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As Poppet reentered the dormitory, her body still pulsing with the resonance of the evening’s carnal adventures, every nerve ignited by the previous night's relentless ecstasy, she found her room drenched in a warm, amber glow. Her three dorm mates lay scattered on sumptuous furniture, their eyes alive with anticipation for her return.

Aria, reclining languidly on the window seat with her platinum blonde hair spilling seductively over exposed shoulders, winked playfully as Zara, her dark skin slick with the sheen of scented oil, arched her body languidly across the chaise. Meanwhile, Mina, perched cross-legged on Poppet’s bed with almond eyes shining mischievously, could hardly contain her eagerness.

“Damn, you’re back!” Mina exclaimed, her voice thick with lust as she bounced on the mattress. “We’ve been dying for every debauched detail. Was it as fuckin’ wild as they say?”

With a teasing smile curving her lips, Poppet unhooked the garnet harness—still half unfastened from the earlier performance—and methodically hung it on its hook by the wardrobe. “The Countess’s gatherings always transcend imagination,” she purred, reaching for her silk robe as if it were a mere prop in a scene of raw desire.

Zara rolled onto her stomach, propping her chin seductively on her hands. “Spare us the formal crap,” she scoffed with a sultry Nigerian lilt. “We’re beyond training right now. Tell me—did you really service Senator Wallace and his wife at once? The entire staff wing is throbbing with whispers.”

Poppet gracefully sank onto the edge of her unmade bed, her muscles still humming from the dual onslaught. “Since when do you heed staff gossip?” she replied, her tone dripping with both mischief and satisfaction.

“Since Madame Selene’s assistant couldn’t stop sneaking snatches of scandal during my protocol session,” Zara grinned wickedly. “She claimed the Countess was practically aflame with satisfaction when you finished.”

Aria, uncurled from the window seat with the fluid grace of a seasoned lover, slid beside them. Her blue eyes, already smoldering beneath long lashes, came alive with a knowing gleam. “You’re deflecting,” she observed, voice husky. “You only mask it when something rattles you deep inside.”

Flushed with a dangerous blend of vulnerability and arousal, Poppet’s calm began to crumble under her dormmates’ probing stares. They had seen her at her most raw and exposed during these torrid, secret sessions—held her when tears of intense pleasure and frustration mingled, and cheered her when she crossed that threshold from mere performance to unadulterated ecstasy.

“It was... different,” she admitted softly, her hand drifting to massage her neck, still tender from the relentless advances. “The blindfold was something none of us expected.”

Mina’s eyes widened, the promise of new, erotic boundaries sparking in them. “Blindfolded?” she breathed, her voice thick with intrigue as her bobbed hair bounced in time with her excitement. “Who the hell has the nerve to deprive a Gilded Lily trainee of sight like that?” Her head shook in awe. “That level of daring takes serious balls.”

“Mrs. Wallace,” Poppet confessed, her tone laced with a secret admiration. “She craved a test—a challenge to disable every visual cue while driving me wild.”

Aria whistled low, an appreciative sound that filled the room with carnal energy. “Damn, that’s bold. And you kept your cool?”

“Flawlessly,” Poppet murmured, a hint of pride mixing with lingering desire. “Though I must admit, it was almost unbearably intense—especially when they both decided to push me simultaneously into new, unexplored depths.”

Zara propped herself up, her eyes glittering with professional curiosity and innuendo. “Two at once, while you’re stripped of sight? That’s advanced even by our forbidden House standards. How did you balance every thrust, every breath?”

Closing her eyes, Poppet allowed memories to surge—Senator Wallace’s possessive grip on her hips, the refined invasion of Mrs. Wallace’s manicured nails threading through her hair, every thrust magnifying sensations in the absence of sight. “I tuned in to their breath patterns,” she explained in a low, measured cadence that recalled the lessons of Master Darian. “Darian always said that the rhythm of breath speaks the language of desire. The Senator’s heavy, erratic breaths synced with every vigorous thrust, while Mrs. Wallace’s quick, catching gasps directed me to her most sensitive spots. In that dark, blindfolded haze, their breathing was my seductive map.”

Aria’s eyes sparkled with untamed admiration. “Incredible,” she murmured. “Master Chen would say that true mastery happens when the senses are stripped away, leaving you vulnerable yet powerfully free.”

Mina inched closer, her curiosity mingling with raw lust. “But did you savor it? Or was it all just clinical precision?”

Poppet’s confession was almost a whisper. “It was everything—a symphony of technical brilliance intertwined with pure, unadulterated pleasure. There was a moment when Mrs. Wallace’s blend of exquisite pain and irresistible pleasure made me forget all about formality. I simply melted into it.” Her voice trembled with the lingering echo of that climax, a soulful admission of surrender.

Zara nodded knowingly, her eyes glistening as she recalled her own escapades. “That surrender—the point where duty and passion converge—is pure transcendence. Madame Selene herself always speaks of it as the threshold where technique finally gives way to raw ecstasy. I reached it just last week with the ambassador from Sweden. It was as raw and all-consuming as your experience.”

Aria, ever the observant one, folded her legs gracefully beneath her on the plush carpet, her tone both admiring and teasing. “That’s the magic, isn’t it? The Countess wouldn’t dare exhibit you among such elite playthings if you hadn’t mastered that profound abandon.”

Running her fingers slowly through her hair—still damp from recent passion—Poppet sighed with a liberated smile. “It was liberating. Even when blindfolded, feeling the dual force from both sides, the paradox was that I was utterly overwhelmed by control—a surrender that liberated every forbidden desire within me.”

Mina slid off the bed to kneel by her side with tender, caring expertise, retrieving a jar of soothing balm from the nightstand. “Here, love,” she purred, her hands caressing Poppet’s shoulders as she worked the fragrant balm into every aching muscle. “That throbbing isn’t just from passion—it’s a testament to the intensity. I saw the way Senator Wallace traced his claim on you, marking you as if you were his canvas.”

A shudder of pleasure rippled through Poppet as Mina’s fingers found a particularly sensitive spot. “Oh, god, yes... That feels divine,” she murmured. “And yes, he loves to leave his unmistakable signature, a physical echo of his voracious desire—even when other powerful men dare to watch our defiant indulgences.”

Aria reached for the crystal decanter on the side table, pouring four glasses of amber liquor reserved for the Countess’s most treasured courtesans. “To new heights of orgasmic invention,” she toasted, eyes locked on Poppet. “The Countess practically sparkled when Lady Hampshire demanded a private session with you and Zara. Can you imagine, two legs entwined in an explicit, secret performance?”

“Fuck, really?” Poppet replied, catching the glass with trembling anticipation as the expensive bourbon ignited a familiar warmth. “Lady Hampshire rarely takes part. I thought she just savored the view.”

Zara’s laughter rang out, musical and sultry. “She does—until she doesn’t,” she teased huskily. “And then her tongue dances like no other, more graceful than any lover’s caress. Trust me, after a while, her dedication is as relentless as her husband’s celebrated performance, only infinitely more patient and artistic.”

Mina’s hands shifted lower, her delicate touch now working over not just the balm but along the contours of skin still echoing the night’s vivid passions, recalling every thrust, every shudder-induced gasp. The room pulsed with the afterglow of unbridled erotic energy—a tapestry of whispered moans, soft gasps, and a palpable hunger that promised more decadent encounters on the horizon.

"I've heard rumors," Poppet confessed, leaning into Mina's skilled massage, "that Lady Hampshire collects her favorites—keeps them as prized possessions in her private estate."

Aria's eyebrows shot up, her glass pausing midway to her lips. "Not just rumors. Delia from third-year training was personally selected. She wrote to me last month—says she's draped in diamonds and fucked senseless daily by both Lord and Lady Hampshire. Lives like goddamn royalty when she's not on her knees."

"Or her back," Zara added with a knowing smirk. "Or bent over priceless antiques."

The four women shared a laugh that quickly dissolved into something heavier, more charged. The bourbon's warmth spread through Poppet's body, mingling with the lingering sensations of the night and Mina's increasingly bold massage.

"Speaking of favorites," Mina murmured, her fingers dipping dangerously lower, tracing the curve of Poppet's spine, "rumor has it the Countess herself has been watching you more closely these days."

Poppet tensed slightly. The Countess's special attention was both coveted and feared among the trainees. Her selection meant unparalleled pleasure and privilege—but also ruthless expectations that could break even the most talented courtesans.

"She requested my presence in her private chambers tomorrow," Poppet admitted softly.

The room fell silent. Aria's glass froze halfway to her parted lips. Zara sat up so quickly her oil-slicked body gleamed in the lamplight.

"Holy fuck," Zara breathed. "Private chambers? Not just the exhibition rooms or training quarters?"

Poppet nodded, a mixture of pride and trepidation coursing through her. "After the Wallaces, she cornered me in the hallway. Said my performance exceeded expectations, especially while sensory-deprived."

"That's unprecedented," Aria whispered, her voice thick with awe and perhaps a touch of envy. "The Countess never invites first-years to her chambers. What did she say exactly?"

Poppet closed her eyes, recalling the Countess's cool fingers trailing along her jawline, the scent of expensive perfume and power. "She said I have a particular gift for 'surrendering while maintaining absolute control.' That I possess a duality she finds... intoxicating."

"God damn," Mina breathed, her hands now completely still on Poppet's shoulders. "You know what this means?"

"It means," Zara said slowly, "that you have some techniques to share with us."

Poppet laughed, a sound both melodic and wicked, as she took another sip of bourbon. The amber liquid burned pleasantly down her throat, igniting her already heightened senses. "You think I'm going to just hand over my secrets? After
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