
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Gladiators 
 
    By Lacey Carter Andersen 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Copyright 2017 
 
    Published by Lacey Carter Andersen 
 
      
 
    This work of fiction is intended for mature audience only. All characters are over the age of eighteen. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either a product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to any persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 
 
      
 
    ASIN B075HTYG82 
 
      
 
    This book is protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America. Any reproduction or other unauthorized use of the material or artwork herein is prohibited without the express written permission of the author.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Dedication 
 
      
 
    To every reader who likes a hot man who adores his strong-willed woman. 
 
      
 
    ~ Lacey Carter Andersen 
 
    


 
   
  
 


 Chapter One 
 
      
 
    The crowd in the stands above her head cheered and pounded their feet, screaming and shouting. Driven by a thirst for blood and death.  
 
    I hate this place. It remaindered Lana of everything that was wrong with Rome. Slaves fighting to the death to pay off their master’s debts, or simply because they were fierce warriors, who could earn their masters’ money, felt wrong on every level. 
 
    And yet, she had come again. 
 
    The long blue skirts of her silky gown settled around her as she froze. Why did I come back? 
 
    Behind her, Bethamena, her Thracian servant spoke, her voice soft, “what is it?” 
 
    Turning, she glanced at the dark haired woman with her innocent eyes, and her two silent guards. If only I had a friend to confide in. 
 
    Nothing good came of crossing the lines of servitude and friendship. Her father had compromised quite significantly with employing only free men and women rather than slaves. But, he’d been stern in his orders that she display herself in a fashion fitting of a magistrate’s daughter. Especially when it came to their staff. 
 
    And so, I will keep my confusing thoughts to myself. As always. 
 
    “Are you alright?” Bethamena asked, drawing closer. 
 
    She shook her head. “It’s nothing.” 
 
    Just my uncertainty. 
 
    Continuing to walk, she frowned to herself. Manius Luscinus, the wealthiest senator of Capua had invited her to coliseum for the second time. It had surprised her. Being new to Capua, she had already made an enemy of many of the wealthy citizens with her outspoken views on slavery and the coliseum. Her father would’ve been disappointed but not surprised. 
 
    Senator Luscinus seeks your favor. 
 
    The thought disturbed her. At twenty years of age, rumors had begun to circulate that she had no intention of ever marrying. Rumors I spread myself. And yet, the men of this new town still did not realize how truly dedicated she was to her life of freedom. She would never become the wife to some arrogant, pompous man who would rule her like a slave. As long as her father stayed busy with the emperor, she had a freedom she could only have as his daughter. 
 
    And so, I must shut this senator down, as I have the other men. I must not leave a single doubt in his mind of my feelings. The last thing I want is for him to send word to my father of his interest… 
 
    They turned a corner in the circular hall under the coliseum and came to stairs guarded by two slaves. She strode up the steps, lifting her skirts as her sandals lightly padded the white stone. As she came out into the viewing box, all eyes turned to her. 
 
    The senator and his handful of wealthy, carefully chosen guests, regarded her with more curiosity than a friendly spirit. Still, she smiled in greeting. 
 
    I certainly don’t need more enemies. 
 
    Senator Luscinus rose from his chair overlooking the arena. He pressed his goblet into the hands of a scantily dressed slave, the red wine splashing over her chest. But he didn’t notice, his thin lips were curled into a smile that made her stiffen. 
 
    “Lana.” He greeted her, taking her hand in his clammy ones and pressing a wet kiss to the back of her hand. “How good of you to join us once more.” 
 
    Two of his friends exchanged a look behind his back. Surely they have told him how quickly I shot down their interests. 
 
    “Senator Luscinus, it was kind of you to invite me.” 
 
    When he stood straighter, he continued to clench her hand between his. His smile never slipping from his pale, thin face. The golden circlet on his head gleamed against his greasy black hair. 
 
    “I hope you’ll sit by my side.” 
 
    Unable to politely refuse him, she answered coolly, “of course.” 
 
    He seated her between himself and his sister. A spot deserving of a magistrate’s daughter. Helvia, his sister, sipped her drink, leaning back in her seat in a messy, drunken way. Her dark eyes, the same color as her brother, narrowed as she stared back at Lana. 
 
    Helvia leaned forward and snagged one of Lana’s blonde curls. “The same color as gold,” she slurred out.  
 
    Behind her, Helvia’s closest friend, a miserable woman named Justina smirked. “I’m surprised to see you here. Don’t you have men to seduce?” 
 
    Helvia released her hair and swatted at her friend. “Your jealousy’s transparent.” 
 
    Then, they both laughed, but the sound lacked merriment. It was the laughter of two cackling, jealous drunks. 
 
    Lana fought the urge to wince. “It’s good to see you both.” 
 
    Around them, the crowd erupted into sound. Standing, Lana looked out over the massive coliseum, with its dozen or more rows of seats filled to the maximum. What’s caused their excitement? 
 
    Glancing down into the arena, at the sandy ground darkened in too many spots by blood, she saw that one of the big gates had opened. A second later, Senator Luscinus’ gladiators strode out. 
 
    Her breath caught. This is why you came. 
 
    The twelve men were large, muscular, and barely covered by their small clothes and their leather armor. They radiated a maleness that no Roman man could possibly emulate as they walked slowly out, weapons in hand. Their movements were smooth, like wild animals rather than men. Every muscle gleamed beneath the afternoon sun’s light. 
 
    Her gaze was glued to them as they stopped in the center of the arena and faced their box. As she scanned over them, they stared right back at her. A sizzle of awareness crackled through her body, and she felt her nipples harden. 
 
    Whoa. She had only been with one man in her life, and never once had she responded to him like this. 
 
    This is wrong. These are men being forced to fight against their will. 
 
    And yet, the last time she had been to the arena she had returned home afterwards aroused beyond thought. Dipping into one of the warm pools in her new mansion, she had pleasured herself until she’d climaxed harder than she ever had in her life. All while thinking of Adonis, the champion of the arena. 
 
    And then each of the others, for far too many nights. 
 
    When she realized she’d been leaning over the railing, she straightened, suddenly aware that Senator Luscinus and his sister were standing beside her. Luscinus began to speak, but she drowned him out. Adonis was staring at her. From such a distance, she wasn’t sure the color of his eyes or even his expression, but she swore she could feel his arousal like a perfume on the air. 
 
    Tugging her gaze free, she looked over Tobias, Solon, Palaemon, Bion, Orestes, Macedon, Kosmas, Cadmus, Hesperos, Elias, and Damon. Each man was fierce in battle. Deadly. Champions in their own right. And sexy beyond belief. 
 
    Whatever Luscinus said, the crowd began to cheer wildly once more. Everyone but Adonis left the arena and another warrior, one whose name she didn’t recognize, entered. It was one of the other senator’s gladiators. A big, scarred man who carried a spear. 
 
    She watched their battle, her stomach turning. Tuning out the senator and his drunken friends, she didn’t touch her wine. Her entire focus was on the battle at hand. 
 
    When Adonis sliced the throat of his rival, sending the giant man collapsing onto his face in the sand, she released a breath she didn’t know she was holding. While everyone cheered around her, she couldn’t even fake her enthusiasm. A man’s life had just been claimed. For nothing other than their sport. 
 
    This is wrong. 
 
    The rest of the battles went by slowly and painfully. She gave thanks that all twelve warriors won their fights, but she took no pleasure from the deaths of their opponents.  
 
    When it ended, her legs shook as she climbed to her feet. 
 
    But she couldn’t escape yet, the wealthy citizens around her stood in the way of her exit, excitedly discussing the day’s fights. More torches were lit as the evening darkened and the night grew chilly. 
 
    “And what says you, beautiful Lana? How did you enjoy the arena?” Senator Luscinus’ eyes were glazed with drunkenness as his focus landed on her. 
 
    She held herself perfectly still. “It’s no secret that I don’t enjoy the coliseum, but I thank you for including me. It’s getting late though—“ 
 
    “If you didn’t come for the entertainment,” he interrupted, crowding her space. “Then you must have come for the companionship. No doubt a beautiful woman, such as yourself, has realized that perhaps you’ve finally met a man worthy of you.” 
 
    Crush his hope before it can sprout more leaves. 
 
    “Which man?” she asked. “I have yet to meet one.” 
 
    Around her, men and women laughed, their drinks sloshing in their hands. 
 
    Luscinus’ neck turned red. “I spoke of myself. Surely the youngest senator in Capua is worthy of a twenty-year-old unwed woman.” 
 
    More hoots of laughter followed his not-so-subtle insult. 
 
    She stood up straighter. “My desire to join Capua society should not be confused with an interest for anything more than friendship.” 
 
    “Friendship?” He spoke the word with venom. “You should be so lucky to have gained my interest.” 
 
    Her head hurt. She was hungry. And tired. And sick of the bad company, especially this man. 
 
    “Make no mistake,” she said, her voice clear. “Friendship is all I’ll ever have to offer you.” 
 
    Squeezing through the thong of laughing bodies, she moved to the stairs. 
 
    Luscinus’ words made her pause. “You will regret this night for the remainder of your days.” 
 
    Looking over her shoulder, she smirked. “I was not the one humiliated.” 
 
    Striding down the stairs, her bravo quickly faded. Perhaps angering him was a mistake. 
 
    But then, what could a senator possibly do to the daughter of a magistrate? The truth was her position alone made her completely untouchable. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    When Lana reached the bottom of the stairs, Helvia was waiting. 
 
    “Come with me. There’s something you just must see!” 
 
    She frowned, glancing at where her servant and guards waited. “It’s late.” 
 
    “It’ll only take a moment,” the other woman begged. 
 
    Lana opened her mouth to deny her. 
 
    “It’s about the gladiators.” 
 
    The gladiators? “If it will only take a moment.” 
 
    Helvia squealed, grasping her hand and hauling her deeper into the coliseum. She laughed and talked along the way, nonsense things that made Lana regret her decision to come. 
 
    When they stopped at a door, a guard opened it, and Helvia led her down a dark hallway with flickering torches. She glanced back to see that the door had closed, leaving behind her servant and guards. This better be quick, or they’ll start to worry.  
 
    At another door, a guard used a key and opened it. 
 
    “Helvia, perhaps we can do this another time…” 
 
    But the woman just tugged her forward. 
 
    As she came fully into the room, she glanced up tiredly, and her eyes widened. Chained along the wall were all twelve of Luscinus’ gladiators, and they were all naked.  
 
    She froze in place, too shocked to speak. Her gaze snapped to her toes, rather than looking at the faces of the men she had fantasized about for far too long—chained and naked before her gaze. 
 
    Behind her, the door closed with a squeal. 
 
    Justina came forward, grasping her shoulders. “I can’t believe she got you to come!” 
 
    Her gaze swung to the red-haired woman with her flat, wide face, and her tiny hazel eyes. 
 
    “What’s going on here?” 
 
    Justina grinned. “It’s a little game of ours. Watch.” 
 
    The woman stumbled over to Cadmus and paused in front of him. The blond-haired gladiator didn’t acknowledge her. He kept his dark eyes trained forward, looking somehow noble, even with his wrists and ankles chained against the wall. 
 
    A second later, Justina tumbled to her knees, wrapped her hand around his thick cock and put it in her mouth, sucking audibly. 
 
    Lana stared in complete disbelief. 
 
    Justina pulled back, her mouth popping free. “I did it!” 
 
    “Did what?” Lana asked, looking to Helvia. 
 
    Helvia grinned. “She made him aroused.” 
 
    Aroused? She looked back at him and his now swollen erection. “You’re here to play with these men?” 
 
    Helvia clapped her hands together. “She gets it!” 
 
    Anger slowly overwhelmed her shock. “These are men! Not animals. How—how can you do this?” 
 
    Justina huffed, climbing off of her knees, her orange dress dirtied by the floor. “I told you she wouldn’t enjoy this.” 
 
    “I don’t care if she enjoys it,” Helvia said, rolling her eyes. “I want to win our bet.” 
 
    “Bet?” This is about a bet? Lana whirled around. “I’m leaving!” 
 
    Helvia grabbed her and spun her back around. “Not until I win my bet.” 
 
    Lana’s teeth clenched together. “What bet?” 
 
    “We’re trying to make all of them aroused at once.” 
 
    Dear gods, I refuse to believe anyone could be this dumb and selfish. 
 
    Justina moved down the row and grasped Macedon and Kosmas, stroking them slowly. “We can get a few of them hard at once, but not all of them.” Then, her gaze swung to someone down the row. “And some of them won’t get hard no matter what we do.” 
 
    Lana couldn’t help herself, she followed Justina’s gaze. Adonis looked back at her, his bright green eyes locked on her own. Attraction made her heart race. He was as beautiful as she thought he was, with chiseled good looks, but he also radiated an unexpected gentleness. 
 
    Justina crossed in front of Lana, breaking her gaze with Adonis, and the spell. The woman pointed at Adonis’ cock, which was long, thick, and erect. “What the—he’s turned on?” 
 
    Lana’s cheeks heated, and she glanced away. 
 
    “We’ve stroked him. Sucked him. Even stripped for him. And nothing! What got him so—?“ 
 
    “Her,” Helvia interrupted. “I told you. All the men seem to lose their minds around Lana.” 
 
    “No— no it wasn’t. I didn’t do anything.” Lana knew she sounded like a fool, but she’d never felt so flustered or so embarrassed in her life. 
 
    Helvia grabbed her arm. “Please, Lana, help me win my bet. I know you can get them all turned on at once.” 
 
    This can’t be happening. What’s wrong with these fools? 
 
    Oh right, they’re drunk out of their minds. 
 
    Lana shrugged away from her touch, her lip curling. “No. I think this whole thing is awful. The way you’re treating them—“ 
 
    “Yes, I know, the woman who hates slaves hates this too,” Helvia said, rolling her eyes. “But just help me anyway,” she whined. 
 
    “I’m leaving.” 
 
    “You can’t go!” Helvia shouted, yanking Lana toward the men.  
 
    She dragged her four steps before Lana dug her heels in. “I. Am. Not. Doing. This.” 
 
    Things have gone too far. 
 
    But before she could escape, Helvia grabbed the knot of her gown at the back of her neck and yanked. 
 
    Everything seemed to happen too quickly and yet too slowly. Her silky blue dress slid down her body and fell into a pool at her feet. Lana looked down at her naked body, on full display before the twelve gladiators. 
 
    Gasping, she knelt down and tried to grab her dress. 
 
    Helvia put her foot on it, trapping it against the dirt. 
 
    Slowly, so slowly it was like a nightmare, Lana looked up. On her knees, just feet in front of the men, she stared. Every one of them was gazing at her, lust in their eyes. 
 
    “Gods! You did it!” Helvia shouted. “They’re all aroused!” 
 
    Unable to help herself, her gaze dropped to their ridiculously large erections. Every one of them was aroused. Swollen and even larger than she would have thought possible. 
 
    Heal uncurled in her belly, and she felt herself growing wet. 
 
    Shocked by her reaction, she turned and shoved Helvia back, grabbing her dress and pulling it back up. Tying it tightly at her neck, she whirled away from the gladiators and hurried to the door. Slamming on it with her fist, a moment later the guard opened the door. 
 
    Ignoring the laughter of the two women, she looked back one last time. 
 
    Adonis and the other men continued to stare. But to her surprise, their gazes were more than just filled with lust. They worshipped her.  
 
    The hairs on her body stood on end. She craved them. Their touch. Their presence. And somehow, for the first time, she was glad the two other women were there. Because had she been by herself, she might have ran her hands down their muscular bodies. Trailed her fingers over the hard planes. Teased them until she closed her hand around their manhoods. 
 
    She shuddered and turned away from them. 
 
    I’ll never come back here again. And if I never see them again, that would be best. 
 
    Because she loved her freedom. The last thing she wanted was to know what it was like to give into her carnal cravings. She was sure if she ever experienced men like these gladiators, she could never be happy alone again. 
 
    Starting down the dark hallway, she turned the corner lost in thought. When the hall continued to turn, she froze, frowning. Had she gone the wrong way? 
 
    Suddenly, a cloth came over her mouth and nose. Strong arms trapped her arms at her sides. As she fought to free herself, a strange smell assaulted her senses, and the world got blurry. 
 
    And then, everything went dark. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Lana awoke blinking slowly. Her head spun and confusion filled her mind. She was lying on her side on soft pillows. 
 
    She tried to speak, before realizing something covered her mouth. Pulling at her arms, terror swallowed her. Something tied her wrists and ankles. She couldn’t remove the gag in her mouth, because she was tied up. 
 
    Moving her head slowly, she glanced around herself. She was in some kind of massive hole. Only, instead of dirt, the bottom of it was lined with pillows and the sides with stones. 
 
    Lifting her head, she looked behind her. This can’t be! Lining the walls on the back half of the circular room, Luscinus’ twelve gladiators stood. Naked. Their hands behind their backs. 
 
    What in the world? 
 
    “She’s awake!” Someone said from above her. 
 
    Slowly, she craned her head up. 
 
    Chairs lined the hole she was trapped within. Familiar men in togas sat in the chairs, drinking wine, while naked slaves sucked their cocks. Or knelt in front of them, the men buried into them from behind. 
 
    Luscinus’ voice came, smug and loud. “Good evening, Lana, how good of you to join us.” 
 
    Then men in the seats around him laughed like he’d just said the funniest thing imaginable. 
 
    What’s going on? 
 
    “After you left, I was… well, irritated that you seemed to oppose a relationship between us so publically and vocally. Especially after witnessing your obvious interest in my slaves. Initially, I thought to humiliate and destroy you. But then I realized that as satisfying as that might be, I could do better.” 
 
    Luscinus grinned and pointed to someone behind her. “Adonis, we’d like to see her breasts.” 
 
    She sensed motion beside her and started to struggle. 
 
    Big, warm hands fiddled with the knot of her dress at the back of her neck. 
 
    “Wait!” Luscinus shouted. 
 
    Has he realized he’s making a mistake? She looked up at him, desperately hoping she was right. 
 
    Instead, a cruel smile twisted his lips. “We have bets to take first.” 
 
    As the men above her shouted their bets, all hope died within her. 
 
    “My goddess,” a deep voice spoke softly against her ear, tugging down her gag ever-so-slightly. “We are men of honor. We would never take a female against her will.” 
 
    Tears stung her eyes. “But that’s exactly what you’re doing.” 
 
    “No,” he said, an unexpected harshness to his words. “We had intended to refuse them, even if it would cost us our lives. But then, we learned that when this is finished, they will give you to us as our slave. Things are changing in Capua. There could be no place safer for you than with.” 
 
    That can’t be true. 
 
    “And so you… you expect me to just go along with this?” 
 
    He was quiet for a long moment. “If our master hadn’t forced you here. If the men watching us were gone. How would you feel about us touching you? Tasting you? Having our way with you?” 
 
    She shuddered. It is what I’ve fantasized about since first setting eyes on all of you, but reality is different than my fantasies. “Afraid.” 
 
    His hot breath came across her neck, and she felt her nipples hardened. “We had imagined that maybe you wanted us too. That if we took you gently. If we made you forget our master and his Roman bastards, that you could accept us. Maybe even enjoy our touch.” 
 
    Could I? 
 
    “But we won’t force ourselves on you. I will signal my men, and we will attack. We will not make it from our master’s home alive, but we will do all we can to ensure that you do.” 
 
    She swallowed. Hard. They’re going to die to protect me? 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    She felt him stiffen behind her. “How would this work? If I let you…” 
 
    He was breathing faster. “We’ve come up with a word: Gladiator. If you say it, we will stop at once. But if you do not say the word, you’ll allow us to touch you, even while you continue to seem to fight against us. We’ll do our best to appear the rough animals they think we are, while taking you as gently as possible. But if you say that word, no matter what, we all stop. And then? We’ll do anything you ask.” 
 
    If I ask him to help me escape, we might all die. But can I simply let twelve giant warriors touch me? With an audience to witness? 
 
    The idea humiliated her. And yet, he was right. If she just thought of what it would be like to experience their touch, it made her nervous, but seemed a far better option. 
 
    I can do this. 
 
    “Alright.” 
 
    “Just remember, we’re all putting on a show. Struggle as much as you can. And remember, the word Gladiator. They might believe they have all the control, but you do. One word from you, and they’re dead. I promise you that. We’ll kill them before their guards can kill us.” Then, he pulled her gag back into place. 
 
    The hairs on her arms stood on end. I have all the power. With just one word, this stops, and chaos erupts. Just knowing these twelve brave men would sacrifice their lives for her… it made her trust them. 
 
    “Adonis! The bets are set. Now, her breasts.” Luscinus shouted drunkenly. 
 
    She struggled harder, not even having to fake how revolting she found the thought of the men above her seeing her so exposed. But even so, a second later, Adonis pulled her down onto her knees and yanked her dress down.  
 
    The cool air slid over her skin. Her cheeks heated, horrified as the men above her hooted. 
 
    A deep voice spoke softly against her ear. “Remember, focus on me. On my voice. On my touch. Not on them.” 
 
    Tears prickled her eyes. 
 
    “Remove her gag,” Luscinus ordered. 
 
    “Act the way they expect you to say,” Adonis whispered. A second later, the foul tasting material dropped to the ground. 
 
    What would Lana, daughter of a magistrate say in this moment? And with crystal clarity, she knew. 
 
    She inhaled and then let her words flow. “Senator Luscinus, have you forgotten who my father is? Do you have any idea what he’ll do when he learns of what you have done to his only child? Release me at once!” 
 
    For a second the men above her were silent, and then their laughter came again. 
 
    Luscinus spoke through his. “You’re right, Lana, so we’ll have to make sure he never learns of what we have planned for you.” 
 
    Looking up, she met his gaze, despite her embarrassment at her bare breasts. “You are drunk and making a terrible mistake. My father will find out about this, and his justice will be swift and violent.” 
 
    “Perhaps,” he said, grinning. “So we should make this well worth the punishment.” 
 
    “You cannot—!” 
 
    “Replace her gag,” Luscinus said, leaning back and sipping his wine, his smirk still visible over the edge of his glass. 
 
    An instant later, the gag was tied around her face once more. 
 
    Breathing hard, she stiffened as she felt the soft touch of the gladiator behind her, rubbing her back gently with his large hand. To her horror, his caress against her naked skin sent goose bumps racing along her flesh. 
 
    “Now, for the real fun.” Luscinus motioned to a slave, who knelt in front of him, and promptly began to suck his cock. “Touch her breasts.” 
 
    Adonis’ slid his calloused hands down her arms as she struggled, then cupped her breasts in a way that was shockingly gentle. When his thumb moved up to circle her nipples, she was breathing harder. She told herself it was purely embarrassment, but deep down she knew she was curious about his touch. 
 
    When his thumb brushed her nipples, a jolt went through her body, straight to her womanhood. I can’t—can’t find this arousing. But there was no denying it. She had imagined his hands on her breasts dozens of times as she pleasured herself, and now that it was happening, her body was torn between acceptance and a need to fight her feelings. 
 
    He shifted closer behind her, and she was shocked to feel his naked cock press against her lower back. His fingers continued to work slowly, caressing her breasts, then gently pinching them until her nubs were hard. 
 
    “I told you men.” Luscinus’ voice was harsh. Cruel. “She likes the touch of these slaves. That is why she refused me. She is a whore.” 
 
    She shook her head, squirming in Adonis’ arms, but he continued to hold her tightly, yet gently.  
 
    “Cadmus,” Luscinus dug his hands into the hair of the slave that took him deeply in her mouth, “doesn’t her mouth look lonely?” 
 
    Her eyes widened. He can’t mean— 
 
    “It does if you feel it does, master.” Cadmus answered, his dark eyes locking with hers. 
 
    “Well, I think it looks very lonely. Gentlemen?” 
 
    “I say it does!” 
 
    “And her pussy!” 
 
    “And her ass!” 
 
    Her heart hammered in her chest. Maybe I shouldn’t have agreed to do this. Maybe I made a mistake. 
 
    “Cadmus, why don’t you correct this problem?” Luscinus rocked into the mouth of the woman in front of him. “And if she bites you, break her teeth.” 
 
    The blond-haired warrior stalked toward her. As Adonis continued to pluck her nipples, Cadmus knelt down in front of her. 
 
    Leaning down close to her ear, he whispered as he fiddled with her gag. “I am sorry. The goddess who speaks for the slaves should not be treated this way. Even though I have spent far too many nights dreaming of my cock buried inside of you, this isn’t how I imagined it.” 
 
    She stared at him, shocked yet again by his gentleness. 
 
    “May I fill your mouth with my cock?” 
 
    Numbly, she nodded. 
 
    Tearing off the gag and throwing it to the floor, he stood. His erect manhood was level with her mouth. And it was large. Far larger than the one man she’d sucked on before. Can I really handle him? 
 
    He shifted close. The head of his penis brushed her lips, already wet with his precum. He grasped his shaft and pressed it closer. Then, with his other hand, he grasped the back of her head. 
 
    Slowly, she parted her lips, and he slid slowly inside, a groan tearing from his throat. 
 
    She was amazed by how good he tasted. Salty and manly. Widening her mouth, she took him deeper and deeper until she gagged around his length. 
 
    There, he paused, looking down at her as if to be certain. 
 
    She met his gaze. 
 
    His eyes swirled with desire. And the intense look in his face said he was holding himself back. 
 
    He’s waiting for me. It was strange, even on her knees, exposed and vulnerable, she did feel strangely in control. 
 
    Very subtly, she nodded. 
 
    Drawing back out of her, he plunged back in. As the men hooted above them, she took Cadmus in and out of her mouth. Strangely aroused as he rocked in and out. When his rhythm grew faster and more intense, she sucked as hard as she could. 
 
    He came with a groan, filling her mouth with his seed. 
 
    She continued to suck him, swallowing his salty cum. Shocked by her reaction to him. 
 
    When he brushed the back of her head gently, his eyes half closed, a thrill ran through her. She had just made this big gladiator come. And… and she hadn’t minded it. 
 
    Luscinus’ laugh cut through her pleasure. “Do you see how the whore enjoyed a slave’s cock?” The other men muttered around him. 
 
    “Focus on us,” Adonis whispered, stroking her breasts. 
 
    “Now,” Luscinus continued more softly. “Who wants to see if she can take two dicks at once?” 
 
    At once? How could I possibly do that? Her womanhood clenched. I guess I’m about to find out. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Lana had only been with one man in her life. Staring at the two massive gladiators, she felt a tremble of fear run through her body. What would it be like to take two men at once? 
 
    Two huge men. 
 
    Her heart raced.  
 
    Apparently, she was about to find out. 
 
    As Adonis pulled her on top of him, she struggled in his arms. Her soft naked body slid against his harder one. The sensation made her nipples tighten into hard nubs, and she had to bite her lip to keep a moan from slipping past her lips. His hard length pressed into her belly, and he nuzzled her hair, inhaling deeply as if to memorize her scent. It could’ve been one of the sexiest moments of her life. 
 
    A fantasy. 
 
    But above her, the disgusting Senator and his friends hooted and hollered, making her body tense. How could she possibly enjoy the big, beautiful man beneath her with an audience? How could she truly relax? 
 
    I hate them. And one day, I will punish them for this. 
 
    She pressed her face against Adonis’s shoulder in shame. The large gladiator wrapped his arms around her and stroked her lower back causing a shiver to run down her spine. How could the worst moment in her life, be made better just because of this man? 
 
    It made no sense. 
 
    “Don’t be afraid,” he whispered. “I’ll be as gentle as I can be.” 
 
    When she sensed Cadmus behind her, she stiffened. Is this how two men would take her at once? 
 
    Her breathing came in and out faster and faster as she felt Cadmus kneel behind her. His callused fingers gripped her hips so possessively it shocked her. 
 
    What will he be like when he’s pounding inside of me? 
 
    She curled her hands into fists, willing herself not to struggle. Not to fight them. They had told her to trust them, and even though she shouldn’t, she did. 
 
    And they said one word from me and this all stops. They’ll kill those men, no matter if it costs them their lives. She had to trust men who were willing to die for her. Right? 
 
    When Cadmus pulled her body toward him, she felt Adonis’ cock drag slowly down her stomach until it stopped, positioned just below her womanhood.  
 
    He was so large, almost impossibly big. Her mind screamed that he would never fit, even while her inner-muscles quivered in anticipation. 
 
    Cadmus‘ hand slid from her hip down her stomach. When it reached her womanhood, his big finger dipped inside of her. His touch was certain. Experienced. And as he stroked her, she felt her fear give way to arousal. 
 
    If I were alone in my mansion, being touched by these two beautiful men, it would be every fantasy I’ve ever imagined all rolled into one. 
 
    She willed herself to ignore the Senator and his friends. There was no way out of her situation. Other than a risky move that would cost all of them their lives. So rather than caring that they saw her naked and vulnerable, she was determined to make her night with the twelve gladiators a good one. 
 
    Her gaze went to the ten naked gladiators lined around the wall of the massive cushioned pit she’d been thrown into. Goose bumps erupted on her flesh. What will happen when Cadmus and Adonis are finished with me? 
 
    Adonis leaned up and rubbed his lips gently against hers, and her focus instantly snapped back to him. Just focus on the present. Worry about the rest later.  
 
    She kissed him back. For a moment he hesitated, as if shocked by her reaction, and then he groaned and his mouth took hers in an earth-shattering kiss. 
 
    The sensation of his kiss and the fingers that stroked her womanhood so perfectly, made her feel as if she was on the edge of something beautiful. Something unexpected. 
 
    This time, when she felt Adonis’ cock brush her womanhood, she didn’t tense. She allowed Cadmus to lower her onto the other man’s large shaft beneath her. His massive head parted her lower lips and found her slick opening. She wiggled slightly, taking him inside her body.  
 
    She gasped against Adonis’ mouth, her nails digging into his shoulder. But whether Cadmus didn’t notice her reaction or didn’t care, she didn’t know. He continued to guide Adonis’ shaft further inside her. 
 
    Her body protested, squeezing him almost painfully. 
 
    Adonis swore beneath her breaking their kiss. His breathing harsh. 
 
    When she came to his hilt, her heart raced, her body clenching him tightly. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. She was filled by this man in a way that made her feel excited and frightened all at once. 
 
    Which was when she felt Cadmus’ cock brushing her backside.  
 
    Her nails bit into the skin of Adonis’ shoulder so hard she knew she must be drawing blood. She clenched her teeth together, willing herself not to be afraid as his big hands pulled her further open for his entrance.  
 
    When his head pushed inside of her, it took everything in her not to cry out. 
 
    She wanted to tell him no. But when he was finished with her, there were ten more gladiators waiting, and she was sure before the end of the night one of them would enter her here. So, she willed herself to trust him. Even though inch by inch that he moved deeper, she grew more and more uncomfortable. 
 
    I can do this. I can do this. Just keep breathing. 
 
    When at last she’d taken him all the way, it took her a long minute before she unclenched her hands. Unable to help herself, she opened her eyes and stared at Adonis. His gaze begged her to give them a chance.  
 
    She nodded, the briefest movement, and then the two men began to fuck her.  
 
    She’d never felt anything like it, their large cocks moving in and out of her as if they were one person. They’re hardness within her wet channels setting every nerve in her body on fire. She held herself tensely, at first, but soon found herself bouncing eagerly against them.  
 
    This is… gods… why did I wait so long to do this?  
 
    Adonis’ large fingers began to stroke her nipples, squeezing them tightly. When his hot mouth closed over one of her nipples she whimpered. He sucked her gently at first and then harder. While his other hand played with her free nipple. 
 
    Oh, yes… 
 
    It was as if every sensitive nerve in her body was being worked by their expert hands. She felt her climax building, only this time she knew it would be more intense than anything she’d experienced before.  
 
    A tiny part of her felt embarrassed. A room full of men watched her. But her body needed this release, and she knew she couldn’t hold it back much longer. 
 
    The two gladiators fucked her harder, and the sound of Cadmus’ balls slapping against her skin filled her ears. It shouldn’t have turned her on, but it did. 
 
    Her womanhood began to squeeze Adonis’s cock harder as her orgasm came closer and closer. Beneath her, he groaned and swore, and suddenly he was coming. 
 
    Cadmus squeezed her clit, tearing a sobbing cry of pleasure from her lips. And then his hard shaft slammed deeply into her, and he came too, filling her ass with his seed.  
 
    The sensation of their hot cum squirting into her channels pushed her over the edge. She exploded into a million pieces, her inner-muscles squeezing the cocks within her hard as she rode them to completion.  
 
    She collapsed between them, more satisfied than she’d ever felt in her life. Her muscles were relaxed. If she had been at home in her bed, she would’ve fallen asleep between the two big gladiators, completely content. 
 
    But she wasn’t home in her bed. And she wasn’t safe. The Senator wasn’t done punishing her for rejecting him. His cruel voice came clear and cruel, “it seems Lana enjoyed being fucked by two filthy slaves. Let’s see how she handles ten.” 
 
    Lana’s eyes popped open and her heart picked up. All ten of them? That was impossible. Yet as she sensed them moving toward her, she knew she didn’t have a choice. 
 
    May the gods protect me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Lana held herself stiffly, as Cadmus and Adonis set her on the pillows and moved away from her. Their gazes clung to her, reassurance in their expressions. But no matter how connected she felt to them, she was afraid. 
 
    Curling her shoulders and wrapping her arms around her naked body, she stared at the ten gladiators who had shifted closer to her. Tobias’ mouth curled into a slight smile, and his blue eyes seemed far too kind for a man who’s most popular move was to sever the heads of his opponents. 
 
    How long have these men been without a woman? Will they be able to control themselves? She couldn’t imagine a scenario that wouldn’t be painful, but she begged herself to remain calm. 
 
    Her gaze went to the Senator and his men still sitting in chairs at the top of their pit. Slaves continued to lick their naked cocks, and the men clumsily smoked their drugs. Their laughter wild.  
 
    If she thought she felt unsafe before, she certainly felt unsafe now. What will they order the gladiators to do to me? 
 
    One man looked to the Senator, his eyes glazed. “Are you sure you should throw her to ten beasts? They’ll tear her to pieces.” 
 
    The Senator sneered. “No matter what, she’s their slave now. Whether she survives tonight or not, she can never be allowed to go free again. If her father should learn what we have done…” 
 
    Lana swallowed her fear and glared up at them. “If only you could have been a man and handled my rejection. Then, you wouldn’t have had to destroy me simply because you couldn’t have me.” 
 
    His dark gaze narrowed. “It’s a shame you haven’t yet learned, we are gods among men, and you are a simple woman. Your father made a grave mistake in letting you act like our equal.” He gripped the dark hair of the slave who sucked him on her knees. Holding Lana’s gaze, he forced the slave to take him faster and faster until he shuddered and came into her mouth. Panting, he spoke, “gladiators, show Lana what it means to be a woman.” 
 
    Solon spoke softly, his long dark hair giving him a dangerous quality. “With pleasure.” 
 
    They closed in around her, and Solon pulled her to her knees. 
 
    She panted, clenching her teeth to keep from begging them for mercy. 
 
    “Stroke our cocks.” Solon demanded. 
 
    Her hands trembled as she raised them. Taking Solon and Tobias, she was shocked as their shafts grew longer and thicker in her tight grip. Elias and Damon, twin men with the most wicked grins she’d ever seen, moved closer, rubbing the tips of their cocks against her nipples. 
 
    She couldn’t look away as their precum wetted her hard nubs. They stroked themselves as they rocked against her breasts, and she was shocked how aroused the sight of them made her.  
 
    When two more penises rubbed against her cheeks, she looked behind her. Palaemon an expert swordsmen, stood hard and ready to one side of her. When she turned the other way, Bion pressed the head of his penis right into her mouth. She made a sound in shock, and he pushed himself deeper. 
 
    Why do I find his aggression… hot? 
 
    She caught the movement of another man kneeling in front of her out of the corner of her eye, as Bion clenched her hair, forcing her to remain in place. When she felt strong hands part her womanhood, and a hot mouth pressed a searing kiss to her, she moaned around the shaft in her mouth, and spread her legs wider. 
 
    The man between her legs, sucked her clit, and she began to buck against him. Wanting more. Needing more.  
 
    She was shocked by how quickly her body had heated back up. These men were gods in the arena. Apparently, they were gods in the bedroom too, because their power over her were incredible. 
 
    When Bion shuddered and came into her mouth, he forced himself deeper into her throat until she swallowed. His manly taste coated her mouth, and he finally let her go. 
 
    But instantly, Palaemon tugged her in the other direction, and his ridiculously thick cock filled her mouth. He pounded into her, pulling her head further and further back. Distantly, she was aware of the two men thrusting against her nipples, and of the moment they came, their hot seed running down the valley between her breasts. 
 
    Palaemon made a frustrated sound and pulled out of her mouth. Grabbing her around the waist, he pulled her away from the other men, laying her on top of him, facing up. She barely had a second to register what was happening, when he plunged into her from behind.  
 
    She gasped, suddenly thankful Cadmus had been her first time in her ass, because Palaemon was not nearly as gentle. His shaft filled her possessively, as if he owned every inch of her. And the sensation bordered on painful. 
 
    Kosmas, a man who could thrust a spear straight through the chest of his opponents, climbed on top of her and eased himself into her wet channel. She gasped, grabbing his shoulders. 
 
    “You’re so wet for me, my goddess,” he purred into her ear. “Did you like how I licked you?” 
 
    She was breathing hard as they rode her. 
 
    “Did you?” he pressed, and reached between them, to circle her sensitive nub. 
 
    She whimpered. “Yes.” 
 
    He grinned, his expression cocky. “Now, I’m going to make you come harder than you ever have in your life.” 
 
    As she leaned back further, her eyes closing. She sensed once of the men leaning over her. It was almost a reflex, as she opened her mouth and felt the man’s balls slip into her mouth. She sucked slowly and lazily, thrilled when he groaned above her. A second later, he pulled himself free of her, then plunged his shaft deeply into her throat. 
 
    Two hands gripped her breasts, pinching her nipples and sending ripples through her body. 
 
    When her hands were lifted and two cocks were placed in her grip, she barely registered pumping them. Men were everywhere. Their shafts, everywhere. 
 
    It was overwhelming. 
 
    And thrilling. 
 
    When she moaned around the penis in her mouth and gripped the shoulders of the man on top of her, the men took her harder. Pinching her nipples and stroking her clit all at once. 
 
    Her inner-muscles clenched, squeezing the man inside her. Her legs tightened around his back, forcing him deeper. And then, she was climaxing. Dropping over the edge and into an abyss of light and waves of pleasure. 
 
    When cum filled her mouth, she moaned. When her hot seed spilled down her hands, she simply pumped the groaning men harder. And when the man pounding her ass came, swearing, she only crashed over the edge harder. It wasn’t until the man in her womanhood exploded that her vision flashed white, and she lost all sense of herself. 
 
    She didn’t know how much time passed before she became aware of who she was and where she was, but it was Adonis who pulled her into her arms and stood. 
 
    Opening her eyes, she looked to the Senator and his men. To her surprise, they only looked angrier than before. The Senator’s jaw was clenched, his dark eyes narrowed. His expression enraged. 
 
    “Looks like you enjoyed our little punishment,” he said, his voice deathly cold. 
 
    She said nothing. What could she say? He’d already told her he wouldn’t release her. Would he kill her now? 
 
    “Take her to your cells. She’s yours now.” 
 
    Behind her, she felt Adonis’ tension ease. 
 
    “But tomorrow, we shall see if this woman is enough to satisfy twelve beasts.” The Senator’s mouth curled into a terrible smile. “If a single one of them should become aroused in the morning, we shall whip the flesh off her back.” 
 
    His men laughed. 
 
    He winked at her. “Sleep well.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Guards led Lana and the gladiators beneath the Senator’s house. Several gates were unlocked and opened. The same gates were closed and locked behind them, with squeals that seemed to reach straight to her soul. 
 
    She curled closer to Adonis as they came to the tunnels that were the gladiators’ sleeping quarters. All twelve men filed into the darkness, lit only by flickering torches every so often. The cold was almost unbearable in the darkness of the stone-lined halls. 
 
    Like a tomb. 
 
    She jumped when the last gate was slammed closed behind them. 
 
    “Adonis?” 
 
    “Hum?” His jaw had been locked since the Senator’s speech, and something about the dangerous glint in his eyes made her nervous. 
 
    “You’re scaring me.” 
 
    He froze and looked down at her. “Why?” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Oh.” He continued walking.  
 
    She looked away from him, her uncertainty building, and realized they were walking past one tiny room after another. The rooms were bare, other than a few trinkets, and pallets with thin blankets on top. 
 
    “Do you understand what the Senator has done?” Adonis asked, his words soft. 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “We wanted this to be over. To touch you gently tonight. To hold you gently. To show you that we are more than what that man tried to make us into tonight. But now?” His hands tightened around her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    They entered a large, surprisingly warm, room. She glanced around and saw that an underground spring had created a large bathing area of some sort in the center of the room. A crude firepit lit the other end of the room, and a few tables and chairs were scattered about. 
 
    “Is this where I’ll be sleeping?” she asked. 
 
    Cadmus moved in front of them. “Adonis just doesn’t know how to tell you that you’re in for a lot more fucking tonight.” 
 
    Her entire body stiffened. 
 
    Adonis cursed and shoved Cadmus. 
 
    “Whoa!” Damon said, pushing between them. “Cadmus, you could’ve said that differently. And Adonis, she needed to hear it one way or another.” 
 
    “More sex?” Lana asked, her head still spinning. 
 
    Damon shrugged. “These men could take you over and over tonight, and still might be hard for you in the morning. But none of us are willing to have you hurt…” 
 
    “A couple more days!” Adonis swore. “We just needed a couple more days.” 
 
    Cadmus glared at him. “We don’t have a couple more days, so unless you want her to be too injured for our plan—“ 
 
    “Don’t,” Damon shot him a warning glance. 
 
    Lana struggled out of his arms, and Adonis slowly lowered her feet to the ground. She moved away from them and looked back at the men. The other gladiators stood silently behind them. 
 
    “Tell me what’s going on here.” 
 
    Damon shook his head. “We can’t. All we can say is that you’ll be safe in a few days, we promise you. But for now, we must follow orders. Or you won’t live until then.” 
 
    Just a couple more days. 
 
    But more sex? Her body was pleasantly sore. But what would it be like by the end of the night? 
 
    She nodded, wrapping her arms around herself. 
 
    “You don’t have to do this,” Adonis said. “We can… we can…” 
 
    “There’s nothing else we can do.” Lana straightened her head, coming to a conclusion. “We all have to do what we have to do. Like I did back there, I’m going to trust all of you.” 
 
    She thought her words would bring some measure of relief to the men. 
 
    But they didn’t. 
 
    Which made her even more nervous. 
 
    Orestes moved closer to her, touching her cheek gently. He wasn’t nearly as tall as the other men, but his shoulders were ridiculously broad. “Are you hungry?” His accent made each word strangely sexy. 
 
    She licked her lips and nodded. 
 
    Taking her hand, as if she were his wife rather than his new slave, he led her past the other men and to one of the seats beside the fire. Going to a pot hanging over the fire, he filled a bowl and handed it to her. 
 
    “It’s probably awful compared to what you’re used to, but I try to make the fellas something edible out of what they give us.” 
 
    She smiled at him. “Thank you.” 
 
    Clutching the wooden spoon, she took a bite. It was a bit hot, and not the best texture, but it was better than she expect. 
 
    He looked at her expectantly. 
 
    “Delicious.” 
 
    He grinned. “You really like it?” 
 
    She nodded, her heart fluttering at the way his full lips curved. 
 
    “After this, we can take her for a bath.” 
 
    She looked up to see Orestes watching her closely. For some reason, she stiffened. Orestes was different than the other men. His skin was darker, beautiful and exotic. And even the way he battled seemed somehow more about intelligence than brute force. He was smaller than the other men, both in size and stature, but his skill on the battlefield was legendary. 
 
    Her cheeks heated at the intensity of his gaze. She ate slowly, carefully. 
 
    Some of the men went to the hot spring. Sinking into the water and talking quietly amongst themselves. She got the sense that there was something important going on, but she couldn’t pick out enough of their words to know what they were discussing. 
 
    For a minute, she thought of how different this place was than what she was used to. At home, servants would have laid out a full spread of delicacies for her dinner, then she would have taken a short dip in her tub. Her servants would have washed her hair, dried her, dressed her, and then she would have crawled into her massive bed. 
 
    Here, she’d be lucky if she got a thin pallet to sleep on. In a cold room. And she was eating two or three day old soup. 
 
    And yet… she liked being around the gladiators. They weren’t like the wealthy men who had tried to win her hand over the years. Her suitors had treated her like a pretty prize to be won. These men, her gladiators, strangely enough treated her more like a person. 
 
    Even after everything they did to me. 
 
    Hesperos walked up to her. “May I join you?” 
 
    She nodded, surprised by his gentle tone. He was the oldest of the men, probably nearly thirty-five summers. He had dark blonde hair, and a short beard.  
 
    He set a brown bag on the table in front of her. “Do you play games of dice?” 
 
    “Sometimes.” In fact, she enjoyed them quite a bit. 
 
    “Perhaps after tonight, we can play together? A few of the others don’t mind it, but most don’t enjoy it.” 
 
    “That would be nice.” 
 
    He was quiet a moment, fiddling with the string on the bag. “We know you’re used to better than this. But one day, we’ll find a way to get you back to the lifestyle you deserve.” 
 
    Her heart fluttered. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Would you like to bathe now?” 
 
    She looked to the hot spring. “Shouldn’t we wait until the other men are done?” 
 
    His gaze heated. “There’s nothing any of us would like better than to watch you bathe. To help you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    He reached out a hand, and she took it. 
 
    As she walked across the room, all eyes turned to her. She felt even more naked as she moved, her hands itching to cover her body. But she forced her arms to stay at her side. 
 
    When Hesperos led her into the spring, she sank into the water with a gasp. Within moments, Hesperos leaned her back and began to wash her hair. 
 
    She felt the presence of the men all around her. Hands began to scrub her legs, her thighs, her belly. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Every muscle felt incredible. Big hand grasped her feet and began to knead them. 
 
    “Oh gods,” she whispered. 
 
    Time passed. She had no idea how much, when Hesperos finally pulled her into his arms. Her breasts pressed against his chest, her nubs instantly hardening. She felt so good. So relaxed. 
 
    Sleepy. 
 
    When his hard shaft rubbed against her womanhood, her eyes closed, and she made a contented sound. He slid inside her slowly, and her greedy body took him into her channel. 
 
    His thrusting started slowly, his breathing loud in her ears. And then, he paused. 
 
    Orestes’ accented words made her inner-muscles clench. “Mind if I take you from behind?” 
 
    She nodded, her eyes still closed. 
 
    His big hands spread her cheeks wide, and he sank his thick shaft slowly into her. 
 
    He gave her plenty of time to protest. Plenty of time to pull away. But she did neither. 
 
    Instead, she rolled her hips, drawing groans from both of them. 
 
    They sandwiched themselves around her, Orestes’ fondling her sensitive breasts from behind. When she felt herself building to another orgasm, she shocked even herself. And when they came inside her, she fell over the edge once more. Her orgasm rocking her entire body. 
 
    Even after several long minutes, her muscles continued to twitch, and her body felt like it was pure liquid. She sighed, closing her eyes and relaxing in the warm waters. 
 
    They washed and dried her with gentle hands. Their touch like a dream. 
 
    She didn’t open her eyes until one of them carried her across the room. Several pallets had been laid on the floor not far from the fire, along with several blankets. 
 
    They laid her down there, covered her up, and kissed her cheeks. 
 
    Hesperos whispered into her ear. “The others will be visiting you tonight. Until you’ve satisfied them completely.” 
 
    She mumbled her understanding and began to slip into sleep. Whatever tomorrow would bring, she was unsure, but for now, she was exhausted. 
 
    As she rolled to one side, someone gently grasped her hair. She opened her mouth to whisper a question, and a cock plunged in. 
 
    Her eyes sprung open. It looks like my night is nowhere near done. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Throughout the night, the gladiators visited Lana. In the darkness, she often couldn’t tell one warrior from the next, but the experience was like nothing she’d imagined. The way they touched her—it was less like she was their slave and more like she was their wife. They were gentle, firm, loving. 
 
    And to her shock, she enjoyed every moment of her time with them. 
 
    She was exhausted beyond words when someone stirred the fire near her, and the sounds of breakfast being made came to her. Snuggling deeper into her pallet beneath the pile of blankets, she was surprised when she felt herself being lifted from her bed. 
 
    Eyes flashing open wide, she looked into Adonis’ strong face. His green eyes made her catch her breath. How could a man capable of killing without hesitation in the arena look at her with such emotion? He carried her across the room to the hot water spring. 
 
    “Is something wrong?” 
 
    A guarded look came to his face. “We all want to be certain none of us will respond to your beauty in front of the guards. If they hurt you...”  
 
    Oh yes, the senator’s threat to whip me if they become aroused today. 
 
    He said nothing more, but sank into the hot spring, lowering her into his lap. She gasped at the sensation of the soothing waters washing over her. As she closed her exhausted eyes and let her head drop back, she almost forgot his concern. 
 
    Until she heard the sounds of others joining them in the spring. 
 
    Sitting up, she looked from Adonis to the other eleven gladiators. Something in their expressions worried her. Surely after yesterday and last night, they can’t still want more sex? Can they? 
 
    She regarded them carefully as they moved closer to her. Even though nerves made her heart pound, she couldn’t tear her gaze from them. These men were stunning. Tan, muscular. Warriors. 
 
    Adonis lowered her fully into his lap, and for the first time, she felt the evidence of his arousal. He shifted her, then reached into the waters, and she felt him stroking himself, his tip pressed against her womanly mound. 
 
    She held herself still, wondering what would come next. Knowing what would come next. 
 
    It’s strange that my heart and mind want these men. To touch them. To be touched by them. But my body is just… exhausted. Yet, what will they do if I refuse them?  
 
    And should I? My body can endure them better than a whip. 
 
    The men remained standing, but as they gazed down at her naked body, they began to stroke themselves too.  
 
    She watched, fascinated, as they slid their hands up and down their large shafts. The sounds of their arousal were soft: the clenching of teeth together or a groan slipping past their lips. And then, one after the next came, their hot seed shot from their tips. When the men sank into the water, and she felt Adonis finish beneath her, she realized that she’d been holding her breath. 
 
    They touched themselves rather than me. Why? I’m at their mercy. 
 
     “Why did all of you do that?” 
 
    No one answered for a long time, but Adonis held her more tightly. 
 
    Tobias finally spoke. “We thought you might be tired after last night, but we wanted to be sure about our response to you.” 
 
    “None of us have seen a woman as beautiful as you before,” Cadmus added, his voice gruff. “We could spend the next week fucking you and still want more.” 
 
    She felt her cheeks heat. These gladiators are the noblest men I have ever met. 
 
    Orestes moved closer to her, pushing back her wet, tangled blonde hair. “Today, they will try to upset you and us. When they are finished with their little… test… stay out of sight. When we are finished our training, we will care for you.” 
 
    She was transfixed by him as he touched her so softly, his accent sliding along her flesh like a caress. 
 
    The twins, Elias and Damon, climbed out of the hot spring, drying off. Their expressions more serious than she’d ever seen before. Elias glanced at her as she watched him. “It’s almost time. We should have her dressed and fed before those bastards come.” 
 
    His words had an immediate effect on the warriors. Adonis carried her from the spring, and everyone dressed in their simple tan tunics with practiced efficiency. Since Orestes was the smallest, he lent her a tunic. It was like wearing a sack. The material oddly thick and scratchy, even while it barely covered her knees. 
 
    Still, it is better than being naked. By far. 
 
    They ushered her to one of the tables in the room and handed her a wooden bowl with the same stew from the night before. Everyone was silent, tense, as they ate.  
 
    Left alone with her thoughts, panic began to tug at her. No doubt Senator Luscinus did not expect me to survive the night with these men. What will he do to me today? Maybe now that his mind is clear of drugs and liquor, he’ll realize that he can’t hope to hide the daughter of a magistrate. 
 
    “Is the senator going to kill me?” she asked the question, not directing it at one person in particular, but feeling the need to voice her fears around. 
 
    The room was so quiet it seemed no one even breathed. 
 
    To her surprise, Cadmus rose from his spot at a nearby table and knelt down in front of. Taking her hand, he met her gaze. “We won’t let him.” 
 
    She took a deep breath. “You’re his slaves. How can you hope to stop him?” 
 
    “If he tries to hurt you, we’ll simply have to move up our plans.” 
 
    “Cadmus!” Solon, pushed his long dark hair back from his face, revealing the thick scar on one of his handsome cheeks. “Keep your mouth shut.” 
 
    His hand tightened around hers, and a darkness fell over Cadmus’ face. 
 
    “What plan?” she asked, softly. 
 
    Palaemon rose from the table, going to wash his bowl in a nearby bucket. “It’s too dangerous to speak about it, so ask no more questions.” 
 
    Stubbornly, she raised her head. “If it concerns my future, I should know.” 
 
    Cadmus rose. “I should have said nothing. Your beauty made me forget myself.” 
 
    Damon ran a hand through his long, blond hair. “You’ve been a slave for a day, Lana. You may have been one of the few wealthy people to speak out against slavery and the arena, but that doesn’t make you one of us. Let us keep our secrets.” He smiled at her gently, his tone and words almost those of an aristocrat rather than a warrior. 
 
    I wonder what Damon was before he became a slave. 
 
    She shook her head. In her life it was rare that she felt speechless, but around these gods among men, she often found herself lost for words. Stay focused. 
 
    “But if there is—“ 
 
    A loud clanging echoed through the dirt hallway all the way to their room, at the end of the gladiators’ quarters. As if sharing a mind, the men rose and crowded in front of her. She stood, peeking between their shoulders. 
 
    Two guards appeared in the doorway of their room. 
 
    One of them smirked. “We wanted to drag the girl’s body out before practice.” 
 
    He waited, but when none of them responded, his dark eyes narrowed.  
 
    “Where is she?” 
 
    The other guard pulled a long whip from the belt at his hips. “What’s the matter, slaves? Tongues too worn out to speak? Show us the girl!” 
 
    After a second, he cracked his whip against the ground. 
 
    She jumped, her heart racing. They can’t get hurt to protect me. “I’m here.” 
 
    Moving around them, she tried to step free, but Adonis caught her arm, searing her with the intensity of his gaze. She looked away from him and to the guards, squaring her shoulders. 
 
    Both men looked surprised, but the guard with the whip recovered first. “You must be blessed both by luck and beauty.” He looked her over, too slowly, leaving a slimy feeling on her skin. 
 
    “So now that you see I am alive in good health, I expect you will be on your way,” she said, trying to sound arrogant. Even though she wore a slave’s tunic instead of one of her beautiful gowns. Even though her hair was a wet and tangled mess. 
 
    Even though she felt anything but confident. 
 
    The guard smirked, his ugly face made uglier with his smile. “My lady, I believe we have a little test for you first, since you made it through the night in one piece.” 
 
    He moved toward her, but her gladiators closed around her once more. She heard the sound of the whip striking flesh, not once, but twice, before she pulled herself free of the protective warriors. 
 
    “I will go! There’s no need for violence!” 
 
    Blood ran down one of Macedon’s legs, the gash making her stomach turn. Slaves don’t stand up to their masters for a reason; they can never hope to win. 
 
    Trying her best to look graceful and certain, she crossed the room. She could feel the tension in her warriors, as if one wrong move by the guards would break them. The two men seemed to sense it to, because when one of them reached to grab her arm, he instantly dropped his hand instead. 
 
    She walked in front of them, her bare feet moving slowly along the dirt floor of the tunnel. She passed one tiny room after another, carved out from the stone and rock. When they reached the first gate, a guard on the other side opened it at her approach. 
 
    Behind her, the gladiators followed the guards out. Their steps measured. Their expressions dangerous. 
 
    She winced as she was led out into the early morning light of their practice grounds. A high fence surrounded it. A massive gate that led out into the city was chained shut. Since the warrior’s quarters were located beneath Senator Luscinus’ home, several balconies stared down at the practice grounds. 
 
    On one of them, the senator, his sister, and several friends, were sitting, sipping drinks and staring down at her with cool expressions. His sister wanted her to beg for mercy, she could see it in the cruel woman’s eyes. But she knew the heartless people in front of her would never offer her mercy. They had committed too many crimes. If she was ever free, her father would have them all killed. 
 
    There was no way she would ever be free. 
 
    Even though the realization made tears sting the corners of her eyes, she didn’t cry as they led her into the middle of sandy practice area and tied her wrists to a post. Instead, she raised her chin and met each of their gazes with an unwavering one of her own. Let them see that even in her current state, she was still better than them. 
 
    The senator swirled his glass, taking a small sip. “So, it looks like those beasts didn’t tear her apart last night.” 
 
    No one answered him. 
 
    “But if they think they did you a favor, they are wrong.” He nodded to the guard. 
 
    She gasped as an instant later he tore her tunic in two, straight down the front. Instinctively, she tried to cover herself, but she only strained at the tight bindings at her wrists. Again, she was naked before them.  
 
    But if they thought they could embarrass her, they were wrong. 
 
    She held her head high and waited. 
 
    The senator motioned with his hand. “Line them up.” 
 
    Her gladiators stood before her. The enraged looks on their faces made her palms sweaty. These were not her lovers from the night before, they were warriors, and they were angry. 
 
    “And so, the game begins,” Luscinus said, smiling as a slave refilled his glass. “We will see if our Lana can arouse a single gladiator. If she does so, she will be whipped, without mercy.” 
 
    Lana swallowed, hard, looking at her warriors. I can’t believe this is actually happening. She imagined what the whip would feel like against her skin. She told herself that if the gladiators reacted to her, it would be okay. She could take the pain. But the truth was, in her protected life, she had rarely been hurt. She wanted to be as brave as the men who fought for their lives every week in the arena, even if deep down she wasn’t sure that she could be. 
 
    “Nothing to say?” the senator asked her. 
 
    She looked up at him. “One day, I swear, you will regret this.” 
 
    His expression darkened. “A woman with any common-sense would beg for her life. Would inquire if I would take her now that a dozen slaves had violated her. But you, Lana, are a woman who lacks all wisdom. You are not a man. You do not have power. You are completely at our mercy, and yet, even on your knees, you don’t have the sense to realize that. So perhaps I haven’t taught you well enough, not yet.” He looked to his guards. “Begin.” 
 
    Adonis was led to her first. He stood over her, staring off into the distance as if he wasn’t standing in front of the naked woman he’d just recently held so tenderly. 
 
    “Put yourself in her mouth.” 
 
    He reached beneath his tunic and grasped his long shaft. When he moved it to her mouth, she took him in. 
 
    “Take him deeper! Suck him!” the senator shouted, anger lacing each word. 
 
    She did so. But when a moment later, she released him and he remained limp, she felt a surge of hope. 
 
    Senator Luscinus swore. 
 
    One after another the gladiators stood in front of her. But not one man became aroused when she touched them. 
 
    She heard the sound of glass shattering. Looking up, she saw that the senator was standing. His guests had moved away from him on the balcony. 
 
    “We passed your sick test,” she said, keeping her words as calm as possible. 
 
    For one second, her throat closed. The way he looked at her… she feared he’d order her death right then. But his expression calmed, and oddly slowly, he lowered himself back into his chair. 
 
    “Whip her.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Murmurs rose from his friends. Out of the corner of Lana’s eye, she caught sight of her gladiators stiffening. 
 
    “But brother—“ 
 
    “Are you deaf?” he shouted, cutting off his sister. “I said whip her.” 
 
    “We had a deal.” Adonis’ voice held an unspoken threat that frightened her more than the whip. 
 
    Beside her, the guard pulled his whip from his belt, but his expression was uncertain. 
 
    “I do not make deals with slaves,” the senator hissed. 
 
    She felt a strike of fear. Her gaze went to the guards positioned around the practice area, and then she caught a flash of light. On two of the balconies, archers stood poised to strike. 
 
    If my gladiators attack, they’ll be killed. 
 
    So she did the only thing she could think of, she laughed. “If beating a tied female is what you must do to feel like a man again, then I will gladly be your sacrificial lamb.” 
 
    The senator rose, and even from a distance, she could see the rage in his expression. “Whip her.” 
 
    The gladiators started toward her. Guards surged forward. 
 
    She looked to them. “Stop!” 
 
    They froze. 
 
    “Don’t.” 
 
    All of them looked horrified. She could feel their need to protect her. But instead, she bent her head in acceptance. And waited. 
 
    The first sting came across her shoulder. She had to grit her teeth to stop from crying out. Three more times they whipped her as she bit down so hard on her cheek that she tasted blood. 
 
    The guard behind her spoke, his voice shaking. “Is that enough?” 
 
    “It’s enough when I say it’s enough!” 
 
    She wasn’t sure how much time passed. Strikes rained down upon her, and hot tears ran down her cheeks. She wanted to be brave. To not react, but the pain was unlike anything she’d imagined. 
 
    But I can’t call for my gladiators, or all of this would be for nothing. 
 
    When she fell into the dirt, sliding down the pole, her hands still bound together, the strikes finally stopped. Everything was silent. Too silent. 
 
    “Enough,” the senator said, and there was no satisfaction in his voice. “Untie her and throw her back into her new home.” 
 
    The guard sliced her free, but it was Cadmus who picked her up off the ground. 
 
    She cried out, the wounds on her body screaming to life with the movement, and her vision blackened. Her gladiator whispered reassuring words without meaning as he carried her into the tunnels, barely lit by flickering torches.  
 
    When he laid her gently on her belly on her pallets, he stirred the fire higher. A moment later, she felt cool water washing her back. Long minutes passed of him washing her while she sobbed, gripping the blankets beneath her as pain radiated throughout her body. Then, very carefully, he dressed her wounds with torn strips of fabric and a strong smelling ointment. 
 
    Somewhere behind her, a cautious voice shouted, “Cadmus, time for practice!” 
 
    He leaned down and pressed a kiss to her cheek, then spoke softly. “In a few days’ time, every person responsible for your pain will be dead. And this, I promise you.” 
 
    For a long time, she lay crying softly. But in the back of her mind, she repeated his words over and over again. She might be the one hurting now, but she believed her warriors, they would make them pay. 
 
    But how? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    For days, Lana’s gladiators treated her wounds with a gentleness she’d never experienced in her life. They fed her, bathed her, and carried her around like the most precious creature alive. The pain was… almost unbearable during the day when they practiced. But at night, when they entertained her with stories of their lives before slavery, she sometimes forgot about her wounds.  
 
    None of them had homes to return to. Their families were gone. Their friends were gone. And yet, they spoke as if they imagined a future without the blood-thirsty arena. A life as free men. 
 
    In return, she cautiously told them about her life. For some reason, her wealth and privilege made her feel embarrassed after all they had been through. And yet, they never once made her feel bad for it.  
 
    At night as they crowded around her, they would ask her to tell them stories. They all agreed that her voice brought them sweet dreams. So, she told them about Godeis. It was a small town ruled by her father, located on the coast.  
 
    She had only visited it a few times as a child, but it was her favorite place to be. With rolling hills of green, a sea overflowing with fish, a little manor, and the kindest people she’d ever met, it was her dream to live their one day. But she imagined since it was so far from the capital, that her father, or future husband, would never allow it. 
 
    The gladiators grumbled at that, and she realized with a strange giddiness that they were jealous of the idea of her with another man. For some reason, their reaction warmed her heart. Because, somehow, a future without them was starting to sound empty. Wrong. But there was no world she could imagine where they could all be together in peace and happiness. 
 
    Still, her warriors were right, speaking of their lives even brought her sweet dreams. 
 
    On the fourth morning after her injury, she rose with Orestes, feeling more like herself than she had in a long time. 
 
    “Does your back still hurt?” he whispered, washing her hair gently in the hot spring. 
 
    She winced as the warm water struck her back. “Only a little.” 
 
    He pressed a soft kiss to her neck. “It will be better soon.” 
 
    Leaning her back, he washed the strange smelling soap from her hair, and she stared up at his beautiful face. There was something so kind about it. Like he had a face meant for laughing. 
 
    But after all he has been through, being captured from his home, knowing that his wife and child were killed, I imagined he hasn’t had much time for laughing. 
 
    I hope I can fix that one day. 
 
    When he brought her back up, she kissed him lightly on the lips. 
 
    “What was that for?” 
 
    She stared down at her hands. “I just… I wish that I could remain with all of you forever. But not like this. I wish I could bring you into my world.” 
 
    He smirked. “My sweet Lana, a love like ours would never be allowed in your world.” 
 
    Love? 
 
    Her heart ached. “It’s unfair.” 
 
    Touching her chin, he forced her gaze up. “We cannot control the rain, but we can make preparations so that we aren’t caught in it.” 
 
    Frowning, she shook her head. “What does that mean?” 
 
    He opened his mouth, but Damon spoke, splashing into the water beside them. “He means that there are many things we can’t control, like the rain, but there are things we can do.” Moving behind her, he ran a hand lightly along the back of her neck. “And your warriors are doing everything within their control.” 
 
    For the first time since her injury, she felt her body heating up. The two men were surrounding her, and she liked the feeling. Orestes seemed to sense her need too, because he adjusted her in his lap so that she was straddling him. His clear arousal pressed into her belly as he lowered her onto his legs. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” he asked, all traces of humor gone from his voice. 
 
    “Good enough,” she whispered. 
 
    Damon reached from behind her to gently cradle her breasts, and then his thumbs rubbed her hard peaks, drawing a breathless moan from her lips. Orestes captured her mouth, his kiss hard and demanding.  
 
    She spread her lips, shifting closer to him as his tongue swept into her mouth. 
 
    One of his hands slid down between them, and his fingers brushed her womanhood. An unexpected whimper slipped from her lips, and she rocked against his fingers, feeling her core heating up.  
 
    From behind her, Damon rubbed the tip of his shaft against her ass. His hold on her breasts tightening.  
 
    Damon’s twin, Elias, spoke from beside them. “Gods damn it. How can one woman be so sexy?” 
 
    She opened her eyes and stared at him. For some reason the tortured, aroused note to his voice took her arousal up a notch. Reaching beneath the waters, she captured his hard shaft and began stroking. He cursed. 
 
    On her other side, Hesperos spoke. “Should she really be doing this today? We agreed she needed to heal before—“ 
 
    She grasped his shaft beneath the waters, satisfied when he groaned and clutched the side of the bathing pool. He looked like a man desperately fighting for control. The large, mostly quiet man, always seemed cold to the world around him. She loved the idea that she was bringing him to his knees. 
 
    Quite literally. 
 
    Orestes grasped her ass and pulled her closer, gently entering her womanhood. Inch by inch he lowered her down onto him. His large shaft squeezed inside of her… so big, and yet so perfect. 
 
    I’ve missed this. 
 
    Behind her, Damon pinched her nipples harder, and a shudder ran through her body. Both her hands pumped the two men beside her faster, and she was thrilled when Damon’s hands left her breasts to part her ass cheeks. He entered her slowly, cautiously, but she was no longer afraid of what would come next. 
 
    The sensation of both men inside of her at the same time was so, so good. Almost unreal. And she knew what it would bring. 
 
    As they began to work together, sliding in and out of her almost as one, she felt her orgasm building. When Orestes lowered his mouth and began to suck her nipples, she cried out, pumping the cocks in her hands harder. She bounced on the shafts inside her, making both the men curse at the same time. 
 
    And then, she cried out as her orgasm swept her under.  
 
    She was sure she was swearing, all kinds of words that a lady shouldn’t say. But in that moment, she was not a lady. She was a woman. And she was enjoying every second of the ripples running over her body. Every feeling of her womanhood and ass clenching the too-big cocks inside her. And when the men began to explode, one after another, she enjoyed the knowledge that she alone had made them come. 
 
    Collapsing against Orestes, she dropped the two shafts and snuggled against her warrior. 
 
    “I wish this moment could last forever,” she whispered. 
 
    Behind her, Damon stroked her thighs, still buried deep inside her. “If you were still a lady, you would only wish to be free of us.” 
 
    Not opening her eyes, she told him the truth. “I wanted all of you before I was given to you. And I’ll want all of you long after. In my dreams, I imagine that I could be with my warriors forever. That you would all be mine.” 
 
    Orestes and Damon stiffened, and she felt the air in the room shift. 
 
    Sitting up, she frowned, feeling suddenly vulnerable. “Did I say something wrong?” 
 
    Orestes held her gaze. “What if we could find a way to be together? Not as slaves, but as free people?” 
 
    Then, we would all be dead and in some perfect heaven. “If only.” 
 
    Tobias spoke over the strained silence. “Time to eat and practice.” 
 
    Her warriors moved away from her, and they climbed out of the waters, dried themselves, and dressed. 
 
    While they were eating, it suddenly hit her. The reason for the tension. 
 
    Tomorrow was arena day. Her warriors would be fighting. And every battle meant a chance that they’d forfeit their lives. 
 
    That day before practice, she kissed each of them gently, as if she was saying goodbye. And then with stiff limbs, she tried her best to keep herself busy tidying up until they returned to her. 
 
    Tonight, she wanted their night together to be special.  
 
    Just in case. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    Lana lay, unable to sleep. Every one of her gladiators had turned her down for sex that night. It made no sense to her. 
 
    Perhaps it’s a superstition. No sex before battle? 
 
    But as she blinked back unwanted tears, she sensed that something had changed. None of the big warriors slept with her before the fire. All of them milled about in their tiny, individual rooms. What were they doing that was so important? 
 
    She wanted to demand they explain to her exactly what was happening, but instead she gave them the space they seemed to need. 
 
    When she heard someone in her room, she didn’t look up. Instead, she stared at the flames of the fire, trying to bury her feelings of sadness, uncertainty, and rejection. She had no right to be upset. After all, they were the ones fighting for their lives in the morning. 
 
    “Lana?” Adonis moved to block her view of the dancing flames. 
 
    She looked up at him as he set items down in front of her. “Yes?” 
 
    “It’s time to get dressed.” 
 
    She frowned, sitting up and looking at the items for the first time. There was a pair of sandals, a slave dress, and a metal dagger. “What is this?” 
 
    “Get dressed,” he repeated. “Quickly. There isn’t much time.” 
 
    The nervousness in his voice made her launch into action. She took off her scratchy tunic and put on the tan dress that came to her knees. Then, she laced the sandals, which were only a tad too big, up her thighs, and tied them into place. In the meantime, Adonis had packed her other items in a small bag. 
 
    “Are we running away?” she asked, almost afraid to ask. 
 
    They’ll find us. There’s a massive desert between us and the next town, leaving nowhere to hide from the guards. 
 
    Or we’ll simply die out there. 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    She opened her mouth to ask another question, when the city’s alarm bell began ringing. 
 
    He grabbed her arm, hauling her down the dirt hall. Ahead of them, the door to their prison opened. 
 
    “What’s happening?” she asked, shouting above the bells. 
 
    The gladiators surged forward, but Adonis shouted above the sound. “The rebellion has begun.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    Lana rushed forward toward the unlocked gate of their prisons, keeping pace with her gladiators who surrounded her. Their big bodies radiated heat, and the sound of their heavy breathing filled her ears. Glancing at their faces, filled with certainty and determination, she wanted to feel the same. But she was afraid.   
 
    Are we really part of a rebellion? We can’t possibly be successful.  
 
    And yet, what other choice are we left with? 
 
    Her mind ran through the many challenges a rebellion would face. The slaves who would still fight for their masters. The guards with their training and weapon. And the high walls that surrounded the city. 
 
    She’d never believed a slave rebellion could be successful. 
 
    But, she also couldn’t believe any force could stand in the way of her gladiators. 
 
    They have been slaves for a lifetime and have found the strength to rise up against their masters. I’ve only been a slave for a short time. Surely I can be brave too? 
 
    When they reached the practice area, Hesperos moved to the chests where their real weapons were kept locked up. Pulling a key out, he undid the locks, and the gladiators selected weapons without hesitation. 
 
    They’ve planned for everything. 
 
    Almost the second they were done, guards came pouring out of the stairway leading to the Senator’s house. She stepped back, fumbling clumsily in the bag Adonis had given her. It took her only a moment to find the dagger and pull it from its sheath. 
 
    Although her heart beat far too frantically in her chest and her hands shook, her warriors fought without hesitation. The sounds of swords striking swords filled the air.  
 
    She watched in awed shocked as Adonis severed one man’s head from his body. Palaemon faced two men, but he dodged and avoided their blows with each, killing both within moments. 
 
    And then, all their opponents were dead. 
 
    Hesperos rushed back to where she stood and took her hand. “Come on, and stay close.” 
 
    They lead her up the stairs. She didn’t know what she expected, but there were several dead bodies as they moved through the tall rooms. Some were slaves. Some were guards. 
 
    Sweat beaded her brow. But instead of heading out to the city, her gladiators took her up the stairs. It wasn’t until they broke open a door, and she found the Senator crouched in the corner with four guards positioned around him that she realized what was happening. 
 
    We don’t have time for this. Once the city guards are released on the city, my warriors won’t have a chance to escape. They’ll be sealed in. 
 
    And executed for taking part in the rebellion. 
 
    “Hesperos—“ 
 
    “Quiet,” he whispered gently. 
 
    The twins, Elias and Damon, stepped forward. Their faces no longer held the grins she’d grown accustomed to. They looked like fearful men with a taste for blood. 
 
    “We promised our woman your life for hurting her,” Damon said, the strands of his long blond hair casting shadows over his face as he spoke. “And we intended to keep our promise.” 
 
    The Senator’s dark gaze moved over the room full of warriors, and then to her. She knew it the moment he realized there was no chance he would survive. His lips curled back. 
 
    “She’s a witch who has all of you spell-bound. What do you think will happen after you kill me? Do you really think she’ll choose one of you to marry?” He laughed, sweat running down his forehead. “She’ll use you and toss you away.” 
 
    A darkness fell over Elias’ face. “Are those truly the last words you wish to speak before we send you to Tartaros?” 
 
    The Senator shoved one of his guards forward. The man swung his blade out at Elias, and it was promptly knocked from his grip. Elias sent a sword through his stomach, dispatching the man without a word. 
 
    Seeing their companion slide to the floor, the life disappearing from his eyes, seemed to awaken the other three guards. They charged. A pathetic excuse for an attack, and Lana looked away, knowing what was to come. Metal clanged against metal. Someone screamed. Grunts and cries filled the air, followed by the overwhelming scent of coppery blood. 
 
    And then, everything grew silent.  
 
    Slowly looking back, she tried to keep her gaze from the dead bodies on the floor. Unfortunately, that meant her gaze connected squarely with the Senator. 
 
    “I can give you anything you want,” the cowardly man whispered, curling further into the corner. “Money, lands… women. Anything! Please, just---“ 
 
    The dagger that went through his throat promptly cut off his speech. 
 
    Cadmus moved forward, gripped the hilt of it, and drove it harder into the Senator. Pulling his dagger free, he let the dead man hit the floor. 
 
    Turning his cold eyes back to her, his words were harsh. “We don’t have time to play with him. The others will need our help.” 
 
    “The others?” she asked, feeling confused. “What others? Aren’t we escaping the city?” 
 
    Cadmus’ eyes narrowed. “Of course not. This is a rebellion.” 
 
    Her stomach turned. “But…” 
 
    We can’t take down the whole city. We need to escape. 
 
    Adonis took her arm gently and turned her back toward the door, as they others rushed back to the main part of the house. “This isn’t about escaping, my sweet Lana. This is about ending the slavery of our people. It’s about freedom. Tonight it isn’t just our city that rebels, but all of them.” 
 
    But what of my friends? Of my father? 
 
    Nausea bubbled up inside her. She’d always wanted the slaves to be free. She’d just never thought about the price that would need to be paid. The many people who will have to die. 
 
    “If anyone asks you, you’re a slave,” Adonis whispered in her ear. “Stay close. And do not be afraid, we’ll keep you safe.” 
 
    She barely heard him as Bion and Kosmas smashed open the door to the city. Instead, she was pulled out into pure chaos. The city was burning. Fights were raging in the streets. 
 
    So this is war. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    Lana’s warriors moved through the streets like gods of death. Anyone who challenged them died. Slaves cheered them as they fought, and she got the unmistakable feeling that her gladiators were the leaders of the rebellion trail of bodies. Adonis and Tobias took her inside, and the others continued on through the streets. 
 
    Panic rose within her. “We shouldn’t separate!” 
 
    Tobias shook his head as they reached her door. “Our responsibility is to see that you live through the night. They must continue the battle.” 
 
    “No,” she denied him.  
 
    The deaths. The fires. The smell of burning flesh lingering in the air. It was all horrible. More horrible than anything she imagined. 
 
    And yet, she couldn’t stand the thought of her men fighting without her by their sides. What if they’re hurt? 
 
    Adonis pounded at her large door. There was a scurry of noise inside, and nothing more. 
 
    “It’s—it’s me!” she shouted. 
 
    A second later, she heard the chains coming undone. One of her servants peeked out, her eyes widening as they came across Adonis and Tobias. 
 
    “It’s okay. They’re here to protect us.” 
 
    Her servant opened the door wider, and they rushed in. 
 
    On the other side of the door, the dozen people who ran her household were gathered together. Every man, woman, and child she’d bought and given freedom to. And every one of them looked frightened beyond words. 
 
    “Everything is going to be okay,” she reassured them, finding her words. 
 
    Sedrai shook her head. “My lady, there’s a rebellion. Both of the houses surrounding ours have already been overrun. We watched from the windows. If they come here…” 
 
    Realization hit her. Her people weren’t slaves. What would the rebels do if they bashed down her door? Would they hurt them? 
 
    “I have a place we can hide.” 
 
    Adonis nodded. “Conceal yourselves. We shall stand guard.” 
 
    She froze. What am I doing? No matter how much I might wish to keep my gladiators safely at my side, it endangers the others to do so. 
 
    I have to let them go. 
 
    She turned back to him, overwhelmed by the concern in his incredible green eyes. “You should go and help the others.” 
 
    “No.” He answered without pausing. 
 
    Tobias crossed his big arms over his chest. “Our job is to protect you.” 
 
    If only I could do the same for you. 
 
    “If enemies see you standing guard, they might suspect you protect me. It would be more dangerous for you to stay.” 
 
    Silence stretched between them. 
 
    Tobias looked to the front door and back to her, indecision in his gaze. 
 
    “Your brothers need you tonight,” she said, knowing the words that would get them to leave her side. “I need every one of you to survive the night.” 
 
    Adonis hesitated for another moment, then leaned down and gave her the gentlest kiss. “From your mouth to the ears of the gods.” 
 
    Tobias brushed a kiss against her cheek. “Bolt the doors and hide. We’ll return for you when the city is won.” 
 
    She followed them to the door, watching for one brief moment as the two large men went out into the burning night. Saying a prayer, she wiped away the tears that ran down her cheeks, and then closed the door and bolted it. 
 
    Time to lead my people. 
 
    “Follow me,” she said. 
 
    Her servants followed her up to her room. Once there, she pushed aside one of the large shelves of book to reveal the room beyond. They crammed in together. Fitting, but just barely. Grabbing her jewelry chest off her dressing table, she squeezed in with them and closed the door. 
 
    Please, please let all of us survive the night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Lana trembled alongside her servants as they listened to the door being bashed down. They held their breath as they heard the shouts of men and the sounds of the house being torn to pieces. And when the men entered her room, she swore terror held them all in place as they prayed not to be discovered. 
 
    It was a long night. The longest of her life.  
 
    She felt responsible for each and every person in her household. But she also thought of her twelve handsome warriors, wondering if they were safe. Hoping they would keep their promise and return to her in the morning. 
 
    Many, many hours passed. The rebels left her house. For a long time everything remained dark and quiet. She and her household sank to the ground in their tiny room. The children drifted off to sleep, while she was sure the adults stayed awake, staring into nothingness, just as she did. 
 
    When a long time later, she heard the smallest sounds of people in her house, she held her breath. Have my gladiators returned, or is it an enemy? 
 
    But that was when she heard her name. Soft. Concerned. 
 
    Solon. 
 
    She unlatched the lock on their hiding place and slid open the shelf. There, in the center of her torn up room, was Solon. The dark scar on his face looked strangely darker with the blood splattered across his flesh. His stomach was bound and dark circles were visible under his eyes. 
 
    And yet, he was alive. 
 
    She ran to him.  
 
    He dropped his sword and pulled her into his arms. 
 
    “You’re alive! Thank the gods!” She squeezed him tighter, feeling tears prick her eyes. Pulling back, she met his dark gaze. “And the others?” 
 
    He looked away from her, to stare at some place behind her head. “They’re downstairs.” 
 
    Her people slowly came out of the room, and she led them down the stairs, her heart in her throat. Solon wasn’t telling her something. She wouldn’t feel right until she saw each of her men alive. 
 
    “Gladiators!” she shouted, hurrying down the stairs. “Adonis, Tobias, Palaemon, Bion Orestes, Macedon, Kosmas, Cadmus, Hesperos, Elias, Damon!” 
 
    They came out from every hall and corner, every one of them looking relieved. She hugged and kissed each one in turn, not caring that tears raced down her face. They had survived! They looked beaten and bloody, but they had survived! 
 
    And then, she froze. “Where’s Adonis?” 
 
    The room grew still. 
 
    “Cadmus!” She grabbed the warrior, squeezing his forearm in her small hands. “Where is he?” 
 
    His head dropped. He looked at the other men as if seeking their permission. “He got the door to the city open. He saved countless lives. He—“ 
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
    He gestured to one of the small servants rooms.  
 
    Unable to think, she simply ran, throwing open the door. On a pallet on the floor, he lay unmoving. His eyes closed. His flesh pale. 
 
    “No,” she whispered, collapsing onto her knees before him. 
 
    She sensed the others behind her, but she ignored them. Reaching out, she touched his chest. There! His chest rose and fell, ever-so-slightly. 
 
    “He lives!” she turned to the others, excited beyond words. 
 
    Orestes gave her a sad smile. “But not for long.” 
 
    Her teeth clenched together. “I will not let him die. Do you hear me?” 
 
    “Lana—“ 
 
    “Sedrai!” she shouted. “Find me any healing supplies you can! Reger, boil water. Hepheta, I need clean rags!” 
 
    Her servants raced to obey her command. Behind her, her warriors spoke, and she knew they were trying to stop her. But she ignored all of them. Pulling back Adonis’ sheet, she gasped at the slashes across his entire body. 
 
    He was losing a lot of blood. Too much blood. And it was clear his leg was broken. 
 
    She swallowed, hard. No matter the odds, I won’t let him die. 
 
    Working throughout the day and long into the night, she focused every ounce of her attention on Adonis, while her servants cared for the wounds of her other gladiators. There were so many times she’d feared Adonis had stopped breathing, but then he’d give a ragged, shallow breath, and her heart would start once more. 
 
    By morning, he was clean and stitched up. 
 
    She had done all she could for his body. So as the sun rose, she knelt by his window and did the only thing she could: she prayed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    When they left the city, Lana rode within a carriage, and her gladiators had adorned the clothes of her household guards. They were hopefully well-equipped enough to make it to their destination, but now, they had to be afraid of both attacks from the Romans and the newly freed slaves. 
 
    The odds are stacked against us that we’ll survive. And yet, she felt more hopeful for the future than she ever had before. 
 
    Adonis stirred in her arms, his eyes creaking open. 
 
    Instantly, she reached for water and poured it into his mouth. 
 
    After a few seconds, she drew the flask back. “More?” 
 
    He shook his head. “I have not been babied this way since I was a small child.” 
 
    She tried to scowl. “Well next time I expect you to try not to injure yourself so badly!” 
 
    He laughed. “Yes, my lady.” 
 
    When he tried to rise, she carefully helped him. It had only been a week since the others had been certain of his death. Now, he seemed to think he was invincible, and she was determined that he take it easy. 
 
    “How are the others?” he asked, wincing as he leaned fully back. 
 
    “Better than you.” 
 
    He gazed at her, raising a brow. “I’m fine.” 
 
    “You are not!” 
 
    Leaning forward, he kissed her and everything within her tightened. When he pulled back she found she was out of breath. 
 
    “Shall I prove my abilities?” 
 
    Heat pooled at her core. He need more time! “I’ll take your word for it.” 
 
    He looked disappointed, but leaned back once more, closing his eyes. “What have they heard?” 
 
    “Every person we pass speaks of the rebellion, and each of their cities have been taken over by slaves.” 
 
    He spoke without opening his eyes. “They’re free men now.” 
 
    She shook her head with disbelief. “But what will our world be like now? Are all my people dead? Will the rebels take over everything?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. But for now, our plan is a good one. It means you’ll be safe.” 
 
    She stiffened, ready to argue for the millionth time. “And all of you!” 
 
    His brilliant green eyes opened, and there was a sadness to them, but instead of openly arguing, he simply said, “we’ll see.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    Godeis was even more beautiful than she remembered. Her manor, located in a small village on the shore, was completely untouched by the war.  
 
    But then, it was a place without slaves. 
 
    Her people welcomed her and her gladiators with open arms. And she very quickly made herself at home. Their future, she felt, was finally certain. They could be together. And they could have happiness. 
 
    When she received word of her father’s death, it was a painful blow. Her gladiators crowded around her, helping her through her grief. None of them spoke of leaving, and she prayed that they never would again. 
 
    But then one morning, she awoke alone in her bed. Dressing quickly, she spotted them in a field just beyond her manor. When she reached them, she immediately knew something was wrong. 
 
    “My lady,” Orestes began. 
 
    “Lana,” she corrected him. 
 
    He cleared his throat, looking at the others as if for help. “You must know that we can’t stay here forever.” 
 
    Her hands curled into fists. “Of course you can! Don’t you understand—“ 
 
    Kosmas’s heated gaze ran over her. “You have no idea how much we wish to stay.” 
 
    “So stay!” 
 
    Bion took a step toward her. “Our love won’t be accepted.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “The villagers are quite aware of our unique situation. And they don’t seem to care.” 
 
    Bion tossed his arms in the air, his brown eyes going to the heaven as if for help. 
 
    Cadmus fiddled with the sword on his lap. “We are not your equals.” 
 
    Going to him, she knelt down and pressed her hand over his, stilling his nervous movement. “You are my equals in all ways that matter.” 
 
    At last, Adonis’ deep voice cut through the tension. “My lady, we love you with all our hearts, but this can never be. We cannot hide here forever, and you cannot be safe with us, not romantically.” 
 
    Why won’t they listen? How can I make them understand? 
 
    An idea suddenly formed in her mind. Standing up, she started toward the woods. “Follow me,” she called over her shoulder. 
 
    Some of them protested. But, she knew all of them followed. 
 
    When she reached the little lake tucked into the thick woods, she turned to them. The tension in the air hung between them, something untouchable and powerful.  
 
    Reaching for her dress, she undid it and let it fall to the ground. 
 
    “Lana, don’t,” Palaemon said, his voice choked. “You’re only making this harder.” 
 
    Sliding into the waters, she stood in the center, waiting for them. When none of her men followed, her stomach gave an uncomfortable tingled.  
 
    I’m losing them. 
 
    “I don’t care that our love is untraditional. I don’t care that my station in life is higher than yours. I love all of you, and I will fight for a life for all of us. But I can’t fight for it alone. I need all of you. In my bed and beside my side.” 
 
    Damon knelt down at the water’s edge. “If only there was a world in which that could happen, but we must go, before we risk you anymore.” 
 
    It’s time. They need to know. To really know what they are fighting for. 
 
    “And what of our child?” 
 
    “Child?” Damon’s mouth dropped open. 
 
    Her word moved through the men like a ripple. 
 
    “You’re pregnant?” Adonis asked, his eyes wide. 
 
    She nodded. And waited. Will they still refuse me? 
 
    Her heart couldn’t handle it if they did. 
 
    Hesperos began to slowly undress. “It won’t be easy. For us. For you. Or for our child.” 
 
    Excitement built within her. “No, it won’t. Or perhaps it will be. Only the Gods truly know.” 
 
    When he took off his pants, and saw his hard erection, she knew that she had won him over. He moved into the waters, pulling her into his arms and holding her so tightly. 
 
    “A child?” he whispered into her ear. “Truly?” 
 
    There was more motion in the water. Elias plucked her from the other man’s arms and tossed her up slightly before pulling her into his own arms. “We’re going to be fathers!” 
 
    One after another her men joined her until she was surrounded by them. Their love and happiness like a warm blanket around her. But when she looked back at the shore, Adonis and Cadmus had yet to move. 
 
    Her smile disappeared. “Can’t you give us a chance?” 
 
    “You’re a lady. Wealthy. Privileged.” Adonis looked as if he was being tortured. 
 
    Breaking free from her other warriors, she moved to the edge of the lake and knelt before Adonis and Cadmus. “I was once given to you as a slave. Someone else made that choice. But now, I give myself to you as your wife. You did not refuse me that night, gladiators, because you could not. But you’re free men now, and you can refuse me now. So what will you do?” 
 
    For a second, neither man moved. 
 
    What will I do if they say no? 
 
    And then, Cadmus laughed and shook his head. “You are completely insane.” Then, reaching for his belt, he began to undress. “And completely ours.” 
 
    Adonis sighed noisily. “We must have all lost our minds to think this can work.” 
 
    She grinned up at him. “Come, husband, I can see your arousal from here.” 
 
    He smiled. “May the Gods help me. I do love you. And already I love our child.” 
 
    There was nothing more satisfying in the world to watch her last warrior undress and join her in the waters. Her men surrounded her. Their arousal feeding her own. Her satisfaction overwhelming. 
 
    When Damon kissed her, his hard mouth demanding and intense, she eagerly spread her lips and allowed his tongue to slide in. When his twin moved behind him and began to stroke her breasts, she felt a quiver run through her body. 
 
    Elias kissed her neck, sucking it in all the right places, leaving a hot trail down her throat. She groaned and leaned into him, even while Damon’s lips increased their pressure on her lips. Elias’ warm thumbs began to circle her heart peaks, and then he pinched her nipples gently. 
 
    She gasped, feeling herself melt between them. 
 
    More hands joined theirs, one reaching between her and Damon to touch her womanly folds, to caress, and fondle. Each movement brought pleasure radiating through her. At first it was just a teasing stroke, lightly, back and forth.  
 
    Her core heated, and she felt herself growing wet. The light touching continued. A torturous finger circling her clit. When at last a thumb flicked her magic spot, her hips bucked, and she cried out, breaking her kiss. 
 
    She wanted these men so damned badly. Inside of her. With her. Always. 
 
    Another hand began to stroke her womanhood, then slid back to her ass. She tensed, but slowly relaxed as the finger teased her from behind before slowly easing one finger into her. They slid in and out of her, relaxing her tight muscles with each stroke. When a second finger joined the first, she found herself moving against the fingers, wanting more. 
 
    Damon pulled her away from the others, lying back along the warm sands and positioning her on top of him. She stared down at him, brushing his long blond hair back from his face. His aroused gaze watched her as her fingertip touched the small scar on his cheek, a reminder of their fight for freedom. 
 
    “I’m glad I could convince you to stay.” 
 
    He caught her wrist. “It isn’t hard to convince a man to fulfill his heart’s greatest risk.” 
 
    She leaned down and kissed him. 
 
    He groaned and cupped her breasts, flicking her nipples. 
 
    Wiggling her hips, she positioned her over his tip and slowly sank down onto him. His mouth opened, breaking their kiss, as his eyes rolled back. His breath came hard and fast as she took him inch by inch deeper. 
 
    Elias joined his brother behind her, spreading her from behind and easing into her tight muscles. Long ago her body had grown accustom to taking two men and once, but she never got tired of the way her body seemed to awaken. To feel each and every inch of them. 
 
    As Damon began to suckled her breasts and she bounced against the two hard cocks within her. Solon, Tobias, and Palemon knelt down. She grasped two of their shafts in her hands and leaned forward to take Palemon into her mouth. 
 
    The men groaned in unison, and she used her expert tongue to pull a strangled cry from her swordman’s lips. A hand slipped between her and Damon to rub her clit, to build her need. 
 
    All logic faded and she rode her men, stroked them, and sucked them. There was nothing more satisfying when she felt hot cum slipping down her hands. A few moments later, Palemon came into her mouth, hot and salty. 
 
    She licked him clean, then cried out as Damon sucked harder on her breast. Her inner-muscles quivered, tightening around the cock within her. When her orgasm built higher and higher, she tensed, shocked when she jumped over the edge. 
 
    Her hands moved, pressing Damon’s shoulders. Nails digging into his flesh. She moved like a wild creature upon them, stretching out her orgasm until she felt them explode.  
 
    Gods, did she love the feel of their cum inside her. 
 
    She collapsed against Damon, but was instantly lifted away. Adonis stood, wrapping her legs around his back. Cadmus moved behind her. 
 
    “Ready?” Adonis groaned the word, then leaned it. “I love watching you come.” 
 
    She shuddered, nodding. 
 
    They plowed into her. So big. So hard. Two strong, powerful men claiming her. The friction between them brought tears of pleasure running down her face.  
 
    Her nails dug into Adonis’s back. She chanted. “Yes, yes, yes!” 
 
    Their rhythm grew faster. Harder. 
 
    And then, she was soaring into another orgasm. They came inside her as she continued to ride them, their sounds ones of please and torture as she continued to work them. 
 
    When they at last sank into the waters, she felt as relaxed as jell. 
 
    Orestes took her from her men. She closed her eyes as he laid her back in the waters. Many hands came, washing her, touching her. Rubbing her sore muscles. 
 
    “Are you well satisfied?” Orestes whispered, his musical accent sliding through her. 
 
    She spoke without thinking. “Not until I’ve had all of you.” 
 
    When strong hands began to rub her feet, she opened her eyes to see Macedon and Kosmas on their knees in the water. Their large erections just an inch from her toes as they worked. Unable to help herself, she curled her toes around them. 
 
    Both men looked up, as if startled. And then, they slid their shaft between her toes. They continued to massage her feet as they began to slip back and forth between her toes. 
 
    “I never thought I’d love a woman’s feet this much,” Kosmas groaned, increasing his speed. 
 
    Macedon grunted in agreement, then closed his striking brown eyes, his head thrown back in silent ecstasy.  
 
    Orestes leaned down and kissed her, while Bion and Tobias took her nipples into their mouths. As good as the two men were with swords, they were even better with her breasts, creating a strange combination of arousal and a need for more. Always more. By the time Orestes broke their kiss, she caught the intensity in Kosmas dark eyes and he leaned forward and began to lick her womanhood. 
 
    She gasped, grinding her hips against his face. 
 
    Then, Bion and Tobias moved from her breasts, kneeling beside her, and wrapping her hands around their cocks. She stroked them fast. Sensing how close they were. How desperate for release. 
 
    Seconds later, they exploded, first one and then the other. After their thrusting into her hands slowed, she released them, letting her hands drop back into the waters. 
 
    When Tobias climbed on top of her, grasping her breasts together and slipping his cock between them, she barely noticed. Every nerve in her body was singing, confused. Wanting yet another release. 
 
    When Tobias grunted and came onto her chest, her arousal built. It was then that Orestes took his mouth from hers, stood over her, and tilted his cock down, plunging deeply into her mouth, she choked around him. Then, reached up to stroke his balls. 
 
    Someone came between her toes with a groan, and hot cum spilled over her foot. 
 
    As Orestes moved faster in her mouth, Kosmas’ took his hot lips from her womanhood and replaced it with his cock. She reached up and clenched Orestes’ ass as her hips bucked against Kosmas. 
 
    Her third orgasm shivered within her and uncurled. Longer and more intense than the others. She felt lost, lightheaded, when Orestes finally came into her mouth and Kosmas released within her womanhood. 
 
    As she laid back, eyes closed, she felt her men gather around her. 
 
    Adonis’ satisfied voice came to her, as if from far away. “I can’t believe we ever thought we could leave you. You’d never be satisfied again.” 
 
    She cracked one of her eyes open. “Feeling arrogant?” 
 
    He laughed. “I’m just noting the fact that I think any less than twelve men would simply be too few for you.” 
 
    Happiness glowed within her. “You’re right. The simple fact is that I need every one of you.” 
 
    And luckily for her, and the child growing within her belly, her gladiators never again spoke of leaving. Their love may have been unusual for some, but it was the most incredible thing in the world to them. 
 
      
 
    ~Did you enjoy this sexy reverse harem? If so, you might like Her Alien Romance, about a human woman and her sexy aliens. Or, Renegade Magic, about a demon-hunter and her dangerous demon lovers.~ 
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