

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

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

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

It was intoxicating.

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

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

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

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

See you next week

... signed with a kiss of red lipstick.

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

I had no idea what I was getting myself into.

-----

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Lily is fine." I muttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then she let it drop to the floor.

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

I couldn't look away.

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

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

Nod. Nod. Nod.

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

What did he know about sacrifice?

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

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

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

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

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

-----

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Please..." I whimpered.

"Please... what?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I loved it.

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

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

"Please, what?"

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

She obliged me.

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

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

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

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

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

Gods help me. I did.
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