





Flames danced around me. Men and women in revealing outfits swayed and ulullated with the raucous drums and woodwind instruments. I sat at the edge of it all, eyes only intermittently opening to survey the scene before me, trying my best to retreat into a sanctuary all of my own, away from the chaos. From the chatter, a single sentence reached my ears:



"I wonder why Lord Pavel isn't here yet?"



I kept my mouth shut.



I was Lord Pavel. Lord Lily Pavel. I didn't look like a lord – I was unimposing, pale, with platinum blonde hair I was a little vain about. For practicality's sake, though, I had it tied in a ponytail that night. I had no intention of joining the raucous festivities in deed or appearance. I had dark eyebrows to contrast with my hair, dark blue eyes, and a beautiful smile people would always tell me to use more often, as though happiness' value was determined by how often you show it.



Even at the festivities' edge, I couldn't completely avoid the revelers. A red-haired beauty, with her hair shorn close to her head moved as fluid and smooth as an ocean wave in front of me. Her outfit, since I can't in good faith call it a dress, was cut all up one side, and she was certainly not shy about her... assets. I could see all the way up her thigh, where her skin glistened with sweat in the warm summer night's air... it was inappropriate. Moving her arms with the kind of effortless, theatrical motions typical of dancers and magicians, she motioned (or danced?) for me to get up and join her, but I was not about to be a part of the proceedings, and turned my head.



Soon enough she realized I wasn't merely playing 'hard to get' and lost interest. Sadly, she would not be the last of the revelers to approach me that night.



A loud belch to my right interrupted my musing. My 'esteemed' host, Lord Thomas Colville. He was somewhat rotund and in a garish red robe with golden buttons fastened far tighter than they should have been. Someone should have told him he wasn't the man he was ten years ago when the robe was fitted for him. "You... you're a real beauty, you know."



"Spare me." I said curtly.



"I haven't seen you yet. Did you come in with Lord Pavel?" He was loud and drunk and I didn't feel like dealing with him after the long carriage ride there. So I declined to mention that I *was* Lord Pavel. "I have a surprise for him." he confided in me, the person he had known for all of ten seconds. "A welcoming gift for his first night with us."



"Oh?" I said, not even bothering to veil my antipathy. "And what is that?"



He put a finger to his lips and giggled like a schoolgirl. "For him only. Telling would ruin the surprise."



I rolled my eyes, not that Lord Colville seemed to notice, and turned my attention back to the festivities. I watched the dancers sway their hips back and forth in unison during their primitive pagan ritual, chanting in some ancient tongue. It was... impressive, I had to give them that. The coordination, the agility, the flexibility... I was focused so intently on them that I'd clenched my fists without even realizing it, leaning forward on one knee, completely entranced.



It took me a moment to break the spell, so to speak. All the crowd seemed to be dancing in wholly inappropriate and lascivious ways, with none of the finesse and beauty of the ritual dancers. I heard familiar footsteps behind me, and said without looking back, "I can't believe they tolerate this... filth."



My sergeant-at-arms, always the voice of reason, said, "Aw, c'mon, it's just tradition at this point. It doesn't mean anything."



"All the more reason it should be abandoned." I pursed my lips and looked over the scene of drunken revelry before me with disgust. "Did you check the room like I asked?"



"That I did." He put a hand on his hip confidently. "Nothing wrong with it so far as I could find."



I trusted the sergeant implicitly. I'd known him since I was little girl, and since I'd become a lord, he'd been a constant companion and advisor. "Alright. I'm going to sleep. I'll deal with these debauchees in the morning."



"Got it. Good night, m'lady. Get some rest; you'll need it to deal with Colville."









The candles and chandeliers of the room they had reserved for 'Lord Pavel' lit it up like the daytime sun. I don't know how they expected me to get to sleep in that light. Maybe they didn't. The cads. Truth be told, I wasn't particularly tired anyway. I just wanted out of all that chaos. So I changed into a white chemise and idled about the room, examining this and that, thumbing through the bookshelves without actually looking for anything to read. One particular tome bound in red velvet caught my eye. I was almost surprised that these people knew how to read, until I saw the contents of the book. It was a 'how-to' for the most depraved acts imaginable. I could feel the blood rush, then drain from my face. My heart beat faster and faster as I thumbed through book, driven onwards by morbid curiousity. Pictures with the utmost attention to detail decorated every other page, with women wearing nothing but the sultriest looks imaginable stared out from the book and into my soul... a knock on the door almost made my heart jump out of my chest. A feminine voice came from the door. "Can I come in?"



I didn't have my wits about me, so I just said, "Uh, uh, yes?"



A beautiful woman in an elaborate-but-revealing black and red dress like those worn by the revelers opened my door and peered into my room. "Is this Lord Pavel's room?"



"Ye-es?" I said cautiously.



"Good." She let herself in and closed the door behind her, taking a hairpin out of her hair and letting her curly black hair fall around her shoulders. "Then I'm in the right place." She smiled sweetly at me. What struck me immediately – other than her beauty in general – was her eyes. They were a piercing, pale blue, the kind that made you forget her pupils even existed and let you lose yourself in endless glaciers of ice...



I returned to the real world. and shook my head. "Who are you?"



"You can call me... Erkaya." She smiled sweetly and shook her hair loose. "I was told Lord Pavel was a young, healthy man. Two out of three isn't too bad." I shot her a look somewhere between feigned confusion and questioning whether she really knew what that suggested she knew. It wasn't very effective.



I tried to avoid her eyes and speak with an absolutely even tone. "And... you were sent here for... what, exactly? I have no need of service this late at night."



"Oh? That's not what I was told." Her dress, and I used the word as loosely as she wore it, cut down from her neck to naval, with the smooth curves of her breasts just barely exposed. It was likewise cut up her left leg, to the point where the only things hidden when she moved just right were that which was hidden by her undergarments. She had sashayed up to me in the brief space of time I had spent noticing the details of her outfit and had placed a hand on the book I was skimming. "And what's this?"



I was too stunned to stop her from pulling the book from my grasp. "Uh, I-"



"'The Art of Love'? My lord," she purred, "were you expecting me?"



That was finally blatant enough to arouse my... anger. Suspicion turned to indignation. "I was doing nothing of the sort! And I wasn't expecting you!"



"No? Then I am a surprise to you?" She drew entirely too close for me to think clearly with someone intruding so blatantly on my space.



I turned my head so I didn't have to look at her and muttered, "I'm not one of your typical perverts."



"No? Are you a special pervert then?"



That was enough to push me away. "I'm a woman!" I snapped. I stormed over to my bed, away from the bookcase and its perversions and sat down on its edge, arms crossed.



She covered her mouth with her hand to hide her smile as she followed, putting the book down on the nightstand next to me. "I noticed. And that doesn't answer my question."



I looked back at her. "I don't have dealings with prostitutes." I laid all the venom I could in that one final word. I wanted her to leave, but I didn't have the... motivation to tell her to leave.



She crawled up onto the bed and said lightly, "I'm a courtesan, not a prostitute."



"They're the same thing." I said irritably.



She laughed. "I offer comfort, not sex. We don't have to do anything you don't want to. Nothing naughty or sinful." The way she said sinful was nearly sinful in and of itself. "So be comforted, sweetie." Since I kept turning away from her, she embraced me from behind.



It... she... felt nice, pressed up against my back, arms hanging loosely around my neck. I couldn't deny it. Her skin was so soft and warm, perfect against the cool breeze that had began to drift in from the open window, and her gentle, soothing voice made me vulnerable. I was tense, I was tired, and I was... alone. "Alright." I said, against my better judgement. "Comfort me."



"Take your top off."



"What!?"



"It's easier to massage someone when you can actually touch their skin."



"... oh." I stood up and shot her a glare and she obligingly looked away, no doubt amused at my 'antiquated' sense of modesty. Embarassed, I stood up and dutifully took off my chemise and wrapped it around my waist as a makeshift skirt. I laid down on the bed belly-first, exposing only my back to her. "Alright. I'm ready."



"I need you to sit up."



I furrowed my brow. "Why?"



My tone was a little harsher than I meant it to be, and Erkaya looked at me with annoyance. "Really, I'm not going to force myself on you. It's fine if you don't want me here. I can leave-"



"That's not what I meant!" I blurted out, faster than I meant to. I felt my face burn with embarassment as I sat up on the bed. "Just... alright." I covered up my naked chest with crossed arms



She knelt behind me and a little to my right, so I could just see her in my periphery, or if I turned my head.



She put her hands on my shoulders and began to gently rub the tension and anxiety I'd spent so much time working up out. After a few minutes of silent comfort, she said, "You seem upset."



"I am." I said simply.



"You say that like it's normal."



"It is." If there was nothing to be upset about, then you were idle, or worse. "Most people tell me to smile more."



She giggled. "I won't tell you that. I think you're cute when you're angry."



At first that made me angry. But... the absurdity of my reaction hit me before I could say anything. I thought about it for a few moments and couldn't help but smile. I turned to her to say something, but realized I had nothing to say. Her look of genuine, good-natured curiousity... struck me. Those light, ice-gray eyes regarded me with a question in her eyes, one that made me uncomfortable. I stopped smiling and turned away in embarrassment. "Is something wrong?" she asked.



"No. No, nothing. Please, continue."



"What's your name?"



"Lord Pavel. Or Lady Pavel, if you prefer."



"No, I mean
 your
 name." "C'mon, don't make me guess. Is it something... stern, but beautiful? Alexandra? Cecilia?"



"Lily."



"Lily." she said, running her tongue across my name like she was trying to learn its every secret. "Not what I would've guessed. It's a beautiful name." Her voice had lost so much of the teasing, provocative tone she'd taken with me earlier. It was soft, gentle, caressing, like her hands on my shoulders, long, pianist's fingers squeezing and coaxing years of stress from my body... "I love your hair, Lily."



"It's... one of the few things I have a weakness for. I'm very fond of it." I felt a crack from my shoulders and sighed longingly as my muscles untensed.



"I'm so glad I got you, Lily, instead of the 'Lord Pavel' I was expecting. You're like a blooming flower, beautiful, soft, sweetening in the spring..." Her nose nearly touched my neck, brushing up against my hair. I looked around at her and she had only the calmest little smile on her face.



I tried to stay in the present. "And you... you don't find this strange at all? Being hired for a... a woman?"



She laughed. "Of course not. Most of my patrons are women. I wasn't hired for a man. I was hired for Lord Pavel. Admittedly, I thought Lord Pavel was a man, but pleasant surprises are part of the job." She noticed my look of shock and smiled before elaborating. "Men need it more often, but they'll take any hole they can stick it in. Give a woman a skilled lover and neither love nor money can come between her and, well, cumming."



I started, bare feet planting themselves on the cold stone floor, shocked by her bluntness. "I thought you said you didn't do sex."



She gently held my shoulders and pushed me back down to a sitting position on the bed. "I don't only do sex. To make someone feel loved, for a moment or an hour..." Her hands massaged my shoulders, kneading the stiffness and soreness in them into a soft, relaxed pressure. "... is more than carnal."



"Oh." was all I could think to say. I realized I'd let my arms fall to my side, but after being tense for so long, I cared less about my modesty than I did her firm hands working the pain and stiffness out of my shoulders. So I sat there, half naked, being touched by a courtesan in my bedroom (or, at least, a bedroom given to me for the time being). I knew it was abnormal at best, but she was really good with her hands.



Really
 good.



I could feel every little annoyance worked away in her touch, warmth and a sense of relaxation spreading through my limbs. Paradoxically for such relaxation, I could feel my heart beat like the drums I could barely hear in the distance. I felt a little flush in my cheeks, remembering the revelry from earlier, and then that horrid mockery of a book. Images in my head flashed of women dancing with other women, of drawn gazes caught deep in embrace, of twisted limbs and looks of ecstasy... I couldn't help but ask, "How does it..." I suddenly realized what I was saying and cut myself short. "... nevermind."



"Sex?" I could hear the amusement in her voice. "I'm sure you got 'the talk' at one point."



"No. I mean, yes, but... that's not about..." My voice dropped to a whisper, despite there being no one else to hear me. "two women!"



"I can tell you how three works too." She winked and laughed. "It works in a lot of ways. It's very simple." The smell of her perfume was heady... intoxicating. My skin felt feverish to the touch – to her touch – my thoughts ran slow and heavy through oceans of sand. Were her hands always so pressed against my skin, palms against my back, fingers spread ***?



"Can you... show me how it works?" *** "Just show me! As a matter of curiousity! Don't actually..." My voice faded away. It was a weak cover for the weakness that slid down my spine and made me ***



"I'd be happy to."



"I... have nothing to pay you with." I felt dirty just saying it.



"My patrons don't 'pay' me. I'm an artist of human emotion." she purred. "I make them into my masterpieces, and they make me comfortable while I do so." I had no more objections. Her hands ran down my inner thighs, and almost instinctively, I widened my legs. "First, we start slow." Her left hand brushed against the inside of my thigh and her right ran across my flat, firm belly. I breathed out the faintest ghost of a gasp of air. "I let her get used to my touch, to the touch of my hands, my skin..." I didn't even realize she had slipped off her dress until I felt her bare breasts press against my back. "I let her learn what she wants through my fingers..." Sure enough, her right hand brushed against my breast, teasing, tantalizing me with offers of what it would feel like 'for real'. ***



"Then I lay soft little kisses up her neck..." I could feel her hair brush against my shoulders, tickling me as she sized up my neck like a snake eying its prey. The smell of her perfume was overwhelming me. I couldn't concentrate. My breathing came heavy and hot in my mouth, like a fever.



I could feel every pump of my heart pulse through my blood. Every pulse focusing me more and more on the building, yearning fire between my legs, until there was almost nothing left to me except a raw, primal instinct. I knew my jaw was lax. My eyes were unfocused, forward, unaware. My nipples ached and stiffened under her caresses. Confusion had consumed my mind. I tensed and untensed. There was some small part of me still fighting all the overwhelming force of her sweet, firm touch. I couldn't decide what I wanted to do. Desperate to force the issue, I weakly said, "This is wrong."



"I've heard that before. Too many times." She sighed and let her hand glide against the bare skin of my shoulder, down my forearm, and then back up again. Her long, curly locks brushed against my cheek as she shifted her weight on the bed behind me. She smelled so nice... like strawberries in summer. It clouded my mind, pushing all else away in its wake, like a terrible thunderstorm. "Why do you think that?"



"It's not what I think, it's-..." Those light strokes of her fingers up my arm... they shouldn't have distracted me so much.... but it was like her gliding fingertips played invisible strings into my soul, disturbing and rattling it. Pinpricks spread all up my arm, and I closed my eyes to try to distance myself from what was happening. It only intensified every feeling her beauty assailed my senses with. "... unnatural."



"Mm-hm?" I could feel her breath, soft and warm, against the side of my neck. Her nose gently brushed against me, and her lips stopped just short of planting a kiss on my skin. I gasped a little. "Then why don't you kick me out?" she hissed. We both looked over at the door, once mundane, now menacing and foreboding.



I knew I had to act fast. It was my last chance to surrender to the darkness or stand tall in the light. What I did in that moment would determine the course of the night, and my life. I knew that much. My last stand was then and there – a final defense against an all-consuming void of sin and vice. "Lock the door." I said, "Lock the door before I change my mind." I was so weak... I wish I could say it was purely curious, but she awoke something deep within me, something dark and primal, a demon of my own soul that whispered to me, telling me to give into it, promising more of the strange pleasure pulsing all throughout my body...



Erkaya was always so fast, but so graceful. She could slip from one side of the room to the other in a blink of an eye, but not once look like she was in any kind of a hurry.



I didn't know what I was going to do, or what was going to be done to me. I sat on the bed anxiously, stomach tied in knots and muscles newly tensed, undoing all of her hard work. When I looked up at Erkaya standing next to me, it was like she was a goddess in the light, caressing my hair as she rejoined me on the bed.



She positioned herself atop my legs and gently pulled closer, until my thigh rested between her legs. She drew her hand slowly up her flat belly, up around the curve of her breasts, stopping only to tease her hardening nipples. I realized that she was following my gaze, and when our stares met, there was knowing amusement in her ice-blue eyes. Knowing that she was watching me watching her... drove my confusion to new heights.



She started to grind back and forth along my thigh, sliding her hand to my cheek and looking in my eyes with gentle longing, the kind I always imagined shared between lovers, not clients and-



"M'lady?"



I jumped so hard that I nearly threw poor Erkaya off me. Instead, I 'merely' tumbled to the hard stone floor with her. I recognized the voice, luckily - it was my sergeant-at-arms, likely checking on me before he himself went to bed.



"What?" I snapped.



"I heard something fall."



"Me!" Erkaya mouthed silently at me.



"Are you alright?"



A small part of me shouted, 'Save me!' A much larger and more tangible part of me yelled out, "I'm fine!"



"Are you sure? You sound..."



"I-! I just lost my balance. That's all! Thank you, sergeant!" When I didn't hear his footsteps down the hall, I added an audibly frustrated, "Good night!" He took the hint after that.



And like that, the mood was ruined. All the haze that had clouded and pushed away my hesitation before had left me. And yet I wasn't ready to give up what her touch had promised me. I crawled back up onto the bed and crossed my arms. She smiled playfully. "Don't look so frightened."



I couldn't look at her. I scowled at the floor. "Just do it, already."



"Don't be such a sourpuss. I want you to taste sweet." She kissed me. I didn't understand what she meant at first, but I didn't need to. My body, my instincts, followed her without question. "This is your first time."



Dazed but still a little grumpy, I said, "What does that matter?"



"Your first time should be beautiful. Like a wedding night."



"Absolutely blasphemous..." I muttered.



"Don't look so upset. Enjoy yourself!" she said, putting a hand to my cheek that nearly forced me to smile for its warmth and sweetness. "Roll over."



I obliged, and she put her hands on my back. She began to gently knead and press my back. I was inexperienced, but I wasn't *that* ignorant. I said, "This... this is not sex."



"No, it's not." she agreed.



I could hear my back crack under the precise motions of her hands, and... it felt better than I was expecting the carnal pleasures to feel. "Oh, fffuck..."



"Feels good?" I could hear the self-satisfaction in her voice. She deserved it. Her touch was angelic, godly, absolving my body of all the wrongs it had committed and had been committed against it.



All I could do was whimper, "Mm-hm..." Years of pain knotting my muscles untangled like a loose thread in her capable hands.



She whispered softly in my ear, spreading goosebumps all up my arms. "You're so full of tension... just forget about it for now. Just for tonight. Okay?" I managed to croak out something affirmitive. "Your whole world is in here for tonight. Peaceful, quiet, serene... with me."



She started humming a pleasant tune as she massaged me. I don't know how long exactly I laid there, her straddling my back and me laying facefirst in absolute bliss, but I know it was quite a while. She took her time to draw me in to her world. I became aware that her face was inches from mine, craned my head to look at her eyes, half-lidded with a casual, relaxed lust.



I wasn't in control of myself. There was no rush, no hurry, but I had no more control for all that. When she drew back, or pushed forward, it was like a snake charmer guiding their charge. I was enraptured, entranced, hypnotised by what she promised, what she did, who she was. I needed her, needed to feel her; my nose bumped against her's gently and I gasped weakly. That was all the opening she needed. When she laid her lips on mine, it was like she lit a fire in my mind's eye. I burned, but I burned for
 her.
 I would have set the world afire to keep that feeling; I would have turned to ash just to feel the blaze consume me in its arms. Her lips were so soft, her tongue gently pushing aside my lips to explore my mouth... I had no strength to resist. I had no strength to comply. Like she had blown out the candle that was my mind, and all I could do was melt in the fading heat.



She kissed my neck next, and only the urge to cry out reminded me how desperately I needed air. My arm touched her side. I had no idea what I was doing. But that didn't matter. I was lost in the moment. She rolled me over onto my back and pulled me up to a sitting position. When her fingers brushed across the tip of my clit, a pained fire shot through my body and I cried out. "Sensitive?" Erkaya whispered in my ear, "Don't worry. I'll be gentle." Her hand pulled back to gently rub the edge of my sex. "Is that better?"



"Y-yes..." I whimpered. I was lost. I could feel my mind alight, but I had no thoughts. Only feelings. Sensations. Tears tugged at my eyes for the strangeness of the journey I was on. It drew me in, and drowned me.



I gently, cautiously touched her, sliding the tips of my fingers around the edge of her sex. She was... wet. Even as hesitant as I was, my fingers came back covered in her nectar. Over the scent of the perfume, I could smell her arousal clearly. It drove me crazy. I pushed closer to her and kissed her, all higher thought shut down, my will subsumed to her's, to her body. She laughed a little as we kissed and I fumbled clumsily how I thought I was supposed to. My touch was light, but imprecise; unsteady, uneven. When she returned my touch in kind, I realized what I was doing wrong: everything.



I moaned, which only served to spur her on. I could feel her lips brush against my ear as she drew me in closer with one hand and spiraled me into madness with the other. "Do you like that, sweetie?"



"Y-yes...!" I couldn't even focus enough to kiss her. My hands gripped the sheets and my legs tensed like springs. My back arched and I leaned away from her. Only her arm around my waist kept me grounded against her.



Once she was sure I wasn't about to jump out of her lap again, she ran her hand from my waist to my thigh, gripping my thigh, travelling to squeeze my bottom, and then pulling my closer to her, skin-to-skin, my hands wrapped around her and my legs desperately trying to close around her's. My nipples touched her's for a few seconds, and it was like lightning ran through me. I rubbed myself on her like a cat in heat. She noticed and brought her hand along my ribs, up around my breast, separating us just enough so she could tease my nipple between her thumb and forefinger. My hand darted to my mouth and I bit down hard on my finger to keep from screaming.



When I finally reclaimed enough control over my body to open my eyes, I couldn't look at anything but Erkaya. Her smile, playful and happy, her eyes, pale and attentive, her lips, full and flush with blood... I didn't know why, but I began to grind my hips against her, moaning loud and slow as I braced my hands against the bed and pushed myself on her hand, already three-fingers deep in me, pulling and pressing against all the most sensitive spots I didn't even know I had.



I felt like a puppet on her hand. I didn't care. No, that's not true, I did care - I loved it. In that moment she could've made me say anything she wanted me to, promise her everything and anything.



She cradled my neck and whispered in my ear, "Hey..."



"Mm... mm-hm?" I groaned weakly.



"Lay back."



I didn't even stop to think about it. I obeyed without question, and she enticingly crawled down my body, laying kisses down my breasts, my stomach, and then, just below my waist... I had a vague idea of what was to follow, and no clue about what to expect. I bit my lip and looked down at her, ass wiggling in the air as she positioned her head between my legs. "Wh-what do I do?"



"Nothing, sweetie. Except..." She put my hands on her head, looking up at me with the most seductive look I'd ever seen. "Do what your body tells you to."



I had no choice.



Her first taste, the first touch of her wet, soft tongue, was slow and gentle, but I flinched like she hit me. Feeling the pressure trace, touch, taunt me with gentle, teasing motions... I couldn't do anything except moan. I bit my lip, silently wishing for my torment to end, and wishing for it to continue forever.



Words couldn't do it justice. Her tongue slid against the lips of my sex, tracing, pushing, pressing, each movement sending burning pleasure up the roots of my body. When her tongue touched the tip of my clit, I cried out again, but this time she didn't stop. She wrapped her lips around the little nib, and it drove me mad. She swirled her tongue around the most sensitive part of my body, tongue pushing my hood and building up a steady, but ever-increasing rhythm.



She'd locked her arms around my thighs, anchoring me to her. No matter how I struggled, I couldn't free myself from her, nor did I want to. I pushed against, away from her, but there was nowhere I'd have rather been. My hands gripped her head with a desperate fury, begging and cursing her for what she did to me, pleading for more, more, more...!



My hips bucked and I cried out for salvation, and Erkaya delivered it. With every lash of her tongue I could feel my soul slip from me, piece by piece, shooting lightning through my limbs and fire up my spine, ending with my head being crushed in a sick kind of pleasure. Every breath I took was agony and bliss; my hands shook, not even steady enough to keep their grip on her head, my legs quivered, helpless over Erkaya's shoulders, my toes curled, my feet just low enough for them to brush the sheets as they did.



I'd lost everything I'd worked so hard to preserve. I'd lost my honor, cavorting with a courtesan. I'd lost my pride, succumbing to sin without the barest fight. I'd lost my virginity, and to a woman, no less. I'd lost my soul. I was utterly destroyed.



I was in heaven.



She gave me ample time to recover. I lay there, chest heaving with every breath, eyes unfocused, staring at the ceiling, while she propped herself up on an elbow and admired her handiwork in unravelling my fragile and lust-ridden mind. At last, she crawled ontop of me and purred, "How was that?"



I couldn't breathe. I couldn't think. I could hardly see. "... incredible..."



She kissed me. It was the most wonderful feeling in the world, feeling her lips against mine after she had made me die
 la petit mort.
 I was hungry for it, hungry for her, but I didn't have any strength left. I could hardly lift my limbs, much less tangle them up with her's again.
 She cradled me in her arms and stroked my hair, and we talked about nothing of importance. It was... peaceful. Serene. In the moment. It was everything she'd promised, and more.



Most of the night passed like that. I drifted in and out of consciousness. I was stirred from a state of half-sleep to notice her out of the bed, out of my arms, and putting her clothes back on. Preparing to leave. I weakly propped myself up on my elbow. Voice hoarse and not yet fully awake, I asked, "Will I ever see you again?"



She smiled and came back to the bedside. "That's up to you." She laid her lips on my forehead and stroked my hair.



If it was my choice... I knew I'd be seeing her again very soon.









Part 2



I had no reason to be back. No real reason. I'd made my excuses - state affairs, but it was all just a ruse. Just a ruse to see that beautiful raven-haired whore again. Damn me.



I am Lord Pavel. Lord Lily Pavel. I thought myself a virtuous young woman once - I was fit, no sluggard, restrained, and upright. If I had a weakness, so I thought, it was vanity - particularly about my beautiful platinum-blonde hair. I usually kept it tied up in a ponytail for convenience's sake, but I valued my beautiful hair more than the lives of most people. Between my hair and my dark-blue eyes, I'd been told plenty of times that I was quite a catch - but I'd ignored them all for so long I barely even heard the compliments anymore. It was only a few short months before that I'd made the mistake of accepting an invitation to Lord Colville's estate. I thought it would be a short and uneventful affair, seeing a touch of the local culture, and then exchanging pleasantries with the normal cabal of lords and lordlings that always seemed to congregate at such gatherings.



Instead, an impromptu 'surprise' had turned it into a... a... an affair. A courtesan come to my room in the middle of the night, ensnaring me with her natural charm and beauty, teasing, taunting me until I had no choice but to taste the forbidden fruits she offered me. Making me grip the sheets until my knuckles turned white - making me call out her name - Erkaya - again and again, without shame, like I was the whore and not her.



It was intoxicating.



That night changed me, feeling her fingers sweep sweetly across my skin, hearing her whisper in my ear through the small hours of the morning. It was like she had awoken some part of me I had locked away. I had never touched myself before I met Erkaya. After I met her, it felt like I couldn't stop, no matter how hard I tried. And no matter how hard I tried to touch or not touch myself, I could never get the memory out of her gentle hands coaxing me into an ecstatic hell, or her tongue, oh God, her tongue...



But my hand was only a weak imitation of her's. After I returned home, at first I told myself every night that it would be the last time, that I just needed to get the last touches of corruption out of me by indulging in them. But I realized what a blatant lie that was almost immediately. When affairs of state turned gray and dull in the face of the temptation of slipping my hand beneath my clothing and soaking myself with my own secretions, when the days became long and ardous and I longed for the privacy of my bed not for sleep but for self-satisfaction, when I laid on my sheets with lazy, blissful smiles gracing my face... I knew it wouldn't stop, couldn't stop. But at the same time, it couldn't go on. I couldn't bear the eye I had developed for the beautiful women who passed through my service, those whose beauty I had once only admired instead of desired. I needed release. And not from my own hand.



I had the misfortune of having recieved an address before I last left Erkaya. I doubted it was where she lived - but she told me it was where I could contact her. So I wrote to her. The tone of my letter was manic, mercurial. Pleading one moment, angry the next. Wistful and longing and hopeful. All I wanted, I said, was her. Any time. Anywhere. I would come. I would come for her.



I was ready to wait weeks for her reply. I received in in three days. Her letter simply read:



See you next week



... signed with a kiss of red lipstick.



I was giddy. Lightheaded. Beyond reason, and beyond the disgust I desperately tried to convince myself I had at the idea of seeing her again.



I had no idea what I was getting myself into.



-----









Sitting in a carriage with Lord Colville was not how I wanted to spend my time in his fief. But needs must, and doubly so when the excuse you make is for 'diplomatic and cultural exchanges'. So I spent most of my time staring blankly out the window while Colville rambled on like the old coot he was. The rolling hills and forests before the castle town were beautiful, in their own kind of way, but were hardly what I came for. But it wasn't until we entered the vicinity of the castle town that my interest was piqued. Noticing my sudden interest in the streets filled with decorations and dancing people, Colville said, "It's the summer festival."



For the first time since I had the misfortune of getting into the carriage, I looked over at him and said, "The what?"



Lord Colville was an older, quickly balding man who might've been considered handsome in his less-rotund youth. By the time I met him, though, he was more adept at spearing boars at the dinner table than on hunting expeditions. "The summer festival. It's an ancient tradition." He smiled at me, unaware of the memories that these kinds of celebrations had for me. Lord Colville was under the impression that I had simply turned away his 'present' when he realized I was a woman the next morning. He had no idea that I'd... enjoyed myself so thoroughly. And I had every intention of keeping him ignorant of that fact.



As we rode through the town, I noticed a group of people in matching dress performing slow, ritualistic movements in front of a statue. "That's idolatry." I said coldly.



Lord Colville shrugged, though with his shape and figure it was more of a jiggle. "So? The imperial charter has always granted freedom of belief." The imperial charter... what a pitiful excuse for tolerating open heathenism. It was meant to keep the peace, not encourage faithlessness.



Then again, I'd just traveled two days for the chance to meet a whore again. Perhaps it wasn't my place to talk.



When we arrived at Lord Colville's palace, and I opened the carriage door, I was greeted by a stunning young brunette in a red and gold dress. But she wasn't what interested me, no. Erkaya was next to her.



She was... stunning. Even more stunning than when she showed up in my room showing more skin than skirt. She had swarthy skin with the cutest freckles dotting her face, and pale blue eyes like glittering ice in the middle of summer. That raven-black hair cascaded past her shoulders, and the smile she gave me... me and only me...



Lord Colville interrupted the moment I was enjoying with, "Lily, this is my niece, Elisabeth."



I muttered my pleasantries, but it was Erkaya I couldn't keep my eyes off of. Both of them noticed and found it amusing, even if Lord Colville didn't.



Elisabeth gave me a quick hug and smiled at me. "It's so good to meet you, Lady Pavel. Or do you prefer Lord Pavel?"



"D-doesn't matter." I realized how rude that sounded. I wanted to turn my attention to Erkaya, but every rational, thinking part of me told me to act like an ordinary human being. "I uh, I mean..."



"Or do you prefer 'Lily'?" She winked at me, but it wasn't her whom I wanted.



"Lily is fine." I muttered.



Lord Colville eventually doddered off chattering all the while to Erkaya, who seemed inured to his impressive display of prattling.



Given a moment's peace from the old man, all I could think about was... "Is Er-, I mean, the woman who was... with you..."



"No, no. She's just a friend. Why? Is she... something more to you?" I tried to stammer my way through indignation, fear, and a desperate need to confess the truth all at once, and managed to say absolutely nothing. She just laughed. "You don't have to say anything." "Here, let me show you around



I'd been there before, but her cheerful admiration of the grounds was enough to keep me interested, at least marginally, even if Erkaya remained in the back of my mind, scratching like a dog at the door.



Later in the day, taking tea with Lord Colville, I dutifully nodded and agreed to everything he said, quickly learning that he didn't want to have a discussion, he just liked the sound of his own voice. My eyes wandered to the window behind him. And guess who was waiting there for me to notice?



I almost dropped my tea when I saw Erkaya behind Lord Colville. He was angled towards me so he couldn't see the window, and he seemed oblivious to my sudden surprise. Erkaya stuck her tongue out at me and looked at the thin strap of her dress resting on her shoulder. With a single, slow shrug, she slipped it off, holding her dress up against her breasts, head angled to glance at me out of the corner of her eye playfully.



And then she let it drop to the floor.



It was horrifying. Anyone could've seen her, standing at the window, chest bared for the world to see. She cupped a breast in her hand, pushing it up and around to display its perfect form, running her finger around her hardening nipple, pressing up against the glass, highlighting every facet of her perfectly curved body...



I couldn't look away.



The whole time Lord Colville just prattled on, blissfully unaware of the sultry show behind him, and it was all I could do to occasionally tear my eyes away from Erkaya's increasingly lewd display and nod at him in acknowledgment.



"But of course, the kids today, they don't know how good they have it - not you, my dear; you're a woman of unusual understanding in this time of indolent, ungrateful brats. Why, my own son..."



Nod. Nod. Nod.



"Horrifying, isn't it?" I looked at him with an expression of utmost fear, thinking I'd been caught. Luckily, Colville was as oblivious as ever. "Kids today don't know how much sacrifice it took to get here."



What did he know about sacrifice?



At the first chance I got, I turned my attention back to the window behind him, just in time to see a woman open the door behind Erkaya nonchalantly, as if there wasn't a mostly-naked woman in her room making faces at the window. But one thing I noticed about the sudden guest - it wasn't Elisabeth.



Erkaya looked back at the mystery woman and said something with a smile, winked at me one last time, and closed the curtains.



I had to endure another hour of Colville's blathering before I could politely excuse myself from his presence.



She caught me as I was turning a corner. To suddenly feel her warmth, radiating out from the soft fabric of her dress as her grip around me grew firmer, drew me closer... that was what I came for. She whispered in my ear, "Tomorrow night, at the Festival of Masks. Meet me at the balcony. Wear something... convenient."



Something convenient. I shuddered to think of what that meant. I shuddered again, and again...



-----









A sultry voice purred in my ear, "Well hello there, my little Lily." Erkaya's arm wrapped around my waist, and when I turned to look at her, we were almost close enough to kiss.



Caught breathless, I could feel my heart pound against my chest for a few long seconds as I tried to process how quickly she found me. "How did you know it was me?"



"You have a very... distinctive walk." She looked me over approvingly. I blushed. I wore a button-up jacket and a pair of tight black leggings that I never would've worn on my own. But... I wanted to... live up to what Erkaya expected.



Still a little sore over her mystery guest, I asked, "Who was that earlier?"



Erkaya put a finger to her chin like she was genuinely confused. "Who was who?" Her blank look swiftly switched to taunting amusement. "A lady never kisses and tells." She winked. "What, did you think you were the only one?"



I didn't. Not really. Not consciously. But... "No." I sulked like a child and looked away.



She uncrossed my arms for me and sidled closer to me with a giggle. "That's okay. A little jealousy is cute."



She glided amongst the masked crowd like a butterfly; I was just along for the ride. I tried to keep as quiet and unnoticeable as possible. Even masked, I was worried someone might pick me out like Erkaya did. Then again, I was never a social butterfly and half a country away from my home, so I probably didn't have anything to worry about. It was all just... nerves.



She brought me over to a quiet little corner of the celebration and said, "Wait here. No peeking!" I rolled my eyes. I was engrossed in study of a cute little marble fountain made for the event that dribbled out white wine when I heard Erkaya say from behind me, "Open up!"



I turned around at the sound of her voice. "Open wh-" She popped the strawberry into my open mouth. I shouldn't have... but I was biting down before I knew what was happening. It tasted so sweet, so succulent, I could feel its juices flood me, its bumpy skin traveling across my tongue...



She pulled the uneaten half of the strawberry back and popped it in her own mouth. She smirked and cupped my face in her hands. "Enjoy yourself. Don't look so miserable." Behind us, the celebration was kicking into full gear, musicians beating their drums and revelers drinking and making fools of themselves.



She leaned in for a kiss and I... I froze up. For the first time, it really hit me what I was doing. I pushed away from her rather roughly and stuttered, "I-I need some air." making for a quiet section of the balcony, away from the din and raucousness of the party.



I leaned over the balcony, enjoying the cool night air as I took a few deep breaths and tried to calm my shaking nerves. With no one else around, I'd pulled my mask off and let it fall to the ground beside me. I tried to pay no mind to the revelers behind me, trying to clear my head from the haze Erkaya inflicted on it. Did I want this? Was that even a question? Of course I wanted it, but... was it a good idea? No, but that hadn't stopped me before.



I sighed. I never could seem to decide what I wanted, or if I should want it, or if I had any right to pursue what I wanted. I felt like I always just meandered from occasion to occasion, eventually falling into the path of least resistance.



Erkaya gave me some time on my own, which I appreciated, though it did little to help my anxiety. After a while, she came up from behind me and touched my shoulder gently. She had discarded her mask like I had. "Hey." she said, "is everything alright?" Her light blue eyes were filled with... concern.



"Yes. Yeah, everything's fine." I moved my hand to remove hers, but when I felt her skin against my fingertips... I ended up trapping it against my shoulder. She smiled, and it was like nothing else in the world mattered. I couldn't help but smile back. She drew closer, putting her other hand on my arm, so close that I could feel the warmth of her breath over the night's breeze. I wanted her. I wanted her lips, her touch, her tongue. But she refused to give them to me. As close as she was to victory, she was still waiting - waiting for me to surrender.



Her touch was so light, so gentle... but it bound me more than any chains of iron or steel. I weakly croaked, "I... I shouldn't." Not 'I can't'. Not 'I won't'. The moment I opened my mouth I knew I'd already lost.



"I say you should." she purred. "Besides, we both know you didn't come here to go on a sweet, innocent date with me." She kissed my neck, and even the pretense of resistance fled me. When she came back to try me again, I kissed her eagerly and somewhat clumsily. It didn't matter. Nothing mattered. I was on fire. Burning up.



I turned to press my body against her's as we kissed and my passions overcame my fears. Her hands grasped at my waist, my hips, pushing me against the marble banister of the balcony. My legs clenched against her thigh as our bodies crashed against each other like opposing waves. She pushed away for a moment, chest heaving with each breath she took. She just raised her eyebrows at me, like she was waiting for something.



"Please..." I whimpered.



"Please... what?"



I rubbed my needy, slutty thighs together, desperate for any facsimile of the touch she promised. "Please, fuck me..."



"I would've settled for just 'please me'." she hummed, stopping as if to consider whether or not she should accept my plea. "But your wish is my command."



I didn't think much of it until she started to slip her hand past the waist of my leggings, and I realized just how far she was willing to go. "H-here?"



"Here." She ripped open my jacket, sending a button careening off the balcony. "Now." she growled. It was the single most arousing thing she'd ever said to me. She had me. I was fucked, metaphorically and literally. My hands darted to her head as the last of my inhibitions dissolved in the lascivious atmosphere of the celebration. I moaned like a whore and helplessly humped her leg like the bitch in heat I was.



Her hand darted under my leggings as she turned me around to play with me from behind. I had to brace myself against the railing. She was rougher, more aggressive than the first time. She figured I could take it. She was wrong. I
 craved
 it.



She bent me over the banister and slapped my ass, hard. I whimpered. She bit my ear and hissed, "I knew you'd like that." She knew. She knew my body better than I did; knew me better than I did. I could feel her long, slender fingers slide up and down my needy, pulsating sex, painfully sensitive even through the fabric of my leggings. By then I had soaked through to the point where Erkaya's fingers came away as wet as I was.



Next she slipped her hand down the waist of my leggings, stretching the alright tight fabric. Her body followed, trapping me under her as I leaned half-over the balcony. I could feel her warm, moist breath in my ear, her breasts pressing against my back. But most of all, I could feel how hard her nipples were even through our clothes. The idea that I was making her as hot as I was made me shudder. "C-c-careful!" I could hardly speak straight for the pleasure I felt.



She didn't give me any response. No verbal response, at least. Just a hungry kiss. When she relented, my mouth opened and I let my tongue loll like a dog in heat. I no longer cared about hiding the fact that I was being fucked in public. My heart slammed against my ribcage as her fingers massaged my soaking sex, doing figure-eights and pirouettes like a ballerina. Her other hand went to unbutton my jacket and paw at my tits like a starving wolf.



I loved it.



Finally, her fingers penetrated me, and I gasped, starved for air, and laughed a little at just how good it felt. With her inside of me, almost part of me, her thumb brushing up against my sensitive, throbbing clit... it felt so good, so right, so divine! I stiffened my back, and immediately knew that was the wrong move. Erkaya could smell the blood in the water, and was eager for the kill.



"Erkaya!" I moaned, struggling to stay coherent. "Please...!"



"Please, what?"



I don't know why I objected. I just felt the need to beg her. To show her that I knew my place, beneath her. "Please... don't stop!"



She obliged me.



I pushed as hard as I could against the balcony ledge, fingers splayed and hips bucking. Erkaya steadied me with the weight of her body and pushed back, trapping me between her... and the crushing pleasure I felt pulsating in my loins. I screamed. I didn't care who heard me. I screamed as loudly and freely as I could, my voice echoing down from the castle's balcony into the town far below. It was my small act of vengeance for being fucked in the open. No one cared. No one. Not that night. I almost wished they did.



I collapsed against the balcony ledge and dangled there like a child's doll. I hadn't the will to do anything else. I just basked in the warm, content glow of a brutally coaxed orgasm. I could feel a loose, dopey smile gracing my face as I panted softly and sighed.



I thought then my personal hell had ended, like it had last time. I was a fool to think so. "Now... let me see your face when you cum."



"B-but E... Erkaya..." I whimpered, "I've... I've already..."



"Don't you know? Three is the sacred number of the gods." she whispered. "Don't you think you we should honor the gods?"



Gods help me. I did.















Part 3



My name is Lily Pavel, Lord of the Veldlands, upstanding member of society, a rising star in the imperial court... and a woman secretly carrying on an affair with a courtesan. Perhaps I should start at the beginning?



It all began at one of those annoying 'diplomatic' parties where all the little lordlings gather to snivel and grovel at the feet of their betters. Custom dictated that I could not refuse the invitation, so I reluctantly went to Lord Colville's estate, where the locals celebrated some pagan ritual for the 'entertainment' of his guests. What I didn't realize was that Lord Colville, under the impression that I was a man, sent a guest to my room to 'entertain' me as well - the name of that 'guest' was Erkaya. I thought the simple reveal that I was a woman would end the misunderstanding, but she was... persistent. And against my better judgment, I relented.



It was the most amazing experience of my life.



Tangled in each other's hair, mine straight and platinum-blonde, her's raven-black and wavy, lips pressed together, stopping only to wander all the little sensitive spots of the body, her tongue eventually coaxing me to a state of pure and infinite bliss. I loved every moment of it, from the first touch to the small of my back to the feeling of her wet tongue exploring my sex to the final caress of my face. In the morning, I didn't want to see her go. Eventually, I tried to convince myself that I only indulged in the pleasures of the flesh reluctantly, just once, just so I could get it out of my system.



But one night wasn't enough. I had to go back and indulge in... her. The sweet scent of her hair, the taste of her lips, the hot, feverish feel of her skin against mine... it was irresistible. I had to go back again, and again, and again... and eventually, it got to the point where I could no longer do without her. Despite the risks, I began a regular correspondence with her.



She told me to do all sorts of depraved things in her letters, for no other reason than her own amusement and arousal. And I did. I didn't even question them. I was beyond questioning them. I was beyond questioning
 her
 . It felt good to give up control, to give up all the self-discipline I'd built up over the years. It felt good to cut loose. But it wasn't enough. It was never enough. The only thing which could truly sate my appetite was her. So I did the only thing I could: I invited her to my home.



I waited two long days for her response. Two days of pacing in my room, of snapping at the servants and then apologizing, two days of distraction and distress. And then a little letter with a
 fleur-de-lis
 seal was delivered to me. All it said on the inside was:







Don't go anywhere.







And signed with an imprint of lipstick.



As if I would dream.



Evening was fast approaching by the time she arrived. I'm almost sure she planned it that way. Her carriage rolled up and she stepped out.



Erkaya. What a radiant beauty. Swarthy, freckled skin, that long black hair, that wide waist and her full bosom... she was delicious from start to finish. Her purple dress was far more conservative than what I was used to seeing her in. I guess she was trying to give off the impression that she wasn't a temptress ready to jump the bones of the first corruptible young soul she ran across. She still looked absolutely amazing, the dress accentuating all the right curves of her body.



She'd packed lightly for a stay of a couple of days, but I insisted on making the servants carry it to her room for the duration. At the gate, my Sergeant, the man who acted as my bodyguard and protector, eyed Erkaya warily.



"Sergeant," I said, "this is my guest. She's..." I tried to figure out what kind of excuse to make for her, but she was prepared.



"... an architect. Erkaya Vameer, at your service." She curtsied with all the decorum one would expect from a proper lady.



My sergeant raised his eyebrows at me. "And this is where your stipend has been disappearing to? This architect?"



The sergeant had known me since I was a little girl. He was like an uncle to me. Still, I said, with a warning in my voice, "You forget your place, Sergeant."



He bowed his head. "Apologies, m'lady. By your leave?" I waved him off, and he left the two of us alone.



When we were out of earshot, I mused, "It's very... creative."



"My day job? I think so." She smiled at me. "People don't ask as many questions when an architect and her client go into some secluded room for the day."



"What about when people start asking to see plans or drawings?"



"I know an actual architect if people start asking questions. I can get some plans drawn up like that." She snapped her fingers. "But usually even real architects do more pointless planning than real work. Lords pick up and drop ideas for grand projects all the time. If you never so much as raise a tent with me... it won't be too unusual." She wrapped her arm around mine tighter. "Although we could raise a tent, just the two of us... with no prying eyes around..."



"Camping's not my style." I hated getting dirty and covered with bugs.



"Spoilsport." She let go and took a few errant steps to the side. "So? Give me the grand tour!" She pushed my shoulder playfully.



I shook my head. "It'll be dark soon."



She whispered in my ear, "Then save your room for last."



So I gave her a quick and rough tour of my estate, only stopping in any detail at the courtyard garden. "This is where my father used to take me when I was little."



"You admire him."



"I did." I said. "He was my hero." Erkaya was no fool; she caught the angry tone in my voice. She put a hand on her chin and looked at me expectantly. "Heroes never die, even after they disgrace themselves. Men die in the dirt, but legends are told forever."



"How did he disgrace himself?"



"By chasing a whore." I said bitterly. "One who seduced him away from his family." A silence settled between us. "He spent so much time away from home after that. Chasing that temptress. I wanted to hate her, but I didn't even know her. So I hated my father instead."



"What about your mother?" she asked softly.



"He divorced my mother. She died not long after. Heartbreak." I don't remember what the physicians called it, but that was the essence of it. She just... wasted away. "I was the only child. Since my father disgraced himself... that left the estate to me."



"Where is he now?"



"Dead. At least, I hope he is. He went to sail across the Great Ocean with his newfound love, to start a new life in Cathay. The ship never returned."



She put a hand on my leg and squeezed reassuringly. I put my hand over her's. Truth be told, I found it harder and harder to hold onto my anger as time went on. I could never forgive him for abandoning us, but I used to hate him for falling for another. But with Erkaya... I understood so much better how... intoxicating the touch of an alluring woman was.



She laid a kiss on my lips, soft and comforting. I returned it, first with gentle affection, then with passion. I couldn't help myself. She had that effect on me. "Please..." I whimpered, "... not here..." It was too open, too exposed...



"Then where?"



She wasted no time once we were in my room and the door was closed. "Strip." I was in no mood to argue. I was naked in an instant. "Get on your hands and knees." A little more hesitantly, I followed that command as well. That made her smile. She took out a little stick of red wax and the fleur-de-lis signet ring she used to seal her letters with from her cleavage. I suppose that's one way to carry things without pockets. She grabbed one of the candlesticks off the table and put the flame to the stick, dripping the hot wax on my back. I gasped, but didn't flinch. Pouring hot wax on myself was one of the things she'd told me to do in her letters. I'd become inured to it. She pressed the signet ring into the wax and leaned down to whisper in my ear. "You're mine, now." she said.



I was her's. I shuddered at that thought, a pleasant chill running down my body. She kissed my ear, my neck, all down my back...



She undid her dress with astounding flexibility and let it fall to the floor before propping herself up on my bed and motioning for me to come closer. "Taste me." she purred, "I promise... I'm sweet."



I knelt before her. A strange reversal for one of the most powerful lords in the land and a commoner. With her hand gently but firmly guiding my head between her thighs, I tasted her. And she was sweet.



-----





-----



I learned over the next few hours just how much I needed her. How deeply my desire had taken root in me, how much I wanted to please her. Her grinding her hips into my face just intensified my desire. "Oh, Lily..." she would moan, "right there..." and like the good little student I was, I took every bit of praise as an invitation to delve even deeper into my 'studies'. I traced the folds of her pussy with my tongue, enjoying her semi-sweet natural scent, tasting every little bit of arousal that coursed through her body. I lapped at her, prodding her entrance with my tongue, then slipped a finger in to get at her sweet spots.



My fingers and my tongue, in tandem, tantalized and taunted her to the brink of madness - or what I hoped was the brink of madness - and then... "Ffuck... Lily!" She grabbed my head with both hands, eyes closed, her thighs tightening around my head like a vise grip. I flicked my tongue across her clit, sucking gently on it inbetween quick circles with my tongue. "I'm...!" I love the way she clenched around my fingers, that wordless moan, the feel of her hands gripping my hair... it was otherworldly.



It wasn't until her thighs unclenched that I could even move my head again. Her grip on my hair loosened and turned to gentle caresses. Hearing her soft sighs of contentment, I crawled up to kiss her on the mouth (planting little smooches all up her body along the way, of course).



"Did I do good?" I asked, as if I needed to be told.



She stroked my hair and smiled softly at me. "Hell yes."



Erkaya let her hand slide down my cheek, putting two fingers to my mouth, and what started as a kiss ended with me suckling on them. There was something... primal about it. I couldn't describe it, but it made me even hotter than I already was.



When she was done exploring my mouth with her fingers, she sat up, first showering me with sweet, soft kisses, then laying her lips on my neck, pushing up against me, arms around my waist, one hand gripping my butt. I gasped as she kissed her way down to my pert little breasts, setting my nerves on fire as she took my nipple in her mouth, teasing it with her tongue and lips. "I hate you..." I hissed as I grabbed at her back, trying to anchor myself to her. "I hate what you do to me. I hate what you make me do, what you make me feel..."



I moved my hand to pleasure her. I'd learned that I loved making her moan and wiggle almost as much as I loved her making me do the same. Almost. She moved my hand out of the way. "What are you-" She wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me closer, dropping me on my back on he bed, positioning me just how she wanted me. Wanted us. She was still upright, with her dripping snatch pressed up against mine. At first it just felt weird, but then she started to grind up and down. We were both so slick that each and every movement of her's was enough to send my nerves afire. I gasped and leaned back. With each thrust, I craved more and more of the friction as our clits intermittently touched and rubbed together in a shower of sparks shooting through my nerves.



In an instant, she was over me, face-to-face, kissing me, cooing in my ear, watching my reactions. "You love it." Of course I did. But I'd never admit it. "Tell me you love it." She started riding me harder, and harder, to the point where I could barely speak. Fuck, was she good at this. "Tell me!" She would fuck it out of me, if it came to that. Each wiggle of her hips on top of me shook my world and sent me deeper and deeper under her spell. I felt like I had lightning coursing through my body, down my spine, to my toes...



I wrapped my legs around her waist. It was such a primitive, instinctual reaction... how pointless it was just hammered home just how wrong and unnatural what we were doing was. Not that it mattered. I was fucking helpless beneath her. All I could do was look up, surrender, and say, "... I love it..."



That brought a self-satisfied little smile to her face. "You're so cute when you're broken."



Broken... I was broken. Broken in, like a horse. Erkaya could ride me any time she wanted. She had me eating out of her hand, probably literally if she told me to. And I didn't care. What I said to her, what she told me to say, was true. I loved it. I loved every moment. I loved that moment. As she told me I was broken, riding over the top of my climax, feeling everything in the world wash away, I couldn't help but agree.









-----



Several wild days passed. We left our rooms only long enough to keep up appearances. We engaged in wild nights of debauchery that would put royalty to shame, stopping our frantic rutting only when the morning sun rose, and the two of us, sleepless and covered in sweat, were too tired to go on. I think there were some (correct) suspicions amongst the servants and staff, but I always endeavored to keep a very disciplined household at my estate, so there would be no whispering rumors to the outside world.



She was packing her things while I propped myself up on my elbows on her bed, watching. "Do you really have to leave?"



She smiled at me and laughed. "Well, I can't stay here forever."



"Why not?"



"Because you're not the only woman I see."



"I hate... I hate the thought of you with others."



"It's all immoral in the end, isn't it?" she teased. She didn't mean it, but...



"I want you to be my vice. No one else's." I said firmly. "Name your price."



"What?"



"For as long as you're with me... I don't want you to be with anyone else."



She laughed for a few moments, but I didn't. When she stopped, she fixed me with a concerned look. "You're serious, aren't you?"



"You're the one responsible for my sins. I'd like to keep them confined to you. To not spread this corruption any further... and I know I wouldn't be able to resist it. Not after... knowing what it feels like."



"Oh, what a martyr you are, making such a great sacrifice! They'll make you a saint for this." She laughed and shook her head. "Sorry, sweetie. But I don't do exclusive business."



"Erkaya..." I got up out of the bed, seriousness written on my face. "... you make me weak." I grabbed her arm. "You make me weak, and I don't know what I'd do without you."



She kissed me and whispered sensually into my ear, "Then don't do without me."



"Name your price. Anything!" I said desperately. "I'm no pauper! I am Lily Pavel, Lord of the Veldlands! I have hundreds of thousands of florins! Gold, silver, jewels; whatever it is..."



Her touch was gentle, but firm against my cheek as she turned my head to look at her in the eye. "It's not about the money, sweetie." She was concerned... but unmoving. "This is who I am." She kissed me on the forehead. "Keep writing, Lily. I'm sure we can both find time for each other soon." She patted my cheek and turned back to her half-packed luggage.



I gave her a long, solemn look. "I wish I could be like you." I said. "I wish I could be myself without being ashamed of it."



"You can't have any shame."



"Someone has to."



"No!" She grabbed my face in her hands and made me look at her. "You can have dignity without having shame. If you do something, if you are something, own it, be proud of it, as much as you can. Even if no one else will appreciate it..." she said, "...
 you
 can." She kissed me on the forehead and hugged me. I clung to her in silence for a little while. Eventually, she said, "Lily... I can't be who you want me to be. I am who I am, and I think you know that." She let go of me and looked me in the eyes. "But you are a wonderful girl, Lily. Any woman would be a fool to pass you up."



"Thank you. For being honest." She cocked her head at that. "If you were anyone else... you could've just continued leading me on, letting me dance this futile dance until my legs gave out."



"What are friends for?" She looked at me with compassion and concern. "Are you going to be okay?"



"I need some time, to figure things out. But..." I smiled weakly at her. "I'll remember what you said."



"I'm always available, sweetie. As an ear, or as a tongue." She smiled, but there was none of her usual seductiveness in it. Just... sweet, and caring. I had to look away.



What the hell was I going to do with myself? For the first time since I'd met her... I was not merely confused, or hesitant.



I was lost.









EPILOGUE



Several months later, I encountered Erkaya at an imperial gala. I hugged her and said, "It's so good to see you again! Who're you here with?"



"I'm freelancing, as it were." She hugged me back and winked. "Who're
 you
 here with?"



"No one."



"Still no one?" She sounded disappointed. She caught my eye as I glanced over at Princess Rhea. "You keep looking over at her. She's cute."



She was beautiful. She was tall, lean, with skin of ivory and bright red hair shorn close to her head. Her green eyes, the most stunning jade, flashing with kindness and good humor. Wearing a stunning dress of the black and gold of the empire, she looked every bit the scion of imperial majesty she was. "I keep looking over at her because she's an imperial princess!" I hissed. The younger of the two imperial princesses, to be exact.



"That sounded defensive."



"If there's anyone here you
 don't
 want to play games with, it's her."



"Is short hair the new style in the imperial court?"



"No, it's just her. She cut her hair when she was working with the Hospitallers."



"Personally? How magnanimous."



"She... she's true nobility. Deserving of the title." I looked at her and sighed. She was like a window into an age of fairy tales, of romance and purity and beauty. "Why are you looking at me like that?"



"How about a friendly wager?"



"A wager?"



"If I seduce her, she comes in my bed." She winked. "If you seduce her, you can try to get her to come in your's."



"What kind of wager is that?" I fumed.



"One that's win-win for me. Ta, sweetie!"



I lost sight of her in the crowd and the usual sniveling and politiking distracted me for almost a good hour. When I found her again, I caught her sidling up to the princess, plying her charm on her. I had no intention of sweeping the princess away to my bed, but I had to defend her. My honor as her vassal, her loyal servant, demanded it. But just as I was about to intervene, Erkaya broke off her conversation with the princess and intercepted me first. She actually looked somewhat... upset. "You win this round."



"I didn't win. You just lost. She hasn't been seduced."



"No?" She looked back over at Princess Rhea. "It's that natural magnetism, Lily. I always told you you were beautiful."



"You also told me a lot of things not to be repeated in polite company."



Erkaya touched my arm. "You can't stay in that shell forever." Her eyes, those bright blue eyes, regarded me with... sympathy. I hated sympathy. And just like that, Erkaya disappeared again, on the hunt for new prey.



I kept at a distance from the Princess. Our eyes met for a moment, and a little smile crossed her lips.



I could have just walked away.



I took a deep breath and took my chance. "Princess Rhea? It's an honor to finally meet you..."
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