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"But those who do return," Zara added, her voice dropping to a reverent whisper, "they become legends. The Countess's most elite courtesans—the ones who entertain royalty and heads of state. The ones who live in opulent private quarters and choose their clients rather than being chosen."

Poppet swallowed hard, her mind racing with possibilities. "And you think that's what tomorrow is about? The Sovereign wants... me?"

"Not wants," Mina corrected, her fingers tracing idle patterns across Poppet's still-sensitive skin. "Evaluates. The Sovereign never simply selects; they test. Push boundaries until they discover your breaking point—or lack thereof."

Aria reached for the bourbon, refilling their glasses with trembling hands. "Madame Selene once told me that The Sovereign seeks those who understand the ultimate paradox of our profession—finding freedom in complete submission."

"Which you demonstrated perfectly tonight," Zara observed, raising her glass in a toast. "The way you maintained control even while surrendering to overwhelming pleasure."

Poppet sipped her bourbon, letting the liquid burn a path down her throat as she contemplated this new information. "What kind of tests should I expect?"

The three dormmates exchanged uneasy glances.

"No one knows for certain," Aria finally said. "Those who return never speak of it directly—it's forbidden. But Elise from fourth-year training once whispered to me that The Sovereign required her to transcend her physical form completely."

"Transcend her physical form?" Poppet echoed, confusion evident in her voice.

"To separate mind from body," Mina explained softly. "To experience pleasure so intense, so overwhelming, that consciousness itself fractures and reforms."

Zara nodded solemnly. "They say The Sovereign doesn't seek mere physical proficiency—any well-trained courtesan can provide that. They seek those capable of achieving a state beyond ordinary sensation."

"Which is why the blindfold training was so crucial," Aria added. "Learning to surrender control of one sense while maintaining mastery of others—it's the first step toward the transcendence The Sovereign demands."

Poppet fell silent, processing this revelation. The prospect of facing this mysterious figure—someone powerful enough to command the Countess's absolute discretion—filled her with equal parts terror and exhilaration.

"You don't have to go," Mina said suddenly, surprising them all. Her usually playful expression had been replaced by genuine concern. "You could claim illness. The Countess would be furious, but—"

"And miss the opportunity of a lifetime?" Poppet interrupted, her voice stronger now. "Not a chance."

Zara smiled, a flash of admiration in her dark eyes. "There's the ambition that got you selected for House Lillian in the first place."

"Besides," Poppet added, setting down her glass with a decisive clink, "I've come too far to turn back now. Whatever awaits me tomorrow, I'll face it."

The bourbon had loosened her tongue, emboldening her. She leaned forward, a mischievous glint in her eye. "Besides, aren't you all dying to know what The Sovereign is really like?"

Aria nearly choked on her drink. "Gods, yes. The rumors alone are enough to make one wet."

"I heard The Sovereign once made a courtesan climax without laying a single finger on her," Zara whispered, eyes wide. "Just words and presence alone."

Mina snorted. "That's nothing. Madame Lysette told me The Sovereign kept her in a state of perpetual edge for three days straight before allowing release."

"And what of their appearance?" Poppet asked, curiosity burning. "Man? Woman? Both?"

The three exchanged glances again.

"No one knows for certain," Aria replied. "Some say The Sovereign wears an ornate mask during all encounters."

"Others claim they appear differently to each person—as if manifesting whatever form most deeply arouses their subject," Mina added.

Zara nodded solemnly. "What's consistent in every account is the voice—hypnotic, commanding, capable of bringing pleasure with mere syllables."

Poppet shivered, her body responding to the mere thought of such power. The bourbon's warmth spread through her limbs, mingling with anticipation to create a heady cocktail of desire and trepidation.

"Whatever happens," she said, voice dropping to a sultry whisper, "I intend to surrender completely. If The Sovereign seeks transcendence, I'll show them heights they've never imagined."

"Such confidence," Zara murmured, trailing a finger down Poppet's arm. "Perhaps we should test that resolve one final time before tomorrow?"

Mina's eyes darkened with lust. "A proper send-off for our dormmate..."

"To ensure she's properly... prepared," Aria agreed, her hand already sliding up Poppet's thigh.

Poppet felt her pulse quicken as three pairs of hungry eyes fixed upon her. The anticipation burned brightly within her, sparking with wild desire. Everything she had endured tonight had already pushed her limits, forced her to the edge of oblivion and back, but tomorrow would demand even more. Tomorrow would be the ultimate challenge. Complete surrender. Total transcendence.

"Yes," she breathed, leaning back against the plush cushions as three pairs of skilled hands began caressing her body once more. Every touch was electric, igniting her senses with a fever that was almost too much to bear.

"Show me what it means to truly let go."

Their mouths followed where their hands roamed, making Poppet gasp and writhe beneath them. Aria nipped at her neck, her breath hot against Poppet's skin as she whispered encouragements. Mina's fingers danced lower, drawing out moans that filled the small room. Zara's lips trailed fire across her collarbone, pausing only to murmur promises of pleasure yet to come.

"Hands above your head," Zara commanded softly, and Poppet complied without hesitation, stretching her arms upward. The silk scarf that had adorned Aria's neck moments ago now slithered around Poppet's wrists, binding them together with expert precision.

"Not too tight?" Aria asked, her voice a velvet caress against Poppet's ear.

"Perfect," Poppet breathed, testing the restraint. It held firm but didn't bite into her skin—the mark of someone who understood the delicate art of bondage.

Mina appeared before her, holding another length of midnight-blue silk. "Eyes next," she purred. "Remember your blindfold training."

As the cool fabric slipped over Poppet's eyes, plunging her into darkness, she felt that familiar surge of heightened awareness. Every sound magnified—the rustle of fabric as her dormmates moved around her, the soft catch in Zara's breathing, the clink of a glass being set down. Every touch intensified—fingers tracing patterns on her inner thighs, lips pressing against her shoulder, a tongue flicking experimentally across her nipple.

"The Sovereign will expect you to maintain composure even when you can't anticipate what's coming," Aria murmured, her hand sliding between Poppet's legs to find her already slick with desire. "Even when pleasure borders on pain."

A sharp nip at her earlobe punctuated the statement, making Poppet gasp. The contrast of sensations—gentle strokes and sudden, stinging bites—sent contradictory signals racing through her nervous system. Her body arched instinctively, seeking more of both.

"Listen carefully," Zara's voice came from somewhere to her left. "Tonight, we're going to teach you to separate mind from body. To observe your pleasure rather than simply experiencing it."

Something cool and smooth pressed against Poppet's entrance—the polished stone phallus from earlier, she realized with a shudder of anticipation.

"Focus on your breathing," Mina instructed as the stone toy slowly penetrated her, filling her completely. "Feel the sensations, acknowledge them, but don't surrender to them yet."

It was maddening—being filled so completely while being told to maintain distance from her own pleasure. Poppet's hips tried to rock forward, seeking friction, but firm hands held her still.

"Patience," Aria admonished. "The Sovereign will demand absolute control. You must learn to hover at the edge without falling."

A mouth closed around her nipple, sucking hard enough to make her cry out. At the same time, the stone phallus began to move inside her with deliberate, torturous slowness.

"Describe what you're feeling," Zara demanded. "Put it into words without losing yourself to it."

Poppet struggled to form coherent thoughts as pleasure threatened to overwhelm her rational mind.

"I feel... fullness," she managed, her voice trembling. "The stone is cold, but warming inside me. Every tiny movement sends ripples of sensation through my core."

"Good," Mina praised, her breath hot against Poppet's ear. "Now go deeper. Not just what you feel physically, but how it affects your mind."

The phallus began to move with more purpose now, withdrawing almost completely before sliding back in with deliberate precision. Simultaneously, someone's fingertips—Aria's, she thought—circled her clit with feather-light touches.

"My thoughts are... scattered," Poppet gasped. "Like stars exploding behind my eyelids. I want to chase the pleasure, but I'm also watching it happen, as if from above."

"There," Zara whispered triumphantly. "That's the beginning of transcendence. The ability to observe your own ecstasy without being consumed by it."

A sudden change—the stone phallus withdrawn, replaced by what could only be Mina's clever tongue, lapping at her entrance while Aria's fingers continued their maddening circles above.

"Oh, fuck," Poppet moaned, her bound hands clenching into fists above her head.

"Stay with us," Zara commanded, pinching Poppet's nipple sharply enough to bring her focus back. "Describe the contrast. The soft and the sharp. The wet and the dry."

Poppet struggled to comply, her mind threatening to fracture under the onslaught of sensations. "Mina's tongue is... softer than the stone, but more insistent. Aria's fingers are... building pressure that feels like a storm gathering inside me. Your pinch was... lightning cutting through clouds."

The metaphor seemed to please them. Zara rewarded her with a deep, consuming kiss that stole what little breath remained in Poppet's lungs.

"The Sovereign will push you beyond what you believe possible," Aria murmured, her fingers speeding up slightly. "They'll take you to the edge and hold you there until time loses meaning."

As if demonstrating, the three women established a rhythm designed to build Poppet's pleasure without allowing release. When she grew too close, they would slow or redirect, keeping her suspended in a state of exquisite anticipation.

"Please," she finally begged, after what felt like hours of sweet torture. "I need to—"

"Not yet," Mina interrupted, withdrawing her tongue. "First, you must learn the final lesson."

"The ultimate surrender," Zara agreed, her voice thick with desire.

Poppet felt the bed shift as her dormmates repositioned themselves. The blindfold remained in place, but her hands were gently untied, allowing blood to flow back into her fingertips.

"Turn over," Aria commanded, her voice carrying an authority that brooked no argument.

Still blindfolded, Poppet complied, rolling onto her stomach. Hands guided her into position—hips raised, chest pressed against the silken sheets, arms stretched forward
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