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The afternoon session began in a different chamber—a warm, dimly lit room with plush cushions arranged in a circle. Poppet entered to find several senior students already present, their naked bodies adorned only with intricate patterns painted in gold and copper across their skin. They sat in perfect stillness, eyes closed, breathing in unison.

Selene gestured for Poppet, Dahlia, and Marigold to join the circle. As they settled onto the cushions, Poppet noticed small bowls of fragrant oil placed before each senior student.

"This afternoon, you will observe the Art of Sensory Awakening," Selene explained, her voice pitched low in the hushed space. "The true servant must develop heightened sensitivity—not just to touch, but to all sensations."

At some unseen signal, the senior students opened their eyes and paired off. Their movements were fluid, choreographed, as they began to anoint each other with the scented oils. Poppet watched, mesmerized, as their hands moved with deliberate precision over each other's bodies, lingering at certain points—the hollow of a throat, the inside of a wrist, behind an ear.

"They are mapping the body's sensory landscape," Selene murmured, standing behind the first-years. "Learning where sensitivity gathers, how it ebbs and flows with breath and intention."

One pair in particular caught Poppet's attention—a willowy blonde and a petite brunette. The blonde lay back on her cushion, eyes half-closed as her partner traced oil in spiraling patterns across her breasts. Each touch was precise, intentional, drawing soft sighs from the reclined woman.

"Watch Lily and Jasmine," Selene instructed, noting Poppet's interest. "Jasmine excels in reading the body's responses. See how she adjusts her touch based on Lily's breathing?"

Indeed, the brunette's fingers seemed to dance in perfect rhythm with her partner's breath, intensifying pressure when Lily inhaled sharply, lightening her touch when the breath came slow and deep. The blonde's nipples had hardened to tight peaks under this attention, her skin flushed with arousal.

"The goal is not to bring pleasure—though that often results," Selene continued. "The goal is awareness. To know another's body as intimately as your own, to speak to it in its own language."

Jasmine's oiled hands slid lower now, tracing the curve of Lily's hip, the hollow of her thigh. When her fingers finally brushed the blonde's mound, Lily's back arched slightly, though she maintained remarkable composure.

"Notice how Lily accepts the sensation without chasing it," Selene observed. "This is the discipline you began learning this morning—to experience without grasping, to feel without demanding."

Across the circle, other pairs demonstrated different techniques. Two women sat face-to-face, their hands never touching skin directly but hovering just above, creating a palpable energy that made the fine hairs rise on their bodies. Another pair used feathers and silk, alternating soft textures with the occasional sharp contrast of fingernails or teeth.

"Tomorrow, you will begin your own sensory training," Selene informed them. "Today, you merely observe. Tonight, you will reflect on what you've witnessed and prepare your minds and bodies for what lies ahead."

The demonstration continued for over an hour, the senior students moving through what appeared to be a carefully choreographed sequence of sensory explorations. By the end, the air in the chamber was thick with the scent of arousal mingled with fragrant oils, yet none of the participants had reached climax. Their control was absolute, their focus unwavering.

As the session concluded, the senior students rose in unison, acknowledging the first-years with slight bows before filing silently from the room. Poppet felt a strange mixture of arousal and awe, her body humming with vicarious sensation while her mind struggled to process the discipline she had witnessed.

"Questions?" Selene asked, moving to stand before them.

"How long does it take to develop such control?" Dahlia inquired, her voice hushed with respect.

"Years of dedicated practice," Selene replied. "What you witnessed represents the highest level of mastery our academy offers. Few reach such perfect communion between intention and execution."

Marigold shifted on her cushion, her freckled skin still flushed from watching the demonstration. "Were they... were they aroused throughout?"

"Of course," Selene said with a slight smile. "Arousal is not the enemy of control—it is the medium through which control is perfected. To remain present and focused while desire flows through you like a river—this is the essence of our teaching."

Poppet considered her own response to the morning's training—the way her body had come alive under Selene's guidance, how the jade egg had awakened sensations she had never experienced before. Already she could feel changes in her awareness, a heightened sensitivity that made even the air against her skin seem significant.

"Tonight, you will begin your journal of sensations," Selene continued. "Record everything you experienced today—not just physical responses, but emotional and mental as well. This record will become a map of your transformation."

She rose, signaling that the session had ended. "Return to your dormitory to rest before the evening meal. Tomorrow's training begins at dawn."

As they walked back through the academy's winding corridors, Poppet felt a curious lightness in her body despite the morning's exertion. The jade egg had awakened something in her, a consciousness of internal spaces she had previously ignored. Even the simple act of walking now involved an awareness of muscles she had never noticed before.

In the dormitory, Jin and Iris were already waiting, their faces eager for details. They sat cross-legged on Jin's bed, making space for Poppet as she entered.

"You look different," Jin observed immediately, her dark eyes scanning Poppet's face. "Something's changed."

Poppet sank onto the bed, suddenly aware of how her body moved differently now—with more deliberate grace, as if the morning's training had already begun to transform her.

"I feel different," she admitted. "Like I've discovered parts of myself I never knew existed."

"Tell us everything," Iris urged, leaning forward. Her blonde hair fell in a curtain around her face, her blue eyes wide with curiosity.

Poppet described her morning with Selene—the jade eggs, the Dance of Offering, the afternoon's observation of the senior students. As she spoke, she found herself using new vocabulary, describing sensations with a precision that surprised even herself.

"Jade eggs?" Jin repeated, fascinated. "Inside you? And you had to push them out without using your hands?"

"It wasn't about the physical act," Poppet tried to explain. "It was about the awareness. Feeling every muscle, every nerve, understanding how they work together."

Iris nodded slowly. "My instructor focused on breathing techniques. She showed us how to direct energy through different parts of the body. By the end, I could feel my pulse in my fingertips, my lips, even my... well, everywhere."

"Mine was all about positions," Jin added. "Postures of offering, she called them. Ways of presenting the body that communicate different intentions." She demonstrated, shifting her spine and tilting her chin in a subtle movement that somehow transformed her entire demeanor from casual to intensely present.

"It's incredible how much our bodies can express without words," Poppet mused. "I never realized how much I've been missing."

The conversation continued as other first-years returned to the dormitory, each sharing details of their initial training. Despite the diversity of their experiences, a common thread emerged—each had begun a journey of heightened awareness, a reawakening to sensations long ignored or taken for granted.

As evening approached, they prepared for dinner. Unlike breakfast, the evening meal was a more formal affair. They were provided with simple robes of varying colors—apparently assigned based on their training groups. Poppet's was a deep emerald green, matching Dahlia's and Marigold's.

"The colors indicate your primary aptitude," explained an older student who helped them dress. "Green for bodily awareness, blue for emotional resonance, red for primal energy, purple for spiritual connection."

Poppet noticed that Jin wore blue, while Iris was dressed in purple. The color-coding created a vibrant tableau as they entered the dining hall, where students of all levels sat according to their designated hues rather than by year.

The evening meal was accompanied by music—a haunting melody played on stringed instruments by senior students at the center of the hall. Unlike breakfast, dinner involved ritual and performance. As Poppet took her place at a table with other green-robed students, she noticed that each color group observed different eating protocols.

The red-robed students ate with passionate abandon, feeding each other with their fingers, occasionally licking sauce from each other's skin. The blue group engaged in what appeared to be deep conversation between bites, their expressions shifting from joy to contemplative sadness as they shared not just food but emotions. The purple-robed students ate in near silence, eyes closed between bites as if meditating on each flavor.

At the green table, Poppet found herself guided into a practice of mindful consumption. An elegant fourth-year student demonstrated how to hold each morsel, examining its texture and appearance before bringing it slowly to the lips. Each bite was to be chewed precisely twenty times, the flavors analyzed and appreciated before swallowing.

"The body receives nourishment not just from what we eat, but how we eat it," the senior student explained in a hushed voice. "Awareness transforms mere sustenance into sensual experience."

The meal lasted over two hours, transforming what might have been ordinary food into an extraordinary exploration of sensation. By the time they returned to the dormitory, Poppet felt both satiated and strangely energized, her senses heightened to a degree she had never experienced.

In the soft lamplight of the dormitory, she settled onto her bed and opened the leather-bound journal that had been provided. The blank pages waited for her reflections, her mapping of this first day's journey.

Poppet's pen hovered over the page. How could she possibly capture the profound shift she had experienced? The way Selene's touch had awakened her body this morning by the reflection pool, the internal awareness cultivated through the jade egg practice, the vicarious learning from watching the senior students...

She began to write, her words hesitant at first, then flowing more freely as she found language for sensations previously unnamed. She described the weight of the jade egg inside her, the way her muscles had learned to grip and release it, the strange power she had felt when it finally emerged through her own control.

As she wrote, Poppet became aware of a persistent thrumming in her core, a gentle arousal that had been present throughout the day without demanding resolution. This
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