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CHAPTER 1
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“I'm for wine and the warmth of a woman’s thighs.” Cassian called loudly as he dismounted from the wagon returning him to the ludus, a gladiator training school run by his Roman masters but Hades to those that lived within its walls as slaves and warriors of entertainment. “For nothing reminds a man he is alive like the cries of a passion fueled woman.” He knew that it would not take long for the men he called his brothers, his fellow gladiators, to find out just how close he had come to death on the arena sands that day and how much he needed to be reminded that he was still alive.

“Prayers of thanks would see you better served.” Remarked the ludus medicus, Arturo, who climbed down from the wagon after him. As a druid from their shared homeland of Britannia, Arturo was often encouraging him to return to a more devout life, with prayers and offerings to the gods of their home. “Your position dictates that you should show more devotion as it will be expected when you make your return to Briton.” He would say whenever presented a chance to speak of such things in privacy.

“When the gods give me something to be grateful for besides a life of slavery then, perhaps, they will receive my prayers. I am my own master in that regard at least, Arturo.” He shared a long stare with the taller, older man that shared his captivity due to the foolish tactical errors of the young warrior the gladiator had once been. The dark brown gaze of the druid stared back at him and he knew that his own amber colored eyes would be flashing with an anger he rarely felt when talking to his friend. He loved the man like a brother, but this one point was one he would continue to refuse to concede. He was about to add to his declaration when a voice from the sands of the training yard caught his attention.

“You return alive. Does that mean that title is returned as well?”

It was the young Germanic ‘pup’ Argus that had called to him. The young man admired him, and tried to be like him. He had potential to become a great gladiator if he could calm his temper in the heat of a match.

“Title will follow soon enough, Argus.” The fallen champion called in return before looking at the druid beside him “That question will not end until title is returned, will it?” Both men chuckled and crossed the sands to the door to the ludus where Julius, his personal guard within the walls and whenever the lanista took him to the city as a showpiece to garner the attention of the city’s elite was waiting for them both.

“What brings such a pleased expression to your face, my friend?” The gladiator asked with a grin as they gripped each other’s forearms in greeting.

“I will show you in a moment’s time, but your Dominus wishes words with you in the infirmary first.” The guard jerked his head towards the open doorway at the end of the hall. “He awaits you with little patience.”

He closed his eyes, trying to push his annoyance to the side. After a match he wanted nothing more than his cell and either the solitude it held when he had not earned the reward he craved, which was rare, or the wine and warm company of a willing woman to share his bed for a few hours of the night. “As he commands then.” His feet were heavy as he followed Julius and Arturo to the infirmary to see what criticisms the lanista had for his performance upon the sands that day.

Stepping into the room behind the guard he met the cold eyes of his master, Tiberius Tertius. Third man in a line of lanista’s to train gladiators beneath the stone roof of the ludus. He was a man as hard as he was fair to those that fought for him with their lives. He was a tall man, towering over most of the men in the ludus, with steel grey hair, a hard-lined jaw with eyes as blue as ice that could peer into a man’s soul to discover the truth of his worth. He had chosen more natural champions than any man in his ancestry. He had taken one look into the eyes of the young Celt and declared to everyone in the market that they would one day scream his name as champion.

It had taken only a few short years before he had found his way to the sands and begun to make his legacy known to the city and all who came to the games there. They stared at each other for a long moment, Julius shifting his weight uncomfortably beside him and Arturo, ignoring the lanista who he hated, began to put away the supplies he had brought to the arena in case of injuries.

“You summoned me, Dominus.” The champion said, keeping the aggravation from his voice when all he wanted was his cell and the relaxation his body craved.

“Yes. I stand disappointed in that farce of a match you gave today in the games.” Tertius said, pacing the small room with an anxious anger. “I was under the impression that you had recovered from the fever and its effects.”

“I assure you that I am, Dominus.” He said with a tilt of his head towards the Roman. “I was not lying when I told you that I was ready to fight. I also did not pick a match against a man twice my size in the hottest hour of the day.”

“I do not want your excuses, Otho.”

The lanista purposely emphasized the name that had been put upon him since his fall from status as champion. The name meant: Wealthy, which was another insult to a man that stood a champion, who had once been a prince and had everything he ever valued taken from him. Tertius knew he hated it; having to earn back his own name as well as his title, but Cassian would not give in to the provocation.

“I offer none. Dominus. Just the reminder that I will not forsake my training or my quest to regain my title as champion of this house and this city.” His voice was firm with a deadly edge. He could see the exasperation in Arturo’s eyes as well as the look of warning to say nothing else to anger the Roman.

“I know that such surrender is not in your nature but the next time you stand upon the sands you will be victorious, or you will meet your end.” The lanista said, storming out of the small room leaving three aggravated men behind him.

“Do not give it any further thought tonight, my friend.” Arturo said, looking up from the ointments he was tending with a frown on his face.

Julius joined the conversation by putting his hand on his shoulder. “Focus upon other things, Otho.” The guard’s lip curled as though the false name was as bitter on his tongue as it was to his ears. “Let me take you to your cell so that you can find some rest, if there is no reward waiting for you there.”

There was a flash of amusement in Julius’s eyes, but before the gladiator could question it, they were walking down the torchlit hallway, passing Hector, another of the guards but no friend to any slave in the house or ludus. He seemed to have just left the solitary passage that led to his cell. Was it possible that Cassian had earned some wine from the lanista despite the loss?

Hector was likely to have taken a part of whatever had been sent but he hoped that something worth having was left for him.

“Unless it is a jug of wine and a woman with nut brown hair as her only ornament there is little reward that could distract from today Julius.” He said with a teasing smirk on his lips as they entered the cell and the laughter died on his lips as he realized they were not alone.

“It seems the gods have heard your plea.” Julius grinned and opened the cell door to reveal the presence of a woman looking nervously about the small space.

The gladiator paused in the entry and stared at the woman in his cell. Dark hair cascading down a slender back that ended in a narrow waist. Her sweetly rounded hips that would entice any man, curved down to legs that stretched for what seemed miles beneath the swell of tempting cheeks. When she turned, and his eyes met hers the world seemed to stop for a beat of his heart. He could not remember when he had last seen something so beautiful, innocent or so afraid. Her eyes were the same blue as the morning sky and stared at him out of a delicate oval face with high cheekbones and pillowed lips that begged to be tasted and plundered.

He smiled and made his way over to her. 

“They answer in one regard but now what of the wine?”

Asking as he let his eyes roam over her pale skin, already imagining the feel of her ripe breasts against his chest but when he reached out to touch her, she flinched and stepped away. Curiosity and amusement both flooded through him, so he matched each of her paces until she was all that stood between him and the cold stone of the wall. He bent his head, letting the sun streaked length of his bronze hair fall over his shoulder as he whispered huskily in her ear, his voice a smooth, practiced, seduction. “You are the first whore to ever flinch from my touch though I assure you; I am not a man that hurts women, especially women of pleasure.”

He was surprised when she pressed back as far as she was able, trying to angle away from his touch. When he named her a whore a heated flush rose to her cheeks and she glared up at him with anger written on her face.

Violetta stared at the man who had just been brought to the cell she had been left in an hour earlier. He was the same gladiator she had seen barely escape death in the arena before she had been brought here. It had been a spin on the sands followed by a side-step and a dive that looked more accidental than strategic that had seen him spared certain death by the blade of his opponent. This was the man her Dominus, the man who owned her, had decided to give her virginity to? He was a terrifying brute that still had traces of blood on his arms and a wild look in his eyes that was not like anything she had ever seen before. He stood staring hungrily at her as though he had never seen a woman before. How could she do this? How could she surrender her body which had been kept sacred for the years since she came to be a slave.

She thought she was to be given to a temple as a holy acolyte not gifted to this savage who would take her innocence as though he had earned it. All she could do was numb herself to the reality of her situation. When he did what he was sure to do, she would not let him touch her heart, her soul. She would not let him hurt her, not damage who she was. When it was done, she would go back to the arms of the man that waited to comfort her in the agony that was sure to follow.

“I do not know who you think you are, but I am no whore, gladiator, and should you call me so again you would find yourself in some pain.” She stated with a vehemence that belied her size and fearful eyes.

He laughed, a carefree toss of his head, before regarding her with more scrutiny; though the words were brave there could be no pretending she had the courage to see them through. 

“Who I think I am is of little consequence if you do not know. If you are no whore then tell me how you come to be in my cell? There is only one reason any other woman has ever come before, and trust me little one, they do.” He winked with a knowing grin and stepped back awaiting her response. It was possible that she was not a whore, but she was not a free woman if he guessed right by her dress. He had no idea who she was or how she came to be in his cell, but she intrigued him completely. 

“If not for pleasure then why are you here?”

He watched as she swallowed hard and stepped to the side to avoid further physical contact with him, though it would be short lived. He was intrigued by her and for a reason he could not explain, he was drawn to her eyes. His instinct called for him to reach out and touch the skin that looked so soft and bring a smile to her frightened expression. She seemed hardly more than a child. She had eyes of innocence and a body made of temptation.

“I am here by order of my Dominus, untouched, as a gift to you to inspire further victory.” Speaking the words aloud brought the blush back to her pale cheeks though not of anger, he thought, but of complete and utter shame.

Realization washed over him; she was a virgin, an innocent and he had treated her as no more than a common harlot. He was a better man than this, he was a champion, above the rest of the men in the ludus he lived in and yet when faced with a gift of a beautiful woman he had reacted like a crude savage. It had been too long since he had been in the company of a woman for any other purpose, not since his childhood in Britannia which Arturo remembered better than he did himself. This was not who he was meant to be, who he wanted to be, suddenly he wanted to be a man who might deserve such innocence as he was being given that night.

“Apologies for previous words. I meant no offence but neither did I expect as a fallen champion I would be sent such a gift.” He offered a gentle smile in an attempt to see her fears set aside. 

“You need hold no fear of me.” He said, attempting to brush a strand of hair from her face and frowning when she flinched from his touch again. “I have never used force to bring a woman to my bed.”

“Why ever would such a man need to?” Asked a silvery voice from the doorway where, when they both looked, stood a statuesque Roman woman with warm brown hair and ample curves beneath her silk.

He fought back a cringe as the woman stepped into the room watching her eyes drifting over the slight frame of the girl dismissively. He knew that she was of little concern to the Roman. She had come to be pleasured once again by the titan of the arena even though she knew he was repulsed by her crude tongue and groping hands. The desires of a slave meant little to a paying customer of his Dominus.

“Why indeed Domina.” He muttered not taking his eyes off his ‘gift’ even when the Roman pressed her lips to his shoulder and her hand caressed down to clasp him through the fabric of the subligaria wrapped to cover him at his waist. She disgusted him and each time he was commanded to pleasure her it grew harder not to let his true feelings show.

He could not tell if it was relief or pain that showed on the girl’s face, but he would not have her stay as captive audience while he was forced to fuck another woman. He held no desire for the vigor required to satisfy the Roman and it would certainly all but terrify this already frightened little thing. If he did take her, if she truly gave herself to him, he wanted it to be an awakening of pure sensuality, not a thing of fear closely resembling the rape she obviously expected.

“Go,” he said, gesturing to the doorway “I will see to you later, when I have time to teach little girls how to fuck.” 

He smiled to himself. He had been deliberately crude for he did not want to give the Roman woman a reason to make a target of the girl. It was hard enough that she had been sent here to the ludus for rough use at his hands. He did not think she needed the displeasure of the Domina added to her humiliation. The desire to protect a woman whose name he did not even know was strange to him and he would not have been able to explain it to even his closest friend, but there was no denying the feeling.

Cassian watched Hector, the guard who had escorted the Roman to the cell, move to take the girl by the shoulders and pull her from the room. 

“Do not worry gladiator.” The guard smirked lewdly. “I will see your ‘gift’ returned to you.”

His hands clenched to fists when she cringed under his hand, Hector’s subtle squeeze to her shoulder suggesting that she would not likely be sitting quietly awaiting the summons to return to the cell.

The knowledge that she would be mistreated ate at him, made him want to comfort her. When she gave him a last look over her shoulder it was met with a swift cuff to her head from the guard. She never saw the flash of anger that the assault brought from the eyes of the gladiator while she moved down the hallway or how his lips curled in disgust at the hands caressing his arms and back.

Suddenly he felt all traces of the desire he had managed to summon for the silk clad woman slip from his grasp. He would see her satisfied but not how she expected. If offered the choice he would have kept the gifted girl and sent the other away but no matter what other titles he bore: prince, gladiator, champion, whore, always the one carrying the greatest weight would be slave. With that thought in mind he turned to where she now lay upon his mat and knelt between her legs with a cocky grin. 

“To your pleasure Domina.” He said and lowered his head.

It was at least an hour later, well after the woman had left, satisfied by mouth and hand until she could take no more and he had washed away the taste if not the memory of her ‘pleasure’ with the cheap wine given to him by his master, that he asked for his gift to be returned to his cell. “If her Dominus has not already reclaimed her.” He was surprised to discover how much he hoped that she was still within the walls of the ludus and paced the packed dirt floor in anticipation.

It was a few moments later that the guards opened the door and brought back the young brunette, the thin fabric of her dress slightly askew with a bruise rising on her cheek and a drop of blood dried on her lip. 

“Here is your ‘gift’ back.” Hector spat, shoving her roughly to the floor “The little shit bites.”

Cassian glowered at the guards, his status as champion of the house affording him the luxury though he dared not move until the door had been shut and the bolt locked behind their departure. Paying no further attention to the men lingering at the opposite side of the door he stepped towards her and crouched down beside her whispering. “Apologies. You are unharmed?”

She looked up and met his eyes for a moment before casting them down once more. “It is not your fault that he is no better than a brutish dog.”

He smiled softly, at least in comparison to the guards she saw him as a better man. The flash of anger in her eyes told him that no matter what they had done they had not broken her spirit and that gave him some peace as he studied his brave little gift.

Sitting up and brushing a strand of hair from her eyes the girl flinched when her hand brushed the bruise darkening the side of her face. It was impossible to hide the tremble in her hand that spoke more to what she had been put to while away from his presence than she would give voice to and the fear radiating from her was not lost on the battle-hardened man beside her.

Drawing a deep breath to bring himself to calm the gladiator released it in a slow sigh. 

“Fucking cunts. If I had the power I would see them punished for any offence given to you.”

Without further words he reached his arms to enclose her small frame. Cradling her close before standing, her feet dangling over the arm behind her knees and her head against his shoulder felt righter than it should have. He walked to the small straw padded bed that he slept on and lowered her gently down onto the mattress. He saw the surprise in her eyes when he did not join her but instead sat on the dirt floor next to the bed. Handing her a cloth he wet in the bowl of water on his table and watched her wordlessly, waiting for her to speak again. Eager for the soft sound.

She sat up on the simple bed and stared at him with wide-eyed curiosity. “Why do you stay? I have heard stories of you in the marketplace, you could kill them all and escape this life and yet you are here.”

Looking up to meet her eyes he scoffed and shook his head dismissively. “Did the guards fill your ears with tales of me while they accosted you? Were they intent on terrifying you to make themselves seem to be better men? Earlier you claimed not to know me but now you speak of tales?” He shook his head as though to brush aside the anger that rose unexpectedly at the thought of Hector forcing the girl to submit to his demands after lying about the man she could not avoid. “Escape is impossible. Even if I did seek it, there is nowhere to go.” When her cheeks flushed, and she looked away he knew that something of what he had said carried more truth than either of them liked.

“I... I did not know that you were the man I had heard tales about but yes, they told me that you would break me and that I should be grateful they were gentle. They followed the command that my... that I be left intact for you.” A shameful tear slipping down her cheek, she curled her knees to her chest and sighed.

Lifting his hand slowly towards her face he gently wiped the tear away with the tip of his finger. “I will do nothing to you that is undesired. I spoke the truth when I stated that it is not my way to force a woman of any standing. You are safe with me and can rest easy in that knowledge.”

Flinching at even that soft touch she met his tender gaze with a hopeful sadness in her eyes. “You would not? But... I am your gift; you have every right to take what you wish from me. That is the purpose of our meeting.”

Pain etched itself across his handsome face, that such was the reality of their lives he could not deny but it troubled him that one so young was already so resigned to pain. “Yes, you are my gift,” He replied with soft sincerity. “And one that I would not see violated, regardless of any cost to myself for refusing it.”

She looked at him with a faint twitch of her lips that hinted at a brief smile from the kindness of his words. “I do not think that refusal is an option for either of us, but I would rather stay here with you than go back to those hounds out there.” She said looking over towards the door that separated them from the guards, who occasionally glanced through the window into the room. “I fear that he might kill me if I bit him a second time.”

A faint smile played across his lips and he almost laughed aloud for the thought of one so small biting the guards was quite amusing to him. She was wrong about options for there was one that he could choose, one that the result of which he would not tell her. It would have been easy for him to make it appear as though he had taken her, the truth would not have been known until hours, perhaps days later, when she was safely away from the danger of reprisal and he alone left to bear the brunt of it.

The simple act of her jest and the growing ease she seemed to have in his company allowed him to let his eyes wander over her frame once again and he felt the warmth of desire course through him. Leaning close he whispered heatedly in her ear with a smile. “What then would you have me do with this precious gift?” He was rewarded by a light in her eyes at his smile, a sparkle in the captivating blue that suggested something that was confirmed in the next words from her lips, whispered as she leaned towards him and raised a hand to tentatively touch the curve of his shoulder

“Unwrap it and show those that tried to break it how to properly use such a thing.” The boldness in her voice faltered and she looked down for a breath before locking her eyes with his again. “The sweetest flower has been left untouched for you to pluck.”
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CHAPTER 2
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There was no question in what she meant, what her heart and soul said. Cassian saw it written plainly in her eyes and the silent but subtle change in her composure. It was a remarkable calm that had settled over her like a blanket and he knew in that moment of peaceful release that she was willing to surrender her virginity to him. He had gained her trust and it was not an act of lust that had caused him to seek it for he would rather have taken the lash than force himself on any woman, no matter what her station. He stood and looked down at her, his eyes offering her another chance to refuse him before he laid himself down on the bed beside her.

When Cassian had settled himself down on the bed, between her and the door, he noticed a slight shiver pass over her body. Was she afraid the guards had spoken the truth? Could she still think he was the primal beast they had painted him to be? He stared down into her eyes and leaned over to apply a line of kisses to her shoulder, letting her grow used to his nearness. His blood pounded when her soft hand reached out to trace the smoothly shaved plains of his stomach causing his muscles to tense and flex beneath her touch.

“Apologies, gladiator... I am uncertain of your name, what you are called in the arena and the stories from the market are different, but I am not sure.” A flush crept up her neck and to her cheeks. “I doubt that I shall be up to the standards of those you take to your bed.”

He laughed softly and brought his lips down on hers with a crushing and sensual intensity. His tongue was hot and hungry for the taste of her sweet offering. He plundered her mouth to silence any doubt she might have of his desire. Cassian knew what he was doing with a virgin in his bed. She would not be the first that he would teach about the ways of a man and woman. When she opened her mouth to him, accepting his intrusion, and wrapped her arms around his neck with a timid caution he groaned lustily. He tried to hold back the intensity of his reaction so that she was not frightened by the strength and vigor of the desire he held for her sweet enticing body that moved to press against him as though it knew what she did not.

Breaking the kiss slowly, the gladiator feathered his breath across her temple following it slowly with his lips, laying small kisses across her hairline and over the ridge of her cheekbone and down the curve of her cheek. While his lips gently explored her face, he soothingly stroked her back in slow circles unraveling the tension lingering in the frame beneath his palm. “Shh, relax.” Cassian whispered. “I am not going to hurt you.”

Her breath was heavy and short as he watched her close her eyes, reveling in the gentle touch of his lips and the caress of his hands that seemed to melt her body wherever they touched her. He wondered if she had ever felt like this, it was as if no one in her life had ever truly been gentle with her. Coldness and pain might be all she had ever known from men, but he was not like the rest. She opened her eyes and looked up into his eyes. She nodded, straining her neck to kiss his lips and nod in acceptance of his command.

“There will not be pain, at least not more than is necessary. It takes trust, to surrender to the touch of a man who, despite the situation, is a stranger. Do not think...” The soft heat of his lips grazed the tip of her nose and then pressed to the corner of her mouth, tasting the sweet innocent tremble there. “Just surrender.”

Grasping the narrow curve of her waist, he drew her hip against the rigid heat of his lower body for only a moment and then smoothed his hand over her hip and down her thigh to the hem of her dress. The touch of his fingers beneath its edge caused her to draw in her breath in a swift hiss. Had the moment not been so serious Cassian would have laughed but instead he gathered the fabric and began to slowly ease it upwards revealing smooth white thighs that begged for his touch. Slowly moving his lips from her mouth, he began to kiss the point of her chin, then the curve of her neck. Testing the rapid pulse at the base of her throat with his tongue he surprised himself with his body’s response; every muscle tightened at the feel of her excitement.

There was a blinding flash of panic in her eyes as he pressed close and his hand crept up her thigh, but it passed as quickly as it came. There was no turning back now. When she rolled her hips into his Cassian smiled, but it was when she, with a sudden boldness, flicked her tongue across the hollow of his throat that he growled lustily, letting her know his need for her.

Her hands began to roam down the chiseled muscled of his torso, the tight bands of strength that were his stomach and reached around to his back, pulling him tighter against her small quivering body. He wanted to have her completely naked with him, soft and as glorious as he knew she must be beneath the fabric of the dress that lay as a barrier between them, even though it was raised to her waist, but he did not want her to look back on this moment with regret. The first time she revealed all of herself to a man should not be like this, an event with little choice.

This frightened little thing deserved something more than this commanded taking in a dank cell with the eyes of his guards peeking through the small window at their will. If this was all that she was to be allowed then he would do what he could to make it as blissful as possible. Looking into her eyes he loosened away the upper portion of her dress, his fingers moving with a well practiced gentility he exposed her upper body as he had wished to since the moment he had seen her.

His entire body strained against the restrictions he placed on himself; to cause her no fear or pain that was avoidable, to refuse himself release until she knew the ecstasy of passionate release. He would show her Elysium. His need for her had become like that of a man dying of thirst while looking at a pure mountain spring. Her skin was soft and smooth beneath the rough callus of his hands, the enticing swell of her breast swelling at his touch as though it belonged in his palm alone.

When she raised herself just enough to trail a line of soft kisses down the line of his jaw before pressing her lips against his, he sensed her desire, touched with timidity and returned her kiss with a tenderness that was starting to grow with each touch between them. The cool air on her skin when he had unfastened her dress sent a shiver down her spine and when the roughness of his palm gripped her breast a moan tore from her throat, the first of its kind that he had heard from her. Moved by her innocent reaction to his hands on her body and the touch of her hand moving from his cheek to thread into his hair Cassian paused. Their eyes met, and she nodded the affirmation of her consent, his chest swelled with a sense of pure victory against the fears created by Romans.

When she nodded her consent, the former champion allowed himself to become lost in the flood of sensation that she created in him simply by lying softly in his arms, allowing him access to all of her, denying him nothing, nothing but her soul, her heart. His muscles clenched with the overwhelming power of his need and he lowered a hand to the linen at his waist, quickly removing his subligaria and the all but final barrier between him and the pursuit of his desire. Gods but he wanted her, needed her innocent surrender to cure past pains and spur him to future glory.

Her trust in him was like a drug and he reveled in her belief that he was more than what he might seem. He had to have her now, in the rising heat of the moment while her  determination and will ran hot and swift in her veins. Pushing them together gently he dragged his tongue down the valley between her ripe breasts, separated them with his lips, kissing each nipple, circling it with his tongue before tugging, nipping each bud until it pearled to arousal beneath the experience of his coaxing. He could feel her body shake and it brought a smile to his lips as he continued to play with her, teasing himself as much as her. He could hardly wait to taste more of her, to feel her come apart in his arms.

She cried out softly, her breath quickening she whispered. “Please... do not stop.” while her hand drifted down to his waist and when her fingertips grazed the pulsing hardness there, her eyes widened in panic at its size. He smiled when she looked up and asked. “It will not hurt much... will it?”

“No little one. Not much.” He whispered in her ear with a smile teasing his lips. If she was to feel the pleasure he meant for her, then her arousal would have to outweigh her fear. He dipped his fingers to brush them between her thighs to feel the heat of her readiness and when he heard her breath quicken it was suddenly all he could think about, being inside her and feeling her tighten around him. He wanted to cum so badly that it hurt, an aching need, burning through him to his core.

Nipping the softness of her stomach he kissed her hips before trailing his tongue lightly over her thighs. When she squirmed with a laugh, he took the opportunity to slide his hands under the soft curve of her bottom to hold her steady. He intended to have her writhing and bucking until she could no longer take what he offered and then he would give her some more. Kissing the hollow of her hips one more time he then moved his mouth to her core and rubbing his rough unshaven jaw against her femininity he slid his tongue inside with long languid strokes, growling as the honeyed sweetness of her greeted his senses, intoxicating him completely.

The girl could not keep still. Shifting and almost giggling when he nipped her, his playful sensuality sending a jolt to newly blossomed nerves, she seemed to blush wherever he touched her, however he touched her. The laughter faded to a moan when his lips and tongue began to explore her thighs but when his hands cupped her still tender bottom she shifted from his touch. He had forgotten in the heat of the moment that she had faced rough handling by the guards in his absence and he knew they would not have been gentle with one so spirited.

“Fuck.” He cursed softly, what had he done to cause the discomfort? “Apologies, I...” His voice was tender as he lifted his head to lock his eyes with hers before he spoke. “Look at me.” If someone had caused her pain, he would do all he could to push it from her mind, to keep her thoughts right there with him and the passion rising between them. To further distract her from anything but him the gladiator kept his eyes locked to hers, flicked her intimately with his tongue at the same time he winked with an erotic playfulness, daring her to laugh again.

When she looked down at him and nodded, he could see the lust she reflected there. Her eyes blinked slowly, soft and unfocused, so heavy with her first taste of desire. Lowering his head in wordless response to the questions in her eyes he lifted her hips, carefully bringing her against his mouth and once again gave her pressure with the sole intent of bringing her to the edge of carnal bliss. When she was there, breathless and willing in his arms, she would be ready, and he would enter her, claiming something that only one man ever could.

She bucked and writhed in his hands, her back arching with pleasure and uttering a small cry she dug her fingers into his hair, pulling him closer, wanting more of what he gave her; mind bending pleasures. He forgot that the guards outside might see or hear her, forgot what would surely await her when she returned to the home of her dominus. Cassian reveled in the way she gave herself over to the slow rise of pleasure that was building between them like a wave.

It was unlike anything he had ever thought possible in this world, and the look in her eyes, the passion and tenderness there overwhelmed him. Cassian could feel his heart being pulled to this mysterious woman about whom he knew so little.. It was foolish, dangerous and yet unstoppable; as she cried out again, she knew it would be more than her maidenhead that he would claim.

Replacing his mouth with a hand he circled, stroked and teased her until her core was slick with her desire. As he stared in the trusting deep blue of her eyes he slowly, gently worked a finger inside and pushed deeply until he reached her virgin barrier. He was relentless though tender when he broke her; at the same moment covering her bare neck and shoulders with hot open-mouthed kisses, adding small bites to deliberately distract her from the discomfort.

His mouth was hot on her skin, she tasted like honey and for a moment he thought that he would never be able to get enough of the taste of her. Withdrawing his hand, he was quickly against her, the rippling power of his warrior’s frame enveloping her small one as he nudged, thick and hard as steel against her soft, delicate folds. Breath hissed from between his tightly clenched teeth as he pushed himself slowly into her, easing into the tightness that had been saved for him.

He flinched, watching tears spring to her eyes before they closed when his lips devoured her skin. Her hands gripped his arms tightly as he adjusted to enter her, he tried hard to make it as easy on her as he was able. When she opened her eyes to lock with his Cassian searched her features for any hint of displeasure as her pale thighs fell open to ease his access, her natural instinct taking over. Her breath came in a ragged inhale as he strained against his control. He would not be the savage animal the guards had told her he was, he would be, for these minutes, what she deserved.

Gliding slowly out only to thrust forward more deeply, taking the move slowly, with an aching sensuality, his entire world, every breath and heartbeat focused on their mutual pleasure. Lowering his head, he took her nipples back into his mouth one at a time, suckling them, nipping and wrapping his tongue around them as he whispered. “Tighten your body around me.” Pulling back and returning into her again, each time with more intensity, more passionate need.

He did not understand what it was about this girl that called to him but more than his own release he wanted her to have that blinding moment of ecstasy. Even if it was only once and he never saw her again, this moment was important.

She responded to him as though he had commanded her. Gasping as her body started to move with his instead of fighting against him, bringing a smile to his lips. It felt incredible, so unlike any woman he had been with before. Her hands rose to press against his chest, and he could feel his muscles move against her palms as she raised her hips to press the softness of her body against him. The invitation for more was incredible as she daringly circled her tongue around his nipple just as he had done to her, letting the edge of her teeth graze it and bring a groan from his lips that seemed to delight her.

He stilled completely inside her, straining to remain motionless he let her feel him. Cassian wanted her to develop a hunger, a burning desire for the pleasure of a man buried deep within her. When he could stand it no longer he withdrew slowly from the close contact with her sweating flesh. He savored each contraction of her muscles like a sweet reward before he thrust again and filled her to the depth of her body. His own muscles wrenched tightly in his abdomen barely able to hold on to the control that was needed to see this through to the pleasure of them both.

He felt as though he was drowning in the sweet intensity that the enticement of her innocence offered his senses, and he had no desire to come up for air. His thrusts became more demanding, coaxing her to match the rhythm of his body with her own. The light of the torches glowed in the moisture dewing his shoulders and chest as they strained together in an escalating tumult of passion and fire.

He had watched a fear that he was finished with her flash in her eyes but as he gave time for the sharpness to fade and he began to move again it had been replaced by a hunger, one that he felt growing for her as well. “There is more. Relax and feel. Stay with me.” She pressed her hips up to meet his with a moan when his motions increased causing a quickening of her breath between barely parted lips. Suddenly bursting with the eagerness of a younger man he coaxed them both an upward spiral of pleasure. He pushed and rolled his body in a demanding rhythmic thrusting, small whimpers and breathy moans slipping from her lips as he brought him new fire, new definitions of need to pleasure her.

Beads of sweat appeared on her breast as their joining became almost feverish in its intensity. He flicked his tongue across them, tasting her as she had so boldly tasted him moments before. One of her hands dropped from his arms to grip the firm muscle of his backside when he brought a cry of ecstasy from her throat and her head rocked back to the mat, making his already aching cock even harder, bringing him to the edge of pleasure and pain.

Their bodies came together like clamor of thunder in the heavens. The gladiator gave himself to her with an intensity he had forgotten himself capable of. He buried his cock so deep into her heat that he could no longer tell where he ended, and she began. His muscles clenched on him again as shuddering warnings of the rapture to come beckoned him towards the fire of release. A visceral cry he barely recognized tore from his throat as he fought against the urge to succumb so soon, determined to bring her beyond ecstasy with him if not before. Focusing on her face his body began to move with a frenzy of orgasmic aggression, eager to see her in the throws of her first release.

Her sounds of passion filled the air as her body coiled, tightening around him. Opening her eyes, she wrapped her legs around him, meshing her body to his, their muscles moving together as though they had become one being. The tightening in his loins that had begun was almost more than he could bear. When she bit down on her lips, causing the blood there to flow again, he brought her over the edge of climax into a moment of rapturous cries and wild grasping to pull him closer, deeper. He ached with a need that had less to do with sex and everything to do with her.

Over and over he drove himself into her; harder, faster and deeper with each stroke until he was all but mindless with the savagery of his need. The innocent passion of the woman in his arms silencing the cries of her pleasure at his shoulder made him growl loudly with desire to make her do it again and again. Then, suddenly, it came to him like a bright moment of visceral clarity. He came with an internal, pulsing cataclysm, erotic in the euphoria he roared the bliss of his release. Deep inside her with the final shuddering of his body. He had held back longer and given more than he had thought he would ever be able to give again.He stilled and looked down at the beautiful creature beneath him and smiled.

Her eyes had closed in the sweetest surrender of trust, and tension poured out of him with his release as another wave of pleasure shook her. Gasping for breath she stared up into his eyes, her chest heaving and brushing against his with an undeniable intimacy as she lay beneath him. It stirred his heart in a way he was not prepared for, he wanted to hold her close, tenderly easing her to sleep in his arms but it seemed impossible to move, even to do what he desired. His muscles had been pressed to the maximum and beyond in the climb to mind bending ecstasy, and hers must have as well but, happily, she seemed to have no desire to be gone from his arms.

Struggling to speak, she wet her lips with her tongue and whispered. “I... I never knew it would be... like this.”

Cassian dragged a hand through the sweat soaked strands of his hair, pushing them away from his face where they had fallen over his eyes. He watched the woman lying beneath the weight of his ebbing arousal who met his stare with a slow recovery. With a soft, tender, smile full of apology for the primal roughness in his taking he whispered. “Cassian.” Before taking her into his arms and rolling onto his side so that they lay facing each other with their heads on the small straw pillow only inches from each other. “You deserve to know the name of your first. The lanista commands them to call me simply ‘Otho’ but that is not my name, not who I truly am. It is done only as a mockery of the man that used to be a god upon the sands and everything that I have lost.”

He brushed a strand of hair from her forehead, twirling the dark tress around his finger and waited to see if she would reveal her own name to him, for he was suddenly anxious to know it.

“Cassian” she replied, with a beaming smile as she laid her head down upon his arm. Reaching a hand out to trace across the chiseled muscles of his chest she spoke softly. “I am Violetta. That is all I have ever been called and, I think, all I ever will be. My Dominus did not change my name when I was taken for a slave though I know many do.”

With the fingertips of one hand Cassian traced the outline of her lips and smiled. “Violetta, a beautiful name, for a beautiful woman. Relay my gratitude for such a gift to the one who sent you.” Sadness sounded in his voice suddenly, the broad chiseled features of his face showed a rare revelation of emotion that he kept hidden from all those around him. “Where is it that you return to now? To whose house do I owe my debt of gratitude?”

Violetta closed her eyes and replied softly. “I will relay the message. He will be well pleased.” She shifted under the heat of his stare which made him wonder if she feared her Dominus. “I will return to his villa here in Velletri. I was brought here from the country for service. You are his favorite gladiator. When Felix Census remembered he had a virgin slave he thought I would be a fitting gift to show his esteem.” She lowered her head, a strand of her hair falling across her forehead and pink blush rising to her cheeks.

Fear flashed in his heart when she closed her eyes briefly to hide her emotions from him. The thought of what could await her upon her return now that her virginity had been taken sent a shudder that was hard to repress through his mind and he considered the name of her Dominus, reflecting on what he knew of the man Census. The name was familiar to him, the man had been the editor of many games in recent years, the most recent included.

What reason had seen such esteem been built when he had lost in his first return since having been ill? Perhaps to encourage future triumphs or was there something darker behind the giving of this precious gift? Was he trying to kiss the ass of the lanista or increase the worth of the girl by bragging that her virginity had been taken by the champion? There was, of course, the possibility that the gift was one of true and genuine admiration but the cost to her was dear though not unpleasantly taken. “Apologies.” He whispered to her. “We do what we must.”

She stared up into his eyes, no doubt trying to read what was going through his mind, but he would not reveal the thoughts that might taint this memory for her. His life was not easy. Living in a place where the man you called a brother could be commanded to kill you in the games of some nobility. It was hard for him to trust those he knew well and yet he felt as though he could confide in her and bare his soul, he let her in as he revealed his secret desires. He wanted her for himself and there was not a single woman since Nala that he had even dared to entertain that thought for. What was it about her that called to the deepest part of him?

“Not all men are as bad as Hector and his lot.” His attempt to ease her fears of the men she would now face was a failure because there was nothing more, he could say that would not be a lie, so he changed the subject, asking the more menial question. “Do you serve; the house or as body slave?” He wasn’t sure why it mattered, curiosity perhaps? They would likely never cross paths again; she would go back to her Dominus; his gift having been set to the purpose it was intended for.

He had no doubt that, now deflowered, Violetta would be put to further such use by the men in her household, that a woman of her rare beauty had been kept pure so long was nothing short of a miracle and surely there was someone other than Census behind that. Did she know what was to come? That despite the care that he had taken with her the result would be a curse to her future? Suddenly he felt responsible for what would come to her and, teasing his fingers through her hair he moved to take her lips in one last tender kiss.

She met his kiss with a longing for more that he knew she would likely never have, savoring the gentleness that she would never get from the man she would now serve. “I had served the house before coming to the city but now I have been told I will likely serve Vitus, son of Felix, as a body slave.” She did not say what they both knew; how the man was known for his temper and his brutal nature but simply lay in his arms, committing these
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