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Selene's quarters were nothing like Poppet had imagined. Instead of the austere academic space she'd expected, the room was a lush sanctuary of deep jewel tones, plush fabrics, and subtle incense that made her head swim pleasantly. Candlelight cast dancing shadows across walls lined with bookshelves that reached to the ceiling.

"Right on time," Selene noted with approval, closing the door behind Poppet. She wore a silk robe in deep burgundy that clung to her curves, the fabric thin enough to reveal she wore nothing underneath. Her large breasts, despite her age, were still quite perky. It was clear evidence of how well she maintained her training. "I appreciate punctuality in a student."

Poppet, a petite figure with delicate curves, had chosen a simple sundress as instructed—easy to remove with just a few buttons down the front. Her brunette hair cascaded gently over her shoulders, framing her face as she stood nervously in the center of the room. She took in the enormous four-poster bed draped with velvet curtains and the collection of unusual objects displayed on various surfaces. At about 5'2", her presence was modest yet undeniably noticeable. Even the short amount of time she had been at the academy had dramatic effects on how she carried herself with presence and pride.

"Your quarters are beautiful," she said, her eyes drawn to a set of leather restraints hanging from a hook beside the bed.

"Beauty has its purpose," Selene replied, moving to pour two glasses of deep red wine. "It creates desire, longing. The aesthetics of pleasure are as important as the physical sensations." She handed Poppet a glass, their fingers brushing. "Drink. It will help you relax."

The wine was rich and complex, warming Poppet from within as it slid down her throat. She took another sip, grateful for the liquid courage.

"I've invited a colleague to join us tonight," Selene said casually, watching Poppet's reaction over the rim of her glass. "For the next phase of your education."

Poppet nearly choked on her wine. "A colleague?"

"Professor Darian Blackwood. He teaches Ancient Civilizations." Selene's smile was enigmatic. "He has particular expertise that will benefit your... studies."

Before Poppet could respond, a soft knock sounded at the door. Selene set down her glass and moved to answer it with unhurried grace.

Professor Blackwood was not what Poppet had expected. Tall and lean, with olive skin and dark eyes that seemed to hold centuries of knowledge, he looked more like a classical statue come to life than an academic. His black shirt was unbuttoned at the throat, revealing a glimpse of smooth chest and a silver pendant that caught the candlelight.

"Darian," Selene greeted him, accepting his kiss on both cheeks. "Thank you for joining us."

His eyes found Poppet immediately, assessing her with a gaze that seemed to strip away layers without her removing a single garment. "The student you spoke of," he said, his voice a rich baritone with the barest hint of an accent Poppet couldn't place. "She's lovelier than you described."

Poppet felt heat rise to her cheeks. "Professor Blackwood," she

managed, clutching her wine glass like a talisman. "I wasn't expecting..."

"Call me Darian," he said, accepting the glass Selene offered him. "We'll be intimate enough tonight that formalities seem unnecessary." His eyes never left Poppet's face, watching as the blush spread down her neck.

Selene glided behind Poppet, her hands resting lightly on her shoulders. "Tonight's lesson focuses on the art of anticipation," she murmured, her breath warm against Poppet's ear. "The male form responds to different stimuli than the female. Darian has kindly volunteered to be your subject."

Poppet's pulse quickened as Darian set his wine glass down and moved to a plush armchair near the bed. He sat with casual elegance, legs slightly spread, watching them both with hooded eyes.

"Come," Selene guided Poppet forward, positioning her between Darian's knees. "First, observe."

With practiced grace, Selene knelt beside Darian, running her hands up his thighs. "Men are visual creatures," she explained, fingers working at his belt. "The sight of desire in your eyes can be as arousing as physical touch."

Darian's chest rose and fell more rapidly as Selene's nimble fingers unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a taut abdomen dusted with dark hair. She leaned forward, her tongue tracing a wet path from his navel to his collarbone.

"Notice how I avoid his cock," Selene said matter-of-factly. "Building anticipation is essential. The longer you delay direct contact, the more intense his response will be."

Poppet watched, mesmerized, as Selene demonstrated—her mouth grazing his nipples, teeth gently scraping his neck, hands exploring everywhere except where he clearly wanted them most. Darian's erection strained against his trousers, a visible testament to Selene's skill.

"Your turn," Selene said, rising to her feet. "Remove his shirt completely."

With trembling fingers, Poppet pushed the fabric from his shoulders, revealing the full expanse of his chest. Up close, his scent was intoxicating—sandalwood and something darker, more primal.

"Good," Selene purred. "Now use your mouth. Taste his skin, but move slowly. There's no rush."

Hesitantly at first, then with growing confidence, Poppet pressed her lips to his shoulder. His skin was hot beneath her mouth, slightly salty. She traced the contours of his muscles with her tongue, feeling them tense under her exploration.

"Men's nipples are often overlooked," Selene instructed, guiding Poppet's head lower. "But they can be extremely sensitive."

When Poppet's tongue circled his nipple, Darian let out a low groan, his hand coming up to tangle in her hair. The sound emboldened her, and she sucked gently, feeling it harden between her lips.

"Perfect," Selene praised. "Now, let's address his trousers. Unzip him, but don't touch his cock yet. Just let him feel your desire.”

“What women often grow up never learning is that a man focuses on her pleasure. If you lack enthusiasm and desire, he may still take you, but only to sate his lust, not to satisfy his need for the feminine energies. The moment you focus on your own pleasure without including his, he will do likewise unless he has made it clear that he is being selfless.”

Poppet slowly unzipped Darian's trousers, her fingers grazing the hard length beneath. Her breath hitched as she exposed his black boxer briefs, the fabric stretched taut over his impressive erection. She glanced up, finding his dark eyes watching her intently, lips parted in anticipation.

"Good," Selene murmured, her voice a sensual purr. "Now breathe against him. Let him feel your warmth through the fabric."

Poppet leaned forward, her face inches from his covered cock. She exhaled slowly, her warm breath penetrating the thin material. Darian's hips shifted slightly, seeking contact.

"That's it," Selene encouraged, her fingers tracing patterns on Poppet's back. "Men respond to the promise as much as the act itself. The fantasy you create in their minds is powerful."

With newfound confidence, Poppet ran her nose along the length of him, inhaling his masculine scent. Her hands rested on his thighs, feeling the muscles tense beneath her touch.

"May I?" she asked, looking up at him through her lashes.

Darian nodded, his expression intense. "Please."

Selene's hand slid down to cup Poppet's breast through her sundress. "Listen to how he says 'please.' That's power, Poppet. Your power."

With deliberate slowness, Poppet hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxer briefs and tugged them down. His cock sprang free, thick and rigid, the head glistening with moisture. She couldn't help the small gasp that escaped her lips.

"Beautiful, isn't he?" Selene whispered, moving behind Darian now, her hands caressing his shoulders. "Take him in your hand, but don't rush."

Poppet wrapped her fingers around his shaft, marveling at the contradiction of velvet softness over steel hardness. Darian's breathing grew heavier as she explored him, learning the weight and feel of him.

"Men need to be worshipped," Selene continued her instruction, her robe now falling open to reveal her naked body as she pressed against Darian's back. "Show him how much you desire him."

Emboldened by the wine and the heady atmosphere, Poppet leaned forward and ran her tongue along the underside of his cock, from base to tip. The taste was salty, musky, intoxicating. Darian groaned, his hand returning to her hair.

"Look at me while you take him in your mouth," Selene instructed. "Let him see your pleasure in pleasuring him."

Poppet maintained eye contact as she wrapped her lips around his cock, taking him slowly into the wet heat of her mouth. Darian's eyes darkened further, his lips parting as he watched her.

"That's it," Selene purred, her fingers tracing down Darian's chest as she watched Poppet take him deeper. "Use your tongue along the underside. Feel how he responds."

Poppet obeyed, swirling her tongue around the sensitive ridge below the head of his cock. Darian's fingers tightened in her hair, his breathing becoming ragged. She felt powerful, watching this composed professor come undone at her touch.

"Now pull back," Selene instructed. "Denial heightens desire."

Reluctantly, Poppet released him from her mouth, though her hand continued to stroke his length. Darian's eyes were heavy-lidded, dark with need.

"Stand up," Selene commanded softly. "Let's show him what he's earned."

As Poppet rose to her feet, Selene moved behind her, nimble fingers working at the buttons of her sundress. The fabric parted, revealing Poppet's flushed skin inch by inch until the dress slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet.

"Turn for him," Selene whispered, and Poppet slowly pivoted, allowing Darian to see her body from all angles. His gaze was palpable, like a physical caress against her skin.

"Beautiful," he murmured, his cock twitching visibly at the sight of her.

Selene's hands cupped Poppet's breasts from behind, thumbs circling her hardened nipples. "A woman's body is a temple," she said, her voice husky. "And tonight, we worship at each other's altars."

Darian rose from the chair, towering over both women. With deliberate movements, he shed his remaining clothing until he stood gloriously naked before them. His body was a study in masculine perfection—lean muscle, broad shoulders tapering to narrow hips, and his impressive cock standing proudly from a nest of dark curls.

"On the bed," he said, his voice a command that sent shivers down Poppet's spine.

Selene guided Poppet backward until her knees hit the mattress. She sank down onto the plush covers, watching as Selene's robe finally slipped completely off, revealing her lush curves





























































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
TheCurriculum of
//.‘Stubmissimt

<

3
Mg = e : ‘F%\ "<“i::kn
R ST BV RN






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





