
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Initiation

The basement reeked of leather polish and something sharper—sweat cut with expensive perfume, the kind that clung to skin after hours of close contact. Mara descended the concrete stairs, her boots echoing against walls plastered with faded posters advertising fights that happened before she was born. Except these weren't boxing matches.

THE CIRCUIT was printed in bold crimson across every flyer.

She'd heard rumors for months. Whispers in the back corners of queer bars in Brooklyn, coded language on private Discord servers. Women who could do things with their tongues that made champions weep. An underground competition so exclusive that even knowing it existed marked you as someone worth watching.

And now she was here.

The bouncer at the bottom—a woman built like a linebacker with a buzzcut bleached platinum—barely glanced at the invitation on Mara's phone before waving her through. "First door on the left. Rookie intake."

The hallway smelled like industrial cleaner trying to mask old cigarette smoke. Mara's palms were slick. She'd trained for this. Six months of obsessive practice with her ex-girlfriend, who'd laughed at first, then stopped laughing when Mara got good. Then stopped returning her calls entirely when Mara admitted what she was training for.

The door opened into a green room that looked like a high-end gym locker area. Leather benches, brushed metal lockers, lighting that actually made people look human instead of corpse-gray. Five women were already there, in various states of undress.

"You're the last one." The voice came from a woman perched on the far bench, one leg crossed over the other. Her name tag read SIMONE—COORDINATOR. She had dark brown skin that gleamed under the lights, hair in intricate cornrows that fell to her shoulders, and a body that looked like it spent serious time in the gym—broad shoulders, defined arms, thick thighs testing the seams of her leather pants. She wore a black sports bra that showed off the geometric tattoo spanning her collarbone. Her face was angular, striking rather than pretty, with full lips and eyes that assessed Mara like she was livestock.

Another baby thinking she can hang, Simone thought, but her expression stayed neutral.

"Mara Costas," Mara said, trying to sound more confident than she felt.

"Greek?"

"My dad's side."

"Good. We like Mediterranean tongues here." Simone's smile was sharp. "Strip down to your underwear. You'll get your uniform after orientation."

Mara's hands went to her belt. Around her, the other rookies were doing the same. She cataloged them quickly:

A petite Asian woman with jet-black hair in a high ponytail, maybe five-foot-two, with small breasts and a compact gymnast's build. Her stomach was flat and defined, her thighs muscular. She wore plain cotton panties, white. Her face was heart-shaped, delicate features, but her eyes were hard. Focused. Her name tag read YUKI.

Next to her, a curvy Latina woman with wavy brown hair cascading past her shoulders, probably mid-twenties. She had the kind of body that spilled over—heavy breasts straining against a red lace bra, soft stomach, wide hips, thick ass that made her black thong look like it was barely holding on. Her face was round and pretty, with a small nose and lips painted dark plum. She caught Mara looking and winked. CARMEN on her tag.

Across the room, a tall blonde—easily six feet—with an athletic build, long limbs, small breasts, narrow hips. She looked like she ran marathons. Her hair was pulled back in a severe bun, and her face was all sharp angles: prominent cheekbones, pointed chin, pale blue eyes that didn't seem to blink. She wore practical gray boyshorts. ASTRID.

The last rookie was Black, with natural hair in a short afro, medium height, lean and toned. Her skin was a rich deep brown, and she had a dancer's body—long neck, defined shoulders, small waist that flared into curved hips and a round ass. She wore a purple thong and matching bra. Her face was beautiful in that effortless way, with high cheekbones and full lips. JADE.

Mara pulled off her jeans and sweater, standing there in her plain black bra and panties. She was aware of her own body under their gazes—average height, olive skin, dark wavy hair falling to her mid-back, breasts on the smaller side but perky, toned stomach from all the core work she'd been doing, thighs that touched, ass that was round but not attention-grabbing. She had her mother's face: strong nose, full lips, dark eyes under thick brows.

"Good," Simone said, standing. She walked along the line of them, and the smell of sandalwood and vanilla followed her. "You're all here because someone vouched for you. Someone who's seen what you can do, or thinks you have potential. But potential means nothing in The Circuit. Results matter. Technique matters. Endurance matters."

She stopped in front of Yuki. "How long can you hold your breath?"

"Two minutes, fifteen seconds."

"Good." She moved to Carmen. "How flexible is your tongue?"

Carmen stuck it out—it was long, and she curled it up to touch her nose. Simone nodded.

When she got to Mara, she didn't ask a question. She just looked. Studied. Mara felt her skin heat.

She's nervous. Good. The nervous ones either wash out or become champions.

"The Circuit has three tiers," Simone continued, pacing. "Rookie League. Pro Division. Championship Circuit. You're starting at the bottom. Tonight, you'll compete in your first Initiation Match—it's not ranked, but it determines whether you're allowed to continue. Fail, and you're banned for life. No second chances."

The air in the room got heavier.

"The rules are simple. You'll be paired with a veteran—someone who's already in Pro Division. Your job is to make her come using only your tongue on her ass. No hands. No penetration. Just rimming. You'll be timed. Average completion time for rookies is twelve minutes. If you go over fifteen, you fail. If your partner doesn't climax, you fail. If you use anything other than your tongue, you fail."

Mara's pulse was hammering now. This was real. This was actually happening.

"Questions?"

Astrid raised her hand. "What if we make her come in under ten minutes?"

Simone's smile was wicked. "Then you get my attention. And trust me, in this world, that's worth more than money." She clapped her hands once. "Uniforms. Locker seven has your sizes—we take measurements when you register. Black boyshorts, sports bra. No jewelry. Hair tied back. You have five minutes."

The room erupted into motion. Mara went to locker seven, found her name on a plastic bag. Inside was exactly what Simone described—plain black athletic wear, almost clinical in its simplicity. She changed quickly, aware of the other women doing the same around her.

Carmen leaned over while adjusting her bra. "You look like you're about to pass out."

"I'm fine."

"Bullshit." Carmen's voice was warm, teasing. "I'm terrified too. But we're here, right? Might as well commit."

She's trying to make friends. Cute. Won't last past the first elimination.

Jade tied her hair up, her movements economical. "How'd you train?"

"With my ex," Mara said. "You?"

"Solo practice. Bought a strap-on with a realistic texture. Set a timer. Treated it like drills."

Yuki snorted. "I used my girlfriend's sister. She was into it."

"Jesus," Astrid muttered.

"What?" Yuki's expression was flat. "You think this is a game? I practiced on a real person because real people have reactions. Textures. Sweat. You can't simulate that."

Simone opened the door to the hallway. "Time's up. Line up."

They filed out, walking single-file down another corridor. The lighting changed—redder, dimmer. The smell shifted too: now it was definitely sweat, and something muskier underneath. Arousal. The air itself felt thick with it.

The corridor opened into an arena.

It wasn't huge—maybe the size of a high school gymnasium—but it was packed. Rows of seats rose up on all sides, filled with women. Some were in suits, looking like they'd come straight from corporate jobs. Others in leather and chains. Some in casual jeans and t-shirts. All of them watching the center of the room.

The floor was padded black mats. Five stations were set up, each with a raised platform—waist-high, padded in leather. At each station stood a woman.

These were the veterans. The Pro Division.

Mara's mouth went dry.

The one at the first station was a muscular butch with sleeve tattoos and a shaved head. She wore only a black thong, and her body was built—cut abs, thick thighs, an ass that looked like granite. REX on her bicep tattoo.

Next station: a curvy redhead with pale freckled skin, huge breasts barely contained in a leather harness, soft stomach, wide hips, and an ass that jiggled when she shifted her weight. Her face was pretty in a girl-next-door way, with green eyes and a smattering of freckles across her nose. FIONA.

Third station: a lean Asian woman with long straight black hair, small breasts, narrow hips, but an ass that was round and firm despite her overall slimness. She looked like a dancer. Her face was severe, beautiful in a cold way. MING.

Fourth station: a tall Black woman with goddess-level curves—full breasts, tiny waist, hips that flared dramatically, thighs thick and powerful, and an ass that looked like it belonged in a music video. She had box braids that fell to her waist and a face that could sell anything: full lips, high cheekbones, eyes that sparkled with amusement. KEISHA.

Fifth station: a petite Latina woman, maybe five feet tall, with a tight athletic build but an ass that was disproportionately large and round. She had long dark hair in a braid and a face that was cute rather than sexy—big eyes, small nose, full lips. LUCIA.

Simone walked to the center of the arena. Her voice boomed—there must have been a mic somewhere. "Welcome to Rookie Initiation! Tonight, five hopefuls will attempt to earn their place in The Circuit. Let's see if they have what it takes."

The crowd erupted in cheers and whistles.

"Yuki Tanaka—you're with Rex!"

Yuki walked forward, her face unreadable. Rex grinned down at her.

"Carmen Ruiz—you're with Fiona!"

Carmen's hips swayed as she approached her station. Fiona's smile was filthy.

"Astrid Larsen—you're with Ming!"

Astrid's expression didn't change. Ming nodded once.

"Jade Williams—you're with Keisha!"

Jade's eyes went wide for a second, but she recovered quickly. Keisha laughed, a low throaty sound.

"And Mara Costas—you're with Lucia!"

Mara's legs felt like jelly as she approached the fifth station. Lucia watched her with dark eyes, head tilted.

"First time?" Lucia asked. Her voice was soft, accented.

"Yeah."

"Relax. I'll go easy on you." Her smile was kind, which somehow made it worse.

She's sweet. I bet she tastes like honey. I wonder if she'll cry when I make her beg.

Simone raised her hand. "Veterans—assume position!"

In unison, all five women bent forward over their platforms, resting their torsos on the padded leather, asses raised high. Hands reached back, hooking thumbs into their thongs, pulling them aside.

Mara's eyes locked onto Lucia's ass. It was perfect—two round globes of firm flesh, olive-toned, with a small dark beauty mark on the left cheek. The thong pulled aside revealed everything: the tight pucker of her asshole, dusky pink, already slightly glistening like she'd oiled herself beforehand, and below it, the hint of her pussy lips, shaved smooth, also glistening.

The smell hit Mara then—sharp and sweet, musk mixed with whatever oil Lucia had used. Her mouth watered involuntarily.

"Rookies—on your knees!"

Mara dropped down. The mat was firm under her knees. She was inches away from Lucia's ass now, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off her skin.

"When the bell rings, you begin. The timer starts. You don't stop until your partner comes or until fifteen minutes elapse. Understood?"

A chorus of "Yes" from the rookies.

"Good luck. You'll need it."

The bell rang—a sharp metallic sound that cut through the noise of the crowd.

Mara didn't think. She leaned in, tongue extended, and licked a long slow stripe from the bottom of Lucia's crack all the way up to the small of her back.

Lucia gasped—a sharp inhale that turned into a low "Mmmmm."

The taste exploded across Mara's tongue—salt and skin and that sweet oil, and underneath it something earthier, darker, the taste of ass. She did it again, dragging her tongue slowly, and Lucia's thighs trembled.

"Ohhhhh fuck," Lucia moaned, and the crowd roared.

Mara gripped Lucia's hips for balance, holding her steady, and focused her attention on the tight ring of muscle. She circled it with the tip of her tongue, slow and deliberate, tracing the edges, feeling how it clenched and relaxed under her attention.

"Yes," Lucia breathed. "Just like—ahhhh—just like that."

Mara flattened her tongue, pressing it directly against Lucia's hole, and moved in slow firm circles. Wet obscene sounds filled her ears—schlick schlick schlick—mixing with Lucia's increasingly desperate moans.

"Unnngh—god, your tongue—"

Mara could feel Lucia's heartbeat through her ass, could feel the muscle starting to relax, opening just slightly under the persistent pressure. She pointed her tongue, pressing gently inward, and Lucia's whole body jerked.

"Oh FUCK yes—"

The crowd was chanting something, but Mara couldn't process it. Her entire world had narrowed to this: the taste, the smell, the feel of Lucia's skin under her hands, the way her asshole fluttered and clenched every time Mara's tongue did something it liked.

She pulled back, blew cool air across the wet skin, and Lucia whimpered. Then she dove back in, tongue pointed, pushing just inside the ring—not deep, just enough to stretch it, to make Lucia feel invaded.

"Ahhhhh—Mara—fuck—"

Lucia's hips started moving, grinding back against Mara's face. Mara held firm, matching the rhythm, tongue working in steady pulses. In, out, circle, press, repeat. Her jaw was starting to ache but she didn't care.

She could feel Lucia getting close. The way her thighs were shaking, the way her breathing had gone ragged, the way her asshole was clenching rhythmically around Mara's tongue.

"I'm—oh god I'm—"

Mara doubled down, tongue moving faster, pressing deeper, and she reached one hand around to press flat against Lucia's lower stomach, feeling the muscles there starting to spasm.

"FUCK—"

Lucia came with a scream that echoed through the arena. Her whole body went rigid, ass clenching so tight around Mara's tongue it almost hurt, and Mara felt the gush of wetness that meant Lucia had come hard—not just clenching, but full-body shaking, sobbing pleasure.

The bell rang again.

"SIX MINUTES FORTY-TWO SECONDS!" Simone's voice boomed. "NEW ROOKIE RECORD!"

The crowd erupted. Mara sat back on her heels, face wet, jaw aching, heart hammering. Lucia slumped forward on the platform, still shaking, trying to catch her breath.

Holy shit, Lucia thought. She's a natural. God help us all.

Simone appeared beside Mara's station, eyes gleaming. "Well well well. Looks like we have a prodigy."

Mara looked up at her, still catching her breath, and Simone's smile was absolutely wicked.

"Welcome to The Circuit, rookie."


Chapter 2: The Qualifier

Mara's thighs burned as she followed Simone down another concrete hallway, this one narrower, the walls painted matte black. The smell had shifted—less perfume now, more raw sweat and sex. The kind that clung to everything. Her jaw still ached from Lucia, and her tongue felt thick and clumsy in her mouth, but adrenaline was keeping her upright.

Six minutes forty-two seconds. New rookie record.

Simone glanced back, those dark eyes assessing. "You surprised yourself."

"A little."

"Don't get cocky. That was the easy part." She stopped at a door marked PRO DIVISION - AUTHORIZED ONLY. "Lucia's a sweetheart. She gets off easy because she likes being eaten out. But in the Qualifier, you don't get to pick your partner. You get assigned based on who needs breaking in."

Mara's stomach dropped. "What's the Qualifier?"

"Your second test. Happens immediately after Initiation if you pass—and you passed spectacularly." Simone swiped a keycard, and the door clicked open. "In the Qualifier, you service three Pro Division members back-to-back. Fifteen minutes each. If you make all three come, you advance to Rookie League and start competing for rank. If you fail even one..." She shrugged. "You're done."

"Three," Mara repeated, her voice hollow.

"Three." Simone pushed the door open. "And they won't be sweet like Lucia."

The room beyond was smaller than the arena, more intimate. Padded mats covered the floor, and track lighting illuminated three leather-padded benches arranged in a triangle. At each bench stood a woman, and Mara's mouth went dry.

The first was a butch with a military-grade buzz cut, her scalp showing the faint shadow of dark hair. She had pale white skin covered in black ink—full sleeves on both arms, something script-heavy across her ribs, a pinup girl on her left thigh. Her body was built like she lived in the gym: broad shoulders that could carry weight, biceps that flexed when she crossed her arms, defined abs with a faint treasure trail leading down into her black boyshorts, thick muscular thighs, and an ass that was all hard muscle. Her face was handsome rather than pretty—strong jaw, straight nose, pale gray eyes that tracked Mara like a predator. She looked early thirties. TANK was tattooed in old English script across her collarbone.

Fresh meat. Let's see if she's got any spine.

The second woman was her opposite in every way. She was short—maybe five-foot-one—and curvy to the point of absurdity. East Asian, with long glossy black hair that fell in waves to her waist. Her face was doll-like: big dark eyes with expertly done winged eyeliner, small button nose, lips painted crimson and shaped in a permanent pout. But her body was pure sin—massive breasts straining against a red satin bra that looked two sizes too small, soft round belly that jiggled when she breathed, wide hips that flared dramatically, thick thighs that pressed together, and an ass so large and round it looked cartoonish. She wore matching red panties that were basically a thong, disappearing between those cheeks. She was maybe mid-twenties. MIKO on a nameplate hanging from a choker around her neck.

Another skinny bitch thinking she can handle me. They always look so confident before they realize how much work this ass requires.

The third made Mara's breath catch. She was tall—easily six feet—and built like an Amazon. Dark brown skin that gleamed under the lights, the kind of rich deep tone that made you want to touch just to feel the warmth. She had box braids pulled into a high ponytail, and her face was regal: high cheekbones, full lips, almond-shaped eyes, a straight nose. Her body was a masterpiece—broad shoulders, full breasts that sat high and firm, narrow waist that made her hips look even wider than they were, thick powerful thighs, and an ass that defied physics. It was huge, round, each cheek the size of Mara's head, and it sat high on her frame like it was sculpted specifically to be worshipped. She wore only a white thong, and every inch of her skin was on display. She looked about thirty. ZARA tattooed in elegant script along her inner forearm.

She's pretty. I wonder how long before she starts crying.

Simone walked to the center of the triangle. "Mara Costas, meet your Qualifier panel. Tank, Miko, Zara—she's all yours."

Tank stepped forward, rolling her shoulders. "Fifteen minutes each, yeah?"

"Correct. Mara, you'll rotate through all three. Order is up to you."

Mara looked between them. Strategy. Tank looked like she'd make it a power struggle—she'd want dominance, resistance. Miko looked like she'd need stamina and jaw strength just to navigate all that ass. Zara looked like a test of endurance and technique combined.

"Tank first," Mara said. Might as well get the hardest out of the way.

Tank's grin was sharp. "Smart girl." She walked to her bench, turned, and bent over it in one fluid motion. Her thong-clad ass was right there—tight, muscular, not an ounce of give. She reached back and hooked her thumbs in the waistband, dragging the fabric aside.

The smell hit Mara immediately: clean sweat and something sharper, muskier. Tank's asshole was pale pink against her white skin, tight and clenched. Below it, Mara could see the shadow of her pussy, neatly trimmed, already glistening.

"Timer starts when you make contact," Simone said from somewhere behind her. "Good luck."

Mara dropped to her knees, positioned herself, and leaned in. The second her tongue touched Tank's skin, a buzzer sounded.

She started the same way she'd done with Lucia—long slow lick from bottom to top, getting a sense of the terrain. Tank's skin tasted like salt and iron, sharp and clean. Her asshole clenched tight when Mara's tongue passed over it.

"Gonna have to do better than that, rookie," Tank said, her voice bored.

Mara flattened her tongue and pressed it directly against the tight ring, moving in firm circles. Tank's hips didn't move. Didn't react at all.

Make me work for it. Good.

Mara pointed her tongue, pushing gently at the center, trying to coax the muscle to relax. Nothing. Tank was locked down tight, and Mara realized with a sinking feeling that this was the test—not just technique, but persistence. Breaking through resistance.

She pulled back, spat directly onto Tank's asshole—a wet obscene sound—and dove back in, tongue working furiously. The added wetness helped, let her glide easier, and she felt Tank's breathing shift just slightly.

"Mmm," Tank hummed. "There we go."

Encouraged, Mara increased the pressure, her tongue moving in rapid tight circles, occasionally darting inward to test the give. Slowly, agonizingly slowly, she felt Tank starting to relax. The muscle softened under her attention, began to open.

"Fuck," Tank muttered. "You're... ahhhh... persistent."

Mara pushed her tongue inside—just the tip, but it was enough. Tank's whole body jerked, and Mara felt the shift: Tank was no longer resisting, she was wanting.

"Yessss," Tank hissed, and her hips started rocking back, chasing Mara's tongue.

Mara worked deeper, her tongue pushing in and out in steady thrusts. The taste was overwhelming now—pure ass, earthy and dark and addictive. Her hands gripped Tank's muscular cheeks, spreading them wider, giving herself better access.

"Unnngh—fuck fuck fuck—"

Tank's asshole was fluttering now, clenching rhythmically around Mara's tongue, and Mara could feel the wetness dripping from Tank's pussy, soaking the edge of her thong. She doubled down, tongue moving faster, and Tank started swearing in what sounded like German.

"Scheisse—I'm—ahhhhhhn—"

Tank came with a guttural groan, her whole body going rigid, and Mara felt the clench so tight it almost pushed her tongue out. She held firm, working through the orgasm, until Tank's body went limp.

Buzzer.

"Eleven minutes, eighteen seconds," Simone called. "Next."

Mara sat back, gasping. Her jaw was screaming now, and her tongue felt swollen. But there was no time. Miko was already bent over her bench, looking back over her shoulder with a smirk.

"Let's see if you can handle a real ass, beanpole."

Mara moved to Miko's station on shaking legs. When she got into position, her stomach dropped.

Miko's ass was... massive. Truly, absurdly huge. Each cheek was round and soft, covered in flawless pale skin, and when Miko pulled her thong aside, Mara could barely see her asshole—it was buried deep between those mounds of flesh.

Oh fuck.

"Timer starts on contact," Simone reminded her.

Mara gripped Miko's cheeks with both hands—they overflowed her grip, warm and soft—and spread them apart. There. Miko's asshole was darker than Tank's, a dusky rose color, and it was already slick with oil. The smell was different too: jasmine and vanilla mixed with arousal, sweet and thick.

She leaned in and licked—buzzer sounded—and Miko immediately moaned.

"Ohhhhh yessss—"

Miko was the opposite of Tank. She was loud, responsive, grinding back against Mara's face within seconds. Her ass cheeks kept trying to close, smothering Mara, and Mara had to fight to keep them spread, her face buried in softness.

"Right there—oh god—yesssss—"

Mara's tongue circled Miko's hole, which was already relaxed, practically begging for it. She pushed inside easily, and Miko's squeal was ear-splitting.

"AHHHHHHN—fuck me with it—please—"

The problem was access. Mara had to keep adjusting her grip to keep Miko's cheeks spread, and her arms were already tired. Sweat dripped down her back. She worked her tongue deeper, faster, and Miko's moans turned into a constant stream of "ahh ahh ahh" sounds.

"More—I need—unnnngh—"

Mara's lungs burned. She couldn't breathe properly with her face buried this deep, and every time she tried to pull back for air, Miko's ass would close around her, trapping her. Panic fluttered in her chest, but she shoved it down.

She found a rhythm: tongue thrust deep, pull back just enough to breathe through her nose, repeat. Miko's thighs started shaking, and the wetness from her pussy was running down Mara's chin now.

"Close—I'm so—ahhhhhh—"

Mara's tongue was cramping. She pushed through it, moving faster, and Miko reached back with one hand to grab Mara's hair, holding her in place.

"Don't stop don't stop don't—FUCK!"

Miko came screaming, her ass clenching and unclenching around Mara's tongue, and Mara felt a gush of wetness as Miko squirted, soaking the bench and Mara's sports bra.

Buzzer.

"Thirteen minutes, forty-one seconds."

Mara collapsed back, gasping for air. Her face was soaked. Her jaw felt dislocated. Her tongue was numb.

"One more, rookie," Simone said, her voice closer now. "Can you do it?"

Mara looked up at Zara, who was watching her with those dark eyes. Zara hadn't moved from her position—still bent over her bench, that impossible ass on full display, thong already pulled aside.

She's about to break. This will be fun.

"I can do it," Mara said, her voice ragged.

She crawled to Zara's station because her legs wouldn't hold her. When she knelt behind Zara, she almost laughed. Because of course. Of course this ass was somehow even more intimidating up close.

Zara's skin was flawless, not a mark or blemish, and her asshole was a perfect dark circle, already slightly open, glistening with arousal. The smell was intoxicating—cocoa butter and sweat and pure musk, sharp and sweet and overwhelming.

"Last one, baby girl," Zara said, her voice like honey. "Make it good."

Mara pressed her tongue flat against Zara's asshole—buzzer—and Zara sighed, a long satisfied sound.

"Mmmmmm—that's nice."

Mara's technique was sloppy now. She was too tired for finesse. She just licked and sucked and pushed her tongue inside, working on pure instinct. But Zara seemed to like it—her moans were low and constant, vibrating through her whole body.

"Yes—good girl—keep—ahhhh—"

Mara's vision was starting to blur. Her whole face was numb. But she kept going, tongue pushing deeper into Zara's ass, and Zara started rocking back, fucking herself on Mara's tongue.

"Harder—I want to feel it—"

Mara gripped Zara's ass cheeks, her fingers sinking into the soft flesh, and used the leverage to push her tongue as deep as it would go. Zara made a sound like a sob.

"Oh god—yes—just like that—don't you dare stop—"

The world narrowed to this: the taste of Zara's ass, the smell of her arousal, the wet sounds of Mara's tongue working inside her, the constant stream of Zara's moans. Mara's jaw locked up, a white-hot spike of pain, but she didn't stop.

"I'm—oh fuck I'm—"

Zara came differently than the others—quietly, her whole body shuddering, her asshole clenching so tight Mara couldn't move her tongue at all. And then wetness, gushing out of her pussy, running down her thighs, pooling on the mat.

Buzzer.

"Fourteen minutes, fifty-nine seconds."

Mara pulled back and immediately collapsed onto her side. She couldn't feel her face. Couldn't feel her tongue. Could barely breathe.

Simone crouched beside her, a water bottle in hand. "Drink."

Mara took it with shaking hands, gulping down half the bottle. It hurt to swallow.

"You passed," Simone said quietly. "All three. Congratulations."

Tank, Miko, and Zara were all recovering at their benches, looking various degrees of wrecked. Tank caught Mara's eye and nodded once—respect.

"Tomorrow night, you fight in your first ranked match," Simone continued. "Rookie League, bottom tier. Win, and you move up. Lose, and you fight again until you either advance or wash out after three losses." She stood, offering her hand. "But tonight? You've earned some rest."

Mara took her hand, let herself be pulled to her feet. Her legs were jelly, but she was standing.

I did it.

"One more thing," Simone said, her smile dangerous. "The Championship Circuit has its eye on you now. That record you set? Lucia's already talking. Word spreads fast here."

Mara's heart was still hammering. "Is that good?"

"Depends." Simone's eyes glittered. "Champions don't like being threatened. And you, Mara Costas, just announced yourself as a threat."

She turned and walked toward the door, leaving Mara standing in the middle of the room, face still wet, jaw still aching, and the taste of three different women still coating her tongue.

Zara pushed herself up from her bench, looked back at Mara, and smiled. "See you in the arena, rookie. Next time, you won't have a time limit saving you."

The door closed behind Simone with a heavy metallic click, and Mara was left alone with the three women she'd just made come, the smell of sex thick in the air, and the bone-deep knowledge that she'd just stepped into something far bigger—and far more dangerous—than she'd ever imagined.


Chapter 3: Semi-Finals Heat

The locker room reeked of wintergreen muscle balm and nervous sweat. Mara sat on the metal bench, her sports bra still damp from the shower she'd taken after the Qualifier, and rolled her jaw experimentally. Still sore. Her tongue felt thick and clumsy when she pressed it to the roof of her mouth, but at least the swelling had gone down.

Across the room, Yuki was doing stretches—deep lunges that made her thighs burn, her face blank and focused. Carmen sat nearby applying lipstick in a compact mirror, humming something under her breath. Jade paced, her footsteps echoing. Astrid was gone—she'd failed the Qualifier, couldn't make Ming come in time, and had been escorted out an hour ago with tears streaming down her face.

Four rookies remained.

The door opened and Simone walked in, her presence immediately commanding attention. She wore leather pants that clung to every curve and a black crop top that showed off her toned stomach. Gold hoops dangled from her ears, and her cornrows were tied back in a high ponytail. She smelled like bergamot and something darker, smokier.

"Congratulations on surviving Initiation and the Qualifier," she said, her voice cutting through the room. "Tonight, you enter Rookie League. This is where it gets real."

She pulled out a tablet, swiped through something. "Rookie League is a tournament bracket. You'll be matched against other rookies who've also passed their Qualifiers—some from tonight, some from previous cycles. Win three matches, you advance to Pro Division tryouts. Lose twice, you're eliminated permanently."

Mara's stomach tightened.

"Your matches will be public. Full arena. Paying audience. And unlike Initiation, your opponents will be trying just as hard as you are to win." Simone's smile was sharp. "You're not servicing veterans anymore. You're competing against equals."

"What's the win condition?" Jade asked.

"First to make your opponent come. You'll both be working on each other simultaneously—sixty-nine position, but for asses. Whoever breaks first loses." Simone tapped her tablet. "Matches are capped at twenty minutes. If neither competitor finishes, judges score based on technique, endurance, and crowd response."

"Jesus," Carmen muttered.

Simone's eyes found Mara. "Mara, you're up first. You drew someone... interesting."

The way she said it made Mara's skin prickle. "Who?"

"Gia Moretti. She's been in Rookie League for six weeks—ten matches, ten wins. She's one elimination away from Pro Division, and she's been asking for fresh blood." Simone's expression was unreadable. "She specifically requested you when she heard about your record."

Oh fuck.

"Why would she do that?" Mara asked.

"Because champions are built by beating the best available competition. And right now, you're the most talked-about rookie we've had in months." Simone stepped closer, and Mara could smell her—warm skin and expensive perfume. "She wants to break you publicly. Prove that your record was a fluke."

She thinks she's ready. She's not.

"When do I fight?"

"Twenty minutes. Get your head right." Simone turned to address the whole room. "The rest of you will fight tomorrow. Use tonight to watch, learn, and understand what you're up against."

She left, and the silence that followed was heavy.

Carmen moved to sit beside Mara. "You okay?"

"Yeah." Mara's hands were shaking slightly. "Just... processing."

"Ten wins is no joke. This Gia woman is serious."

Yuki spoke up from across the room, her voice flat. "Records mean nothing if you choke under pressure. Mara made three Pro Division members come in under fifteen minutes each. She's got this."

Mara looked at Yuki, surprised by the support. Yuki just shrugged. "I want to face you eventually. Can't do that if you lose in the first round."

Practical. I respect that.

"Thanks," Mara said.

The minutes crawled by. Mara tried to focus, tried to run through technique in her head, but her thoughts kept spiraling. Ten wins. Ten. Gia had to be good—really fucking good—to rack up that kind of record.

A buzzer sounded overhead. "MARA COSTAS, REPORT TO THE ARENA."

Mara stood, her legs unsteady. Carmen squeezed her shoulder. "Destroy her."

The walk to the arena felt surreal. The hallway was the same one from Initiation, but everything felt different now. Heavier. The crowd noise was louder—hundreds of voices, music thumping, the smell of alcohol and perfume and arousal thick in the air.

She emerged into the arena and the sound hit her like a physical wall. The stands were packed, women cheering and whistling. The lighting was dramatic—spotlights on the center mat, everything else dim. And standing in the middle, already waiting, was Gia Moretti.

Mara's breath caught.

Gia was... stunning. Italian, probably mid-twenties, with long dark hair that fell in loose curls to her mid-back. Her skin was olive-toned and flawless, and her face was the kind that belonged in Renaissance paintings—strong nose, full lips, dark eyes lined with kohl, high cheekbones. But her body was what stopped traffic.

She was average height, maybe five-foot-six, but curvy in a way that looked sculpted by gods. Full breasts that strained against her black sports bra, creating cleavage deep enough to get lost in. Her stomach was soft but toned, with just a hint of abs visible. Her hips flared dramatically, creating an hourglass that defied physics, and her thighs were thick and powerful. But her ass—fuck, her ass was a masterpiece. Round, high, firm but with enough give that it jiggled slightly when she shifted her weight. Each cheek was perfectly symmetrical, covered in smooth olive skin. She wore black boyshorts that hugged every curve.

Look at her. Skinny little thing. I'm going to enjoy this.

Gia's eyes locked on Mara as she approached, and her smile was predatory. "You're the record-breaker. Cute."

"You're Gia," Mara said, keeping her voice steady.

"That's right." Gia stretched her arms overhead, her whole body on display. "I've been waiting for someone interesting. Everyone else has been so... boring. But you? You made Lucia come in six minutes. That takes skill."

"Or Lucia just likes getting eaten out."

Gia's laugh was sharp. "Oh, you've got some spine. Good. I hate it when they just fold."

Simone's voice boomed over the speakers. "WELCOME TO ROOKIE LEAGUE! Tonight's main event: Gia Moretti, ten wins, zero losses, versus newcomer Mara Costas!"

The crowd roared.

"Rules are simple," Simone continued. "Sixty-nine position. First to make their opponent orgasm wins. Twenty-minute time limit. Techniques allowed: tongue only, no hands except for positioning. Any questions?"

Both women shook their heads.

"Positions!"

A large padded mat had been set up in the center, and Gia walked to it with the confidence of someone who'd done this a dozen times. She lay down on her back, and even from a distance, Mara could see the way her breasts moved, the way her thighs pressed together.

Mara's heart was hammering as she approached. This was it. Real competition.

She knelt at Gia's feet, then carefully positioned herself, lowering her hips over Gia's face while bringing her own face down toward Gia's center. The smell hit her immediately—jasmine body oil and clean sweat and arousal, sweet and musky.

Gia's hands gripped Mara's hips, positioning her exactly where she wanted. Mara mirrored the gesture, hooking her fingers in Gia's waistband and pulling the boyshorts down.

Gia's pussy was beautiful—waxed smooth, lips already glistening wet, and above it, her asshole was a perfect dark circle against her olive skin. The smell intensified, making Mara's mouth water.

"BEGIN!"

Mara didn't hesitate. She spread Gia's cheeks and dove in, tongue flat, licking a long stripe from asshole to tailbone. The taste exploded across her tongue—salt and skin and that sweet oil, addictive.

At the same time, she felt Gia's tongue on her own ass, and the sensation made her gasp. Gia was good—her tongue moved in fast tight circles, already zeroing in on Mara's hole, and the wetness, the pressure, the heat of it made Mara's thighs shake.

Focus. Don't let her win.

Mara pointed her tongue and pressed it against Gia's asshole, pushing inward. The muscle resisted for a second, then gave, and Mara's tongue slipped inside. Gia's whole body jerked.

"Mmmmph—" The sound was muffled because Gia's face was buried in Mara's ass, but Mara felt it vibrate through her.

Gia retaliated by sucking Mara's asshole into her mouth, her tongue pushing deep, and Mara almost came right then. The sensation was overwhelming—wet and hot and invasive in the best way.

No. Not yet. Hold on.

Mara worked her tongue deeper into Gia, thrusting in and out, and she could feel Gia's breathing getting ragged. But Gia wasn't giving up—her tongue was everywhere, circling, pushing, pulling back to lick and suck, and Mara's pussy was dripping now, wetness running down her thighs.

The crowd was screaming, but Mara couldn't hear individual words anymore. Just noise, white-hot and overwhelming, mixing with the wet sounds of tongues on skin, the smell of sex, the taste of Gia's ass coating her mouth.

"Ahhhhhn—" Gia moaned against Mara's skin, and Mara felt the shift—Gia was close. Her asshole was clenching rhythmically, fluttering around Mara's tongue.

Mara doubled down, tongue moving faster, pushing deeper, and she reached up to spread Gia's cheeks wider, giving herself better access. She could feel Gia's heartbeat through her ass, could feel the tension building in her body.

"Fuck—" Gia gasped, pulling her mouth away from Mara for just a second. "You fucking—ahhhhhh—"

And then Gia's tongue was back, more aggressive now, almost punishing. She pushed three fingers inside Mara's pussy—which was against the rules—but Mara was too far gone to care. The fullness, the pressure, combined with Gia's tongue on her ass, and Mara felt her orgasm building, a white-hot coil low in her belly.

No. Not yet. Make her come first.

Mara bit down gently on the rim of Gia's asshole—just enough pressure to surprise her—and Gia screamed.

"OH FUCK—"

Gia came hard, her whole body convulsing, her asshole clenching so tight around Mara's tongue it almost hurt. Mara felt the gush of wetness from Gia's pussy, soaking Gia's thighs and the mat beneath them.

The buzzer sounded.

"WINNER: MARA COSTAS!"

The crowd erupted. Mara pulled away, gasping, her face soaked, her own orgasm still hovering on the edge but not quite there. Gia lay beneath her, chest heaving, eyes glazed.

"Fuck," Gia panted. "Fuck, you're good."

Mara rolled off her, collapsing onto the mat beside her. Her whole body was shaking. "You almost had me."

"Almost doesn't count." Gia sat up slowly, running a hand through her hair. Her lipstick was smeared, her face flushed. "Jesus. Lucia wasn't exaggerating."

Simone appeared beside them, offering water bottles. "Excellent match. Mara advances to one-and-oh. Gia, you're now ten-and-one."

Gia took the water, chugged half of it, then looked at Mara with something like respect. "I'll see you in Pro Division. And next time, I won't go easy on you."

She didn't go easy. I just beat her straight up. But sure, let her think that.

Mara nodded, too exhausted to argue.

As they helped each other off the mat, the crowd still cheering, Mara caught a glimpse of the VIP section. Sitting there, watching with dark eyes and a knowing smile, was a woman Mara hadn't seen before.

She was probably early thirties, with platinum blonde hair cut in a severe bob, pale skin, and a body that looked like it was carved from marble—tall, lean, but with curves in all the right places. She wore a black suit tailored to perfection, and even from a distance, Mara could feel the weight of her gaze.

Simone followed Mara's eyes and her expression shifted. "That's Anya Volkov. Current reigning champion of The Circuit. She's held the title for two years."

"Why is she here?"

"Because," Simone said quietly, "champions always scout the competition. And you, Mara Costas, just made it onto her radar."

Anya raised her glass in a mock toast, that smile never faltering, and Mara felt a chill run down her spine.

This was only the beginning.


Chapter 4: Championship Bout

The championship floor smelled like leather and lust and expensive champagne someone had spilled on the mats three fights ago. Mara's muscles ached in places she didn't know could ache—her jaw felt permanently unhinged, her tongue thick and useless in her mouth, and her thighs burned from holding position for what felt like hours. But she'd won. Two more matches after Gia, both brutal, both close, and now she stood at three-and-oh.

One more win and she'd advance to Pro Division.

Simone appeared beside her with a protein shake that tasted like chalk and artificial strawberries. "Drink. You need the calories."

Mara chugged it, grimacing. Around her, the championship floor buzzed with activity. This wasn't the main arena—this was smaller, more exclusive, with only about fifty seats arranged around a raised platform. VIP section. The women here wore designer clothes and watches that cost more than Mara's rent, and they watched the competitors like they were evaluating racehorses.

"Your semi-final is in ten minutes," Simone said, checking her tablet. "Against Petra Kovač. She's four-and-oh, advanced from a different bracket. Croatian. Been training in European circuits for three years before coming here."

Mara's stomach dropped. "Three years?"

"She knows what she's doing. But so do you." Simone's dark eyes held hers. "You've got raw talent, Mara. She's got technique. This'll come down to who wants it more."

She's nervous. Good. Nerves mean she cares. Caring means she'll fight dirty.

A door opened across the room and Mara's breath caught.

Petra Kovač was a fucking amazon. Easily six-foot-two, with a swimmer's build—broad shoulders that tapered to a narrow waist, long muscular legs, arms corded with lean muscle. Her skin was pale, almost translucent, covered in freckles across her shoulders and chest. She had strawberry blonde hair pulled back in a tight French braid, and her face was striking rather than pretty—sharp cheekbones, a prominent nose, pale green eyes that assessed everything with cold calculation, a wide mouth with thin lips. Her breasts were small, barely there beneath her white sports bra, but her ass was magnificent—high, firm, each cheek perfectly round and muscular, the kind of ass that came from years of squats and deadlifts. She wore white boyshorts that showed off every line of muscle in her thighs and that perfect posterior. Maybe twenty-seven, twenty-eight years old.

Another little American thinking she can compete. I've broken stronger.

Petra's gaze found Mara across the room and she smiled—cold, confident. She said something to the woman beside her, a shorter brunette with an accent Mara couldn't place, and they both laughed.

"Don't let her get in your head," Simone murmured. "She does that. Psychs people out before the match even starts."

"I'm fine," Mara lied.

"COMPETITORS TO THE PLATFORM!"

The raised platform was different from the standard mats—this one was covered in black silk, and there were restraints built into the corners. Leather cuffs attached to short chains. Mara's pulse quickened.

"Modified rules for semi-finals," Simone explained as they walked toward the platform. "You'll both be restrained—wrists only, enough give to adjust position but not enough to use your hands for leverage. Pure tongue work. First to three orgasms wins."

"Three?" Mara's voice cracked.

"Three. And they have to be real—we have sensors that measure pelvic contractions, so no faking." Simone helped her onto the platform. "This is where amateurs wash out. Can you handle it?"

Mara looked across at Petra, who was being helped into her restraints by her coach. "I can handle it."

We'll see.

The silk was cool against Mara's back as she lay down. Simone secured the leather cuffs around her wrists—they were lined with soft fleece, comfortable but firm. Mara tested them. Maybe eight inches of chain, enough to shift position slightly but not much else.

Petra settled into position above her, that perfect muscular ass hovering inches from Mara's face. The smell hit immediately—clean sweat and something sharp, almost citrusy. Bergamot oil maybe. And underneath, the musk of arousal already building.

Mara felt Petra's weight settle, felt those long thighs frame her head, and then Petra's face was between her legs, breath hot against her skin.

"BEGIN!"

Petra didn't waste time. Her tongue was on Mara's asshole immediately, flat and wet and relentless, moving in fast tight circles that made Mara gasp. The technique was perfect—not too much pressure, not too little, just constant stimulation that built and built.

Fuck. She's good.

Mara fought through the sensation and focused on Petra's ass above her. She licked a long stripe up Petra's crack, tasting salt and that bergamot oil, and Petra's asshole was already slightly relaxed, like she'd prepared for this. Mara pointed her tongue and pushed inside—met resistance, but less than she'd expected.

Petra made a sound—"Mmph"—but didn't slow down. If anything, her tongue moved faster, and Mara felt her own asshole starting to relax, opening under the assault.

No. Focus. Make her come first.

Mara worked her tongue deeper into Petra's ass, thrusting in and out, and she could feel Petra's breathing change, could feel the muscle starting to flutter. But Petra was a fucking machine—her tongue never stopped, never faltered, and Mara's thighs were shaking now, her pussy dripping, wetness running down to soak into the silk beneath her.

"Ahhhhn—" Mara couldn't help the moan that escaped.

Petra pulled her tongue out of Mara's ass, sucked the rim into her mouth, and the sensation was so intense Mara almost came right there. Almost. She clenched down hard, fighting it, and redoubled her efforts on Petra's asshole, tongue moving in rapid strokes.

Petra's thighs trembled. Just slightly, but Mara felt it.

There. Weakness.

Mara changed tactics—she pulled her tongue out, licked around the rim in slow deliberate circles, then pushed back inside in one fast thrust. Petra's whole body jerked.

"Fuck—" The word was muffled but Mara heard it.

She repeated the pattern—slow circles, fast thrust, slow circles, fast thrust—and Petra's breathing was getting ragged now. But Petra wasn't giving up. She pushed two fingers into Mara's pussy—against the rules, but the judges didn't stop her—and curled them, finding Mara's G-spot while her tongue worked Mara's ass.

The double stimulation was too much. Mara came with a scream, her whole body convulsing, asshole clenching around nothing, pussy clamping down on Petra's fingers.

"FIRST ORGASM: MARA COSTAS!" the announcer boomed.

One down. Easy.

Petra didn't stop. The thirty-second reset period started, but Petra just kept licking, kept fingering, pushing Mara through the aftershocks straight into building again.

Vicious. I like it.

Mara gasped for air and focused. Petra's asshole was relaxed now, open, and Mara pushed her tongue as deep as it would go. She felt Petra's internal muscles clench, felt the way her whole body tensed, and Mara knew she was close.

She pulled out, blew cool air across the wet skin—Petra shuddered—then dove back in, tongue moving in rapid flicks directly on the sensitive rim.

"Ahhhh—shit—" Petra's accent got thicker when she was losing control.

Mara felt it building in Petra's body—the tension, the way her thighs started shaking, the way her asshole fluttered faster and faster. She pushed her tongue deep one more time and Petra broke.

"FUCK—"

Petra came hard, her ass clenching so tight around Mara's tongue it hurt, and Mara felt the gush of wetness from Petra's pussy, soaking Mara's chest and stomach.

"FIRST ORGASM: PETRA KOVAČ!"

They were tied. One-one.

Petra's tongue was back on Mara within seconds, and this time she was angry. The licks were harder, more aggressive, and she bit gently on Mara's rim, making Mara yelp. But Mara was getting into a rhythm now—she knew Petra's tells, knew exactly what made her weak.

She licked Petra's asshole in slow sensual strokes, occasionally dipping down to tongue the space between ass and pussy, and Petra's moans were constant now, vibrating through Mara's core.

Mara's second orgasm hit like a freight train—she didn't even feel it building, just suddenly she was coming, screaming into Petra's ass, her whole body shaking.

"SECOND ORGASM: MARA COSTAS!"

One-two. Petra was winning.

No. Fuck no.

Mara didn't wait for the reset. She immediately went back to work, tongue pushing deep into Petra's ass, and she found a spot—some internal place that made Petra howl when Mara's tongue hit it. She focused all her attention there, hitting it over and over, and Petra's technique fell apart.

Petra was just moaning now, grinding back against Mara's face, and Mara felt her building, felt the orgasm approaching like a storm.

"I'm—oh god I'm—gonna—"

Petra came screaming, her whole body convulsing, and the sensors must have registered it because the buzzer sounded.

"SECOND ORGASM: PETRA KOVAČ!"

Two-two.

The crowd was on its feet now, screaming. This was what they'd paid for—a real fight.

Both women were gasping, faces soaked, bodies trembling. The next orgasm would decide it.

Petra's tongue found Mara's asshole again, but she was tired now. Sloppy. Mara could feel it in the way her strokes were less precise, less controlled.

Mara was tired too—her tongue felt like dead weight—but she forced herself to focus. This was it. Everything came down to this.

She licked Petra's asshole in long slow strokes, building sensation gradually, letting it layer. Petra's moans got higher, more desperate, and Mara could feel her getting close. But Mara was close too—Petra's tongue was hitting all the right spots, and Mara's pussy was clenching, her thighs shaking.

Hold on. Just a little longer.

She pushed her tongue deep into Petra's ass, as deep as it would go, and moved it in rapid circles, hitting that spot she'd found earlier. Petra's whole body went rigid.

"NO—wait—I can't—AHHHHHHH—"

Petra came screaming, her asshole clenching so tight Mara's tongue went numb, and the buzzer sounded just as Mara felt her own orgasm starting to crest. She held on by sheer force of will, letting Petra's contractions milk her tongue while her own pussy throbbed desperately.

"THIRD ORGASM: PETRA KOVAČ! WINNER: MARA COSTAS!"

The crowd erupted. Mara collapsed back onto the silk, chest heaving, stars in her vision. She'd done it. Four-and-oh.

Simone was there immediately, unlocking the restraints, helping Mara sit up. Across the platform, Petra was being helped down by her coach, and when their eyes met, Petra nodded once. Respect.

"Finals tomorrow night," Simone said quietly, handing Mara water. "Against Anya Volkov."

Mara's blood went cold. "The champion?"

"She specifically requested you. Said she wants to defend her title against the rookie who's been making waves." Simone's expression was unreadable. "This is unprecedented, Mara. Rookies don't fight champions. But Anya's bored. She wants a challenge."

Oh, this little thing thinks she's special. I'm going to destroy her.

In the VIP section, Anya raised her glass again, that same cruel smile on her perfect face.

And Mara realized, with a sick feeling in her stomach, that everything up until now had just been the warm-up.


Chapter 5: The Crown

The locker room reeked of tiger balm and the kind of sweat that came from genuine fear. Mara sat on the metal bench, ice pack pressed against her jaw, watching condensation drip down the concrete walls. Her reflection in the mirror across the room looked like someone else—hollow eyes, hair plastered to her forehead, bruises blooming purple along her inner thighs from where Petra's legs had clamped around her head.

Four-and-oh. One fight away from Pro Division.

Except her opponent wasn't just anyone. It was Anya fucking Volkov. Two-year reigning champion. Thirty-eight consecutive wins. Zero losses.

I'm going to die.

The door opened and Simone walked in carrying a duffel bag that smelled like eucalyptus. She wore all black tonight—leather pants, silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to show the swell of her breasts, her cornrows twisted into an intricate crown braid. The scent of sandalwood and something darker followed her.

"How's the jaw?" Simone asked, setting the bag down.

"Feels like someone took a sledgehammer to it."

"Good. Pain means you're still feeling things." Simone pulled out a jar of something that looked like honey mixed with motor oil. "This is what the champions use. Muscle relaxant, mild stimulant, and it numbs just enough to take the edge off without killing sensation."

Mara watched as Simone scooped out a fingerful and began massaging it into Mara's jaw. The relief was immediate—warmth spreading through the joint, the tension melting away. Simone's fingers were strong, precise, and the intimacy of the gesture made Mara's skin prickle.

"Anya's different from everyone you've faced," Simone said quietly, still massaging. "She doesn't just win. She breaks people. Psychologically, physically. She wants you destroyed so thoroughly you never come back."

Great pep talk.

"Why did she request me specifically?"

Simone's hands stilled. "Because you're the first person in two years who's made people wonder if she might actually lose. That record with Lucia? The way you demolished Gia and Petra? The crowd loves you. And Anya can't stand the thought of someone else getting attention."

She thinks I'm a threat. Good. Let her be scared.

"What's her weakness?" Mara asked.

Simone's smile was sharp. "Pride. She's so convinced she's untouchable that she takes risks. Gets cocky. If you can survive the first ten minutes without breaking, you might have a chance."

The intercom crackled overhead. "MARA COSTAS, FIVE MINUTES TO GRAND CHAMPIONSHIP."

Mara's stomach dropped. Simone helped her to her feet, hands steadying her shoulders. "Remember—this isn't about technique anymore. This is about who wants it more. Can you look her in the eye and take what's yours?"

Mara thought about the last two years. The training. The sacrifice. The ex-girlfriend who'd laughed until she saw how serious Mara was. The nights spent practicing until her tongue went numb. All of it leading to this moment.

"Yeah," Mara said. "I can."

The walk to the Grand Arena felt like a death march. The hallway was different this time—red carpet, actual fucking red carpet, lined with photos of past champions. And there, at the end, was Anya's photo—platinum blonde hair, ice-blue eyes, that cruel knowing smile.

The crowd noise hit like a physical wall when the doors opened. The Grand Arena was massive—easily five hundred people packed into stadium seating that rose up on all sides. The lighting was theatrical, strobing purples and blues, and the bass from the sound system vibrated through Mara's chest.

In the center was a raised platform, maybe four feet high, covered in black silk and surrounded by cameras. This wasn't just a fight. This was a show.

And standing on that platform, already waiting, was Anya Volkov.

Mara's breath caught.

Anya was a fucking masterpiece. Thirty-two years old, Russian-German heritage, with features that looked like they'd been carved by someone who understood symmetry on a molecular level. Platinum blonde hair cut in a severe bob that ended at her sharp jawline, not a strand out of place. Pale skin—porcelain pale, the kind that showed every flush, every mark—and ice-blue eyes that tracked Mara's approach with predatory focus.

Her face was all angles: high cheekbones that could cut glass, a straight aristocratic nose, thin lips painted dark red, eyebrows perfectly shaped and a shade darker than her hair. A small mole above her left eyebrow, the only imperfection, and it somehow made her more striking.

But her body—fuck, her body was something else entirely. Tall, maybe five-ten, with a ballet dancer's build that had been retrofitted for combat. Broad shoulders that tapered to a narrow ribcage, small perky breasts barely contained by a white sports bra that made her skin look even paler. Her stomach was a masterpiece of control—defined abs, obliques visible, not an ounce of softness. Her waist was tiny, creating an hourglass with hips that flared just enough to be feminine without being exaggerated.

Her thighs were long and powerful, the kind that came from years of dance and martial arts, with a visible quad sweep and hamstring definition. And her ass—Jesus fucking Christ, her ass—was high, firm, perfectly round, each cheek the size of a grapefruit and just as taut. She wore white boyshorts that showed off every line, every curve, and when she shifted her weight, Mara could see the muscle flex beneath the skin.

No tattoos. No piercings. Just pure, controlled perfection.

Look at her. Terrified already. This won't even be interesting.

Anya's voice cut through the crowd noise, accent slight but unmistakable—Eastern European vowels, German consonants. "So you're the little prodigy everyone's been talking about."

Mara climbed onto the platform, forcing her legs to stay steady. Up close, Anya smelled like jasmine and something metallic—adrenaline, maybe. "And you're the champion who's apparently so bored she's fighting rookies now."

Anya's laugh was like breaking glass. "Oh, you have some spine. Good. I'd hate for this to be over too quickly."

Simone appeared beside the platform with a microphone. Her voice boomed over the speakers. "WELCOME TO THE GRAND CHAMPIONSHIP! Tonight, Anya Volkov defends her title against rookie sensation Mara Costas in an unprecedented match!"

The crowd roared.

"Rules for the Grand Championship are simple," Simone continued. "Five rounds. Each round is ten minutes. Standard sixty-nine position, tongue only. First to five orgasms wins the round. Win three rounds, win the match. Winner takes the championship belt and one hundred thousand dollars."

Mara's head spun. One hundred thousand—

"Additionally," Simone's smile was wicked, "the loser must service the winner in front of the crowd. One final orgasm to seal the victory."

Oh fuck.

Anya's grin widened. "Don't worry, milaya. I'll be gentle when you're on your knees."

The platform had been modified for this—two padded sections with restraints, and between them, sensors that glowed faintly blue. Medical-grade orgasm detection, Mara realized. No faking here.

"COMPETITORS, ASSUME POSITIONS!"

Mara lay down on her designated section, and the silk was cool against her overheated skin. The restraints clicked around her wrists—same setup as the semi-finals, enough give to adjust but not enough for leverage.

Anya settled above her, and Mara got her first real look at Anya's pussy and ass. Both waxed completely smooth, the skin so pale it was almost translucent. Anya's pussy lips were small, neat, already glistening wet—arousal or preparation, Mara couldn't tell. Above it, Anya's asshole was a tight pink circle, clenched shut, surrounded by skin so pale Mara could see the faint tracery of veins beneath.

The smell was intoxicating—jasmine oil and clean sweat and pure arousal, sharp and sweet.

Mara felt Anya's thighs frame her face, felt that perfect ass lower until it was inches from her mouth. Then Anya's face was between her legs, breath hot against her skin.

"ROUND ONE—BEGIN!"

Mara didn't hesitate. She spread Anya's cheeks with her restrained hands and dragged her tongue up Anya's crack in one long slow lick. The taste hit immediately—salt and jasmine and something darker, earthier. Anya's skin was impossibly soft, and her asshole was clenched so tight it felt like trying to tongue a wall.

At the same time, Anya's tongue found Mara's asshole, and the technique was devastating. Fast, precise, relentless—Anya's tongue moved in patterns that Mara couldn't predict, building sensation in layers. Within thirty seconds, Mara was gasping.

Focus. Don't let her dominate.

Mara pointed her tongue and pushed against Anya's asshole, trying to coax it open. The muscle resisted, and Mara realized Anya was doing this on purpose—staying clenched, making Mara work for every millimeter.

"Mmm," Anya hummed against Mara's skin, and the vibration shot straight through Mara's core.

Mara changed tactics. She pulled back, spat directly onto Anya's asshole, then dove back in with her tongue flat, moving in fast circles. The added wetness helped, and she felt Anya's breathing shift just slightly.

But Anya was a fucking machine. Her tongue never stopped, never faltered, and Mara felt her first orgasm building embarrassingly fast. Anya's tongue hit some spot—some perfect combination of pressure and location—and Mara came with a scream, her whole body convulsing.

"FIRST ORGASM: MARA COSTAS!"

One-zero. Keep going.

Mara didn't stop. She worked through her orgasm, tongue still moving on Anya's asshole, and finally—finally—she felt it start to relax. The tight ring of muscle softened, opened just enough for Mara to push her tongue inside.

Anya made a sound—low, almost surprised—and her hips jerked.

There. Weakness.

Mara pushed deeper, tongue working in steady thrusts, and Anya's technique faltered for just a second. Mara felt Anya's asshole starting to flutter, felt the telltale clenching that meant she was close.

"Blyat—" Anya swore in Russian.

Mara doubled down, tongue moving faster, and Anya came with a sharp gasp, her asshole clenching tight around Mara's tongue.

"FIRST ORGASM: ANYA VOLKOV!"

One-one.

But Anya recovered faster. Within seconds her tongue was back on Mara, more aggressive now, almost punishing. She pushed two fingers into Mara's pussy—against the rules—and curled them hard, finding Mara's G-spot while her tongue worked her ass.

The double stimulation was overwhelming. Mara came again, then again, the orgasms blurring together until she couldn't tell where one ended and the next began.

"FOURTH ORGASM: MARA COSTAS!"

Four-one. Anya was destroying her.

No. Not like this.

Mara fought through the haze of pleasure and focused everything on Anya's ass. She found that spot again, the one that made Anya's technique falter, and attacked it relentlessly. Her tongue moved in rapid circles, pushing deep, pulling back, pushing deeper.

Anya's moans got louder, more desperate, and Mara felt her starting to lose control.

"Fuck—fuck—"

Anya came twice in quick succession, her whole body shaking, and Mara felt savage satisfaction.

Three-four. Close.

But the timer ran out before either could get the fifth.

"ROUND ONE COMPLETE! ANYA VOLKOV WINS, FIVE TO FOUR!"

Mara collapsed back, gasping. Her jaw was on fire. Her tongue felt like it might fall off. But she'd been close. So fucking close.

Anya rolled off her, chest heaving. For the first time, there was something other than cold confidence in her eyes. Surprise, maybe. Or respect.

She's better than I thought. This might actually be fun.

"Thirty-second rest," Simone called. "Then round two!"

Mara gulped water, her hands shaking. Simone leaned in close. "You rattled her. Keep pushing."

"ROUND TWO—BEGIN!"

This time Mara was ready. The second Anya's ass was in range, Mara went for that weak spot, tongue hitting it immediately. Anya jerked, moaned, and Mara felt the shift—Anya was on the defensive now.

But Anya was a champion for a reason. She adapted, changed her angle, and suddenly Mara couldn't find the spot anymore. Anya's tongue resumed its devastating assault, and Mara came once, twice—

"THIRD ORGASM: MARA COSTAS!"

Fuck!

Mara was falling behind again. She could feel it. Anya was too good, too experienced, and Mara's technique was sloppy from exhaustion.

But then something shifted. Mara stopped trying to match Anya's precision and just went wild. Licking, sucking, biting gently on the rim of Anya's asshole, tongue pushing deep and moving in random patterns that Anya couldn't predict.

And it worked. Anya's breathing got ragged, her technique fell apart, and she came three times in rapid succession.

"FIFTH ORGASM: ANYA VOLKOV!"

Five-three. Anya won again.

Two rounds to zero.

Mara was drowning. Her vision was blurring, her jaw locked up, and she could taste blood where she'd bitten her own tongue. But she wasn't done. Not yet.

"ROUND THREE—BEGIN!"

This round was chaos. Both women abandoned finesse and just attacked, tongues moving frantically, and the orgasms came fast and brutal. The crowd was screaming but Mara couldn't hear them anymore. Just her own heartbeat, Anya's moans, the wet sounds of tongues on skin.

"FIFTH ORGASM: MARA COSTAS!"

Five-four. Mara won her first round.

Two rounds to one.

Anya's face when they separated was flushed pink, her perfect bob mussed, and for the first time she looked human. Vulnerable.

"ROUND FOUR—BEGIN!"

Mara's body was running on pure adrenaline now. She couldn't feel her jaw anymore, couldn't taste anything but Anya's ass, and her vision had narrowed to a tunnel. But she was in the zone—that place athletes talked about where everything slowed down and you just knew what to do.

She made Anya come four times before Anya got her to three.

"ROUND FOUR: MARA COSTAS WINS, FIVE TO THREE!"

Two rounds each.

The crowd was losing their minds. Simone was on her feet, screaming encouragement. And Anya—Anya's ice-blue eyes were wild now, all that cool control shattered.

She's actually worried. Good.

"FINAL ROUND—BEGIN!"

Everything came down to this. Mara and Anya locked together, tongues working desperately, and it was brutal and beautiful and obscene. The smell of sex was overwhelming—sweat and arousal and jasmine oil mixing into something primal.

Mara came once. Anya came once. One-one.

Mara came again. Anya came again. Two-two.

The pattern continued—three-three, four-four—and Mara realized they were perfectly matched. Every time one of them got close to breaking, the other rallied.

Four-four. Next orgasm wins.

Mara's tongue was numb. Her jaw had transcended pain into something else. But she found that spot on Anya again, attacked it with everything she had left, and Anya's whole body went rigid.

At the same time, Anya's tongue hit Mara's asshole in some perfect combination of pressure and location, and Mara felt her own orgasm building, cresting, about to break—

They came together.

Both women screaming, both bodies convulsing, both assholes clenching tight, and the sensors lit up like fucking Christmas.

"SIMULTANEOUS ORGASM! FIVE-FIVE TIE!"

The crowd was rioting. Simone was arguing with officials. And Mara and Anya collapsed onto the silk, gasping, soaked, utterly destroyed.

"JUDGES' DECISION—"

Simone climbed onto the platform, microphone in hand. "Due to the unprecedented tie, judges have ruled based on technique, endurance, and crowd response." She paused for dramatic effect. "The winner—MARA COSTAS!"

The arena exploded.

Mara couldn't process it. Couldn't believe it. She'd won. She'd actually fucking won.

Anya lay beside her, chest heaving, and when their eyes met, Anya smiled. A real smile, not cruel, not cold. "You earned it, milaya."

Simone helped Mara to her feet. "Anya—you know the rules."

Anya nodded, pushed herself up, and knelt in front of Mara. The sight was surreal—the reigning champion on her knees, that perfect face level with Mara's pussy.

"One final orgasm," Simone said. "Your choice where."

Mara looked down at Anya, at those ice-blue eyes watching her, waiting. "Turn around."

Anya's smile widened. She turned, bent forward, and presented that perfect ass.

Mara dropped to her knees behind her, spread Anya's cheeks, and dove in. No technique, no finesse, just pure raw hunger. She licked and sucked and pushed her tongue deep, and Anya moaned—loud, shameless, giving the crowd a show.

"Yes—oh fuck yes—"

Mara worked her tongue deeper, faster, and Anya started grinding back, fucking herself on Mara's tongue. The crowd was chanting something but Mara didn't care. This was her moment. Her victory.

"I'm—gonna—AHHHHHHH—"

Anya came screaming, her whole body shaking, and Mara held her through it, tongue still working until Anya collapsed forward onto the silk.

The crowd erupted into cheers that shook the building.

Simone appeared with a championship belt—actual leather and gold—and wrapped it around Mara's waist. "Congratulations, Champion."

Mara looked out at the crowd, at the cameras, at Anya still recovering on the platform, and felt something slot into place. This was where she belonged. This was what she'd been training for.

Two years. Two fucking years of work. And I did it.

As the crowd chanted her name, as Simone raised her hand in victory, as Anya pushed herself up and offered a respectful nod, Mara realized this wasn't an ending.

It was a beginning.

Epilogue—The Circuit, three months later

Mara sat in the champion's lounge, feet propped up, reviewing match footage on a tablet. She'd defended her title twice now—once against a Pro Division veteran, once against a rookie who'd come up fast. Both times she'd won, but both had been close.

The door opened and Anya walked in, now wearing Pro Division colors. They'd become something like friends in the months since the championship. Training partners, mostly, pushing each other to be better.

"You watching the Petra match?" Anya asked, settling into the chair beside her.

"Yeah. She's getting faster."

"She'll challenge you soon. Probably next month."

Mara smiled. "Good. I'm getting bored."

Anya laughed—that same sharp sound, but warmer now. "Be careful what you wish for, milaya. This circuit? It's addictive. The competition, the crowd, the rush. You'll never want to leave."

Mara looked at the tablet, at her own face frozen in the moment of victory, belt around her waist, Anya's perfect ass in the background.

"Good," Mara said. "I wasn't planning on it."

Outside, the arena was filling up for the night's matches. Fresh rookies trying to prove themselves. Veterans fighting for rank. And somewhere in that crowd, someone was watching Mara's old matches, studying her technique, plotting how to take her down.

Mara couldn't wait.

The Circuit had given her everything—purpose, community, a place where her specific skills made her extraordinary instead of weird. And she was going to hold onto that championship as long as she fucking could.

Let them come. Let them try.

She was ready.


Epilogue: Private Victory

[Anya Volkov's penthouse apartment, Manhattan—Real, Monday 4:47 AM]

The apartment smelled like expensive leather and the ghost of sex that had happened hours ago in the arena. Mara stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows, looking out at Manhattan's skyline turning pink with dawn, the championship belt still around her waist because she couldn't quite believe it was real. Her reflection in the glass showed someone she barely recognized—hair wild, face still flushed, eyes bright with exhaustion and triumph.

Behind her, she heard the shower shut off.

Anya's penthouse was exactly what you'd expect from a former champion with two years of prize money—minimalist furniture that probably cost more than Mara's annual rent, abstract art on white walls, a kitchen with appliances that looked like they belonged in a spaceship. Everything precise, controlled, perfect. Just like Anya.

Except Anya had invited Mara here after the match. And that felt like something else entirely.

"You're still wearing it," Anya's voice came from behind her, accented syllables wrapping around the words.

Mara turned. Anya stood in the doorway to the bedroom, platinum hair wet and slicked back, wearing only a black silk robe that ended mid-thigh. Without the severe bob framing her face, she looked younger, softer. The robe clung to her still-damp skin, and Mara could see the outline of her small breasts, the shadow between her thighs.

"I can't quite make myself take it off," Mara admitted.

Anya's smile was different now—not the cruel champion's smirk, but something genuine. "The first night is always the hardest. You think if you take it off, you'll wake up and it will have been a dream." She walked closer, bare feet silent on the hardwood. "But it's real, milaya. You beat me. Fair and square."

The smell of jasmine soap followed Anya, mixing with the musk that still clung to both of them despite the shower. Mara's pulse quickened.

"Why did you bring me here?" Mara asked.

Anya stopped in front of her, close enough that Mara could see water droplets still clinging to her collarbone. "Because I wanted to." Her ice-blue eyes held Mara's. "And because I think you need to understand something."

"What?"

"That being champion isn't just about the fights. It's about everything else. The pressure. The expectations. The loneliness." Anya's hand came up, fingers tracing the edge of the championship belt. "Everyone wants something from you now. Your time, your attention, your body. And most of them don't care about you—just what you represent."

She's trying to warn me. Or scare me. Maybe both.

"I can handle it," Mara said.

"Can you?" Anya's fingers moved from the belt to Mara's hip, and even through the fabric of Mara's boyshorts, the touch burned. "Because I watched you tonight. The way you fought. You're a natural, yes, but you're also reckless. You push yourself past your limits because you're still trying to prove something."

"And you don't?"

Anya's laugh was soft. "Not anymore. I already know what I'm capable of. But you?" Her hand slid around to the small of Mara's back, pulling her closer. "You're still figuring it out. And that makes you dangerous."

They were inches apart now. Mara could feel the heat radiating off Anya's skin, could smell the jasmine and underneath it something sharper—arousal, maybe, or just the lingering scent of the match. Mara's tongue still ached from hours of work, but her body was responding anyway, pussy getting wet, nipples hardening under her sports bra.

"Is this why you brought me here?" Mara asked, her voice rough. "To tell me I'm dangerous?"

"No." Anya's other hand came up to cup Mara's jaw, thumb tracing her lower lip. "I brought you here because I want you to fuck me properly. Not for the crowd. Not for the championship. Just... because I want to feel what it's like when you're not holding back."

Oh fuck yes.

Mara's hands went to the tie of Anya's robe, pulling it loose. The silk fell open, revealing Anya's body in the dim pre-dawn light—pale skin, small pink nipples already hard, the flat plane of her stomach, and between her thighs, that perfect waxed pussy already glistening.

"Bedroom," Anya breathed.

They stumbled backward, Mara's hands on Anya's waist, Anya's fingers tangling in Mara's hair. The bedroom was as minimalist as the rest of the apartment—king-sized bed with white sheets, nothing on the nightstands except a lamp and what looked like very expensive massage oil.

Anya pushed Mara onto the bed, climbed on top of her, and kissed her. It was the first time their mouths had touched—in the arena it was all tongues on ass, never this—and the taste of Anya was different than expected. Clean and sweet with a hint of mint toothpaste, and when Anya's tongue pushed into Mara's mouth, Mara moaned.

"Mmmmm," Anya hummed against her lips. "You taste like victory."

Mara's hands slid up Anya's back, feeling the lean muscle, the delicate knobs of her spine, and down to cup that perfect ass. Anya's skin was impossibly soft, and when Mara squeezed, Anya gasped into her mouth.

"Fuck me," Anya whispered. "The way you wanted to in the arena. No rules. No time limits. Just make me come until I can't think."

Mara flipped them—Anya on her back, Mara on top—and peeled off her sports bra and boyshorts. Anya's eyes roamed over Mara's body, taking in her olive skin, small breasts, the bruises already forming on her inner thighs.

"Beautiful," Anya murmured. She really is. And she's mine. At least for tonight.

Mara kissed down Anya's neck, tasting the jasmine soap, and Anya's hands tangled in her hair. When Mara reached Anya's breasts, she took one small pink nipple into her mouth and sucked hard. Anya arched off the bed.

"Ahhhh—yes—"

Mara switched to the other nipple, using her teeth gently, and Anya's breathing got ragged. Mara could smell Anya's arousal now—sharp and sweet, mixing with the jasmine—and her own pussy was throbbing, dripping wet.

She kissed lower, tongue dipping into Anya's navel, and Anya's thighs fell open in invitation.

"Turn over," Mara commanded.

Anya's eyes flashed with something like relief—finally someone who knows what I need—and she rolled onto her stomach. That perfect ass was right there, pale and round and high, and Mara felt her mouth water.

She positioned herself between Anya's legs, hands gripping those firm cheeks, and spread them apart. Anya's asshole was still pink and slightly puffy from the match, and the smell hit Mara like a drug—clean skin and jasmine oil and pure arousal, intoxicating.

"Please," Anya breathed into the pillow.

Mara dragged her tongue up Anya's crack in one long slow lick, savoring the taste. Anya's whole body shuddered.

"Ohhhhh fuck—"

This time there was no competition. No need to pace herself. Mara could take her time, could explore, could make Anya fall apart slowly. She circled Anya's asshole with the tip of her tongue, feeling how the muscle was already relaxed, open, ready.

"You're so fucking perfect," Mara murmured against Anya's skin.

"Please—don't tease—I need—ahhhhn—"

Mara pushed her tongue inside and Anya moaned—low and desperate, the sound vibrating through the room. The taste exploded across Mara's tongue—salt and jasmine and that darker earthy flavor that made her pussy clench.

She worked her tongue deeper, thrusting in and out, and Anya started grinding back against her face. One of Anya's hands snaked down between her own legs, fingers working her clit, and Mara could hear the wet sounds mixing with Anya's moans.

"Yes—just like that—oh god—"

Mara pulled out, spat directly onto Anya's asshole—ptuh—and dove back in, tongue moving in rapid circles. Anya's thighs were shaking now, her breathing coming in short gasps, and Mara knew she was close.

"I'm—oh fuck I'm—"

Mara pushed two fingers into Anya's dripping pussy while her tongue worked her ass, curling them to find that spot, and Anya came with a scream that probably woke the neighbors.

"FUCK—YES—AHHHHHHH—"

Anya's asshole clenched tight around Mara's tongue, her pussy clamping down on Mara's fingers, and Mara felt the gush of wetness soaking her hand, running down Anya's thighs.

But Mara didn't stop. She kept licking, kept fingering, pushing Anya straight through the first orgasm into building for a second. Anya was sobbing into the pillow now, her whole body trembling, hands fisting in the white sheets.

"Please—I can't—it's too much—"

"You can take it," Mara growled against her skin. "You're a champion. Show me what that means."

She added a third finger, stretching Anya's pussy wide, and her tongue pushed as deep into Anya's ass as it would go. The combination was devastating. Anya came again, harder this time, her whole body going rigid before collapsing forward onto the bed.

Mara pulled back, face soaked, and watched Anya try to catch her breath. The former champion looked wrecked—platinum hair stuck to her face with sweat, skin flushed pink, thighs trembling.

"Bozhe moy," Anya panted. "You're... fuck... you're incredible."

Mara crawled up the bed, lay down beside Anya, and Anya immediately turned into her, burying her face against Mara's neck. They lay there breathing together, and Mara could feel Anya's heartbeat gradually slowing.

"Thank you," Anya whispered.

"For what?"

"For being what I needed. Not the champion. Just... someone who understands." Anya pulled back enough to look at Mara, and her ice-blue eyes were softer than Mara had ever seen them. "The Circuit takes everything from you if you let it. Your time, your body, your soul. But sometimes... sometimes you find someone who makes it feel worth it."

She's lonely. Has been for a long time.

"Stay," Anya said. "Not just tonight. Come back. We can train together. Push each other. And..." She trailed off, looking uncertain for the first time since Mara had met her.

"And?" Mara prompted.

"And maybe we can be something more than just competitors." Anya's hand traced patterns on Mara's stomach. "I haven't had that in a very long time."

Mara thought about it. About what it would mean to have Anya as a partner, a lover, a friend. About how the championship wasn't just about the fights—it was about finding people who understood this world, this hunger, this need.

"Okay," Mara said.

Anya's smile was genuine, warm, and she kissed Mara softly. "Good. Because I'm going to train you so hard you'll regret saying yes."

"Is that a threat or a promise?"

"Both."

They kissed again, and this time when Anya's hand slid between Mara's thighs, Mara let her. Let Anya explore, tease, bring her to the edge and hold her there. And when Mara finally came—Anya's fingers inside her, Anya's mouth on her neck whispering Russian endearments—it felt like coming home.

Outside, the sun was fully up now, Manhattan waking to a new day. But inside Anya's penthouse, wrapped in silk sheets and each other's arms, Mara and Anya stayed suspended in that perfect moment between night and morning.

The championship belt lay discarded on the floor, gold gleaming in the dawn light.

Mara had won the fight. But this—this quiet intimacy, this connection—felt like an even bigger victory.

"Sleep," Anya murmured, already half-gone. "We have training tomorrow."

Mara smiled against Anya's shoulder, breathed in the scent of jasmine and sweat and satisfaction, and let herself drift.

She'd earned this rest. Earned this moment. Earned every fucking bit of it.

And tomorrow, she'd wake up and do it all again.

Because she was a champion now.

And champions never stopped fighting.
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