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Arriving Mischief

Midway through restocking the clean towels within the women’s changing room, Noa heard a woman’s voice calling for his name in the distance. Sparing a single minute more in his current task, he swiftly distributed the rest of the towels into their nooks along the far wall, even though he knew it was all for show. For the next several days, the men’s hot springs would go unused. Comparatively, only one woman would grace the women’s spring. All of it, every soft towel, every drop of balmy water, every pillar of steam, was hers – and hers alone – to savor.

Such was the benefit of being a duchess of Harta.

Noa heard his name called again, just as distant as before. Placing the final towel in the corner slot furthest from the covers veiling the entry to the changing room, he hurried out into the halls of the expansive and nearly legendary Ulam Hot Springs. His bare feet thudded noisily on the raised wooden boards as he navigated toward the foyer, where he suspected Sera’s voice called from.

Soon enough, he saw he’d surmised correctly, though it’d have been odd if she – and the rest of the staff – gathered anywhere else within the inn. He was the last of the staff to arrive, in fact. All was prim and proper for the arrival of Duchess Cecilia.

Sera’s amber eyes swiveled toward him as he rushed up to her. The ornate double doors that all travelers entered after the steep climb up to their famous hot springs remained closed. But based on the relief Sera expressed upon his arrival, it wouldn’t be long now.

At her beckoning, instead of mingling with the ten staff members who helped running the famous inn and its hot springs standing a few paces back, he joined her side. Few would have declined such an offer, and Noa was not among them. Even as they all waited with bated breath for the arrival of Duchess Cecilia, with old Luca – Noa’s adoptive father - practically chomping at the bit for the knock that would give him cause to open the doors for their honored guest, Noa’s attention drifted toward the sublime beauty beside him, who didn’t realize she was again chewing on her lower lip – a nervous tic they’d all called her out on many times in the past.

To all but the blind, Sera radiated such beauty and etherealness that she could have convinced young enough children that she was the Goddess’s own avatar. She’d the most luscious lips, invitingly curled in small smiles often – though absent today because of her stress. Her hair fell thick and fine, lustrous black streaming midway down her back. She’d creamy smooth skin and smoky eyes, and a voluptuousness so impossible to hide that it almost seemed aggressive in its beauty. Like some sort of fluorescent, carnivorous plant that drew insects in and then snatched them for a meal.

In that vein, Noa shoved his gaze away from the tantalizing divide of her prodigious breasts, which a dark dress Cecilia herself had gifted her a few years back revealed far too much of for him not to gape and ogle. Shame rushed through him for having indulged in the forbidden gaze for even a moment. Fortunately, she didn’t notice. Her trepidation locked her eyes in place upon the doors, waiting for the duchess’s long-awaited arrival.

“It’s all going to go over perfectly,” Noa whispered.

Her dark eyes broke from the door and found him, though her trepidation didn’t disintegrate. “You’re right, of course. It’s just old friends reuniting, like it always is.”

"Like it always is”. The hopeful veil they could use to smother the truth. Duchess Cecilia usually made an annual trip to the hot springs. By right, even though Sera operated it, the duchess owned the springs. And the village at the foot of the mountains. And pretty much everything else within a six-hundred-mile radius. Such was the benefit of counting among the six ducal lines within the Kingdom of Harta.

However, they’d not seen hide nor hair of Duchess Cecilia last year. Few had, by all accounts. Following the shocking revelations that her then-husband, Duke Renoram, had engaged in… well, more than a few affairs over their twenty-year marriage. Once one tongue had let slip the truth, a hundred more had added themselves to the humiliating song. All across the land, people heard tale of the duke’s voracious appetite for infidelity. It’d only slightly blown over a year later, in part thanks to a ludicrous announcement by Princess Zela – that she planned to marry the victor of this year’s Spellblade Tournament. Finally, with an even more juicy morsel of gossip to chew on, last year’s scandal faded away somewhat.

Still, Noa hadn’t been sure if Duchess Cecilia would return this year. Her letter the past moon had finally confirmed it, and so Ulam Hot Spring’s staff had busied themselves the past week preparing for her arrival. Unfortunately for those travelers who’d since ventured to the village at the base of the mountain in the hopes of climbing it and basking in the balmy waters, they’d found their dreams momentarily squashed.

“She hasn’t responded to any of my letters this past year,” Sera mumbled to herself, already again out of sorts and fretting.

Noa smiled. He glanced at Luca, who’d raised him for years, then the other servants, then back to Sera. Of all the people who could have found him all those years ago, one of such kindness and generosity as Sera Almore sat near the best of them. Despite their vastly different stations, she and Duchess Cecilia were fast friends, had been longer than Noa had known either of them. And while the duchess possessed certain… eccentricities, she’d never looked down upon any of them, not even him, not even knowing in full detail his vile heritage. The same could not be said for some of the villagers who he’d spent the past ten years growing up alongside. Eventually, it’d reached such a point that Sera had called for him and Luca – who was struggling to make the climb up to the inn due to his old age - to take residence within the springs themselves, granted a permanent set of rooms for themselves.

“Yet, she’ll be wrapping you up in her arms here shortly,” he said. “She can’t wait to see you, I’m certain. Just wait and see. I’ll bet the clothes on my back on it.”

Seemingly somewhat dispelled of her worries, Sera bumped her shoulder against his, and the aroma of cinnamon swirled around him. “Wait until she sees how much you’ve sprouted up since the year before last. And how reliable you’ve become.”

Noa tried not to blush, glancing away from the gorgeous woman’s kindness before he ripened into a tomato. It was true; he’d finally found a cure for his affliction of shortness that had pressed – quite literally – down on him all the way up until his sixteenth birthday. Now, two years later, he finally looked down upon the inn’s proprietress, rather than up. He’d not realized the danger of that, especially when she wore dresses like the one currently opening her cleavage for more than just a peek into their valley.

“I’m sure she’ll only be interested knowing that I’m better suited to haul around her luggage,” he said, chuckling.

Sera opened her mouth, yet a rapt upon the doors clamped it shut. Every eye and ear contorted toward the doors. Luca, finally allowed his purpose, swiftly pulled the doors open with the motions of a man who’d repeated this same action for twenty-five years. Cast wide open, he swiftly adjusted himself toward the side, clearing the way for the brilliantly blue-eyed duchess’s entry. Noa smiled at the quiet glee his adoptive father put forth as he did so.

As a woman of the variety that no man would ever forget, Duchess Cecilia Vereen strode into the spacious foyer on long, lithe legs, chin held high, a gloriously beautiful grin dawning upon her face as she spotted her old friend. As Noa had suggested, nothing – not even Sera’s attempt at welcoming her - delayed her steps as she reached and thrust her into a deep embrace. Noa smiled, though it quickly turned into a gulp as his eyes spotted both women’s irresponsibly massive breasts mashed together.

“You wore the dress!” Cecilia said. She parted the hug and gripped Sera by the shoulders, approvingly eyeing the black dress she singed eyeballs with.

“You requested it in the letter,” Sera said, a touch flushed with heat.

By comparison, Cecilia wore a glossy white dress that hugged her curvaceous form tightly, to the degree that any tighter and it might as well be another layer of skin. The blonde-haired woman adorned her tresses with small glittering sapphires, yet they still couldn’t match the pale brilliance of her eyes. She’d a larger sapphire hanging from a pendant of silver that caressed the upper edges of her enormous breasts, though, Noa noted she didn’t wear any rings on her fingers today. An unsurprising absence.

“And good that I did,” Cecilia said, wearing an almost catlike grin. “You’re bemoaningly tantalizing. I’m a little jealous, I must admit.”

Sera rolled her eyes. “When would the sun ever envy the moon?”

Cecilia flashed her pearly white teeth. “So, you do notice the theme.”

“It’d be impossible not to.”

Noa glanced toward the doors, where Luca, Kara, and the other members of their staff mingled purposefully with the four guards – likely all capable spellblades - and four footmen who’d accompanied Cecilia up to the hot springs. Exactly as he remembered, the duchess did not travel lightly. He counted a luggage trunk for each footman, and each of them seemed a touch relieved for another set of hands upon their burdens. He started toward them, only to hear his name. His attention swiveled.

“Is that you, Noa?” Cecilia asked. She’d wrapped one arm around his Sera’s hip, and the two of them certainly proved as radiant as the sun and moon – and far more dangerous a set to stare at.

“Yes, and welcome back, Your Grace,” Noa said, giving a respectful bow, hand upon his chest.

“Pardon me a moment,” Cecilia said to Sera. She unwrapped her arm around her waist and stepped up to him. The gorgeous noble pursed her lips and ranged her gaze from top to bottom across him. Her vibrant eyes ended their study upon his face.

“My, have you become quite the handsome man,” she said, breaking into another of her dangerously beautiful smiles. Her arms opened wide. “Come, come, give your welcome properly.”

Noa’s heart pounded rapidly at this unexpected grant, but he could hardly say no. Tentatively stepping closer, Cecilia snorted and consumed him into her arms. The poignant softness of her enormous breasts against his chest struck harder than an avalanche could have. Absorbed into the woman’s curvaceous body, she held him tight. Awkwardly, Noa kept his arms placed lightly upon her upper back while they hugged. The sweet, powerfully cloying aroma of lilac stormed up his nostrils.

“I’m not going to let go until you hug back,” Cecilia said mirthfully, sensing his hesitance in the embrace.

“It’s true,” Sera said behind her, somehow not sensing just why he was so hesitant to fully embrace the voluptuous duchess. “You’ll be there a while if you resist, Noa.”

Resisting was the perfect word in mind for his current struggle. Every fiber of his body winced with electricity as Cecilia contained him within her slender arms. And while it might have yet gone unnoticed, the tent he’d pitched below his waist angled itself in a manner that would certainly be felt if he leaned into the duchess.

I’m sure it’s happened to her before, Noa told himself. She is so beautiful, after all.

“I’m waiting,” Cecilia sung melodically, teasingly.

Noa grimaced and finally pulled himself properly into the duchess’s fine body. Immediately, he knew she’d noticed his erection, as it’d nowhere to go but her flat stomach. She tensed, then, rather than expectedly pulling back a bit or outright ending the hug with the atrociously horny younger man, leaned further into their hug. They stayed there, bodies pressed tightly together, for only a few seconds – yet they felt an eternity.

Their ending immediately reversed that feeling, leaving him feeling as if he’d barely gotten a taste of a fine meal before it was snatched away from him. He knew his face bled crimson, but he could only hope that those that saw assumed it simple awkwardness. Yet, eyes glancing down, he found a piercing gaze locked onto his.

Cecilia’s fingertips danced across his arms as she stepped back, finally permanently ending their contact. She smiled, dropped her gaze down his stomach – and that widened her smile. Maintaining her position in front of him, she likely saved Sera from spotting just how hard he’d grown over a simple hug.

“You’ve grown so big,” Cecilia said.

“Hasn’t he, though?” Sera said, beaming. “I knew it’d surprise you.”

“More than you could imagine, Sera,” Cecilia said.

To Sera, the teasing coating the duchess’s words like honey brought width to her smile. To Noa, who understood the hidden conveyance, it churned his stomach. Cecilia maintained her perfect expression, with only the mildest hint of something absurdly dangerous for Noa to look upon inside of it.
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Bloodlines

As it turned out, the duchess had come along with more than just four protectors. Which, given that they’d housed the duchess before, surprised no one, though it did give Kara, who was relatively new, quite the shock when she looked out a window and spotted a woman wreathed in wind hovering over one of the craggy rocks near the springs. One of Cecilia’s sorceresses she’d explained once it came up.

Alongside this woman, who set herself to work cordoning off the springs in a magical barrier that would ward off any hungry-eyed tourists, six more guards joined her escort. They took up stalwart vigils around the hot springs, two at the steps leading down the mountain, which was the only proper way up to the hot springs, and four more at various inclines that a dogged enough climber might ascend.

Her footmen took their lady’s luggage to the west wing of the sprawling complex, claiming – per usual - the largest room within the inn for their mistress. Her other four guardsmen spread themselves out among the conjoining hallways that lead to the west wing, where they’d halt any intruders, even members of Ulam’s staff. A staff who knew how it went and made no fuss. They mostly stayed out of the way after the initial meet and greet, awaiting any potential disturbances or calls for their services.

This imposed separation did not include Sera, whom Cecilia always provided free movement throughout her inn. Of the loyal men and women she’d brought along with her, none protested it. Sera was hardly a security concern. Really, none of the staff were. Privacy, not protection from harm, proved the most guarded thing each time Cecilia stayed here.

“And Noa shall have free reign as well, this year,” Cecilia said to the captain of her guards, an exceedingly tall woman with thick muscles and an even thicker greatsword on her back. She received an immediate nod and a promise of the information’s dispersal among the rest of her guards. Surprise caught Noa in its grasp, for he’d at least suspected a moment’s hesitance from the woman. Maybe the guardswoman didn’t know about his past, though it seemed unlikely she didn’t see the obvious heritage in his hair color?

Standing nearby, he almost thought he’d misheard. “Pardon, Your Grace?”

Cecilia’s vivid gaze tilted his way. With her guard departing to do her bidding, it left them alone in the hallway. Sera had stood with them just a moment ago, but Luca’s mention of an issue in the kitchen had just called her away. And well… suffice to say, Noa would prove little help in that arena.

“You oppose a grant of newfound freedom?” she asked, judging him with her eyes as he formulated a careful response.

“I just don’t know if it’s… proper, Your Grace. If you would prefer a second available hand in case Sera can’t attend you, maybe Kara or Samantha? Or even Luca.”

“Let me stop you there, Noa,” the duchess said, lifting a finely manicured hand in front of her. “It’s not ‘Your Grace’, it’s ‘Cecilia’. Cecilia. My name. You can say it.”

A growing flush clawed its way up his face. He swallowed dryly but nodded.

Cecilia extended a beckoning hand. “Go on. It won’t bite.”

Noa obeyed. “Duchess Cecilia.”

Eschewing a sigh or negative response, the duchess instead chuckled. “You’re being intentionally dense, and I know you know it.”

“My apologies,” he replied, feeling as if he stood on pins and needles. He could tell Cecilia saw the truth herself, which only furthered his anxiousness. Especially once he instinctively reached toward the bangs of his white hair, then realized his own nervous tic a moment too late.

He didn’t fear she’d repercussions or some sort of trap set for him; in fact, he was certain there’d be none. He wasn’t anxious because of their class disparity. Other than the duchess, he’d met several barons, baronesses, and even a count and countess once. While their stay here came with a level of distance expected between low and highborn, especially toward him, he didn’t have a horror story involving any one of them. A few disdainful looks, but nothing more than that.

It simply felt wrong for him to use her name without her title or another form of respect. Even standing alone with her, without a guard ensuring he minded himself, itched his skin.

Still smiling, Cecilia said, “We’ll stand here until dinner if you won’t say it properly.”

Stuffing down the gnawing ache he felt within his stomach, he took a deep breath. “Cecilia.”

The duchess cocked her head to the side, shaking her head at him as if he were being silly. “That was barely a whisper. But I suppose I’ll leave it at that, for now. Just be aware, I expect to hear my name on your lips spoken frequently, and with a normal volume, by the time I leave.”

“Your Grace, why-” He blanched as she wagged at a finger at him. “Cecilia, why press this on me?”

“Because you shouldn’t feel uncomfortable saying a name simply because of your bloodline,” she said, waving a dismissive hand through the cobwebs of the past. “I’ve granted you permission, even told you I expect it, yet you’re still far too traumatized over a simple word. Cecilia. Noa. Cecilia. Noa. See? It’s quite easy, once you get the hang of it.”

Noa frowned but didn’t complain. “Yes… Cecilia.”

“It’s a pretty name, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“The kind that just rolls right off the tongue.” Exaggerating her point, she wagged her tongue around in front of him.

“Yes, Cecilia.”

Finally, she did sigh, seeming fatigued by his doleful state. “Noa, you simply must let go of the past. It’s been what, ten years? And you were but a boy when it happened. If I, the ruler of these lands, don’t cast blame upon you, then you should accept that there is none to carry. The sins of your people, of your parents, never sat upon your shoulders.”

Noa grimaced but nodded. To those beyond Harta’s westernmost lands, the very lands Duchess Cecilia watched over and controlled, his appearance, while striking, would raise few issues. Even in the more eastern parts of Cecilia’s duchy, that might remain true. Yet for the people of Ulam and the other villages and towns along the kingdom’s western border, his appearance usually heralded loathing, fear, and bloodshed.

On the opposite side of the Gaius Mountains, a lawless, violent, and altogether ravaged land sprawled all the way to the distant sea. Shorn and shattered by sorcery in the age of would-be god-kings, the blistered land remained unhealed and unfertile, even hundreds of years after the end of those horrid days. Most had taken a chance and fled those lands, some even hazarding the sea over remaining in the broken hellscape, settling in lands capable of supporting life – or dying in the transit.

But a few remained. Over time, the harshness of the land afflicted those who remained, and violent, roving clans eventually all shifted toward. Noa hailed from one such clan: the Azeram. Raiders and thieves, the forgiving named them. Most people in villages like Ulam had choicer – and completely apt – terms when describing his clan.

“I’m still Azeram, Your Grace. Cecilia.” He snapped out her name before she could admonish him for his mistake. “It’s just… a hang up of mine, I guess.”

Cecilia beckoned him to begin walking with her, which he obeyed. “And I’ll say it again: the fault isn’t yours, or the burden of evil. You were eight years old when you raided Ulam alongside your clan. Even saying that sounds silly. Eight-year-old children aren’t exactly raiding anything, even if they’re brought along with the actual villains.”

Noa blushed. She was wrong, in a way, but he didn’t dispute her claim. While he hadn’t been old enough yet to carry a weapon and participate in the attack properly, he, and the other children like him, all played their part, following in the wake of the attack force, looting and sifting through wreckage for supplies and rare finds. Which he had done, right up until the attack turned into a huge mess because of ill-fortune in who housed herself within the village’s famous hot springs in the time. The very woman he now followed like a duckling paddling after its mother.

He'd glimpsed true power that day. Amid the darkest portion of night, amid the fire and smoke and screams, he’d seen that no tide of steel or fervor could stand against the power of sorcery.

Rare was the spellblade among his clan, feared, hated, and distrusted for their nearness to a true sorcerer. Of the latter, execution was the only gift to those the Goddess – according to Hartan doctrine – favored. He’d known tales of sorcerous might, but seeing it up close, witnessing azure bolts of lightning fall upon his clan like a hawk’s talons upon field mice until it gorged itself in full, proved another world entirely to his beliefs. All the while, the sorcerer responsible for scores of dead remained aloft in the air, far out of range from bow or sling.

His mother was among those that unnatural tempest claimed to its fangs, and he’d no knowledge of his father’s fate. Looting within Ulam’s mill with two other children, they’d fled like insects scattering when a hand lifted the stone they hid under. To his great misfortune on the day, though he would realize in time it was much the opposite, he’d never made it home.

“I did steal quite a bit from Sera,” he noted.

“Food, bandages, and what else?” Cecilia asked, though Noa knew she knew the answer to that question. She’d been there, after all.

“Wine,” he said, blushing and looking at his feet.

“Right, right,” Cecilia said, clearly enjoying herself. “You’d been living and scrounging beneath the floorboards for what, a fortnight when that happened? And what happened once you got your hands on some very high-quality wine? A gift I’d handed to Sera not a day before.”

“I didn’t realize how potent it was, and I ended up staggering around bumping my head against the floorboards.”

“Until Sera, Luca, and I came to investigate with a pair of my guardsmen, expecting we’d find some wild animal living below the building. Well, we were half right. And you were covered in enough dirt and grime for us to initially assume you were a scrounging animal living under the inn.”

“I remember it the same,” Noa said, unsure of where the duchess was headed with this trip down memory lane.

“And sweet, forgiving Sera made not a fuss. And then kindly Luca offered to take you into my home. Before I could even bring up the possibility of taking you into mine.”

Noa’s face scrunched, shock settling deep. “Really?”

Stopping in her tracks, Cecilia grinned at his incredulity, then mimed an outline down her voluptuous form. “What, do I not have the look of a mother?”

Noa blushed, finding it difficult not to follow her hands all the way down her alluring body. “N-no, that’s not why I’m surprised. It’s just… you’re a duchess, and I’m an Azeram. I feel like it would have caused you no end of problems.”

“Problems a duchess dismisses with the wave of her hand,” Cecilia said, providing that very gesture. “Still, I don’t regret how things turned out. Luca has proved a wonderful father to you, and I know Sera was glad you remained nearby, so she could check on you as you grew. Also, you’ve lived free of that repulsive man I once called husband.”

“I am sorry how that all turned out,” Noa said, uncertain if saying so crossed a line or if avoiding the topic would make him seem uncaring. “You deserved better.”

“Far better,” Cecilia agreed. Other than a slight pinch around the eyes, she showed no other visceral response to Renoram’s continued place in their conversation. “And I’m glad you bring him up. It segues into my original point quite well.”

“It does?”

“Indeed.” Cecilia leading, they walked forward again. “You’re still very much hung up on this whole bloodline issue. Pressing forward with this silly belief that your heritage hangs over you like a curse.”

Noa withheld a frown at the duchess’s claim that this belief was silly. Her discerning eyes wrapped around her shoulder and spotted his mood, nonetheless. Her lips pursed playfully.

“I’m of noble blood. The noblest, in fact. Would you care to lay any faults of character upon me due to my bloodline?”

“No, of course not!” Noa quickly said. “It’s just-”

“Yet, my former husband, the venerable Duke Renoram, whose blood is just as lofty, turned out to be such a fucking bastard that my blood boils each and every time I hear his damnable name.”

Finally, Noa saw it; Cecilia allowed him as much. A glimpse into her heart. Deep behind an unperturbed exterior, past the vivid smiles and playful head tilts, he saw a vicious wound, and a molten hate blistering around it. It stopped him in his tracks, and Cecilia slowly turned and faced him.

“So, if a duke can end up being one of the lowliest dregs in this entire kingdom, then perhaps blood really doesn’t mean quite as much as we ascribe to it. Perhaps an Azeram boy, adopted by a kindly man and raised into a fine young man, doesn’t need to think he’s out of line when a beautiful, generous, and altogether pristine duchess says he should say her name with more confidence, and without worrying about past transgressions.”

Noa lowered his gaze. Properly awed by the duchess, thankfully she allowed him time to collect himself. They stood there, alone and deep within the western wing of the inn, the world outside rolling on unknowingly of this unexpected conversation. After a short time, Noa lifted his eyes. Cecilia’s radiant gaze waited for him.

“Thank you for setting me straight, Cecilia.” It was all he said.

A few moments passed, as she perused the taste of his words and the expression he carried. And then she smiled, allowing him another opportunity to bask in its brilliance. Color tickled his cheeks.

“And thank you for walking me to my room,” Cecilia said, winking at him.

Noa’s brow furrowed as he followed the trail of Cecilia’s eyes toward the door just a few paces to the side of them. Suddenly, his blush took on another, deeper meaning.

“See, it all worked out?” Cecilia said, grinning at him in almost Machiavellian manner. “You escorted this fine woman to her room, and no evil transpired. You didn’t even imagine committing any crime, I’d wager.”

I am now, Noa thought, face on fire, body activating like a dormant volcano realizing it’d overslept.

“You’re a man now, not a boy,” Cecilia continued. “These types of things are expected of you now. By this duchess, at the very least.”

“R-right,” he stammered, leaning back as the duchess stepped forward, breaking the space between their personal bubbles.

“And your reward.”

Cecilia leaned in, pouty lips reaching toward his. Noa’s face turned the brightest shade of scarlet imaginable as the duchess pivoted at the last possible moment before their lips met. It still caused him no end of shivered, torrid delight as her lips placed a wet kiss on his cheek. Cecilia’s eyes shone brighter than the sky as she pulled back.

“I shall see you at dinner, and afterward. Feel free to drop by at any time.”

The duchess turned, hips sashaying alluringly as she headed into her room. She left behind a slack-jawed idiot of an Azeram with enough lecherous fantasies playing inside his mind that steam almost burned out of his ears.
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The Sun and the Moon

After Cecilia left him to slowly recover from their time together, Noa eventually broke from his stupor and made for the kitchen. Heading back into the centralized portion of the enormous inn, he curved through the uncharacteristically empty common room, then to the foyer again, and then he stepped out into the fresh air through a less ornate side door to the east. Adjoined only by a narrow length of roof above the stone path leading to it, the kitchen sat off to the side of the inn proper, much a pebble beside a boulder. Stepping inside, he found it bustling with a frenetic energy edging on trepidatious.

“Something the matter?” he called over the bustle of pots, pans, and simmering broth.

“Elena cut herself, so we’re understaffed for the dinner,” Sera shouted over the hubbub, practically sprinting from station to station throughout the kitchen alongside Kara, Llyod, and Samantha. Calling to the last of those to focus on dicing onions, she quickly tested the broth’s taste from all three oversized pots bubbling over the stoves, called for Lloyd to add more spices to two of them, and then rushed to check on the bread baking within the stone oven.

“I can help.”

Sera looked up for only a moment. “Noa, we both know-”

“That a blind tortoise would make a better chef than me,” he said. “But I’m sure something around here needs hauled or looked over. Right?”

“We need more onions,” Lloyd called without even glancing over his shoulder as he divvied more spices into the broth. “Probably half a sack’s worth.”

“Then I’ll go and get it from the storage shed,” Noa said, already backpedaling through the door.

“Thank you!” Sera called after him.

Retracing just a few of his steps, he took a new path toward the small storage shed where he ought to find the fresh onions brought up to the inn from the village a couple weeks back. Entering the enclosed space, he rooted through sacks of flour, potatoes, and more in his search. Eventually, he turned himself to the shelves nailed into the walls and the smaller sacks and jars sitting on them. He found the remaining onions there, tied off in its sack to half its size and placed on a shelf for the purposes of space. Once he’d nabbed his prize, he headed back to the kitchen.

After that, he spent the better part of the next three hours running further errands and helping as needed. From there, he moved to the common room and helped Luca drag out the benches and long tables for the duchess’s escort. Laying out utensils and crockery for them, he next joined his adoptive father in setting up the finer cutlery and porcelain within the private dining room that the nobility often used. He learned two things from Luca there.

For one, the duchess had brought her own wine, so they needn’t fetch anything from their stores. For two, after Noa inquired about the third chair Luca had him fetch, he learned he was joining his Sera and the duchess for dinner tonight. The latter’s request, apparently.

It wasn’t the first time he’d intruded upon their private dinners, almost always at the duchess’s behest. As far as he could tell, it was her way of checking up on him, as she usually asked him about how he’d fared the past year in detail. She’d have another dinner the next night where Luca was the invited third, where he suspected she grilled him on how truthful he’d been. In his younger years, he’d oscillated between dining areas throughout the duchess’s annual weekly stay. On the first night of her stay, feeling as awkward as a cactus in a rainforest, he usually dined with the two stunning women.

But today felt different. That spiral of nervousness still trilled through his veins, yet a new element mingled alongside it. A hotter surge that ignited his bloodstream in an altogether horrifically unsuitable manner for one such as himself. Even casting aside the boiling heat when thoughts of Cecilia entered his mind, the form of another equally erotic woman, yet even more unfathomably inappropriate, lingered among his thoughts.

“Relax,” Luca told him, seeing his anxiety. “You’re going to do fine, as you always do.”

“Thank you, Father,” he said, nodding gratefully.

Luca smiled at him. “The duchess cares for you; it’s plain to see.”

“Yes,” Noa said, though he wasn’t sure if the parts he’d felt earlier in her presence were plain to see.

With an hour or so before dinner, Noa found himself out of tasks his limited skillset could fulfil. Cast out with the gentlest of words when that happened, he ended up dawdling his time away near the thousand-and-forty-seven steps leading down to the quiet village ruminating under the dwindling sunlight. As he lounged by a large boulder at the side of the final step, the invisible barrier the sorceress had created just a few feet out of reach, he watched small beacons of torchlight pop up throughout the village.

“What are you doing there, Noa?” Sera’s voice called out to him, and he realized he must have whittled away more time than he expected gazing down the mountain.

He turned and found the alluring woman walking toward him. The nearly faded sunset cast her dark beauty to an almost ethereal realm. Still wearing the dark, revealing dress Cecilia had sent to her, Noa’s heartrate spiked.

“Just burning time until dinner,” he said, fidgeting a bit as she drew in close.

The exquisite woman started settling beside him against the large boulder he leaned upon, then remembered at the last moment that her dress was not one for dirtying so carelessly. Instead, she pivoted at the last moment and stood ahead of him, looking out upon the same sights as he had.

“I imagine the village tavern is in quite the uproarious state after Cecilia’s arrival,” she said. “Especially since she didn’t visit last year.”

“Tongues will certainly wag for weeks to come,” Noa said.

“How about you?” she asked, glancing his way. “Are you happy to see Cecilia return?”

“Of course. She’s never been anything but good to me, and I know you and she are great friends. Since the news broke last year, you’ve fretted at least a hundred times over her.”

A touch of color touched Sera’s cheeks. “I’m simply glad she’s come again, all things considered. Keep it to yourself, but she’s in need of a relaxing time here. I can tell the horridness of last year hasn’t all left her shoulders.”

Noa nodded, remembering the sight of inner turmoil that Cecilia had allowed him to view earlier. “And you, as well. Take some time to relax and fritter away with the duchess. I can handle things.”

Sera’s eyes flashed with pride. “I know you can. If you’re anything, you’re unflinchingly reliable. I’ve never doubted you for a moment. Neither have Luca or Cecilia. It’s why you’ll take over someday.”

“R-right.” Noa averted his gaze momentarily. That had been the strangest revelation delivered upon him in the past year. With Sera unmarried and without any children, it was obvious she’d take on a protégé among the staff at some point. For it to end up being him, and with the rest of the staff seemingly all okay with it, still tasted strange in his mouth.

“You’ll do fantastic. Cecilia sees it, too. You’ve grown so much.”

Close as they were, with the fading light of the sun diminishing behind the mountain, Noa couldn’t look away once he returned his eyes to her. Her smoky eyes, soft smile, and far too revealed body in that dress formed a tonic that both thrilled and tormented him. He basked in the uncomfortable feelings her beauty thrust into his body.

“It’s all thanks to everyone else. You’ve all made me into the man I am, despite my blood. Which, by the way, the duchess chewed me out about.”

“On your bloodline?!” Sera said incredulously.

“No, about me worrying about my bloodline. She basically told me to stop being ridiculous.”

A smile broke out upon Sera’s face. “She knows what she’s talking about. Everyone can see how you’ve become so reliable. Luca does, she does, and I do.”

“Thank you,” Noa said, blushing a bit. “Oh, and she also mentioned that she had considered adopting me herself. Did you know that? Wouldn’t that have been something?”

“She’s mentioned it before,” she said, nodding. A wicked eyebrow raised itself. “Why, do you wish she had? That you could have dozens of servants always waiting on your every whim?”

A glimmer of shameless candor broke through Noa. “I was mostly just weighing if younger me would have preferred smothering hugs from her, really.”

“Is that right?” she said, growing exaggeratedly upset as she folded her arms beneath her impressive breasts. In the black dress of hers, he looked upon more of her bared flesh than he could ever remember seeing. “But then you would have missed out on the ones I brought down to the village for you so very often.”

“I know,” Noa said, leering at the forbidden flesh without any pretenses. “It’s why I’m happy I ended up in Luca’s household. How would I have survived as a duchess’s son, anyhow?”

Sera stepped in, crowding her cleavage further into his field of view. An electric thrill scattered his thoughts to the four corners of the world. He drank her in, and she, lips curling victoriously, let him take as much as he liked from the forbidden oasis.

“Not a doubt in your mind?” she asked.

“Not a single one.”

“And now your reward,” she said, in almost the exact same manner as he’d heard from Cecilia earlier.

She stepped forward and wrapped him in a hug that mashed her breasts welcomingly against him, turning and setting her cheek against his shoulder. A sordid heat burned through him, which he doubted she didn’t feel scalding her cheek. She must have noticed the pounding of his heart, though she didn’t seem to mind.

A risky maneuver – one he’d never have considered normally – dragged his hands up her lower back. The softness of her dress trailed beneath his fingertips until he found her silky hair, but his journey didn’t end there. Moving aside her dark tresses, his fingertips singed the soft sides of her throat, finding an equally rushed pulse within it.

Sera quivered like a buoyant petal adrift in a pond, and her eyes turned up to him. What little light remaining could not pierce through her gaze, leaving him uncertain of just what it was he saw within them. Regardless, in that moment her lips looked the most tantalizing thing he’d ever laid eyes upon. They forced him forward, and she didn’t pull away. If anything, she seemed almost as transfixed as he was.

He diverted his mouth moments before scandal, and instead kissed her forehead. It proved only a momentary delay.

“It’s strange how we’ve traded places,” she said, still nestled tightly against him as she gazed up at him. “You’re taller now, so I guess I’ll always have to look up now when we’re like this.”

Noa licked his lips, fingers brushing against the sides of her jaw as he held onto her. The fullness of her breasts bumping against his chest was maddening, and all thoughts of propriety slipped through his grasp like sand.

“It’s what happens when someone grows up. Things change.”

“How much have they changed?”

Caught within their own world, Sera made the first move this time. Popping herself upward on her toes, she kissed him squarely on the nose. His skin tingled warmly as she lowered herself back to her soles, eyes flaring with a torrid heat.

“Well, I’m the one who can scoop you up into my arms now, if I so please. Fit as you are, I doubt you could handle my weight nowadays.”

“Don’t underestimate what I can handle,” Sera said, and they both surely understood the ease at which her words could be misinterpreted.

Noa kissed her again, this time on the cheek. Whatever response he’d have given fell to the wayside as she kissed him back, aiming closer to the corner of his mouth. He responded, this time brushing the side of her lips. And she responded herself, finally ending their edging game with a mildly unchaste kiss upon the lips.

They paused then, gazing at one another, still locked in an embrace that only from a distance would the bubbling tension go unnoticed. Lips parted, breaths stifled, eyes flaring with shared desire and shame, a single cricket’s chirp would have shattered the spell.

All remained silent. To Noa, that was as good as a sign from the Goddess.

He brought his mouth down onto her lips at the same his hands fell far enough down her back to grope her ass. Her fleeting gasp vanished before the frantic intensity of his kiss, the clearly forbidden kneading of his hands.

And she returned the kiss, meeting heated, forbidden need with its twin. Their mouths roved together, scalding hot urges mingling together. Noa’s eyes widened as Sera’s tongue invaded his mouth, but he didn’t release her. Whatever was happening now, whyever it was happening now, all he knew was that he didn’t want to stop.

Not until he’d seen how much things had changed.

They’d not yet broken the kiss long enough to share words, to speak forbidden demands and desires of the other. He knew what he wanted, and it involved a taste of her throat that would lead down to her magnificent breasts. He wondered what she would desire, but her hand answered that for him.

It snaked along his stomach, down to the throbbing erection tenting against her stomach. With a hurried impatience, her hand swam around every inch of what it could currently feel.

“Goddess, really?” she whispered as her eyes widened, fingers roaming across his girth

“What?” Noa asked in a pant, worry trembling throughout him above his lustful need for a moment.

“It… It’s just bigger than I was anticipating,” she said, by far the most salacious set of words he’d ever heard her utter.

He grinned at her, their mouths hovering inches apart. That didn’t stop his hands from continuing their aggressive assault upon her firm, lewd ass.

“You said it yourself: I’ve grown up.”

“I didn’t mean it like that,” she pouted, though she wriggled her ass further as he continued in their drastically inappropriate bonding.

And yet, even if discussing something as scandalous as his erection, it proved the downfall of their lustful interaction. Instead of carrying themselves forward on that tide, they’d stopped on the beach long enough for their minds to lurch back into motion. At how dangerous the situation they shared was.

A situation in which numerous guards patrolled nearby, who might happen upon them at any moment. A situation in which they grasped one another with taboo intent, which stood moments away from spiraling into a draught of passion neither could return from. Even if Noa wanted nothing in the world more than this.

She pulled back. He let go. Their starved lips parted without another drink from the forbidden cup.

“I, uh…” Noa’s stammered attempt ended when Sera placed a finger upon his lips. He almost kissed that, just barely managing to retain control.

“This was my fault,” she said, chest heaving with shame, body shaking like a leaf. “Mine, and only mine. Okay?”

Noa’s brow furrowed. “I’m just as at fault.” More so, a voice inside his mind noted. “I… shouldn’t have put my hands on you like that. It crossed a line.”

“Do not blame yourself, Noa,” Sera said, placing a stern hand – minus a few trembling remnants – upon his chest. “I think we both got a bit… confused.”

What was confusing about this? Noa wondered, though he kept his thoughts cloistered within himself.

“A bit excited about Cecilia’s return,” she hastily continued. “I saw the way you stared at her when she arrived. She is certainly beautiful, and you have grown up in the two years since you’ve seen her.”

Yet, you’ve never noticed the way I look at you?

“You’re… right,” Noa said, understanding that no good could come of pedaling his taboo desires before her now. As he gained distance from the torridness of it all, the spike of shame in him dug in deeper. She was right. But also wrong. He’d initiated it, in truth. He’d wanted it, far more he imagined than she had. It was a mistake for her; it was the culmination of years of fantasies for him.

Azeram blood, that same voice from before cackled. Can’t escape it.

“Noa, don’t you dare blame yourself for this,” Sera said, reading his expression. “The fault is mine, and this is nothing we’ll let linger between us, you hear?”

“Alright.”

“Now, let’s go get ready for our dinner with Cecilia,” she said, growing a shade darker as she mentioned their dinner date together with the duchess.

“Alright.”
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Oil and Toils

Things certainly lingered. Amid the dinner for three, it was painfully clear that something was amiss. The most noteworthy signal appeared in the form of Sera’s newfound appetite for the special wine Duchess Cecilia had brought along with her. According to the duchess, it was a century old wine from one of the best years in Harta’s history. Noa took her word for it, abstaining from drinking. Sera more than made up for his teetotaling.

Throughout the relatively swift affair, Cecilia thankfully left unmentioned the oddity that was her friend’s ravenous thirst. Conversation suffered mightily because of the awkward tension in the air, and the duchess, who Noa knew to be more than adept at maneuvering conversations at even the trickiest of impasses, instead spent most of the dinner observing whatever it was lingering within the air. The three of them picked at their scrumptious dinners, Sera without barely taking a moment to breathe in between food and drink, Noa himself keeping his mouth clamped shut outside of bites, and Cecilia observing the strange affair with a growing curiosity.

By the time the painful dinner ended, Sera was thoroughly sloshed. To a degree Noa had never witnessed before, where even the act of standing proved a dangerous task for the dark-haired beauty. Her words gurgled out in an incoherent slur, all her thoughts trailing together into garbled sentences with no beginning or end – or even consistent subject, half the time.

“Let’s get her to her bed,” Cecilia wisely suggested.

Supporting her on either side, they mostly just carry-dragged her through the inn’s halls. The guards they passed kept their eyes forward, though the staff members they encountered, certainly surprised at their employer’s state, gaped until their manners caught up to them. To make matters more complicated, Sera’s first snore rumbled against their ears only halfway to her room.

“I’ve got her,” Noa said, sighing. Taking her body into his arms, he carried her the rest of the way to her room. Tucking her in bed, his gaze lingered on her unconscious form.

Hopefully this has blown over tomorrow, he thought, though he’d little confidence in such a boon. Exiting her bedroom and closing the door behind him, he found a new challenge confronting him – this one in the guise of a duchess grinning like a cat, her eyes blazing with curiosity.

“Come,” she said, beckoning him along with her. The two of them headed for her private wing, and she didn’t speak her mind until they’d passed her guards and were alone within the area. But the moment they were out of earshot, she pounced.

“I’ve known Sera since we were girls,” Cecilia said, vivid eyes flashing with memories. “Since she was helping her mother run the hot springs. And never have I witnessed her in such a drunken state. Not even in our early twenties, when I could finally convince her to pile the night away with me. And I’m quite astute enough to recognize that this was no partygoing atmosphere that led her there tonight. So…?”

Noa blushed before her piercing gaze. “I don’t think I should gossip about it. I am sorry that it ruined your all’s dinner, though.”

The duchess chewed on his deflection for a few moments, then nodded. “Fair enough. However, I expect you to make it up to me tonight.”

“Make it up?” Noa asked, frowning a touch.

“Something has robbed me of my partner for the evening. As the one who will inherit these hot springs of mine and almost certainly partially to blame for her odd actions tonight, you’ll act as her replacement.”

He’d no argument to put forth. “Alright.”

“And here we are,” Cecilia said, splaying a hand upon the wall beside an open doorway. It was not her bedroom, nor the path to the hot springs.

Noa’s brow furrowed with equal parts confusion and trepidation. “The massage parlor?”

Cecilia’s eyes sparkled, and her smile gleamed thanks to a suite of hovering yellow lights her sorceress had likely placed throughout the western wing before nightfall. “If I remember my last visit, you were practicing so you could step in as needed as the hot spring’s masseuse. I hope you didn’t give up that goal in these two years I was absent.”

The hairs on the back of his arms stood up. “I, um, yes. I’ve kept learning.”

“Fantastic. Let’s see how proficient you’ve become.”

Before he could protest – which he very much intended to do – she stepped into the spacious room. Grimacing, he followed her.

Two more yellow orbs floated within the massage room, illuminating the stone slab at its center. A thin changing screen stood to one side, and the drawers containing cushions, towels, and the various massage oils gathered on the opposite side. Without pause, Cecilia ventured toward the drawers and began rifling through them.

“Duchess Ce-” Noa blanched and clamped his mouth shut as the duchess sent a pointed stare over her shoulder. “Cecilia, I don’t know if I’m the right person to give you a massage.” For soooo many reasons.

“Not confident in your skills?” she asked, head already returned to her task looting through the drawers.

“I’m alright at it, I think. But that’s not really the issue here.”

“There’s an issue?”

Noa blushed, licking dry lips. How could he explain himself without coming off like a lecherous creep? He’d given women massages before. There was something intimate about it, sure, but it wasn’t as if he’d ever strayed into inappropriate behavior in the past. He’d been professional every single time. Yet, gazing upon the ample backside of the beautiful woman rooting through the drawers, a strained issue grew once more below his waist. He did not want to give Cecilia a massage because of how much he wanted to give Cecilia a massage.

Words he couldn’t say, because then he’d need to explain himself. And at that point, he’d certainly come off as a lowlife.

“No. There’s no issue.”

“Good!” Cecilia turned around, with only a small towel and a self-selected oil from their stock within her arms. She placed them on the small table near the massage slab, then turned her backside to him once more. “Help me, please.”

Noa’s eyes grew wide as saucers as Cecilia swept her hair over her shoulder, revealing the bindings holding her dress together. Several seconds passed before Cecilia coughed politely, which jerked him from his stupor. Stepping forward with trembling fingertips, it took him seconds more to finally grasp the first knot and begin undoing it.

“It’s been too long since I had a real massage,” Cecilia sighed.

“Why is that?” Noa asked, hoping the crack in his voice went unnoticed. With each binding he undid, he saw more of her smooth, tantalizing skin.

“My masseuse had her second baby a few months ago. I’ve been letting her stay at home since then.”

“Oh. That’s very generous.”

“I know.” Cecilia glanced over her shoulder with a mischievous grin. “However, it’s made me very greedy tonight. I’m here for the works, understand?”

“I’ll do my best,” Noa quickly said, fingers slipping on the current binding thrice before he finally managed to latch upon it.

He reached her lower back in silence, the extraordinary roundness of her firm butt just inches from his fingertips. Her form-fitting dress ensured its perfection displayed itself. It tethered his gaze to it like a ship’s anchor on the seabed, and he fumbled nervously at the final binding just above her waist.

“I-it’s done,” Noa said, dropping his hands but not turning away. A forbidden hope cracked through his mind like a freshly tapped spring.

“Good.” Without so much as a step toward the changing screen, Cecilia slid her dress over her smooth shoulders. She performed the motion slowly, as if each inch of skin was forbidden to his eyes. But she didn’t stop, shimmying it down to her hips, allowing him to drink in the slender oasis of skin. Her fit figure allowed him to spot the edges of her breasts when her arms moved from her sides, and Noa’s blood practically ignited.

“A little more help, if you would,” Cecilia said, voice husky. “It’s always a nightmare getting these dresses around my hips.”

“R-right.”

Cecilia and his hands joined upon her shapely hips, grasping the dress together. Slow, far slower than the erection he’d popped minutes ago, they dragged it down over her hips and butt. Noa’s breath seized as he realized the duchess wore no undergarments.

The dress pooled around her feet in a silken current, but Cecilia didn’t step out of it immediately. Instead, surely aware of the effect she’d have, she bent forward, protruding her incredible ass for the younger man to ogle freely. It pushed itself nearly into his waiting hands, and it took every ounce of resolve he possessed not to indulge in her perfect ass.

Removing her sapphire amulet and placing it on the nearby side table, Cecilia grabbed the dainty towel she’d selected for herself and climbed onto the cool slab. Noa saw flashes of dark areolae and rigid nipples as she situated herself on her stomach upon the slab. Wriggling her butt playfully, she tossed the towel, which hardly hid more than her butt even if laid out perfectly, onto her backside.

“Could you put that in place?” she asked.

Stupefied by it all, she had to ask the question again before Noa registered it. Blushing crimson, he hurriedly – and carefully – spread it over her butt. As he’d suspected, it hardly covered an inch of her lower back or thighs. Somehow, it made the situation even lewder.

Resting her cheek on her folded arms, her eyes sparkled with the light of one of the yellow balls hovering in the room. Lips pursed mirthfully, she batted long eyelashes at him.

“Before you begin, could you change the colors of our lights. One red, one blue. They cycle colors whenever something passes through them. I promise they won’t cause you any adverse effect.” Cecilia smiled. “After that, I’m ready for your strong hands.”

Right. This… this is a massage. Noa hurriedly waved his own hand through the nearest ball of light, shifting its hue to orange. A dark red followed. It took a few more swipes before the other ball of light morphed into a deep cerulean.

And then there she lay, draped in nothing but the cascade of magical light and a dainty towel. A deity made flesh, with a request that he, of all people, touch nearly every square inch of her. He knew then and there he wouldn’t sleep tonight. Not until he’d relinquished every ounce of lust rumbling like magma within the heart of a volcano inside of him.

Heart pounding louder than an earthquake, Noa clumsily struggled with the bottle of massage oil’s stopper – which only furthered his growing anxiety. A finely manicured hand reached out and touched his arm. His gaze sprinted toward its owner.

“Relax, Noa. I’m sure you’ll perform amazingly. Take a few deep breaths.”

He did as bidden, and although nothing could be done about his incensed heartrate, he managed to steady himself enough to remove the stopper. He set it down, then poured a modest amount from within the bottle onto his palm. A glistening pool of oil sat within his palm, which he then warmed by rubbing his hands together.

“Start with my shoulders, please,” Cecilia said, eyes closed.

Hands scorching hot, he almost expected the duchess to shriek when he placed them on her skin. Purposefully placing himself on the side of the slab her face didn’t point toward, so to avoid her opening her eyes to a blatant introduction to his throbbing erection, he brought his hands to her right shoulder blade. With short, small kneading techniques, he applied the oil to her skin, spreading it slowly along her upper back, shoulders, and upper arms.

“I can already tell you’re quite good at this,” Cecilia said. “You should be more confident in your skills.”

“Thank you, Your… Cecilia.”

His palms pressed against her firm skin, finding the muscles beneath her smooth skin, feeling his way as he spread the oil. He applied a first coat, then gathered more oil for a second. This time, he spread his motions longer, replacing short pathways across her supple skin with longer ones. She allowed him to trail his hands down her arms, sliding the oil across her skin to the backs of her hands. Adroitly, like an archer taking aim, he discovered her knots and tension, then worked them free with intense focus.

“You still won’t tell me about what’s happened with Sera, will you?”

“I maintain my earlier resistance,” Noa said, adding more oil to his palms, warming it, and then beginning a tantalizing journey down her long back, dipping his palms through valley of her lower spine. He made sure he stopped himself before he crossed the border beyond her waist for even an inch.

“Don’t forget my neck.”

Noa blushed and hurried his hands back to her shoulders, sliding them up the sides of her neck as she lifted her head. A soft, almost imperceptible sigh shot thunder through his eardrums. His fingers kneaded far longer than they should have over her neck, right up to her lower jaw. She didn’t chide him for it.

“And my legs.”

“Yes, Cecilia.”

“Hmmm.”

Her contented purr echoed through the room as he began at her well-formed calves. Her perfect skin absorbed the oil, and he applied more. Over her ankles and feet, then her calves again. He realized he was delaying moving up her thighs on the third pass. Finally, knowing any longer a delay would go noticed and question, he brought his warm, slick hands to her supple thighs.

“Harder,” Cecilia moaned, and it was a moan. “Get in there deep.”

Goddess, save me, Noa thought. And then he obeyed.

At her continued insistence, he applied his palms forcefully into her thighs, slicking them in the oil, ogling their glistening perfection. Cecilia, soft moans escaping like smoke from a chimney, bucked with each pass. Her ass wriggled like a wounded animal as he kneaded her thighs, and the towel shifted off toward the right a little each time.

Noa’s throbbing cock demanded risks his mind could no longer occlude. His hands drove up the back of her long thighs and contacted the bottom of her ass cheeks, casting the towel a bit more off her body. Whether she noticed or cared, the intensity of her moans didn’t falter. Again. Again. Each time, he lingered a bit longer, took a bit more of her flesh into his hands. The barest thread of pretense shuddered under the herculean task straining it.

To snip it, Cecilia’s hand rushed to and gripped the towel. Noa froze, hands midway back up her thighs, watching and waiting. Would she replace it over her butt and put an end to this sordid affair before it went any further? Or would she cast it to the floor, spilling the gates open so that he could invade with his rampant lust?

Not even a moment passed before the duchess, a woman with such power and influence that she could have ordered his execution for his wildly improper behavior, hurled the towel as far into the corner of the room as she could. Her ass bent upward, supplicating his hands come again soon. Snap went the thread.

Noa’s hands powered into her firm, ample ass so strongly that the duchess’s entire body moved up the slab an inch. Neither of them noticed, caught within the spiral of need. The scent of their lust spiraled around the room, a bawdy, heady aroma they indulged in together. It was too much.

He spread her ass wide with his hands, altogether forgetting the massaging aspect he’d been charged with. Fondling every deliriously scintillating inch of her round ass, he even went so far as to give it a swift slap. The flesh jiggled, the woman moaned, and he grew so rock hard that he wasn’t sure he’d any blood left within his brain.

“I think… that’s enough for that side,” Cecilia said, sounding out of breath. She turned, though Noa didn’t let go of her ass until the very last moment. His frustration to lose his hold swiftly blinked out of existence as two massive and impeccable breasts entered his field of vision.

Laying on her back, Cecilia’s hands ran across her breasts, gliding like air over her hardened nipples down to her stomach. They continued their trail until they reached her waist, drawing his eyes to her smooth folds.

“Goddess Almighty,” Noa hissed.

“Do it all properly, Noa,” Cecilia commanded. “Don’t get too hasty. Show me you know how to finish a job once you’ve started it.”

Resisting mauling her tits without any thought in mind, he held his carnal lust together long enough to grab hold of the bottle of oil and douse his hands with more for the duchess’s front. He started at her collarbone. His breaths came out in shallow, frenetic pants as he rubbed the oil in deep, glistening her smooth skin in the oil with torturous impatience.

“My stomach next,” Cecilia said, sighing under his skill.

Surely, she wouldn’t deny him now, keep him from really getting every inch. That fretful spike embedded itself into his spine as he obeyed her. With more oil on his burning hot palms, he roamed across her flat stomach. Cecilia closed her eyes, sighed, and leaned into his touch. She didn’t chide him when he skirted the underside of her breasts and took his hands to her inner thighs, squeezing his hands between her closed legs, finding the gap between them so lewd he lingered. After finishing off her shins, he paused, hands held like stalactites over her body.

“Take them,” Cecilia finally whispered, eyes scorching hot with carnal fire.

Her weighty breasts mashed beneath the forcefulness he delivered. Like before with her ass, no pretense of the massage survived. It was a pure, inexcusable groping. He took them hungrily, thrilling at the forbidden gift he’d somehow earned tonight. It was the sweetest nectar, and he absorbed every droplet.

Cecilia moaned and bit her lower lip as she stared at him while he fulfilled every dream any man who’d ever laid eyes upon her must have had at least once. He could tell he’d worked her into her own fervor. The duchess, a woman of significant power and influence, sighed and moaned and pleaded with her eyes for him to never stop.

“They’re a constant source of blessing and curse,” she said, hands rising to rub along his forearms as he kneaded her tits. “They’re just so big, and my back aches because of it all the time.”

“Then I’ll massage it every time it needs,” Noa said.

“So you can grope my massive tits afterward?”

Blood pounded past Noa’s eardrums. He nodded and continued playing with the duchess’s breasts. He pinched and pulled upon her nipples, earning pleased sighs that inspired him to go further. Her entire body glistened by now, save for one spot.

One hand trailed along her stomach, and the duchess’s eyes lit with new fire. She nodded impatiently, needily, then sucked in a tight breath as his fingers found her soaked folds scorching hot and desperate for his attention.

“Find my clit, play with it,” Cecilia pleaded. He obeyed, skillful circulations around her clit causing her to shudder for nearly a minute before she finally hissed with passion. “Yes, yes! There! Right thereee!”

His kneading thumb forced her into a set of fits that he realized to be an orgasm. His eyes widened at the sight of the powerful woman wracked with pleasure – pleasure he’d supplied. Feasting on her passion, he watched her hourglass hips churn from side to side as if she were shackled and trying to escape. But no, she’d no interest in leaving the slab, or him.

Slippery fingers joined her juices in search of her insides. Cecilia hissed with pleasure, then threw one hand toward his waistband, but missed.

It became a game. Her reaching for his waist, him fucking her tight insides with renewed ferocity, which caused her grasp to miss or slip as she shivered with orgasmic pleasure. Flushed with heat, the duchess glared at him.

“Let me see that fucking cock!”

She finally latched onto him when she turned onto her side and grabbed with both hands. Noa didn’t fight it, then. Without any issue, she soon saw exactly what she wished to see.

“Finally,” she said, sounding utterly ravenous.

Her hands sank into his butt, pulling him forward. Noa’s head arched back as her hot, tight mouth guided itself around his length.

She took it nearly halfway before the tightness of her throat slowed his penetration. Snorting with determination, Cecilia bobbed her head over what she could fit in her mouth a half-dozen times, which Noa realized only at the end was a workup to loosen her throat.

Pulling back, his glistening goddess took her second attempt to deepthroat him.

“Fuck!” Noa cried, grabbing hold of the stone slab as she cocooned every inch of his throbbing cock deep within her blazing hot mouth and throat.

Instead of pulling back for another go, she nestled her mouth there, hand reaching to fondle his aching balls. Her tongue slid from side to side underneath his cock within her mouth. It was torture. It was bliss.

Rhythmically, she finally started giving him the blowjob of his dreams. Of anyone’s dreams. Each motion one of skill and determination. All toward one goal.

To make him explode.

“Where do you want to do it?” she asked, after one small pause where she kissed his cock, tongue flitting out to taste his precum. “In my mouth? All over my tits? On my back? Thighs?”

“On your tits,” Noa hissed.

Cecilia’s pale blue eyes shone mirthfully. “Then do it. Smear your cum all over my enormous tits like I know you’ve fantasized about for years.”

Her mouth formed no more words. Only the boisterous gagging noises as she took him to the base again and again, proving her ability to handle something even as large as he was equipped with.

Noa grasped one of her hanging breasts, luxuriating at its weight and softness. And yes, fantasizing about splattering his seed all over it shortly.

Plundered by Cecilia’s tight lips, bawdy tongue, and challenging eyes – for she never took her gaze away from his as she sucked him off – shortly arrived with haste. Noa’s moans garbled into incoherent hisses and grunts, shivers blitzing through his bloodstream.

“I’m going to – fuckkk – cum, Cecilia!” he roared. “I can’t hold any longer!”

In one slick motion, the duchess’s mouth pulled free, and her hand replaced it. With long, deft motions, she jerked him off for the final few seconds before the tidal wave crashed upon him.

When it did, Noa nearly collapsed. The weight of his orgasm punched him so hard that he could have crumpled to his knees. Only the burning need to witness his work kept his knees locked, and him still standing.

He shouted one final time, gritted his teeth, and then erupted.

The first blast of scalding white arced thick and full onto Cecilia’s left tit. Noa shuddered, hissing with ecstasy at the long-awaited release. Repositioning his cock with her hand, the second shot splattered on her left. A third, fourth, and fifth spray coated her massive breasts in white, arcing down them due to gravity’s influence.

More poured out without the force to reach her breasts, sticky and hot. It mingled within her fingers. Cecilia slowed her stroking, covering his cock with his own seed. She licked her lips, then pulled her hand away. Her tongue flitted out, tasting his cum on her palm.

It was undoubtedly the lewdest thing he’d ever seen. And she wasn’t done there.

Even as he staggered back a step, struggling to stay standing, she allowed him a few moments to watch his copious seed pour down the slopes of her breasts. Just as the thickest stream reached her nipples, her fingertips gathered it up like honey. She never blinked or looked away from him as she licked it up too, repeating the process until she’d gotten most of it off her body and into her mouth.

Only then did she swallow, dipping her head back so he could watch her throat move as she did so.

He took back his earlier claim. This was the lewdest thing he’d ever seen.

“Come here,” Cecilia said, sitting up and patting a place on the slab beside her. “Before you collapse.”

He did as commanded, joining her. Only now, as the rush caused by it all slowly faded somewhat, did he realize the magnitude of what had just happened.

I just received a blowjob from a duchess.

“How was it?” she asked, smiling at him as if she could read his thoughts.

“Amazing.” He’d nothing else but the truth for her.

“I was plenty satisfied with your performance, as well. For our first time together, I’d say this was remarkably enjoyable.”

An explosion of excitement rushed through him. “Does that mean there will be more?”

Cecilia’s smile turned catlike. “Of course. I don’t do single night romances. Besides, you haven’t even tasted more than the appetizer. Don’t tell me you want to stop before you pile that great monster you have into my pussy.”

“I definitely want that!” he said, blushing a bit at the swiftness of his response.

“Good. Don’t you worry. You’ll get the first taste anyone’s had in years.”

Desire coursed through him. “I’ll make sure you don’t leave unsatisfied.”

Cecilia leaned her arm against his, nuzzling her cheek against his. “I’m something of a schemer, so you’ll have to put up with that aspect of me. Alright?”

“Alright.” No matter what she wanted, he doubted he’d mind.

“And, for now, I think it’s best we don’t spill our sordid secret to Sera.”

Heat flushed Noa’s cheeks, and he nearly choked on his own spit at Sera’s mention. He remembered their own kiss earlier, which sent more blood back to his cock. He also realized that he was officially planning to fuck one of her closest friends behind her back. How she’d respond if it came to light… he really wasn’t sure. He couldn’t remember ever seeing her truly blow up before. Anger never gathered beyond a tepid spring within her usually so composed self.

But this might accomplish it.

“I agree,” Noa said, shame filling a portion of him. Unfortunately, it was a drop in the ocean compared to the lust swirling around him.

“And no wagging your tongue toward my servants or the staff here, even with Luca.” Her gaze hardened. “Understand?”

“Yes, Cecilia,” he answered earnestly.

“Now, about this sudden hard on you’ve regained so spiritedly,” Cecilia said, bringing her forefinger to rest on his cockhead. “I can’t help but notice it came up while we were discussing keeping things secret from Sera.”

Noa turned bright scarlet, which caused Cecilia to laugh in a vibrant, flowing tone. At the same time, her hand grasped his cock and renewed its motions.

“I’m only teasing,” she said, though something behind her gaze gave Noa paused. However, he lost his train of thought mere moments later, when the duchess bent forward and put her sultry lips back to work.
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Second Try

The following morning proved the strangest Noa had ever experienced in his life. He woke in his bed wondering if everything he’d experienced the day prior was a vivid dream. That today was the day the duchess arrived. That he’d imagined it all, and that in no reality would a duchess perform such lewd actions with one such as himself.

He roused and dressed himself, stretching limbs still fatigued from last night. A strange sort of satiation sat upon him. That was the first morsel of evidence that it hadn’t all been a dream.

The second – and much more blatant – reminder arrived in the guise of Sera’s sudden blush and departure when they bumped into one another outside in the hall. With barely more than a nod, she rushed away, eyes cast downward the entire time. Noa’s chest twisted at that, and reality cracked the veneer of a dream he’d built for himself.

Seeing the duchess’s guards within the inn battered the crumbling veneer with another blow. The staff members busying themselves in order to make sure everything remained perfect added another. And then Cecilia herself added the final finger flick needed in shattering it entirely.

After eating a quick breakfast, Noa found himself wandering throughout the inn, a bit listless, a bit out of sorts. The brief interaction with Sera had unnerved him, and worry gathered like rain clouds within his mind. The last thing he wanted was for them to avoid one another. Regret coursed through him about their kiss the night prior, even if it had led to the most insane bliss he could have imagined with Duchess Cecilia.

And then, his perception pinched shut by his worrying, he felt a set of soft hands place themselves over his eyes. He froze, then gasped as a voluptuous pair of breasts pressed against his back.

“Good morning,” Cecilia husked into his ear, blowing softly against its shell.

Noa turned and found a long, scorching kiss waiting for him. Much of his worries faded beneath the surface as he absorbed the duchess’s lips into his. Not a dream. Reality. And this part of it was utterly fantastic.

His hands immediately glided up her hourglass hips until they’d latched onto the duchess’s breasts. Today, she wore a semi-sheer pink robe. The kind easily dismissed for luxurious dips in the hot springs. As Noa groped her, he could see the outlines of her nipples protruding through it.

“Are you ready for today’s events?” Cecilia said with a grin.

“Without a doubt,” he answered breathlessly.

“Good!” The gorgeous woman bestowed a vivid grin upon him for his answer. “I’m quite pleased with how in stride you’re taking this. I’m impressed, truly.”

Noa blushed but elation flooded him at her praise. “Were you worried about how I’d react?”

“A touch. It’s not everyday someone gets to have a duchess – especially this duchess,” she said, running her hands over her enamoring curves, “as their lover. I’m pleased you’re not a fretting mess, or worse, trying to say last night was a mistake, that we shouldn’t do it again, or some other such drivel.”

“That’s the last thing I’d want,” Noa said, feeling uncharacteristically emboldened. It flooded him with a balmy emotion, casting aside the strictness he usually put upon himself, and he prayed for its continuation. “I couldn’t be happier, right now.”

“Sure you could,” Cecilia said, grinning wickedly. “And fortune favors you, for I’m going to make sure you get it. So long as you’re committed to earning it and bringing me more of the bliss you provided last night.”

“Absolutely,” he said, not a moment of hesitation delaying his response.

“Good. Then enjoy the rest of your morning. I’d like another massage in the afternoon, and then… I’ve something special planned.”

Noa could tell she’d something positively wicked in store. Enflamed with desire for the beautiful woman, he nodded agreeably. They shared another kiss, their hands roving greedily across the other’s body, and then they went their separate ways.

His morning passed excruciatingly slow. He plodded along through his tasks within the inn, finding little work in need. Even if she was the most notable guest they’d ever housed, Cecilia was but one woman. Which meant the cooking, cleaning, and maintenance required during her stay drastically reduced itself in comparison to their busier weeks. Her numerous guards and servants didn’t come close to making up the difference. And, as expected of their stations, they left no messes nor caused disturbances.

Amid checking the grounds around midday, which he knew was a complete waste of time due to the vigil of the duchess’s guards and the barrier the sorceress had set up around the springs, Noa soaked in the warm sunlight and breathed in the clearer air. The usual sulfurous tinge within the air didn’t seem as potent as usual. He wondered if that was also due to the sorceress’s magic. He certainly wouldn’t complain about it, even if he was more than used to the odor the hot springs put forth.

He trailed around to the male hot spring’s wooden fence, checking for issues in the wood. He knew he wouldn’t find any since the check a few days ago, but there wasn’t anything else on his plate for a while longer. The tall planks prevented any entry but through the official entrance within the inn. From within he heard muffled conversation, which he assumed belonged to a few of the duchess’s off-duty guards. There were no peepholes within which he could peek, not that he’d ever commit such a crime, here or at the women’s spring. Finding all in order, he moved on.

At the women’s, he bumped into the inn’s proprietress.

Their eyes both widened as they saw one another. Apparently, they shared their general boredom and had both thought to meander around the edges of the springs in search of something that might divert their attention. Their unexpected meeting certainly qualified.

They stared at one another, neither ready for their sudden meeting. Yet, Noa could see within the dark amber of her eyes that she’d thoughts coalescing, which he realized meant she wasn’t going to run away this time. So, he waited, ignoring that glimmer of dread that she might say something he wouldn’t enjoy hearing.

“I’d say we’re both hard at work, but I’d be lying if I did,” Sera said, a wane smile touching her exquisite lips.

Noa swallowed dryly and tore his gaze from them. He nodded. Compared to yesterday’s rare affair, today Sera wore a more typical outfit. A long dress that scraped the ground, its flowery top half covered by a tower of buttons on the front. All buttoned, currently. Properly.

“It’s a rush to get everything ready, yet once she’s here, things are a lot easier than usual,” Noa said.

“It helps that she’s much less demanding than other nobles tend to be,” she said. “I just checked with her, and she’d nothing to request.” Curiously, a touch of color grew upon her creamy skin as she mentioned Celicia.

A prolonged silence crawled between them, and it was a grotesque thing Noa couldn’t stand. Seeing her clearly upset about his conduct yesterday, blaming herself for it, he hated it. So, instead of skirting the topic any longer, he took the icy plunge. Anything, so long as it would revert things back to how they were, return Sera to her usual pleasant demeanor.

“Sera. I want to talk about last night, again. Only once more, I promise. And then it’ll be done with. I’m truly sorry for-”

She pulled him into a hug that robbed him of the rest of his apology. This was nothing like yesterday’s hug, where she’d admired his height. This time, she dragged his head down straight into her bosom, squeezing him tightly – so tightly, in fact, he could hear the pounding of her heartbeat behind her breast. Noa’s body alighted with the sizzling passions he’d been hoping to properly bury.

The dark-haired beauty held him there for many seconds, and he didn’t so much as budge. She pulled even tighter, forcing his face into her bosom until he almost couldn’t breathe. Still, he smelled the cinnamon she favored in her perfume once more, and his body throbbed with arousal.

Her arms finally lessened their hold. As Noa reluctantly pulled away, he saw two warring emotions blistering through her expression.

A need to maintain propriety. A woman’s desires.

Noa’s breath spilled away, and he couldn’t catch enough to speak a word.

“It’s my fault, but how I acted last night, as well as this morning, is inexcusable,” she said slowly. Her tongue wettened the luscious pout of her lips, and then she chewed on her lower lip again – the same nervous tic she’d shown off before Cecilia’s arrival yesterday.

“It’s alright,” he said. “Really.”

“It is not,” Sera spoke adamantly. “I fled like a coward after… it, and then I ruined your and Cecilia’s dinner with my absurd behavior.”

“I’m not upset, Sera,” Noa said. “And I know Cecilia isn’t, either.” He opted to avoid mentioning their time together after they delivered her to bed, even a neutered version of events. “It was a strange situation we got wrapped up in. I didn’t exactly know how to react, myself.”

The lower lip chewing, and its ineradicable allure, continued. “And now? With some time since our… it, how do you feel about it now?”

Noa’s mouth slightly parted. Had he heard that question properly? Or rather, had he caught the curious subtext beneath it?

Proceed cautiously. Yet… The thought afterward dried out his throat.

“I’m regretful about the grief it caused you,” he said carefully. “I wish that hadn’t happened.”

Sera’s gaze fell like a stone. “Right. Of course. That’s the only sensible thing to say in such a situation.”

“I’m not finished yet,” Noa said. A touch of caution faded away when he reached his fingers beneath her chin and lifted her gaze, so that she saw the heat within his. Her lip chewing ceased. And the power struggle within her expression shifted toward one side’s favor.

“Even if I regret the aftermath, I don’t regret last night. Not for one second.”

Sera closed the gap she’d created a moment ago, mouth parted, those gorgeous lips wracked with the slightest of tremors. “I think… I agree.”

Noa leaned his head forward; Sera raised hers. Their mouths hovered nearby, like two animals cautiously sniffing one another. Uncertainty hung in the air, but a more powerful emotion threw a bag over it and chucked it down river.

“Maybe it’s not so bad, then. What happened. We could try again, see if we’re right about that.”

Sera’s tormented eyes practically glazed over. “Okay.”

Noa’s mouth covered hers, and their lips sizzled. Her hands gripped the back of his neck, keeping him held steady as their tentative exploration hastened into a furious race to make up for the shortness of last night’s melding. A contented sigh, though he didn’t know if he or she had birthed it, spread through the air.

The urgency of their kiss spilled into their hands. Noa grasped her sides, scooping her off the ground as if she weighed nothing. With only a tiny yelp interrupting their long, passionate kiss, her supple legs wrapped themselves tightly around his waist. Panting as if they’d swam for an hour to some distant shore, their lips parted only long enough for them to seize what breath they could find.

“Don’t go… too much further,” Sera gasped, keeping boundaries ahead of them even as she grinded against him with rampant wantonness. “We’re just… seeing how it feels this time. Okay?”

Noa gritted his teeth but nodded. Thoughts of his entanglement with Cecilia helped him maintain his control. He’d no idea how both women would react if they learned of the other. He wasn’t really sure what there was to learn, even. Who was he to the duchess? Who was he to Sera?

Now was not the time to ponder such bizarre circumstances as he had found himself wrapped into.

A nearby tree stump, cut down so that its foliage didn’t hang over the walls of the hot spring, caught his eye. While Sera peppered kisses along his neck, hands roving through his hair and across his back, he carried her to it. He deposited her on it, and he on her. His full weight crushed into her, his throbbing cock pressing right into her forbidden entry – only their thin clothing acting as a barrier between them.

“Fuck, this is so wrong!” Sera mumbled, though the cords singing through her voice remained husky and in need – as did her arms.

Noa bit down on the side of her throat, sucking and eliciting a flurry of gasps that Sera barely survived. Her breasts heaved against his chest, and he took one hand to them. She didn’t stop him, far too busy bucking her hips against his cock. Her dress became a twisted, mangled thing, and more and more of her supple legs revealed themselves.

“Maybe a bit further,” Noa whispered.

“N-no. Not… yet.” Trepidation flashed in her eyes.

“Not yet,” Noa agreed, reminding himself that she wasn’t Duchess Cecilia, who’d so readily invited him – which he was now confident was intentional – to massage her naked body.

“Thank you, Noa,” Sera said, massaging his cheek with tenderness. A crimson blush sprayed across her cheeks. “I need a bit more preparation before… It’s not easy for me to… act like this.”

As soon as she spoke those words of promise, she gasped, for her pressed his cock in even harder against her.

“That’s alright with you, isn’t it? I need to make sure.”

Noa swiftly nodded. “I won’t go further than you want me to, Sera.”

At his words, a thudding heartbeat crashed against his chest. Her body twisted and arched into him, and for a moment it seemed like they’d both lose themselves to the poignant passion arcing through the air like static.

“Thank you,” she panted. Yet, a mischievous look alighted upon her face. However, he’d his own mischief to make.

“You’re welcome.” Noa suddenly stood. Sera’s eyes squinted with confusion, especially when Noa extended a hand to help her up.

“Something the matter?” she asked, already biting her lower lip again.

“Yes.” He thumbed over his shoulder toward the sun. “I’ve got work I promised I’d get to once the afternoon arrived.”

“Work?”

“I’m giving the duchess a massage. And I can’t be late.”

Sera’s eyes flashed with an emotion he couldn’t properly determine the nature of, but he liked to think it was envy. Her mouth pulled over to one side.

“What about afterward?”

“I think I’ll have some free time.”

“Then we can continue this… then.”

Noa’s heart soared, but he kept himself composed, mimicking the same control Sera wielded. “Yes.”
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Game Night

At the massage, Noa found the duchess in high spirits. Once she undressed, and after he picked his jaw up off the floor once he finished gaping at her beauty, he provided her the same arousing massage as the night before. A better one, he’d even say. With no confusion or trepidation involved in this second go-around, he could focus a bit better on relieving the duchess of her tension. A bit.

It was still painfully difficult not to just leap ahead to the best parts.

“Ah, right there,” Cecilia sighed as he focused on her right calf. “It’s been so tight since the climb up all those infernal steps yesterday.”

“Couldn’t your sorceress have brought you up with magic?” Noa asked.

“Sure, but it’d rob me of the workout. This body of mine doesn’t just appear out of thin air.” She wriggled her hips a bit, drawing his attention to one of the many fantastic elements of her body.

“Fair enough.”

“Come around here and give me another taste,” the duchess said a little later. “My calf feels plenty relieved.”

Noa hurried to the front of the slab, where the duchess’s mouth waited lewdly open. And since she’d ordered him to undress at the same time she had, there was nothing stopping him from shoving his throbbing cock into her tight throat. Maybe she’d let him cum this time.

Groaning and grunting as her hot mouth and tongue swirled around his cock for this third round of teasing, his desires went unmet. After a couple minutes of slowly building him to his peak, the duchess withdrew her tight lips with a noisy plop, grinned at him, and then sent him back to work.

“You’re going to kill me,” he complained as he took his frustration out on her round ass. If it went any further, he didn’t think he could hold back. He’d probably just mount her right then and there and let his cock find whichever hole it did.

“Nonsense. You’re young and virile. You can handle it.”

“I don’t want to handle it.”

“Yes, you do,” she said cryptically. “Otherwise, you won’t get your big reward tonight.”

Noa’s nostrils flared with heat. “You mean…”

The duchess glanced over her shoulder with a mischievous grin. Her pale blue eyes shone bright as the sky. “You’ll see. And feel. And taste. But only if you can hold out until tonight. So, no running to another set of breasts after this, you hear.”

Noa blushed furiously and glanced away. “I don’t know what you mean.”

“I’m sure you don’t,” Cecilia said, still grinning. She set her head back upon her arms and the massage continued.

Balls aching like they were trapped in a vise when they finally finished – or, when Cecilia finished, six times, in fact – Noa grimaced as the long-legged duchess slowly dressed herself, eying him seductively the entire time. He’d enjoyed her teasing plenty, yet his need for release bristled through him like a thousand porcupine spines stuck in his skin.

“A little longer,” she said, pulling him into a torrid kiss that made his head swim. “It will be worth it. And you’ll reap the benefits for years to come. Alright?”

Noa couldn’t smile over it, but he would wait and see. “Alright.”

The next six hours proved torturous. Every dull moment passed agonizingly slowly. Just like this morning, there was nothing to do. Worse, Cecilia had claimed Sera’s attention for herself, which snipped any further developments on that side in the bud. He was sure he wore a permanent grimace the entire time he wandered around the inn, his balls aching with each step. It took every ounce of self-control not to relieve himself of this boiling tension.

He wasn’t sure why he didn’t do that, honestly. It wasn’t as if Cecilia would ever know. Yet, having given his word, he couldn’t bring himself to break it. And so, for sluggish hour after hour, he suffered.

The sun fell around the time he ate dinner with Luca and Kara. He offered little to the acceptable amount of gossip they engaged in, his adoptive father always spry when it came to such matters, and he meandered through his meal with all the speed of a sloth. Both finished before him, wished him well, and then headed off to whatever nightly activities would distract them.

Around the time he finally finished up his meal, the remnants cold by that point, the towering captain of Cecilia’s guard approached him. She wore a neutral expression and did not sit beside him. Instead, she delivered a message.

“The duchess requests your presence at the women’s hot springs.”

Noa blushed, but the woman showed no sign of well, any emotion as she delivered her message. But she didn’t leave yet. It took a few moments before the reason why dawned upon him.

“R-right,” he stammered. “I’ll head there right away.”

Nodding, the guardswoman departed.

Gathering up his plate and cup, he dropped them off with the rest on the table that someone other than him would clean up shortly. Heart buzzing like an insect’s wings, he took the familiar path to the women’s hot springs. First, he arrived at the women’s changing room.

As he’d believed, only one of the many towels he’d folded and laid out sat missing from its area. The small wooden door of its cubby was closed, hiding the duchess’s clothes and amulet within. He chuckled a bit at that. It wasn’t as if there were any other guests around who might rob her of her jewelry. Disrobing and tossing his clothes into the cubby next to it, he grabbed a towel and strode out into the hot springs.

Big enough for fifteen to twenty bodies to space themselves out comfortably, a sheen of light steam danced upon the balmy water. With autumn properly underway, the nights cooled a bit, adding a popular mix of heat inside the springs and shivers outside of it. A large part of the reason Cecilia always arrived this time each year.

With only the light of the stars filtering upon the dark waters, Noa squinted ahead. There, on the far side of the springs, he saw a woman luxuriating herself in the water. A grin split his face, he deposited his towel on a nearby bench, and then sat on the edge of the springs. The toasty water scoured the coolness around his feet as he slipped into the spring, wading in deeper. At its deepest, the water might reach his shoulders while standing.

Pushing through the warm waters, he half-swam once he reached that point, heart pounding and cock throbbing with need as he closed the gap between him and the duchess. The figure in the dark finally noticed him, sitting up a bit as he reached her.

Her. In this instance, ‘her’ did not mean Duchess Cecilia.

“Noa?!” Sera hissed, eyes widening with shock. “What are you doing here?! This is the women’s spring.”

Noa gulped, and his mind shunted a response away in favor of leering at the gorgeous woman rapidly covering her breasts with her arms. With all but her hair, which she’d put up with pins before entering the hot springs, glistening wet, Noa couldn’t tear his gaze away. The waters obfuscated some of her body after a couple feet, but this close, he could pretty much see it all.

“Noa!”

“I… I was told to come to the springs,” he said. “By the duchess’s captain.”

“But why are you naked?!”

“Because we’re all soaking together in the springs, obviously,” a voice from across the spring laughed.

Turning toward the duchess’s voice, Noa watched a figure enter the hot springs. Strangely, he saw something – three somethings – juggled in her grasp, which she placed upon the water. They floated, and Cecilia pushed them along ahead of her on her way to them.

“What is this about?!” Sera growled, scooting away slightly. As if it’d truly stop him from noticing every voluptuous bend in her gorgeous body.

“A bit of mischief,” Cecilia said, winking at Noa. Like Sera, she’d also done up her hair. “Look, I’ve even brought snacks.”

The three somethings from earlier revealed themselves to be thick wooden boards. And on each of them sat six baked cupcakes. Curiously, a line vivisected the board longways, which separated the snacks three to each half.

“Settle in beside our lovely inn owner, Noa,” Cecilia said, ushering him over to her.

“Cecilia, this is too much, even for you,” Sera said through gritted teeth. However, as Noa moved into place on the ledge she sat upon, she only scooted a bit further away.

“What exactly is going on, Cecilia?” Noa asked as he settled in. He was acutely aware of the pillar between his legs, and he’d little doubt the two gorgeous women sharing the spring with him had at least spotted a glance of it.

“It’s a bonding experience, of course,” the duchess said, pushing one of the floating boards in front of Sera, then him, and then taking a seat beside him – their shoulders touching – with the final board in front of her. Noa and Sera both reached out and settled their respective boards before they floated away.

“But… why?” Noa asked, as confused as Sera seemed. With how long he’d ached today for release, this seemed like the cruelest teasing subjected to him by the duchess yet.

“Because soaking in a massive pool of warm water alone loses its luster after a couple decades of it.” Cecilia’s thigh brushed against his under the water, and she grinned. “I thought I’d much prefer it with my two favorite people joining me.”

“You are incorrigible,” Sera said, turning her head away.

“It’ll be fun, I promise,” Cecilia said. She’d an almost girlish giggle trilling throughout her voice. “Like I said, I’ve even brought treats for us to enjoy. They go to a game we can all play together.”

“Game?” Noa asked. He sucked in a tight breath as Cecilia’s hand placed itself on his thigh, dangerously close to the base of his cock.

“That’s right. As everyone can see, our boards have six dainty cupcakes upon them. Three above the line, three below. Three, those above the line, that are quite scrumptious, and three that – with my own plotting – are quite unappetizing.” Cecilia’s slender fingers slowly wrapped around Noa’s cock. With Sera still looking the other way, she didn’t notice. “Our game here is one of truths, and that will be the pathway to enjoying something tasty.”

She locked eyes with Noa, and such a raw lust gathered like a storm within her eyes that he almost forgot who sat on the other side of him. With the barest echo of restraint sounding within his mind, he kept his hands from leaping upon the duchess.

“How do we play?” he asked, licking his lips.

Cecilia smiled, and it was a carnivorous baring of her pearly white teeth. “I’m glad you’ve asked, Noa.” He fingertips stroked up his length, as if a reward for his willingness to play along. “One by one, we will each ask a single question. The question has no restrictions, be it for topic or personalness, save for one. You must ask a question that both others can realistically answer. So, neither Sera nor I could ask what it’s like being a man, since the other of us obviously couldn’t answer that question. However, with this fortuitous gender setup we have here, you can ask whatever fanciful questions about breasts you’d like to know.”

Cecilia’s hand slipped away from Noa’s cock the moment before Sera’s gaze swiveled around. "Don’t be crude, Cecilia!”

“And how do the cupcakes come into this?” Noa asked, as Cecilia unabashedly winked at her friend.

“If you answer the question, then you get to eat one of your good treats. However, you can also elect not to disclose any answer. In that event, you eat one of our less than appetizing ones.”

“Does something happen when you’ve eaten all of one side?”

“Yes! Once you eat the third of either side’s cupcakes, you’re through with the game. You may do as you wish with the remaining ones on your board. However, think of these snacks as lesser rewards and punishments. The true versions of those two things are carved into the bottoms of each respective board. A prize for winning, and a punishment for losing. They’re unique to each of us, designed by yours truly.”

“What… what kind of reward and punishment?” Noa asked, knowing without needing to ask the kind. Yet, it couldn’t be… could it? Sera was sitting right beside them, apparently part of this game Cecilia had wrapped them both into.

“You’ll have to wait and see,” the duchess said, stretching her back far enough for her nipples – hard as stone – to raise from the water.

“This is too far, Cecilia,” Sera said, clearly understanding of at least some of the blatant subtext that saw a young man sitting between two naked beauties in a hot spring. “Even if it is you, this isn’t something I’ll stand for.”

The blonde noblewoman lifted her palms in an unapologetic shrug. “I thought it would be a grand experience we could all share in. If you’d prefer to depart, I won’t command you to stay. Though, it will leave Noa and I alone together within the waters… unsupervised.”

Sera’s gaze tightened, amber eyes crackling like kindling on a fire. “And what makes you think I’d allow him to stay?”

Cecilia turned slightly and smiled. It was a polite smile. However, its meaning somewhat transformed as the busty duchess squeezed her ample chest against his arm. “He’s a man, now, Sera. He can make his own decisions. If you intend to go, we’ll see which he chooses. Otherwise, you can stay and be the good chaperone I know you’re capable of being.”

Noa looked between the gorgeous women and slowly leaned back a bit, lest the crackling electricity Sera skewered the duchess with zap him too. He’d no idea if he should say something, or if that might be the worst choice possible. Fortunately, the silence lingered only a moment longer.

“Very well, Cecilia,” Sera growled. “Play your game.”

“Fantastic!” she said, clapping her hands once in the air, then grabbing hold of her board before the currents her arms created floated it away. “So, I’ll go first, then Noa, then Sera. We’ll cycle around until everyone has either won or lost. And, just in case anyone’s wondering, I am certain each of you would very much prefer to win at this game, rather than lose it.”

“I bet you are,” Sera grumbled.

“Alright, first question!” A wickedness in her gaze immediately warned Noa that there’d be no warmup round. Like a wolf with its fangs coated in crimson, the taste of blood well acquired, the duchess went straight for the throat. “Have either of you ever masturbated to one of the other people currently here? Obviously, you don’t say who it is if you have… or if it’s both.” The duchess winked.

Noa’s jaw unhinged itself. Sera hissed tightly that she’d known this was the sort of foolishness Cecilia would force them to suffer through.

“Answer, or select your first unappetizing cupcake,” Cecilia said, twirling an impatient finger through the air.

“Yes,” Noa said, his voice practically a whisper. “I have.”

Cecilia grinned, and Noa stared right at her. Anything, so long as he could avoid seeing how Sera had just reacted to his revelation.

“You may take your prize, Noa,” Cecilia said. “Sera? Your answer, please. I trust we’ll all be honest here, of course.”

Noa swallowed dryly and lifted the tiny puff of sweetness first of the three on the top half of his board. It tasted of cinnamon. In any other circumstance, he’d have enjoyed it thoroughly. Alas, the silence pervading the spring as Sera considered whether to answer or take one of the obviously altered cupcakes ruined any chance of that.

“I have.” Somehow, Sera’s voice found an octave quieter than his. Nonetheless, every ounce of blood in Noa’s body surged into his cock. Cecilia’s gaze fell upon it, then lifted to his eyes. A knowing grin surfaced upon the troublemaking duchess’s beautiful face.

“Take your prize, naughty woman,” Cecilia said, turning that grin upon her friend.

As she wordlessly did so, Noa glanced her way. Like he with her a moment ago, she’d no interest in glancing his way. Which allowed him long seconds to spot her aroused nipples, see the creeping blush splayed across her cheeks.

“I bet she’s done it for both of us,” Cecilia whispered into his ear from behind. Her hand again trailed over his thigh and onto his cock, giving it a full squeeze. She pulled back and raised her voice. “You’re up, Noa. Ask a good one!”

Noa chewed on his thoughts cautiously. The way he saw it, he’d two options. Either he’d follow the duchess’s suit and see just how far they could take this game, or he could go as far into the opposite corner as possible by tossing out some banal, lukewarm question that would save him from any potential consequences with Sera after this game ended. If he didn’t participate, then any wrath bubbling beneath might only direct itself toward Cecilia.

In reality, there was only one option for him to take.

“Between the two of you, what about the other one arouses you the most?” he asked, holding his breath after the taboo question flung itself from his throat.

Cecilia showered him with an approving smile and answered immediately. “Her lips, easily. Every time I see those pouty things, I just want to lounge on them. Even when they are beneath a set of eyes glaring daggers at me. It’d be worth the risk.”

Exactly as suggested, Sera wore the darkest glare he could remember ever seeing on her. Yet, behind the glowing embers promising vengeance, he detected something else. Something that further splashed him with scorching hot arousal.

“S-Sera. Your answer?”

Her gaze trailed toward him, then down. Upon seeing his painfully throbbing erection, a bit more of what lay behind the wall of fire shone through. She stared for a bit longer, then shifted her gaze toward Cecilia.

“You don’t have to answer,” the duchess said, pointing toward the three cupcakes on the thick board’s lower half. “Keep your secrets, if you like.”

“Her confidence,” she said. “When she knows she wants something, she pursues it until it’s hers.”

Cecilia’s smile widened, but Sera had already turned away. Picking up her second tasty cupcake, as Cecilia lifted her first, the two women indulged in the sweets. With one hand busy capturing the floating board, Noa took a risk with his second.

Midchew, Sera eyes widened as she felt strong fingers press into her thigh. They flew to him, trailing down to his hand as he flowed it along her inner thigh, dangerously close to her opening. What would she do, he wondered? Chide him, ignore him, or…

Her legs splayed open a touch wider, until her leg bumped his. Noa’s fingers explored further in, finding her folds beneath the water. He gently trailed his fingertips around it, excitement bursting within him as he watched the pulse on her neck throb mightily.

“Your question next, Sera,” Cecilia said. “Don’t back out now.”

The woman looked at him as she answered. “I won’t.” Her gaze shifted. “Have the two of you had sex?”

Noa felt an elbow to his ribs from Cecilia’s side as he opened his mouth. Furrowing his brow, he turned toward her, finding a crafty look on the duchess’s face. She reached a hand toward and picked up the first of the tampered cupcakes. His surprise lasted only a moment, until her ploy dawned on him.

You’re evil, Noa thought, though he’d already reached for his first cupcake of the lower three.

“When and where?” Sera growled, glaring at them both furiously.

“Assumptions, assumptions, Sera,” Cecilia said, grinning as she brought the tampered cupcake to her lips. “They can get a girl into trouble.”

Noa averted his eyes from the glowering innkeeper as he sank his teeth into the cupcake. On the outside, it looked no different than the three good ones. Maybe it would just be slightly unpleasant. A geyser of heat quickly disabused him of that fanciful notion. He broke into a fit of coughs, which dragged his hand away from his Sera’s inner thigh, as the incandescent heat caught him completely off guard. Fortunately, he’d a pretty sturdy palette for spiciness. He’d just not anticipated finding it within the cupcake.

“How?!” he complained, struggling to regain control of the firestorm dancing gleefully on his tongue.

“Your cooks are quite talented,” Cecilia said, chomping on the cupcake with a less visceral reaction than his, though Noa could spot the slight squint caused by the ferocious heat. “Ask them, if you want to know the specifics. You only have to take a single bite of these, by the way. I think I left that unmentioned. I don’t want any of us scarfing down something that’ll sicken us.”

“Sera, it’s super spicy, so I’d really not recommend it,” Noa said, looking to his right. Between the two of them, his bloodline, or maybe just his upbringing scrounging in a scorched wasteland for the first eight years of his life, protected him from the brunt of heat, sourness, and other extreme tastes. Sera, however, possessed a far more delicate tongue. The time she’d come over to Luca’s to visit them years ago and shared in a broth spiced heavily on the hotter side had not ended well for her.

“Noted,” she answered flatly, still clearly fuming about their refusal to answer her question.

I hope your scheme pays off, Cecilia, Noa thought.

“And back to me,” the duchess said. She tapped her lower lip thoughtfully with a forefinger. “Hmm. Let’s modify Sera’s question a little. Do either of you want to have sex with one of the other people here?”

“Yes,” Noa answered immediately, grabbing his second tasty cupcake. He knew Cecilia wouldn’t mind, so he stared directly at Sera as he did so. The duchess’s scandalous natured seemed to have infected him rather quickly, and he’d decided already he’d ride that dangerous wave until it failed him.

She fidgeted slightly beneath the heat of his gaze, but her lower lip chewing stopped. She replied without any stammer or hesitance.

“Yes.”

The sounds of throbbing heartbeats blasted through each of their ears, and they looked at one another as they ate their second good cupcakes. Just one more. And then they could see what ‘prize’ the scheming duchess had scrawled on the bottom of their boards.

My turn, Noa thought, a thousand steamy questions flooding his mind. He took a few moments to single out the most likely to lead him to the island he hoped the wave would wash him up on.

“You could take the first win if you answer here,” Cecilia pointed out to Sera.

“I’m aware how the game works.”

“Okay,” Noa said, settling his heart with a long exhale. “My question for the two of you is this: what is your most secret sexual fantasy?”

“Atta boy,” Cecilia said, face lighting up like a comet falling from the heavens. “Would you care to answer first, Sera?”

The woman on his right turned bright scarlet, and it was shades deeper than he could remember seeing color her face before. Her composure seemed lost among the spring somewhere, for she glanced around the water for it. Lip clamped tight, she snatched the spicy cupcake that Noa and Cecilia had already fallen prey to.

“Sera, I really don’t-”

She sank her teeth into it, chewed, swallowed, and then the immediate signs of regret bristled across her forehead, which furrowed in discomfort. It spread to her eyes, which watered, and then her nose, which began sniffling. Issues they both knew wouldn’t end swiftly. Noa sighed.

“I should go and get some milk for her,” he said.

“Probably for the best,” Cecilia said, shaking her head at the other woman’s stubbornness. “Hurry back. I’ll give you my answer once you do.”

Hurrying out of the hot water, shivering as the coolness of the night raced across his body, he dried himself, wrapped himself in a towel, and then made a quick journey to the common room. In his path, he passed by numerous guards, though none stopped or stared beyond their initial vigilance at his coming and going. Fortunately, he didn’t happen upon any other members of the staff as he reached the common room. Bothering through the shelves on the far wall, thankful there was still some milk among the stores of bottles, which meant he didn’t have to trudge all the way out to the kitchen, he grabbed a clay cup, filled it with the white liquid, and then rushed back.

He wrapped around the water’s edge, rather than entering it right away, so he could return to Sera faster. On his approach, he saw her and Cecilia with their heads bowed together, involved in some sort of intense conversation – which Sera’s coughs and parched throat regularly interrupted. But as he arrived, they parted, ebbing to either side, so that he could hand the suffering woman her drink, then slip back into the warmth between them – freeing him from the battering of cold air.

“Thank you,” Sera said, accepting the already cup and diminishing its stores hastily. Slow relief undid the knots in her forehead. Though, he imagined she’d suffer still a while longer.

“I can get more if you need it,” he said.

She nodded. “Thank you, but I think I’m fine. This is enough. C-Cecilia still hasn’t answered your question.” She blushed and hid her face behind the cup as she took another long draught.

“That’s right, so get your eyes over here,” the duchess said, tugging him by the arm until he practically bowled into her massive breasts. With their faces drawn close, the duchess stared hotly at him, yet there also sat a touch of seriousness, honesty. “My secret fantasy isn’t quite as lewd as you might imagine it. Really, after decades wilting away within a loveless marriage, I just want to feel something warm within my chest. Something that gets me going, knowing I’ll grin at the memory hours later, rather than feel my skin crawl if I remember it.” She shrugged. “Sorry if you were hoping for something nasty and naughty, Noa.” A twinkle shone within her vividly blue eyes. “I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”

He nodded back, expecting full well she would. And I’ll do my best to give you that memory you’re after.

Sera coughed impatiently, and the two of them broke their pseudo-embrace. Yet, Noa could have sworn he spotted only a little left of her ire within her gaze as he looked over at her. She waited patiently for Cecilia to eat her second tasty cupcake.

We’re all at two good ones, one bad one, Noa realized with a glance across their respective boards. Which meant, unless Sera asked a question salacious enough to stop them, if that were even possible at this point, he and Cecilia would get their respective ‘prize’ at the game’s end. Unless Cecilia wants us to prolong things further. He hoped not. He could do without tasting the other two concoctions dwelling dangerously within the lower two cupcakes on his board.

Sera took a deep breath, and the shift he witnessed upon her face caused him to visualize a key unlocking a long-clamped padlock. “Alright. Are we all about to have sex here shortly?”

There was an exasperation to it, though a relatively shallow amount. As if the question held a foregone conclusion to its answer, which each of them knew without speaking aloud. Still, hearing her bring to light what they’d all understood several questions ago hammered Noa’s heart.

“Abso-fucking-lutely,” Cecilia said, grabbing her final cupcake above the line. She snatched and tossed the two remaining tampered ones over her shoulder, where they rolled and bounced, scattering crumbs everywhere, on their journey to the wall.

Sera looked at him, unblinking, so many curious emotions coalescing as one within her expression. She waited for his answer. He had only one to give.

“It’s what I want to happen.”

She nodded, and Noa followed Cecilia’s suit down to the letter. When he started turning over his board, curiosity getting the better of him, the duchess prodded him harshly on the side.

“None of that, now. Wait until the game properly ends.” She nodded past him. “Sera, do you think our friend here has a big cock?”

A tiny bit of her earlier glare resurfaced, but she didn’t pout for long. “Yes, I do. It’s the biggest I’ve ever seen.”

A blazing heat that put the hot springs to shame roared to life within Noa’s chest. It spread through his veins like an invading army set to pillage, and pillaging wasn’t far off what he had in mind – which he finally hoped was soon beginning. As Sera chomped on her cupcake, leaving it mostly unfinished but for a couple bites, she practically smoldered with the same desire.

“Alright, horny people,” Cecilia said, tapping her board with her fingers. “Spread out a little, then flip your board over and see what we’ve each won.”

Blowing them both a kiss, she swam backward, dragging her board after her. Pausing so they could share one final heated look, Sera did the same, though she deposited her two uneaten cupcakes on the spring’s edge, rather than tossing them toward the fence. Once they’d both put a bit of distance from him, his body aching with need that he couldn’t bear any more preamble, he flipped his board over and read its words.

You get to cum inside us both.

-------------------------------------

You only get one of us tonight.

“Goddess,” he whispered, staring at the top line with the greed of a starving man looking upon a grand feast. He threw his eyes toward both women, taking in their expressions as they read their respective boards – though it was a moot point for Cecilia, as she’d created the things.

Sera’s gaze remained affixed to hers, but Cecilia already had her eyes on him. She winked and showed him her board.

I get to kiss Sera first.

-------------------------------------

I don’t get to cum for an hour.

Noa’s mouth went dry, but he nodded. Hiding her board before her friend finally looked up from hers, Cecilia grinned at the nervousness the dark-haired beauty couldn’t quite shake. Swimming over, throwing him one final wink, she took Sera’s board from her and shoved it away – though disappointingly, not in his direction.

“I…” Sera trailed off, biting her lower lip, though Cecilia flicked her on one of her clearly rock-hard nipples. She sucked in a tight breath, arousal sparking like flint within her dark eyes.

“Stop biting your lip, before you crack it all to pieces. You’re going to need them tonight, after all. Are you ready?”

Sera stared at her wordlessly for so long that his aching impatience nearly reached a magnitude he could no longer handle. When her gaze shifted. It fell upon him, and it was if he looked upon her arousal in a palpable form. It grew before his eyes, sprouting like a hillside stretching into a mountain.

“I am.”

“Fucking finally,” the duchess said with a grin. And then she took the woman’s lips against hers, crashing upon her so rowdily that Sera’s breath fled her mouth.

Aggressively, the duchess’s hands formed along Sera’s body, memorizing her curves, even those below the surface. A touch caught off guard, eventually she sank into the heady kiss, their mouths melding together hotly. Noa watched her bring one hand to Cecilia’s cheek, and another to her breast. Mashed together, he could finally decide who had the larger pair. Cecilia, but just barely.

He planned to let his hands remeasure shortly.

Their kiss finally broke, and the two panting women hurled sizzling hot arousal his way. As if pulled by a rope, he parted through the water on his way to them.

Each woman took to a different side, pressing their massive breasts against his arms and sides. Their hot lips shared their kiss against his neck and jawline. Turning to Sera first, he took her mouth on his. While their lips burned against one another, he felt Cecilia’s hand trail along his cock. He kissed her next, lifting one hand to grope Sera’s breast.

“Let’s move out of the water, dry ourselves off, and get back to this,” the duchess suggested. “Scalding hot water isn’t the best lubricant for the kind of bareback, ramming sex I need tonight.”

“Okay.” Noa and Sera both answered together. As their three bodies, seemingly one contorted form now, headed to exit the spring, kissing, groping, and whispered promises of just how ravishing the sex would be burned each of their ears.
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Hotter than Hot Springs

They didn’t make it further than the changing room. Drying themselves and one another off in between trailing fingertips and exploratory kisses, not one of them so much as looked at the cubbies containing their clothing. The scorching heat radiating off their bodies demanded they waste no more time, go no further than this.

Which one first, though? Noa thought, a bit paralyzed by that decision. Did he go toward Sera, reward her willingness with his firs time? Or to the duchess, since all this seemed possible only due to her influence and scheming?

“I can hear the cogs grinding together in your head,” Cecilia teased, placing a hand on his shoulder and turning him toward Sera. “Her prize was that she gets your first time. Make it special, though not as special as your first time with me, of course.”

Noa nodded dumbly, barely hearing anything past Cecilia’s explanation that Sera’s prize was his first time. The issue resolved, he stepped toward the dark-haired woman. They’d rushed the drying process, but even normally, it’d still take both women hours to dry their hair. Long lengths of soaked hair fell down the gorgeous woman’s back, though one fell over her shoulder and covered one nipple.

He moved it aside, revealing the firm protrusion. Licking his lips, waiting until Sera granted him permission with a nod, he bent his mouth to it. She sighed softly as he flicked his tongue over the hardened point, rummaging her hands through his hair. She dropped them soon after, and cool hands fled to his throbbing length, finding heat aplenty to burn up her palms. Her fingers wrapped around his cock, testing its size once more with her fingers. Properly, this time.

“You’re going to fill me up with this big cock,” she whispered hotly. “I need it. I really, really do.”

All of Cecilia’s guards in tandem couldn’t have held him back, after that.

He shoved her against the wall, hand climbing her voluptuous body until it found her slender throat. The enticing lips Cecilia had spoken of earlier quivered with anticipation as he took her mouth again. Their tongues properly mingled, waves of heat cascading through him as Sera slathered his precum over his cock with her hands.

He grabbed her arm, but she needed no guidance. The moment he pulled her toward the nearest bench, she bent over and settled her palms on it. A sharp intake delayed him as he took in the lewd woman bent over and ready for him to take her from behind. A soft hand on his back pushed him toward her, and he glanced over and saw Cecilia, her sky-blue eyes stormy and lustful, nodding. He let her guide him to Sera’s soaking wet sex, where he fit his cock right against it.

A second passed, and then another, and then one more. As soon as Sera’s gaze wrapped around to see him, impatience bending her expression, he sank himself to the hilt inside her tight walls, shivering, gasping, realizing how perfect a fit she was for him. On the other side of things, it earned a lewd and unshackled groan. Guttural, almost animalistic, it bellowed through the changing room, and likely many rooms beyond.

“It’s a good thing this wing is closed to any others,” Cecilia said, noting his very same thought aloud.

Eyes blazing with desire, Sera nodded. “More. Give me more. Fill me up.”

Somehow even more aroused than before, Noa gripped her waist and provided her exactly what he now knew she needed. She spasmed as he pumped his cock through her, finding her so soaked yet so tight. The lewd slapping sounds of sex joined their moans and pants.

“How is it, Sera?” Cecilia asked, fingers at work at her own sex, though Noa imagined she’d remain dripping wet regardless. “Let us hear it in full.” She gave her friend’s ass a hard slap when only moans answered her command. “Use your words, you depraved woman.”

“It’s too fucking… gooood!” she cried, shuddering with each new thrust deep into her. “Why didn’t I take this months ago?!”

“Because you’re a silly woman who makes other people jump through far too many hoops,” Cecilia said. She stepped around and knelt before her friend, then brought her hands to her tits. “With these massive things hidden away all the time, when they should be out on display for us every day.”

“I’m sorry!” Sera cried, quivering and tightening around his cock until it seemed like she intended to lock him inside of her forever. “I won’t make those mistakes again! I promiseee!”

Noa clenched his teeth and realized through the new set of quakes within her pussy that she’d orgasmed. A moment after that, he realized he’d not long himself. With each thrust, his body flew to higher heights. It was overwhelming, and even better than he could have imagined.

“He gets to cum inside,” Cecilia said, ramping up her own focused intensity upon Sera’s breasts. “That was his reward. He gets to make you cum, and then he gets to flood you with his sticky seed. Take it all, Sera. Every drop.”

The woman responsible for so much good in Noa’s life moaned like a wild animal in heat. Noa held out for as long as he could, fingertips digging into her sides as he sprinted toward the orgasm that he’d withheld all day.

“Yes!” she screamed. “Inside! Nnngh, ohhhh, yes! All of it! All of iiii-”

Her words crashed into another guttural moan as he pushed his cock as deep into her as it would go and released the torrent. Every drop, just as Cecilia had said. Hot, sticky seed exploded within her tight canal, and the unbelievable ecstasy that followed him proved indescribable. Any shame left between them drowned beneath the tidal wave of white he coated her walls with.

Noa slowly pulled out, feeling overwhelmed with passion. The moment his hands left her hips, Sera collapsed to her knees, thoroughly fucked senseless. She continued moaning, for Cecilia didn’t cease her frontal assault upon her breasts. The duchess’s eyes lifted toward him, their inner light blazing hot.

“I’ll be with you shortly. Get a little breather.”

He obeyed, sinking onto the ground, panting and out of breath. Sera’s moans didn’t stop for nearly ten minutes. From torturing her nipples, kissing her, and speaking scandalous promises to her, Cecilia gave her no rest. By the time those ten minutes had passed, watching and listening the entire time, he’d already hardened again.

When Cecilia left Sera, she left her shivering under the effects of another orgasm, and he realized he’d a great deal to learn from the duchess. Sauntering to him, she extended a hand that he used to stand. Immediately, the duchess fell to her knees and put her mouth to work.

Groaning in pleasure as her hot lips engulfed his cock, her blue eyes grinned up at him with each long stroke. She nearly broke his restraint, but they both knew she’d plans for his seed to end up elsewhere. Though, Noa underestimated her there.

“How about you bring that big cock into my ass, so I can have your first of that?” She smiled at his obvious elation. “Loosen me a little with your fingers, okay? It’s… been a while for me.”

They laid on the ground together and kissed, their bodies mashed against one another. Noa took a breast in one hand, then slithered his fingers over her soaked sex, gathering the wetness needed before he brought it to her curvaceous bottom. When he chased his middle finger into the hills between them, searching for her tightest of holes, her breathing intensified. When he pressed into the opening just an inch, she arched her back and hissed pleasurably, nodding swiftly for him to continue.

Moving his hand down to pull her ass further apart, he slipped a second – his forefinger – in as well. The duchess groaned wildly, eyes squeezed shut, biting her bottom lip as moans gathered on her tongue. Noa pushed all the way inside. The duchess hissed like steam boiling from a cauldron and writhed with pleasure.

After about a minute loosening her ass, he felt her somewhat relax – and he knew the time had come. If not because of his instincts, then because of Cecilia’s demanding plea that he should finally shove his cock into her.

Rolling her onto her hip, he left her with one more kiss, then situated his cock to her tight entrance. Much like Sera had, Cecilia looked over her shoulder at him. Only, this time she didn’t wait.

Thrusting her perfectly crafted ass back, she sank his cock into her halfway before her stifled moan interrupted her momentum. Wrapping a hand around her waist, Noa finished the task she’d started.

“Oh, nnghhhh, Goddesssss!”

Noa held her in place as she shuddered, seemingly without control to halt the throes of passion sundering her insides. Heart thudding in his chest, he’d never felt such tight confines before. It was nearly as overwhelming to him as it seemed to be her.

“Start… mo-moving!” Cecilia panted.

Moving her a bit so he could find the right angle, he began doing just that.

She squirmed and flexed her body with each thrust she threw back against him, passionately moaning with each new addition to their stacking ecstasy. The tightness of it forced sweat to their brows as they worked, finding fatigue in their muscles they knew would linger tomorrow. It was a price they were more than willing to pay.

“You’re too fucking tight!” Noa groaned, flexing his lower half so he could get in as deep as possible with each new thrust.

“I, ugh, fuckkk, knowww!”

A newcomer’s voice added itself to their sordid pants. “You’ll have to train her body until it’s used to how big you are.”

Heat flared within Noa as Sera crawled over to them, peppering kisses on both their bodies as she roamed around like a lioness waiting for her next turn. She grinned and took one of Cecilia’s nipples into her mouth, beckoning with her eyes that he should follow suit.

Though he couldn’t get his mouth there, his hand could manage the journey. Finding her free nipple, he gave it a tight pinch and tug. Their combined efforts provided enough, and it immediately broke the last vestiges of control the duchess possessed. As Noa speared in deep one final time, she screamed incoherent nonsense.

“Ahhhh, iiii, oooo, fuckkk!”

He lasted just a few more powerful thrusts longer, before delivering to the duchess who’d started it all every drop left within him.

The spray that leapt from his cock battered her tight walls mercilessly. It scorched and invaded and shattered her, and him. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth forming an unending ‘O’, and Sera grinned at them both as ecstasy pushed them to the end of the world. How much time passed before he returned to himself, he wasn’t sure.

“Breathe, Noa. That’s right. Good.”

Sera caressed his cheek, tender warmth flowing through her fingertips into his chilled skin. He’d apparently thrust more than just his seed out of his body, and his heart raced within his chest as warmth returned to him. Sera’s dark eyes doted upon him until he could finally – with her help – sit up.

Cecilia lay on her side, enraptured still by her bliss. Slowly, it ebbed, as did her wild panting. Her glazed expression lolled over to the two of them.

“He’s a keeper.”

“I know,” Sera said, wrapping him in her arms.

“You’re going to share, right?”

“I suppose… if I must. I don’t think I could handle him inside my ass just yet anyways.”

Noa struggled with lifting himself, finding his muscles rubbery. Heavy eyelids drooped upon him, but he refused to fall asleep. The war of exhaustion waging itself on him didn’t relent, however.

“You should get some rest,” Sera said, noticing this. “We’ll both still be here when you wake up.”

He looked at Cecilia, who nodded. She granted him a beatific smile. “Not a chance we won’t be. And I’ve been thinking, an annual trip is out of the question going forward. Maybe a monthly one.” Her eyes flashed hotly. “Maybe you come visit my halls, see what a duchess’s palace has in store for you.”

“Not a chance,” Sera said, wrapping her arms a little tighter around him. “You’ll have him comatose before the carriage ride ends.”

Cecilia grinned but offered no defense to Sera’s claim. “Well, we’ll figure it out.”

“Yes, we will,” Noa said, looking between them. Heat flushed his face, but he said it none the less. “I love you both.”

Cecilia shifted and joined her friend in caressing him. “It’s been more than fifteen years since I last said those words, but I guess the streak needed to end at some point. I love you too, Noa.”

Sera kissed him softly on the lips, and her feelings flowed through him like a balmy ray of light. Their kiss lasted until Cecilia coughed impatiently. Pulling back, her eyes shone so tenderly, and so erotically. He realized he certainly needed the rest offered to him. Who knew what was in store for him once he awoke?

Two dastardly, gorgeous women did.

“I love you too, Noa,” Sera said. “Have some wonderful dreams. See you very soon.”

Slumbering between two angelic forms, especially after tasting what both had to offer, proved the easiest task of his life. Satisfying them the remainder of the week, less so - but he still managed. Yet, even when the duchess did depart, after their wildest romp yet, promising she would return in just a few weeks, Noa knew no rest. Sera saw fit to that.

THE END
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