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Introduction

Hello, darling.

If you’ve just stumbled into the corridors of Succubus University, welcome—you’re in for quite the education.

This short story is your flirty little primer to the world of Succ U: where quotas are measured in orgasms, magic thrives on pleasure, and humans—well, we’re not exactly built for the kind of stamina this place demands, are we?

Think of this as your first taste. A teasing little sample. We’re not following Benedict Horne this time (don’t worry, you’ll meet him), but rather poor Arthur Pringle—accidental academic, repressed mess, and newest faculty member to sign away his life without reading the fine (very moist) print.

You’ll meet Jynni, of course. You’ll catch a glimpse of the madness that is daily life on campus. And if I’ve done my job right, by the time you finish this story you’ll be aching to enrol.

Now. Deep breath. Adjust your robes. And whatever you do… don’t stare at the tentacle plants.

Enjoy,
Sara Goodhead
xxx


Chapter 1

Arthur Pringle woke to the taste of wine and regret, his tongue thick as a reference manual and twice as dry. The air smelled wrong—cinnamon heavy enough to choke on, mixed with something musky and sweet that made his academic brain file desperately through its catalog of known scents before giving up with a whimper. Sex. The room smelled like sex and church incense had produced an unholy offspring, then baptized it in vanilla extract.

He cracked one eye open, then immediately wished he hadn't. The ceiling writhed with symbols that hurt to look at, shifting between languages he recognized—Latin, Sumerian, something that might have been Proto-Indo-European if Proto-Indo-European had been designed by someone extremely horny. The bed beneath him was too soft, too warm, like it was trying to seduce him into staying horizontal forever.

"Right," he muttered, pressing his palms against his eye sockets. "Assessment time, Pringle. You're in a bed. That's normal. Beds are normal."

The bed purred.

"Beds don't purr," he amended weakly.

Memory trickled back in wine-stained fragments. The interdimensional recruiter with her perfect teeth and business suit that seemed to shift between pinstripe and leather depending on the angle. The conference room that smelled of old books and possibility. The contract with its dense paragraphs about "archival preservation" and "cross-cultural documentation." He'd been so excited about the phrase "extensive rare manuscript collection" that he'd barely glanced at the rest.

"Succubus University," the recruiter had said, pouring him another glass of something that tasted like liquid starlight. "Though that's just the colloquial translation. The proper name is—" and then she'd made a sound that his human throat couldn't possibly reproduce, all silk and smoke and suggestion.

"Subterranean," he'd said, nodding wisely. "Like the Vatican Secret Archives. Underground. Climate controlled. Perfect for preservation."

She'd smiled at that, a smile that in retrospect had far too many teeth.

Arthur sat up, immediately regretting the sudden movement as the room spun lazily. The walls were the color of expensive lipstick, shot through with veins of gold that pulsed gently, like a heartbeat. More of those shifting sigils covered every surface, and now that his eyes were adjusting, he could make out what looked like extremely anatomically detailed murals painted between them.

"Oh dear," he said.

That's when he noticed the scroll.

It hovered near the ceiling, perfectly still despite the lack of any visible support, glowing faintly pink around the edges. WELCOME, FACULTY UNIT PRINGLE (HUMAN) was written across it in letters that seemed to breathe.

"Mana extraction pending," the scroll muttered in a voice like honey poured over gravel. "Discharge incomplete. Productivity metrics suboptimal."

Arthur stared at it. The scroll stared back, which should have been impossible given that it was paper, but here they were.

"I'm sorry, what?" His voice came out as a squeak.

"Discharge. In. Complete," the scroll repeated, somehow managing to sound both seductive and disappointed. "Current output: zero milliliters. Recommended daily minimum for human male, ages 30-40, scholarly profession: 15-20 milliliters. You are currently operating at a critical deficit."

"Milliliters of what?" Arthur asked, though a horrible suspicion was beginning to dawn.

The scroll giggled. Paper shouldn't giggle.

He looked down at himself, realizing for the first time that he was wearing nothing but his vest and one sock. His trousers were nowhere to be seen. Neither were his pants. Or his dignity, for that matter.

"Right. Clothes. Need clothes." He swung his legs over the edge of the bed, trying not to think about how the sheets seemed reluctant to let him go, clinging to his skin like needy fingers. The floor was warm beneath his feet, almost alive, and he could swear he felt a pulse through the soles.

His satchel sat on what appeared to be a desk made of polished obsidian that reflected not his face but what his face might look like mid-orgasm. He looked away quickly, cheeks burning, and grabbed for his spare trousers.

That's when the door exploded open.

"GOOD MORNING, PROFESSOR PRINGLE!"

The voice hit him like a cheerful sledgehammer. Arthur spun around, clutching his trousers to his chest like a shield, and found himself face to face with what could only be described as weaponized perkiness in human form.

She was short, curved like a baroque painting, with bubblegum pink hair tied in pigtails that bounced with suspicious independence. Her outfit consisted of a cropped jacket with "SUCC U STAFF" embroidered in glittering letters, worn over what appeared to be lingerie designed by someone who'd gotten their engineering degree from a bordello. Fishnets climbed her legs like eager vines, and her name badge read "Use Me, I'm New Hire Friendly!" in Comic Sans, because apparently even interdimensional sex universities had no taste in fonts.

"I'm Jynni with a Y!" she announced, bouncing on her toes in a way that made Arthur desperately avert his eyes. "I'm your Faculty Integration Liaison, and I'm here to activate your output!"

She said it with the same enthusiasm someone might use to announce free donuts in the break room.

Arthur's mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. No words came out, just a small, strangled sound that might have been the death rattle of his academic dignity.

"Oh, don't worry!" Jynni beamed, apparently interpreting his horror as confusion. "Everyone's nervous their first day. But you'll be contributing to our mana reserves in no time! The university's counting on you!"

The scroll above chimed in helpfully: "Time to first discharge: overdue by 10 hours, 27 minutes."

Arthur clutched his trousers tighter and wondered if it was too late to go back to cataloging dusty manuscripts in the British Museum's basement. At least there, the only thing that wanted his bodily fluids was the occasional paper cut.

***

Jynni tilted her head at Arthur's strangled noise, her pigtails swaying like metronomes set to "alarmingly chipper." She planted her hands on her hips in a pose that would have been authoritative if she'd been wearing actual clothes instead of what appeared to be underwear designed by a committee of horny physicists.

"So!" She clasped her hands together, producing a clap that echoed off the writhing walls. "Let's start with campus basics. Succubus University operates on a trimester system—Arousal Autumn, Wanton Winter, and Springing Into Heat. You've joined us at a perfect time, right at the start of Arousal Autumn when the Lust Mana requirements are still pretty manageable."

Arthur's knuckles had gone white around his trousers. "Lust... Mana?"

"Oh, you're going to love this part!" Jynni bounced again, and Arthur fixed his gaze on a particularly disturbing wall sigil that seemed to be winking at him. "So, the entire university runs on sexual energy. Every orgasm, every arousal spike, every drop of—well, you know—it all feeds into the campus's magical field. Cool, right?"

"Cool," Arthur repeated in the tone of someone who'd just been informed their house was on fire but the flames were very pretty.

Jynni pulled out a clipboard from nowhere—literally nowhere, she wasn't carrying anything and her outfit didn't have pockets—and began flipping through pages that glowed faintly pink. "As faculty, you're expected to contribute a minimum of 15 milliliters daily. That's about three average orgasms for a human male your age, though some overachievers like Professor Horne down the hall hit their quotas before breakfast!"

"Three..." Arthur's voice had climbed an entire octave. "Daily?"

"Minimum!" Jynni chirped. "But don't worry, there are tons of ways to meet your quota. You can use the faculty discharge stations—they're super convenient, located in every building. Or partner with colleagues—the chemistry department has this amazing Thursday thing where they all—"

"I'm an archivist," Arthur interrupted desperately. "I work with books. Old books. Very old, very dusty, deeply unsexy books."

"Ooh, the library!" Jynni's eyes lit up like someone had flipped a switch behind them. "They have the most amazing collection of erotic manuscripts. Did you know they have an original copy of the Kama Sutra that actually moans when you open it? And the Restricted Section has texts that can induce hands-free—"

"No, no, no." Arthur was shaking his head so violently his glasses nearly flew off. "I mean regular archives. Boring archives. Tax records. Property deeds. Things no one has ever found arousing in the history of civilization."

Jynni's expression softened into something almost motherly, if mothers wore fishnet stockings and nipple-window blazers. "Oh, sweetie. I understand. This is a lot to take in."

"I'll just shelve books," Arthur said, clinging to the idea like a life raft in a sea of terrible choices. "Quietly. In a corner. Fully clothed. Shelving books is all I'm qualified for, really. I have references. Very unsexy references."

"About that..." Jynni flipped to a new page on her clipboard, revealing what appeared to be a contract covered in Arthur's signature and several suspicious stains. "You signed a Lust Yield Contract. See? Right here, section 47-B, subsection 12: 'The contracted party agrees to contribute bodily essences as needed for the maintenance and expansion of university magical resources.'"

Arthur squinted at the contract. His signature was definitely there, wobbly from wine but legible. The suspicious stains were, on closer inspection, kiss marks in various shades of lipstick.

"I thought that meant sweat," he said weakly. "From lifting heavy books."

Jynni patted his shoulder. Her hand was surprisingly warm, and Arthur tried not to think about why. "The good news is, we have lots of support systems for new human faculty! There's counseling, peer mentoring, and of course, integration assistance."

She flipped to another page, this one titled "Standard Integration Protocols – Male Human (Unaligned)" in a font that somehow managed to be both clinical and suggestive. The chart below was divided into levels, starting with "Gentle Encouragement" and escalating to something called "Full Recreational Override" that Arthur didn't want to think about.

"We usually start with Level One," Jynni explained, tracing a finger down the chart. Her nail polish changed colors as she moved, cycling through what appeared to be the entire visible spectrum plus a few colors that human eyes shouldn't be able to perceive. "That's just basic arousal assistance. A little manual stimulation, maybe some oral encouragement, nothing too intense."

"Nothing too—" Arthur's voice cracked like he was thirteen again. "I don't need encouragement! I need an exit! A way out! A return policy!"

"All contracts are final," the floating scroll chimed in helpfully. "No exchanges, no refunds, no sudden onset celibacy."

Jynni tucked the clipboard under her arm and gave Arthur the kind of smile medical professionals used right before delivering terrible news. "Would you like to try a Level One session? I'm fully certified! Top of my class in Enthusiasm Studies."

"No!" The word came out as more of a yelp. Arthur clutched his trousers hard enough to leave wrinkles that would need serious ironing. "I don't want any levels! No sessions! No enthusiasm!"

"That's okay!" Jynni's smile never wavered. If anything, it got brighter, like a lighthouse beacon guiding ships toward extremely inappropriate shores. "Most humans cry the first time. It's totally normal! Professor Horne cried for his entire first week. Now he's one of our most productive faculty members!"

She said it the way someone might praise a student for perfect attendance, if perfect attendance was measured in milliliters.

Arthur stared at her, then at the contract, then at the scroll still muttering about discharge metrics above his head. His academic brain tried to parse this information, cross-reference it with his known reality, and promptly gave up with an error message.

"I need to sit down," he said.

"The bed's right there!" Jynni suggested helpfully. "Though I should warn you, it's enchanted for enhanced sensitivity. Helps with morning productivity!"

Arthur looked at the bed, which seemed to purr louder in response to his attention. He remained standing.

"Right then," Jynni said, clearly recognizing the signs of acute human panic. "How about we start with a campus tour instead? See the facilities, meet some colleagues, get a feel for the place? I promise we'll keep all the encouragement strictly visual. For now."

The way she said "for now" made it sound less like a reassurance and more like a countdown.

***

Down the hall from Arthur's existential crisis, Professor Benedict Horne gripped Jynni's pink pigtails like reins and drove deeper into her throat, his hips maintaining the steady rhythm of someone who'd turned this particular activity into muscle memory. The enchanted desk beneath her hummed appreciatively, its obsidian surface warm and yielding in all the right places, occasionally sprouting helpful cushions wherever her knees or elbows needed support.

"So as we can see from the pre-Succubus texts," Benedict continued, his voice only slightly breathless as he dictated to the floating quill beside him, "the concept of intimacy alignment predates modern magical theory by approximately—fuck, that's good—approximately three centuries."

Jynni moaned around him in what might have been agreement or just enthusiasm, her throat contracting in a way that made the quill skip a word. Her mascara had given up any pretense of staying where it belonged, creating dark streams down her cheeks that she wore like badges of honor. One hand braced against the desk while the other worked between her own legs, her fingers moving in practiced circles that matched Benedict's rhythm.

"The early theorists believed—" Benedict paused, his grip tightening as Jynni did something creative with her tongue. "Believed that sexual energy could only be harvested during specific lunar phases. We now know this to be—Christ—completely incorrect."

The desk purred its agreement, surface rippling with pleasure-conducting enchantments that made Jynni's whole body tremor. Her free hand slapped against the obsidian, leaving brief handprints of heat that faded like ghost touches.

Benedict's academic blazer hung open, his shirt unbuttoned just enough to show the flush spreading down his chest. He'd learned early in his tenure that trying to maintain complete professional dress during quota contributions was a losing battle. Better to accept the inevitable wrinkles than fight them.

"Modern practitioners understand that—understanding that—" His hips stuttered, rhythm breaking. "Fuck the notes."

The quill obediently wrote "fuck the notes" before Benedict waved it away with his free hand.

Jynni pulled back just enough to gasp, "Almost there, Professor?" Her voice was wrecked, cheerful as always but rough around the edges. "The mana collectors are reading optimal levels!"

Benedict glanced at the small crystal orb on his desk, which had gone from pale pink to deep fuchsia. "Nearly. You're incredible at this, you know that?"

"Top of my class!" she managed before he guided her back down, her throat accepting him with the ease of extensive practice.

Three more thrusts, deep and deliberate, and Benedict came with a groan that was half relief, half genuine pleasure. Jynni swallowed enthusiastically and repeatedly, her own orgasm hitting moments later as the desk's enchantments peaked, sending waves of magical stimulation through anyone in contact with its surface.

She pulled back slowly, carefully, making sure not to waste a drop. The mana collector pulsed brilliant magenta before settling to a satisfied pink glow.

"One for the meter!" Jynni announced brightly, voice still rough but spirits undampened. She wiped her mouth with a decorative scroll from Benedict's desk, which shimmered and self-cleaned the moment she set it down. "That puts you at 80% of your daily quota and it's not even noon!"

"Overachiever, that's me." Benedict tucked himself away with practiced efficiency, doing up his trousers with one hand while straightening his tie with the other. "Though to be fair, the morning department meeting was particularly boring. I had to do something to stay awake."

Jynni stood, her knees bearing the telltale marks of desk time, and smoothed down her tiny skirt with absolutely no effect on its coverage. "Oh, speaking of meetings, don't forget you have the New Faculty Integration Seminar at two. Mandatory attendance for all mentors."

"Right, yes." Benedict gathered his papers, shuffling them into something resembling order. Half of them had accumulated suspicious splatter marks that made the text shimmer and rearrange itself into increasingly suggestive configurations. "The new human arrivals. How are they settling in?"

"Well..." Jynni's perpetual smile flickered for just a moment. "Mr. Pringle down the hall is having some adjustment issues. Very sweet, very panicked. Keeps asking about return policies."

Benedict chuckled, running a hand through his thoroughly mussed hair. "Ah, that takes me back. I spent my first week here hiding in a supply closet, convinced I'd been kidnapped by sex cultists."

"Technically, you kind of were," Jynni pointed out.

"Yes, but they're very organized sex cultists with excellent benefits and dental." He patted her head affectionately, the gesture somehow both condescending and genuinely fond. "Tell Pringle not to worry. I cried too. Once."

"Just once?"

"Well, the first time. Then several more times when I realized the contract was actually binding. Then happy tears when I discovered the faculty massage parlor." Benedict shrugged on his blazer, not bothering to button it. "It's a process."

He headed for the door, stepping over a puddle of something that glowed faintly and giggled when his shadow passed over it. The hallway beyond was typical Succubus University architecture—all curves and suggestions, with walls that seemed to breathe and carpet that felt suspiciously like skin.

Benedict strolled past door after door of faculty offices, each one broadcasting its own symphony of productivity. Professor Martinez's door rattled with the force of whatever was happening inside, while Dr. Chen's office emitted a steady stream of mathematical terms interspersed with orgasmic gasps. Just another Tuesday in the Liberal Arts building.

As he passed the faculty residences, Benedict could hear the telltale sounds of panic from behind one door—something crashing, followed by rapid-fire Victorian swearing. That would be Pringle, then.

"Tell him not to worry," Benedict called out, knowing Jynni was probably still within earshot. "I cried too. Once."

Inside his room, Arthur Pringle stood frozen at his door, having cracked it open just in time to see Professor Benedict Horne stroll past looking like he'd just finished a light jog rather than... whatever that had been. The man's hair was artfully disheveled, his clothes slightly askew, and he walked with the easy confidence of someone who'd found their place in this insane universe.

Arthur stared after him like he'd seen a ghost. A ghost that fucked. A ghost that fucked and then went about its day like fucking was just another item on the departmental checklist, right between "grade papers" and "attend committee meeting."

The floating scroll above his head chimed helpfully: "Peer modeling observed! Productivity inspiration bonus: +5%!"

Arthur closed the door and seriously considered whether throwing himself out the window would violate his contract.

***

Arthur emerged from his room like a Victorian gentleman entering an opium den—clutching his newly donned trousers with one hand and his satchel with the other, eyes darting wildly as if something might leap out and demand his bodily fluids. Which, given the circumstances, wasn't entirely paranoid.

"There we go!" Jynni bounced on her heels, apparently having waited patiently in the hallway while he'd dressed. "Don't you feel better with pants on? Though honestly, the no-pants look is super popular with the Philosophy department. They say it helps with existential transparency."

The hallway stretched before them like a throat, all smooth curves and organic architecture that seemed to pulse gently in Arthur's peripheral vision. The carpet—if it was carpet—gave slightly under his feet with each step, warm and disturbingly alive. Portrait frames lined the walls, but instead of dignified faculty photos, they showed what appeared to be previous years' "Productivity Champions" in various states of productive activity.

"Right then!" Jynni marched ahead, her pigtails bouncing with each step. "First stop, the main quad. You'll love it! Great place to meet colleagues, attend outdoor lectures, participate in group study sessions..."

They emerged into sunlight that felt too warm, too golden, like honey made of photons. The quad spread before them in a maze of paths and gardens that followed no earthly geometry. Hedges trimmed into explicitly anatomical shapes framed benches that shifted and adjusted to accommodate their occupants' activities. In the center, a fountain spurted in patterns that were either abstract art or very specific instructional diagrams.

"Oh look!" Jynni pointed to a nearby patch of incredibly green grass. "There's Samira from Advanced Succubus Studies!"

Arthur looked. He immediately wished he hadn't.

The second-year student—at least, he assumed she was a student based on the textbook open beside her—sat cross-legged on the grass, enthusiastically riding what appeared to be a crystalline wand that hummed with magical energy. Her tail (tail!) wrapped around the base for stability while her hands gestured animatedly as she carried on what seemed to be an academic debate with thin air.

"The ethical implications of forced edging in succubus warfare are vastly overstated," Samira argued to her invisible conversational partner, her hips never breaking rhythm. "When we examine the historical precedents—oh, hi Jynni! New faculty?"—she waved without missing a beat, literally—"the Geneva Conventions of Lust clearly state that consensual denial is—mmm—perfectly acceptable as a combat technique!"

"Hi Samira!" Jynni waved back. "This is Professor Pringle! He's in Archives!"

"Ooh, archives!" Samira's eyes lit up, though that might have been the wand hitting a particularly good spot. "You must be excited about the Restricted Collection! Did you know they have original tablets from the Temple of Sacred Prostitution? The cuneiform literally glows when you—oh fuck, right there—when you translate it correctly!"

Arthur made a sound like a tea kettle with social anxiety.

"We should keep moving," Jynni said brightly, apparently interpreting his whistling wheeze as enthusiasm. "So much to see!"

She led him down a path lined with flowers that turned to follow their movement, petals opening in ways that flowers definitely shouldn't open. Arthur kept his eyes fixed on his shoes, which was a mistake because the ground kept trying to massage his feet through the soles.

The library loomed before them like a Gothic fever dream, all spires and arches that suggested both knowledge and carnal activities. As they approached the entrance, a floating orb bobbed past at head height, pulsing with soft blue light.

"Purity Orb!" Jynni explained. "They measure arousal levels for library zoning purposes. Blue means you're cleared for the main stacks. Pink means you should probably stick to the Stimulation Studies section. And red means—"

The orb drifted past a tall figure lounging in one of the entrance alcoves, immediately flaring to deep crimson.

"Red means you're broadcasting at levels that might disturb other patrons," a smooth voice observed.

Arthur looked up despite himself and found his gaze caught by crimson skin and obsidian horns. Mira Nox sprawled in what could generously be called a reading chair, though it looked more like a throne designed by someone with strong opinions about power dynamics. One leg draped over the arm, her uniform skirt riding up to show an expanse of red thigh that seemed to go on forever. She held a massive tome in one hand, but her eyes—glowing faintly with amusement or arousal or both—fixed on Arthur with predatory interest.

"New faculty," she purred, and the word "faculty" somehow contained at least three syllables and an invitation to sin. "How delicious."

The Purity Orb, passing Arthur, flickered uncertainly between blue and pink, finally settling on a confused lavender.

"This is Mira!" Jynni chirped, seemingly immune to the waves of sexual menace radiating from the succubus. "She's top of her class in Applied Seduction! Mira, this is Professor Pringle from Archives!"

"Archives." Mira tested the word like wine, her perpetually crooked smile suggesting she found it adequate but not exceptional. "Tell me, Professor, do you catalog... everything?"

Arthur opened his mouth. No words came out. The orb flickered faster.

"We're doing a tour!" Jynni intervened. "Catch you later, Mira!"

She hustled Arthur away while Mira's low chuckle followed them like smoke.

"She's intense," Jynni confided as they headed toward a building labeled 'Sustenance Hall' in letters that seemed to writhe. "But super smart! Her thesis on Weaponized Arousal in Corporate Environments is groundbreaking. She's already got three job offers from Fortune 500 companies!"

The cafeteria doors opened automatically, releasing a wave of scents that were simultaneously appetizing and concerning. Inside, students and faculty mingled at tables that adjusted height based on what activities were happening on or under them. The serving line featured dishes Arthur recognized—pasta, salads, something that might have been chicken—alongside options like "Essence-Infused Protein" and "Libido Bisque."

"The food here is amazing!" Jynni guided him toward the hot food section. "Everything's enhanced with mild aphrodisiacs, but don't worry, they're all clearly labeled for consent purposes. Oh, and Tuesday is Tentacle Tuesday in the sushi bar!"

Arthur stared at a tray of what appeared to be ordinary mashed potatoes. He poked them experimentally with a serving spoon.

"Harder," the potatoes moaned.

Arthur dropped the spoon. It clattered to the floor with a sound like breaking dreams.

"The root vegetables are always a bit needy," Jynni explained. "It's the starch. Makes them clingy."

That was it. That was the precise moment Arthur Pringle, formerly respectable archivist with the British Museum, discoverer of three previously unknown Medieval manuscripts and contributor to several well-regarded academic journals, completely lost his grip on rational thought.

He bolted.

"Professor Pringle?" Jynni called after him. "The exit's the other way! That leads to the Dungeon Studies department!"

Arthur pivoted, nearly colliding with a drinks dispenser that purred "thirsty?" at him, and sprinted for the actual exit. He burst through the doors, past a group of students comparing what appeared to be hickey patterns for a grade, around a statue that was definitely moving, and kept running until his legs gave out near a building labeled 'Wellness and Milking Center.'

Jynni caught up minutes later, not even winded despite her impractical footwear. She found Arthur bent double, wheezing, pale as the contracts he'd signed without reading.

"Okay," she said gently, producing a bottle of water from the same nowhere space that had held her clipboard. "You might need an adjusted acclimation track."

Arthur accepted the water, checked it for signs of sentience, then drank desperately. "Adjusted how?"

"Well..." Jynni sat beside him on what turned out to be another one of those accommodating benches. It immediately sprouted supportive cushions. "We have a special program for highly sensitive new hires. Slower integration, more support, graduated exposure to the campus's... unique features."

"Can it be very graduated?" Arthur gasped. "Like, geological time graduated? Ice age slow?"

"We'll find something that works," Jynni promised. "Although you should know the contract's still binding. The quotas are non-negotiable. But!" She brightened. "We can definitely work on your comfort level! Maybe start with some reading? The library has some wonderful introductory texts. With pictures!"

Arthur made the tea kettle noise again.

"Or not pictures," Jynni amended. "Words. Nice, safe words. That don't moan when you read them."

"Do those exist here?"

"In the General Reference section! Mostly." She patted his shoulder with genuine sympathy. "Don't worry, Professor. Everyone finds their rhythm eventually. Even if it takes a while to get there."

Arthur sat on the bench that was trying to massage his lower back and wondered if "a while" could be extended to "the heat death of the universe." Above them, the afternoon sun beat down with inappropriate warmth, and somewhere in the distance, the fountain continued its obscene water dance.

Welcome to Succubus University, indeed.


Chapter 2

d his notebook like a shield against the obscene, its leather binding already damp with nervous sweat as he descended into the Lust Theory Amphitheater. Jynni had promised him this would be "mostly theoretical, barely any fluids," which in retrospect should have been his first warning that it would be neither theoretical nor fluid-free.

The amphitheater yawned before him like the mouth of some vast, velvet-lined creature, its tiered seating designed to give every observer an optimal view of whatever horrors were about to unfold on the central stage. The walls pulsed with that now-familiar pink luminescence, shot through with veins of deeper red that seemed to quicken as more bodies filled the space. Students lounged across the seats with the casual sprawl of cats in sunbeams, some taking notes, others engaged in what Arthur's brain desperately categorized as "study aids."

"Just observe and document," he muttered to himself, settling into a seat near the back. "Like Darwin in the Galápagos. Scientific detachment. Empirical observation."

He opened his notebook to a fresh page and wrote "LUST THEORY - PRACTICAL APPLICATIONS" at the top in his neatest hand, as if proper penmanship might somehow sanctify what was about to happen.

The lights dimmed, or perhaps the walls just started breathing harder. Two figures emerged onto the stage—tiefling twins, their skin the color of fresh bruises, horns spiraling up like question marks made of bone. They moved with the synchronized precision of practiced performers, wearing what appeared to be academic robes that had been strategically edited for access.

"Good afternoon, everyone!" The twin on the left—or maybe the right, they were mirrors of each other—waved to the assembled students. "I'm Velixia, this is my brother Velixian, and today we'll be demonstrating Advanced Tentacle Negotiation with our special guests."

Arthur wrote "Velixia + Velixian - Tiefling instructors" and tried not to think about the phrase "tentacle negotiation."

"As you know from your readings," Velixian continued, his voice carrying the practiced cadence of someone who'd given this lecture before, "successful tentacle work requires three key elements: consent, communication, and structural integrity."

"Structural integrity," Arthur wrote, then underlined it twice because it sounded almost legitimate.

Velixia produced what looked like a brass summoning circle from thin air, placing it center stage with a flourish. "Today we'll be working with a Class 3 Amorous Ooze—relatively stable, highly responsive, minimal acidic secretions."

"Minimal," Arthur noted, then added a question mark.

The summoning began with words that hurt to hear, syllables that seemed to bypass the ears entirely and vibrate directly in the listener's bones. The circle flared, and something rose from its center like thick honey given ambition and far too many appendages. It quivered there, translucent and wrong, occasionally forming what might have been eyes or mouths or—Arthur's pen skittered across the page.

"Now then," Velixian said cheerfully, approaching the ooze with the confidence of someone greeting an old friend, "the key to tentacle negotiation is establishing boundaries early. Astrid, would you mind?"

A young woman in the front row stood up, and Arthur realized with a spike of sympathy that she'd been crying even before the demonstration started. She was human, or close enough, with the hollow-eyed look of an intern who'd seen too much too fast. She approached the stage like someone walking to their own execution.

"Astrid here is our emotional facilitator," Velixia explained. "Some entities respond better to heightened emotional states. Tears, for instance, can act as a powerful chemical communicator."

The ooze quivered with increased interest, extending what could generously be called a tentacle toward the crying intern. Astrid hiccupped, tears streaming steadily down her face, and the appendage seemed to... purr?

Arthur wrote "Emotional lubricant?" then immediately crossed it out, wrote "facilitator," then crossed that out too. His notes were becoming less Darwin and more Dante.

"Notice how the appendage responds to her distress," Velixian narrated as causally as someone describing cloud formations. "This is perfectly normal. The ooze feeds on strong emotions—the more intense, the more pliable it becomes."

The twins began their demonstration in earnest, and Arthur's ability to maintain scientific detachment crumbled like wet paper. Tentacles that had seemed merely disturbing became actively offensive to both physics and propriety. They moved with purpose, wrapping around limbs, sliding between—

Arthur forced his eyes to his notebook. "Multiple appendage coordination," he wrote desperately. "Biologically improbable flexibility. Dear god why does it have taste buds."

A wet slap drew his attention back to the stage despite his better judgment. One of the tentacles had extended toward Astrid, who was still crying but now also—was she laughing? The appendage raised what might have been its tip in a gesture that was unmistakably celebratory, and Astrid, mid-sob, raised her hand to meet it.

They high-fived.

The tentacle high-fived the crying intern.

During what Arthur's brain was desperately trying not to process as a reproductive act.

That was it. That was the exact moment Arthur Pringle's sanity, already hanging by a thread thinner than his grandmother's patience, snapped with an almost audible twang.

His notebook slipped from nerveless fingers. His pen followed, clattering across the floor with a sound like civilization ending. He stood, sat, stood again, made a noise that was neither word nor scream but something in between—the sound a teapot might make if it achieved consciousness just in time to realize it was boiling.

"The clipboard," someone said, and Arthur realized it was him. "My clipboard. It's. It's wet."

He looked down. His clipboard was, indeed, wet. When had that happened? Why was everything in this place always wet?

He stumbled backward, away from his contaminated notes, away from the stage where things were happening that would require entire new branches of taxonomy to properly classify. His shoulders hit something soft—pillows, why were there pillows in a lecture hall?—and he sank down, then down further, then all the way down until he was curled in what his spinning mind recognized as the fetal position.

"Structural integrity," he whispered to the pillows. They whispered back, but he refused to listen.

Time passed. Possibly minutes. Possibly eons. The sounds from the stage reached a crescendo that Arthur's brain processed as white noise rather than face the alternative. Then, blessed silence except for what sounded like polite academic applause and Astrid's hiccup-sobs.

"Professor Pringle?" Jynni's voice drifted through his pillow fort like sunshine through storm clouds. "The demonstration's over. You can come out now."

Arthur peered between two cushions to find her crouched nearby, her expression genuinely sympathetic despite the fact that her uniform had somehow become even more minimal since morning.

"I think," he said carefully, "I need a break."

"Of course!" She helped him stand, politely ignoring the way his legs shook. "That was pretty advanced for your first observation. Tentacle work isn't for everyone."

"Is there..." Arthur paused, trying to formulate a question that wouldn't sound pathetic. "Is there perhaps a library? Somewhere quiet? With books that don't... participate?"

Jynni's smile flickered. "Well, we had one. Beautiful space. Very traditional."

"Had?"

"Then someone got railed on the reference desk and it grew sentience. Now it's more of a 'collaborative learning environment.' The card catalogs moan when you rifle through them."

Arthur's knees buckled. Jynni caught him, surprisingly strong for someone wearing heels that defied several laws of physics.

"The pillows," he said weakly. "I'll just stay with the pillows."

"That's okay," she soothed, guiding him toward the exit. "We'll find something that works for you. Maybe start smaller. Individual tutorials? Office hours? Something with less... tentacles?"

As they left, Arthur could hear the twins beginning to dismiss the ooze, which seemed to wave goodbye with several appendages. The crying intern had stopped crying and was now taking what appeared to be selfies with a tentacle.

Academic observation, Arthur reflected miserably, was supposed to be about maintaining objective distance. At Succubus University, the only distance was between what you thought you could handle and what you were contractually obligated to witness.

***

The Administrative Review Chamber had all the warmth of a tax audit conducted in a meat locker, despite the walls' usual flesh-toned glow. Arthur sat in a chair that was trying its best to be supportive—literally, it kept adjusting his posture—while Jynni stood beside him like the world's most scantily clad attorney. Across from them, a massive obsidian desk hosted what appeared to be a floating purple crystal that pulsed with bureaucratic malevolence.

"Case number 471-B," the crystal intoned in a voice like gravel being slowly seduced. "Faculty unit Pringle, Arthur. Human. Archival Sciences. Current productivity status: Critical Deficiency."

A scroll materialized above the desk with the theatrical flair of a summons from hell. It unfurled with a sound like silk stockings being removed very slowly, revealing letters that glowed with ominous crimson light: FACULTY VIABILITY WARNING: 32% Output Deficit.

Arthur's throat made a clicking sound. "Thirty-two percent of what?"

"Of minimum viable contribution," the crystal explained with the patience of something that had explained this many times before. "Your current output registers at 0.0 milliliters against a required daily minimum of 15 milliliters. Pro-rated across your employment period, this represents a 32% total deficit."

"But I've only been here three days!"

"Compound interest," the crystal said, as if this explained everything.

The scroll flickered, revealing additional text that made Arthur's stomach perform gymnastics that would have impressed the Olympic committee. Terms like "Remedial Measures," "Performance Improvement Plan," and most terrifyingly, "Relocation to Nonparticipatory Realm" appeared in increasingly aggressive fonts.

"What's a nonparticipatory realm?" Arthur asked, though he suspected he didn't want to know.

Jynni shifted beside him, her usual brightness dimming. "It's... well. You know how our dimension runs on sexual energy? There are other planes that run on different things. The Nonparticipatory Realm runs on..." She paused, clearly trying to find a gentle way to phrase it. "Paperwork. And silence. And the smell of printer toner."

"That sounds perfect, actually."

"No!" Jynni grabbed his arm. "You don't understand. It's not regular paperwork. It's forms about forms. Requisitions for requisitions. They file reports about filing reports. And the silence isn't peaceful—it's the kind where you can hear your own blood moving and everyone chews too loudly and time moves like molasses but also too fast and—"

"Ms. Smalls," the crystal interrupted. "Please refrain from traumatizing the under-performer with accurate descriptions."

Arthur stared at the scroll, watching new subclauses appear like reproductive cells dividing. "Failure to meet quotas." "Inability to integrate." "Suspected celibate tendencies."

"I'm not celibate!" The words burst out before he could stop them. "I'm just—I'm British! We don't do things on command! We need at least three cups of tea and a discussion about the weather first!"

The crystal hummed thoughtfully. "Cultural accommodation request noted. Denied. The contract makes no provisions for geographic prudishness."

"I'm trying," Arthur insisted, his voice climbing toward registers typically reserved for stepped-on cats. "I attended the lecture! I took notes! I saw things that will require years of therapy to properly suppress! But I can't just—perform on demand. I'm not a machine!"

"Machines actually have excellent output consistency," the crystal observed. "Perhaps we should look into mechanical augmentation—"

"No!" Arthur and Jynni said simultaneously.

Arthur slumped in his chair, which tried to comfort him by massaging his lower back. He pushed it away weakly. "I don't understand what you want from me. I signed up to organize books. File things. Use my expertise in dead languages to decode ancient texts. Not to... contribute fluids to an interdimensional power grid."

"The job posting was quite clear," the crystal said.

"The job posting was written in euphemisms so thick you could spread them on toast!"

There was a pause. The scroll shimmered, adding "Inability to parse standard arousal-adjacent terminology" to its list of infractions.

Jynni stepped forward, her hands clasped in front of her in a way that drew attention to her cleavage, though Arthur suspected that was just gravitational inevitability given her outfit. "If I may? Professor Pringle is showing signs of adjustment disorder. It's not uncommon in human faculty, especially those from more... restrictive cultural backgrounds."

"I'm not restrictive," Arthur protested weakly. "I just have boundaries. And preferences. And a deep-seated belief that my bodily fluids should remain inside my body unless medically necessary."

"See?" Jynni gestured at him like he was evidence in a court case. "Classic adjustment disorder. But he's not hopeless! He attended a practical demonstration today. He observed tentacle negotiation!"

"I hid behind pillows and wept," Arthur corrected.

"But you were present! That's progress!" Jynni's enthusiasm could have powered a small city. "I was really hoping you might have a cry-on-command kink we could use. You know, emotional release leading to physical release? It's more common than you'd think!"

Arthur stared at her. The crystal pulsed thoughtfully. The scroll added another line of text.

"I don't have a crying kink," Arthur said carefully, as if explaining to a child why they couldn't have a pony made of fire. "I have a nervous breakdown. There's a difference."

"Is there though?" Jynni tilted her head, pigtails swaying with academic interest. "Because from a mana production standpoint—"

"Ms. Smalls." The crystal's tone carried warning. "While your optimism is noted, the fact remains that Professor Pringle represents a net negative on our energy grid. He consumes resources—food, housing, oxygen—while contributing nothing to the collective reserves."

"I apologize," Arthur said miserably. "For being useless. I know I'm not what you expected. I'm not like Professor Horne or the others who seem to have adapted so well. I can't just switch on arousal like flipping a light switch. I'm broken, essentially. Defective goods."

Jynni made a small, hurt sound. "You're not broken!"

"The metrics suggest otherwise," the crystal observed.

"The metrics can stuff themselves," Jynni snapped, then immediately looked horrified at her own boldness. "I mean—with respect—the metrics don't account for different integration styles. Professor Pringle isn't useless. He's just... maybe not a Top."

Arthur blinked. "A top? Like a spinning toy?"

"No, like—" Jynni paused, clearly trying to find words that wouldn't cause another breakdown. "Some people are naturally dominant in sexual situations. They take charge, direct the action, that sort of thing. And others are more... receptive. Responsive. They need the right conditions, the right partner, the right context."

"I don't understand what that has to do with anything."

"We've been trying to get you to perform like a Top," Jynni explained gently. "Taking initiative, generating arousal independently, directing your own sexual energy. But maybe you're more of a bottom. Maybe you need someone else to guide the interaction."

The crystal pulsed. "An interesting theory. Unproven."

"But worth exploring!" Jynni bounced on her heels, hope renewed. "We could try different approaches. Different stimuli. Maybe Professor Pringle just needs to find his niche!"

Arthur looked between them—the hopeful sex pixie and the judgmental crystal—and felt something in his chest that might have been despair or gas. "I don't have a niche. I have a specialty in Medieval Latin and a working knowledge of Excel spreadsheets. Neither of those are particularly arousing."

"You'd be surprised," Jynni said. "There's a whole department devoted to Spreadsheet Kinks. Professor Martinez once made someone climax using only pivot tables."

The scroll shimmered, text rearranging itself. Where before it had shown only warnings and deficits, now a small section appeared labeled "Probationary Measures."

"Very well," the crystal sighed, sounding like a disappointed parent agreeing to one more chance. "Professor Pringle will be placed on specialized probation. Ms. Smalls, you're hereby assigned as his Integration Specialist. Find his niche, as you put it. You have one week."

"One week?" Arthur's voice cracked.

"To show measurable improvement. Any increase in output, no matter how small. Fail, and it's immediate relocation to the Nonparticipatory Realm."

The scroll rolled itself up with finality and vanished in a puff of smoke that smelled like disappointed expectations. The crystal dimmed, apparently done with them.

Jynni grabbed Arthur's arm and practically dragged him from the chamber before he could fully process what had just happened. In the hallway, she turned to face him, her expression fierce with determination.

"We're going to figure this out," she promised. "There's something for everyone at Succubus University. We just have to find what works for you."

Arthur wanted to protest, to explain that what worked for him was a quiet library and absolutely no bodily fluid quotas. But looking at Jynni's earnest face, her absolute faith that he could be fixed, he found himself nodding.

One week to discover his sexual niche or face exile to a dimension of eternal paperwork.

What could possibly go wrong?

***

Arthur arranged his notes with the grim determination of a man constructing his own gallows. He'd chosen the driest possible topic from his expertise—the chronological codification of interrealm accord histories—and stripped it of any conceivable excitement until what remained was pure, crystallized boredom. If he couldn't contribute to the university's energy reserves through arousal, at least he could fulfill his teaching duties without accidentally stimulating anyone.

The classroom was mercifully small, tucked away in what the campus map called the "Theoretical Studies Annex" but which Arthur suspected was actually a storage closet that had achieved sentience and decided to identify as academic space. Only three students had shown up, which was three more than he'd hoped for but few enough that he might get through this without incident.

They sprawled in their seats with the boneless languor of the terminally uninterested. On the left, a succubus with scales instead of skin painted her claws a shade of blue that shifted to green when she yawned. In the middle, a cambion who'd introduced herself as Kena scrolled through what appeared to be magical social media, occasionally snorting at something on her crystalline screen. And on the right sat Delos, an incubus who seemed to be the physical embodiment of anxiety given form and questionable fashion sense.

Where his classmates radiated confident boredom, Delos practically vibrated with nervous energy. His wings—moth-like and delicate where most incubi sported dramatic bat wings—fluttered constantly, shedding little sparkles of dust that made the air around him shimmer. He clutched a notebook like a life preserver, and his eyes darted between Arthur and the door as if calculating escape routes.

"Right then," Arthur began, his voice deliberately monotone. "Today we'll be examining the Treaty of Vel'thani, signed in the year 847 of the Third Convergence, which established the foundational principles of record-keeping standardization across dimensional boundaries."

The scaled succubus's eyes glazed over immediately. Kena didn't even look up from her screen. Delos, however, sat up straighter.

Arthur ignored this warning sign and pressed on. "The treaty consists of forty-seven primary articles, each with between twelve and thirty subsections detailing specific requirements for ceremonial ledger balancing." He turned to his first chart, a masterpiece of tedium showing interconnected boxes and arrows that conveyed absolutely nothing of interest. "As you can see from this diagram, the bilateral record-keeping requirements create a matrix of obligations that—"

Delos shifted in his seat. His wings rustled.

"—that ensure complete transparency in all interrealm transactions," Arthur continued, interpreting the movement as restlessness. He should bore harder. "Now, Article One, Subsection A, Paragraph Twelve specifically states—and I'm quoting directly here—'All parties heretofore engaged in transdimensional commerce must maintain duplicate records in triplicate, with one copy sealed in temporal stasis, one filed with the appropriate regulatory body, and one...'"

Delos made a small sound. Arthur assumed it was a suppressed yawn and increased his verbal sedative dosage.

"'...and one retained for internal auditing purposes.' The fascinating—well, I say fascinating, but I mean purely from an archival standpoint—the significant aspect of this requirement is the subsequent amendment in year 851 which clarified that 'temporal stasis' referred specifically to chronological suspension rather than physical preservation."

"Don't stop," Delos whispered.

Arthur froze mid-gesture, pointer hovering over a particularly dense paragraph of his chart. "I'm sorry?"

"The amendments," Delos said, his voice slightly breathless. "What happened with the amendments?"

Kena glanced up from her screen, eyebrow raised. The scaled succubus had dozed off entirely, occasionally releasing small puffs of smoke from her nostrils.

"Oh. Well." Arthur adjusted his glasses, flustered by what he interpreted as the first sign of academic interest he'd encountered at this institution. "The amendments were quite contentious, actually. The Council of Scribes argued that requiring temporal stasis for documents would create paradoxical loops in the filing system—"

Delos's wings fluttered faster. A fine dusting of scales or powder or something drifted onto his desk.

"—so they proposed Alternative Resolution 16-B, which suggested that instead of temporal stasis, documents could be preserved in a state of quantum uncertainty until needed for reference." Arthur's voice had unconsciously sped up, infected by what he thought was finally connecting with a student. "But this created its own problems, as you can imagine, because how do you cite a document that both exists and doesn't exist simultaneously?"

"Oh fuck," Delos breathed, gripping the edge of his desk.

Arthur panicked. He was losing them. Quick, deploy more boredom! He flipped to the appendices, pages and pages of mind-numbing footnotes.

"Perhaps the footnotes would help clarify!" His voice had climbed half an octave in desperation. "Footnote 347 specifically addresses the paradox by referencing the earlier Treaty of Mundane Procedures, which states—"

He read faster, his natural stammering combining with nervousness to create a rhythm of stops and starts, hesitations and rushed clarifications. His hands trembled slightly as he turned pages, voice dropping to barely above a whisper when he hit particularly dense sections of legal terminology.

"'Whereas the party of the first part, having established precedent via Ruling 94-C subsection J, must therefore maintain custody of all relevant documentation notwithstanding the provisions of—' Oh, I'm sorry, that's subsection K, not J. How embarrassing. Let me find the correct—"

Delos was panting now, his wings spread wide, showering glittering dust across the entire row of seats. His notebook had fallen to the floor, forgotten. His hands gripped the desk so hard his knuckles had gone white, and there was a visible tent in his academic robes that Arthur steadfastly refused to acknowledge because acknowledging it would mean accepting that something had gone horribly, horribly wrong with his plan to be as unsexy as possible.

"The correct subsection," Arthur plowed on, sweat beading on his forehead, "states that 'verification of consent must be obtained in writing, witnessed by no fewer than three neutral parties, with said witnesses themselves requiring verification of their neutral status via Form 87-B, which itself requires—'"

"Please," Delos gasped. "The forms. Tell me about the forms."

Kena had put down her phone entirely, staring between Delos and Arthur with growing amazement. Even the sleeping succubus had cracked one eye open.

Arthur, operating on pure academic autopilot and social anxiety, obliged. "Form 87-B is particularly interesting—well, not interesting, tedious really—because it requires the neutral parties to disclosed any conflicts of interest dating back seven generations, cross-referenced with the Registry of Dimensional Affiliations, which is itself updated only once per decade, creating a temporal lag that—"

Delos's entire body went rigid. His wings flared to their full span, releasing a cloud of iridescent dust that made the air itself seem to shiver. A sound escaped him that was part moan, part sob, part prayer to whatever deity watched over anxious incubi with very specific fetishes.

"Thank you, Professor," he managed, his voice destroyed. "Thank you so much."

Arthur stood frozen at his podium, pointer still aimed at subsection K-not-J, his mouth open in horrified understanding. He'd done it. Somehow, through some cosmic joke that the universe was playing at his expense, he'd given someone an orgasm by reading footnotes about bureaucratic procedures.

His pointer clattered to the floor.

"I need to sit down," he announced to no one in particular, and then proceeded to do exactly that, right there on the floor behind the podium, where at least he couldn't see the evidence of his accidental success still prominently displayed in Delos's academic robes.

The scaled succubus slow-clapped. "Best. Lecture. Ever."

***

From his position behind the podium, Arthur could hear the crisis unfolding in the classroom like an obscene radio play, all desperate whispers and rustling fabric and sounds that definitely weren't covered in his teaching orientation.

"Kena," Delos's voice came out strangled, like someone trying to speak while being gently electrocuted. "Kena, please, I need—"

"Holy shit, Delos." That was Kena, sounding genuinely impressed. "Is that from the tax forms? The tax forms did that to you?"

"Not taxes," Delos panted. "The procedures. The subsections. The way he stumbles over the words like he's embarrassed by his own expertise. Oh fuck, Kena, please—"

Arthur pressed his palms against his eyes hard enough to see stars. This wasn't happening. He was having a stress-induced hallucination brought on by interdimensional jet lag and too much exposure to sentient furniture. Any moment now, he'd wake up in his sensible flat in London with its sensible furniture that didn't purr and its sensible walls that stayed still.

"Well, we can't have you walking around campus like that," Kena said with the practical tone of someone addressing a logistical problem. "You'll poke someone's eye out. Come here."

More rustling. A zipper—definitely a zipper. Arthur's brain helpfully provided detailed audio analysis of exactly what kind of zipper and what it was probably attached to.

"Sweet succubus tits," Kena breathed. "Delos, that's... how are you even conscious with that much blood diverted?"

"Please," Delos whimpered. "He might start reading again."

Against every instinct screaming at him to flee, to hide, to fold himself into an origami crane and fly away, Arthur slowly stood up. His students needed him. Well, one student needed him to keep reading deeply unsexy bureaucratic documentation while another student provided physical assistance, and wasn't that a sentence he'd never thought he'd have to contemplate.

He kept his eyes firmly fixed on his notes, though his peripheral vision betrayed him with glimpses of movement, of Kena's dark hair falling forward as she knelt, of Delos gripping his desk like it was the only thing keeping him anchored to this dimension.

"Right," Arthur said, his voice coming out as a squeak. He cleared his throat. "Where were we? Ah yes, Form 87-B."

"Yes," Delos moaned, and the word contained multitudes.

Arthur's hands shook as he found his place in the notes. "The temporal lag created by decennial updates to the Registry of Dimensional Affiliations has been a source of ongoing dispute, particularly in cases where neutral party verification is required for time-sensitive documentation—"

He could hear it now, the wet sounds that accompanied Kena's assistance, obscene punctuation to his academic prose. His voice climbed higher, faster, as if he could outrun the situation by simply reading quickly enough.

"—leading to the infamous Paradox of Pel'thazar, wherein a witness was required to verify their own neutrality before they could witness the verification of their neutrality, creating an infinite loop that crashed the entire filing system of the Seventh Realm—"

"Oh fuck, the paradoxes," Delos gasped. "Tell me about the filing system crash."

Arthur was sweating through his vest. The classroom smelled like arousal and desperation and slightly of sulfur, which might have been from the scaled succubus who was now watching with the rapt attention of someone at a particularly engaging theater performance.

"The filing system crash of '62," Arthur read, his glasses fogging. "Required a complete reconstitution of all documentation dating back to the Second Convergence. Emergency protocols were enacted, including Directive 99-X, which mandated that all forms be submitted in septuplicate until the backlog could be processed—"

He risked a glance up. Mistake. Enormous mistake. Delos's member was genuinely impressive, a testament to incubus physiology that would require its own appendix to properly document. Kena had approached the situation with admirable professionalism, her technique speaking to the kind of practical education that Succubus University clearly excelled at.

Arthur immediately returned to his notes, but the image was burned into his retinas like staring at the sun if the sun was shaped like—no. No, he would not complete that thought.

"The septuplicate requirement," he continued, voice breaking like a pubescent boy giving his first presentation, "created its own complications as the sheer volume of paperwork threatened to collapse the dimensional substrata. This led to the Great Compression of '64, where documents were condensed into crystallized information matrices—"

"The matrices," Delos panted. "Professor, please, the information matrices—"

Arthur could see without looking—some horrible function of the room's reflective surfaces—as Delos's body tensed, his wings spreading to their full span in a display that would have been magnificent if it weren't so deeply inappropriate for an academic setting. Kena worked with increased dedication, her professionalism unwavering even as Delos's hands tangled in her hair.

"—matrices that required specialized decompression protocols accessible only to certified archivists with Level Seven clearance or higher, a certification process that itself required—oh god—required extensive documentation including but not limited to—"

"Thank you!" Delos's voice broke completely as he reached his peak, his gratitude mixing with ecstasy in a way that made Arthur want to crawl under his podium and live there forever. "Thank you, Professor! The certification process! The extensive documentation! Yes!"

The sound of Delos's climax filled the small classroom, accompanied by Kena's satisfied hum and the scaled succubus's appreciative whistle. Arthur stood frozen, his notes crumpled in his sweating hands, as he listened to the aftermath—Delos's shuddering breaths, Kena's practical commentary about hydration, the general sounds of people reassembling clothing that should never have been disassembled in an academic environment.

"That was incredible," Delos managed eventually, his voice hoarse but deeply satisfied. "Professor Pringle, I've never—the way you present information, it's so beautifully tortured. Like you're embarrassed by your own knowledge. It's perfect."

Arthur made a sound that wasn't quite a word, more like the noise a balloon makes when you let the air out slowly.

"Same time next week?" Kena asked brightly, wiping her mouth with a tissue that materialized from nowhere. "I could bring friends. I know at least three other anxiety subs who would literally kill for this kind of content."

The classroom door burst open before Arthur could process the horror of that suggestion.

***

Jynni burst through the door like a pink-haired comet, wielding what appeared to be a crystalline tablet crackling with urgent energy. Her eyes went wide as she took in the scene—Delos still glowing faintly, Kena casually fixing her lipstick, and Arthur standing behind his podium like a man who'd just discovered he could kill with PowerPoint.

"The mana sensors just went absolutely mental!" she exclaimed, waving the tablet which was indeed displaying what looked like a seismograph having a nervous breakdown. "I was in the next building and—" She stopped, taking in the full tableau. "Oh my various gods. Did someone just—?"

"Guilty," Delos raised a languid hand, his entire body still emanating the satisfied phosphorescence unique to recently climaxed incubi. "Professor Pringle just gave the most intensely unsexy lecture I've ever experienced. It was transcendent."

Jynni's mouth opened and closed several times, making her look like an extremely excited fish. She raised the tablet, which emitted a series of increasingly hysterical beeps as she swept it around the room. The device practically screamed when pointed at Delos.

"This is reading at..." She shook the tablet, tapped it, held it at arm's length as if the numbers might make more sense from a distance. "This can't be right. This is showing a Level Seven mana discharge from a single-source arousal event triggered by..." She squinted at the scrolling data. "Bureaucratic anxiety stimulation?"

"He read footnotes," Kena supplied helpfully, still fixing her appearance with the casual efficiency of someone for whom this was just another Tuesday. "About filing systems. Delos nearly achieved enlightenment."

"It was the paradoxes," Delos sighed dreamily, wings still occasionally spasming with aftershocks. "The way Professor Pringle got flustered when he cited the wrong subsection. His voice went all high and trembling, like he was personally embarrassed by the clerical errors of centuries-dead administrators."

Arthur made a sound like a tea kettle having an existential crisis. "I was just trying to be boring!"

"Boring?" Jynni's eyes went even wider, which shouldn't have been physically possible. "Professor Pringle, do you have any idea what you've just done? You've triggered an anxious-scholarly embarrassment fetish! Do you know how rare that is?"

"I don't want to know how rare it is," Arthur said weakly. "I want to unknow everything about the last twenty minutes. I want to go back to when my biggest concern was whether the library catalog used Dewey Decimal or Library of Congress classification."

Jynni was practically vibrating with excitement, her tablet forgotten as she bounced on her heels. "This is incredible! We've been trying to activate you with standard arousal techniques, but you're not standard at all! You're specialized! You're niche! You're—"

"Broken?" Arthur suggested miserably.

"Perfect!" Jynni corrected. "Oh, Professor, don't you see? The university doesn't just need the Professor Hornes of the world who can perform on command. We need specialists! Practitioners who can reach the students with specific needs!"

"I have extremely specific needs," Delos confirmed, still glowing. "And Professor Pringle just met every single one of them. The stammering. The footnotes. The visible discomfort with his own expertise. It's like he's apologizing for knowing things while simultaneously being unable to stop sharing the knowledge."

The scaled succubus, who'd been silent throughout the entire exchange, raised a claw. "I'm actually getting a bit worked up just from the secondhand exposure. If he did a lecture on, say, proper citation formatting..."

"Stop," Arthur pleaded. "Please stop talking about my accidental sex appeal. I'm having enough trouble processing the fact that I apparently gave someone an orgasm by discussing temporal paradoxes in filing systems."

Jynni set down her tablet and approached Arthur with the kind of care usually reserved for spooked horses or volatile explosives. "Professor, I know this is a lot to take in. But you've just saved your position here. More than that—you've found your calling!"

"My calling is organizing manuscripts in climate-controlled silence," Arthur protested. "Not inducing arousal through administrative incompetence."

"But that's exactly it!" Jynni was practically glowing herself now, though in her case it was pure enthusiasm rather than post-orgasmic satisfaction. "You're not incompetent—you're authentically anxious about systems and procedures. That authenticity is what makes it work! Delos didn't respond to the information itself, he responded to your genuine discomfort with potentially boring people with that information."

"I'm so confused," Arthur admitted.

"You made someone orgasm by citing footnotes," Kena summarized helpfully. "About tax forms. While apologizing. It was actually kind of beautiful, in a deeply specific way."

Jynni lunged forward and wrapped Arthur in a hug that he was too stunned to avoid. She smelled like cotton candy and something musky that his brain refused to identify. "You're not broken," she said fiercely into his shoulder. "You're just niche. And there's always someone for everyone here."

"Could we perhaps discuss this without touching?" Arthur asked, his voice muffled by her aggressive affection. "I've had about all the physical contact I can handle for one fiscal year."

Jynni released him but maintained her beaming smile. "Of course! We'll work on your comfort levels. But Professor, do you realize what this means? You can meet your quotas! You can stay! You just need to give lectures to students with compatible interests!"

"There are more of them?" Arthur's voice climbed to registers typically reserved for soprano opera singers.

"Oh, tons," Delos confirmed, finally seeming to regain full cognitive function. "There's a whole subforum on the campus message board for anxiety subs. We trade recommendations for professors who get flustered easily. You're about to become very popular."

"I don't want to be popular," Arthur said weakly. "I want to be left alone with my manuscripts and my filing systems and my complete lack of sexual charisma."

"But that's exactly what makes you charismatic!" Jynni pulled out her tablet again, fingers flying across its surface. "I'm updating your profile right now. 'Specialization: Bureaucratic Anxiety Stimulation. Triggers include: excessive footnotes, clerical errors, apologetic expertise, and visible discomfort with own knowledge.' This is going to revolutionize your integration!"

The scaled succubus stretched languidly. "When's his next lecture? I want to bring my study group."

"No study groups!" Arthur yelped. "No groups of any kind! I can barely handle accidentally arousing one person, let alone—"

"We'll start small," Jynni assured him. "Individual sessions, controlled environments. Maybe some pre-lecture breathing exercises to really amp up your anxiety—"

"That's not helping!"

"—and we can create a whole curriculum around your specialization! 'Administrative Anxiety and You: How Procedural Panic Can Lead to Productive Outcomes.' It'll be amazing!"

Arthur looked around the classroom at the various faces beaming at him with pride, satisfaction, and in Delos's case, lingering afterglow. This morning he'd been a failed academic who couldn't meet his bodily fluid quotas. Now, apparently, he was a specialized practitioner of an incredibly specific fetish he hadn't even known existed.

"I think I need to sit down again," he announced.

"That's okay!" Jynni said brightly. "Processing is important! And hey, at least now you know why the universe brought you here. You're going to help so many students explore their very specific interests in bureaucratic discomfort!"

As Arthur sank to the floor behind his podium for the second time that day, he wondered if it was too late to request that exile to the Nonparticipatory Realm. At least there, the paperwork wouldn't moan when he filled it out correctly.

Probably.

***

Jynni's office looked like a carnival had mated with a guidance counselor's workspace and their offspring had been raised by enthusiastic sex educators. Arthur sat in a chair that was thankfully non-sentient, clutching a cup of tea that she'd assured him was "completely normal, no aphrodisiacs, just regular Earth tea," though it did taste suspiciously of hope.

"So," Jynni said, fingers dancing across her holographic interface as she updated his faculty profile, "under 'Sexual Alignment Potential,' I'm putting 'Academic Humiliation Type—Specialization: Bureaucratic Anxiety.' Sound good?"

"Nothing about this sounds good," Arthur replied, though without the desperate edge that had characterized his earlier protests. The tea was helping. Or possibly he'd simply exhausted his capacity for panic. "But I suppose it's better than 'Completely Defunct.'"

"Way better!" Jynni agreed cheerfully. "Oh, and under 'Recommended Integration Protocols,' I'm adding 'Schedule controlled exposure to compatible partners. Note: Subject performs best when genuinely flustered. Do not attempt to simulate anxiety—authenticity is key.'"

Arthur took another sip of suspiciously hopeful tea. "I still can't quite believe that my inability to deliver information without apologizing for it counts as a marketable skill here."

"Are you kidding?" Jynni spun her interface around so he could see the data. "Look at these mana readings from Delos's event. That's nearly a week's worth of standard quota fulfilled in one thirty-minute lecture. If you could do that even twice a week..."

"I'd have a panic attack," Arthur finished.

"But a productive panic attack!" Jynni beamed. "Look, I know this isn't what you expected when you signed up. But Professor, you have a gift. A weird, incredibly specific gift, but still."

Arthur stared into his tea, which stared back in a way that suggested the porcelain might be slightly sentient after all. "My mother always said I'd find my niche. I don't think this is what she meant."

"Mothers rarely anticipate interdimensional sex work," Jynni agreed sagely. "But the principle stands. You're not broken or wrong or failing—you're just specialized. Like..." She paused, clearly searching for an analogy. "Like a rare book that only certain readers can fully appreciate!"

"If we're going with that metaphor, I'm less 'rare book' and more 'instruction manual for obscure software that induces arousal in people who find troubleshooting erotic.'"

"See?" Jynni pointed at him triumphantly. "That kind of hyper-specific self-deprecation is exactly what your target demographic craves! You're a natural!"

Despite himself, Arthur felt his mouth twitch toward what might charitably be called a smile. "I suppose there are worse fates than being professionally anxious."

"That's the spirit! And we'll work up to it gradually. Start with individual sessions, maybe some small group workshops once you're comfortable. 'Filing Systems and Feelings: An Anxious Approach to Archive Management.'"

"Please don't make me teach a workshop called that."

"We'll work on the title." Jynni made a note. "The point is, you have options now. You're not going to be exiled to the Nonparticipatory Realm. You're going to stay here and help students with very specific needs explore their interests in bureaucratic panic."

A soft chime drew their attention to the doorway, where a Purity Orb bobbed at head height. Arthur tensed, remembering the confused lavender it had displayed during his earlier encounter with Mira. But as the orb drifted past him, it flickered through several colors before settling on a gentle rose gold—a color he hadn't seen before.

"Oh!" Jynni clapped her hands. "Rose gold! That's perfect!"

"What does rose gold mean?" Arthur asked warily.

"It means you're broadcasting low-level anxiety mixed with cautious acceptance. It's actually a really healthy reading for someone in your position. The orbs can tell you're finding your place."

"My place as someone who accidentally arouses people through clerical incompetence."

"Your place as a valued member of our faculty who serves a unique population," Jynni corrected gently. "Professor Pringle, can I tell you something?"

Arthur nodded, not trusting his voice.

"When you first arrived, I was worried. You were so panicked, so resistant to everything. I thought maybe we'd made a mistake, bringing a human here who clearly wasn't ready for our world." She leaned forward, her expression unusually serious. "But then I saw you in that classroom today. You weren't trying to be sexy or powerful or commanding. You were just... you. Anxious, apologetic, desperately trying to share knowledge while simultaneously apologizing for it. And that authenticity reached someone who needed exactly that."

"Delos did seem quite... satisfied," Arthur admitted.

"Not just satisfied. Fulfilled. There's a difference." Jynni's smile returned, softer than her usual manic grin. "You're going to make quota, baby. Not by being someone else, but by being yourself. Anxious, stammering, footnote-obsessed you."

Arthur set down his empty teacup and was mildly alarmed when it purred contentedly. Even the non-sentient furniture here had opinions. "I suppose if I'm going to be contractually obligated to produce bodily fluids for an interdimensional sex university, I might as well do it through the power of administrative anxiety."

"That's the most beautiful thing anyone's ever said in this office," Jynni said, and she seemed to mean it.

Outside the window, the campus sprawled in all its obscene glory—buildings that breathed, fountains that instructed, gardens designed for activities Arthur still preferred not to contemplate. It was a world he didn't understand, full of expectations he couldn't meet in any conventional way.

But maybe, just maybe, he could meet them in his own deeply neurotic fashion.

"So," he said, adjusting his glasses in what Jynni probably already recognized as a nervous tell, "when do I start these... controlled exposure sessions?"

"Whenever you're ready," Jynni assured him. "We've got three anxiety subs already asking about your next lecture. One of them has a thing for misfiled documents, if you're interested."

Arthur made a sound somewhere between a laugh and a whimper. "Of course they do."

The Purity Orb pulsed approvingly, its rose-gold glow suggesting that perhaps the universe—even this strange, perpetually aroused corner of it—might have a place for an anxious archivist after all.

As they sat in comfortable silence, Jynni updating forms and Arthur processing his new reality, he thought about the journey that had brought him here. From the British Museum's dusty basement to an interdimensional university where his stammering lectures about filing systems could bring students to climax.

It wasn't the career path he'd planned. But as the saying went—though he'd never heard it until arriving here—there really was someone for everyone at Succubus University.

Even, apparently, for him.
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