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In the shadow of remote and forgotten mountains, where the mist floated like faintly whispered secrets from another world, young women, of never younger than 20 years, gathered at an exclusive and secluded academy, The House of the Gilded Lily, dedicated solely to the ancient and mysterious art of service.

Drawn by a passionate quest for purpose and fulfillment, and leaving behind families and homes, they came with bright eyes and tender hopes, ready to commit their bodies and spirits to a new life both beautiful and demanding.

The academy's training was punishingly rigorous, testing them physically and mentally, and designed to instill in them a deep understanding of their role as exquisite servants of pleasure. While their bodies were used freely during the course of the training, their virginity was sacrosanct, delicately reserved only for the Master they would eventually choose to serve.

This place of transformation and becoming blended elements of courtesan and geisha training, emphasizing beauty, grace, and the intoxicating art of seduction. The academy is in a remote mountain location and is as beautiful as a temple.

Among the students of this unique academy one woman, Anika, has dreamed her whole life of being able to enter this place. She is slight of build, but stunningly beautiful. She carries herself with the grace of a dancer. Her body practically vibrates with anticipation for the training she will gain at this academy. Her own mother was a student here and Anika was always so fascinated with the dignity and service she gave to Father. Her mother only ever referred to him as Master.

Anika knew some of the details of what to expect from her upcoming training, as any of these girls did. It was no secret that they would be trained to be slaves for exactly one Master whom they would choose after graduation. The only requirements were absolute consent to the training methods and complete virginity. It was well-known in society that professional slaves had some of the most fulfilling lives possible, but the training was very difficult to endure. This university level boarding school was world renowned for their training and their graduate slaves fetched exorbitant prices at the graduation auction.

Anika, who would henceforth be known as Poppet, was determined to be one such graduate, no matter what. She knew first-hand how fulfilled and happy her mother was as a slave and she wanted it desperately for herself as well.

After the dignified welcoming ceremony, Poppet and the other students were led on a short tour through the campus grounds, to observe other students undergoing their training. Poppet ogled over the various scenes of skill and training in practice, having little idea why they would be useful to her, but keeping an open mind all the same.

One young woman, with determination and skill, practices the art of tying intricate knots with red silken ropes, each coil a testament to her mastery. Her fingers moved with a precision and grace that seemed almost otherworldly, weaving the intricate knots with a fluidity and expertise that spoke of years of dedicated practice. As she worked, she exuded a sense of purpose and control, her every movement a testament to her mastery of the art. She was not a mere student or apprentice, but a highly trained professional, an artisan of pleasure, able to fulfill any desire with skill and finesse. In this secluded and exclusive academy, she had found her calling, and her dedication and determination shone through with every knot she tied.

Her skill was so delicate and refined, that it took several seconds for Poppet to realize the young woman was entirely nude and tying the ropes around herself in a sort of shibari pattern. The sexuality she exuded blended in the eye with the artistry of her practice. Her grace was awe inspiring and many of the other new girls were similarly fascinated by the naked and bound beauty.

In another room, a young woman crawls across a floor, nude as others look on. Though appearing at her most vulnerable, her gaze and posture convey that she is in control of her reactions, and that she maintains her poise.

Poppet couldn't tear her eyes away from the crawling woman. Despite being completely exposed, she moved with such deliberate grace that it transformed what might have been humiliation into a display of power. Each movement of her limbs was precise, her back arched just so, presenting her round buttocks with practiced elegance. The woman's eyes, though downcast in a show of submission, betrayed a fierce inner strength that Poppet found herself envying.

"This is Lotus," their guide explained, a tall woman with silver-streaked hair and penetrating eyes. "She's in her final year of training. What you're witnessing is the perfection of her 'presentation crawl.' Notice how her knees never touch the ground simultaneously, how her spine creates that perfect curve."

Poppet nodded, mesmerized. Lotus moved across the polished floor with a feline grace that seemed impossible for a human. Her naked skin gleamed in the soft light, and despite her submissive posture, there was something regal in her bearing.

Nearby, in the same room, another naked woman with intense blue eyes masterfully performs a dance, each motion a conscious choice to relinquish control in exchange for deeper connection and fulfillment.

Poppet's gaze was drawn to the dancer's lithe form as she moved with hypnotic rhythm. The woman's body undulated like water flowing over stones, her blue eyes never breaking contact with an unseen observer. Each movement seemed to say, "I choose this surrender," making it clear that her submission was an act of power rather than weakness.

"That's Sparrow," the guide explained. "She specializes in the dance of invitation. Watch her hands—see how they appear to offer herself while simultaneously beckoning?"

Indeed, Sparrow's fingers curled and extended in mesmerizing patterns that seemed to weave invisible threads of desire through the air. Her nipples were hard peaks, her skin flushed with exertion and arousal as she moved. Poppet felt heat rising to her own cheeks as she watched.

"The dance of invitation," their guide continued, "is not merely about seduction, but about creating a sacred space where pleasure becomes worship. Notice how Sparrow never looks away? This is the foundation of service—absolute presence."

The tour continued to another chamber where two women knelt facing each other, their naked bodies glistening with scented oils. They were engaged in what appeared to be a ritual, their hands moving in perfect synchronicity over each other's bodies without actually touching.

"The Art of Anticipation," the guide explained, her voice low and reverent. "Ember and Willow demonstrate one of our most crucial teachings. The space between desire and fulfillment is where true mastery lies."

Poppet watched, transfixed by the ritualistic display before her, where two women knelt so close that their knees almost touched. Their hands hovered with exquisite precision mere millimeters from each other's skin, creating an almost visible current of energy that seemed to pulse between them. It was as if they knew precisely where to touch by not touching at all, their fingers moving with a grace that was both intimate and detached. Every gesture appeared to ignite a new sensation, as one woman's breath quickened when the other's hands traced the air above her breast, a whimper escaping her lips though no contact had been made. Poppet marveled at their extraordinary ability to control their own responses, their faces flushed with genuine ecstasy, their bodies arching and quivering in a dance of anticipation.

"In service, we learn that the mind is the most powerful erogenous zone," the guide continued. "These women can bring each other to climax without a single touch."

As if on cue, Willow's body convulsed with a shudder of pleasure, her spine arching dramatically. Her mouth fell open in a silent cry, her head thrown back, long hair cascading over her shoulders like a dark waterfall. Her skin flushed a deep crimson, and her eyes squeezed shut as she gave herself over to the intensity of the moment. Ember maintained perfect composure in the face of Willow's orgasmic display, her features serene and unruffled, though the dilation of her pupils and the rise and fall of her chest betrayed her own heightened arousal. Her lips curved in a knowing smile, and her breathing was deep and deliberate, each breath a testament to her self-control.

"Magnificent," whispered a tall blonde beside Poppet. "I never imagined such control was possible."

The guide led them onward through a corridor lined with rich tapestries depicting scenes of historical service. "The tradition of The House of the Gilded Lily dates back centuries," she explained. "What you learn here has been refined through generations of devoted practitioners."

The next chamber they entered was bathed in golden light filtering through stained glass windows. At its center, a woman with copper-red hair lay spread-eagled on a low platform, her wrists and ankles bound with golden chains to ornate posts. Unlike the other displays they had witnessed, this woman was not alone. A stern-faced instructor circled her, wielding what appeared to be a feather in one hand and a small riding crop in the other.

"Nightingale demonstrates the art of controlled response," the guide explained as the group formed a semicircle around the platform. "A slave must learn to give her body completely to her Master's will—including when and how she experiences pleasure."

The instructor dragged the feather along Nightingale's inner thigh, causing her to tremble visibly. Her pussy glistened with arousal, swollen and pink against her pale skin. When the feather traced the sensitive folds, she bit her lip but remained otherwise still.

"No," the instructor said sharply. "You have not been given permission to restrain your reactions."

Immediately, Nightingale released her lip and let out a moan that echoed through the chamber. Poppet felt her own sex clench in response, a flush of heat spreading across her skin.

"Better," the instructor nodded. "Now, you will not climax until I count to twenty, regardless of what I do to you. Is that understood?"

"Yes, Mistress," Nightingale replied, her voice steady despite the trembling of her limbs.

The instructor's movements became more deliberate then, the feather giving way to firm strokes of her fingers against Nightingale's clit. The bound woman's hips bucked involuntarily, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

"One," the instructor began counting, painfully slow. "Two..."

By the count of ten, Nightingale was writhing in her bonds, her face contorted in a beautiful agony of restraint. Sweat beaded on her forehead and between her breasts, her nipples hard as pebbles. The instructor had inserted two fingers into her dripping cunt, curling them expertly to stroke her most sensitive spot.

"Eleven... twelve..."

Poppet found herself holding her breath, her own pussy throbbing in sympathy. She pressed her thighs together discreetly, seeking some relief from the building tension. Around her, the other new students were similarly affected, their breathing shallow, eyes wide with wonder and arousal.

"Nineteen... twenty."

At the final count, Nightingale screamed, her back arching impossibly high as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her limbs strained against the golden chains, muscles taut with release as she surrendered completely to her orgasm. The instructor continued to stroke her through the climax, drawing out each shuddering wave until Nightingale collapsed, panting and glistening with sweat.

"Perfect control," the instructor announced, her voice carrying a note of pride. "Nightingale has mastered the ability to delay her pleasure until permitted, and then to embrace it fully when granted."

Poppet felt dizzy with desire and anticipation. Her own pussy was slick with arousal, her heartbeat pounding in her ears. She wondered if she would ever achieve such mastery over her own body.

The guide allowed them a moment to absorb what they had witnessed before leading them onward. "The path to becoming a true servant of pleasure requires absolute dedication," she explained as they walked. "Many begin this journey; few complete it. Those who do, achieve a transcendence that cannot be found elsewhere."

Their final stop was a vast garden enclosed within the academy walls. Unlike the structured demonstrations they had observed indoors, the scene before them appeared almost chaotic at first glance. Dozens of women in various stages of training moved through the space, some practicing poses of submission, others engaged in intense conversations with instructors, still others meditating beneath flowering trees.

"This is where you will spend your free hours," the guide explained. "Here, you will build the bonds of sisterhood that will sustain you through your training. Though you each walk an individual path, you do not walk it alone."

In one corner of the garden, a woman with elaborate tattoos covering her back was instructing a small group in what appeared to be breath control. Nearby, two women fed each other exotic fruits, taking turns blindfolded to enhance their sensory awareness.

"Tomorrow, your formal training begins," the guide announced, turning to address the group directly. "Tonight, you will rest and reflect on what you have seen. Your belongings have been placed in your assigned quarters. You will find robes provided for now—after tonight, your bodies belong to the academy, and you will dress or undress according to your instructors' requirements."

As the group dispersed, Poppet found herself approached by a tall woman with striking gray eyes and an air of quiet authority.

"Poppet," the woman said, her voice rich and melodious. "I am Mistress Selene. I have been assigned as your primary instructor."

Poppet lowered her eyes instinctively, a gesture of respect that seemed to come naturally. "I am honored, Mistress."

"Look at me," Selene commanded gently. When Poppet raised her gaze, the Mistress studied her face intently. "You have your mother's eyes. She was one of our most accomplished graduates."

Poppet's heart leaped. "You knew my mother?"

"I trained her," Selene replied with a small smile. "And now I will train her daughter." Selene's fingers reached out, lightly tracing Poppet's jawline. "The legacy of service runs strong in your blood. I expect great things from you."

A shiver ran through Poppet at the touch, electricity seeming to flow from the Mistress's fingertips directly to her core. "I won't disappoint you, Mistress."

"That remains to be seen." Selene's hand dropped away. "Meet me at dawn by the reflection pool. Come as you are – no robe."

With that, she turned and glided away, leaving Poppet breathless with anticipation.

The dormitory was simple but elegant – twelve beds arranged in a circle, separated by delicate rice paper screens that offered the illusion of privacy without actual separation. Poppet found her assigned space easily, her name inscribed on a small plaque at the foot of the bed.

As she settled onto the firm mattress, a slender woman with cropped black hair emerged from behind the adjacent screen. Her almond-shaped eyes crinkled as she smiled.

"I'm Jin," she said, extending her hand. "Looks like we're neighbors."

Poppet took the offered hand. "I'm Poppet. Did you... did you see the woman with the copper hair? The one demonstrating control?"

Jin nodded, her eyes darkening. "Nightingale. Gods, I nearly came just watching her." She lowered her voice. "Have you ever... experienced anything like that before?"

"No," Poppet admitted. "I've pleasured myself, of course, but nothing like what we saw today."

Jin sat on the edge of Poppet's bed, leaning in conspiratorially. "I heard that by the third month, we'll be able to orgasm on command. Just from a word."

"That can't be possible," Poppet whispered, though heat flushed through her at the thought.

"It's true," came another voice. A tall, willowy blonde approached, her pale skin almost luminous in the fading light. "My older sister graduated from here two years ago. She said the training rewires your entire nervous system."

"I'm Poppet," she offered. "And this is Jin."

"Iris," the blonde replied, settling beside them. "I've wanted to come here since I was sixteen. My family thought I was mad to give up a conventional life."

Jin snorted. "Conventional life. You mean marrying some dull man and pretending to enjoy his fumbling attempts at lovemaking?"

The three women laughed, tension breaking between them.

"My mother was a graduate," Poppet shared. "She always seemed... complete. Like she had found her purpose."

"That's what I want," Iris said softly. "To be truly necessary to someone. To be the vessel of their pleasure and the keeper of their desires."

Jin reached out and took both their hands in hers. "We're going to need each other to get through this," she said, her voice suddenly serious. "I've heard the first month breaks half the class."

Poppet squeezed Jin's hand, drawing comfort from the connection. "We won't break."

As night fell, more women filtered into the dormitory. A statuesque Black woman with intricate braids introduced herself as Dahlia, while a fiery redhead with freckles scattered across her nose called herself Marigold. By midnight, all twelve beds were occupied, the air filled with hushed conversations and nervous laughter.

Sleep eluded Poppet as she lay awake, replaying the day's observations in her mind. The crawling woman's perfect posture, the dancers' hypnotic movements, Nightingale's extraordinary control—all of it seemed impossible, yet she had witnessed it with her own eyes.

When the first hint of dawn lightened the sky, Poppet slipped from her bed. As instructed, she left her robe behind, padding naked through the silent dormitory. The cool morning air pebbled her skin as she made her way to the reflection pool at the center of the academy grounds.

Mistress Selene was already there, her silver-streaked hair loose around her shoulders, wearing a simple black gown that accentuated her commanding presence. She stood motionless beside the still water, seemingly lost in contemplation.

Poppet approached silently, stopping a respectful distance away. For several minutes, Selene did not acknowledge her presence. Poppet remained still, fighting the urge to cover herself or speak.

"Your first lesson," Selene finally said without turning, "is patience. The ability to exist in a moment without trying to change it."

"Yes, Mistress," Poppet replied softly.

"Come here."

Poppet moved forward until she stood beside Selene at the edge of the pool. The water was so still it reflected the pink-tinged sky perfectly, creating the illusion of infinite space.

"Look at your reflection," Selene commanded.

Poppet gazed down, seeing herself naked in the mirror-like surface. The rising sun cast her skin in a rosy glow, softening the contours of her body.

"What do you see?" Selene asked.

"I see... myself, Mistress."

"No." Selene's voice was firm but not unkind. "You see a body. A vessel. It is not you—it is the instrument through which you will serve. The first step in your training is to separate your identity from your physical form."

Selene moved behind Poppet, so close that her breath stirred the fine hairs on Poppet's neck. "Your body is now the property of this academy. It will be used, trained, disciplined, and pleasured. But you—your essence—must remain distinct from it. This is how you will endure what lies ahead."

Poppet felt Selene's hands come to rest lightly on her shoulders, the touch sending ripples of awareness through her naked skin.

"Close your eyes," Selene instructed, her voice a velvet command near Poppet's ear.

Poppet obeyed, feeling suddenly vulnerable with her vision gone. The morning air caressed her bare skin, making her nipples harden.

"I am going to touch you," Selene continued. "You will not move. You will not make a sound. You will observe the sensations as if they are happening to someone else."

Before Poppet could process these instructions, Selene's hands began to move. They slid down her arms, then traced back up to her shoulders. Fingers trailed along her collarbone, then down between her breasts, never quite touching the sensitive mounds but coming close enough that Poppet's breath caught in her throat.

"Breathe," Selene reminded her. "Observe, don't react."

Poppet struggled to maintain her composure as those skilled hands continued their exploration, skimming her ribcage, circling her navel, tracing the curve of her hip. When Selene's palm flattened against her lower belly, just above her mound, Poppet couldn't suppress a small whimper.

Immediately Selene's touch vanished. "That was not observation, Poppet. That was reaction."

"I'm sorry, Mistress," Poppet whispered, her eyes still closed, body trembling with unfulfilled desire.

"Again," Selene commanded. "Remember—you are watching these sensations happen to a body that serves you. They do not control you."

This time when Selene's hands returned to her skin, Poppet focused on her breathing. She imagined floating above herself, watching as those elegant fingers traced patterns across her flesh. When they skimmed the underside of her breasts, she noted the tightening of her nipples as an interesting phenomenon, not a personal experience. When they slid down her stomach again, she acknowledged the heat pooling between her thighs as data, not desire.

"Better," Selene murmured. Her fingers traced lower, brushing through the neatly trimmed hair at Poppet's mound. "Much better."

When a single finger slid between her folds, finding her already slick with arousal, Poppet maintained her composure. She felt the pleasure like distant thunder—powerful but removed. Even when that finger circled her clit with deliberate precision, she remained outwardly still, though her pussy clenched with need.

"Open your eyes," Selene instructed. "Look at your reflection."

Poppet obeyed. In the pool's surface, she saw herself transformed—standing tall and composed despite her nakedness, despite Selene's hand between her thighs. Her face appeared serene, almost detached, though a flush colored her cheeks and chest.

"This is the first face of service," Selene said, her finger continuing its torturous circles around Poppet's clit. "Control in the face of pleasure. The ability to receive without being consumed."

Selene's free hand came up to cup Poppet's breast, rolling the nipple between thumb and forefinger. The dual sensations sent sparks through Poppet's body, but she maintained her composure, watching her reflection with detached fascination.

"Your cunt is dripping," Selene observed coolly. "Your body begs for release. But you—the true you—remains centered. This is good."

Without warning, Selene slid two fingers deep into Poppet's pussy. The sudden fullness nearly broke her concentration, but Poppet bit the inside of her cheek, using the sharp pain to anchor herself.

"You may come now," Selene whispered, her lips brushing Poppet's ear. "But you will not close your eyes. You will watch yourself surrender."

Selene's fingers curled inside her, finding that perfect spot while her thumb pressed firmly against Poppet's clit. The orgasm crashed through her with unexpected force. Poppet's reflection trembled in the water, her lips parting slightly, her eyes wide and dark with pleasure, but she remained standing, her gaze locked on her mirror image as waves of ecstasy rippled through her body. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around Selene's skilled fingers, her wetness coating the Mistress's hand, yet somehow she maintained that essential separation Selene had described—experiencing the pleasure while simultaneously observing it.

"Excellent," Selene murmured, slowly withdrawing her fingers. She brought them to Poppet's lips. "Taste your surrender."

Poppet opened her mouth obediently, taking Selene's fingers onto her tongue. The musky sweetness of her own arousal filled her senses as she sucked them clean, maintaining eye contact with her reflection.

"Most first-year students collapse during this exercise," Selene said, a note of approval in her voice. "Your mother's daughter indeed."

When Poppet had thoroughly cleaned Selene's fingers, the Mistress withdrew them and stepped back. "Your morning lessons will begin here daily. For now, return to the dormitory. Breakfast will be served in one hour, followed by your formal introduction to the training regimen."

"Thank you, Mistress," Poppet said, surprised by the steadiness of her own voice despite the lingering tremors of pleasure in her limbs.

As she walked back through the gardens, the rising sun bathed her naked body in a golden glow. Poppet felt strangely empowered by her nakedness now, the vulnerability transformed into something like strength. Her pussy still throbbed pleasantly from Selene's skilled attention, and the taste of her own arousal lingered on her tongue.

The dormitory was stirring when she returned, other women in various states of wakefulness. Jin sat cross-legged on her bed, eyes widening when she saw Poppet's nude form.

"Where have you been?" she whispered, sliding over to make room for Poppet to sit.

"My first lesson," Poppet replied, keeping her voice low. "With Mistress Selene."

Iris appeared from behind her screen, already dressed in the simple white robe provided to them. "You're glowing," she observed with a knowing smile. "Was it... intense?"

Poppet felt heat rise to her cheeks. "It was... enlightening. She taught me about separation—how to experience pleasure without being consumed by it."

Jin leaned closer, her dark eyes sparkling with curiosity. "Did she make you come?"

"Jin!" Iris scolded, though her own expression betrayed equal interest.

"Yes," Poppet admitted, surprised by her own candor. "But it was different from any orgasm I've experienced before. It was like... watching myself from a distance."

"That sounds incredible," Jin murmured.

"Transcendent," Poppet corrected softly. "Like I was both inside and outside my body at the same time."

Jin reached out, brushing a strand of hair from Poppet's face with unexpected tenderness. "Your skin is still flushed." Her fingers lingered at Poppet's cheek. "Was it frightening? Being so exposed?"

"At first," Poppet admitted. "But then it became... liberating." She glanced around to ensure they weren't overheard. "Mistress Selene said I did well. That most first-years collapse during that exercise."

Iris sat beside them, her expression thoughtful. "My sister told me the first lessons are designed to identify our natural aptitudes. Some of us will excel at physical endurance, others at sensory control."

"And some at coming while standing perfectly still," Jin teased, bumping her shoulder against Poppet's.

Their laughter was interrupted by a melodious chime echoing through the dormitory. Around them, the other women emerged fully from their screens, all dressed in the same white robes.

"That's the breakfast signal," Iris explained, handing Poppet her robe. "You should dress—I don't think we're meant to go to meals naked yet."

Poppet slipped the soft fabric over her shoulders, tying it loosely at her waist. The material felt almost weightless against her sensitized skin.

The dining hall was a long, airy space with high windows that flooded the room with morning light. Low tables arranged in concentric circles filled the space, with cushions instead of chairs for seating. The twelve new students were directed to the innermost circle, while more advanced students filled the outer rings.

Poppet sank gracefully onto a cushion, conscious of how the movement pulled her robe tighter across her breasts. Jin settled beside her, while Iris took the place opposite. The other first-years arranged themselves around the table, their expressions a mixture of nervousness and anticipation.

Servers—older students in simple gray robes—moved silently among the tables, placing bowls of steaming congee, fresh fruits, and herbal teas before each woman. No words were exchanged during this ritual, only small nods of acknowledgment.

Poppet noticed that in the outer circles, some students ate in complete silence, while others fed each other with deliberate sensuality. In the furthest ring, she glimpsed several women kneeling naked beside seated instructors, receiving morsels directly from their hands.

"Different years, different protocols," Iris whispered, following Poppet's gaze. "Third-years practice serving meals, fourth-years learn to eat only from their Mistress's hand."

Before they could begin eating, a tall figure appeared at the entrance to the hall. The room fell immediately silent as Mistress Selene strode to the center of the innermost circle.

Selene stood in the center of the dining hall, her presence commanding immediate attention. Her silver-streaked hair was now pulled back in an elegant knot, accentuating the sharp planes of her face. She wore a fitted black dress that revealed nothing yet suggested everything, the fabric clinging to her curves before falling in a straight line to the floor.

"First-years," she addressed them, her voice carrying effortlessly through the hushed space. "Today marks the true beginning of your transformation. From this moment forward, you exist in service to this academy and its teachings."

Her gaze swept the circle, pausing briefly on Poppet, who felt a flutter in her belly at the recognition.

"You will eat in silence today, observing your seniors. Note their posture, their mindfulness, their complete presence in each action. The consumption of food is not merely about sustenance—it is your first lesson in mindful pleasure."

With a slight inclination of her head, Selene signaled for them to begin. Poppet lifted her spoon, suddenly conscious of every movement. She watched how the advanced students ate—with deliberate grace, each motion fluid and purposeful. Some closed their eyes between bites, savoring the flavors with expressions of serene bliss.

The congee was delicate yet complex, fragrant with ginger and spring onions. Poppet found herself slowing down, noticing textures she might normally have overlooked—the silken slide of the rice porridge against her tongue, the subtle burst of heat from slivers of ginger, the occasional crunch of a toasted seed. Each spoonful became a meditation, a practice in awareness.

When they had finished eating, the servers returned to collect their bowls, moving with the same silent efficiency. Selene reappeared at the center of the hall, accompanied by several other instructors, each distinguished by subtle variations in their attire.

"You will now be divided for your morning training," Selene announced. "When I call your name, you will rise and follow your assigned instructor."

One by one, the first-years were called and led away. Jin was assigned to a stern-looking woman with cropped silver hair, while Iris followed a willowy instructor with elaborate tattoos visible at her wrists. When only Poppet and two others remained, Selene stepped forward.

"Poppet, Dahlia, Marigold—you will come with me."

The three women rose, exchanging quick glances of nervous anticipation. Selene led them through a series of corridors to a circular chamber with mirrored walls. The floor was covered in thick, luxurious carpeting that cushioned their bare feet.

"Disrobe," Selene commanded once the door had closed behind them.

Poppet untied her sash without hesitation, letting the white robe fall to the floor. Beside her, Dahlia and Marigold did the same, their movements betraying slightly more reluctance. The three women stood naked before Selene, their reflections multiplied infinitely in the mirrored walls.

"Today we begin your training in the language of the body," Selene said, circling them slowly. "Before you learn to please another, you must understand the vocabulary of flesh."

She stopped behind Dahlia, whose statuesque form stood proudly despite her nudity. Selene's hands came to rest on Dahlia's shoulders, then slid down her arms in one fluid motion.

"The body speaks through touch," Selene continued. "Every contact carries meaning. Intent. Desire." Her fingers traced patterns across Dahlia's dark skin, causing the woman to shiver visibly. "Your task is to learn to read these messages—and to write your own."

Selene moved to stand before Marigold, whose freckled skin had flushed pink with self-consciousness. "Some of you come to us already fluent in certain dialects of this language." She brushed her knuckles along Marigold's cheek, causing the redhead's breath to catch audibly. "Others must begin with the most basic vocabulary."

"And some of you," she said softly, "possess an innate understanding that needs only to be awakened."

Selene's fingertips traced the curve of Poppet's jawline
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