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-Ah, but husband, Bianca said, will this not simply be a repeat of  our last Masquerade in Milano? 

Adjusting her half-mask, a dark gold affair mimicking a cat, she ensured the harmony of her Carnival outfit; all in hues of gold, matching her platinum hair, Lady Bianca Donati offered a fine figure to any beholder. Mid-30s, wide of hip and ample of bosom, many a man of noble bearing had coveted her for his own; how scandalous, then, that she should have accepted an offer from common merchant Giulio Donati! Of course, she’d had all the troubles in the world making her parents understand what she saw in Giulio. His flair for opportunity, his ambition, his drive, all things she argued for her father’s assent to their union; these, of course, were mere trifles for her. The real virtues she saw mirrored in Giulio were much more carnal in nature; these being his enjoyment of the flesh, his propensity towards sharing, and a fervent yearning they possessed for members of both sexes. 

United in Marriage for nigh-on 16 years, they still engaged in routine games & pleasures, finding their joy in one another’s bodies and bawdy tales in equal measure. The Masquerade game they enjoyed most was one of their most chaste; each was to steal kisses from as many lords and ladies as they could. The highest tally won dominance in their intimate decisions until the next Masquerade. This year, Bianca found she had little heart for the game; her husband, however, remained quite single-minded. Drawing closer to her, his lean face and jolly eyes melting Bianca’s composure, he said:

-No, my dear, do not worry; I am not suggesting we simply repeat our game. Tonight is perfect for... elevating this little thing of ours. 

-Whatever do you mean?

-I am not talking merely of stealing kisses, he said, grinning. With these masks (he tipped his own, in the likeness of a lion), we might enjoy the anonymity, and push things further. I mean for us to bed as many as we can tonight; the winner shall maintain primacy for a full year, and we may exchange tales afterwards. What do you think, my sweet?

In lieu of reply, Bianca gave him a coquettish smile; they had barely left their carriage that she was already on the prowl, weaving through the throngs of masked guests in search of a catch. She engaged some of the attending nobles in slight flirtation, but found none too receptive; many already had, at their necks, ladies who might offer them what Bianca had to give. She moved rapidly through the nobility, hoping that Giulio made little progress; that is, until she glimpsed his leonine mask as he slipped away with one of the maids. 

She was cursing herself when, at the periphery of festivities, she noticed a young woman in a rabbit mask; potentially the mistress of some minor magistrate, she seemed to have been left well alone, drink in hand and no one to talk to. Bianca approached her; she ran a finger up the girl’s back, making her tense up and turn to her:

-Why, sorry my dear, I thought you must be someone else; I’ve only ever seen such gorgeous, raven hair once before, and assumed you must have been the Duchess of Savoy!

With a shy grin and a curtsy, the girl replied:

-Thank you, milady; I’ve not had the joy of such a compliment so far this evening. 

-But, my dear, that is just horrible? Pardon my being so forward, but, should you have been my wife, I would lavish praise on your beauty and worship at your body!

With a chuckle, the girl offered her arm, saying:

-You are most kind! I am Lady Ve-

-Tut, tut, my dear, replied Biance, slipping her arm through the rabbit-girl’s. Tonight is a night of mystery, and I shan’t learn anyone’s name! Now, darling, I don’t suppose you’d care to accompany me upstairs? I’ve heard they have the most wonderful carvings in some of the bedrooms!

-It would be my pleasure; lead on, my feline companion!

Walking arm-in-arm, it did not take long for Bianca to warm her up; a few whispers in her ear, a furtive hand on her hip, they’d exchanged a light kiss before even getting to the staircase; half-way up the steps, they had to stop, so greedy had their embrace become. Holding on to the woman’s waist with one hand, Bianca ran the other up her back, through her jet-black hair, then, with a practiced hand, started fiddling with the lace holding the front of her gown together. Once it was loose enough, she slipped a hand down the front of the girl’s shirt, massaging her breasts whilst they kissed; pressed against the wall, Bianca kept an eye on her surroundings, lest a passing servant take note of their compromising position. 

Meanwhile, the woman’s hands traced circles of greedy delights all over Bianca’s body; when they finally settled at her buttocks, grasping and pawing encouragement to Bianca’s advances, the rabbit-lady was already moaning in anticipation against Bianca’s lips. She knew exactly what the girl needed; she slipped a leg between hers, pressing her thigh against her groin, feeling the rising heat there with excitement. Instantly, the woman started rocking back and forth against her leg; she moaned in excitement, laying a hand against Bianca’s cheek, then slid it down to her ample breasts. 

In a simple gesture, belying her experience with such things, she undid the front of Bianca’s gown, uncovering her bosom in all its glory; with an inadvertent yelp of joy, she bent down to play, massage, suck & nibble at Bianca’s mounds. The unexpected rush of sensation Bianca felt almost sent her reeling; the girl took full advantage, pushing Bianca against the wall as she had been before. There, she sucked greedily at Bianca’s nipples as she grinded against her thigh; through the cloth, Bianca could feel the heat rising at the woman’s groin, she could feel how wet she was; afraid and excited in equal parts, she encouraged the girl’s exploration of her form with low cries and joyful yelps. 

As their lips got greedier, their hands more impatient, their lust less constrained, Bianca could feel her own rising heat, the wetness at her groin; she pulled the rabbit-girl back into a kiss, then guided her hand down, down, pulling up the hem of her dress and laying her hand against the bare skin of her sex. In turn, she slipped her own hand down the girl’s undergarments; there, she ran her fingers softly along her lips, teasing the sensitive skin in playful twirls and gentle swirls. Her lover did not disappoint either; by the deliberate, slow motions of her hand, Bianca could tell that she was neither the first nor the tenth gentlewoman this lady had been with. She resolved to make herself stand out. 

Describing slow circles around her lower lips whilst their tongues mingled in complex figures, Bianca tugged one of the woman’s nipples with her other hand; she rolled it between her fingers, teasing out yelps and moans from her rabbit lover. The moans of their pleasure moved from lips to lips, whilst hands busied themselves around breast & quim; as she pressed and swayed against her lover’s hand, as she herself played around her intimacy, the rabbit-girl slid a long, slender finger into Bianca. Maintaining a slow, languorous rhythm, she teased it in and out of her; Bianca could barely maintain focus around her own playing, so good were the woman’s fingers. When she slid in another, Bianca had to give up; she embraced her partner as tight as she could, her kisses becoming sloppier, and let her work her wonders. With short, smooth flicks of her wrist, she slid the fingers in and out at an angle, drawing moan after moan from Bianca’s lips, muffled within their kisses. From her vantage, Bianca saw a few servants come and go, none paying much attention to their predicament; whether they saw them or not no longer mattered, so lost was she in her lover’s embrace. As she felt the increase of her pleasure, the rising flush of her cheeks, Bianca rocked insistently against the woman’s hand; in response, she redoubled her effort, pressing down softly on her bud with a thumb, softly rubbing up and down alongside the motion of her fingers inside Bianca. Their lips parted, and the rabbit-woman bent down to resume her sucking and nibbling at Bianca’s breasts; all she could do was to hold on tight, pressing down on the woman’s black locks. 

As the woman’s touch intensified, as her caresses reached their effect, Bianca could feel herself crossing the peak of her pleasure; she nearly cried out, pressing her mouth against the woman’s shoulder to muzzle herself. Her legs almost gave out in their quivering, and she leaned against the wall for support; her partner brought up her hand, offering two fingers to Bianca’s lips, fingers which she sucked dutifully. Regaining her composure, Bianca managed to reverse their roles; the rabbit-woman now against the wall, Bianca crouched and, peeking her head under her partner’s gown, went to work. She pulled the undergarment down around her ankles, gazing for a moment at the beauty of the woman’s neatly-trimmed black bush; with her fingers, she began once more to play around her slit, describing a semi-circle around it, then inserting her middle finger. She traced the contours of the lady’s bud with kisses, posing delicate lips all the way around and down her labia, before laying her mouth over this most sensitive part; with deliberate flicks of her tongue, she began in earnest to draw low moans from her partner. 

Muffled as they were by the gown and the efforts of its proprietress, Bianca could still hear their musical tones; she carefully followed their carnal instructions, lingering in motions which drew powerful, surprised yelps. The woman, biting her lip, pressed her hands down against Bianca’s head, pushing her against her most intimate self, communicating with muffled moans and gasps the mounting pleasure that she felt. Bianca increased the rhythm of her tongue in response; she slid her finger up and down, the knuckles resting against her chin, until she felt the woman’s thighs clamp her hand in place. With powerful shivers and a high-pitched, barely contained yelp, the woman came; the strong, musky taste of her arousal reward enough for Bianca’s effort. 

Before parting with these lips, Bianca gave them a light kiss, buckling the knees of the rabbit-woman. She stood, and they exchanged a closing volley of short, passionate kisses whilst they fixed their clothes and adjusted their hair; as they parted, Bianca put the woman’s undergarment in her handbag, and noticed that her lover had eloped with one of her garters. With a wry smile, Bianca tied a ribbon around her stocking, and resumed her search for a partner. 
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​Chapter 2
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Upstairs, festivities were hushed, much calmer; Bianca could see that those on this floor were here for two reasons: sex or politics. Flitting from group to group, she tried finding those that were here for the former; any mention of the Medicis, the pope, or the emperor sent her on her way, peeved that men should care for power when faced with her beauty. 

She was near to abandoning her search, and go for another part of the palazzo, when, approaching two men deep in conversation, she heard the first titillating debate of the whole floor. The man in a fox mask was adamant that, in matters of the flesh, women & men both aged like fine wine; the other, deer-masked, argued that, as it was in many things, men aged like wine, women like milk. 

Hearing this, Bianca could not help but insert herself into the discussion; her stake in this was evident, as was her agreement with the fox. Addressing them both, she said:

-Why, gentlemen, yours is probably the first discussion of any substance or interest I’ve heard this evening; could a lady join in such a lively debate? 

-Of course, madame, of course, said the fox. I was just telling my friend here that, besides the accruing of skill, a lady only increases in beauty through the decades of her life, in the same manner that a man does; do you mean to say that, from your perspective, cherubs are better than angels?

-I remain unconvinced, my friend; while it is true that skill accrues with age, a gentleman could impart the necessities of lovemaking to a younger partner, foregoing the need for the practical experience of a lady past her prime. 

A touch insulted, Bianca asked:

-Pray tell, good sir, how old is a lady’s prime? 

Stammering, the deer answered:

-Ah, your ladyship, I did not mean to imply that you yourself were past this age; as a general rule, ladies peak at nine and twenty, an age you surely have long to prepare for!

-Would it surprise his lordship to know that this lady is past her prime these last seven years, then? That, despite what he thinks, members of the fairer sex are not limited to the swooning virgins and doting damsels which the gentleman seems to prefer? 

-Madame, my sincerest apologies; but you must know yourself to lack the energies of one younger than you? 

-I will not have my vigor put into question; should the gentleman so desire, and this applies to you as well, Master Fox, I can offer a practical demonstration. Shall we put to rest any question regarding the energies of women “past their prime?” 

The fox immediately acquiesced, slipping his arm under Bianca’s; meanwhile, for a few precious seconds, the deer seemed dumbfounded, unsure what proposal had been made. Seeing his friend’s confusion, the fox said:

-Come along, my brother, the lady hath commanded; or are you unwilling to put your theorems to the test? 

This prompted the deer forward; a man on each arm, Bianca set off in search of a quiet corner; this, she found in the palazzo’s library. Besides its void of guests, it offered a muffled atmosphere, and hosted a circle of chaises longues at its center, perfect for their shared purposes. 

Bianca guided her companions to the circle of sofas; she barely had time to lay her handbag down that both were upon her. From behind the fox undid her gown, exposing her ample breasts to his partner. He palmed one of her mounds, weighing and massaging it in fluid, circular motions; he ran the other hand up and down her side, lingering over her hips and buttocks, appreciating the allure of her curves underneath the fabric. 

The deer spent a moment gazing in wonder at her exposed bosom, his mouth hanging open; Bianca finally had to pull him to her, running her hands up his shirt and pulling him down for a kiss. He unfroze, and joined his compatriot in exploring her body with his hands. Palm on his cheek, Bianca kept kissing him, appreciating the feel of light stubble on her lips; she slid her other hand down his breeches, grasping what was there. Not quite soft, not quite hard, his cock was long and slim; with languorous motions, she began massaging it, feeling it grow turgid between her fingers. Pulling it out, she increased her rhythm, stroking the shaft up and down to the tune of her companion’s ragged breathing; from behind, the fox guided her other hand towards his own erection, to which she extended the same treatment. 

For a moment, the only sounds in the library were the light ruffling of her hands as she stroked, mixed with the heavy breathes and grunts of her partners; then, guiding both men along by their cocks, she went to a chaise, sat down, and beckoned the fox to her quim. Picking up where she left off with one hand, he began servicing Bianca with tongue and lips, deposing a line of soft kisses along her labia. Meanwhile, the deer kneeled next to her, his quivering member on a level with Bianca’s mouth; she gripped its base, then slowly guided it to her lips, pulling back the skin and revealing its tip. Gazing up at the deer mask, she rolled her tongue around the pink, bulbous head; every circle, she lingered at its underside, appreciating the jolts this sent up the man’s body. 

The fox’s tongue took her by surprise as it tasted her greedily; shivering from head to toe, she took the deer’s cock into her mouth, muffling her moans around his shaft. Besides the salty taste of sweat, and the inebriating, musky smell of man, she could feel hints of spices on her tongue, the hallmark of one who takes good care of his person. Bianca felt that this deserved recompense; as the fox attended to her needs, her pleasure mounting with each flick of his tongue, she slowly began running her lips along the length of the man’s cock. She took him in with slow, methodical motions of her head; she sucked greedily at his member, its taste emboldening her movement. 

When the deer-man let out an extended groan, she slipped him out of her mouth; maintaining his erection with rapid strokes, she addressed him:

-So, my lord, what is your evaluation of the older gentlewoman’s energies? 

Between groans, and with much strain, the man answered:

-I would ~oooh~ it would require further testing, my ~ah!~ your ladyship; perhaps in greater depths?

-Say no more, my lord, say no more.

Letting go of his cock, and guiding the fox on to the seat, Bianca set herself on all fours; she motioned the deer towards her behind with a nod whilst the fox kneeled before her. Wordlessly, the man behind her understood the assignment; he pulled up her gown and pressed the tip of his cock against her lower lips. In a single motion, he buried himself inside her, down to the base; taken by surprise as she was sliding her tongue along the fox’s length, she gasped and yelped. Long and slim, the man’s cock barely missed the spot; arching her back and raising her buttocks, she angled herself until every stroke the man gave felt like pure bliss. As he picked up the pace, she went back to the task at hand; she trailed her tongue up and down the fox’s cock; shorter than his friend’s, its girth was accentuated by the shorn skin around it. It had a distinctive vanilla savour and, as she finally engulfed it into her mouth, Bianca salivated down its length. Helping her along, the fox took hold of her hair, ensuring her total freedom to bob her head up and down; dutifully, Bianca worked her wonders in such a fashion that, before long, the man’s head rolled back as he moaned to the ceiling. 

Meanwhile, spurred on by the spectacle before him, the deer went at her in deliberate, measured strokes; each thrust was accompanied by muffled gasps from Bianca, and the slapping of his thighs against her buttocks. As she sucked and licked at the fox-man’s member, she felt herself mounting, riding a wave of pleasure against the other man’s cock; soon enough, she only sucked in muffled moans and yelps, unable to maintain her focus. Legs quivering, she reached the crest, only for the deer-masked man to slow his rhythm, catching his breath for a moment; feeling this, Bianca frantically pushed herself against him, bouncing furiously against his hips, until she cried out in pleasure, the other cock slipping out of her mouth. 

She caught her breath for a moment then, in a show of fortitude, guided the fox to lay on the divan; with him there, she straddled his hips, head towards his feet. She motioned for the other man to hand her her handbag; from it, she produced a small flask of fragrant oil, of which she poured a small measure into her hand. Bianca stroked it on the fox’s cock, covering it thoroughly in the sweet-smelling substance; stowing the flask, she then lowered herself gently towards the man’s erection. However, rather than offering up the same flower and prize that the deer had just ravished, she directed his cock towards her nether region; once it pressed against her backside, she paused for a moment, then meticulously pushed herself down along the man’s girthy member. When her passage finally gave way, she yelped in a mixture of pain and pleasure; she pushed past, descending until her buttocks rested on the man’s hips. Steadying herself against his thighs, she began hopping up and down; the pain slowly gave way to pressure, a pressure she complemented by rolling her bud between two fingers. 

Appreciating the sight, the deer-man took a seat, stroking his cock slowly under Bianca’s gaze; her motion soon flared to her cheeks, as Bianca feverishly rode the man’s thick member. The sight of the fellow stroking himself spurred her on; in a mixture of spite and pleasure, she wanted him to appreciate the energy she brought to the delights of the flesh. 

As she watched the motion of his hand, up and down and in semi-circles, Bianca couldn’t help but appreciate the beauty of his manhood; it also planted an idea into her mind, of something she had never done, but thought often of, before. She spent a few moments more bouncing on the fox-man’s cock before setting her plan into motion. Laying backwards, steadying herself with an outstretched arm, she beckoned the deer to her. Guiding him carefully, she had him position himself between her legs; then, he thrust himself into her. The pure, unadulterated mix of pressure and pleasure she felt was unlike anything before; with a long, drawling moan, she let the men take charge of the rhythm. As they stroked and pumped into her from all sides, all that Bianca could do was hold a hand to her mouth, muffling the loud moaning escaping her. As one pushed, the other pulled, and she could feel the friction of their members sliding against one another inside her; the deer-man accentuated this by covering her breasts in kisses, nibbles, and flicks of his tongue. Meanwhile, the fox reached around and played with her nipples; the full-body shivers this sent all over her body would not abate, could not stop. Before long, her legs were quaking with pleasure, almost unable to hold her up for her lovers to fuck; the fox gripped her hips, steadying her in place, then increased his pace. His partner, seeing this, matched him in speed and intensity; when she finally came, Bianca cried out to the ceiling, hoping the walls would muffle her enough. Soon after, the man in the deer mask pulled out of her, spilling his seed on Bianca’s bare belly; the fox, on the other hand, barely pulled out, and only managed to spend his on the chaise longue, a souvenir of their presence for the owner to find in the morning. 

Whilst she caught her breath, both men fixed their attires. Once she was clear-headed, she did the same; with a kerchief, she wiped the man’s semen off of her belly, then, addressing the man in the deer mask:

-Now, my lord, what do you think of the vigor exhibited by women “past their prime?” 

-My lady, I repent and recant my earlier statements; there appears to be no lack of vim in you, matching our shared energies as you did this evening.

Pleased with herself, Bianca demanded a small token from each; one gave her his handkerchief, the other gave her an engraved silver ring. They went on their way, diving into yet another debate regarding the flesh.
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The library wing of the palazzo was quiet and void of guests; Bianca was almost on the stairs when she heard faint noise from a nearby bedroom. Following it to its source, she came to a wood-framed door, resonating faintly with activities within. Laying her head against the wood, Bianca could make out heavy breathing, punctuated with light moans and slurping sounds. Lady Bianca Donati was not born yesterday, and knew this meant either of two things, and she was fairly certain this was not the dining room. With care and discretion, she cracked open the door, slipping into the room, quiet as a mouse. 

Inside, she was not disappointed. On a windowside divan, a beautiful, plump woman with gorgeous red hair sat, eyes closed and naked as the day she was born, save for an owl mask; kneeling between her legs, an equally-nude brunette was obviously absorbed in quite the feast, judging by the sounds emerging from both of them. Still catching her breath from her previous romp, Bianca kept back for now; hugging the walls, content to watch, she began absent-mindedly fiddling with one of her breasts. The red-haired woman, for her part, began playing with her own ample bosom; she pulled and tugged at her nipples, massaging her mounds in slow, languorous ovals. As her partner worked, her moans came louder and faster; holding her breath in split-seconds, her pleasure came out in ragged sighs, punctuated by high-pitched yelps whenever the brunette found a particularly pleasurable spot. Drinking in the beautiful tableau, Bianca felt herself grow flustered; her eyes ran up, from the brunette’s creamy, bare buttocks, up her back to the redhead’s breasts, and the look of immense satisfaction on her face. 

Bianca steadied herself against the wall; pulling up her gown, she began touching herself, drawing lazy circles around her quim. The owl-lady ran her hands through her partner’s hair; arching her back with a gasp, she cried out to the ceiling, locking her legs around her partner’s head. Panting and moaning, tousling the other’s hair, she pulled her up to her lips; then, neither noticing Bianca’s presence, both women stood, exchanging kisses for a moment. The redhead then lay down on the divan, guided by her partner, as she straddled her face. The brunette, wearing a raven mask, positioned herself atop the redhead; pressing her groin against the other’s mouth, she began running her hands all over her body, from the crook of her neck to the underside of her breasts. Cupping one in each hand, she opened her eyes, and stared directly into Bianca’s face. 

Meeting the woman’s gaze, Bianca froze. However, rather than scream at the interloper, the woman simply adjusted her position; pushing her ample thighs forward, resting further against her partner’s face, she offered even more of herself to Bianca’s delighted eyes. Soon enough, her moans echoed loud throughout the room; as she ran her hands all over herself, the woman began to sway from side to side, softly, intently. She felt along the sides of her thighs; with a moan, she slid up to her hips, fingers on one hand moving in semi-circles below her navel; as she moved them up her stomach, her hands caught under each breast, cupping and teasing them for a moment; she slid them betwixt both mounds, up the crook of her neck; brushing past her lips, she brought them to rest behind her head, deploying herself fully for Bianca’s viewing pleasure. And pleasure, there was; as the woman’s caresses scaled her beautiful body, Bianca’s fingers worked her lower lips tirelessly. Her eyes locked to the tableau, she found a chair and sat; there, she angled her body towards the couple, reciprocating the brunette’s beautiful spectacle with one of her own. Flushed, hot, and wet, Bianca began sliding her fingers in and out of herself; she fiddled with her nipples, rolling them between thumb and forefinger, until both stood stiff & engorged. This seemed to have an effect on the raven-lady; one hand went back to exploring the contours and curves of her body; the other slid purposefully down to her bud, rubbing it in time to her partner’s licking. 

Pleasurable minute followed pleasurable minute, as the brunette rode her lover’s face, gazing at Bianca’s fingers working their way in & out of her; with a gasp, she increased the intensity of her swaying, grinding against her partner, rubbing at herself, moaning as she gazed down towards Bianca. Then, her whole body stiff and vibrant, she let loose a silent, broken cry; with a long, high-pitched moan, she slumped down, rolling off of her partner. Breathing heavy, she covered the redhead in kisses, from navel to lips; with a giggle and a nod, she gestured towards Bianca:

-Seems we’ve got an audience, sweeting.

With a shocked gasp, the girl looked at Bianca; her cheeks flushed even deeper, their color now matching her hair. She said:

-Oh, dear, oh, dear! What would my lord husband think! Please, milady, would you be so kind as to keep this between us?

Laughing, her partner replied:
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