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●  All characters in this series are at minimum 20 years old.


That night, Poppet returned to her dormitory eager to test her newfound knowledge. Her roommates were sprawled across their bunks, whispering about forbidden loves and impending exams, but Poppet's entrance diverted their attention. "You look different," one of them remarked, eyes narrowing with curiosity. Poppet just smiled, a secret trapped in the curve of her lips. A playful dare hovered in the air, unspoken but palpable. Poppet raised an eyebrow, inviting them to join her on the floor cushions. Intrigued, they gathered around, forming a loose circle of anticipation.

"Let me show you something," Poppet said, her voice carrying a new confidence. She reached for the nearest girl, Claire, drawing her into the center of the circle. "Just relax," Poppet advised, echoing Selene’s soothing cadence. Her hands roamed over Claire's body with practiced ease, touching, teasing, each caress a revelation. She smiled at the breathless reactions from the other girls, savoring their astonishment as much as Claire's gasps of pleasure. Poppet used both hands and mouth, anointing Claire's skin with a focused intensity that brought soft moans and whispered exclamations of joy.

"Remember to breathe," Poppet instructed, noting Claire’s rapid breaths. She guided her through the same deep inhalations and slow releases that had transformed her own experience. The effect was immediate and profound—Poppet felt Claire's body transition from tension to a state of fluid surrender, her muscles yielding, her voice trembling with disbelief at the magnitude of sensation flooding her. The other girls exchanged wide-eyed glances, shifting closer to see this sorcery up close.

Poppet's fingers moved with knowing precision, finding the spots that made Claire gasp and shiver. It was a swift but thorough initiation, a microcosm of what she had learned, and Claire responded breathlessly, her body writhing, unable to contain the pleasure. Though the attentions were brief compared to Selene’s marathon, they were enough. Claire’s moans grew louder, more urgent, until a final, sharp cry announced her climax. She lay back, panting, her face a portrait of disbelief and ecstasy.

The other girls pounced in turn, giggling as they demanded to be next. Poppet obliged them all, reveling in her new role as seductress and teacher. With each girl, she honed her technique, her fingers and mouth moving with a dexterity that confounded even her. She drew them quickly to the brink, then beyond, using Selene’s methods to magnify their pleasure and extend it over time. Their moans overlapped and harmonized, creating an impromptu orchestra of bliss that left Poppet lightheaded with triumph.

Soon, the dormitory was filled with the scent of sweat and sex, the floor a tangle of flushed bodies and discarded clothing. The girls lay in various states of undress, their skin glowing, their breaths slowing, their minds racing to comprehend the night’s unexpected lessons. They looked at Poppet with awe and admiration, but beneath their dreamy expressions was a thread of something sharper: a realization that she had accessed a mystery beyond their grasping.

Poppet laughed at their sudden quiet, feeling like a sorceress who had cast an unexpectedly powerful spell. The girls exchanged astonished glances, their eyes wide, their mouths parted in amazement. Poppet saw that they were not only stunned by how profoundly she had pleasured them, but also perplexed by the mastery she had wielded with such ease. They seemed to understand that she possessed some hidden knowledge, a secret touch, that they could not quite fathom.

"How did you learn to do that?" one of them finally asked, her voice tinged with a mix of awe and envy.

"Yeah, tell us!" another chimed in, her cheeks flushed, her hair still disheveled.

Poppet reclined against a pile of cushions, her limbs pleasantly languid, her skin tingling with the afterglow of shared ecstasy. "Oh, you know," she said airily, allowing a touch of mystery to linger in her words. "I've picked up a few things here and there."

The room was silent for a moment, but it was a silence charged with curiosity and desire, a silence that crackled with the electricity of unspoken questions.

Claire, still breathless from her recent climax, propped herself up on one elbow and grinned. "Looks like you've been holding out on us."

Poppet's smile widened. "Well, you know what they say," she teased. "You get what you give."

The playful dare in her voice reignited the girls' competitive spark. They giggled among themselves, a flurry of whispers and knowing glances passing between them. Poppet watched as the undercurrent of astonishment gave way to a renewed sense of determination.

The challenge had been issued, and the girls rose to meet it with eager enthusiasm. "Come here," one of them beckoned, tugging Poppet toward the center of the floor.

"Yeah," another chimed in, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. "Let's show you what we've learned."

They surrounded Poppet in a soft tangle of limbs, giggles, and energy, each more than willing to return the favor. Poppet found herself lying face down on a pile of pillows, her bare skin against the cool fabric, her arms pinned playfully above her head.

The first touch was light and teasing, a single fingertip tracing the line of her spine, sending a delicious shiver through her body. Another set of fingers joined in, ghosting over her hips and thighs, each caress maddeningly gentle.

Poppet gasped as she felt a fingertip slip between her cheeks, pressing with tentative insistence against her tightest opening.

Claire knelt beside her, her warm breath tickling Poppet's ear. "Relax," she advised, fingers moving in small, persistent circles.

The sensation was strange and wonderful, and Poppet was surprised by her own moans, her voice rising in breathless harmony with the other girls. She realized that she was on the brink once more, her body trembling with anticipation, her mind reeling from the thrill of the unexpected.

A soft cloth slipped around her wrists, binding them in place with playful insistence. "Just let it happen," Claire urged, echoing Poppet's earlier instructions.

With Poppet's mobility restrained, Claire renewed her attentions with a single-minded focus that made Poppet gasp and squirm. Three sets of hands explored her body, some caressing, some holding her still. The combined sensations were exquisite and overwhelming.

Poppet felt another finger join the one gently probing her ass, then a third. Her eyes flew open, her lips forming an astonished "O" as the girls stretched and teased her with practiced skill. A bead of lubricant slicked the way, each movement smooth and assured.

They took turns anointing her skin with lips and tongue, their competitive edge transformed into a shared mission to make Poppet cry out with an intensity that matched their own.

Beneath the onslaught of sensation, Poppet thrashed and moaned, her attempts to contain the pleasure futile in the face of so many dedicated hands. The girls' excitement spurred them on, and Poppet's cries renewed their enthusiasm.

"Do it!" she heard one of them urge, her voice breathless with exhilaration.

Another cloth slipped over her mouth, muffling her moans as the intensity built. Through the haze of sensation, Poppet felt Claire shift her position, the tip of her strap-on pressing insistently against Poppet's ass.

"Breathe," Claire reminded, and Poppet inhaled sharply as the dildo filled her, stretching her to her limit. In a moment of blissful surrender, she did exactly as instructed.

The world seemed to tilt and spin as Claire moved inside her, the slow, steady rhythm unleashing waves of sensation that Poppet had never imagined possible. Her muffled cries grew more desperate, her body arching to meet each thrust. Through her haze of pleasure, she felt hands parting her thighs wider, then a hot, wet mouth descended on her pussy, tongue circling her swollen clit with merciless precision.

"Look at her," someone whispered. "She's completely gone."

Poppet could only respond with a muffled moan as the dual sensations overwhelmed her—Claire's confident strokes filling her ass while another girl's tongue flicked and teased her cunt. Her bound wrists strained against their silky restraints, not in resistance but in helpless reaction to the pleasure coursing through her.

"I think she likes it," laughed another voice, fingers tangling in Poppet's hair to turn her face sideways.

The cloth was tugged from her mouth, immediately replaced by warm, wet flesh as one of the girls straddled her face. Poppet's tongue darted out instinctively, tasting the sweet musk of arousal, applying Selene's techniques even in her frenzied state. The girl above her gasped, grinding down harder, fingers tightening in Poppet's hair.

"Fuck, she's good at this," the girl moaned, her thighs trembling against Poppet's cheeks.

The dormitory filled with a symphony of sighs and moans, the scent of sex heavy in the air. Claire's thrusts grew more insistent, the dildo stretching Poppet in ways that balanced exquisitely on the edge between pleasure and pain. The mouth between her legs sucked harder on her clit, two fingers sliding into her dripping pussy to curl against that perfect spot inside.

Poppet felt herself approaching a precipice unlike anything she'd experienced before. Her body tensed, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps against the wet pussy grinding against her mouth. The sensations built, layer upon layer, until she could no longer distinguish where one ended and another began.

When the climax finally hit, it was cataclysmic. Poppet's entire body convulsed, her scream muffled against slick flesh as pleasure exploded outward from her core. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around invading fingers, her ass tightening around Claire's cock as waves of ecstasy crashed through her with devastating force.

The girls didn't stop, working her through one orgasm and straight into another until Poppet was sobbing with oversensitivity, her body jerking uncontrollably beneath their relentless attentions. Only when she was completely spent did they finally release her, untying her wrists and collapsing beside her in a tangle of sweaty limbs.

Poppet lay in the aftermath, her chest heaving, her mind scattered like stars across a night sky. The harness fell to the floor with a soft thud as Claire discarded it, crawling forward to plant a messy kiss on Poppet's parted lips.

"So," Claire whispered, "still think you're the only one with secrets?"

Laughter rippled through the group, a current of shared satisfaction. Poppet found herself smiling despite her exhaustion, her limbs heavy and loose like honey warmed in the sun.

"I stand corrected," she managed, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Clearly I underestimated you














































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
N A
\ﬁ‘ ‘(

—e N n
Thelllustration]
>R AN AN

P






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





