful tits. 

With her left hand she leaned for balance on his knee while she swung her right around his shoulder and he felt his cock twitch at this impulsive gesture of thrust and surrender on her part. She was shivering slightly, her knees demurely pressed against each other as she submitted to her master's will. Her toga was completely soaked through with her sweat and for a moment he wondered whether it would be best to order her to disrobe. Then it occurred to him that maybe the girl was not shivering because of fright and consternation but because of something else entirely. 

"Tell me something, Alessandra,” he let go of her breasts and took her face in his hand made her look up at him. “Tell me Alessandra, how do you feel?” 

Her lips parted and she looked at him with big doe-like eyes clearly at a loss. “I-I don't know, m-master,” she stammered. 

“Do you like it when I pinch your breasts? Does it make you feel giddy

and weak in your knees?” She blushed even redder than before and nodded trying to shy away from his prying eyes. “Look at me, slave,” he growled. 

She wasn’t his slave and didn't appreciate being treated like that. 

“I like the spite in your eyes now. Yes!” he chuckled seeing her eyes sparkle as she took offense at his words. “Come sweetheart, you can tell me everything that is on your mind,” she hiccupped and bit her lip. Her long brown hair had fallen across her face but he didn't move to push it out of the way. There was something so very innocent and fragile about the girl in that moment. He was afraid that if he did anything he might break her. 

“When you touch me like that, master, when you make me do your bidding, it makes me feel dirty…” There was a long silence and he didn't interrupt her. He instinctively felt there was more on her mind she wanted to share but probably didn't feel close enough to him yet. Aemillianus wondered if perhaps he wouldn’t have to fuck her tonight, after all. 

He was well aware that the first man to make a woman out of a young virgin had a special connection with her forever after that. “But I also felt things I have never known I could feel,” she said softly her head bowed as if talking to herself. He had let go of her breasts and was now merely cradling her into his chest holding her tightly in his embrace. "I –

“It is getting late and you must be exhausted sweetheart.” He spoke softly their lips almost touching. Alessandra whimpered softly when she felt his hand that had been softly hugging her shoulder come down to the small of her back and gently pushed her off his lap. 

“It’s time to go to bed.” He laughed again seeing how big her eyes got. 

“No, you’re not going to be sleeping in my bed tonight. That is a privilege you will need to work yourself up to. The majordomo will escort you back to your mother’s room. But first there are some things you need to do. First, you need to bid my cock, or Vitus as you call him, good night. You do that by kneeling at my feet, kissing the head and then each testicle, before you nuzzle your mouth up against my perineum. Do you know what that is?” 

Alessandra shook her head and then flinched when she saw Aemillianus’

face morph from an expression of paternal interest to one of pure livid anger. 

“If you ever hope to join my household, you need to make an effort to be courteous. That means that you need to reply in full sentences when your master, or anyone else for that matter, asks you a question. I have high hopes for you, Alessandra, but it will require that if you want to meet Emperor, you will need to put in a daily effort. I will let that slide now as it is your first

time, but in the future, I will have majordomo whip you. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, M-master,” Alessandra said feebly. 

“Very well then. The perineum is the patch of skin that is between my testicles and my anus. You will kiss it fervently. Then you will kneel back on your heels, bow your head and be dismissed. When you get back to your room, however, I want you to do one last thing before you go to sleep. I will know if you fail to obey me. Remember, I can read you like an open book.” 

“Yes, master.” 

“I want you to use your fingers and masturbate yourself in bed. I want you to do it until you come.” 

Alessandra’s head shot right back up, her eyes wide in shock. “But-but my mother will be there, master…” 

“Indeed she will. But you can surely find a way to bring yourself off silently without too much of a fuss. There’s no reason for her to know what you’re up to.”  Not to mention that she will probably be too exhausted to care anyway, he thought. 

“Yes, master,” Alessandra said dejectedly. 

“In the morning I want you to braid your hair in one long ponytail. It will make it easier for me to control you when I have to teach you how better to please me.” He looked at her questioningly and was satisfied to see her blush come back in force. 

She nodded, and immediately said, “Yes master.” 

“Very well then. Proceed and bid Vitus a good night.” Alessandra almost fell but somehow managed to steal her nerves and knelt demurely between his thighs once again to submit and worship his manhood. She was indeed one of the most obedient young women he had ever encountered. A treasure, pure and simple. 

Epilogue

Two years later. 

The majordomo had been particularly flustered all week. After all, it wasn’t every day that the Princeps, the first citizen of the Empire, the Emperor himself came visiting. Everything had to be immaculate. There was simply no way around it. From the marble floors polished to a high gloss, to the rouged nipples of the eager servant girls, everything had been fastidiously fussed over. 

“You needn’t trouble yourself that much, my friend,” Senator Aemillianus Crassus sauntered over to his majordomo and gently squeezed his shoulder. 

“You will end up killing yourself with all that worry. You know how angry that will make me. You are quite irreplaceable to my household.” 

“I’m sorry, master,” the little fat man said attempting to still his racing heart. “It is just that I wouldn’t bear it if his Majesty finds anything wanting tonight.” 

“I know, I know, my friend. But remember, Emperor Commodus is only coming for one thing, and one thing alone, I’m afraid. It is my new statue of Venus he wishes to see. You know the one –“ the Senator shook his head clearly disappointed with something. “I still can’t believe I let it slip that I had Alessandra pose for a new statue of the goddess Venus to be made. It was supposed to be a replacement of the one she broke. It is all I have left of her, unfortunately.” 

The majordomo looked up and for a moment could swear he saw his master’s eyes shimmer as if tears were about to spring forth. In a lifetime of service with Aemillianus he had never seen the austere old general cry and this shocked him more than anything. The majordomo was not one to be able to understand how a powerful and noble patrician like his master good feel anything for a simple little wench like Alessandra. But after all, he was a simple servant, and if he knew anything, it was that his master knew best. 

Aemillianus cleared his throat, squared his shoulders and looked up at the sky, his mind clearly preoccupied. “The plague took her and her mother from me, and I’m quite certain that tonight the Emperor will insist that I gift him the statue as well. He was smitten with the young little slave ever since that

night I let Alessandra entertain him almost two years ago.” He sighed deeply. 

“And once my Venus is gone, all I will have left will be my memories of the girl to sooth my aching old heart.” 

– The end. 



Milked in London

Jennifer and Ben are happily married and working on building their young family. A financial crisis unfortunately rends their idyllic life asunder casting the young blonde mother adrift and shell-shocked in search of a way to help her family survive. 

Mr. Costas, their neighbor happens to be able to suggest a solution. Hopefully, Ben will not find out how suggestible his petite engorged wife turned out to be. 



The Queen is Most Eager Now

My marriage to the King of England had been arranged of course. I didn't see my betrothed until our wedding night but all the images my bountiful imagination dutifully provided didn't come close to doing my King service. I honestly squirmed throughout the service of Holly Matrimony mortified lest someone noticed my unbecoming anxiety. 

How ironic then that my husband would decide me to be a frigid unwelcoming vessel for his passion! 

But how can I possibly explain to him that the Queen is a lady and should never unveil her true emotions before her Lord and husband? Thank Goodness for the King’s perspicacity in calling upon brother Manfred's knowledge of the soul and flesh in chastising out my vanity and forcing me to be the sensuous wife I know I am. 

I am Eleanor, Queen of England. This is my most secret story. 



Filled by the Drug Lord

What started as an innocent flirt and became a sensuous romp in the hot confines of a truck has come back to haunt Jamie in the form of a heavily tattooed dark Latin gang member. 

Jamie wasn’t always that way. She used to be chaste, timid and very, very conservative. But getting pregnant changed something deep within her body. Now, when the young mother sees a good-looking man her eyes inevitably flit down to his crotch, her mind painting mortifying images of what he packs down there. 

Rodrigo doesn’t take no for an answer and soon she learns that he knows what’s best for her anyway. 



Trash-Man's Toy

Jamie has it all—a loving husband who brings her pleasure in the bedroom and works tirelessly to provide for her their newborn infant, a big house including a hard-working and dedicated maid to help her maintain it. The only missing ingredient in this dream-come-true is a sense of adventure. 

She wasn’t always that way. She used to be chaste, timid and very, very conservative. But her pregnancy changed something deep within her body. Now, every time Jamie came across a good-looking man, her eyes inevitably would flit down to his crotch, her mind painting sweat-inducing images of what he looked like down there. 

Every Thursday Jamie would watch the big, heavily muscled trash-men do their work, and then every afternoon, she would retreat to her bedroom where she’d close the door and lose herself into a fantasy which would inevitably leave her hot and tired at the end. 

One day, Jamie decided to follow her instincts and go out and meet the object of her dreams. 



Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant

This is the story of Elizabeth's awakening to a life of service. 

It all started when Lord Dixon made her family an offer they couldn't refuse. 

She accepted to be his body-servant, not that she knew what that meant. 

Then she discovered its meaning and her responsibilities. 

Soon after that — she wanted more. 

With time, Elizabeth has slowly had her mind challenged and evolved, provoked into awakening to a life of carnal sensuality that knows no bounds. She lives, breathes and feeds on her master’s lust. Still an innocent, she pines to be made a woman. 

Lord Edward Benedict Frederick, 13th Lord of Dixon, is her mentor and guide on this journey of sensual realization. He is much older than his young body-servant and experienced in all manners of lovemaking. Yet the young girl awakens a passion like no other that makes the experienced politician forget his worldly ambitions and surrender to endless hours of exploration with his young servant girl. 



Lena's Fall

When I fell in love with my mother's physician, I had no idea things would turn out the way they did. Strong, rich, and very assertive, he seemed just like that person for me, and I was more than willing to be taken in hand by him. 

But just like a butterfly attracted to candlelight I burned my wings. He kept wanting so much more from me, and I only wanted to please him. He had friends, and they all belonged to a dark ancient society. As it turns out, the hive had a leader -- a monster no one wants to disappoint, a demon soul with a craving for innocence and a lust for me. 

This is the story of my downfall. 

Thank you for reading The Senator’s New Pets. 

If you enjoyed reading this book, you might also want to consider some of my other works. They are listed at my Amazon Author’s Page. 

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions. 

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 
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