
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Inheritance

The key arrived three days after Aunt Celeste's funeral, wrapped in purple velvet inside a mahogany box that smelled of sandalwood and something darker, muskier—something that made Iris Mendoza's thighs clench involuntarily when she breathed it in, something that reminded her of sex and sweat and the intimate spaces between a woman's legs.

What the hell, Celeste?

Iris sat cross-legged on her apartment floor at 11 PM on a Wednesday, still in the pencil skirt and blouse she'd worn to teach her Victorian Literature seminar that afternoon. The box balanced on her knees, and her fingers trembled as she lifted the key. It was ornate, baroque even, with a rose gold shaft and an elaborate bow shaped like two women intertwined in an embrace so intimate it bordered on pornographic—no, fuck that, it WAS pornographic. One woman's face was buried between the other's ass cheeks, and the detail was exquisite enough that Iris could see the tiny engraved lines representing the tongue.

The teeth of the key were engraved with symbols she didn't recognize—circular patterns that spiraled inward like labyrinths, like fingerprints, like the tight whorls of an asshole when it clenched.

Jesus Christ, Iris, get your head out of the gutter.

But she couldn't. Because the accompanying note, written in Celeste's spidery handwriting, made her pussy flutter with a mixture of curiosity and something much more dangerous.

Dearest Iris,

If you're reading this, I've finally shed this mortal coil and moved on to whatever comes next. Don't mourn me, darling—I lived more fully than ten lifetimes combined, and I tasted pleasures that would make Sappho herself blush.

This key opens room 333 at the Crimson Lantern Club, 1847 Folsom Street, San Francisco. Go on the first Thursday after you receive this. Wear something that makes you feel powerful and sensual. Ask for Margot—she's expecting you.

What you'll find there will change your life, if you let it. The Order has been waiting for you since you turned eighteen. I've told them all about you. Your intelligence, your passion, your secret hungers that you think no one notices.

But I notice, darling girl. I see the way you look at women. I see the way you devour queer literature with an intensity that goes beyond academic interest. I know you touch yourself thinking about things you're too afraid to try. Don't be afraid anymore.

All my love and all my secrets,
Celeste

P.S. Don't wear underwear. You won't need it, and Margot will check.

P.P.S. I died doing what I loved most. Don't let that frighten you. Let it inspire you.

Iris read the postscript three times, her cheeks burning hot enough to light cigarettes. Celeste had always been eccentric—the black sheep aunt who traveled the world, who never married, who showed up to family gatherings with different beautiful women on her arm and scandalous stories that made Iris's conservative mother clutch her pearls and her father conveniently need another drink.

But this? This was beyond eccentric. This was...

Iris's hand slipped between her thighs without conscious thought, pressing against her pussy through the fabric of her skirt. She was already wet, had been since she opened the box and smelled that scent.

What did you die doing, Celeste?

The first Thursday was tomorrow.



Iris spent all of Thursday distracted, barely coherent during her morning lecture on Wuthering Heights. One of her students asked if she was feeling alright. She'd said yes, just tired, but the truth was she'd barely slept. She'd spent the night reading about the Crimson Lantern Club online—or trying to. There was almost nothing. No website, no reviews, just a single mention in an obscure article about San Francisco's underground queer scene from 1994.

"...members-only establishment catering to women of particular tastes... extremely exclusive... rumored initiation rituals... sources declined to comment..."

She'd masturbated three times thinking about what those rituals might entail. Her vibrator was still charging on her nightstand, battery drained.

Now she stood in front of her bedroom mirror at 8:15 PM, examining herself critically. She'd followed Celeste's instructions—black silk dress that hugged every curve of her curvy body, the neckline low enough to show the swell of her breasts, the hem high enough that if she bent over even slightly, someone would see she'd followed the no-underwear rule. Her dark hair was loose and wild, falling in waves past her shoulders. Red lipstick made her lips look obscenely full, fuckable. Gold hoop earrings. Black heels that made her legs look longer.

She looked like someone who fucked. Not someone who taught Victorian literature to undergraduates and went home alone most nights with a book and a glass of wine.

Is this who I am? Who I want to be?

Her pussy answered for her, already slick and swollen. She'd shaved everything that morning—legs, underarms, and after a moment's hesitation, her pussy too. Just in case. Smooth and bare and sensitive as hell.

The Uber ride to Folsom Street took seventeen minutes. Iris spent every one of them acutely aware of her nakedness under the dress, of the way the silk slid against her nipples with every breath, of the cool air conditioning kissing the wetness between her thighs.

The driver, a middle-aged woman with kind eyes, gave her a knowing smile when she got out at the address. "Have fun, honey. You look gorgeous."

Did she know? Could she tell?



The Crimson Lantern Club was housed in a converted Victorian that looked like it had been plucked from 1890 and preserved in amber. Burgundy walls, narrow windows covered in gauzy curtains that glowed gold from within, wrought iron gate. No sign, no indication of what lay inside. Just a brass door knocker shaped like a woman's lips, parted slightly, tongue visible between them.

Iris climbed the steps at 8:47 PM, her heart hammering so hard she could feel her pulse in her clit. The cool San Francisco evening wind slipped up her dress, kissing her bare pussy, and she gasped. She was so wet she could feel it on her inner thighs.

You can still leave. Turn around. Go home. Forget this ever happened.

But she couldn't forget. Wouldn't. Because somewhere in this building was the answer to questions she'd been asking herself since she was sixteen and first realized she wanted to put her mouth on Sarah Chen's body in ways that had nothing to do with kissing.

She knocked.

The door opened immediately, as if someone had been standing on the other side, waiting. The woman who answered made every thought evaporate from Iris's brain.

She was devastating. That was the only word. Not pretty, not beautiful—devastating. Tall, easily six feet even before accounting for her stiletto heels, with a lean, powerful body wrapped in a crimson suit so precisely tailored it might have been sewn onto her skin. The jacket was buttoned just enough to hint at bare breasts beneath—no shirt, no bra, just miles of pale skin. Her pants were high-waisted and painted on, and when she shifted her weight, Iris could see the outline of absolutely everything.

Her face was all sharp angles—high cheekbones, strong jaw, blade-thin nose. Platinum blonde hair cut in a severe bob that ended exactly at her jawline, not a strand out of place. And her eyes. Jesus Christ, her eyes. Pale gray, almost silver, like mercury, and when they raked over Iris's body, it felt physical. Like fingertips trailing down her neck, over her breasts, between her legs.

She smiled, and it was the smile of a predator who'd just spotted dinner.

"Iris Mendoza," she said, her voice low and smooth as aged whiskey, with the barest hint of a French accent underneath. "We've been expecting you. I'm Margot Desrosiers."

"How did you—" Iris's voice came out breathless, desperate. She tried again. "How did you know I'd come?"

"Celeste told us you would. Eventually." Margot stepped aside, gesturing for Iris to enter with one long-fingered hand. Her nails were painted the same shade of crimson as her suit, filed to sharp points. "She spoke of you often. She was very proud of you, you know. Your degrees, your teaching position, your publication in Victorian Studies Quarterly. She kept every article you wrote."

That nearly broke Iris. "She did?"

"Of course. She loved you." Margot's hand touched the small of Iris's back as she guided her inside, and even through the silk, it burned. "And she was very hopeful you'd inherited more than just her eyes. That you'd inherited her hungers."

The interior of the club was nothing like Iris expected. Rich burgundy walls, yes, but covered floor to ceiling in artwork that made her pussy clench and her breath catch. Oil paintings and photographs, all featuring women—women nude, women entwined, women in various states of pleasure. But not typical lesbian erotica. These were focused. Specific. In every single image, one woman had her face buried between another woman's ass cheeks, tongue visible, the receiver's expression pure ecstasy.

A massive canvas dominated the foyer—a contemporary piece, hyper-realistic, showing a Black woman on her hands and knees, her face turned to look over her shoulder at the viewer, her mouth open in a silent moan. Behind her, a pale redhead had her face pressed so deeply between the woman's ass cheeks that her nose was hidden, her tongue extended obscenely, the tip penetrating the tight pink ring visible between spread flesh.

"Marina Silva, 2019," Margot said, noticing Iris's stare. "The painting sold for $340,000 at auction. The buyer donated it to us. She's a member—both the artist and the subject."

"They're real?" Iris whispered. "The people in the paintings?"

"All of them. Members, initiates, masters. This is our history, our art, our worship." Margot led her deeper into the club, through a maze of corridors lined with more artwork, more doors. Behind some, Iris heard sounds that made her dizzy—soft moans, wet slurping, rhythmic breathing, gasps and whimpers and occasional cries of pleasure that sounded like prayer.

"Ohhh fuck yes, right there, don't stop, don't you dare fucking stop—"

"Please, I need—I need your tongue inside me—"

"Ahhhhh god, your mouth, your perfect fucking mouth—"

Iris stumbled, her knees weak. Margot caught her effortlessly, one arm around her waist.

"Steady, chérie. You're not used to this environment yet. The pheromones, the sounds, the energy—it can be overwhelming for initiates." Her lips were very close to Iris's ear. "Especially when you're already this wet. And you are, aren't you? I can smell you."

Iris made a sound that was half whimper, half moan. "I'm sorry, I—"

"Don't apologize. It's perfect. It means you're ready." Margot's hand slid lower, over the curve of Iris's hip, and then—fuck—between her thighs, cupping her bare pussy through the silk. Iris gasped, her hips jerking forward into the touch.

"No underwear. Good girl. Celeste said you'd follow instructions." One finger pressed against her clit through the fabric, and Iris nearly came right there. "And you're soaked. Dripping. This dress is ruined—you've been leaking through it for at least fifteen minutes. Every woman you pass will know exactly how turned on you are."

"Oh god—"

"Do you know what we are, Iris? Has Celeste told you anything?"

"She said... she said something about an Order. A secret society."

"The Sapphic Order." Margot removed her hand—Iris whimpered at the loss—and stepped back. "Founded in 1823 by Genevieve Marchand and her lover, Sophia Aldridge, after they discovered ancient Greek texts in Sophia's family library. Texts describing the sacred practice of anilingus reverentum—the worshipful art of pleasuring another woman's asshole with one's mouth and tongue."

She said it so casually, like she was describing a book club.

"The texts came from a lost temple of Aphrodite, one that celebrated not just love and beauty, but the deepest, most vulnerable forms of intimacy. The texts detailed techniques, rituals, positions, philosophies. An entire spiritual practice centered around this single act. Genevieve and Sophia dedicated their lives to preserving it, to perfecting it, to passing it on to women worthy of the knowledge."

They'd stopped at a door marked with a small brass 333. Margot produced a key identical to Iris's and unlocked it.

"For over two hundred years, we've existed in the shadows. We initiate only a select few—women who show potential, who possess the sensitivity, the skill, the hunger for this particular form of devotion. Celeste was one of our greatest masters. She could make a woman come with her tongue in ninety seconds. Her record was forty-seven seconds."

Iris's brain short-circuited. "That's... that's not possible."

Margot's smile was wicked. "Everything is possible when you truly understand the body. When you worship it correctly. Come inside. I'll explain everything."



Room 333 was small and intimate, decorated in deep purples and golds that made it feel like the inside of a womb. A velvet chaise lounge dominated one wall, low and wide enough for multiple bodies. There was a full bar stocked with expensive liquor, a bookshelf filled with leather-bound volumes, and a large wooden chest that looked like it belonged in a medieval castle.

But what captured Iris's attention was the framed photograph above the mantle: Aunt Celeste, younger but unmistakable, maybe forty-five. She was wearing nothing but a sheer robe, kneeling behind another woman who was bent over a bed. Celeste's hands were spreading the woman's ass cheeks wide, and her face was buried between them, her tongue visible—pressed flat and broad against the other woman's asshole. The other woman's head was thrown back, her mouth open in what could only be earth-shattering ecstasy, her spine arched impossibly deep.

"What the fuck," Iris breathed.

"Beautiful, isn't it?" Margot moved to the bar and poured two glasses of red wine from an unmarked bottle. "That was taken in 1987. The woman Celeste is pleasuring was the Grand Mistress at the time—Rosalind Thorne. That photograph captures Celeste's final initiation, her ascension to the fifth level. She was granted the privilege of rimming the Grand Mistress at our annual ceremony in front of seventy members. Rosalind came four times in twenty minutes. Celeste's tongue never stopped moving."

Iris couldn't look away from the photograph. She'd never seen anything so raw, so intimate, so obscenely beautiful. Her aunt's tongue was pushed inside, she could see it, penetrating that tight ring of muscle, and the expression on Celeste's face was one of pure devotion, like she was communing with the divine.

"I don't understand," Iris said, but her voice came out hoarse and ragged. Her pussy was dripping now, she could feel it, slickness coating her inner thighs, threatening to drip down to her knees.

Margot handed her a glass. "The Sapphic Order preserves the ancient art. We teach techniques that most people never imagine exist. We elevate ass worship from crude sexual act to spiritual practice, to meditation, to the highest form of intimacy between women." She took a sip of wine, her eyes never leaving Iris's face. "Tell me—have you ever done it? Have you ever pressed your face between a woman's ass cheeks and tasted her there?"

Iris's hand shook as she raised her glass to her lips. The wine was rich and dark, almost too thick, coating her tongue with flavors of blackberry and something darker, earthier. "I... I've been with women. Not many. But I've never..."

"Never rimmed someone?" Margot's voice dropped lower, more intimate. "Never felt the texture of that tight ring of muscle against your tongue? Never heard a woman moan and beg as you circle and tease and finally penetrate?"

"No." The admission felt like a confession.

"But you've thought about it, haven't you? Late at night when you're touching yourself. You've imagined it. What it would feel like, what it would taste like, whether you'd be good at it."

How did she know? How could she possibly—

"Celeste told me," Margot said, answering the unspoken question. "She said you confessed to her once when you were drunk at Christmas five years ago. You told her you'd hooked up with a woman from a faculty mixer, and things were getting heated, and you wanted to... but you chickened out because you thought she'd think you were disgusting."

Iris remembered. God, she remembered. Professor Diane something, Renaissance literature, brilliant and gorgeous and so fucking sexy. They'd been kissing, Diane bent over the bathroom counter, and Iris had been kneeling behind her, staring at her perfect ass in those tight slacks, and she'd wanted—fuck, she'd wanted to tear those pants down and bury her face between Diane's cheeks and taste every inch of her.

But she'd frozen. Panicked. Gave Diane some excuse about not feeling well and left.

She'd jerked off to the memory for months afterward. Still did sometimes.

"I was scared," Iris whispered.

"Of course you were. Because society tells us that's dirty, taboo, shameful. Especially for women. Men are allowed to be ass-obsessed. But women? We're supposed to be demure about our desires." Margot moved closer, so close Iris could smell her perfume—something expensive and dark with notes of oud and amber and musk. "But here, Iris, in the Order, there is no shame. Only worship. Only pleasure. Only devotion to the most intimate, vulnerable parts of a woman's body."

Her hand came up, fingers trailing along Iris's jaw, tilting her face up. "Would you like to learn? Would you like me to teach you how to make a woman come so hard from your tongue in her ass that she forgets her own name?"

Iris's entire body was on fire. Her nipples were so hard they ached. Her clit was throbbing. She could barely breathe.

"Yes," she whispered.

"Say it properly."

"I want—" Iris swallowed hard. "I want you to teach me how to worship a woman's ass with my tongue. How to make her come. How to be good at it."

Margot's smile was triumphant, hungry. "Then we begin your initiation tonight. The first level is observation. You will watch as I demonstrate the foundational techniques on my assistant, Luna. You will learn with your eyes before you learn with your tongue. And if you prove yourself worthy, if you show the proper devotion and hunger, I'll let you touch yourself while you watch. Would you like that?"

"Yes. Fuck yes."

"Good girl." Margot moved to the door and opened it. "Luna, ma belle, come in."

The woman who entered made Iris's jaw drop and her pussy clench so hard it almost hurt.

Luna was petite—maybe five-two—and dark-skinned with rich brown undertones that glowed in the warm light. Her hair was an explosion of black curls, wild and gorgeous, framing an angel's face with huge dark eyes, full lips, high cheekbones. She wore only a sheer white robe that hid absolutely nothing. Beneath it, her body was a fucking masterpiece: full breasts with dark nipples that were already hard, a soft stomach that Iris wanted to kiss, wide hips, thick thighs, and an ass that made Iris's mouth literally water. Round and high and perfect, the kind of ass you saw in renaissance paintings of goddesses.

"Luna," Margot said, "this is Iris Mendoza. Celeste's niece. She'll be observing tonight."

Luna smiled, warm and welcoming and completely unselfconscious despite her near-nudity. "Welcome to the Order, Iris. Celeste talked about you all the time. She loved you so much." Her voice was melodic, musical almost, with a slight Caribbean accent. "I'm honored to help with your initiation."

Then, without ceremony or hesitation, she dropped the robe.

Iris stopped breathing.

Luna was naked. Completely, gloriously naked. Her body was even more perfect than Iris had glimpsed through the sheer fabric—soft and curvy and feminine and fuckable. Her nipples were pierced with delicate gold rings. Her pussy was waxed bare except for a small triangle of dark curls above her clit. And her ass. Jesus Christ, her ass.

"Thank you, chérie," Margot said, running one hand down Luna's spine possessively. "Assume the presentation position."

Luna moved to the chaise lounge with the grace of a dancer. She knelt on it, then lowered herself down onto her forearms, her ass raised high in the air, her back arched deeply to present herself fully. The position was obscene, pornographic, perfect. It spread her ass cheeks slightly, and Iris could see everything—the dark rosebud of her asshole, tight and puckered, and beneath it the glistening pink of her pussy, already wet and swollen.

Iris made a sound that wasn't quite human.

"Sit here," Margot instructed, patting the spot on the chaise right beside Luna's hip. "I want you close. I want you to see every detail, smell everything, hear everything."

Iris sat on trembling legs. She was close enough to touch Luna if she wanted, close enough to see the way her asshole clenched and released with each breath, close enough to smell her—that musky, sweet smell of arousal and something darker beneath it.

Margot removed her jacket slowly, revealing that yes, she was completely bare beneath it. Her breasts were small and high and perfect, her nipples pale pink and hard. She draped the jacket over a chair, then knelt behind Luna in her suit pants and heels, still somehow managing to look dominant and in control despite the submissive position.

"Watch," Margot commanded.

She placed her hands on Luna's ass cheeks, fingers digging into the flesh, spreading her wide. Luna whimpered.

"The first principle," Margot said, her voice taking on a lecturer's tone even as her eyes devoured Luna's exposed asshole, "is reverence. You are not simply performing a sexual act. You are worshiping. Every touch, every lick, every kiss should communicate that you consider this the most sacred part of her body. That you are honored to be allowed access to it."

She leaned forward and pressed a soft, lingering kiss directly onto Luna's asshole. Just her lips, gentle and reverent. Luna moaned, her hips pushing back slightly, seeking more.

"Good girl, Luna. Stay still." Margot kissed again, and again, and again—soft pecks that circled Luna's rim, never quite pressing in, just honoring the skin. "The second principle is patience. You build slowly. You tease. You make her desperate for your tongue before you truly give it to her. By the time you penetrate, she should be begging."

She kissed Luna's asshole for what felt like an eternity, occasionally letting her tongue flick out to graze the puckered skin. Each time, Luna whimpered and squirmed.

"Please," Luna gasped. "Margot, please, I need—"

"Not yet, darling." Margot's tongue traced a slow circle around Luna's hole, spiraling outward and then back in, never quite touching the center. "See how she responds, Iris? Luna has been my assistant for three years. She's experienced countless tongues—mine, other masters', other initiates'. She's come from ass play more times than she can count. But she still trembles when I begin because she knows I'll make her wait, make her beg, make her earn my tongue."

Iris was mesmerized. Her hand had found its way between her own thighs without conscious thought, fingers pressing against her swollen clit through the silk of her dress. The fabric was soaked, transparent with her wetness.

"Don't be shy," Margot said, noticing. "Touch yourself. This is part of your learning—understanding your own arousal in response to the act, recognizing what turns you on, what makes your pussy wet. I want you dripping by the time I'm done with Luna. I want you so desperate to try it yourself that you can barely stand it."

Iris hiked up her dress with shaking hands and spread her legs. Her pussy was a mess—bare and swollen and glistening, her inner thighs slick. She touched her clit and nearly came immediately from that single contact.

"Fuck," she gasped.

"That's it." Margot's voice was approving. "Rub that clit while you watch me eat Luna's perfect ass. The third principle is exploration. The ass has thousands of nerve endings, so much sensitivity that most people never discover. You use different techniques to stimulate them all—flat tongue, pointed tongue, gentle suction, harder pressure, penetration, rimming the outer ring, everything."

She demonstrated, her tongue going flat and broad as she licked from Luna's pussy all the way up through her ass crack, collecting the slickness there. Luna cried out, her hips bucking.

"Mmmmm, you taste so good, chérie. Like honey and musk and desperation." Margot did it again, slower this time, her tongue dragging across every inch of sensitive skin. "Iris, watch how Luna's asshole clenches when I lick near it but don't touch it directly. See that? That's anticipation. That's hunger."

Iris watched, her fingers circling her clit faster. Luna's asshole was clenching rhythmically, opening slightly and then closing, like it was begging for Margot's tongue.

Margot changed tactics. She pointed her tongue and used just the tip to tap-tap-tap-tap against Luna's asshole in a rapid staccato rhythm, never penetrating, just stimulating the outer ring.

Luna screamed. "OH FUCK—"

"Too much?" Margot asked innocently, still tapping.

"No—god no—don't stop—"

"Then tell Iris what this feels like. Tell her what my tongue is doing to you."

"It's—oh god—it's like electricity. Like every tap sends shocks straight to my clit. I'm so close already and you haven't even—you haven't even put your tongue inside yet—"

"Do you want me inside?"

"YES. Please. Please Margot, I need your tongue in my ass, I need you to fuck me with it—"

"Since you asked so nicely." Margot sealed her mouth over Luna's asshole and sucked.

The sound Luna made was inhuman—a high, keening wail that echoed off the walls. Her whole body convulsed.

And then Margot's tongue pushed inside.

Iris could see it happen. Could see the exact moment that pink muscle penetrated Luna's tight ring, could see the way Luna's asshole stretched around it, could see Margot's jaw working as she thrust in and out, fucking Luna with her tongue like it was a small dick.

"Oh fuck oh god oh FUCK—" Luna was babbling now, her fists clenched in the velvet of the chaise, her ass pushing back to meet every thrust of Margot's tongue.

Iris was rubbing her clit frantically, her hips bucking, her free hand pinching her nipple through her dress. She'd never been this turned on in her entire life. Never imagined she could be. Her pussy was making obscene wet sounds, and she didn't even care.

Margot pulled back slightly, her lips and chin glistening with spit and Luna's musk. "The fourth principle—" she was slightly breathless now, her pupils dilated "—is enthusiasm. If you don't love it, if you don't crave it, she'll know. Your partner will feel your hesitation or disgust, and it will ruin the experience. But when you eat ass like it's the best thing you've ever tasted, when you moan and lose yourself in it, when you can't get enough—that's when it becomes transcendent."

She dove back in, and this time she was animalistic. She spread Luna wider, both hands gripping her ass cheeks hard enough to leave marks, her face buried so deep between them that Iris didn't know how she was breathing. Her tongue was everywhere—circling, penetrating, licking, sucking. The sounds were obscene: wet slurping, Margot's groans of genuine pleasure, Luna's broken cries and gasps.

"I'm gonna—oh fuck—Margot I'm gonna come—"

Margot reached around with one hand and found Luna's clit, rubbing it in fast circles while her tongue continued its relentless assault on Luna's asshole. Penetrating deep, twisting, pulling out to lick in broad strokes, then diving back in.

Luna came with a wail that rattled the glasses on the bar. Her asshole clenched around Margot's tongue, her pussy gushed fluid over Margot's fingers, her whole body went rigid and then started shaking uncontrollably. Margot didn't stop. She licked Luna through it, drawing out every aftershock, every spasm, until Luna collapsed forward onto the chaise, trembling and sobbing with overstimulation.

Iris came too, her orgasm hitting her like a physical blow. She cried out, her hand soaked, her thighs clamping together around her own fingers as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her vision whited out. Her ears rang. She'd never come that hard from touching herself, maybe never come that hard period.

When she could focus again, Margot was standing, wiping her mouth and chin with a silk handkerchief embroidered with a crimson 'M.' She looked utterly composed despite what had just happened, despite the fact that her lips were still glistening, despite the fact that she'd just tongue-fucked another woman's ass so thoroughly that Iris could still hear the echoes of Luna's screams.

Luna was curled on the chaise, trembling, her breathing ragged. Margot helped her sit up, kissed her gently on the mouth—a tender kiss that somehow felt even more intimate than what had just happened—and wrapped the white robe around her shoulders.

"Thank you, ma belle. You were perfect as always."

"Mmmm." Luna's voice was wrecked. "Anytime. Fuck. I needed that."

She stood on unsteady legs and padded toward the door, pausing to touch Iris's shoulder. "Welcome to the Order, Iris. You're going to love it here." Then she was gone, leaving just Iris and Margot in the purple-and-gold room that smelled of sex and musk and something sacred.

Margot poured herself more wine, took a long sip, then turned those mercury eyes on Iris.

"That," she said, "is the foundation. That is what you will learn to do. Do you think you can learn this, Iris? Do you have the devotion, the hunger, the willingness to worship a woman's ass with the reverence it deserves?"

Iris nodded, unable to speak, her chest heaving, her pussy still pulsing with aftershocks.

"I need to hear you say it."

"Yes." Iris's voice was hoarse. "Yes, I want to learn. I need to learn. I want—fuck, Margot, I want to make a woman feel like that. I want to make her come so hard from my tongue that she forgets her own name."

Margot's smile was slow and satisfied and hungry. "Good. Then your initiation has officially begun. Your second lesson will be Thursday next week, same time. Between now and then, you'll need to prepare. Practice visualization, meditation. I'll give you reading materials. Study them carefully."

She moved to the bookshelf and selected several leather-bound volumes, stacking them in Iris's arms.

The Sacred Arts of Anilingus: A Manual
Techniques of the Tongue: An Illustrated Guide
The Philosophy of Worship: Essays on Intimacy and Devotion
Luna's own diary from her initiation three years ago

"Read these. Learn them. And Iris?"

"Yes?"

"Start training your tongue. Flexibility, strength, stamina—all essential. I recommend daily exercises. Stick your tongue out as far as it will go and hold for thirty seconds. Repeat twenty times. Do tongue rolls. Practice figure-eights in the air. It will feel ridiculous, but by your second lesson, I want that tongue ready to work."

She handed Iris one more book—a slim volume bound in red leather.

"This is Celeste's personal journal. She wanted you to have it. She documented every experience, every technique she learned, every woman she pleasured. Read it. Let it inspire you."

Iris clutched the books to her chest, her eyes stinging with sudden tears. "Thank you."

"Don't thank me yet. If you accept this path, it will change you fundamentally. You'll never experience sex the same way again. You'll never look at a woman's body the same way again. The ass will become your obsession, your meditation, your worship. Are you ready for that?"

Iris thought about the photograph of Celeste, tongue deep in another woman's ass, expression ecstatic. She thought about Luna's screams of pleasure. She thought about her own orgasm, the most intense of her life, from just watching.

"Yes," she said. "I'm ready."

"Then welcome to the Sapphic Order, Iris Mendoza. May you find pleasure, devotion, and transcendence in the worship of women."


Chapter 2: First Taste

Iris spent the week in a fugue state of obsession.

She called in sick to work on Friday, something she'd never done in four years of teaching. Couldn't face her students, couldn't pretend to care about Brontë or Austen or fucking Dickens when all she could think about was Margot's tongue disappearing between Luna's ass cheeks, the sounds Luna had made, the way her asshole had clenched and released.

She'd gone home Thursday night with Celeste's books clutched to her chest like religious texts, and in a way, they were. She'd locked her apartment door, stripped naked, and started reading.

The Sacred Arts of Anilingus: A Manual was over three hundred pages of detailed instruction, accompanied by anatomical drawings that were both clinical and obscenely erotic. It covered everything: the physiology of the anus and rectum, the thousands of nerve endings clustered around the rim, the psychological components of vulnerability and trust, the spiritual elements of worship and devotion.

But mostly it covered technique.

There were sections on tongue positions—flat and broad for sweeping strokes, pointed and firm for penetration, cupped for suction, flickering for teasing. Sections on breathing—how to manage air flow when your face is buried between someone's cheeks, how to use your nose for additional stimulation. Sections on hand placement—spreading, gripping, massaging. Sections on positions—receiver on hands and knees, receiver on back with legs raised, receiver standing, receiver sitting on giver's face.

That last one made Iris so wet she had to stop reading and touch herself. The thought of a woman lowering herself onto her mouth, using Iris's face for her pleasure, grinding her ass against Iris's eager tongue...

She came in four minutes, gasping Margot's name into her empty bedroom.

The Philosophy of Worship was more esoteric but equally arousing. It framed rimming not as a sex act but as a spiritual practice, a meditation on intimacy and vulnerability. The ass, it argued, was a woman's most private, most secret place. To offer it for worship required profound trust. To worship it required profound devotion.

"The tongue," one passage read, "is an instrument of love. When pressed against the tight ring of a woman's asshole, when penetrating that sacred space, it speaks a language beyond words. It says: I cherish every part of you. I find beauty in your most hidden places. I worship your vulnerability. I am honored to pleasure you in ways others fear."

Iris read that passage seventeen times, her fingers working her clit slowly, building toward another orgasm.

But it was Celeste's journal that destroyed her.

The entries spanned forty years, starting when Celeste was twenty-three and inducted into the Order. The early entries were almost scholarly—detailed descriptions of techniques she was learning, diagrams of tongue positions, notes on different women's responses. But as the years progressed, the entries became more personal, more passionate, more explicit.

June 14, 1982: Today I rimmed Catherine for three hours straight. THREE HOURS. My jaw ached, my tongue was numb, but I couldn't stop. She tastes like honey and salt and something darker, muskier. Something primal. When I pushed my tongue inside her and felt her asshole clench around it, felt her whole body shudder, I understood what Margot meant about worship. This isn't fucking. This is prayer.

September 3, 1985: New technique—alternating between broad flat licks from pussy to tailbone and then focused penetration of the asshole. Drive them crazy with the unpredictability. Used it on Diana tonight. She came so hard she squirted all over the sheets and then cried. Happy tears. She said no one had ever made her feel so cherished, so worshipped. That's the goal. That's always the goal.

March 22, 1989: I'm in love. Her name is Simone. She's a dancer—long legs, perfect ass, the most responsive body I've ever tasted. Last night I ate her ass for so long I lost track of time. When I finally came up for air, four hours had passed. FOUR HOURS. She'd come six times. I'd come twice just from the act itself, from the taste of her, from her moans vibrating through me. I want to spend the rest of my life with my face between her cheeks.

Iris touched herself while reading every entry, came at least once per session, sometimes twice. By Saturday night she'd read the entire journal twice and was starting her third read-through, focusing on the technical details, trying to memorize techniques.

And she practiced.

God, she practiced.

Saturday morning she stood in front of her bathroom mirror, tongue extended as far as it would go, holding the position until her jaw screamed. Thirty seconds. Twenty repetitions. Then tongue rolls—clockwise, counterclockwise, figure-eights. She felt ridiculous, but Margot's instructions were clear.

By Sunday her tongue was actually sore, like she'd worked out a muscle she'd never exercised before. Which she had.

Monday she practiced on her own hand, pressing her tongue flat against the space between her thumb and forefinger, imagining it was Luna's asshole. Licking in broad strokes, then pointing her tongue and pushing against her skin like she was trying to penetrate. It wasn't the same—couldn't be—but it helped her understand the mechanics, the movements.

Tuesday she bought a peach at the grocery store and practiced on that, sitting alone in her kitchen at midnight, tongue working the soft flesh, trying different angles and pressures. The produce guy had given her a weird look when she'd spent ten minutes selecting the perfect peach—one that was soft enough, the right size. If he only knew.

By Wednesday she was climbing the walls with anticipation and arousal. She'd masturbated twice that morning before work, once in her office between classes, and three times that night. Every orgasm just made her hungrier for Thursday, for her second lesson, for the moment when she'd finally get to taste a woman's ass for real.

She couldn't eat dinner Thursday evening. Her stomach was twisted with nerves and excitement. She showered for forty-five minutes, shaved everywhere twice to make sure she was perfectly smooth, lotioned her entire body, spent an hour on her hair and makeup.

Black dress again, but a different one—this time a wrap dress that could be opened with a single pull of the tie. Red heels instead of black. Dark red lipstick that made her lips look pornographic. And no underwear, obviously. She'd followed Margot's instruction so religiously that she hadn't worn underwear all week, even to teach her classes. The constant awareness of her bare pussy under her professional clothes had kept her in a state of perpetual arousal.

The Uber driver was different this time—a young guy who kept glancing at her in the rearview mirror. Could he tell? Could he see in her eyes what she was going to do tonight?

Iris arrived at the Crimson Lantern at exactly 8:30 PM, thirty minutes early. She couldn't wait anymore.

She knocked, and again the door opened immediately. But it wasn't Margot this time.

Luna stood in the doorway, wearing a flowing red silk robe and nothing else, her curls piled on top of her head in a messy bun. She smiled when she saw Iris, and it was warm and genuine and somehow still incredibly sexy.

"Iris! You're early. Margot's finishing with another initiate, but she'll be ready for you soon." Luna took her hand, pulled her inside. "Come on, I'll keep you company."

"Another initiate?" Iris tried to keep the jealousy out of her voice and failed completely.

Luna laughed, the sound like bells. "Don't worry, chica. You're Margot's only first-level initiate right now. This is a fourth-level student—very advanced. Very intense. Margot's been working with her for two years."

They walked through the corridors, past the now-familiar artwork, past the doors with their mysterious sounds. Luna led her to a small sitting room Iris hadn't seen before, decorated in soft golds and creams, with a low couch and a table spread with wine and cheese and fruit.

"Sit, relax. Wine?"

"God yes."

Luna poured two glasses and settled next to Iris on the couch, her thigh pressing against Iris's. The silk of her robe had fallen open slightly, revealing the curve of one breast, the dark nipple with its gold ring.

"So," Luna said, her eyes sparkling with mischief, "did you practice like Margot told you?"

Iris felt her cheeks burn. "Yes. Every day. The tongue exercises, the reading, everything."

"Did you read Celeste's journal?"

"Three times."

Luna's smile widened. "Fuck, that journal is hot. I read it during my own initiation. That entry about Simone? Where she ate her ass for four hours? I came so hard just reading it I almost passed out."

"Me too," Iris admitted. "Multiple times."

"Did you practice on anything? Any objects?"

"I... I practiced on a peach."

Luna burst out laughing, delighted. "Oh my god, that's amazing! I practiced on a plum. Margot suggested it—she said the texture is similar, helps you understand the give and resistance." She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Between you and me, it doesn't compare to the real thing. Nothing compares. The warmth, the taste, the way it responds to your tongue... you'll see."

Iris's pussy clenched. "Will I... tonight, will I actually...?"

"Get to taste ass for real? Oh absolutely. That's the whole point of the second lesson. Observation was last week. This week you participate. Margot will guide you through it, teach you directly, let you practice on me." Luna said it so casually, like they were discussing a pottery class. "I volunteered to be your practice subject. I like helping new initiates discover this side of themselves. Plus—" her smile turned wicked "—I love being rimmed, and Margot said you have real potential. She could tell just from watching you watch last week."

"She could?"

"Your focus, your arousal, the way you were touching yourself... Margot's been training initiates for fifteen years. She knows who has the hunger for this. And you, Iris? You've got it bad. You're going to be amazing at this."

Before Iris could respond, the door opened and Margot walked in, and Iris's brain short-circuited all over again.

Tonight Margot wore a black leather corset that pushed her small breasts up into visible swells, black leather pants that were somehow even tighter than last week's, and thigh-high boots with heels that added three inches to her already impressive height. Her platinum hair was slicked back, her lips were black, and her gray eyes were rimmed with dark kohl that made her look like some kind of dominatrix goddess.

"Iris," she said, and even her voice sounded different—deeper, more commanding. "You're early. Eager. I like that. Have you prepared as I instructed?"

"Yes, Margot. Every day. I practiced the tongue exercises, I read all the books, I studied Celeste's journal—"

"Show me."

"I'm sorry?"

"Your tongue. Show me what you've learned."

Iris's hands shook as she stood. Margot moved closer, towering over her in those boots, and gestured. "Stick your tongue out. As far as it will go."

Iris obeyed, extending her tongue until her jaw ached.

"Hold it. Thirty seconds."

It was harder than it had been in practice, maybe because Margot was staring at her with those intense eyes, maybe because Luna was watching too, maybe because her tongue was already tired from a week of constant exercise. But she held it, counting in her head, until finally Margot nodded.

"Good. Now show me your range of motion. Point it, flex it, roll it clockwise and counterclockwise. Figure-eights."

Iris demonstrated every technique she'd practiced, feeling simultaneously ridiculous and incredibly turned on by the clinical assessment of her tongue's capabilities.

"Excellent," Margot said finally. "You've been diligent. Your tongue has much better flexibility and control than it did last week. Now—" she traced one leather-clad finger down Iris's throat, between her breasts, stopping just above her stomach "—tell me what you learned from the reading. What is the first principle?"

"Reverence," Iris said immediately. "Every touch should communicate worship, that you consider her ass sacred."

"Second principle?"

"Patience. Build slowly, tease, make her desperate."

"Third?"

"Exploration. Use different techniques—flat tongue, pointed tongue, suction, penetration—stimulate all the nerve endings."

"Fourth?"

"Enthusiasm. If you don't love it, she'll know. You have to crave it, lose yourself in it."

Margot's smile was approving. "Perfect. You've studied well. Now tell me—are you nervous about tonight?"

"Terrified," Iris admitted. "And so turned on I can barely think straight."

"Good. Fear and arousal together create the proper mindset for learning. Come with me. It's time for your second lesson."

She led them back to room 333, which had been transformed since last week. The chaise lounge was still there, but now there was also a massage table set up in the center of the room, covered in soft burgundy fabric. Candles burned everywhere, casting flickering shadows. The air was heavy with incense—sandalwood and jasmine and that darker, muskier scent Iris now recognized as arousal.

"Tonight," Margot said, closing the door behind them, "you will rim Luna under my direct supervision. I will guide your every movement, correct your technique, teach you what works and what doesn't. Luna will provide feedback—she'll tell you what feels good, what needs adjustment. This is a learning experience, not a performance. Mistakes are expected. Questions are encouraged. Understood?"

"Yes," Iris breathed.

"Luna, ma belle, assume the presentation position on the table."

Luna dropped her robe without hesitation, revealing her naked body in the candlelight, and climbed onto the massage table. But instead of the on-hands-and-knees position from last week, she lay on her back, then pulled her knees up to her chest, hands gripping the backs of her thighs to hold her legs spread wide and raised high.

The position displayed everything—her bare pussy, glistening and swollen, and above it, her ass, the cheeks naturally spread from the angle, her asshole exposed and vulnerable. Even from across the room, Iris could see it clench.

"This position," Margot said, moving to stand beside the table, "is ideal for beginners. You have easy access, good visibility, and the receiver is comfortable enough to relax fully. Later you'll learn other positions, but we'll start here. Come closer, Iris. Kneel between her legs."

Iris's legs were shaking so badly she almost fell. She knelt on the floor between Luna's spread thighs, and suddenly she was face-to-face with Luna's ass for the first time. Close enough to see every detail—the smooth dark skin, the tight pink ring of her asshole, the way it pulsed with Luna's heartbeat. Close enough to smell her, that intoxicating mixture of musk and arousal.

"Oh god," Iris whispered.

"Beautiful, isn't it?" Margot's hand came to rest on Iris's shoulder. "Take a moment. Look at her. Really see her. Luna is offering you something sacred—her vulnerability, her trust, access to her most intimate place. Before you touch her, I want you to thank her."

"Thank you," Iris said, her voice shaking. "Luna, thank you for trusting me with this."

Luna smiled down at her, warm and encouraging. "You're welcome, mami. I'm honored to help you learn. Now come make me feel good."

"Start with your hands," Margot instructed. "Place them on her ass cheeks. Spread her wider. Get familiar with the territory."

Iris reached out with trembling hands and placed her palms on Luna's ass. The skin was so soft, so warm. She'd touched women before—breasts, pussies, hips—but something about this felt different. More intimate. More forbidden.

She spread Luna wider, and Luna's asshole stretched slightly, the ring of muscle opening just a bit.

"Good. Now—and this is important—lower your face. Get close. Breathe her in. Let her scent fill your lungs. This is part of the worship."

Iris lowered her face until she was inches away from Luna's ass. She breathed in deeply, and the smell hit her like a drug—sweet and musky and dark and absolutely intoxicating. Her pussy clenched so hard she gasped.

"That's it," Margot purred. "Your body knows what it wants. Now, the first touch. Remember the principle of reverence. A kiss, Iris. Press your lips to her asshole and kiss it like you'd kiss her mouth. Soft. Loving. Worshipful."

Iris's heart was hammering so hard she could hear it in her ears. She leaned forward those final few inches, and then her lips made contact with Luna's asshole for the first time.

The world stopped.

Luna's skin was impossibly soft against her lips, warm and smooth, and the moment Iris pressed in for a real kiss, Luna moaned. That sound—that genuine sound of pleasure—shot straight to Iris's clit.

"Oh fuck," Luna breathed. "Iris, that's—god yes—"

"Another kiss," Margot commanded. "And another. Cover her asshole with kisses. Show her you worship it."

Iris obeyed, pressing kiss after kiss to Luna's tight ring, soft pecks that gradually became more lingering, more passionate. Her hands gripped Luna's ass tighter, spreading her, giving herself better access. And with each kiss, Luna moaned louder, her hips squirming.

"Now use your tongue. Just a little. Let it flick out during your next kiss, let her feel it."

Iris kissed again, and this time she let her tongue slip out, just the tip, barely grazing Luna's asshole. The taste hit her—salty-sweet-musky-perfect—and she moaned into the kiss, unable to help herself.

"Yes," Margot hissed. "You taste good, don't you? You like it. I can see it in your eyes, hear it in your voice. You're a natural at this, Iris. Now lick. Broad strokes, flat tongue. Lick from the bottom of her asshole to the top. Slow."

Iris extended her tongue, pressed it flat, and licked. The texture was incredible—smooth skin giving way to the slightly rougher ring of muscle, all of it warm and responsive and perfect. Luna's asshole clenched against her tongue, and Luna cried out.

"Fuck yes—Iris—oh god your tongue feels amazing—"

Iris licked again, slower this time, savoring every inch. The taste was stronger now, coating her tongue, and it was addictive. She wanted more.

"Again," Margot ordered. "Lick her from her pussy to her asshole. Get your tongue wet with her juices first, then drag it all the way up."

Iris dropped lower and ran her tongue through Luna's pussy lips, collecting the slickness there. Luna was soaking wet, dripping, and she tasted incredible—tangy and sweet. Then Iris dragged her tongue up, through Luna's perineum, over her asshole, all the way to her tailbone.

Luna screamed.

"Holy fuck—yes—do that again—"

Iris did it again. And again. And again. Each time, Luna's responses got louder, more desperate, her hips bucking up to meet Iris's tongue.

"Excellent technique," Margot said, and Iris felt a surge of pride even as she continued licking. "Now focus on the asshole itself. Point your tongue. Use the tip to trace circles around the rim. Tease her. Make her beg."

Iris pointed her tongue and began tracing slow circles around Luna's asshole, never quite touching the center, just spiraling around it. Luna's whole body was trembling now.

"Please," Luna gasped. "Please Iris, I need—I need more—"

"Not yet," Margot said firmly. "She'll beg harder than that. Keep teasing, Iris. Show her who's in control."

Iris continued the circles, occasionally letting her tongue dip closer to the center before pulling away. Luna was making incoherent sounds now, her hands gripping her thighs so hard her knuckles were white.

"Please—god—Iris please—I need your tongue inside me—need you to fuck me with it—please—"

"Now," Margot said. "Push inside. Penetrate her. But slowly—don't force it. Let her asshole open for you."

Iris pointed her tongue and pressed it against the center of Luna's asshole. There was resistance at first, the tight ring of muscle refusing entry, but she kept pressure steady, patient, and then suddenly Luna's asshole opened and her tongue pushed inside.

They both moaned at the same time.

The sensation was overwhelming—the heat, the tightness, the way Luna's asshole clenched around her tongue like it was trying to pull her deeper. Iris pushed in as far as she could go, her nose pressed against Luna's skin, her face buried completely between Luna's cheeks.

"Fuck her with it," Margot commanded, her voice rough with arousal. "In and out. Make her feel it."

Iris began thrusting her tongue, in and out of Luna's ass, and Luna was sobbing with pleasure now, her whole body shaking. The taste was stronger inside—earthier, darker, more intimate—and Iris loved it. She fucking loved it. This was what she'd been missing her whole life, what she'd been too scared to try, and now that she'd finally tasted it, she never wanted to stop.

"I'm—oh fuck—Iris I'm gonna come—don't stop—please don't stop—"

Margot reached over and began rubbing Luna's clit with fast, firm circles. "Come for her, Luna. Come from her tongue in your ass. Show her what she's capable of."

Luna came with a wail that probably echoed through the entire building. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around Iris's tongue, her pussy gushed fluid over Margot's hand, and her whole body went rigid before dissolving into shudders. Iris kept her tongue inside, kept moving it gently, drawing out every wave of pleasure until Luna finally went limp, gasping for air.

"Please—stop—too sensitive—"

Iris pulled back, her face wet with spit and Luna's taste, her lips swollen, her jaw aching. She'd never felt more alive.

Margot helped Luna lower her legs, stroked her hair. "Beautiful work, chérie. Rest now." Then she turned those mercury eyes on Iris, and they were blazing with hunger and approval.

"Stand up."

Iris stood on shaking legs. Her dress was still on, but it felt wrong now, restrictive. She wanted to be naked, wanted to feel air on her skin.

"That," Margot said, circling her slowly like a predator, "was exceptional for a first time. Your instincts are remarkable. You made Luna come in under ten minutes of penetration. Most first-level initiates take twice that long."

"Thank you," Iris breathed.

"But you're not done yet. Luna was the practice. Now—" Margot's hand shot out and pulled the tie on Iris's wrap dress, and it fell open, revealing her naked body beneath "—now you rim me."

Iris's brain short-circuited. "What?"

"You heard me." Margot was already stripping off her corset, revealing her small perfect breasts, her pale skin, her lean muscled body. The leather pants followed, and then she was naked except for those thigh-high boots. Her pussy was waxed completely bare, her lips already glistening. "I want to feel what Luna felt. I want your tongue in my ass. Consider it your final exam for this lesson."

She moved to the massage table and climbed on, but unlike Luna's on-her-back position, Margot got on her hands and knees, back arched deeply, ass raised high and spread wide.

"Well?" she said, looking back over her shoulder. "I'm waiting. Show me you've learned the principles."

Iris's pussy was dripping down her thighs. Her hands were shaking. This was Margot. Margot, who'd trained initiates for fifteen years. Margot, who could make a woman come in under a minute. Margot, whose ass was now presented before her like an offering.

She approached the table, knelt behind Margot, and placed her hands on Margot's ass cheeks. The skin was impossibly pale and smooth, and when Iris spread her, Margot's asshole was pink and tight and absolutely perfect.

"Reverence," Iris whispered, more to herself than to Margot.

She leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to Margot's asshole. Margot moaned—actually moaned—and the sound gave Iris confidence.

She kissed again, and again, covering Margot's rim with worshipful kisses. Then she let her tongue flick out, tasting for the first time. Margot tasted different from Luna—less sweet, more musky, with an edge of something almost spicy.

"Don't tease," Margot growled. "I've been wet since you walked in. Lick me. Now."

Iris obeyed, dragging her tongue in long, broad strokes over Margot's asshole. Margot's hips pushed back immediately, seeking more pressure, more contact.

"Harder. I'm not fragile."

Iris pressed her tongue harder, licking with more force, and Margot groaned. "Yes—fuck—just like that—"

Emboldened, Iris pointed her tongue and pushed against Margot's asshole, seeking entry. Margot's ass opened for her immediately, easily, and Iris's tongue slipped inside.

The moan Margot made was inhuman.

"Deeper—get your tongue as deep as you can—fuck me with it—"

Iris pushed her tongue in as far as it would go, her face pressed completely between Margot's cheeks, and began thrusting. Fast, hard, relentless. Margot was chanting now, a litany of obscenities and encouragement.

"Yes—fuck yes—your tongue is perfect—don't stop—make me come—I want to come on your face—"

One of Margot's hands reached between her own legs, fingers finding her clit, rubbing frantically. The other hand reached back and gripped Iris's hair, holding her face in place, grinding her ass against Iris's mouth.

"Fuck—fuck—FUCK—"

Margot came hard, her asshole clenching around Iris's tongue so tight it almost hurt, her whole body convulsing. Iris kept her tongue moving, kept fucking her through it, and Margot came again, and then a third time, each orgasm crashing into the next until she finally collapsed forward onto the table, trembling and gasping.

Iris pulled back, her face absolutely soaked, her jaw screaming, her pussy throbbing with need. She'd just made Margot Desrosiers come three times from rimming. Holy shit.

Margot lay there for a long moment, catching her breath, and then she rolled over and sat up, her eyes unfocused, her lips parted.

"Fuck," she said simply. "Iris, that was—you're—" She actually seemed at a loss for words. "You're going to be one of our greatest masters. I can feel it."

"Thank you," Iris managed.

"Don't thank me yet. You still have three more levels of initiation." Margot slid off the table and moved to her discarded clothing, pulling on the leather pants but leaving her torso bare. "But after tonight, I have no doubts you'll reach the fifth level. You have the hunger, the skill, and most importantly, the devotion. Celeste would be so proud."

Luna had recovered enough to sit up on the chaise lounge, and she was grinning. "That was so fucking hot. Both of you. Iris, you made me come harder than I've come in months, and I get rimmed like three times a week."

"Your next lesson," Margot said, pouring wine for all three of them, "will be in two weeks. You'll learn advanced techniques—suction, tongue-fucking combinations with fingering, how to make a woman squirt from anal stimulation alone. And—" her smile turned wicked "—you'll learn to receive. Someone will rim you for the first time. How does that sound?"

Iris's pussy clenched so hard she gasped. "I want that. God, I want that."

"Good. Then continue your training. Practice daily. And Iris?"

"Yes?"

"You can take off that dress now. No need to hide that gorgeous body from us."

Iris let the dress fall to the floor, standing naked in the candlelight, and for the first time in her life, she felt no shame. Only power. Only hunger.

Only devotion to her new calling.


Chapter 3: Surrender

The two weeks between lessons felt like two years.

Iris was a mess—distracted, obsessed, constantly aroused. She taught her classes on autopilot, barely registering her students' questions about Jane Eyre or Middlemarch. All she could think about was the taste of Luna's ass on her tongue, the feeling of Margot's asshole clenching around it, the sounds they'd made, the way they'd come for her.

And the promise Margot had made: You'll learn to receive. Someone will rim you for the first time.

That promise haunted her dreams, invaded her waking thoughts, made her pussy perpetually wet. She'd never considered it before—never imagined what it would feel like to have someone's tongue on her asshole, in her asshole. But now she couldn't stop imagining it.

She touched herself constantly. In bed before sleep, in the shower every morning, between classes in her locked office with her hand shoved down her pants, biting her lip to stay quiet. She'd come seventeen times in the first week alone, and each orgasm just made her hungrier for the next lesson.

She practiced her tongue exercises religiously, but now she also started preparing her body for receiving. She read the relevant chapters in The Sacred Arts—the sections on hygiene, on relaxation techniques, on the psychology of vulnerability. The book recommended daily self-exploration, getting comfortable with touching her own ass, understanding her own responses.

So she did.

The first time she touched her own asshole in the shower, she'd been nervous, embarrassed even though she was alone. But she'd followed the book's instructions—used plenty of soap and water, relaxed her breathing, started with just gentle circles around the rim with one soapy finger.

The sensation had shocked her. It was more sensitive than she'd expected, sent little sparks of pleasure shooting through her body in ways she didn't anticipate. She'd circled and teased until her legs were shaking, then carefully—so carefully—pressed the tip of her finger inside.

The penetration was strange at first, uncomfortable, but as she relaxed and pushed deeper, the discomfort transformed into something else. Something intense and full and weirdly pleasurable. She'd fingered her ass while rubbing her clit with her other hand and come so hard she'd had to grab the shower wall to stay standing.

After that, she practiced every day. Working her way up to two fingers, learning what angles felt good, discovering that she could come from anal penetration alone if she did it right. By the end of the second week, she could take three fingers comfortably, and the orgasms from anal play were different—deeper, more intense, like they came from somewhere more primal.

She bought her first butt plug online—a small silicone one in purple, tapered and smooth. The first time she wore it, she could barely function. She'd gone grocery shopping with it inside her, and every step sent little waves of sensation through her body. She'd gotten wet enough that she worried people could smell her arousal in the checkout line.

By the time Thursday arrived, she was climbing the walls with need and anticipation and terror.

She showed up at the Crimson Lantern at 8:30 PM sharp, wearing a burgundy silk dress that tied at the side—easy removal—and her nicest black heels. No underwear, obviously. She'd spent two hours preparing—showered thoroughly, used an enema kit for the first time in her life (the book had recommended it, though it emphasized it wasn't required), shaved everything, moisturized, perfumed. She'd even worn her purple plug for three hours that afternoon to help relax her muscles, though she'd removed it before coming.

She was as ready as she'd ever be.

Luna answered the door this time, wearing a sheer black negligée that hid nothing and heels that made her legs look impossibly long. She took one look at Iris and grinned.

"Oh honey, you look terrified. Come here." She pulled Iris into a hug, and despite everything, it helped. Luna smelled like jasmine and something warmer, and her body was soft and comforting. "You're going to love this, I promise. Being rimmed is fucking incredible. Life-changing. And Margot is a master—literally. She's going to make you feel things you didn't know were possible."

"I'm nervous," Iris admitted into Luna's shoulder.

"Good nervous or bad nervous?"

"Both? I want this so badly, but I'm scared I won't be able to relax, or that I'll hate it, or—"

"You won't hate it." Luna pulled back, her hands on Iris's shoulders, her dark eyes serious. "Trust me. Trust Margot. Trust your body. You're going to come so hard you'll forget your own name, and then you're going to beg for more. I've seen it happen with every initiate. Now come on—Margot's waiting, and she's very excited about tonight."

She led Iris through the familiar corridors, but instead of going to room 333, they turned down a different hallway, stopping at a door marked with an ornate 444.

"This is Margot's private chamber," Luna whispered. "She only brings initiates here for third-level lessons and above. It's an honor."

She opened the door, and Iris's breath caught.

The room was twice the size of 333, decorated in deep blacks and silvers and crimson. A massive four-poster bed dominated the center, covered in silk sheets and piled with pillows. There was a full wall of mirrors, reflecting everything, making the space feel infinite. Candles burned everywhere—on surfaces, in wall sconces, suspended in chandeliers—casting flickering shadows that danced across the walls. The air was heavy with incense and something else, something that made Iris's pussy clench immediately.

And Margot was already naked, reclining on the bed like a goddess receiving tribute.

She looked different without clothes in this setting—less intimidating, more sensual. Her lean body was all sharp angles and pale skin, her small breasts high and firm, her stomach flat and muscled, her hips narrow. Between her legs, her pussy was bare and glistening, already aroused. She'd painted her nails black to match her lips, and her platinum hair was loose for once, falling in a sleek curtain to her shoulders.

"Iris," she purred, sitting up. "Right on time. Come in. Close the door."

Iris obeyed on autopilot, her legs carrying her forward even as her brain screamed that she wasn't ready for this.

"You look beautiful," Margot said, standing and moving toward her with predatory grace. "And nervous. That's good—nervousness means you understand the significance of what's about to happen. Tonight you surrender control. Tonight you learn what it feels like to be worshipped. To have someone's mouth on your most intimate place. To be vulnerable and trusting and utterly at our mercy."

"Our?" Iris's voice came out as a squeak.

"Luna will assist me tonight. Two tongues are better than one, especially for a first time." Margot circled Iris slowly, her fingers trailing across Iris's shoulders, down her spine. "We're going to take you apart piece by piece and put you back together. By the time we're done, you'll understand why this practice is called worship."

She stopped in front of Iris and untied her dress with one smooth pull. The burgundy silk pooled at Iris's feet, leaving her naked except for her heels.

"Perfect," Margot breathed, her eyes raking over Iris's body—her full breasts with their hard nipples, her soft stomach, her wide hips, her thick thighs, the bare pussy between them already glistening with arousal. "You prepared thoroughly. I can see it. Smell it. You even used the plug today, didn't you? To help relax."

"How did you—"

"I can tell by the way you're standing, the slight openness in your posture. Good girl. That will help." Her hand came up and cupped Iris's jaw, tilting her face up. "Last chance to back out. Once we begin, you don't come until I give you permission. You don't touch yourself unless instructed. You surrender completely. Can you do that?"

Iris's pussy clenched so hard she gasped. "Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, Margot. I surrender. I'm yours."

Margot's smile was wicked and approving. "Then get on the bed. On your back. We'll start in the easiest position—you won't have to hold yourself up or maintain any difficult poses. Just lie back and let us worship you."

Iris kicked off her heels and climbed onto the massive bed. The silk sheets were cool against her overheated skin. She lay back against the mountain of pillows, and immediately felt exposed—her legs together, her arms at her sides, her whole body on display in this room of mirrors where she could see herself from every angle.

Margot and Luna climbed onto the bed on either side of her, both naked now, Luna having shed the negligée. They were opposites—Margot all pale angles and sharp edges, Luna all dark curves and soft skin—but both were devastatingly beautiful.

"We'll start slowly," Margot said, her hand coming to rest on Iris's stomach. "Build your arousal gradually. Luna and I will touch you, kiss you, prepare your body. You'll be so turned on that by the time our mouths reach your ass, you'll be begging for it. Understood?"

"Yes."

"Good. Now spread your legs. Let us see all of you."

Iris spread her legs, and both women made appreciative sounds. Her pussy was already soaked, lips swollen and dark with arousal, clit peeking out from its hood.

"Beautiful," Luna murmured. "So wet already. You really want this, don't you mami?"

"So badly," Iris admitted.

"Then let us give it to you."

They started with kisses—Margot claiming Iris's mouth in a deep, demanding kiss that made Iris's toes curl, while Luna kissed down her neck, her collarbone, the swell of her breast. Four hands roamed her body, mapping every curve, every sensitive spot. Luna's mouth found her nipple and sucked hard while Margot's hand slid between her thighs, fingers ghosting over her clit without actually touching it.

Iris moaned into Margot's mouth, her hips bucking up seeking more contact.

"Patience," Margot whispered against her lips. "We have all night."

They took their time, worshipping every inch of her body. Luna sucked and bit at her nipples until they were swollen and aching. Margot kissed down her stomach, her hip bones, the inside of her thighs—everywhere except where Iris needed her most. Hands caressed her, teased her, drove her slowly out of her mind.

"Please," Iris finally gasped. "Please touch me—I need—"

"What do you need?" Margot asked, her breath hot against Iris's inner thigh.

"Your mouth—your tongue—please—"

"Where? Be specific."

"My pussy—please lick my pussy—"

Margot's tongue dragged through Iris's folds in one long, slow stroke, and Iris nearly came right then. Luna pinched her nipples at the same time, and the dual sensations were almost too much.

"Not yet," Margot commanded, pulling back. "You don't come until I say."

She licked again, this time focusing on Iris's clit, circling it with the tip of her tongue. Luna moved down to join her, and suddenly there were two mouths on Iris's pussy—Margot sucking her clit while Luna's tongue pushed inside her, fucking her with deep thrusts.

Iris was making sounds she didn't recognize, her hands fisting in the silk sheets, her hips rolling up to meet their mouths. She was so close, right on the edge, her whole body trembling with the need to come.

"Stop," Margot said, and both mouths disappeared.

Iris whimpered at the loss, her pussy clenching around nothing.

"Roll over," Margot commanded. "On your stomach. We're going to worship your ass now."

Iris rolled over with shaking limbs, her face buried in the pillows, her ass raised slightly by the position. She could see herself in the wall of mirrors—her flushed face, her spread legs, her ass presented for their pleasure.

She felt incredibly vulnerable. More vulnerable than she'd ever felt during sex. Because this was different. This wasn't just exposure—this was surrender. This was offering the most private, most taboo part of herself for their mouths, their pleasure, their worship.

"Breathe," Luna said softly, her hand rubbing soothing circles on Iris's lower back. "Relax. We're going to make you feel so good, chica. Just let go and trust us."

Iris took a deep breath, tried to relax her muscles, her mind, her fear.

"That's it," Margot murmured. She placed her hands on Iris's ass cheeks, not spreading yet, just touching, massaging. "Such a beautiful ass. Full and round and perfect. I've been imagining this for two weeks—imagining what you'd taste like, how you'd respond, what sounds you'd make when I finally got my tongue on you."

Her hands began kneading Iris's ass, deeper now, working the muscles, helping her relax. Luna joined in, both sets of hands working in tandem, and Iris felt herself melting into the bed, tension seeping out of her body.

"Good girl," Margot praised. "Now I'm going to spread you. Don't tense up. Just breathe."

She spread Iris's ass cheeks slowly, exposing her completely. Iris felt the cool air kiss her asshole and had to fight the urge to clench.

"Perfect," Margot breathed. "Luna, come see. Look at her asshole—so tight, so pink, already clenching with anticipation."

Iris could feel their eyes on her, could see in the mirror the way they were both staring at her spread ass with hunger and appreciation. It should have been humiliating. Instead, it was the most erotic thing she'd ever experienced.

"I want the first taste," Luna said. "May I?"

"Of course, ma belle. Show her what she's been missing."

Iris tensed, waiting, and then—

Luna's tongue pressed against her asshole, flat and warm and soft, and Iris's entire world exploded.

The sensation was nothing like she'd expected. Not uncomfortable or weird or gross—it was incredible. Electric. Luna's tongue was so soft, so warm, and it sent pleasure racing through her body in ways she didn't know were possible. Her asshole was so much more sensitive than she'd ever imagined, thousands of nerve endings lighting up at once.

"Oh fuck—oh god—Luna—"

"That's it," Margot purred, still holding Iris's ass spread for Luna's access. "Feel her tongue. Feel how good it is. This is what you've been giving others, and now you get to receive it. Now you understand why women beg for this, why they come so hard from it."

Luna licked again, this time in a long slow stroke from Iris's pussy—oh god, collecting her wetness—all the way up to her tailbone. Iris's hips bucked involuntarily, pushing back against Luna's mouth.

"She likes it," Luna said, her voice muffled. "She's already trying to fuck my face. So eager."

"Then give her more."

Luna began licking in earnest now—long broad strokes, then focused circles around Iris's rim, then pointed tongue tapping against the center. Each technique sent different sensations through Iris's body, built the pleasure higher and higher until she was panting into the pillows, her hands gripping the sheets so hard her knuckles were white.

"Please—please I need—"

"Need what?" Margot asked.

"Need—need her tongue inside—please—"

"Are you begging us to penetrate your ass, Iris? To tongue-fuck your tight little asshole?"

"Yes—fuck yes—please—"

"Luna, she's ready. Push inside."

Luna pointed her tongue and pressed it against Iris's asshole, and this time when Iris felt the pressure, she consciously relaxed, opened herself, let Luna's tongue slip past that tight ring of muscle and inside.

The penetration was overwhelming—the fullness, the heat, the intimacy of it. Luna's tongue pushed deeper, deeper, until Iris could feel it curling inside her, could feel Luna's lips pressed against her rim, could feel Luna's nose pressing into her skin.

And then Luna started moving—fucking her with her tongue, in and out, twisting and curling and reaching places that made Iris scream into the pillows.

"Look at yourself," Margot commanded, and Iris forced her eyes open, forced herself to look in the mirror.

The sight was obscene and beautiful—her own face, flushed and desperate, mouth open in a silent moan. Her body spread out on the silk sheets. Luna's face buried between her ass cheeks, only her curls visible, her head moving as she tongue-fucked Iris's ass with obvious enthusiasm.

"That's you being worshipped," Margot said, her own hand moving between her legs, fingers rubbing her clit as she watched. "That's what devotion looks like. Luna is inside your ass right now, tasting you, pleasuring you, and she's loving every second of it. Just like you loved rimming us. This is the cycle—we worship each other, pleasure each other, bring each other to transcendence."

Luna's tongue went deeper, and Iris felt something building inside her—different from a clitoral orgasm, different from a g-spot orgasm, something deeper and more intense.

"I'm—oh fuck—I think I'm—"

"Not yet," Margot said sharply. "You don't come until both of us have tasted you. Luna, switch with me."

Luna pulled her tongue out slowly—the withdrawal almost as intense as the penetration—and moved aside. Margot took her place immediately, her hands spreading Iris even wider, and her tongue was on Iris's asshole before Iris could even process the change.

Margot's technique was different from Luna's—more aggressive, more demanding. Her tongue pushed inside hard and fast, no teasing, no buildup, just immediate deep penetration that made Iris's vision white out for a moment.

"Fuck—Margot—oh god—"

Margot's tongue was longer than Luna's, or maybe she just knew how to use it better after years of practice, because she reached places inside Iris that sent pleasure ricocheting through her entire body. She twisted her tongue, curled it, dragged it against Iris's inner walls in ways that shouldn't be possible.

And then Luna moved to Iris's side, lifted her hips slightly, and—oh fuck—her mouth found Iris's clit.

The dual stimulation was too much. Margot's tongue in her ass, Luna's mouth on her clit, both of them working in perfect synchronization, and Iris couldn't—she couldn't hold back—

"Please—Margot please—can I come—I need to come—please let me—"

"Come," Margot commanded, her voice muffled by Iris's ass. "Come right now with my tongue in your ass and Luna's mouth on your clit. Show us how good we make you feel."

Iris came apart.

The orgasm was cataclysmic—starting deep in her ass where Margot's tongue was still thrusting, spreading through her pussy where Luna was sucking her clit, radiating outward through her entire body until even her fingers and toes were tingling. She screamed into the pillows, her asshole clenching rhythmically around Margot's tongue, her pussy gushing fluid over Luna's face, her whole body convulsing with the intensity of it.

It went on forever—wave after wave after wave—and Margot and Luna didn't stop, kept licking and sucking and driving her higher until she came again, and then a third time, orgasms crashing into each other until Iris couldn't tell where one ended and another began.

Finally—finally—they pulled back, and Iris collapsed completely, boneless and trembling and gasping for air.

"Holy shit," she managed to whisper.

"That's level three," Margot said, her voice satisfied and smug. She moved up the bed to lie beside Iris, her hand stroking her hair. "You've learned to give and to receive. You understand both sides of the worship now. How do you feel?"

"I feel—" Iris tried to find words and failed. "I didn't know. I didn't know I could feel like that. I didn't know my body could do that."

"Most people don't," Luna said, curling up on Iris's other side. "Most people never discover what their ass is capable of. But you're not most people anymore. You're one of us now."

Iris could still feel the phantom sensation of their tongues inside her, could still taste Luna on her own lips from earlier, could still smell the musk of sex and arousal that filled the room.

"I want more," she said, surprising herself. "I know I just came three times, but I want—I want to do it again. I want to keep learning."

Margot laughed, delighted. "And that, chérie, is why you'll become a master. That hunger is essential. Most initiates need at least an hour to recover after their first receiving experience. But you're already ready for more. Celeste was right about you."

"What happens next?" Iris asked. "What's level four?"

"Level four is advanced techniques," Margot said, trailing her fingers down Iris's spine. "Toys, plugs, combinations of rimming with penetration. Learning to make a woman squirt from anal stimulation alone. Learning to rim multiple partners in sequence. It's intensive and intense."

"And level five?"

"Level five is mastery. You'll rim the Grand Mistress—she's the one I mentioned, who replaced Rosalind Thorne. Her name is Cassandra Blackwood, and she's been with the Order for forty-three years. She's tasted and been tasted by over five hundred women. Making her come is considered the ultimate test of skill and devotion."

Iris's pussy clenched despite her exhaustion. "When can I try for level four?"

"Eager little thing," Luna teased. "I love it."

"Two weeks," Margot said. "Same schedule. But between now and then, I want you to practice receiving as well as giving. Use toys on yourself, experiment with what feels good, learn your own body's responses. And—" her smile turned wicked "—I'm assigning you homework."

"Homework?"

"Find a woman—someone you're attracted to, someone you trust—and rim her. Outside of the Order. Practice your skills in a real-world scenario. See how your training translates to spontaneous encounters."

Iris's mind immediately went to Professor Diane from the Renaissance department. The one she'd chickened out with years ago. They'd been friendly lately, flirtatious even. Maybe...

"I can see you already have someone in mind," Margot said, reading her expression. "Good. Seduce her. Make her come from your tongue in her ass. Show her what you've learned. And then come back and tell us all about it."

"That's—" Iris felt simultaneously terrified and excited. "That's my homework? To rim someone?"

"Consider it field research," Luna giggled. "Trust me, it's the best kind of homework."

Margot kissed Iris then—deep and thorough, and Iris could taste herself on Margot's tongue, could taste the intimacy they'd just shared. When they finally broke apart, Margot's mercury eyes were blazing.

"You're going to be magnificent," she whispered. "I can feel it. You're going to join the pantheon of great masters—Celeste, Rosalind, Genevieve herself. Women will beg for your tongue. They'll worship you in return for the worship you give them."

"I want that," Iris said, and meant it with every fiber of her being. "I want to be great at this. I want to make women come so hard they forget their own names. I want to be worshipped and to worship in return."

"Then you will be," Margot said simply. "The Order has chosen you. Celeste chose you. And now you've chosen yourself. Welcome fully into our world, Iris Mendoza. May your tongue bring pleasure, devotion, and transcendence to all who receive it."

Luna raised an imaginary glass. "To Iris. Future master of the sacred arts."

Iris smiled, exhausted and satisfied and already hungry for more. "To the Order. To worship. To ass."

They laughed together, three naked women tangled in silk sheets in a room of mirrors and candles, bound together by the most intimate act imaginable.

And Iris had never felt more at home in her life.


Chapter 4: The Secret Curriculum

Iris spent three days planning her seduction of Professor Diane Castellanos like it was a military campaign.

She'd chosen Diane for several reasons. First, there was history—that almost-hookup two years ago at the faculty holiday party, the one that ended with Iris fleeing in panic before she could do what she really wanted. Second, Diane was gorgeous—forty-three years old with silver streaking through her dark hair, sharp cheekbones, a body that was all lean muscle from daily yoga, and an ass that Iris had fantasized about for years. And third, Diane had been giving her looks lately. Lingering eye contact during department meetings, fingers brushing when they passed papers, comments that could be interpreted as innocent or as blatant flirtation depending on how you looked at them.

"That's a stunning dress, Iris. The way it hugs your curves is quite... distracting."

"I've been thinking about you. About our conversation last week. About several things, actually."

"We should grab drinks sometime. Just the two of us. I feel like we have unfinished business."

Oh, they definitely had unfinished business.

But Iris couldn't just proposition her outright. This had to be seduction, gradual and deliberate, building tension until Diane was the one making the first move—or at least until it seemed that way. Iris had learned from Margot that the best worship came from anticipation, from making someone desperate for your touch before you gave it to them.

So she started small.

Monday morning, she wore her tightest pencil skirt to the department meeting, the one that made her ass look incredible, and sat directly across from Diane. Every time she caught Diane looking—and Diane looked often—Iris held eye contact for just a beat too long before smiling and looking away. Creating heat without acknowledging it.

After the meeting, she lingered, organizing her papers slowly until most of their colleagues had left. Diane was doing the same thing, and when their eyes met, Iris's stomach flipped.

"Coffee?" Diane asked, her voice casual but her eyes intense. "I need caffeine before my eleven o'clock seminar."

"I'd love that."

They walked to the faculty lounge together, their shoulders brushing occasionally in the narrow hallway. Iris was acutely aware of her body—the sway of her hips, the way her skirt hugged her ass, the fact that she wasn't wearing underwear beneath it. She'd stopped wearing underwear entirely since joining the Order, and the constant awareness of her nakedness under her clothes kept her in a perpetual state of arousal.

The lounge was empty, thank god. They made their coffee in comfortable silence, but Iris could feel the tension crackling between them like electricity.

"So," Diane said, leaning against the counter, her eyes roaming over Iris in a way that was definitely not professional. "You seem different lately. More confident. There's something about you that's... changed."

"I've been exploring new interests," Iris said carefully. "Expanding my horizons. Trying things I was too afraid to try before."

"What kind of things?"

Iris took a sip of her coffee, let the pause build. "Personal things. Intimate things. Things I'm still learning about myself."

Diane's pupils dilated. "That sounds fascinating. I've always thought you were too cautious, too controlled. It's good to see you letting yourself be more... adventurous."

"What about you?" Iris asked, taking a step closer. "Are you adventurous, Diane?"

"I used to be." Diane's voice dropped lower. "Before my divorce, before I got so buried in work that I forgot what it felt like to want something—someone—badly enough to take risks for it. But lately I've been thinking about changing that. About being adventurous again."

They were standing very close now, close enough that Iris could smell Diane's perfume—something with notes of bergamot and cedar. Close enough to see the faint freckles across Diane's collarbone, the pulse point in her throat that was beating fast.

"Maybe we could be adventurous together," Iris said softly.

Diane's breath hitched. "Are you propositioning me, Dr. Mendoza?"

"Would you say yes if I was, Dr. Castellanos?"

The air between them was molten, thick with possibility. Diane's hand came up, fingers brushing Iris's wrist, and the touch sent electricity shooting up her arm.

"Come to my office after your last class today," Diane whispered. "Four-thirty. We'll talk about... expanding horizons."

Then she left, coffee in hand, and Iris stood there trembling and so wet she could feel it on her inner thighs.



The rest of the day was torture. Iris taught two classes and retained absolutely nothing about what she'd said. Her mind was consumed with planning, with anticipation, with the memory of Diane's hand on her wrist and the promise in her eyes.

She went home between her last class and the meeting, showered again, prepared her body with the same thoroughness she'd used before her third-level lesson. She even wore the purple plug for an hour, both to relax herself and to heighten her arousal. By the time she removed it and dressed, she was shaking with need.

She chose her outfit carefully—a wrap dress in deep green that could be removed with a single pull of the tie, a black bra that made her breasts look incredible (even though she hoped it wouldn't stay on long), and once again, no underwear. She left her hair down, wild and curly. Minimal makeup except for red lipstick that made her look like she was ready to devour someone.

Which she was.

She arrived at Diane's office at exactly 4:30, knocking softly on the heavy wooden door.

"Come in," Diane's voice called, and Iris entered, closing the door behind her and—after a moment's hesitation—locking it.

Diane's office was beautiful—floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, a massive oak desk covered in papers and books, a leather couch against one wall, tall windows that looked out over the campus quad. And Diane herself, standing by the window, backlit by the late afternoon sun, wearing tailored black slacks and a white silk blouse that was unbuttoned just enough to be suggestive.

"You locked the door," Diane observed.

"I thought we might want privacy. For our... conversation."

Diane smiled, slow and predatory. "Come here."

Iris crossed the office on trembling legs. When she reached Diane, they stood there for a long moment, just looking at each other, the tension so thick it was hard to breathe.

"I've wanted this for a long time," Diane said softly. "Since that night at the holiday party. When you ran away, I thought I'd misread the signals, that you weren't interested. But you were just scared, weren't you?"

"Terrified," Iris admitted. "Not of you. Of what I wanted to do to you. I wasn't ready then. But I am now."

"And what did you want to do to me?"

Iris stepped closer, her hands coming up to rest on Diane's hips. "Everything. I wanted to kiss you. Touch you. Taste every inch of your body. I wanted to worship you in ways I'd never done with anyone before."

"Worship?" Diane's breathing was getting faster. "That's an interesting choice of words."

"I mean it literally." Iris's hands slid around to cup Diane's ass through her slacks, and Diane gasped. "I want to worship your body, Diane. Especially this gorgeous ass I've been fantasizing about for two years."

Diane's hands fisted in Iris's dress. "Jesus Christ, Iris. Where did this confidence come from?"

"I told you. I've been expanding my horizons. Learning new things. And I want to show you what I've learned." She pulled Diane closer, their bodies flush together, and lowered her voice to a whisper. "I want to make you come so hard you forget your own name. I want to taste parts of you that maybe no one's ever tasted before. Will you let me?"

"Yes," Diane breathed. "Fuck yes."

Iris kissed her then—deep and hungry and demanding, pouring two years of frustration and desire into it. Diane kissed back with equal fervor, her hands in Iris's hair, pulling her closer. They stumbled backward until Diane's back hit the bookshelf, and books tumbled to the floor, forgotten.

Iris kissed down Diane's jaw, her throat, sucking hard enough to leave marks she didn't care who saw. Her hands worked at the buttons of Diane's blouse, and Diane helped, shrugging out of it and tossing it aside. She wore a pale blue bra beneath, lace and delicate, and Iris unhooked it with practiced ease.

Diane's breasts were small and perfect, her nipples already hard. Iris took one in her mouth, sucking and biting while her hands worked at Diane's slacks, unbuttoning and unzipping and pushing them down over her hips.

"Wait," Diane gasped. "The couch—more comfortable—"

They moved to the leather couch, shedding the rest of their clothes along the way. Diane's body was even more beautiful naked—lean and strong from years of yoga, with just enough softness in the right places. Her skin was olive-toned and smooth, and between her legs she was waxed bare, her pussy already glistening with arousal.

And her ass. God, her ass. Round and high and perfect, just begging to be touched, kissed, worshipped.

Iris pushed Diane down onto the couch, straddling her, kissing her deeply while their naked bodies pressed together. Diane's hands roamed everywhere—cupping Iris's breasts, squeezing her ass, sliding between her thighs to find her soaking wet.

"Fuck, you're drenched," Diane gasped.

"I've been wet since this morning. Since you invited me here. Since I started thinking about all the things I want to do to you." Iris kissed down Diane's body—her breasts, her stomach, her hip bones. "Lie back. Let me show you."

Diane lay back against the arm of the couch, and Iris settled between her legs, staring at Diane's bare pussy like it was a work of art. She leaned in and licked through Diane's folds, tasting her for the first time, and they both moaned.

Diane tasted incredible—tangy and sweet and musky all at once. Iris licked again, this time focusing on her clit, circling it with the tip of her tongue in the patterns she'd practiced. Diane's hips bucked up immediately, seeking more pressure.

"Oh fuck—Iris—your tongue—"

Iris sucked Diane's clit into her mouth, flicking it rapidly with her tongue while two fingers slid inside Diane's pussy, curling to find her g-spot. Diane was already close, Iris could tell—her pussy was clenching around Iris's fingers, her thighs trembling, her breathing ragged.

But Iris didn't want her to come yet. Not like this. She wanted Diane desperate, overwhelmed, completely undone before she gave her what she really wanted to give.

She pulled back, and Diane whimpered at the loss.

"Not yet," Iris said, echoing Margot's words from her own lessons. "I want you so desperate you'll beg me. I want you to need my tongue so badly you'll let me have you any way I want."

"I already need you—please—"

"Any way?" Iris kissed the inside of Diane's thigh. "Even if I want to taste parts of you that you've maybe never offered before?"

Diane's eyes widened slightly as understanding dawned. "You mean—"

"Your ass." Iris said it plainly, no shame, just hunger. "I want to eat your ass, Diane. I want to bury my face between your cheeks and lick you there until you come. Will you let me?"

Diane's breath came in short gasps. "I've never—no one's ever—"

"I know. That's what makes it so perfect. I'll be the first. The only one so far. And I promise you'll love it. I promise I'll make you feel things you've never felt before."

"I don't know if I—"

"Trust me," Iris whispered, her hands stroking Diane's thighs. "Trust that I know what I'm doing. Trust that I'll make you feel incredible. Let me worship you, Diane. Every part of you. Especially the parts you've kept hidden."

Diane stared at her for a long moment, and Iris could see the war playing out behind her eyes—curiosity versus fear, desire versus shame. Finally, desire won.

"Okay," Diane whispered. "Show me. Teach me. Make me feel it."

Iris's pussy clenched so hard she almost came untouched. "Turn over. Get on your hands and knees. I want access to all of you."

Diane obeyed with trembling limbs, positioning herself on the couch with her ass raised high. The position was obscene and vulnerable and perfect, especially in the context of her professional office with books and papers scattered everywhere.

Iris knelt behind her on the couch, her hands immediately going to Diane's ass, massaging and kneading the firm flesh. "You have such a beautiful ass. I've fantasized about this for so long. About spreading you open and tasting you here."

"I'm nervous," Diane admitted.

"I know. That's natural. But I promise—the moment my tongue touches you there, you'll understand why I've been so desperate for this. Just breathe and trust me."

She spread Diane's cheeks slowly, exposing her completely. Diane's asshole was perfect—small and tight, the skin slightly darker than the rest of her, already clenching with anticipation. Above it, her pussy was dripping, wetness coating her inner thighs.

"So fucking beautiful," Iris breathed. Then, remembering Margot's lessons, she leaned forward and pressed a soft, reverent kiss directly onto Diane's asshole.

Diane's entire body jerked, a strangled sound escaping her throat.

"Good?" Iris asked.

"I—oh god—that felt—different. Strange but—do it again."

Iris kissed her again, and again, covering Diane's rim with soft worshipful kisses. With each one, Diane relaxed more, her body learning to associate the touch with pleasure rather than fear.

"Now I'm going to use my tongue," Iris said. "Just a little at first. Tell me if anything feels bad."

She licked, one long slow stroke across Diane's asshole, and Diane moaned—a deep, genuine sound of pleasure.

"Oh fuck—Iris—that's—that feels incredible—"

Encouraged, Iris licked again, this time pressing her tongue harder, really tasting Diane. She tasted clean and slightly salty and earthy in a way that made Iris's own pussy throb with need. She licked in broad strokes, then tight circles, then pointed her tongue and tapped against the center of Diane's asshole in that rapid rhythm Margot had taught her.

Diane was making continuous sounds now—gasps and moans and broken words that might have been Iris's name. Her hips were pushing back, unconsciously seeking more contact, more pressure.

"Please—oh god Iris—more—I need more—"

"You want my tongue inside you?" Iris asked, though she already knew the answer.

"Yes—fuck yes—please—I didn't know—I didn't know it could feel like this—"

Iris pointed her tongue and pushed against Diane's asshole, applying steady pressure. There was resistance at first—Diane's body instinctively clenching against the invasion—but Iris was patient, kept the pressure consistent, and gradually Diane relaxed and opened and Iris's tongue slipped inside.

They both cried out at the penetration.

Diane's asshole was so tight, so hot, clenching around Iris's tongue in rhythmic pulses. Iris pushed deeper, as far as her tongue would reach, and began moving—in and out, fucking Diane with her tongue while one hand reached around to rub Diane's clit in firm circles.

"Oh fuck oh god oh FUCK—" Diane was sobbing now, her whole body trembling. "I'm gonna—I'm so close—don't stop—please don't stop—"

Iris doubled her efforts, tongue thrusting faster, fingers on Diane's clit moving in the perfect rhythm. She could feel Diane's orgasm building, could feel her asshole clenching tighter, her pussy dripping more wetness, her whole body tensing.

"Come for me," Iris commanded, pulling her tongue out just long enough to speak before diving back in. "Come with my tongue in your ass. Let me feel it."

Diane came with a scream she barely managed to muffle by biting down on a throw pillow. Her asshole clenched around Iris's tongue so tight it almost hurt, her pussy gushed fluid over Iris's hand, and her whole body convulsed with the force of it. Iris kept her tongue moving, kept her fingers on Diane's clit, drawing out every wave until Diane finally collapsed forward onto the couch, trembling and gasping.

Iris pulled back slowly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, her own pussy throbbing with sympathetic pleasure and unfulfilled need.

"Holy shit," Diane managed after a long moment, her voice wrecked. "Holy fucking shit. That was—I've never—"

"I know." Iris climbed up to lie beside her, pulling Diane into her arms. "You were amazing. So responsive, so beautiful. Did you like it?"

"Like it?" Diane laughed, slightly hysterical. "Iris, I think you broke my brain. That was the most intense orgasm of my life. Where the hell did you learn to do that?"

Iris smiled, mysterious. "I've been taking some... extracurricular classes. Private instruction in certain specialized techniques."

"I need to know who's teaching these classes because I want to send them a thank you card." Diane kissed her, deep and thorough, apparently unbothered by where Iris's mouth had just been. "Can I—will you let me try? On you? I want to make you feel what I just felt."

Iris's pussy clenched. "You don't have to—"

"I want to. God, I want to. Lie back. My turn to explore."

They switched positions, and Iris lay back against the couch cushions, her heart racing. Diane kissed down her body slowly, taking her time, clearly nervous but determined. When she reached Iris's pussy, she spent long minutes licking and sucking and making Iris writhe and moan. But then she went lower, and Iris felt Diane's hot breath against her asshole.

"Tell me if I'm doing it wrong," Diane whispered.

"There's no wrong way," Iris managed. "Just—oh fuck—"

Diane's tongue touched her asshole for the first time—tentative and soft—and Iris nearly came immediately. Having someone's tongue on her ass was still so new, so intense, and knowing it was Diane, knowing Diane was nervous but trying anyway, made it even hotter.

Diane licked again, more confident now, and Iris's hips bucked up involuntarily. "Yes—fuck yes Diane—that's perfect—"

Encouraged, Diane began licking in earnest, copying the techniques Iris had used on her. Broad strokes, tight circles, pointed tongue tapping. She was a quick learner, paying attention to Iris's reactions, doing more of what made Iris moan louder.

"Can I—" Diane pulled back slightly. "Can I put my tongue inside you?"

"Please," Iris gasped. "Please fuck me with your tongue—"

Diane pushed inside, and Iris saw stars. The sensation was everything she remembered from her lesson with Margot and Luna, that overwhelming fullness and intimacy, but somehow even more intense because this was her seduction, her conquest, proof that she could take what she'd learned and use it to bring pleasure to others.

Diane's tongue was shorter than Margot's, less experienced than Luna's, but she made up for it with enthusiasm. She fucked Iris's ass with genuine hunger, one hand reaching up to rub Iris's clit in clumsy but effective circles.

Iris came fast and hard, her asshole clenching around Diane's tongue, her pussy dripping, her whole body arching off the couch as pleasure crashed through her in waves. Diane kept licking through it, clearly enjoying Iris's responses, and that made Iris come again almost immediately, a second orgasm following the first before she'd even finished the first.

When it finally ended, Iris collapsed, boneless and satisfied and proud. She'd done it. She'd seduced Diane, introduced her to rimming, made her come, and gotten eaten in return. Mission accomplished.

They lay tangled together on the couch for a long time, catching their breath, occasionally laughing at the absurdity of having just done that in Diane's office.

"So," Diane finally said, "those extracurricular classes you mentioned. Are they accepting new students?"

Iris laughed. "They're pretty exclusive. Invitation only."

"Damn. Well, if you ever decide to start your own classes, I'm signing up immediately. That was—fuck, Iris. That was transformative."

"Would you want to do it again? Sometime?"

"Absolutely. My place next time? More privacy, more comfort, more time to explore." Diane kissed her softly. "I can't believe I went forty-three years without experiencing that. Thank you for being brave enough to suggest it."

"Thank you for trusting me."

They eventually got dressed, stealing kisses between putting on clothes, and Iris left Diane's office feeling powerful and satisfied and already planning her report to Margot.



She went straight to the Crimson Lantern from campus, not even bothering to go home first. She needed to tell Margot about her success, needed to hear her approval, needed to process what had just happened.

Luna answered the door, took one look at her, and grinned. "Someone got laid. And not just any laid—you've got that specific glow. You did your homework, didn't you?"

"Is Margot available?"

"For you? Always. Come on."

They found Margot in room 333, reading a leather-bound book and drinking wine. She looked up when they entered, and her eyes raked over Iris with immediate understanding.

"You rimmed her," Margot said. Not a question.

"Yes. Professor Diane Castellanos. Renaissance literature. I've wanted her for two years, and today I finally—" Iris couldn't help the proud smile spreading across her face. "I made her come so hard she screamed into a pillow. And then she rimmed me back. She'd never done it before, never even considered it, but after experiencing it herself, she wanted to try."

Margot set down her book, her expression pleased and hungry. "Tell me everything. Every detail. I want to know exactly how you seduced her, how you introduced the idea, how she responded."

Iris told them everything—the week of building tension, the coffee conversation, the meeting in Diane's office, the seduction, the rimming, Diane's reactions, the reciprocation. She left nothing out, and by the time she finished, both Margot and Luna were visibly aroused.

"Exceptional work," Margot said. "You applied the principles perfectly—reverence, patience, exploration, enthusiasm. You read her responses, adjusted your technique, made her comfortable enough to overcome her fear and hesitation. And you successfully converted someone new to our practice. That's advanced-level skill."

"Does this mean I'm ready for level four?"

"More than ready. In fact—" Margot stood and moved to the wooden chest in the corner, opening it to reveal an array of toys Iris hadn't seen before "—I think we should begin level four tonight. If you're not too exhausted."

Iris's pussy clenched despite having just come an hour ago. "I'm ready."

"Good. Then let's begin. Level four is about combining rimming with other forms of stimulation. Tonight you'll learn to use toys—plugs, vibrators, dildos—while rimming. You'll learn to make a woman squirt from anal play alone. And you'll learn to serve multiple partners in sequence without losing stamina or enthusiasm."

Luna clapped her hands excitedly. "Oh this is going to be so fun. Level four was my favorite."

Margot selected several items from the chest—a curved glass dildo, a purple vibrating plug, a set of three graduated metal plugs, and something else Iris didn't recognize, long and flexible with a bulbous end.

"Strip," Margot commanded. "Both of you. We have a long night ahead, and by the end of it, Iris, you'll be one step closer to mastery."

Iris stripped out of her clothes, her body already responding to the promise in Margot's voice. She'd gone from teaching Victorian literature this morning to eating her colleague's ass this afternoon to training for advanced rimming techniques tonight.

Her life had become unrecognizable in the best possible way.

"Now," Margot said, running her fingers over the toys almost lovingly, "let me teach you how to truly worship a woman's ass. Everything you've learned so far has been foundation. This is where it gets interesting."

She turned those mercury eyes on Iris, and they were blazing with hunger and approval.

"Welcome to level four, Iris. Let's see how dedicated you really are to the sacred arts."


Chapter 5: Ascension

Six months.

That's how long it took Iris to progress from level four to level five. Six months of intensive training, practice, exploration, and transformation that fundamentally rewrote who she was as a person and a lover.

Level four had been brutal and beautiful. Margot had put her through exercises that pushed her stamina, her technique, her devotion to their absolute limits. She'd learned to rim while using toys—vibrators pressed against clits, dildos fucking pussies, plugs stretching asses even wider for her tongue. She'd learned the precise angles and pressures required to make a woman squirt from anal stimulation alone, spending an entire session making Luna gush over and over until they were both soaked and exhausted.

She'd learned to serve multiple partners in sequence, rimming five different women in one marathon three-hour session, each with different preferences and responses that she had to read and adapt to without breaking her focus or enthusiasm. By the end, her jaw had been screaming and her tongue was numb, but she'd made all five women come, and the pride she felt was indescribable.

Between official lessons, she continued her "homework" with Diane, who had become not quite a girlfriend but definitely more than a fuck buddy. They spent long weekends at Diane's house exploring every possible variation of ass worship—different positions, different toys, different combinations of stimulation. Diane had become addicted to being rimmed, and Iris never tired of giving it to her.

But Iris also branched out, applying her skills with other women. A visiting professor from Berkeley who she'd met at a conference. A bartender at the Crimson Lantern's ground-floor public bar who recognized the look in Iris's eyes and invited her home. Two women from a queer book club Iris had joined, on separate occasions, both of whom had been curious about rimming but too shy to ask their regular partners.

Every woman Iris touched, she worshipped thoroughly. Every ass she tasted, she devoted herself to completely. And her reputation began to grow—whispers in San Francisco's queer community about a literature professor who could make you come harder from her tongue in your ass than anyone else could make you come from conventional sex.

Those whispers reached the Order, and Margot had smiled with fierce pride when she heard them.

"You're ready," she'd said last week. "You've mastered every technique, exceeded every expectation. You've converted dozens of women to our practice. You've proven your devotion, your skill, and your hunger. It's time for your final test."

The fifth level. The ultimate trial. Rimming the Grand Mistress Cassandra Blackwood in front of the entire assembled Order.

And now, tonight—a Saturday in late September—Iris stood outside the Crimson Lantern at 9 PM, dressed in the ceremonial robe Margot had given her (deep purple silk that tied at the waist, nothing underneath), her heart hammering so hard she could barely breathe.

This was it. The culmination of six months of training, two years of fantasies, a lifetime of hidden hungers finally brought into the light.

She knocked, and Luna answered, also wearing a ceremonial robe—hers was crimson. Luna smiled, warm and excited and proud.

"Tonight's your night, mami. You ready to become a master?"

"I think so. I hope so. Fuck, I'm terrified."

"Good. You should be. What you're about to do is sacred—the most important moment of your initiation. But you're going to be amazing. I've watched you grow from that nervous woman who could barely touch Luna's ass to someone who makes women beg for your tongue. You've earned this."

She led Iris through the corridors, but instead of going to room 333 or 444, they went down—down a staircase Iris had never noticed before, down into what must be the basement level of the building. The air grew warmer, heavier with incense and anticipation. Iris could hear voices, many voices, echoing from below.

They emerged into a massive chamber that took Iris's breath away.

The room was circular, like an ancient temple, with burgundy walls covered in artwork depicting the history of the Order—paintings of women worshipping each other's asses throughout the centuries, from ancient Greece to Victorian England to the modern day. Candles burned in wall sconces and chandeliers, casting everything in flickering golden light. And in the center of the room was a raised platform with a velvet-covered altar, and on that altar—

Cassandra Blackwood.

The Grand Mistress was sixty-eight years old and absolutely stunning. Her body was still strong and vital, maintained through decades of yoga and dedication. Her hair was long and silver, falling in waves to her waist. Her skin was pale and smooth, lined with age but beautiful because of it, not despite it. She wore absolutely nothing, lying on her back on the altar with her legs raised and spread, held in place by leather straps attached to posts at each corner. The position displayed everything—her bare pussy, still beautiful and responsive at her age, and her ass, spread and exposed and waiting.

Around the room, arranged in concentric circles, sat at least fifty women—all members of the Order, all here to witness Iris's final test. Iris recognized some of them from her training sessions. Others were strangers. All of them watched her with expressions ranging from curiosity to hunger to pride.

And standing beside the altar, wearing a black ceremonial robe embroidered with silver thread, was Margot.

"Iris Mendoza," Margot's voice rang out, formal and commanding. "You have completed the first four levels of initiation. You have learned to give and to receive. You have mastered basic and advanced techniques. You have spread the practice to uninitiated women. Tonight you face your ultimate test—to worship the Grand Mistress, to bring her to climax through devotion of her ass alone, to prove yourself worthy of the title of Master. Do you accept this challenge?"

"I do." Iris's voice was steady despite her pounding heart.

"Then approach the altar. Remove your robe. Stand before us as you came into this world—naked, vulnerable, honest. Let us see the woman who seeks to join our ranks."

Iris walked to the platform, climbed the three steps, and stood before Cassandra. She untied her robe and let it fall, and suddenly she was naked in front of fifty women, completely exposed under their gaze.

It should have been terrifying. Instead, it was empowering.

She was proud of her body now—proud of her curves, her softness, her strength. Proud of what this body could do, what pleasure it could give and receive. She stood tall and unashamed as the Order examined her.

"Beautiful," someone murmured from the audience.

"Celeste would be so proud," another voice said.

At the mention of her aunt's name, Iris felt tears prick her eyes. She was doing this for Celeste, in memory of her, carrying on her legacy.

Cassandra spoke for the first time, her voice rich and warm despite her age. "Come closer, child. Let me see you properly."

Iris approached until she was standing right beside the altar, close enough to see Cassandra's face clearly. The Grand Mistress's eyes were pale blue, almost white, and they held centuries of wisdom and pleasure.

"You have Celeste's eyes," Cassandra said softly. "And her hunger. I can see it. She was one of my favorite lovers, did you know? We were together on and off for fifteen years. She could make me come in under a minute with just her tongue. Her record with me was forty-seven seconds—the photograph you saw was taken just after she achieved that. It remains unbroken to this day."

"I know," Iris whispered. "I read her journal. All of it. Multiple times."

"Then you understand what devotion means. What worship requires. Show me, Iris. Show me you've learned what Celeste tried to teach you from beyond the grave. Make me come. Take as long as you need—there is no time limit. But you must make me climax from rimming alone. No touching my clit, no penetrating my pussy. Only your mouth on my ass. Can you do that?"

"Yes, Grand Mistress."

"Then begin."

Margot handed Iris a small pillow to kneel on—the only concession to comfort—and Iris positioned herself between Cassandra's spread legs. This close, she could see everything in intimate detail. Cassandra's pussy was still beautiful, her lips swollen despite her age, her clit visible and hard. Above it, her asshole was tight and small, the skin slightly darker, already clenching in anticipation.

The room had gone completely silent. Fifty women watching, waiting.

Iris took a deep breath and placed her hands on Cassandra's ass cheeks, spreading her wider. The Grand Mistress's skin was soft as silk, warm and alive beneath her palms.

Reverence, Iris thought. This is worship. This is sacred.

She leaned forward and pressed a soft kiss directly onto Cassandra's asshole.

Cassandra made a small sound—approval and pleasure combined—and Iris felt a surge of confidence.

She kissed again, and again, covering Cassandra's rim with reverent kisses, each one longer and more passionate than the last. Her hands massaged Cassandra's ass, working the muscles, helping her relax into the pleasure.

"Good," Cassandra murmured. "Very good. You've learned patience. Continue."

Iris let her tongue flick out during the next kiss, just barely grazing Cassandra's asshole, and the Grand Mistress's hips twitched. Encouraged, Iris began licking—broad flat strokes that covered Cassandra's entire rim, then tight circles that spiraled inward, then pointed tongue tapping against the center in rapid rhythm.

Cassandra's breathing was getting faster, her body responding despite decades of experience and thousands of tongues. That meant something. That meant Iris was doing it right.

Patience, she reminded herself. Build slowly. Make her desperate.

She licked from Cassandra's pussy—oh god, she tasted incredible, tangy and rich—all the way up to her tailbone, collecting wetness and using it to make her tongue glide more smoothly over Cassandra's asshole. She did this over and over, long slow licks that made Cassandra's thighs tremble.

"More," Cassandra gasped. "Give me your tongue inside. I want to feel you."

Iris pointed her tongue and pushed against Cassandra's asshole, applying steady pressure. There was resistance—even relaxed, Cassandra's ass was incredibly tight—but Iris was patient, kept the pressure consistent, and gradually Cassandra opened and Iris's tongue slipped inside.

The Grand Mistress moaned, and the sound echoed through the chamber, and someone in the audience gasped.

Iris pushed deeper, as deep as her tongue would go, feeling the heat and tightness of Cassandra's ass clenching around her. She began moving—slow thrusts at first, in and out, letting Cassandra get used to the sensation, the penetration, the fullness.

"Yes," Cassandra breathed. "Oh yes, just like that. You have excellent technique. Strong tongue, good stamina. Like your aunt. Faster now. Fuck me faster."

Iris obeyed, increasing her pace, tongue thrusting in and out of Cassandra's ass with growing speed and force. She could taste Cassandra more strongly now—earthier, darker, intimate in a way that made her own pussy throb with sympathetic arousal.

She varied her technique, remembering everything she'd learned. Deep thrusts, shallow teasing, twisting her tongue to hit different angles, using the flat of her tongue to lick the inner walls, using the point to penetrate as far as possible. She read Cassandra's responses—the way her breathing changed, her thighs trembled, her asshole clenched—and adjusted accordingly.

Minutes passed. Five, ten, fifteen. Iris's jaw was starting to ache, but she didn't stop, didn't slow. This was her test. This was everything.

"Good," Cassandra moaned. "So good. You're getting me close. Don't change what you're doing. Keep that exact rhythm."

Iris maintained her pace—medium-deep thrusts, steady and consistent, her tongue curling slightly on each penetration to stroke Cassandra's inner walls. She could feel it building in Cassandra's body—the tension, the climbing pleasure, the approaching climax.

"I'm—oh god—I'm going to—"

Cassandra came with a cry that sounded almost like prayer. Her asshole clenched around Iris's tongue so tight it bordered on painful, her whole body going rigid for a long moment before dissolving into shudders. Iris kept her tongue moving gently, drawing out every wave, every aftershock, until Cassandra finally went limp, gasping for breath.

Iris pulled back slowly, her face wet with spit and Cassandra's taste, her jaw screaming, her own pussy throbbing with need and triumph.

She'd done it. She'd made the Grand Mistress come.

The room erupted in applause—fifty women clapping and cheering and calling out approval. Iris knelt there, trembling, barely able to process what had just happened.

Cassandra sat up slowly, the leather straps releasing automatically, and she looked at Iris with something like awe.

"Twenty-three minutes," she said. "You made me come in twenty-three minutes. Do you know how remarkable that is? Most initiates take forty minutes or more. Some never succeed at all and have to try again. But you—" she reached out and cupped Iris's face "—you have genuine mastery. Raw talent refined through devoted practice. You've earned your place among us."

Margot stepped forward, and in her hands was a silver collar—delicate and beautiful, engraved with intricate patterns. "Iris Mendoza, by the power vested in me as Master Instructor of the Sapphic Order, I declare you a Master of the Sacred Arts. You have proven your devotion, your skill, your hunger. You are hereby granted all rights and privileges of our sisterhood. You may train initiates, you may participate in all ceremonies, and you wear the collar of mastery as a symbol of your achievement."

She fastened the collar around Iris's throat, and it felt right—like coming home, like finding her purpose, like becoming who she was always meant to be.

The applause grew louder, and women began approaching the altar—some to congratulate her, some to introduce themselves, some to whisper that they'd like to schedule time with her, to experience her tongue for themselves.

Luna appeared with Iris's robe, helping her dress, pulling her into a tight hug. "You did it! Fuck, Iris, you were amazing! Twenty-three minutes! That's faster than I managed on my test!"

Other women Iris recognized from her training approached—masters who'd helped with various lessons, initiates who'd been subjects for her practice. All of them offered congratulations, praise, welcoming her officially into their ranks.

But the most important moment came when an older woman approached—maybe seventy, with snow-white hair and kind eyes. She carried something wrapped in purple velvet.

"I'm Margaret Hawthorne," she said. "I was Celeste's closest friend in the Order. We were lovers for eight years. She made me promise that if you ever made it to mastery, I would give you this."

She handed Iris the velvet bundle, and when Iris unwrapped it, she found a leather-bound book—smaller than the journal she'd read, more intimate.

"This is Celeste's private diary from her final year," Margaret explained. "The year before she died. She wrote it specifically for you, knowing—hoping—you'd eventually join us. She wanted you to know how proud she was of you, even if she couldn't be here to see it."

Iris clutched the diary to her chest, tears streaming down her face now. "Thank you. Thank you so much."

Margaret squeezed her shoulder. "Read it when you're ready. She loved you so much, Iris. Everything she did—introducing you to the Order, leaving you that key—it was because she wanted you to find this joy, this purpose, this community. You've honored her legacy beautifully."



Later that night, after the ceremony ended and most of the members had left, Iris sat in room 333 with Margot and Luna, still wearing her robe and her new collar, Celeste's diary open in her lap.

The entry on the first page was dated exactly one year before Celeste died.

My dearest Iris,

If you're reading this, it means you've done it. You've completed the initiation, earned your mastery, found your place in the Order. I knew you would. I've always known.

I've watched you your whole life, sweet girl. Watched you struggle with desires you didn't understand, with hungers you were too afraid to acknowledge. Watched you date men who never satisfied you, watched you have brief fumbling experiences with women that left you feeling empty. And I knew—I KNEW—that you were one of us. That you needed what the Order could give you.

So I planned. I left you the key, the invitation, the path to discovering who you really are. I'm sorry I couldn't be there to guide you in person, but Margot is the best instructor I've ever known. If she trained you, then you're extraordinary.

I want you to know that every woman I ever rimmed, every ass I ever worshipped, I thought of you. I thought: "Someday Iris will do this. Someday she'll know this pleasure, give this pleasure, find this community." It sustained me through my final years—the knowledge that you would carry on what I loved most.

You're a Master now. That means you have responsibilities. Train initiates with patience and care. Spread the practice to women who need it. Never lose your hunger, your devotion, your joy in worship. And remember—this isn't about sex. It's about intimacy, vulnerability, trust, love. It's about finding the sacred in the profane, the beautiful in the taboo.

I died happy, Iris. I died with a woman's ass in my mouth, giving pleasure until my last breath. Most people would call that tragic. I call it perfect. I hope when your time comes, you're equally lucky.

I love you. I'm proud of you. And I'm with you always, in every lick, every kiss, every moment of worship.

Your devoted aunt,
Celeste

Iris closed the diary, tears streaming down her face, but she was smiling. Smiling because Celeste was right. She'd found her purpose, her community, her joy.

"You okay?" Luna asked softly, rubbing her back.

"I'm perfect," Iris said, and meant it. "I'm exactly where I'm supposed to be."

Margot raised her wine glass. "To Iris. To Celeste. To the Order. To the sacred art of ass worship. May we continue practicing, perfecting, and spreading our devotion for generations to come."

They clinked glasses, and Iris took a sip, feeling the warmth of the wine and the warmth of belonging, of purpose, of home.



Six Months Later

Professor Iris Mendoza stood at the front of her Victorian Literature seminar, discussing Jane Eyre, but her mind was partially elsewhere. Tonight was Thursday, which meant tonight she had two initiates scheduled for lessons—one at 6 PM, one at 8 PM. Both were first-level, which meant observation and basic technique instruction. She was looking forward to it.

She was also meeting Diane for dinner before her lessons. Their relationship had evolved into something comfortable and affectionate—not quite love, but deep caring and incredible sex. Diane had started attending Order gatherings as an associate member, not quite ready for formal initiation but deeply committed to the practice.

And on Saturday, Iris was scheduled to rim the Grand Mistress again—this time not as a test, but as an honor. Cassandra had requested her specifically, saying Iris's tongue was one of the best she'd experienced in decades. The compliment had made Iris's heart soar.

Her life had become unrecognizable from two years ago. She still taught literature, still published academic articles, still maintained her professional facade. But underneath that, she had a secret life—a rich, fulfilling, deeply satisfying life where she worshipped women's asses and trained others to do the same, where she was respected and desired for her skills, where she belonged to a community that understood and celebrated her deepest hungers.

She thought about Celeste often. Wondered if Celeste could see her, if she was proud. Iris liked to think she was. Liked to imagine Celeste smiling down from wherever she was, pleased that her niece had found the same joy she'd known.

After class, one of her students—a senior named Alex with bright eyes and an intensity that Iris recognized—lingered behind.

"Professor Mendoza? Can I ask you something personal?"

"Of course."

Alex hesitated, then: "You seem really confident lately. Really comfortable with yourself. I was wondering... how did you get there? I mean, I struggle with accepting certain things about myself, about what I want. And you just seem so... at peace."

Iris smiled, remembering her own journey. "I found a community that accepted me. People who didn't judge me for my desires, who helped me explore them safely and joyfully. And I learned that the things we're taught to be ashamed of are often the things that can bring us the most fulfillment. Does that help?"

"Yeah. Actually, it does. Thank you."

As Alex left, Iris wondered if someday, years from now, she might receive a key in the mail. Might find herself standing outside the Crimson Lantern, nervous and desperate and ready. Might discover the same transformation Iris had found.

The Order was always looking for new members. And Iris had developed a good eye for potential.

She gathered her things, checked her reflection in her office window—she looked good, professional but with an edge of something else, something secret and satisfied—and headed out.

She had a full life ahead of her. Literature to teach, articles to write, women to seduce, asses to worship, initiates to train. A community that loved her, a purpose that fulfilled her, skills that brought pleasure to dozens of women.

Celeste had given her the key to all of it. And Iris would spend the rest of her life honoring that gift.

As she walked across campus toward her car, the sun setting over San Francisco, Iris Mendoza—literature professor, Master of the Sapphic Order, devoted worshipper of women's asses—smiled.

She'd found exactly where she belonged.

And the worship was only beginning.
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