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A Note From The Author







Thank you for picking up Welcome to Succubus University. This story is a passion project built around a simple "what if": What if there was a place where sex was as casual as a handshake and as magical as a spell?

This book explores a specific fantasy of "free use" within a safe, magical framework. The Succubus University dimension is a sex-positive reality where shame doesn't exist. Characters like Jynni, the Faculty Integration Liaison, represent a world where serving others’ pleasure is the highest calling—and undeniably fun. It’s a place of enthusiastic consent, monster romance, and a lot of bodily fluids.

Regarding the "Second Edition": To my early readers, thank you for your patience. A previous upload of this manuscript contained a technical error where an older draft was pasted into the middle of the story, causing scenes to repeat and contradict (the infamous "two beginnings"). This edition has been fully corrected. The timeline is now smooth, the plot holes are filled, and the story flows exactly as intended.

I hope you enjoy Benedict’s awakening as much as I enjoyed writing it.


Act 1 - The Interview

Benedict Horne straightened his tie for the fourth time in as many minutes, his fingers clumsy with hangover and nerves. The corridor outside the interview room stretched longer with each anxious step, the overhead lights buzzing with a strange, almost melodic hum that made his temples throb. He'd spent the previous night cramming for what the job posting had called a "cross-species cultural educator" position—whatever that meant—and now the three alarm-snooze, rushed shower, and too-many-espressos were catching up with him in a wave of jittery regret.

"Room 369," he muttered, checking the email on his phone one final time. The brass numbers on the door gleamed unnaturally bright, as if polished moments before his arrival. He took a deep breath, exhaled slowly through his nose, and knocked.

"Come in," sang a voice from inside—light, feminine, inviting in a way that sent an odd ripple down his spine.

Benedict pushed the door open and immediately felt his senses overwhelm. The interview room didn't match the sterile hallway outside. Instead of fluorescent lights and institutional beige, the space was bathed in a warm, amber glow that seemed to emanate from nowhere in particular. The walls were a deep burgundy, lined with bookshelves holding tomes whose titles he couldn't quite make out. A large wooden desk dominated the center, and the air—Benedict inhaled involuntarily—the air smelled faintly of incense and something earthier, richer, almost like...

"Mr. Horne? Please, have a seat."

He blinked, realizing he'd been standing frozen in the doorway. Across the desk sat a woman whose appearance made his prepared introduction evaporate from his mind. She was—there was no other word for it—stunning, but in a way that felt almost manufactured. Her hair fell in soft waves past her shoulders, framing a face with features so symmetrical they seemed designed rather than grown. But it was her chest that made Benedict's mouth go dry. Her breasts were cartoonishly perfect, defying both gravity and the low-cut blouse that contained them. The fabric seemed to hover millimeters from her skin, as if enchanted specifically to enhance her cleavage.

"I'm Jynni," she said, extending a hand across the desk. "Thank you for coming in today."

Benedict managed to step forward, take her hand, and sit down without humiliating himself. Her skin was warm—unusually so—and soft in a way that made him think of satin sheets.

"Thank you for the opportunity," he replied, proud that his voice didn't crack. "I've been teaching biology at the secondary level for eight years now, but I've always been interested in more... diverse educational environments."

Jynni smiled, a gesture that transformed her face and sent a subtle jiggle through her breasts. Benedict felt his eyes start to drift downward and yanked them back up through sheer force of will.

"Fascinating," she purred, opening a folder that looked far too thin to contain a curriculum. "And what experience do you have with interspecies sexual compatibility studies?"

Benedict’s hand, reaching for the water glass, paused. He adjusted his glasses, a nervous tic he’d never quite shaken since university. "I beg your pardon?"

"Sexual compatibility across species boundaries," Jynni repeated, her tone as casual as if she were asking about his proficiency with Excel. "Your CV mentions comparative anatomy courses. I’m curious about your practical applications regarding... mechanical fit and pheromonal variance."

Benedict’s brain did a stutter-step. He had prepared for questions about classroom management, curriculum standards, perhaps even difficult parents. He had not prepared for this. Is this a test? he wondered. Some kind of modern HR stress-test to see if I flinch at inappropriate stimuli?

He cleared his throat, deciding to treat the question with aggressive academic literalism. "I believe you’ll find my background is primarily theoretical, Ms... Jynni. I’ve taught reproductive systems across the standard biological orders—Mammalia, Reptilia, Aves. But I assure you, my approach is strictly scientific. I don't engage in... fieldwork."

Jynni made a note, her pen scratching softly against paper. When she leaned forward, her blouse gaped. It wasn't a slip; it was a presentation. Benedict caught a glimpse of pale, perfect skin and the lace edge of something pink. He forced his eyes up to her face, but the image was already burned onto his retinas.

"Theoretical," she murmured, testing the word like a sweet on her tongue. "We find theory often crumbles under the weight of reality. For example..." She tapped her pen against her full lower lip. "How would you explain the refractory period to a species that doesn't possess one?"

"Biologically speaking, the refractory period is necessary for..." Benedict started, then stopped. The air in the room had grown heavier, thicker. It smelled of ozone and musk. He felt a flush rising up his neck that had nothing to do with the room's temperature. "I’m sorry, is this relevant to the position? The listing described a 'Cultural Educator'."

"It is the entirety of the position," Jynni said, her smile sharpening. "Culture is merely the ritualization of desire, Mr. Horne. Don't you agree?"

Benedict shifted in his chair. The wood felt hard beneath him, and his trousers suddenly felt constructed of sandpaper. He was a man of science, a man of logic. But the way she was looking at him—like he was a meal she was saving for later—was bypassing his logic centers entirely.

"I agree that... cultural rituals are complex," he managed, his voice sounding tight to his own ears. He needed to regain control of this interview. "Perhaps we could discuss the specific demographics of the student body? I'd like to know whom, exactly, I would be educating."

"Could you tell me more about the student body I'd be working with?"

"Oh, diverse. Very diverse." Jynni smiled again, lips curling in a way that seemed deliberately provocative. "Some of our students have unique... anatomical configurations. Others possess heightened sensory abilities or specialized pheromone responses. Your role would involve helping them understand the nuances of human pleasure receptors."

Benedict blinked rapidly. This had to be some kind of elaborate prank. And yet, Jynni's demeanor was utterly serious beneath the flirtatious veneer.

"Water?" she offered suddenly, reaching for a crystal pitcher on the desk.

"Please," Benedict replied, desperate for the momentary distraction.

Jynni stood and leaned across the desk to pour, a movement that defied several laws of physics. Her blouse dipped forward, revealing not just cleavage now but the full, heavy swell of underboob—the kind that made Benedict's mouth water and his thoughts scatter like startled birds. The sight hit him with an almost physical force: soft, pale flesh, the subtle blue tracing of a vein, the perfect curve where breast met ribcage.

"There you go," she said, sitting back down.

Benedict realized he was staring and quickly grabbed the water, taking a long gulp to cover his embarrassment. It tasted faintly sweet, with an aftertaste he couldn't place.

"Let's talk about your comfort with physical demonstrations," Jynni continued, crossing her legs under the desk. The movement caused her breasts to shift, and Benedict found himself tracking the motion before he could stop himself. "Some concepts are best taught through example."

"Physical—" Benedict's voice cracked, and he took another sip of water. "Physical demonstrations of what, exactly?"

"Arousal techniques. Erogenous mapping. Orgasm control." Jynni tilted her head, her expression innocent despite her words. "Nothing you wouldn't find in a comprehensive anatomy class, just with a more... hands-on approach."

Benedict felt his cock stiffen against his thigh, an unstoppable biological response to the combination of visual stimulation and explicit language. He shifted in his chair, trying to adjust himself without being obvious.

"I believe in thorough education," he said carefully, "but I'd need to understand the ethical frameworks and consent protocols before committing to any demonstration-based curriculum."

"Of course," Jynni nodded, her nipples somehow more prominent than before. "Consent is fundamental to our institution. Every interaction is governed by clear agreements and boundaries."

The interview continued this way for another twenty minutes: professional questions interspersed with increasingly bizarre sexual references, all while Benedict fought a losing battle against his own arousal. By the time Jynni asked about his "experience with multiple simultaneous educational engagements," he was fully hard, uncomfortably aware of the persistent throb between his legs, and sweating through his shirt.

"One last question," Jynni said, setting down her pen. "How do you feel about relocation? The position includes housing in our faculty dimension."

"Faculty dimension?" Benedict repeated, certain he'd misheard.

"Yes," Jynni smiled. "Standard contract includes interdimensional transit and accommodation. The commute from your current reality would be... prohibitive."

Benedict stared at her, waiting for the punchline. When none came, he laughed nervously. "That's, uh, quite the benefits package."

"We value our educators," Jynni replied, standing and extending her hand again. "Thank you for your time, Professor Horne. We'll be in touch very soon."

Benedict rose on unsteady legs, painfully aware of the tent in his trousers. He shook her hand, this time noticing a faint pulse of warmth that traveled up his arm and settled somewhere deep in his chest.

"Thank you for the opportunity," he managed, then turned and fled, the scent of incense and arousal clinging to his clothes like a memory.

***

Benedict stumbled out of the building and into the late afternoon sunlight, blinking like a man emerging from a fever dream. His interview tie felt like a noose, and his thoughts tripped over each other in a tangle of confusion, arousal, and professional mortification. The strange building—which he now noticed had no identifying signage whatsoever—loomed behind him, its windows reflecting nothing but empty sky. Had that really happened? Had he just spent forty-five minutes staring at a woman's breasts while she asked him about "cross-cultural arousal rituals" with a straight face?

He loosened his tie with a violent tug and started walking, his polished shoes clicking against the pavement in an angry rhythm. Each step took him further from the interview room but did nothing to diminish the lingering heat in his groin or the shame creeping up his neck.

"What the fuck was that?" he muttered, kicking an empty soda can that skittered across the sidewalk and clanged against a lamppost. A passing woman with a stroller gave him a wide berth. "Good call, lady," he mumbled. "I'd avoid me too."

Benedict shoved his hands in his pockets, hunching his shoulders against a wind that wasn't actually cold. Three blocks later, his erection had finally begun to subside, but his self-loathing was just hitting its stride.

"You spent the whole time staring at her tits like a sixth-form wanker and probably didn't answer a single fucking question right," he hissed to himself. "Eight years of teaching experience, four publications, and what do you do? Drool over cleavage and stammer like a virgin."

A red light stopped him at a crosswalk. Benedict stared at the glowing hand without seeing it, his mind replaying the interview in excruciating detail. Jynni's smile as she'd asked about his "hands-on experience." The way her blouse had gaped when she leaned forward. Those nipples—Christ, those nipples—pressing against silk like they were reaching for him personally.

The light changed. Benedict didn't move.

"Faculty dimension," he snorted finally, shaking his head and crossing the street. "Maybe I hallucinated the whole thing. Maybe someone slipped something into my coffee."

But the memory of Jynni's perfume—something floral and musky that had made his mouth water—felt too real to be a hallucination. And the questions, ridiculous as they were, had followed a certain internal logic. If he squinted at it sideways, the whole thing almost made sense. Almost.

By the time Benedict reached his flat, the sun had dipped behind the buildings, casting long shadows that matched his mood. He fumbled with his keys, dropping them twice before managing to unlock the door. Inside, the familiar smell of old books and yesterday's takeout greeted him—a pathetic comfort, but comfort nonetheless.

He shrugged off his jacket and draped it over a chair, then yanked his tie completely off and tossed it in the general direction of the coatrack. It missed, slithering to the floor like a defeated snake. Benedict ignored it and headed straight for the kitchen cabinet where he kept his alcohol.

"Interview recap," he announced to the empty flat, pulling out a bottle of dark rum. "Pros: didn't actually vomit from hangover. Cons: literally everything else."

He poured three fingers into a mug that said WORLD'S OKAYEST TEACHER, a gift from last year's graduating class. The irony wasn't lost on him. He took a long swallow, wincing as the liquor burned its way down his throat.

"Faculty dimension," he repeated, shaking his head. "Right. And I'm secretly a wizard."

The rum warmed his stomach, sending tendrils of artificial relaxation through his limbs. Benedict loosened another button on his shirt and slumped onto the couch, kicking off his shoes. The quiet of the flat pressed in around him. No television played. No music. Just the soft tick of the wall clock and the occasional gurgle of pipes.

He took another drink, then another, until the three fingers became five and the room developed a pleasant, fuzzy quality. The embarrassment of the interview began to soften around the edges, but in its place, something else emerged—the persistent, nagging arousal that had been simmering since he'd first laid eyes on Jynni.

Benedict closed his eyes, and there she was: smiling at him from across the desk, her perfect breasts rising and falling with each breath. In his memory, her blouse was even more revealing, the fabric nearly transparent. He could almost see the pink of her nipples through it, almost feel the weight of those breasts in his hands.

"Fuck," he muttered, opening his eyes and draining the last of his rum. His cock had hardened again, pressing insistently against his trousers. "You're pathetic, Horne."

He should get up. Should take a cold shower. Should review his notes for tomorrow's job application.

Instead, Benedict found himself unbuckling his belt, the clink of metal loud in the quiet room. His fingers, clumsy with alcohol, fumbled with his zipper. The relief when he finally freed his erection was immediate and intense—a physical sigh that escaped his lips without permission.

"This is sad," he told himself, even as his hand wrapped around his shaft. "Jerking off to an interviewer. Real professional."

But his body didn't care about professionalism. His body remembered the curve of Jynni's lips as she'd said "orgasm control," the hint of pink tongue that had darted out to wet them. His body remembered the press of her nipples against silk, the shadow of cleavage, the way her breasts had jiggled with each small movement.

Benedict's hand moved faster, his breath coming in short gasps. In his mind, Jynni was leaning across the desk again, but this time her blouse fell completely open, revealing breasts even more perfect than he'd imagined. In his fantasy, she smiled knowingly and whispered, "Physical demonstrations are mandatory, Professor Horne."

His free hand groped blindly for a tissue, finding a crumpled napkin from yesterday's takeout. Good enough. The pressure built at the base of his spine, a coiling heat that demanded release.

"Fuck," he groaned, head falling back against the couch as his fantasy shifted. Now Jynni was coming around the desk, her blouse completely gone, those perfect breasts swaying as she approached. She was sinking to her knees between his legs, looking up at him with those wide, knowing eyes.

"Show me your qualifications," fantasy-Jynni purred, and that was all it took.

Benedict came with a strangled groan, his release spattering into the crumpled napkin. His body tensed, then sagged, pleasure washing through him in waves that gradually subsided to ripples, then nothing. The fantasy dissolved, leaving him alone on his couch, pants around his ankles, sticky napkin in hand, and a fresh wave of shame rising to replace the fading pleasure.

"Fucking hell," he muttered, wadding up the napkin and tossing it toward the wastebasket. It missed, like his tie had missed the rack—a fitting metaphor for his day. "You're thirty-four years old, not fourteen. Get it together."

But the admonishment lacked conviction. The alcohol and orgasm had combined to create a heavy, dragging exhaustion that pulled at his limbs and eyelids. Benedict made a halfhearted attempt to pull up his pants, then gave up halfway through, sprawling across the couch instead.

"Tomorrow," he promised the empty room. "Tomorrow I'll apply for a normal job. With normal people. And normal questions." His eyes drifted closed. "No more faculty dimensions. No more perfect tits."

The last thing Benedict saw before sleep claimed him was the napkin on the floor, a sad monument to his moment of weakness. Then darkness swallowed him whole, and he dreamed of endless corridors and doors numbered in sequences that made no mathematical sense, and behind every door, Jynni waited, always just a little more naked than before.

***

Benedict woke to the sensation of sinking—not drowning, but melting into sheets so impossibly soft they seemed to embrace rather than support him. His eyes fluttered open to a ceiling that wasn't his own: high, arched, painted with swirls of gold that seemed to move when he wasn't looking directly at them. The hangover he'd expected was mysteriously absent, replaced by a clarity that felt almost unnatural, as if someone had scrubbed his brain while he slept. What wasn't absent, however, was the insistent pressure between his legs—his cock stood at full attention beneath silk sheets that definitely weren't his Tesco value cotton blend.

"What the..." he murmured, pushing himself up on his elbows. The movement sent a wave of scent washing over him—roses, but not the artificial kind from air fresheners. This was deeper, richer, like burying your face in a bloom still warm from summer sun. Beneath that lay something else: a hint of amber, a touch of honey, and something unmistakably carnal.

The room around him was both opulent and strange. Golden light spilled through gauzy curtains that billowed despite the absence of any breeze Benedict could feel. The walls were a warm terracotta, inlaid with symbols that looked almost like language but shifted whenever he tried to focus on them. A writing desk sat in one corner, its surface bare except for a leather-bound book with no visible title. Beside the bed stood a small table holding a carafe of water that shimmered with an inner light, as if tiny stars had been trapped in the liquid.

None of it was his flat. None of it was anywhere Benedict had ever been.

He sat up fully, the sheets pooling around his waist. He still wore his boxers—small mercy—but his interview clothes were nowhere to be seen. His skin felt different too: cleaner, somehow smoother, as if he'd been scrubbed and polished while unconscious. The thought sent a shiver of discomfort down his spine.

"Hello?" he called out, his voice sounding small in the large room. "Is anyone there?"

No answer came, but a new scent did—something warm and spicy that made his already hard cock twitch with interest. Benedict frowned down at it, betrayed by his own biology yet again. Why was he so aroused? The persistent erection felt unnatural in its intensity, almost painful in its insistence.

He was contemplating his next move—looking for his clothes, finding a bathroom, locating a phone—when the sound of a door opening pulled his attention across the room.

"Good morning, Professor," purred a familiar voice.

Jynni stood in the doorway, but not the interview-professional Jynni from yesterday. This Jynni wore only a silk robe in a shade of blue so pale it was nearly translucent. It hung open enough to reveal the inner curves of her breasts and a strip of smooth stomach all the way down to where the belt cinched loosely at her waist. Her hair was down, cascading over her shoulders in waves that seemed to catch the light and throw it back amplified. She carried a clipboard in one hand, but it seemed almost like a prop—something to give her an excuse to be there rather than an actual tool.

"Jynni?" Benedict's voice came out as a croak. He pulled the sheets higher, suddenly aware of how exposed he felt. "What—where am I? What is this place?"

She smiled and stepped into the room, closing the door behind her with a soft click. The movement caused her robe to shift, revealing more of one breast before settling back into its barely-decent arrangement. Her eyes traveled down his chest to where the sheets tented obviously over his erection.

"Still standing tall, I see," she said, her lips curving into a smile that made Benedict's mouth go dry. "You were like that in the interview, too. I thought it was adorable."

Heat flooded Benedict's face. "I wasn't—I didn't—" he stammered, then stopped, forcing himself to focus. "Where am I? How did I get here? The last thing I remember is falling asleep on my couch."

Jynni approached the bed with a fluid grace that made the robe ripple across her body like water. "You're at Succubus University," she said, as if this explained everything. "In the faculty residential dimension. Your new quarters."

"My new—" Benedict shook his head, certain he'd misheard. "I didn't accept any position. I just had an interview."

"Oh, but you did accept," Jynni countered, perching on the edge of the bed. The movement brought her thigh dangerously close to his, separated only by the silk sheet. "You signed the contract last night."

"That's not possible," Benedict insisted. "I went home. I had a drink. I fell asleep."

Jynni tilted her head, her expression softening into something almost sympathetic. "The contract appears at the moment of decision," she explained. "When you... relieved yourself while thinking about me, your essence sealed the agreement. Quite literally, I'm afraid."

Benedict stared at her, his mind struggling to process what she was saying. "My... essence? You mean when I—" He stopped, horror dawning. "Are you saying I magically signed a contract by wanking?"

"Crude but accurate," Jynni nodded. "Sexual energy is binding in our dimension. It's all in the fine print of the job posting."

"There was no fine print!" Benedict protested. "And even if there was, that's not how contracts work!"

"It is here." Jynni shrugged, the movement causing her robe to slip further off one shoulder. "Welcome to Succubus University, Professor Horne. Where the rules of engagement are quite different from what you're used to."

Benedict ran a hand through his hair, trying to ground himself in the increasingly ungrounded situation. "This is insane. I need to go home. I have classes to teach, bills to pay, a life to—"

"All taken care of," Jynni interrupted, consulting her clipboard. "Your resignation letter was very professionally worded. Your landlord was quite understanding about the sudden career opportunity abroad. And your plants will be cared for by your neighbor, Mrs. Ellicott."

"I don't have plants," Benedict said weakly. "Or a neighbor named Ellicott."

"You do now. We're very thorough." Jynni set the clipboard down on the bed and stood, turning to face him fully. With deliberate slowness, she untied the belt of her robe. The silk parted, revealing her body in one smooth unveiling: full breasts topped with rosy nipples, a narrow waist, gently flaring hips, and a smoothly shaved mound between her thighs. "Now, about your orientation..."

Benedict's mouth fell open. His brain short-circuited, thoughts dissolving like sugar in hot tea. Jynni was naked. Completely, gloriously naked. And approaching the bed with clear intent.

"Wait," he managed, holding up a hand. "This is—I can't—we shouldn't—"

"Why not?" Jynni asked, her voice soft but direct. She moved to the foot of the bed, her eyes never leaving his. "You're attracted to me. I'm very attracted to you. And part of my job as Faculty Integration Liaison is to make sure you're... properly settled in."

"Faculty Integration—" Benedict started, but the words died in his throat as Jynni dropped to her knees at the foot of the bed. In one graceful move, she pulled the sheet away, exposing his boxer-clad erection to the warm air of the room.

"You have questions," she acknowledged, her fingers playing with the elastic waistband of his boxers. "That's natural. And I'll answer every single one." Her eyes met his, wide and earnest despite the blatantly sexual situation. "But first, let me welcome you properly, Professor."

Before Benedict could formulate a response, Jynni hooked her fingers into his boxers and tugged them down with practiced ease. His cock sprang free, harder than he could remember it ever being, the head already glistening with pre-cum. The cool air hit his heated skin, making him gasp.

"Jynni, I really think we should talk about—"

But Jynni wasn't interested in talking. Not yet. Her eyes had locked onto his exposed cock with an expression of such naked hunger that Benedict felt his protests die on his lips. Something primitive and male preened under that gaze—the simple, ancient pleasure of being wanted.

"After," she promised, licking her lips as she leaned in.

***

Benedict's protest dissolved into a strangled gasp as Jynni's mouth engulfed him—not tentatively, not gradually, but in one practiced motion that took him from tip to base. The wet heat of her throat closed around him like a silken vice, impossibly deep, impossibly tight. His hands clutched at the sheets as pleasure shot through him, so intense it bordered on painful. She hadn't just taken him in her mouth; she'd swallowed him, her nose pressed firmly against his pelvis, her throat working around his length in rhythmic pulses that sent sparks dancing behind his eyelids.

"Holy f—" he choked out, unable to complete even this simple profanity as Jynni began to move.

Her technique defied human anatomy. She maintained suction that should have collapsed her cheeks while simultaneously working her tongue along the underside of his shaft. Each time she pulled back, her lips formed a perfect seal that dragged along his length, only to plunge back down in a movement so smooth it seemed choreographed. Spit bubbled at the corners of her mouth, but rather than seeming messy, it only added to the obscene perfection of the act—evidence of her enthusiasm, of how thoroughly she was devouring him.

Benedict's hips bucked involuntarily, driving himself deeper into her throat. Any normal person would have gagged, pulled back, perhaps even been angry at the intrusion. Jynni moaned around him as if he'd given her a gift.

Through the haze of pleasure, Benedict noticed her hands weren't idle. One gripped his thigh with surprising strength, fingers digging into muscle to steady herself. The other had disappeared between her own legs, and the rhythmic movement of her shoulder left little doubt as to what she was doing. She was getting herself off while sucking him—not as a performance for his benefit, but because she genuinely couldn't help herself.

"Jynni," he gasped, his voice barely recognizable to his own ears. "You don't have to—this isn't—we should talk about—"

She responded by taking him even deeper and humming—actually humming—a vibration that traveled from her throat directly into the most sensitive part of him. Benedict's train of thought derailed spectacularly. His head fell back against the pillows, a groan tearing from his throat that sounded almost pained.

The room filled with obscene sounds: the wet suction of Jynni's mouth, the muffled moans vibrating around his cock, the slick sounds of her fingers working between her thighs, and Benedict's increasingly ragged breathing. His hands, which had been gripping the sheets, moved without conscious direction to her head. He didn't push—some last shred of gentlemanly restraint prevented that—but his fingers tangled in her soft hair, feeling the bobbing rhythm of her movements.

Jynni's eyes flicked up to meet his. They should have been watering from the strain of taking him so deep, but they were clear and bright with pleasure. The sight of her looking up at him, lips stretched around his girth, eyes shining with enthusiasm, was more pornographic than anything Benedict had ever witnessed. And she was enjoying it—genuinely, thoroughly enjoying it. Her fingers moved faster between her legs, and her moans around his cock grew more urgent.

"F-fuck—Jynni—I—" he stammered, feeling the familiar tightening at the base of his spine. It was too soon, too quick, but he couldn't hold back. Not with the relentless skill of her mouth, the sight of her pleasuring herself while sucking him, the sheer unreality of the situation combining into a perfect storm of arousal.

Jynni didn't slow down. If anything, she increased her pace, her head bobbing with newfound urgency. Her free hand moved from his thigh to cup his balls, gently rolling them between her fingers in a way that made his toes curl. The dual sensation—her throat around his cock, her fingers on his most sensitive skin—pushed him to the edge.

"I'm going to—" he tried to warn her, his fingers tightening in her hair. "Jynni, I can't—"

She didn't pull away. Instead, she took him to the base one final time and swallowed around him, her throat constricting in rhythmic pulses. The sensation pushed Benedict over the edge. His back arched off the bed, his hands fisted in her hair, and he came with a shout that might have been her name or might have been pure, wordless pleasure.

Release tore through him in waves, hot and thick and seemingly endless. Each pulse emptied into Jynni's waiting throat, and she swallowed every drop with obvious delight. Her own body trembled, and Benedict realized through his pleasure-haze that she was climaxing too, her fingers having brought her to her own peak.

For several long moments, the room existed in a suspended state of shared ecstasy. Then, gradually, reality began to reassert itself. Benedict's breathing slowed. His hands relaxed their grip on Jynni's hair. The intense pleasure receded, leaving behind a tingling warmth and an unusual clarity.

Jynni released him slowly, giving his softening cock a final, gentle suck that made him twitch with oversensitivity. She sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, a gesture that should have been crude but somehow came across as endearingly satisfied. Her cheeks were flushed, her pupils dilated, and her naked body gleamed with a light sheen of sweat.

"Welcome to Succ U, Professor Horne," she said, her voice slightly husky from the throat-fucking she'd just received. "How's that for an orientation?"

Benedict stared at her, the post-orgasm clarity cutting through his confusion like a spotlight through fog. This was real. All of it. The otherworldly room, the contract signed with cum, the impossible throat that had just swallowed him whole. It wasn't a dream or a hallucination or a particularly elaborate prank.

"...Am I still dreaming?" he whispered, the question slipping out before he could stop it.

Jynni tilted her head, studying him with an expression that mingled amusement and sympathy. She reached out and pinched his thigh—not hard, but definitely real.

"Feel that?"

"Ow! Yes," Benedict confirmed, rubbing the spot.

"Dreams don't hurt," Jynni pointed out. "And they rarely come with post-orgasm clarity quite this sharp."

A long silence stretched between them. Benedict waited for something to happen—for the room to dissolve, for an alarm to wake him, for someone to jump out and reveal the hidden cameras. Nothing did. Jynni simply waited, still kneeling naked at the foot of the bed, her expression patient.

"Wait," Benedict said finally, horror dawning as the full implications sank in. "If this isn't a dream... where the fuck am I?! And why did you just suck me off?!"

Jynni rose from her knees with that same fluid grace, reaching for her discarded robe. "I already told you," she said, slipping it on but not bothering to tie it. "You're at Succubus University, in the faculty residential dimension. As for why I sucked you off..." She shrugged one shoulder, causing the robe to slip down it again. "It's part of my job as Faculty Integration Liaison. New hires often experience dimensional disorientation. Sexual release helps anchor your essence to this plane of existence."

Benedict gaped at her. "That's—that can't be—dimensions don't work like that!"

"In your previous reality, no," Jynni agreed. "But here, sex is both recreation and function. It powers our most complex magics and solidifies interdimensional transitions." She picked up her clipboard from where she'd set it aside. "Now, your schedule begins at noon. That gives us three hours to complete your physical orientation, review your teaching materials, and get you properly dressed for your first lecture."

"My first—" Benedict shook his head sharply. "No. No, no, no. I need to go home. This is insane. I can't teach at a place called Succubus University. I can't live in another dimension. I can't—"

"Can't what?" Jynni prompted when he trailed off, her expression genuinely curious. "Can't enjoy the best blow job of your life? Can't accept a position with full benefits, housing included, and unlimited sexual outlets? Can't broaden your horizons beyond the cramped confines of standard reality?"

Put like that, it sounded almost reasonable. Almost. Benedict ran a hand through his hair, trying to gather his scattered thoughts.

"What exactly would I be teaching?" he asked finally, grasping for something concrete to focus on.

Jynni's face lit up, clearly pleased by this sign of engagement. "Human Sexual Response 101," she said promptly. "With a focus on erogenous mapping and pleasure prioritization. Your background in biology makes you ideally suited to explain the more technical aspects of human orgasmic potential."

Benedict felt dizzy. "And my students would be...?"

"Succubi, incubi, a few naga, perhaps a selkie or two," Jynni rattled off. "All eager learners. All extremely hands-on."

The image of a classroom full of supernatural sex creatures waiting for him to lecture on orgasms made Benedict's recently satisfied cock give an interested twitch. He glared down at it, betrayed yet again by his own biology.

"This is insane," he repeated, but with less conviction.

Jynni smiled, sensing his weakening resolve. "Sanity is relative, Professor. And quite boring, in my experience." She let her robe fall open again, revealing her perfect body in what was clearly a calculated move. "Now, shall we continue your orientation? The physical portion has several more components, and I do hate to fall behind schedule."

Benedict looked at her—really looked at her—and felt something inside him shift. A door opening, perhaps, or a wall crumbling. This was madness. Complete, utter madness.

And yet...

"I suppose," he heard himself say, "that I should at least understand what I've gotten myself into."

Jynni's smile widened, revealing teeth that seemed just slightly too sharp to be entirely human. "That's the spirit, Professor. Open-minded inquiry is our founding principle." She dropped her robe completely and climbed onto the bed, crawling toward him with predatory grace. "Now, let me show you just how deep this rabbit hole goes."

Benedict swallowed hard, watching her approach with a mixture of terror and arousal. Whatever he'd signed up for, it was clearly going to be one hell of an education.


Act 2 - The Awakening & Exploration

Benedict stared at the glowing consent rune, at the dancing nipple clamps, at the woman half-naked in his lap. Something stubborn in him refused to simply accept. "Fine," he said. "If this is real, convince me."

"Gladly," she breathed. She slid from his lap, peeled off her jacket, and stood before him, naked. The university access rune glowed faintly above her pubic mound. She turned slowly, revealing a service designation rune at the base of her spine. "Specifically assigned to you, Professor Horne." She stepped forward. "So, shall I convince you? With my body? With my cunt? With everything I am?"

Benedict swallowed hard and nodded.

Jynni pushed him back against the bed, which reclined. Her hands made quick work of his shirt. "You're in good shape for a teacher." Her fingers worked at his belt. "Then you're already familiar with the relevant anatomy." She tugged his pants down; his cock sprang free. Jynni licked her lips. "Very nice specimen. The students will be very pleased."

Before Benedict could respond, Jynni climbed onto the bed, straddling him, her wet pussy hovering. "I'm going to ride you now," she whispered. "And you're going to feel exactly how real this is." She reached between them, grasped his shaft, and sank down on him.

"Fuck," Benedict gasped, hands flying to her hips. Her pussy was impossibly hot, tight, slick.

"You feel real," he groaned as she began to move.

"That's because I am," she panted. "And I'm all yours. Every hole. Every day. Just fuck me and you'll understand everything."

Benedict's hands tightened, thrusting upward. "How—"

"Don't think. Just feel."

He felt her pussy caress his cock, inner muscles contracting. The heat, the wetness. The weight of her, the press of her hands, the brush of her hair. This was no dream. Dreams didn't smell like cinnamon and sex and something electric. "What—what are you doing? How does it feel like that?"

She smiled against his mouth. "Magic. Not mine—I'm human, remember? But I've been... enhanced. For optimal faculty satisfaction." Her pussy pulsed around him, vibrating. "My pussy is enchanted to wring every drop of cum straight from your balls. Efficient, isn't it?"

With each stroke, his resistance crumbled. Jynni's pace increased. "I'm going to make you cum so hard," she promised. "And then you'll know exactly how real this is!"

Benedict felt his orgasm building. "That's it," she encouraged. "Give it to me, Professor."

He came with a shout, his cock pulsing inside her. Jynni's eyes never left his, her expression one of pure joy. "Yes," she hissed, her own body shuddering. Her pussy spasmed, milking him. And still she rode him through the aftershocks, her mouth finding his again.

"You're still hard," Jynni murmured against his lips, delighted. She lifted herself slightly, then sank back down. "You are adapting beautifully."

Benedict pulled her closer. "This is real," he said, both question and acceptance.

Jynni nodded. "As real as the cum inside me. Do you need more convincing? Because I can keep going."

He looked at her. "I think," he said slowly, hands on her ass, "I'm starting to get the picture."

Jynni beamed. "Excellent! That's entry number two for my load log." She reached for the glittery notebook. "Where would you like to cum next?"

Benedict laughed. "You know what? Surprise me."

Jynni's answering smile was radiant.

***

Jynni collapsed forward against Benedict's chest, her body a warm, soft weight that anchored him to the present moment. Their breathing gradually synchronized, chests rising and falling in tandem as the afterglow settled around them like a blanket. His cock remained buried inside her, still semi-hard despite the intensity of his orgasm, her inner muscles occasionally fluttering around him in gentle aftershocks. There was something primal and perfect about remaining connected like this—as if their bodies were reluctant to separate now that they had found each other.

She nuzzled her face against his neck, her pink hair tickling his chin as she pressed soft, unhurried kisses along his collarbone. Benedict found his hands moving of their own accord, tracing lazy patterns on the smooth expanse of her back, feeling the delicate knobs of her spine beneath his fingertips.

"That was..." he began, but words failed him. What could he possibly say that would encompass the paradigm-shifting experience he'd just had?

Jynni seemed to understand his speechlessness. She lifted her head, her eyes soft with something that looked remarkably like tenderness for a woman who'd just fucked him into submission.

"I know," she said simply. She shifted, wrapping her arms around him more fully, her movements causing a fresh ripple of pleasure as her body squeezed around his still-sensitive cock.

Benedict had never been particularly fond of extensive post-coital cuddling with previous partners—he'd always grown too hot, too cramped, too aware of his own breathing. But this was different. Jynni's weight felt perfect against him, her softness complementing his angles, her warmth enveloping without stifling.

She wiggled slightly, adjusting her position so that she could look up at him, her chin resting on his chest. "How are you feeling? And don't say 'confused'—that's a given."

A small laugh escaped him. "I was going to say 'overwhelmed,' actually."

"Also a given." She smiled, reaching up to brush a lock of hair from his forehead with unexpected gentleness. "But in a good way, I hope?"

Was it good? Benedict considered the question seriously. In the span of... how long had it been? Hours? He'd been transported to another dimension, introduced to a university of sex demons, told he was now a professor of human sexuality, and fucked by a woman whose body defied the laws of physics as he understood them.

And yet, looking down at Jynni's open, earnest face, feeling the pleasant weight of her against him, the lingering pleasure still humming through his body... "Yes," he said, surprised with the certainty in his voice. "In a good way."

Her smile widened, genuine delight sparkling in her eyes. "I'm glad." She shifted again, this time pulling herself up his body until they were face to face, her breasts pressed against his chest, her legs still straddling his hips, keeping his cock nestled inside her. "Because there's so much more to show you. So many ways to help you adjust."

She kissed him, a soft, sweet press of lips that felt almost chaste compared to their earlier passion. When she pulled back, there was a new look in her eyes—a nurturing warmth that made something in Benedict's chest tighten unexpectedly.

"You must be tired," she murmured, stroking his cheek. "Dimensional travel is exhausting, even when you don't realize it's happening. And then all this..." She rolled her hips gently, reminding him of their intimate connection.

Now that she mentioned it, Benedict did feel a bone-deep weariness settling into him. The adrenaline and arousal that had carried him through the past hours was ebbing, leaving a pleasant fatigue in its wake.

"I could rest," he admitted.

"Let me help you with that." Jynni slid off him with careful movements, his cock slipping free of her body with a wet sound that made him shiver. But before he could mourn the loss of contact, she was rearranging them both—guiding him to lie back more fully on what he now realized was a couch that had magically reconfigured itself into something closer to a daybed.

She settled alongside him, her body pressed against his from shoulder to ankle. Then, with movements that seemed both practiced and deeply personal, she drew his head down to her chest, cradling him against her breasts.

"Go ahead," she whispered, her fingers threading through his hair, nails lightly scratching his scalp in a way that made him shiver. "They're for you."

Benedict wasn't sure what she meant until he found his face pressed against the soft swell of her left breast, her nipple brushing against his lips. He inhaled sharply in surprise, and caught a sweet scent that hadn't been there before—warm and rich, like vanilla and honey and something else, something primal.

"Are you...?" he began, lifting his head slightly to look at her.

"Lactating? Yes." She smiled down at him, no hint of embarrassment in her expression. "Another faculty support enhancement. Nursing helps new hires relax and bond. It's very effective. Try it."

Part of him—the part that still clung to the world he'd known this morning—wanted to protest that this was bizarre, inappropriate, infantilizing. But that voice was growing fainter by the minute. And the scent coming from her breast was so enticing, so comforting, that before he could overthink it, he'd already parted his lips and taken her nipple into his mouth.

The first drop of milk that hit his tongue was a revelation. Sweet but not cloying, warm and rich and somehow familiar, as if it contained the essence of every comfort food he'd ever known. He made a small, surprised sound in the back of his throat, and felt Jynni's hand tighten in his hair encouragingly.

"That's it," she murmured, her voice a soft, soothing cadence. "Drink and relax, big boy. You're safe now. You're home."

Benedict closed his eyes and surrendered to the sensation. His lips formed a seal around her areola, his tongue working gently against her nipple, coaxing more of the sweet milk into his mouth. Each swallow seemed to carry warmth through his entire body, melting tension he hadn't even realized he was carrying.

Jynni's fingers continued their gentle stroking through his hair, occasionally trailing down to massage the nape of his neck or trace the shell of his ear. Her other arm wrapped around him, holding him close, her palm making slow, circular motions on his back.

"You're doing so well," she whispered, and the simple praise sent a fresh wave of warmth through him, different from the heat of arousal but no less powerful. "Such a good professor. Taking it all in stride."

The gentle suction of his mouth created a rhythm that was hypnotic in its simplicity. Draw, swallow, breathe. Draw, swallow, breathe. Benedict felt himself sinking deeper into a state of relaxation that bordered on trance. His body grew heavier against hers, yet somehow lighter at the same time, as if the anxieties and questions that had been weighing him down were dissolving with each swallow of her milk.

He was vaguely aware that his cock was still partially hard, still wet from their earlier coupling, now pressed against Jynni's thigh. But the arousal felt distant, secondary to the profound comfort he was experiencing. His free hand moved to cup her other breast, thumb brushing over the nipple, feeling it pebble under his touch.

"Yes," she encouraged softly. "You can have both. Whatever you need."

He shifted, adjusting his position so that his cock slid between her thighs, not entering her but nestled in the warm cleft where her legs met. Jynni accommodated the movement easily, tightening her thighs just enough to provide a gentle pressure that kept him comfortably aroused without demanding more.

Time seemed to lose meaning as Benedict suckled, drifting in a haze of comfort and safety that felt almost womb-like in its completeness. Jynni's milk continued to flow, never diminishing, her body apparently enhanced to provide this nurturing sustenance indefinitely.

His eyes grew heavy, each blink lasting longer than the one before. The room around them seemed to dim slightly, the magical lights responding to his growing drowsiness, creating a cocoon of soft shadows.

"Sleep if you need to," Jynni murmured, her lips brushing his forehead. "I'll be right here when you wake up."

Benedict felt himself nodding against her breast, his mouth still working lazily at her nipple. His breathing deepened, his muscles growing lax as sleep crept up on him with velvet footsteps.

The last thing he was aware of before consciousness slipped away was Jynni's voice, soft and promising in his ear: "That's my good professor. You did so well today. But this... this was just the beginning."

His last coherent thought was that he should probably be more concerned about what that meant. But with Jynni's milk warm in his belly, her arms secure around him, her thighs cradling his cock, and her heartbeat steady beneath his ear, concern felt like a problem for tomorrow's Benedict.

For now, he would sleep—still connected to this strange, wonderful woman who had turned his world inside out.


Act 3 - The Campus Tour

Benedict stepped through the massive archway separating the staff wing from the main campus, and the air changed like someone had flipped a switch. It wrapped around him—warmer, thicker, almost syrupy with an electric tingle that seemed to brush against his skin from the inside. He adjusted his glasses, a nervous tic that did nothing to filter the sights unfolding before him, a panorama of academic debauchery that made his Adam's apple bob in a dry swallow.

The campus sprawled before him like a wet dream rendered in high gothic architecture, all cathedral spires and slick, rounded curves that somehow suggested bodies in the midst of pleasure. Morning light spilled across courtyards where students lounged, studied, and fucked with equal academic dedication. Benedict felt his cheeks burn as his eyes darted from one tableau to another, unable to settle on any single point without encountering some new form of casual carnality.

"Lovely morning, isn't it?" Jynni chirped beside him, her pink pigtails bouncing as she rocked forward on her toes. Her fishnets made a soft scratching sound against her thighs as she moved, and the official Succ U admin jacket gaped open to reveal the full curves of her breasts. "The garden's especially pretty this time of year."

Benedict nodded reflexively, then realized he was staring at a group of succubi lounging nude on velvet chaises, their skin ranging from obsidian to lavender to blood-red, textbooks propped on their knees or hovering in the air beside them. In a nearby gazebo, a cluster of fae students with dragonfly wings and glittering skin were engaged in what appeared to be a study group, except that two of them were taking turns eating a third one out, their tongues flicking between chapters on magical ethics.

"That's, um. Quite the study method," Benedict managed, adjusting his tie with fingers that felt too thick for the task.

"Endorphins improve retention," Jynni informed him matter-of-factly, suddenly producing a swirled lollipop that hadn't existed a moment before. She slid it between her lips with a soft moan that made Benedict's collar feel two sizes too small. "It's morning warm-up time. Gets the blood flowing to all the right places."

As if to punctuate her statement, a deep, rumbling groan echoed from a nearby maintenance alcove. Benedict turned to see a stone gargoyle—clearly a member of the janitorial staff judging by the utility belt slung across his broad chest—leaning against the wall while three students took turns riding his multiple cocks. The gargoyle's face was frozen in a permanent grimace, but the sounds of pleasure emerging from his throat were unmistakable.

"Comparative anatomy," one of the students called out, a young woman with small horns and a forked tail who was bouncing on what appeared to be the gargoyle's main shaft. She had a clipboard floating beside her, making notes in glowing script as she rode. "Professor Thistlewick wants field observations on non-standard genital configurations."

A second student, who appeared mostly human except for the scaled pattern across her shoulders, nodded seriously. "The ridges create an interesting friction pattern. I'm cataloging the sensation differences." Her voice hitched as she slid down what looked like a secondary cock emerging from the gargoyle's hip.

The third student, a feminine figure with blue skin and hair that moved like seaweed underwater, was simply moaning, "For science, for science, oh fuck, for science," as they stroked themselves on a third protrusion.

Benedict's mouth went dry. "This is..."

"Normal!" Jynni supplied helpfully, pulling the lollipop from her mouth with a wet pop. "Hands-on learning is our specialty. We believe in deep engagement with the material." She wiggled her eyebrows at her own joke, then tugged at his sleeve. "Come on, there's so much more to see!"

They walked along a winding path of smooth stones that seemed to warm underfoot. Benedict tried to focus on the actual campus architecture—the elegant spires that twisted like horns toward the sky, the stained glass windows depicting what appeared to be historical figures in various states of ecstasy—but his attention kept being drawn to the students.

In a shaded alcove beneath an enormous tree with leaves that shimmered like opal, a centaur with a chestnut coat and impressive musculature was fucking a kneeling imp from behind. The imp, small and lithe with pointed ears and green-tinged skin, was moaning loudly while somehow simultaneously arguing about proper technique.

"The saddle needs more padding if you're going to ride—nnngh—for longer than an hour," the imp insisted, voice breaking as the centaur's hips pistoned forward. "It's about—oh gods, right there—sustainability!"

The centaur tossed his mane back, beads of sweat catching the dappled light. "The traditional designs have worked for centuries, but I see your point about modern ergonomics—fuck, you're tight—especially for longer journeys."

Benedict found himself unable to look away as the centaur's rhythm increased, the academic debate continuing even as both participants approached climax. There was something almost comforting about the didactic tone maintained through their coupling, as if sex and learning were so naturally intertwined here that one need not pause for the other.

"Are they... always like this?" Benedict asked, gesturing vaguely toward the pair.

Jynni nodded enthusiastically. "The debate club is super intense. Last week they resolved the free will versus determinism question during an orgy. Philosophy department's still processing the transcript."

They passed a series of fountains where the water had been replaced with what appeared to be milk and something with a faint pink sheen that Benedict suspected was not approved by any health department he was familiar with. Students cupped hands beneath the flow, drinking deeply before returning to their activities with renewed vigor.

The landscaping itself seemed designed to maintain the persistent state of arousal that hummed through the air. Hedges were trimmed into the shapes of bodies caught mid-pleasure, flower beds formed the outlines of spread thighs and open mouths, with blooms positioned to suggest the most intimate parts. Benedict felt a twitch in his trousers as he realized that what he'd taken for abstract garden design was actually a botanical tribute to every conceivable sex act.

"The groundskeeper is a retired fertility deity," Jynni explained, following his gaze. "They have very strong opinions about symmetry and stimulation."

On a reading bench carved from a single piece of wood that seemed to flow like liquid frozen in time, a naga—upper body humanoid but beautiful in an alien way, lower half a powerful serpentine coil—was engaged in what appeared to be a tutoring session with an elf. The naga's scales shimmered iridescent in the sunlight as her tail coiled comfortably beneath her, one hand holding open a massive tome while the other disappeared beneath the elf's skirt. The elf's pointed ears were flushed pink at the tips, her breathing increasingly labored as she tried to focus on the lesson.

"The root structure of the Old Tongue," the naga was saying, her voice melodic and patient despite the rhythmic motion of her wrist, "shares more with draconic than previously thought—especially in the aspirated consonants."

"Yes, Professor," the elf gasped, her hips lifting slightly from the bench. "And the—ah!—the vowel shifts follow similar patterns when—oh goddess—when examining prehistoric texts..."

Benedict felt his cock growing unmistakably hard in his trousers, a physiological response he could no longer pretend was just an anomaly. Jynni glanced down with a knowing smile and patted the bulge with a casual familiarity that made him jump.

"Don't worry, Professor," she said, her voice warm with genuine reassurance despite the blatant sexual context. "You'll fit in soon enough. Everyone does." She straightened his tie with practiced fingers, somehow making even this small gesture feel intimate. "It's just education with better benefits."

Benedict cleared his throat, fighting the urge to adjust himself. "I suppose that's one way to describe it." He found himself smiling despite his embarrassment. There was something strangely honest about this place, where desire wasn't hidden behind euphemism but celebrated as openly as intellectual achievement.

"Ready for the next stop on our tour? I thought we'd check out some of the academic facilities," Jynni suggested, linking her arm through his and leading him toward a cluster of buildings that seemed to pulse with a soft, ambient light. "The East Practice Wing has some great foundation courses running this morning."

As they walked, Benedict realized that his initial shock was already beginning to fade, replaced by a curiosity that was equal parts academic and... something else. Perhaps this was how adaptation worked—one moment you're scandalized by public sex acts, and the next you're categorizing them with the detached interest of a biologist observing a new ecosystem.

That thought, more than anything, made him feel like maybe he could find his place here after all.

***

They approached the East Practice Wing, a structure that seemed to breathe with its own rhythm, the walls shimmering with a mother-of-pearl luminescence that made Benedict think of the inside of seashells. Jynni pushed open a set of double doors made from some material that wasn't quite wood or metal but yielded to her touch like warm butter, releasing a waft of air that smelled faintly of vanilla and salt. The hallway beyond was lined with rooms separated from the corridor by walls of thick glass, each one glowing with different colored runes that pulsed in time with the activities occurring inside.

"This is where we teach the fundamentals," Jynni explained, her voice taking on the slightly more professional tone of a tour guide. "Rotating workshops, different specialties each day. Very hands-on." She giggled at her own pun, the sound light and musical in the hushed corridor.

Benedict found himself drawn to one particular classroom where the glass wall was inscribed with runes that glowed a soft pink, the symbols flowing and changing like liquid neon. A placard beside the door read "Oral Excellence 203: Gag Reflex and Ejaculation Play" with a smaller line beneath it indicating "Prof. Lyxianthia, Advanced Techniques Department."

The classroom itself was arranged like a small amphitheater, with tiered seating circling a central demonstration area. The lighting was diffuse but focused, highlighting the instructor who stood—or rather, floated slightly—at the center of attention. Benedict's breath caught in his throat.

The professor was unmistakably a succubus, her skin a deep lavender that seemed to shimmer with its own inner light. Four arms extended from her torso—two from the usual shoulder joints and another pair from just below her ribcage. Her curves were exaggerated to the point of impossibility, with breasts that would have toppled a human woman but on her looked perfectly balanced, barely contained by a gauzy top that seemed more decorative than functional. Her horns swept back elegantly, polished to a glossy sheen and tipped with small golden caps that caught the light.

"That's Professor Lyxianthia," Jynni whispered, a note of reverence in her voice. "She wrote the definitive text on multi-orifice pleasure maximization. Three hundred and twelve pages on tongue technique alone."

In front of the professor stood what appeared to be a golem—a construct of smooth, clay-like material that had been shaped into a roughly humanoid form, featureless except for an enormous, anatomically perfect cock that jutted from its groin. The phallus pulsed with an inner light that matched the rhythm of the runes on the wall, veins standing out in sharp relief against the shaft, which had to be at least nine inches long and proportionately thick.

"Enchanted practice dummies," Jynni explained, noticing Benedict's stare. "They simulate the real thing—fluid production, sensitivity, even temperature—but they can be adjusted for endurance and output volume. Very practical for classroom settings."

Professor Lyxianthia was speaking to her class, her voice muffled through the glass but her gestures animated. Her top set of arms moved expressively as she lectured, while her lower arms rested on her hips in a pose of confident authority. The students—a mixed group of mostly feminine-presenting beings of various species—watched with rapt attention, many taking notes on glowing tablets or in traditional notebooks.

"Today we explore the 'slow drown' technique," Benedict could just make out through the glass. "A method that combines deep throat penetration with controlled breathing and swallowing to create a continuous sensation of submission while maximizing pleasure for your partner."

With a graceful movement, the professor sank to her knees before the golem. Her top two arms reached out to grip the construct's hips while her lower set wrapped around the base of its shaft. She looked up at the featureless face of the golem with an expression of practiced ecstasy, then opened her mouth wide, her tongue extending impossibly far to wrap once around the head of the cock before she took it into her mouth.

Benedict watched, transfixed, as the succubus professor took the entire length down her throat in one smooth motion. The shaft visibly distended her neck, creating a bulge that moved as she swallowed around it. Her four hands worked in perfect coordination—the upper pair holding the golem steady while the lower pair stroked what little of the base wasn't engulfed and occasionally cupped and massaged the heavy sac beneath.

The students leaned forward in their seats. Some were taking detailed notes, sketching diagrams of throat positions and tongue placements. Others had paired up and were practicing more basic techniques on each other or on smaller practice dummies distributed throughout the classroom. A young woman with small horns and pointed ears was demonstrating to her partner how to breathe through her nose while taking a practice phallus deeper, her instructor nodding encouragement from a few feet away.

"Note the hollow created in the cheeks," an assistant was saying as she walked between the rows of students. "That's not just for aesthetics—though it certainly adds to the visual appeal. The negative pressure assists in stimulation and control."

Professor Lyxianthia pulled back slightly, and Benedict could see a thick strand of saliva connecting her lips to the golem's cock. She continued her demonstration, this time focusing on the rhythm of her movements, alternating between deep, throat-filling plunges and shallow, tongue-focused attention to the head. With each deep thrust, her eyes rolled back slightly, tears gathering at the corners not from distress but from physical response. The control she exhibited was remarkable—clinical yet undeniably erotic.

"Relaxation is key," she said during a brief pause, her voice slightly hoarse but still authoritative. "Your throat is a muscle like any other. It can be trained." She demonstrated by taking the golem's cock back into her mouth, this time with her head tilted at a different angle, showing how the alignment changed the sensation.

In the corner of the classroom, partially visible from Benedict's vantage point, a trio of succubi were engaged in what appeared to be a practical exercise. They knelt in a line, each with her mouth positioned beneath a floating orb that glowed with the same pinkish light as the runes on the wall. As Benedict watched, the orbs released thick streams of pearlescent fluid directly into the waiting mouths of the succubi below.

"Cum-drinking contest," Jynni explained, following his gaze. "The orbs are enchanted to produce simulated ejaculate that matches the consistency and flavor profiles of different species. They're practicing for the Fellatio Finals next month." She bounced slightly on her toes with excitement. "The orbs refill when they swallow, so it's all about speed and technique. The winner gets an automatic A and a feature spot in the year-end demonstration show."

The succubi competed with enthusiastic determination, their throats working as they swallowed load after load, small counters hovering in the air beside each of them tallying their progress. The one in the middle was slightly ahead, her cheeks hollowed with effort as she gulped down what had to be her eighth or ninth consecutive mouthful.

Back at the center of the room, Professor Lyxianthia had intensified her demonstration. All four of her arms were now in motion—two still gripping the golem's hips, one wrapped around its shaft, and the fourth reaching between her own legs where she was clearly pleasuring herself in rhythm with her oral ministrations. The golem had begun to react more dramatically, its hips thrusting forward with increasing urgency despite its lack of facial features.

With a final, theatrical plunge, she took the entire length down her throat just as the golem reached its climax. Benedict could actually see the bulge in her throat pulse as the construct pumped its release directly down her esophagus. She held the position for several long seconds, her eyes half-lidded in concentration, before slowly withdrawing.

When the cock finally slipped from between her lips, a small amount of thick, white fluid spilled from the corners of her mouth. Rather than wiping it away, she let it drip down her chin as she turned to face her students with a triumphant smile. With deliberate showmanship, she opened her mouth wide to show it filled with semen, then closed her lips and swallowed with a visible gulp, reopening to show her clean tongue.

"Elegance," she declared, her voice slightly raspy but clear as she licked her lips with a forked tongue, capturing the last drops that clung to her chin, "is in the enthusiasm." She rose gracefully to her feet, all four arms moving in perfect coordination. "Never forget that your genuine enjoyment is the most powerful aphrodisiac. Technique can be learned, but passion must be real."

The class erupted in applause, several students squirming in their seats with visible arousal. The succubus who had won the cum-drinking contest raised her hands in victory, her mouth and chin glistening with residual fluid, a counter showing she had managed to swallow an impressive fifteen loads in the time it had taken Professor Lyxianthia to complete her demonstration.

Benedict realized he was pressing against the glass, his breath fogging the surface. His cock strained painfully against his trousers, so hard it ached. The demonstration had been so technically precise, so academically framed, and yet unquestionably the most erotic thing he had ever witnessed. He felt lightheaded, as if all the blood in his body had rushed to a single point.

"You okay there, Professor?" Jynni asked, her voice knowing as she glanced down at the obvious bulge in his pants. "First time seeing the advanced oral techniques can be a bit... overwhelming." She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. "Just wait until you see the anal department's demonstrations. They make this look like kindergarten finger painting."

Benedict adjusted his glasses, a futile attempt to regain some composure. "I'm fine," he managed, his voice strained. "Just... academically fascinated by the... pedagogical approach."

Jynni smiled, a dimple appearing in her left cheek. "Sure you are. That's why you're about to cream your pants like a freshman on orientation day." She patted his arm sympathetically. "Don't worry. Happens to everyone. There's a reason we installed drain grates in the observation hallways."

He glanced down and noticed, for the first time, that the floor did indeed have narrow grates running along the baseboards, presumably for exactly the purpose she had implied. Somehow, this practical acknowledgment of the effect these classes had on observers made the whole situation even more surreal.

"Should we continue the tour?" Jynni asked brightly, already tugging him gently away from the window where Professor Lyxianthia was now demonstrating a different technique involving her impossibly long tongue and what appeared to be a magical vibration spell.

Benedict nodded wordlessly, allowing himself to be led down the hallway, his mind racing to process what he had just witnessed and what it might mean for his future as an educator at this most unusual institution.

***

Jynni tugged gently at Benedict's sleeve, leading him away from the intensity of the oral techniques classroom toward a different wing. The hallway curved like a lover's spine, the walls transitioning from the pearlescent sheen to a warmer, honey-colored glow that seemed to radiate comfort. Benedict felt the ambient energy shift as they approached a door marked with flowing script that read "Foundations of Pleasure: Posterior Approaches" and smaller text beneath it that said "Consent and Care – Advanced Techniques."

"You might like this one," Jynni said, her voice softer than before. "It's one of our more... contemplative courses."

The door swung open at her touch, releasing a waft of air scented with lavender and something else—a warm, musky note that reminded Benedict of clean skin after a hot shower. The room beyond was nothing like the amphitheater setup of the previous classroom. Instead, the space was arranged like a yoga studio, with soft mats in various jewel tones scattered across the floor, body-sized pillows in complementary colors, and low, comfortable seating arranged in a loose circle.

The lighting was diffuse and golden, casting everything in a gentle glow that softened edges and created an atmosphere of intimate safety. Around the perimeter of the room, small crystals embedded in the walls pulsed with a barely perceptible hum that Benedict could feel more than hear—a calming charm that worked at the edge of consciousness, promoting relaxation and openness.

"We call this the Gentle Chamber," Jynni whispered, her usual bouncy energy temporarily subdued by the room's ambiance. "It's where we teach our more... delicate approaches."

In the center of the room, a slightly raised dais held what appeared to be the focus of the day's lesson. Two young succubi, their skin tones a complementary blue and pale violet, were positioned side by side, bent over a horizontal beam that glowed with a soft white light. The beam itself seemed to be made of pure energy, solid enough to support their weight but slightly yielding, adjusting subtly to provide perfect support for their posture.

Behind each succubus stood a partner—a tall, muscular orc with skin the color of forest moss behind the blue-skinned succubus, and a kobold with russet scales and delicate claws behind the violet one. Both were naked except for what appeared to be thin silken loincloths, their arousal evident despite the modest covering.

A professor moved slowly around the central demonstration, their gender presentation fluid and ambiguous, dressed in half-transparent robes that seemed to shift between opacity and translucence with each movement. They carried a long pointer made of some crystalline material that caught the light, using it to occasionally tap or gesture with precision.

"Today we continue our exploration of pleasurable expansion," the professor was saying, their voice melodic and soothing. "Remember, the foundation of all anal play is patience, communication, and lubrication." They gestured to a small table beside the dais where several bottles of gel shimmered with an inner light that resembled liquid starlight.

Benedict watched as the orc and kobold each reached for a bottle, pouring generous amounts of the enchanted lubricant onto their hands. The gel caught the light, sparkling like crushed diamonds suspended in clear honey. With reverent care, they began to apply the lubricant to their partners, their large hands and scaled claws respectively moving with unexpected gentleness.

"Note the temperature of the gel," the professor instructed, using the pointer to indicate the subtle glow that intensified where the lubricant met skin. "Our alchemical department has enhanced this formula to respond to both partners—warming slightly to relax the receiving muscles while providing feedback to the giving partner about tension and readiness."

The students seated around the room watched with quiet attention, many taking notes or whispering softly to partners beside them. Unlike the previous class's frenetic energy, this room held a reverent focus, as if everyone understood the delicacy of the subject matter.

"Sir Greghok," the professor addressed the orc, "please demonstrate the initial circling technique we discussed last session."

The orc nodded seriously, his massive frame belying the extraordinary control in his movements as he began to trace slow, deliberate circles around his partner's entrance with a thick, green finger. The blue succubus sighed appreciatively, her tail swishing gently from side to side in evident pleasure.

"Excellent," the professor praised, then turned to the other pair. "Tik, perhaps a bit more pressure? Remember that kobold claws, while wonderfully stimulating for texture, require precise control of depth."

The kobold adjusted his approach immediately, his scaled hands moving with surgical precision as he followed the guidance. His succubus partner made a small sound of approval, her wings fluttering slightly against her back.

"Students, observe the relaxation indicators," the professor continued, using the pointer to draw attention to subtle changes in the succubi's posture. "The loosening of the lower back, the deepening of breath, the minor vocalization—all signs that your partner is responding well."

Benedict found himself leaning forward slightly, genuinely fascinated by the methodical, almost scientific approach. Despite the explicitly sexual nature of the demonstration, there was something undeniably educational about the proceedings—a genuine commitment to teaching proper technique with the same seriousness one might approach any other subject.

The professor moved around to face the class, their robes shifting from translucent to nearly transparent as they passed through a beam of light. "We believe in foundation before penetration," they explained, their voice carrying the weight of academic authority despite the subject matter. "The posterior entrance is a marvel of sensitive nerve endings and contractile muscle. Treating it with respect is not just about avoiding discomfort—it's about maximizing pleasure through proper preparation."

As if to illustrate this point, they turned back to the demonstration. "Sir Greghok, I believe your partner is ready for initial penetration. Please proceed with a single digit, maintaining awareness of her responses."

The orc grunted softly in acknowledgment, his concentration evident as he slowly, with exquisite care, slid one thick finger into his succubus partner. Despite his massive size, the gentleness of his touch was unmistakable. The succubus gasped, her back arching slightly, but her expression was one of pleasure rather than discomfort.

"Control your thrust," the professor instructed, circling the pair and making small adjustments to the orc's wrist angle with the tip of their pointer. "Read the moans. Fill, don't force. Remember that the surrounding muscles have memory—treat them well, and they will welcome you again."

Benedict was struck by the poetry in the professor's instructions, the way technical guidance was delivered with an almost philosophical reverence for the act itself. It was a far cry from the rushed, often awkward fumbling that characterized many people's introduction to anal play.

Across the room, students had begun to pair off on their own mats, some practicing the techniques on each other while others used anatomically correct dolls that glowed with feedback runes to indicate correct pressure and movement. The professor moved between groups, offering corrections with the pointer—a tap on a wrist to adjust an angle, a gentle prod to encourage more lubrication.

"Excellent progress, class," they called out, returning to the central demonstration where both the orc and kobold had progressed to slow, rhythmic movements. "Now, for those ready to advance, we'll demonstrate the gradual expansion technique. Remember, the sphincter is elastic by nature, but respect its limits."

The orc began to carefully work a second finger alongside the first, moving with deliberate slowness. His succubus partner moaned louder, her hips pushing back against his hand in evident enjoyment. The professor nodded approvingly, tapping the orc's technique with their pointer.

"Note Sir Greghok's scissoring motion—creating space while stimulating the surrounding nerve endings. This dual-purpose movement prepares for larger penetration while providing pleasure in its own right."

The violet succubus paired with the kobold suddenly gasped, her wings flaring wide with pleasure. "I'm stretching!" she announced, her voice trembling with a mix of accomplishment and arousal.

The entire room erupted in genuine, supportive applause. Students smiled and nodded encouragingly, some offering verbal congratulations. The professor beamed with evident pride.

"Wonderful progress, Lilinia! That's precisely the sensation we're working toward—the moment when resistance transforms into accommodation." They turned to address the class. "That transition—from challenge to welcome—is the essence of anal pleasure. It's a metaphor for many of life's experiences, is it not?"

Benedict blinked at the philosophical turn, but found himself nodding along. There was something strangely profound about the way the subject was being approached—with respect, care, and an appreciation for the deeper significance of physical connection.

The lesson continued as the professor guided the orc in slowly working a third thick finger into his partner, who was now moaning continuously, her clawed hands gripping the energy beam for support. "Control your rhythm," the professor advised, using the pointer to tap a correction to the orc's wrist movement. "Fill, don't force. The goal is not conquest but communion."

Beside him, Jynni leaned closer, her usual cheerful energy returning as she whispered in Benedict's ear. "We had a whole debate about renaming the course 'Buttfuck 101,'" she confided, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "It tested really well with the student focus groups—they loved the directness. But the administration thought something more inclusive was appropriate, since we teach techniques applicable to all sorts of orifices and appendages."

She shrugged, her admin jacket gaping open further to reveal the curve of her breast. "Personally, I thought 'Backdoor Basics' had a nice ring to it, but I was outvoted. Too cute, apparently."

Benedict found himself smiling at the absurd normality of curriculum committee debates happening over such subject matter. It was becoming increasingly clear that Succubus University approached sex education with the same bureaucratic structures and academic rigor as any other educational institution—just with a vastly different subject focus.

On the dais, the blue succubus gasped as her orc partner finally entered her with his actual cock, a massive green organ that had been carefully prepared during the professor's instruction. The professor circled them, making small adjustments to their positioning with light taps of the pointer.

"Excellent angle, Sir Greghok," they praised as the orc began a slow, controlled thrust. "Note the smooth entry achieved through proper preparation. Class, observe how the receiver's body welcomes rather than resists."

The succubus moaned loudly in agreement, her voice carrying a note of triumph. "Yes! It's so—ah!—so full without any pain!"

The professor nodded, turning to the class with evident satisfaction. "And that, students, is the goal of all our teachings—pleasure without unnecessary discomfort, intensity without injury, intimacy built on trust and technique."

Benedict watched as the lesson continued, the careful guidance, the methodical approach, the emphasis on communication and feedback. There was something undeniably impressive about it all—a commitment to doing even the most taboo acts with skill and care rather than fumbling ignorance.

"Shall we continue?" Jynni asked after they had observed for several more minutes. "There's still so much of the campus to see."

Benedict nodded, following her toward the door with a new appreciation for the educational philosophy of Succubus University. Behind them, the sounds of careful instruction and pleased moans faded as they moved on.

***

The path from the anal education classroom led them through a covered walkway lined with ancient-looking tapestries depicting historical battles where armies apparently conquered as much with their loins as with their weapons. Benedict paused to examine one that showed a legendary succubus queen mounted astride both her warhorse and a captured enemy general, her expression triumphant as she led her troops to victory. Jynni followed his gaze and grinned. "Military History 301," she explained. "War and Seduction Throughout the Ages. Very popular elective."

The walkway opened onto what appeared to be an outdoor arena—a massive oval space ringed with tiered seating that reminded Benedict of a Roman coliseum, albeit one designed by someone with an excessive fondness for phallic architectural elements. The sandy floor was divided into various training zones marked with glowing boundary lines that shifted and realigned periodically. Sunlight streamed down from above, though Benedict had the distinct impression they were still technically indoors, the "sky" being some sort of magical projection that captured perfect weather conditions.

"Welcome to the Carnal Combat Arena," Jynni announced, sweeping her arm toward the spectacle before them. "Where the art of war meets the art of getting laid."

Students were paired off across the arena on various mats and platforms. Some groups were engaged in what appeared to be traditional combat training—grappling, strikes, defensive postures—while others were clearly focused on the sexual applications of those same techniques. Instructors moved among them, their authority evident in their confident strides and the respectful attention they commanded.

One instructor, a muscular woman with ram's horns curling from her temples and cloven hooves instead of feet, paced along a line of paired students, calling out commands in a voice that carried across the arena.

"Tease!" she bellowed, and the students shifted positions, each applying some form of sensual contact while maintaining fighting stances.

"Mount!" came the next command, and the pairs wrestled for dominance, each trying to achieve superior position while simultaneously attempting to stimulate their partner.

"Restrain!" The instructor clapped her hands sharply, and the students executed various holds—some using traditional martial techniques, others employing enchanted restraints that materialized from bracelets or rings they wore.

"Edge!" At this command, the dominant partners began applying more focused sexual stimulation while the restrained partners writhed and moaned, clearly being brought to the brink of orgasm without being allowed release.

Benedict watched, fascinated by the integration of combat skills and sexual techniques. There was a precision to it all, a disciplined approach that reminded him of any serious athletic training, despite the explicitly sexual context.

"The philosophy here is that combat and sex share fundamental principles," Jynni explained, noticing his interest. "Control of rhythm, reading your opponent's body, knowing when to apply pressure and when to release it. The best warriors are often the best lovers, and vice versa."

On a mat near the center of the arena, Benedict's attention was drawn to a particularly intense match between a wiry succubus with crimson skin and a burly troll whose granite-like hide was covered in luminescent moss patterns. The troll had significantly greater mass and raw strength, but the succubus moved with predatory grace, always just beyond his grasp.

When the troll lunged forward with a powerful but predictable movement, the succubus sidestepped and hooked her leg behind his knee, using his momentum against him. With a startling display of leverage and timing, she flipped the massive creature onto his back, the impact sending a small cloud of sand into the air.

Before the troll could recover, the succubus was straddling his stomach, grinding her exposed pussy against his abs in a fluid, distracting motion. The troll's massive hands reached for her, but she caught his wrists and, with a word of power that made the air ripple, manifested glowing red cuffs that pinned his arms above his head.

"Magical restraints," Jynni whispered. "They're powered by the caster's arousal—the more turned on she is, the stronger the bonds become."

Indeed, as the succubus's excitement visibly increased, the glow of the cuffs intensified. She slid down the troll's body until she was positioned over his cock, which had emerged from a previously hidden genital slit—a massive organ the color of dried clay with ridges that pulsed with the same bioluminescence as the patterns on his skin.

With a triumphant growl, she impaled herself on him, taking his enormous length with practiced skill. The troll grunted, his hips bucking upward, but she maintained control, setting the pace with powerful thigh muscles that allowed her to rise and fall with hypnotic rhythm.

"Note the maintenance of dominant position despite the penetration," called out an instructor who had paused to observe the match. "Ms. Skarresh is demonstrating the principle that the one who controls the rhythm controls the engagement, regardless of who is technically inside whom."

The succubus leaned forward, her small, sharp fangs grazing the troll's throat in a gesture of dominance. Her clawed hands found his nipples and pinched them hard enough to make him gasp, his back arching involuntarily.

"Don't you dare come until I permit it," she hissed loudly enough for the observers to hear, punctuating her command by spitting directly into the troll's open mouth. Rather than appearing offended, the troll moaned in what sounded like grateful submission, his tongue emerging to lick his lips as if savoring her saliva.

"That's the advanced dominance course," Jynni explained. "They're working on controlling larger opponents through pleasure points and psychological dominance. Very useful for diplomatic situations where physical strength differentials might otherwise be problematic."

On the far side of the arena, Benedict's attention was caught by movement in the air above the sand. Two figures—an elf with platinum hair and a cambion with small leathery wings—were engaged in aerial combat using a series of floating platforms that hovered at different heights. The elf leapt from one platform to another with balletic grace, while the cambion used short bursts of flight to maneuver between them.

Their combat was interspersed with sexual engagement—each successful strike or defensive move was rewarded with the opportunity to briefly pleasure or be pleasured by their opponent. The elf had just executed a perfect spinning kick that the cambion had barely blocked, earning the elf the right to press the cambion against one of the floating platforms and grind against him for a count of five seconds before they separated and resumed combat.

"They're being scored on multiple factors," Jynni said, pointing to a magical scoreboard that hovered nearby, displaying various metrics. "Technical skill in combat, creativity in sexual engagement, emotional vulnerability displayed during pleasure moments, and effective use of magical toys and enhancements."

Indeed, both combatants wore what appeared to be enchanted accessories—the elf had glowing bands around his wrists that left trails of tingling light wherever he touched his opponent, while the cambion wielded a small wand that could extend into various shapes suited for penetration or stimulation when activated.

"The 'Seducing Orcs Through Combat' class is one of our most popular electives," Jynni continued, her voice taking on the quality of a proud tour guide. "Especially during heat season, when the orcs are particularly responsive to displays of strength combined with sexual prowess."

As if on cue, Benedict noticed a section of the arena dedicated specifically to orc-focused training. Several pairs were engaged in what appeared to be ritualized combat-courtship, with non-orc students demonstrating various techniques for subduing and arousing the massive green-skinned partners.

"The orcs value strength above all," Jynni explained. "But they also respect skill and cunning. The trick is showing them you're worthy through combat, then channeling that aggression into sexual energy before they even realize what's happening."

One match in particular drew Benedict's attention. A succubus with midnight-blue skin and hair like living shadows was facing off against an orc whose muscular green body was covered in ritual scarification that formed intricate patterns across his chest and arms. They circled each other in a predatory dance, each looking for an opening.

The orc charged first, his massive fist swinging in an arc that would have felled a lesser opponent. The succubus, however, dropped to a crouch at the last possible moment, sweeping her leg in a low kick that connected with the orc's ankle. As his balance faltered, she sprang upward, using his own momentum to climb his body like a tree, her thighs locking around his neck as she flipped backward.

The maneuver sent the orc tumbling, and with a series of blindingly fast movements, the succubus repositioned herself. By the time the orc landed on his back, she had already maneuvered into place, her knees planted on either side of his head, her pussy hovering inches from his face while she gripped his massive cock with both hands.

"Yield and pleasure me," she demanded, giving his shaft a squeeze that was both threat and promise.

The orc grunted what must have been acceptance because the succubus immediately lowered herself onto his face, grinding against his mouth while working his cock with expert hands. The orc's initial resistance transformed into enthusiastic participation, his large hands coming up to grip her thighs as his tongue visibly worked against her sex.

What happened next occurred with such speed that Benedict almost missed it. The succubus, still mounting the orc's face, suddenly twisted her body and gripped his cock in a new way. With a display of strength that belied her size, she lifted the orc's lower body off the ground, flipping him into a position where his legs were over his head, his weight supported on his upper back and shoulders.

"She's setting up for the pile-driver finisher," Jynni whispered excitedly. "It's her signature move. Watch!"

The succubus maintained her grip on the orc's massive cock, aligning it with her entrance as she controlled his inverted position. Then, with a powerful thrust of her hips, she impaled herself on him, driving downward while he was helplessly positioned beneath her. The angle and force made the orc howl in pleasure, his body tensing as the succubus established a punishing rhythm, rising and falling on his shaft while maintaining the precarious balance of their inverted position.

Students from nearby matches paused to watch, some calling encouragement, others taking mental notes on the technical execution. The instructor nodded approvingly, marking something on a floating tablet beside her.

"Final submission!" the succubus announced, her voice commanding even as her body trembled with approaching climax. "Give me everything!"

With a roar that seemed to shake the arena, the orc complied, his body convulsing as he reached orgasm. The force of his climax was visible even from where Benedict stood—a literal geyser of cum that sprayed not just into the succubus but beyond her, arcing high into the air in successive pulses that rained down across three rows of watching students.

Rather than appearing disgusted, the splattered students cheered wildly, some even opening their mouths to catch the falling droplets or extending their tongues to lick it from their skin. The instructor made another note, nodding with particular approval.

"Extra credit," Jynni explained with a grin. "Distance and volume are bonus metrics in the advanced courses. Plus, it's considered good luck to be caught in the splash zone during an evaluation demonstration. They'll never forget that exam."

Benedict found himself speechless, his mind struggling to process the scene—the technical skill involved in the combat maneuvers, the seamless integration with sexual techniques, the casual acceptance of bodily fluids as both pleasure and academic achievement. It was so far removed from any educational paradigm he had ever encountered, and yet there was an undeniable logic to it all, a coherent philosophy that approached sex with the same serious study as any other subject.

"Are you okay, Professor?" Jynni asked, her expression concerned as she noticed his stunned silence. "I know it's a lot to take in on your first day. We can take a break if you need one." She glanced down at the persistent bulge in his trousers and added with a grin, "Or I could help you release some tension. It's literally in my job description."

Benedict adjusted his glasses, buying time to compose himself. "I'm... adapting," he managed, with a small chuckle. "It's just... where I come from, we consider it a successful class if students remember to label all parts of a cell correctly. This is..." he gestured vaguely toward the arena where the activities continued unabated, "...a somewhat different pedagogical approach."

Jynni bounced on her toes, her perpetual enthusiasm undiminished. "That's why they hired you! Fresh perspectives, cross-cultural exchange of ideas. Maybe you could teach a class on human reproductive biology with actual field demonstrations! Or comparative xenophysiology with hands-on exploration of different species' pleasure points!"

The terrifying thing was, Benedict could actually imagine it now—standing before a class, clinical and professional as he explained human sexual response while a volunteer demonstrated the concepts in real-time. The thought should have horrified him, but instead, he found a small spark of academic interest kindling. There was something oddly liberating about approaching sex with scholarly detachment while simultaneously honoring its raw power.

"Maybe," he conceded. "But I think I should probably finish the tour and get settled in my quarters before I start planning my curriculum."

Jynni beamed at him, linking her arm through his with casual familiarity. "Of course, Professor! And remember, if you ever need help with research, demonstration models, or just a stress-relief fuck between classes, that's what I'm here for!" She patted the name badge on her jacket that read 'Use Me, I'm New Hire Friendly!' with evident pride.

As they turned to leave the arena, Benedict caught sight of the succubus and orc from the pile-driver demonstration. They had disentangled themselves and were now sitting side by side on a bench, engaged in what appeared to be a serious academic discussion while the orc still dripped cum and the succubus took notes. It was perhaps the most perfect encapsulation of Succubus University he had seen yet—raw sexuality and intellectual pursuit, not as opposing forces but as complementary aspects of the same educational philosophy.

For the first time since arriving in this bizarre dimension, Benedict felt a glimmer of understanding.


Act IV - The First Taste of Power

Benedict followed Jynni up the winding path toward what she had cheerfully called his "procreational residence," a term that had made him choke on air. The cabin looked innocuous enough from the outside—warm cedar siding, a small porch with a swing, windows glowing amber in the twilight—but after what he'd witnessed on campus today, he knew better than to trust appearances. His legs felt leaden, not from exhaustion but from the lingering effects of arousal that hadn't quite dissipated since crossing the threshold into Succubus University.

"Here we are!" Jynni chirped, fishing a key from between her breasts. "Home sweet bone!"

Benedict winced at the pun, but couldn't help the small smile that tugged at his lips. "Is everything here a double entendre?"

"Triple if we're lucky," Jynni winked, pushing open the door.

The cabin embraced them with a sigh of warm air that seemed to curl around Benedict's body like ghostly fingers. The interior was both rustic and aggressively sensual—plush rugs in deep burgundies, low-slung furniture arranged for conversation or more carnal pursuits, and a fire that burned with unusual clarity, its flames casting honey-gold light across every surface.

"Does the fire need tending?" Benedict asked, trying to focus on practicalities.

"Only if you're into roleplay," Jynni replied. "Everything here is self-maintaining, including the fire. It burns for exactly as long as you need it." She paused, grinning. "It also changes color when you orgasm. Very festive during group activities."

Benedict nodded weakly, noticing a fine mist that seemed to hover at waist height throughout the room. It smelled of sandalwood and something else—something that made his spine tingle and his thoughts drift toward the curve of Jynni's hip.

"That's the ambient aphrodisiac," she explained, following his gaze. "Standard issue in faculty quarters. You can adjust the intensity here." She pointed to a dial by the bedroom door that looked more like something from a vintage stereo than environmental controls. "I recommend keeping it at 'gentle persuasion' for your first week. 'Raging frenzy' is fun but makes grading papers nearly impossible."

Benedict cleared his throat. "I see."

"Oh! And you have to try the couch!" Jynni bounced over to a large, overstuffed sofa upholstered in material that shifted subtly between deep blue and purple, like bruises healing in time-lapse. "Faculty favorite. Go on, sit."

Benedict lowered himself gingerly onto the couch and nearly gasped as it seemed to melt around him, conforming to his exact dimensions. The material was butter-soft, warm, and seemed almost to breathe beneath him.

"It's... alive?" he asked, trying not to sound alarmed.

"Semi-sentient," Jynni corrected, dropping her satchel on a nearby table. "It adapts to support your specific posture and..." The couch beneath Benedict suddenly pulsed, sending a gentle vibration along his spine and thighs. "...detects arousal," she finished with a knowing smile.

Benedict startled, a flush creeping up his neck. "I wasn't—"

"It's the mist," Jynni said kindly. "And probably the lingering effects of that incubus choir performance you saw in the quad. Their harmonics are designed to keep you semi-hard for hours."

Before Benedict could process this information, Jynni shrugged out of her campus tour-guide cardigan and replaced it with what appeared to be an official Succubus University blazer that had been hanging by the door. The transformation was subtle but immediate—her shoulders squared, her smile became slightly more professional, though no less warm.

"Now then," she said, buttoning the blazer over her bare breasts, the fabric somehow both concealing and accentuating them, "let's go over your orientation details."

The blazer was all she wore from the waist up, ending just at the top of her thighs. Below, her fishnet stockings gleamed in the firelight, framing the soft curves of her upper legs and the unmistakable glimpse of her sex between them.

"This is your..." Benedict searched for words, "official work uniform?"

"Oh, heavens no," Jynni laughed, perching on the arm of the couch, her bare thigh inches from his hand. "This is just me in official work mode. Faculty support staff like me don't have uniforms—that would defeat the purpose of individual service tailoring."

She crossed her legs, causing the blazer to ride up just enough to confirm she wore nothing beneath it. The casual exposure seemed less like teasing and more like efficient access planning.

"Right," Benedict said, trying to focus on her face. "Let's, um, unpack my responsibilities here."

"Excellent professor instincts!" Jynni beamed, producing a tablet from somewhere inside her blazer. "Your teaching load is wonderfully manageable. Three classes per week: 'Human Reproductive Systems and Their Magical Interfaces' on Mondays, 'Cross-Species Ethical Pleasure Protocols' on Wednesdays, and 'Mundane World Sex Education: Myths, Methods, and Monstrous Misunderstandings' on Fridays."

"That sounds... surprisingly academic," Benedict admitted, genuinely intrigued despite himself.

"Oh, it is!" Jynni nodded enthusiastically. "Succubus University is first and foremost an educational institution. The constant fucking is just how information gets processed and retained here." She tapped the tablet. "Speaking of which, you have unrestricted access to all campus orgies, satyr revels, and fertility festivals. Faculty participation isn't mandatory but is strongly encouraged—students respect professors who demonstrate practical knowledge."

Benedict's head was swimming. He'd been a public school biology teacher last week. Now he was expected to attend orgies as professional development.

"And of course," Jynni continued, her voice dropping to a warm, honeyed tone, "you have unrestricted use of me."

She said it with such simple pride—a little curtsy, a genuine smile stretching across her face. Benedict felt his mouth go dry.

"Unrestricted...?"

"Use. Of. Me." Jynni enunciated each word like it was delicious in her mouth. "Seriously. You want me to wake you up with a sloppy blowjob? Just tug my hair. Want to jerk off into my cunt between grading? Bend me over the table. I keep lube in every drawer and cum towels under the sink."

She gestured to her name badge, which Benedict now noticed read "Assigned Support Slut – Please Use Generously" in cheerful, professional font.

"I don't understand," Benedict said carefully. "You're... administrative staff, but also..."

"A faculty resource," Jynni supplied helpfully. "Think of me as your teaching assistant, secretary, and personal comfort object rolled into one extremely fuckable package." She bounced slightly on the arm of the couch, her enthusiasm undiminished by his confusion. "I handle your paperwork, coordinate your meetings, maintain your living quarters, AND ensure your balls never feel neglected again."

The matter-of-fact way she laid it out—like she was explaining printer access or meal plan options—made Benedict's head spin.

"But what do you get out of this arrangement?" he asked, genuinely curious.

Jynni's eyes widened with delight, as if the question proved his exceptional character. "Fulfillment! Purpose! Multiple orgasms!" She counted off on her fingers. "I get to serve an important function at an institution I love, I get the satisfaction of helping a newcomer adjust to interdimensional academia, and I get absolutely railed on the regular by a sweet, confused human who's getting more confident by the minute."

Benedict realized he'd been unconsciously stroking the couch, which purred beneath his fingertips. "And this is... normal here?"

"Oh, honey," Jynni chuckled, patting his arm. "This is the most vanilla arrangement on campus. Wait until you meet the necromancy department and their resurrected pleasure homunculi."

Benedict felt a laugh bubble up inside him—a release of tension he hadn't realized he'd been holding. The absurdity of it all was somehow becoming less jarring and more... charming.

"Let me show you the rest of your space," Jynni said, sliding off the couch arm. "Bathroom's through there—the shower has fifteen settings, six of which are explicitly for cleaning up after group activities. Kitchen's fully stocked, bedroom has a bed that can expand to hold up to eight participants of varying anatomies, and—" she threw open a closet door with a flourish, "—teaching wardrobe!"

Inside hung a selection of button-down shirts, comfortable-looking trousers, and what appeared to be extremely well-tailored blazers. Nothing looked overtly sexual, just... exceptionally flattering.

"These will all adjust to your preferences over time," Jynni explained. "The fabrics learn what makes you feel confident and what makes your students pay attention."

Benedict stood, approaching the closet with genuine curiosity. He ran his fingers over a blue shirt that seemed to shimmer ever so slightly under his touch.

"This is all... a lot," he admitted.

"I know," Jynni said, her tone softening for the first time into something less perky and more understanding. "But you wouldn't be here if you weren't meant for it." She leaned against the door frame, her blazer falling open just enough to reveal the soft curve of her breast. "The dimensional barriers don't let just anyone through. Succubus University chooses its faculty carefully."

Benedict nodded, surprised by how much he wanted to believe her. His hands were steadier than they'd been all day, and he felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized not as guilt, but as growing acceptance.

"Now," Jynni said, her professional demeanor sliding seamlessly back into place as she straightened her blazer, "any questions before I explain the grading rubric and the faculty dining hall's blowjob menu?"

Benedict laughed, and this time it felt genuine. "Let's start with the grading rubric," he said. "I think I need to ease into the blowjob menu."

"Excellent choice, Professor," Jynni grinned, producing another tablet. "Always good to save room for later.”

***

Benedict sank deeper into the responsive couch, watching as Jynni flitted about his new quarters. There was something hypnotic about her movements—the way she bent at the waist to fluff pillows on the armchair, her blazer riding up to reveal the perfect curve of her ass; how she stretched to adjust a lamp, her breasts straining against the confines of the professional garment. Each domestic task performed with an unconscious sensuality that felt both carefully choreographed and entirely natural. The aphrodisiac mist in the air had thinned, but Benedict no longer needed it to feel the steady throb of desire building behind his zipper.

"Your welcome packet!" Jynni exclaimed suddenly, dropping to her hands and knees to retrieve a leather folio that had slid under the coffee table. Her position was absurdly pornographic—face down, ass up, the blazer bunching around her waist to expose everything beneath. She wiggled deeper under the table, fishing for the packet while unwittingly presenting herself like a gift.

Benedict swallowed hard. His fingers dug into the cushions, which pulsed sympathetically beneath him. In his former life—was it really just days ago?—he would have averted his eyes, stammered an offer to help, perhaps even blushed at the inappropriate display. But something was shifting in him, a tectonic realignment of his understanding of propriety and power.

What if this was exactly as it should be?

Jynni emerged triumphant, the folio clutched in her hand, mascara slightly smudged but smile radiant. "Got it!" she announced, sitting back on her heels before the coffee table. Her knees were spread slightly, the position of supplication seemingly as natural to her as breathing. "This has all your contracts, benefits paperwork, interdimensional tax forms... boring stuff, but necessary."

Benedict barely heard her. He was too busy watching how the firelight played across her skin, how her pigtails bounced with each enthusiastic gesture, how her tongue darted out to wet her lips between sentences. She wore submission like another woman might wear a designer dress—tailored perfectly to her form, with pride and evident pleasure.

"...and the faculty handbook has specific sections on classroom management for when students try to seduce you for better grades, which they absolutely will," Jynni continued, sorting through papers with surprising efficiency. "The official policy is that you can fuck them, but you have to grade them honestly afterward."

A week ago, such a statement would have sent him into an ethical tailspin. Now, Benedict found himself nodding thoughtfully, as if considering a reasonable policy on late assignments.

Something was crystallizing inside him—a realization that perhaps he had always been this man, just waiting for permission to exist. The thought should have troubled him. Instead, it felt like coming home to a place he'd never known he missed.

Jynni crawled forward on all fours to place the sorted paperwork on the couch beside him, her blazer hanging open to reveal her breasts swaying beneath her. The movement was both helpful and performative, administrative and erotic.

"Is there anything else I can do for you tonight, Professor?" she asked, still on her hands and knees before him, looking up through her lashes. "Anything at all?"

Benedict felt a calm certainty settle over him, cool and clarifying. The words came without effort, quiet but firm: "C'mere. Mouth."

Jynni froze. Her entire body went still, like prey sensing a predator—but her eyes widened with what could only be described as reverence. The corners of her lips turned up in a slow, almost disbelieving smile. She moved toward him with deliberate grace, crawling across the short distance between them like a pet in heat, her eyes never leaving his.

"Yes, Professor," she whispered, the words barely audible, sacred in their simplicity.

When she reached him, she settled between his knees, hands folded in her lap, mouth slightly open, waiting. Benedict studied her face—the eagerness, the anticipation, the pure joy radiating from her—and felt a surge of something primal and possessive.

He unzipped his pants without ceremony, not breaking eye contact as he freed his cock. There was no fumbling, no uncertainty in his movements. He simply expected her to serve, and the certainty of that expectation seemed to thrill her beyond words.

Jynni's lips parted wider, her breathing quickening. Benedict placed one hand on the back of her head, guiding her forward. No force was necessary—she moved eagerly toward him, taking him into her mouth with a soft, muffled moan that vibrated around his length.

The wet heat of her mouth enveloped him, and Benedict let his head fall back against the couch. She sucked like she'd been starving for this exact moment—tongue dancing along his shaft, lips stretched tight, cheeks hollowing with the effort to please him. There was nothing performative about her enthusiasm; this wasn't the practiced technique of someone going through motions. Jynni worshipped his cock with genuine passion, her eyes fluttering closed in concentration.

The couch pulsed beneath him in rhythm with his quickening heartbeat. Benedict tightened his grip on her pigtail, guiding her pace. This time, he didn't apologize. Didn't ask if it was okay. He held her head and began to thrust gently into her willing mouth, testing boundaries he suddenly felt entitled to push.

She responded by humming in what could only be described as ecstasy, the vibrations traveling through his cock and up his spine. Her hands remained behind her back, unasked but understanding that her mouth was meant to be the focus of this encounter.

Benedict increased his pace, pushing deeper. "That's it," he murmured, surprised by the husky quality of his own voice. "Take more."

Jynni's eyes opened, meeting his gaze with tear-bright intensity as she relaxed her throat to accommodate him. Spit ran down her chin, mascara beginning to smudge beneath her eyes, but she never pulled away. Instead, she somehow opened wider, inviting him to use her harder.

So he did.

Benedict gripped both her pigtails now, using them as handles to control her movements as he fucked her face with growing force. The sensation was exquisite—hot, tight, wet—but equally powerful was the image before him: Jynni, the competent administrator, reduced to a drooling, eye-watering mess, and loving every second of it.

"Fuck," he groaned, watching his cock disappear between her stretched lips. "You were made for this, weren't you?"

She moaned around him in affirmation, the sound desperate and muffled. Her cheeks were flushed pink, eyes watering freely now, mascara tracking black tears down her face. The dishevelment only made her more beautiful to him—evidence of her commitment to his pleasure.

The couch beneath them began to pulse more insistently, almost like applause, encouraging the momentum building between them. Benedict felt his control slipping, the tight coil of orgasm building at the base of his spine. He wouldn't last much longer, not with her throat constricting around him, not with those eager little whimpers she made every time he hit the back of her throat.

"I'm going to cum," he warned, giving her the chance to pull away.

Jynni's response was to push forward, taking him impossibly deeper, her nose pressed against his abdomen, throat working around the head of his cock. The message was clear: she wanted everything he had to give.

Benedict's orgasm hit him like a crashing wave, powerful and overwhelming. He held her in place, buried deep in her throat as he pulsed inside her, flooding her with his release. She swallowed eagerly around him, throat muscles milking every drop, small choking sounds only adding to the intensity of the moment.

When the last shudder passed through him, Benedict loosened his grip on her pigtails but didn't release her immediately. Instead, he held her there, watching her struggle slightly for breath, testing how long she would endure for him. Her eyes, though watering, remained locked on his, accepting the challenge with evident pride.

Only when her face began to redden did he finally pull her off his cock. She gasped as she was freed, drawing in deep breaths that made her chest heave beneath the open blazer. Cum and saliva connected her swollen lips to his softening cock in thin, glistening strands.

Benedict stared at her, breathless and stunned by his own behavior. Yet instead of shame, he felt a strange clarity descending over him—a recognition of something fundamental about this place, about himself, about the woman kneeling before him with pride shining through her tears.

"You're not a girl," he said after a moment, the words coming from some newfound understanding. "You're a fucking resource."

The statement should have been degrading. Instead, Jynni's entire face lit up as if he'd given her the greatest compliment imaginable. She beamed at him, cum leaking from the corners of her lips, eyes brimming with joyful tears. She didn't wipe her face or try to compose herself. She wore the evidence of her service like decoration, like a badge of honor.

"Yes, Professor," she whispered, voice raspy from the rough treatment. "Your resource. To use however you need."

She sat back on her heels, hands folded primly in her lap despite her debauched appearance. The contrast between her professional posture and her ruined makeup, between the buttoned blazer and the cum on her chin, struck Benedict as perfectly emblematic of Succubus University itself—the seamless blending of the academic and the erotic.

"Thank you," she added, her smile genuine and warm. "For understanding so quickly. Some new faculty take weeks to really get it."

Benedict ran a hand through his hair, still catching his breath. "Get what?"

"That we're not just playing roles here," Jynni explained, wiping a bit of mascara from under her eye but leaving the cum untouched. "This is the natural order of things in this dimension. You needed someone like me as much as I needed someone like you."

The couch gave one final, satisfied pulse beneath him, as if in agreement. Benedict found himself nodding slowly, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.

"I think I'm starting to understand," he said, tucking himself back into his pants. "This isn't just a job. It's... an ecosystem."

Jynni clapped her hands together in delight, bouncing slightly on her knees. "Exactly! See? I knew you'd be perfect for the biology department."

Benedict laughed, the sound delighting him with its ease and genuineness. A week ago, he'd been grading papers on mitosis in a cramped apartment that smelled of instant coffee and regret. Now he was discussing interdimensional sexual ecosystems with a woman who had just enthusiastically deepthroated him as part of her administrative duties.

And somehow, impossibly, it made perfect sense.

***

The power humming through Benedict's veins felt foreign yet strangely familiar, like a dormant gene suddenly expressing itself. He studied Jynni's face—her mascara-streaked cheeks, the reverent curve of her smile, the way she knelt before him waiting for further direction. His analytical mind, the part that had once dissected frog specimens and explained mitosis to bored teenagers, now wanted to understand the mechanics of pleasure in this new dimension. And Jynni, with her eager submission and uninhibited responses, presented herself as the perfect research subject.

"Get on the couch," he said, the directive coming easily now. "Lie back and spread your legs."

Jynni moved with such immediate enthusiasm that her blazer fluttered open like startled wings. She scrambled onto the couch, positioning herself exactly as instructed—back against the cushions, thighs parted wide, her sex exposed and glistening in the firelight. The couch adjusted beneath her, tilting slightly to present her body at an optimal angle.

"Like this, Professor?" she asked, voice still raspy from his earlier use of her throat.

Benedict nodded, surprised by his own calm detachment. This wasn't just lust—though there was plenty of that coursing through him. This was curiosity, a professor's need to understand through direct observation and experimentation.

He knelt between her spread legs, studying her with the focus he might give a particularly fascinating specimen. Her pussy was flushed pink and swollen, already wet with arousal. A small, perfectly symmetrical rune glowed faintly just above her clitoris—the "school-issued access" marking she'd mentioned earlier. The sight of it, this official endorsement of her availability, sent a renewed surge of heat through Benedict's core.

"Has anyone ever studied the physiological responses of support staff during service?" he asked, running one finger along the seam of her labia without pressing inside.

Jynni's breath hitched. "There's an entire research department dedicated to it," she managed. "The Sensual Response and Orgasmic Yield Division—they measure everything from vaginal secretions to pheromone production during faculty use."

"Fascinating," Benedict murmured, genuinely intrigued by the academic application even as his cock began to stiffen again. "Perhaps I'll contribute to their research."

Without further preamble, he lowered his head between her thighs, more curious than romantic, and gave her a long, exploratory lick from entrance to clit. The flavor that bloomed across his tongue was unlike anything in the human world—sweet but complex, like buttercream infused with ancient spices, like sin and sugar melded into liquid form. The taste was simultaneously familiar and alien, triggering memories of summer fruits while hinting at flavors he had no names for.

Benedict paused, processing the sensory information. "You taste different," he observed, scientific interest momentarily overriding his arousal. "Is that natural or enchanted?"

Jynni's fingers twisted in the couch cushions. "Support staff receive flavor enchantments based on faculty preference," she explained, her voice strained with the effort of maintaining composure. "Yours will adjust as the magic learns what you like best."

The academic implications were fascinating—a biofeedback system of pleasure optimization—but the practical application was far more compelling. Benedict returned to his exploration, using his tongue to map her anatomy with methodical precision. He noted how her labia swelled further when he sucked gently, how a barely-there brush across her clit made her thighs tremble, how the rune above her sex pulsed brighter when he dipped his tongue inside her.

Her responses were delicious data points, each gasp and twitch informing his next move. But something wasn't right—her reactions seemed restrained, as if she were holding back, containing herself within careful boundaries.

Benedict pulled back slightly, watching as she fought to keep still, her hands gripping the cushions white-knuckled, her lips pressed together to muffle her sounds. The restraint seemed at odds with everything else about her demonstrative personality.

"Why are you trying to hold back?" he asked, licking up the length of her slit and teasing her clit with slow, mean circles. Each touch was deliberate now, designed to push against whatever wall she had erected. "You think I don't want to hear how wrecked you are?"

Jynni's eyes fluttered open, unfocused and dazed. "I'll scream if you want me to," she gasped as he continued his torturous attention to her clit. "I just didn't want to interrupt your focus!"

The revelation struck Benedict as absurdly endearing—even in her submission, she was still thinking of his needs, still performing her support role. A laugh escaped him, genuine and warm against her sensitive flesh.

"I want everything," he told her, suddenly sure of this truth. "Every sound, every reaction. If I'm going to use you as a resource, I want to know exactly what I'm working with."

Before she could respond, he sucked her clit into his mouth and hummed, sending vibrations through the sensitive bundle of nerves. The effect was instantaneous—Jynni's back arched off the couch, a keening wail escaping her throat as if a dam had broken. The sound was primal, unfiltered, a pure expression of pleasure that seemed to feed the magic in the room. The firelight flared momentarily brighter, and the couch beneath them shuddered in sympathetic response.

Encouraged by her uninhibited reaction, Benedict intensified his efforts. He held her thighs apart with firm hands, preventing her from closing them around his head as he alternated between broad strokes of his tongue and focused attention on her clit. Each technique produced a different sound from Jynni—whimpers when he teased, sharp cries when he sucked, breathless babbling when he lapped at her entrance.

"Professor, oh fuck, Professor," she chanted between gasps, one hand moving from the cushion to grip his hair. The touch was tentative, as if unsure whether she was allowed such liberty.

Benedict responded by redoubling his efforts, tacit permission granted. The scientific observer in him noted the increasing wetness against his chin, the rhythmic clenching of her inner muscles when he probed with his tongue, the accelerating pulse of the rune above her clit. But the man in him, the newly awakened dominant, simply reveled in the sounds he was pulling from her throat.

Her pigtails had come partially undone, her soft pink hair a wild halo around her flushed face. Mascara tears tracked down her temples now, her lips swollen from being bitten in her earlier attempts at restraint. She looked beautifully ruined, and Benedict felt a surge of pride knowing he was the cause.

"Oh god, I'm close," Jynni whimpered, her thighs beginning to shake uncontrollably. "Please, can I—"

"Yes," Benedict interrupted, pulling back just enough to speak, his lips brushing against her as he formed the words. "Come for me. Show me what this mouth is worth."

He sealed his lips around her clit again, sucking rhythmically while adding a finger to slide inside her. The effect was electric—Jynni's entire body went rigid for one suspended moment before she wailed like a feral thing, a sound that seemed to rise from someplace deeper than human. Her pussy pulsed against his mouth, and then, to Benedict's shock and fascination, she gushed—hot, sweet fluid flooding past his lips as her orgasm crested.

Benedict had read about female ejaculation, of course—had even covered it clinically in his human-world biology classes—but had never witnessed it with such dramatic evidence. He held her in place as she bucked and sobbed through her release, drinking what he could as her essence soaked his chin, his shirt, the couch beneath them.

The rune above her clit blazed bright enough to cast shadows, pulsing in time with her contractions. Even the ambient mist in the room seemed to respond, thickening and taking on a faint pink glow that matched the flush spreading across Jynni's chest and neck.

When the most intense waves subsided, leaving Jynni twitching with aftershocks, Benedict finally lifted his head. His face was drenched, his shirt a lost cause. He should have felt some embarrassment at the mess, some concern for propriety. Instead, he felt only a deep satisfaction and an unexpected sense of accomplishment.

"That was..." he began, searching for words adequate to describe the phenomenon he'd just witnessed.

"I'm sorry about the mess," Jynni gasped between ragged breaths, her chest heaving. "I should have warned you I'm a squirter when properly motivated."

Benedict blinked, then laughed—a full, rich sound that surprised even himself. "I'm a biology professor," he reminded her, wiping his chin with the back of his hand. "Bodily functions are my specialty."

She collapsed back against the cushions, limbs loose and expression dazed. "Most faculty just use my throat," she admitted, a note of wonder in her voice. "You're the first new hire who's wanted to make me come first thing."

Something about that statement sparked a competitive flame in Benedict's chest. "Their loss," he said simply. He stood, surveying the evidence of her pleasure with unabashed pride. "I intend to understand everything about how this place works. Including you."

Jynni smiled up at him, face slack with post-orgasmic bliss, her hair a tangled mass of pink waves where her pigtails had come completely undone. "Does this mean you're accepting the position permanently, Professor Horne?"

Benedict considered the question seriously. A week ago, his life had been predictable, constrained, and essentially lonely. Here, in the span of a day, he'd stepped into a reality where pleasure was currency, where his natural curiosity was an asset, where even power dynamics had an honesty to them that his previous world had lacked.

"I think I am," he said, the certainty of the decision settling heavy in his chest.. "I have a feeling there's a lot more research to be done."

Jynni's smile widened into something that managed to be both filthy and heartwarming. "Excellent," she purred, stretching like a satisfied cat. "Because I have a feeling you're going to be my favorite assignment ever."

The couch beneath them gave a pleased little pulse, as if agreeing with her assessment.

***

Benedict's legs felt heavy, anchored by satisfied exhaustion and lingering desire. He reached for Jynni without thinking, pulling her up from between his thighs and into his lap in one fluid motion, the sudden strength of it catching them both off guard. Their bodies came together, flushed and glistening—he still fully dressed but disheveled, she in nothing but the open blazer and stockings—and the contact sent a ripple of pleasure through the room that seemed to echo in the dancing firelight.

Jynni settled against him with a contented sigh, her smaller form fitting perfectly against his chest. Her skin was fever-warm, still radiating the afterglow of her powerful orgasm. Benedict's hands found her waist, steadying her as she straddled his thighs, his thumbs tracing idle patterns along her hipbones.

"You're full of surprises, Professor," she murmured, nuzzling against his neck. Her breath was hot against his skin, the scent of her—honey and salt and sex—filling his nostrils with each inhale.

They sat like that for a long moment, their breathing gradually synchronizing, the couch pulsing gently beneath them like a living thing keeping time with their shared heartbeat. The cabin around them seemed to have absorbed their activities—the air was thick with pheromones, the ambient magic responding to their pleasure with subtle shifts in the firelight and mist. Benedict realized they both smelled like a brothel during harvest moon, their mingled essences creating an intoxicating perfume that seemed appropriate for this strange new world.

Jynni shifted in his lap, a deliberate motion that brought her wet center against the renewed hardness in his pants. No words were exchanged—none needed to be. With the same efficiency she had displayed in organizing his paperwork, she reached between them to free his cock once more, lifting her hips just enough to position him at her entrance.

Their eyes met as she sank down onto him. The connection felt different this time—not the frantic power play of before, but something more deliberate, more measured. Jynni took him inside her with languorous precision, her body accepting his length with a wet heat that drew a low groan from deep in his chest.

"Perfect," she whispered, fully seated against him, her inner muscles fluttering around his shaft as if welcoming him home.

Benedict's hands tightened on her hips, but he made no move to control her pace. This was Jynni's dance now, and she conducted it with the expertise of someone who had made pleasure their life's study. She began to ride him with lazy, rolling motions of her hips, each movement deliberate and unhurried. There was no urgency in her rhythm, only a steady building of sensation that seemed designed to prolong their shared pleasure.

The couch beneath them responded to their movements, subtly shifting to support the angle of their bodies, occasionally pulsing with more intensity when Jynni ground down particularly hard. Benedict found himself grateful for this semi-sentient furniture, which seemed determined to optimize their comfort without being asked.

"You feel like you were made for this," Benedict murmured, surprised by his own words but not regretting them.

Jynni's smile was radiant. "I was," she said simply, continuing her gentle rise and fall on his cock. "And so were you, even if you didn't know it yet."

Her blazer had fallen completely open now, revealing breasts that seemed fuller than he remembered from earlier, the nipples dark and prominent. Benedict noticed a pearly droplet forming at one tip, then another.

"You're..." he began, his academic curiosity momentarily overtaking his lust.

"Lactating?" Jynni finished for him, her pace never faltering. "Part of my enchantments. Some faculty find it soothing." She leaned forward slightly, bringing her breasts closer to his face. "You can taste, if you want. Many professors find it helps them sleep after a long day of dimensional adjustment."

Benedict had never considered himself particularly interested in such things, but in this place, in this moment, the invitation seemed both natural and irresistible. He cupped one breast in his hand, feeling its surprising weight, then leaned forward to take the nipple into his mouth.

The first taste was startling—sweet like condensed milk but with complex undertones that hinted at the magical nature of its production. As he sucked, drawing more of the warm fluid onto his tongue, Jynni sighed above him, her internal muscles clenching around his cock in response.

"That's it," she encouraged, one hand coming up to cradle the back of his head. "Drink as much as you need."

There was something profoundly intimate about this act—more so even than being inside her. Benedict nursed from her breast with growing enthusiasm, finding an unexpected comfort in the primitive connection. Jynni continued to ride him lazily while he drank, her movements taking on a maternal rhythm that matched his suckling.

"I knew you'd be a natural," she whispered, watching him with fond eyes, her hand stroking through his hair. "You just needed permission to be the man you are here."

Benedict was too lost in sensation to argue—too full of her milk, her scent, the tight heat of her pussy around his cock. The combination was overwhelming, creating a feedback loop of pleasure that drove rational thought from his mind. He was too tired to analyze, too satisfied to question. For perhaps the first time since arriving in this dimension, he simply existed in the moment, accepting what was offered without resistance.

Time stretched and blurred. Benedict switched to her other breast, finding it equally full and delicious. Jynni's movements remained unhurried but deliberate, drawing him deeper into a place of primal contentment. The couch wrapped itself around them like a lover, supporting their entwined bodies as they moved together in this ancient dance.

Neither seemed concerned with reaching another climax—this was about connection now, about cementing something that had begun to form between them since his arrival. When Benedict did finally feel his release building, it came as a gentle tide rather than a crashing wave. He groaned against Jynni's breast, his hips lifting slightly to meet her downward motion.

"Yes," she encouraged, her voice a soft croon. "Fill me up, Professor. Let me take care of you."

Benedict came with a shuddering sigh, spilling inside her while she held him close, her arms wrapped around his head, her body perfectly still to receive his seed. The moment felt sacred somehow, a consummation of more than just physical need—a sealing of a contract that went beyond the papers he had signed.

Jynni remained on his lap afterward, making no move to separate their bodies. She seemed content to keep him inside her, occasionally squeezing her internal muscles around his softening length as if to remind him of her presence. Benedict rested his head against her chest, listening to the steady rhythm of her heart, his mind pleasantly empty of the anxiety that had plagued him since his arrival.

"Tomorrow we meet your students," Jynni said softly after a long stretch of companionable silence. Her fingers traced idle patterns on the nape of his neck, sending pleasant shivers down his spine. "They're going to worship you."

Benedict made a noncommittal sound, too satiated to worry about tomorrow's challenges. "What makes you so sure?" he asked, his voice muffled against her skin.

"Because I can already see who you really are," she replied, tilting his chin up to meet her gaze. "A man who observes before acting. Who experiments with care. Who takes pleasure in giving pleasure." Her smile held genuine warmth. "Those qualities make for an exceptional teacher in any dimension."

The couch beneath them gave a gentle pulse, as if in agreement with her assessment. Benedict found himself smiling back, a sense of rightness settling over him like a comfortable blanket. He was too tired to argue. Too full. Too satisfied.

Jynni shifted slightly, adjusting their positions so she could continue to hold him while his cock remained nestled inside her. "This is called cockwarming," she explained, her voice taking on the informative tone she had used earlier when explaining his benefits package. "Many faculty find it helps with transition anxiety. I can stay like this all night if you need me to."

The offer was tempting, but Benedict had enough presence of mind to recognize the impracticality. "Don't you need to sleep?"

"My quarters are technically that drawer over there," she said, nodding toward what looked like an ordinary cabinet. "But support staff are designed to accommodate faculty needs. I can cockwarm you until you fall asleep, then curl up wherever you prefer. Or I can leave entirely, if you'd rather sleep alone."

The idea of sending her away felt suddenly wrong, like dismissing a vital part of this new world he was beginning to understand. "Stay," he said, the word coming easily. "But in the bed. With me."

Jynni's face lit up with genuine delight. "A proper sleepover on your first night? That's a very good sign, Professor. Most faculty take at least a week before they realize cuddles improve magical absorption by forty percent."

Benedict laughed softly, too relaxed to be surprised by yet another bizarre fact about this dimension. "Is that in the faculty handbook too?"

"Page forty-three," she confirmed with a serious nod that was betrayed by the twinkle in her eye. "Right after the section on proper tentacle etiquette and before the guidelines on grading sentient parchment."

The couch beneath them gave what could only be described as an amused shudder. Benedict found himself wondering if the furniture was actually laughing along with them—and realized he wouldn't be surprised if it was. Nothing about this place adhered to the rules he had once thought immutable.

And perhaps that was exactly what he had needed all along.

Jynni hummed a soft, unfamiliar melody as she continued to hold him, her body warm and yielding around his. The sound vibrated through her chest against his cheek, a lullaby from another dimension that nevertheless felt like coming home. Tomorrow would bring new challenges—students to teach, a magical campus to navigate, an entirely new existence to embrace.

But tonight, cradled in Jynni's arms with the couch curled protectively around them both, Benedict Horne—former public school biology teacher, newly minted professor of Cross-Species studies, and apparently natural dominant—felt, for the first time since crossing the dimensional threshold, that he was at home.


Act V: Meet the Class

Benedict's footsteps echoed down the hallway as he approached his classroom, each step sending a dull throb through his still-tender cock. Jynni had been particularly enthusiastic during their morning "briefing session," and now he was late for his first actual class. The freshly enchanted faculty robes clung to his frame like a jealous lover, somehow managing to both conceal and highlight every contour of his body—especially the unmistakable bulge between his legs, which the magical fabric seemed determined to showcase rather than hide.

He paused at the classroom door, adjusting himself with a wince. His flesh was pleasantly sore, marked by Jynni's enthusiastic attentions. The faculty assistant had insisted on "helping him prepare" for his first day, which had involved her bent over his desk, pigtails bouncing as she chanted, "Fill me, Professor, fill me!" while he obliged with increasing desperation. He still felt the ghost of her walls clenching around him.

Taking a deep breath that did nothing to calm his nerves, Benedict pushed open the heavy door of polished stone. The classroom greeted him with a waft of warm air scented with citrus oil and something more primal—a heat that reminded him of skin sliding against skin. Unlike the sterile biology labs of his former teaching career, this room was designed for comfort and intimacy. Plush lounge beds replaced conventional desks, their surfaces draped with silks and velvets in jewel tones. Tables of polished stone stood between them, tops gleaming like frozen water.

His name shimmered on the far wall, the letters appearing to have grown organically from the stone itself: Professor Horne – Human Sexuality & Rituals of Touch. The magical script pulsed gently, as if breathing.

Three students waited for him, each a study in contrasts.

Mira Nox occupied the center of the room like it had been built around her. Her red skin glowed under the ambient light, black horns sweeping back from her forehead in elegant curves that matched her posture—spine straight, chin lifted, gaze direct. She sat with her legs crossed, one foot bouncing impatiently, the motion drawing attention to the impossible space between her thighs—a gap that Benedict's academic mind immediately filled with inappropriate thoughts of his face buried there. Her uniform skirt rode high, the top buttons of her shirt undone just enough to suggest curves without revealing them. Her obsidian hair fell in a perfect sheet down her back, and her eyes—those eyes—tracked him like a predator assessing prey.

In the back row, half-hidden in shadow, Lynari Vell clutched a notebook to her chest. Her lavender skin seemed almost translucent, her smaller horns barely peeking through her hair. Oversized glasses kept sliding down her nose, and she pushed them up with a nervous finger. She wore her uniform buttoned to the collar, yet somehow, the bulky clothing made her seem more vulnerable, not less. Her wings twitched behind her, little fluttering movements that betrayed her anxiety. She radiated what Benedict could only describe as "please degrade me gently" energy—a paradoxical mix of shrinking violet and desperate desire.

And then there was Tess, sprawled across one of the lounge beds as if she owned it, legs spread wide with zero concern for modesty. Unlike the others, she wore her uniform deconstructed—skirt hiked up around her waist, shirt tied in a knot beneath her breasts. One hand moved lazily between her legs, fingers circling her exposed clit in rhythm with the tune she hummed, something with a catchy beat that Benedict realized, with a flush of heat, was probably about cocks. Her hair was disheveled, her lips wet, her expression one of absolute contentment as she pleasured herself.

Benedict's cock, already sensitive from the morning's activities, gave an interested twitch beneath his robes. He cleared his throat, clutching his teaching materials like a shield.

"Good afternoon," he began, voice cracking embarrassingly. "I apologize for my—"

"You're late," Mira interrupted, her voice low and sultry yet somehow sharp. Her eyes flicked deliberately to the clock, then to his crotch, one eyebrow arching. "We've been wet for twenty minutes."

Benedict's mouth went dry. He'd been warned about Succubus University's... unique approach to education, but being confronted with it was another matter entirely. His former teaching position at a public school felt like a distant memory. There, being late meant apologetic students and irritated colleagues. Here, it meant students tracking arousal like attendance.

"I came twice already," Tess announced cheerfully from her lounge bed, not bothering to stop her ministrations. Her fingers glistened in the light as she waved at him with her free hand. "You gonna catch up, teach?"

Benedict felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as equal parts embarrassment and arousal. His cock was hardening despite his attempts to focus on professional conduct, the fabric of his robes shifting to accommodate his growing erection—which only made it more obvious.

"I—that is—" he stammered, then took a steadying breath. "I was delayed by administrative matters."

Mira's lips curled into a knowing smirk. "I bet you were."

Lynari hadn't spoken, but her wings had picked up their fluttering pace, and a faint blush darkened her lavender skin. Her eyes darted between Benedict and her fellow students, wide and interested despite her obvious discomfort.

Benedict made his way to the teaching podium, setting down his materials with hands that weren't quite steady. The stone was cool beneath his palms, grounding him. He had prepared for this. He had a syllabus. He was a professional educator with years of experience.

Just... not teaching succubi about human sexuality while sporting an erection that his magical robes seemed determined to highlight.

"Right, then," he said, voice finding its academic rhythm through sheer force of habit. His cock throbbed in time with his heartbeat, but he straightened his shoulders, clinging to the tattered remnants of his dignity. "Let's begin."

The words hung in the air, an invitation and a surrender all at once. Tess's fingers moved faster between her legs. Mira leaned forward, the movement doing interesting things to her cleavage. Even Lynari uncurled slightly, her notebook lowering to reveal her face—eager and anxious in equal measure.

Benedict swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing visibly. He had read somewhere that prey animals froze when confronted by predators. As three pairs of inhuman eyes watched him with unmistakable hunger, he understood the impulse perfectly.

Yet beneath the nerves was something else—a flutter of excitement, a thrill of the forbidden. Teaching had always been his passion, but never like this. Never with stakes that felt so personal, so primal.

He reached for the syllabus, determined to establish some semblance of academic structure. His cock had other ideas, straining against his robes as if trying to introduce itself personally to the class.

"Today," he began, voice steadier now, "we'll be covering the fundamental principles of human sexuality and how they might differ from—"

"We know what the syllabus says," Mira interrupted, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip. "We want to know what you say. What you feel. What you taste like."

Tess giggled, the sound breathy and punctuated by a small moan as her fingers found a particularly sensitive spot. "Yeah, Professor Horne. Horn us up."

Benedict's face flushed hot, but a small, unexpected laugh escaped him at the terrible pun. The tension in the room shifted subtly—still charged with sex, but lighter somehow. He ran a hand through his already tousled hair, adjusting his glasses out of habit.

"I see you've all read ahead," he said dryly, finding his footing in humor. "But even at Succubus University, we do need to establish certain... parameters before diving into the practical demonstrations."

Lynari's hand shot up, then wavered uncertainly when everyone looked at her.

"Yes, Ms. Vell?" Benedict encouraged, grateful for what he assumed would be an academic question.

"Will we be... graded on participation?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "Or just... technique?"

Benedict blinked, momentarily thrown. "Both," he recovered, falling back on teacher instincts. "Though I believe in assessing individual progress rather than comparing students to each other."

Mira snorted elegantly, if such a thing was possible. "Some of us have natural advantages," she said, stretching languorously like a cat.

"And some of us practice more," Tess countered with a wink, finally removing her hand from between her legs to lick her fingers clean with theatrical relish.

Benedict felt sweat beading at his collar. His cock was now fully erect, the magical robes having reshaped themselves to create what could only be described as a display window for his bulge. He cleared his throat again, determined to take control of his classroom despite the biological mutiny happening in his pants.

"Let's establish ground rules," he said firmly, channeling the authority that had once kept thirty teenage biology students in line. "This is an educational environment. We will respect boundaries, practice informed consent, and maintain professional—"

"Your cock is leaking through your robes," Mira observed calmly, pointing to the small damp spot forming at the apex of his bulge.

Benedict looked down in horror, only to realize she was right. His precum had soaked through the magical fabric, which, rather than absorbing it, seemed to be highlighting it with a faint shimmer.

"Fuck," he muttered, then immediately backpedaled. "I mean—that's not appropriate—I should—"

"We're going to have fun with you," Tess announced happily, finally sitting up and adjusting her skirt—though not enough to actually cover herself. "Aren't we, girls?"

Mira's smile was sharp enough to cut glass. Lynari nodded so quickly her glasses slipped down her nose again.

Benedict took a deep breath, then exhaled slowly. He had agreed to this job. Had signed the contract after Jynni had explained, in explicit detail (while demonstrating on his cock), exactly what teaching at Succubus University would entail. This was education—just not the kind he was used to.

"Right then," he said, squaring his shoulders. "Let's begin properly. I am Professor Benedict Horne, and this is Human Sexuality and Rituals of Touch. And yes, there will be practical demonstrations. But first—" he tapped the syllabus meaningfully, "—we need to understand the theory."

His cock throbbed in protest, but his teacher's instincts had taken over. Theory first, practice second. It was how he'd always taught, even if the subject matter had changed drastically.

The students settled back, a mix of disappointment and anticipation on their faces. Even Tess stopped touching herself long enough to prop her chin on her hands, giving him what might generously be called attention.

Benedict took another steadying breath and launched into his prepared material, trying very hard to ignore both his persistent erection and the three pairs of hungry eyes tracking his every move.

***

Benedict cleared his throat and flipped open his teaching notes, trying to focus on the carefully prepared lecture about mutual consent and cultural sensitivity. His voice took on the measured cadence he'd perfected in his previous teaching career, even as his body hummed with awareness of the three succubi watching him. Tess had resumed her position on the lounge bed, legs splayed wide, fingers working between her thighs with increasing enthusiasm. Each time Benedict reached a key point in his lecture, she would moan—just loud enough to make him lose his train of thought, just performative enough that he knew she was doing it deliberately.

"The, ah, foundation of any intimate encounter," he continued, determinedly not looking at Tess, "is mutual consent and respect for cultural boundaries. Humans, unlike succubi, often separate emotional and physical—"

"Ohhhh," Tess moaned, her back arching dramatically off the lounge bed. Her fingers moved in tight circles, her wetness audible in the otherwise quiet classroom. "God, that's good."

Benedict's voice faltered. He adjusted his glasses, a nervous habit that did nothing to calm his racing pulse or the persistent ache in his groin. He cleared his throat again, louder this time, as if volume alone might drown out Tess's theatrics.

"As I was saying, humans often require emotional connection before—"

"Fuck, yes," Tess purred, louder now. "Right there, right fucking there."

Benedict's cock throbbed painfully against his robes, which seemed to be getting tighter by the minute. The magical fabric shifted around his erection like a second skin, displaying rather than concealing his arousal. He chanced a glance at his other students.

Mira watched him with calculated intensity, her expression suggesting she was cataloging every reaction, every bead of sweat forming at his temples. Lynari had sunk lower in her seat, but her eyes were fixed on him, wide and hungry behind her glasses. One hand had disappeared beneath her desk.

"The importance of verbal communication cannot be—" Benedict tried again.

"Oh FUCK!" Tess practically shouted, her hips bucking upward as her fingers blurred between her legs. "I'm gonna cum again!"

Mira stood abruptly, the movement precise and controlled. She wore her uniform like armor, each button and pleat arranged with military precision, yet somehow suggesting the body beneath was a weapon waiting to be deployed. She approached the podium with slow, deliberate steps.

"This isn't theory class," she said, her voice cutting through Tess's performance art moaning. "Show us what you mean."

Benedict clutched his notes tighter, papers crinkling beneath his fingers. "I'm not sure that's—"

"Appropriate?" Mira finished for him, now close enough that he could feel the heat radiating from her red skin. She smelled of cinnamon and cloves, with an undertone of something metallic, like blood or copper. Her eyes, dark and gleaming, held his with hypnotic intensity. "Nothing about this university is appropriate by human standards, Professor. That's rather the point."

She leaned in, her breath warm against his neck as she inhaled deeply. Benedict froze, torn between academic panic and primal desire. His cock, traitor that it was, pulsed eagerly.

"You smell like Jynni's cunt," Mira observed, not bothering to lower her voice. Her lips quirked into a slight smile. "Our little faculty liaison has been busy, I see."

Before Benedict could form a response—what could one possibly say to that?—Mira reached for his robes. She unzipped them with the casual confidence of someone accustomed to unwrapping others, the gesture neither rushed nor hesitant. The magical fabric parted like mist, sliding away from his body as if eager to get out of her way.

"You're like a dessert," she murmured, more to herself than to him, as his bare chest came into view. Her fingertips traced the light dusting of hair that narrowed to a trail disappearing into his undergarments. "Sweet, but with substance."

Benedict's breath caught in his throat. He should stop this. He should remind them all about professional boundaries. He should—

Mira dropped to a crouch in front of him, eye level with his straining erection. The position should have diminished her power. It did not. She studied his cock through the thin fabric of his underwear with the critical eye of a connoisseur evaluating a fine wine.

"Nice girth," she assessed clinically, one finger tracing the outline of his shaft. "Decent length. Vein pattern's passable."

The matter-of-fact evaluation made Benedict's cock twitch eagerly, a response that did not go unnoticed. Mira's lips curved into a smile that managed to be both amused and predatory.

"Responsive, too," she added, her tone suggesting she was making mental notes for future reference. "You enjoy being assessed, Professor? Having your... performance evaluated?"

"I—" Benedict began, but the word dissolved into a gasp as another set of hands joined the exploration.

Tess had abandoned her solo performance and sidled up beside him, her uniform in even greater disarray than before. Her skirt was hitched around her waist, her shirt unbuttoned to reveal small, perky breasts tipped with pink nipples. She knelt beside Mira, but where the red-skinned succubus was methodical, Tess was pure enthusiasm.

"I want a taste," she announced, before leaning in to lick a slow, wet stripe up Benedict's inner thigh.

Her tongue was hot and slightly rough, like a cat's, and the unexpected sensation made Benedict's knees buckle slightly. He gripped the edge of the podium for support as Tess continued her exploration, tracing the crease where thigh met groin, occasionally bumping against his balls through the increasingly damp fabric of his underwear.

Mira, meanwhile, had hooked her fingers into the waistband of his underwear and was slowly, deliberately pulling them down. Benedict's cock sprang free, bobbing eagerly in the warm classroom air. A drop of precum beaded at the tip, catching the light.

"Hmm," Mira hummed, neither approval nor disapproval in the sound. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, her touch precise and controlled. "Temperature regulation is fascinating in humans. Your cock is significantly warmer than the rest of you."

"It's the blood flow," Benedict heard himself explaining, professor mode activating even as his entire body thrummed with arousal. "The erectile tissue fills with—oh god."

The clinical explanation died on his lips as Mira's tongue flicked over his slit, gathering the drop of precum with scientific precision. She rolled it in her mouth, considering, like a sommelier tasting a vintage.

"Salty, with notes of... faculty liaison," she determined... "You've been quite busy this morning, Professor. It’s a shame. Pure human mana is such a delicacy—rare to find it straight from the tap in this dimension."

Tess giggled, the sound vibrating against Benedict's thigh where her mouth was still working. She had reached his balls now, licking and gently sucking through the fabric, creating a maddening friction that had Benedict fighting not to thrust forward.

"Jynni's a greedy little thing," Tess commented, briefly surfacing. "But she always shares eventually." She returned to her ministrations, this time slipping her fingers beneath the fabric to cup his balls directly, weighing them in her palm.

Benedict struggled to form a coherent thought as two mouths and four hands explored his most sensitive areas. His professor persona was rapidly disintegrating, replaced by a man who'd been aroused for what felt like hours and was now being expertly worked over by succubi students.

A small, choked sound from across the room drew his attention—or what little of it wasn't consumed by the sensations between his legs.

Lynari remained at her desk, but she was no longer hiding. Both hands were now buried between her legs, working frantically beneath her skirt. Her oversized uniform jacket had slipped off one shoulder, revealing the gentle curve where lavender skin met the strap of her bra. Her glasses had fogged slightly, and her wings fluttered rapidly, creating a soft draft that carried the scent of her arousal across the room—something like rain-soaked flowers and lightning.

Benedict's gaze met hers, and she froze, caught. But instead of retreating into shyness, she swallowed visibly and spoke.

"I—I would prefer to go last," she stammered, her voice trembling but determined. A deep violet blush spread across her cheeks and down her neck. "I might cry if I cum too fast."

The confession—vulnerable, painfully honest, and undeniably erotic—sent a jolt of fresh arousal through Benedict. His cock twitched in Mira's grasp, a reaction she noted with raised eyebrows.

"Interesting," she murmured. "The professor has a soft spot for our shy classmate." She stroked him once, root to tip, gathering more precum that had begun to flow freely. "Or perhaps not so soft, in this case."

Benedict's breath came in shallow pants now. The room felt too warm, the air thick with the mingled scents of arousal—his, Tess's, Mira's, and the distant floral lightning of Lynari's. His cock throbbed almost painfully, caught in the skilled grip of a succubus who seemed determined to map every vein and ridge.

He had a choice to make. He could reassert control, draw boundaries, remind them all that this was supposed to be a structured educational experience.

Or...

"Fuck it," he muttered, one hand coming to rest on Mira's head, not pushing, but a tacit permission. "Show me how you learn."

The words hung in the air like an invocation, a surrender wrapped in the language of teaching. Mira's eyes gleamed with triumph as she lowered her mouth onto his cock, taking him in with practiced ease. Tess made a sound of delight and redoubled her efforts on his balls, alternating between gentle suction and fluttering licks.

From her desk, Lynari watched with undisguised hunger, her fingers moving faster beneath her skirt as she witnessed her classmates' techniques.

Benedict's head fell back, a groan escaping him as his hips made small, involuntary thrusts into Mira's mouth. The podium creaked beneath his grip, his knuckles white with the effort of restraining himself from simply fucking her face.

His mind, trained through years of academic discipline to categorize and analyze, made one last desperate attempt at professional framing: This was experiential learning. A practical demonstration of cross-species sexual compatibility. A structured exploration of—

Mira hollowed her cheeks and sucked hard, her tongue doing something that defied both physics and Benedict's remaining coherent thoughts.

Academic framing collapsed entirely. There was only sensation now—hot mouths, clever fingers, the watching eyes of a third student who trembled on the edge of her own release, and the knowledge that he, Professor Benedict Horne, had just given himself over to becoming both subject and object of study in a classroom where the traditional rules no longer applied.

***

Mira's lips parted wider, her tongue extended to guide Benedict's cock into the wet heat of her mouth. Tess had one hand still cupping his balls, the other working between her own legs with increasing urgency. Benedict's breath came in shallow gasps, his hips tilting forward of their own accord—and then the classroom door slammed open with such force that the stone walls seemed to shudder in response. The sound cut through the haze of arousal like a blade, sharp and unforgiving. In an instant, the air in the room transformed from heavy with lust to crackling with tension.

A statuesque figure loomed in the doorway, backlit by the hallway's enchanted sconces. She stepped into the classroom with measured steps, each click of her heels against the stone floor like the countdown of an executioner's clock. Headmistress Syllathe Thorne entered with icy disdain and not a single apology for the interruption.

Even in his compromised state, Benedict couldn't help but be struck by her presence. She towered over most succubi, her height accentuated by heels that looked like they could pierce stone—and probably had. Her deep purple skin seemed to absorb light rather than reflect it, giving her a shadow-like quality that was only enhanced by the black vine-like tattoos that coiled up her arms and disappeared beneath the high collar of her obsidian robes. Her hair was a crown of controlled darkness, swept up and back to reveal the elegant curve of her horns, which gleamed like polished onyx.

But it was her eyes that truly commanded attention—blood-red and glowing faintly with what might have been anger, or perhaps something more primal. They flicked from Benedict's exposed cock to Mira's mouth, which was still mere inches away from it, to Tess sprawled wantonly against his leg, then finally to Lynari, who had frozen mid-motion with both hands buried beneath her skirt.

"Professor Horne," she intoned, her voice like silk sliding over a freshly-honed blade. Each syllable was perfectly enunciated, dripping with a disdain so refined it could have been served at a royal banquet. Her eyes returned to his exposed erection, still wet from Mira's preliminary attentions. "While I'm pleased to see you've acclimated quickly, this is an orientation, not a breeding exam."

The students reacted as if a cold wind had blown through the room. Mira rose slowly to her feet, neither rushed nor embarrassed, but with a slight narrowing of her eyes that suggested the interruption was unwelcome. Tess was less subtle. She pulled away from Benedict with an exaggerated pout, her fingers leaving his balls with a reluctant caress.

"We were just getting started!" Tess complained, punctuating her protest by pulling her fingers from her pussy with a wet, deliberate pop. The sound echoed in the suddenly quiet classroom, a small act of defiance.

Benedict, acutely aware of his exposed state, fumbled to pull up his underwear and close his robes. The magical fabric seemed sluggish in response, as if reluctant to cover what had been so eagerly displayed. His face burned with a complicated mixture of embarrassment, frustration, and lingering arousal.

Syllathe glided further into the room, her robes flowing around her like liquid shadow. Unlike Benedict's, her garments seemed designed to conceal rather than reveal—though the curve of her breasts and the swell of her hips were suggested by the drape of the fabric, tantalizingly hinted at but never confirmed.

"The curriculum," she said, the word precise and cold, "is structured for a reason. You will begin practical demonstrations next class, after the foundational theory has been properly established." Her gaze swept over the students, lingering longest on Mira, who met it without flinching. "Until then—discipline. Or I'll remind you all how it's enforced."

The threat hung in the air, unspecified yet potent. Benedict, finally decent again, smoothed his robes with hands that weren't quite steady. He wasn't sure if he was relieved or disappointed by the intervention. His body still hummed with unfulfilled desire, his cock aching within the confines of his underwear. Yet there was also a measure of relief in the interruption—he had been about to cross a line that, once crossed, could never be redrawn.

Syllathe's presence dominated the room, making it feel smaller, the air thinner. She carried herself with the confidence of someone accustomed to absolute authority, her power not merely administrative but intrinsic to her being. Benedict had met principals and superintendents in his former career, but none who radiated control with such effortless intensity.

Mira, however, seemed unimpressed—or at least determined to appear so. She licked her lips slowly, deliberately, catching the last trace of Benedict's precum with a pointed glance at the Headmistress.

"Some of us like being punished," she said, the words a silken challenge wrapped in the guise of submission.

Syllathe's eyes flashed brighter for a moment, the only indication that the comment had landed. "Indeed, Ms. Nox. And some of us are quite skilled at ensuring punishment is never enjoyable, no matter one's... proclivities."

From her desk, Lynari squeaked audibly, the sound small and frightened. Her wings had folded tightly against her back, making her appear even smaller in her oversized uniform. Her glasses had slipped down her nose again, but she seemed too intimidated to push them back up.

Benedict cleared his throat, professor instincts kicking in despite his compromised state. "Headmistress Thorne, I take full responsibility for the, ah, direction of the class. The students were simply responding to my teaching approach."

Syllathe's attention shifted to him, her gaze cool and assessing. Benedict had the uncomfortable sensation of being filleted by those eyes, his motivations and desires laid bare as surely as his body had been moments before.

"How gallant," she said, the words somehow making gallantry sound like a communicable disease. "But unnecessary. My students are well aware of the boundaries they choose to test." Her lips curved into something that resembled a smile the way a knife resembles a spoon—similar in basic concept, but entirely different in function. "They find it... amusing to see how far they can push before consequences become inevitable."

There was something in the way she said "consequences" that made Benedict's stomach tighten. Not fear, exactly, but a recognition that the power dynamics at Succubus University were more complex than he had initially understood. This wasn't simply about academic authority—there were older hierarchies at play, currents of dominance and submission that ran deeper than classroom discipline.

Tess had retreated to her lounge bed, legs still spread but now crossed at the ankles, a parody of modesty that somehow managed to be more provocative than her earlier display. She watched the exchange between Benedict and Syllathe with bright, interested eyes, like a spectator at a particularly entertaining blood sport.

Mira stood her ground, her posture a study in controlled defiance. There was history between her and the Headmistress, Benedict realized—some previous battle of wills that had never been fully resolved.

"If that will be all, Headmistress," Benedict said, finding his professional voice again, "I was about to assign the reading for next class."

It was a transparent attempt to reclaim control of the situation, and Syllathe's slight head tilt acknowledged it as such. But she inclined her head in a gesture that might have been approval, or merely tolerance.

"By all means, Professor," she said. "Education must continue, after all." She turned to leave, her robes swirling around her like ink in water. At the doorway, she paused, glancing back over one elegant shoulder. "Oh, and Professor? I suggest you familiarize yourself with the faculty hygiene facilities. You still smell of... administrative assistance."

With that parting shot, she was gone. But just before the door clicked shut, Benedict caught her reflection in the glass panel—she wasn't looking at the students. She was looking at him, and the red glow in her eyes hadn't been anger. It had been hunger.

In her wake, the classroom air seemed to expand again, as if everyone had been holding their breath. Tess was the first to break the silence, exhaling dramatically.

"Well, fuck me sideways with a textbook," she said, flopping back onto her lounge bed. "That was intense."

Mira's eyes were still fixed on the door, her expression calculating. "She's worried," she said, more to herself than to anyone else. "Interesting."

Lynari emerged from her hunched position, pushing her glasses up with a trembling finger. "Is she going to—to punish us?" she asked, her voice small but not entirely fearful. There was a note of something else there—curiosity, perhaps even hope.

Benedict ran a hand through his hair, trying to gather his scattered thoughts. His cock was still semi-hard, a persistent reminder of unfinished business. The classroom felt different now—the heat of their earlier activities cooling into something more complex, a mixture of frustration, anticipation, and a new awareness of stakes he hadn't fully appreciated before.

"I think," he said carefully, "that depends”.

***

After the Headmistress's departure, the classroom felt like the aftermath of a storm—charged with lingering electricity but somehow clearer, as if a pressure system had finally broken. Benedict straightened his teaching materials, trying to regain his professional composure, but his body still thrummed with unspent desire. His cock, though no longer exposed, remained half-hard beneath his robes, which had finally stopped their magical showcase of his anatomy. The students watched him, their expressions a mixture of disappointment and calculation, like predators whose meal had been interrupted but not canceled.

"Well," Benedict said, attempting to sound professional, "perhaps we should return to the syllabus and—"

He didn't finish the sentence. The three students had begun moving toward him with deliberate intent, forming a loose circle around his position at the podium. There was no aggression in their approach, but rather a focused hunger that made the hair on the back of his neck stand up.

Tess reached him first, her uniform still in disarray, hair mussed from her earlier self-pleasuring. She reached out and tugged at his cock through his robes, the gesture somehow both playful and possessive, like a child claiming a favorite toy. Unlike a child, however, her touch sent a jolt of renewed arousal straight through him.

"You've got a lot to cover next time," she said, giving his cock another gentle tug. The fabric of his robes slid against his sensitive flesh, creating a maddening friction. "I want to learn what humans call face-fucking."

Her bluntness should have shocked him, but Benedict was beginning to understand that directness was the currency of Succubus University. Still, hearing the crude term from her lips while her fingers worked him through his clothes made his breath catch.

"That's—that's a rather advanced technique," he managed, his voice not quite steady.

Tess grinned, all sharp teeth and eager eyes. "I'm an advanced student. Ask anyone."

Mira circled to his other side, her movements fluid and precise. Unlike Tess, she didn't touch him directly, but her proximity was a tangible thing, her heat and scent enveloping him like an invisible caress.

"We'll need full demonstrations," she purred, her voice low and rich with promise. "Repeatedly. For retention."

The way she said "retention" made it clear she wasn't talking about memory. Her eyes met his, challenging and confident. There was no doubt in her gaze, no question that she would excel at whatever he taught—and perhaps teach him a thing or two in return.

Benedict's mouth had gone dry again. He swallowed, acutely aware of the two succubi flanking him like sensual bookends, their bodies radiating heat and intent. His gaze darted to Lynari, who had approached more cautiously but was now standing before him, eyes downcast but posture determined.

Their fingers brushed as she handed him a neatly folded note, and they felt a spark—static from the dry air, but it jolted them nonetheless. Lynari jumped slightly at the contact, her wings fluttering in surprise. Benedict unfolded the paper, expecting a request to be excused or perhaps a formal apology for the interrupted activities.

Instead, in perfect, precise handwriting, he read: "I respond optimally to verbal humiliation with positive reinforcement intervals. References available upon request."

He looked up from the note to find Lynari watching him through her lashes, a blush darkening her lavender cheeks. She seemed to gather her courage, her voice emerging as a near-whisper but surprisingly steady.

"I—I respond well to verbal humiliation," she repeated aloud, adjusting her glasses nervously. "Just so you know."

The directness of the confession, despite her obvious shyness, stirred something in Benedict—a protective tenderness mixed with an unexpected desire to see just how she might respond to the treatment she requested. To watch her unfold beneath carefully chosen words, to witness the contrast between her reserved exterior and whatever lay beneath.

"I'll keep that in mind," he said softly, and was rewarded with a small, grateful smile that transformed her anxious features into something approaching radiance.

The moment was interrupted by a cheerful voice from the doorway. "Look at you! One class in and they're already planning to milk you dry!"

Jynni stood in the open door, her admin jacket hanging open to reveal her bare breasts and the curve of her stomach. Her soft pink hair was gathered into pigtails that bounced as she entered the room, clipboard clutched to her chest. She wore fishnet stockings and what appeared to be only the suggestion of underwear, her name badge glinting in the light: Use Me, I'm New Hire Friendly!

She approached with the bouncy enthusiasm of a puppy, her eyes bright as she surveyed the scene. "How was your first class? Besides obviously hot. Did you get to the syllabus at all? The Headmistress seemed a little... tense when I passed her in the hall."

Benedict felt a flush creeping up his neck at the memory of exactly why Syllathe might have seemed tense. Jynni must have noticed his discomfort, because she giggled and patted his arm reassuringly.

"Don't worry! She's always like that. I think it's been, like, a century since anyone used her desk drawer." She leaned in conspiratorially, though her stage whisper was easily audible to everyone. "That's where I live part-time, you know. Faculty desk drawers. Yours is super comfy, by the way!"

There was something bizarrely comforting about Jynni's openness, her complete lack of pretense or agenda beyond enthusiastic service. Benedict found himself smiling despite the awkwardness of the situation—his administrative assistant discussing her living arrangements in desk drawers while three succubi students plotted their next sexual encounter with him.

The classroom felt suddenly small, filled with feminine energy that ranged from Mira's controlled intensity to Tess's uninhibited enthusiasm to Lynari's contained yearning to Jynni's puppyish devotion. Benedict stood in the center of it all, flushed and panting, his cock still glistening from student tongues beneath the thin barrier of his robes.

He looked around at the four females watching him with varying degrees of hunger and felt something shift in his understanding of his position. This wasn't just a job; it was a calling of sorts. These weren't just students; they were beings with needs and desires that intersected with his own in ways he was only beginning to comprehend.

Benedict adjusted himself, wincing slightly at the tender state of his flesh. He straightened his shoulders, finding a new resolve in the aftermath of desire interrupted.

"Lesson one," he said, his voice steadier now, resonating with a newfound authority that had nothing to do with academic credentials and everything to do with the way four pairs of eyes focused on him with undivided attention. "Next session. Bring questions. And towels."

The directive hung in the air, simple yet layered with promise. Tess clapped her hands in delight. Lynari's wings fluttered with barely contained excitement. Even Mira's composed features betrayed a flicker of anticipation.

"You're dismissed," Benedict added, the formal phrase feeling strangely right in this most informal of settings.

The students gathered their belongings—or in Tess's case, simply adjusted her clothing to a slightly less scandalous state of disarray. They moved toward the door with reluctance, glancing back at him as if to memorize his appearance for later contemplation.

As he turned to organize his teaching materials, Benedict felt a presence at his side. Mira had returned, her movement so silent he hadn't heard her approach. She stood close enough that her breast brushed against his arm, the contact brief but deliberate.

"Professor?" she said, her voice pitched low, intended for his ears alone.

He glanced at her, taking in the perfect arch of her horns, the flawless red skin, the eyes that held secrets and promises in equal measure.

"Yes, Ms. Nox?"

Her lips curved into a smile that was almost vulnerable in its sincerity. "You're gonna ruin us."

The words could have been a warning or a plea. Benedict felt their weight, the responsibility they implied. These weren't just bodies to be pleasured or minds to be taught—they were beings on the cusp of transformation, looking to him as a catalyst.

His smirk was tired, satisfied, and already a little hard again. The day had exhausted him, pushed him to limits he hadn't known he possessed, and yet he felt more alive than he had in years of teaching standardized biology to disinterested teenagers.

"That's the job," he replied simply.

Mira held his gaze for a moment longer, something like respect flickering in her eyes, before she nodded once and followed her classmates out the door.

Benedict was left alone in the classroom, surrounded by the lingering scents of arousal and interrupted pleasure. He gathered his notes, adjusting his glasses out of habit more than necessity. His body ached pleasantly, marked by the attentions of Jynni's morning enthusiasm and the brief but intense encounter with his students.

As he prepared to leave, Benedict glanced at the magical inscription of his name and title on the wall: Professor Horne – Human Sexuality & Rituals of Touch. The letters seemed to pulse with a deeper glow now, as if the classroom itself approved of the day's proceedings.

He smiled to himself, a private acknowledgment of the strange path that had led him here—from public school biology teacher to... whatever this was becoming. Educator. Guide. Object of desire and dispenser of pleasure. It wasn't what he had expected when he'd responded to that job advertisement on a whim, but as he headed toward his office, where Jynni would undoubtedly be waiting with more "administrative assistance," Benedict found he couldn't bring himself to regret a single moment.

Next class would be different. Next class, he would be prepared. Next class, there would be no interruptions, no hesitation, no boundaries left unexamined.

But that was next class. For now, he had notes to organize, a syllabus to revise, and possibly a desk drawer to inspect for signs of administrative habitation.

Such were the unique challenges of teaching at Succubus University.
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