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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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