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Succubus University: Lesson Plans and Loose Morals


Chapter 1

The fire had dwindled to embers, casting the lodge in a honey-gold glow that pooled across the rumpled sheets. Benedict woke slowly, his consciousness rising through layers of warm comfort before his eyes finally opened. The weight draped across his chest was Jynni, her pink hair spilling like watercolor across his skin, her body fitted against his with the perfect thoughtlessness of sleep.

It took him a drowsy moment to register that they were still joined—his manhood nestled inside her, soft but not entirely, held in the velvet clutch of her body. The discovery sent a slow, pleasant shiver through him. Not the urgent throb of desire, but something mellower—a contentment that spread outward from where they connected.

Outside, pine branches scratched gentle fingers against the window. Inside, there was only breath and warmth and the faint tang of sex lingering in the air. Benedict's hand found its way to Jynni's hair, fingers threading through the pink strands that felt impossibly soft against his calloused palm.

She stirred against him, eyelashes fluttering against his chest before she looked up with a sleepy smile that crinkled the corners of her eyes.

"Mmm, good morning, Professor," she murmured, voice husky with sleep. Her hips shifted slightly, causing a delicious ripple of sensation as her inner walls gripped him. "You feel so good, keeping me warm and full all night." She nuzzled into his neck, breath hot against his skin. "Made me have the best dreams. Dreams where I was just your good little slut, taking load after load."

Benedict chuckled, the sound rumbling through his chest and into hers. "Is that right? And here I thought you were just catching up on sleep."

"Multitasking," she hummed, pressing a kiss to his collarbone. "That's what makes me such a good Faculty Integration Liaison." She wriggled her hips again, deliberately this time, and Benedict felt himself beginning to harden inside her. "See? Even when I'm sleeping, my hole's working hard to keep you happy."

His hands slid down her back, mapping the dip of her spine, the soft swell of her ass. Her skin was fever-warm beneath his touch, and he cupped her bottom, gently pressing her closer.

"You're remarkably dedicated to your job," he said, voice still rough with sleep but tinged with affection.

Jynni beamed up at him, her expression so earnest it made his chest tight. "It's not just a job. It's a calling." She stretched like a cat, her breasts dragging against his chest, nipples pebbled and hard. "Being stuffed full of professor penis is my purpose in life."

Benedict brushed her hair back from her face, studying the way the morning light caught in her eyes. He couldn't help but smile. A year ago, he'd been grading biology papers in a cramped apartment, wondering how his life had become so predictably mundane. Now he was in a pocket dimension, waking up inside the most enthusiastic woman he'd ever met, who genuinely considered it an honor to serve as his personal cum receptacle.

"You know," he said, tracing the curve of her cheek with his thumb, "I think I could stay here forever."

"Here in the lodge, or here inside me?" Jynni asked with mock seriousness, then giggled. "Either way, yes please."

Benedict felt himself twitch inside her, and Jynni's breath caught. Her eyes widened slightly, lips parting as she inhaled.

"Ooh, I think he likes that idea too," she whispered conspiratorially, as if his rod were a separate entity with its own opinions. In the strange reality of Succubus University, Benedict sometimes wondered if that wasn't too far from the truth.

He stroked her hair again, letting the silky strands slip through his fingers. There was something deeply satisfying about this—not just the physical connection, but the easy affection between them. Jynni's unabashed enthusiasm for everything, especially him, had become a balm for the soul he hadn't known he needed.

"You're thinking professor thoughts," Jynni accused gently, poking his chest. "I can tell because your cock gets all twitchy when you're having deep thoughts."

"Is that so?" Benedict raised an eyebrow. "And here I thought it was just responding to the beautiful woman wrapped around it."

Jynni's smile was radiant, her cheeks flushing pink with pleasure at the compliment. She tucked her face against his neck again, but not before he caught the happiness in her eyes.

"See?" she mumbled against his skin. "That's why you're my favorite. You make me feel like a good little slut even when we're just cuddling."

Benedict laughed softly and pressed a kiss to the top of her head. The morning stretched before them, unhurried and full of possibility. His cock pulsed lazily within her warmth, neither of them making any move to separate. There would be time for that later. For now, this quiet connection was everything.

***

They lay entwined, conversation drifting between them as lazily as the dust motes in the morning sunlight. Benedict's cock remained buried inside her, half-hard and comfortable, a physical ellipsis connecting their sentences. Every small movement, every laugh, every shift of weight sent tiny ripples of pleasure through their joined bodies – not enough to distract, just enough to punctuate their words with sensation.

"I'm thinking pancakes," Benedict murmured, his fingers tracing idle patterns on Jynni's shoulder blade. "With those berries we picked yesterday."

Jynni hummed approvingly against his chest. "The purple ones that made your tongue go numb? Or the shiny red ones that made me super wet for like an hour?"

"The fact that those are both options says a lot about this dimension," Benedict chuckled. His hips shifted slightly, causing Jynni to gasp as he pressed deeper inside her. "I was thinking the regular blueberries, actually. The ones that just taste like blueberries."

"Boring," she teased, deliberately clenching around him. "But your cock can have whatever it wants."

She propped herself up on his chest, her pink hair falling in a curtain around them, creating a private little tent. Her eyes sparkled with mischief, lips curved in a smile that promised delicious trouble.

"Speaking of what your cock wants," she continued, "I had some ideas for Class Preparation Exercises."

"Is that what we're calling it now?" Benedict raised an eyebrow, even as he felt himself hardening further inside her. The way she could turn an ordinary conversation into foreplay with just a shift in tone never ceased to amaze him.

"It's very important for professors to be mentally focused before lectures," Jynni insisted with mock seriousness. "And nothing clears the mind like having your balls properly drained."

Benedict felt a twitch of arousal, and by Jynni's widening smile, she'd felt it too. "Go on," he said, his voice dropping lower.

"Well," she began, punctuating her words with tiny rolls of her hips that sent jolts of pleasure through him, "first I thought I could get under your desk and just... keep your cock warm in my mouth while you review notes."

Her fingers traced patterns on his chest, circling a nipple.

"And then, whenever you need to concentrate extra hard, I could suck just a little... just enough to keep you right on the edge." She demonstrated by clenching rhythmically around his now fully hardened length. "I'd catch every drop of pre-cum on my tongue, keep you leaking but not coming until you've finished your prep work."

Benedict's hands found her waist, steadying her as she continued her gentle undulations.

"And your reward for finishing your lesson plan," she continued, breath coming a little faster now, "would be watching me finger myself while I deepthroat you. I'd gag on your cock while rubbing my clit, and you wouldn't be allowed to come until I did."

"Christ, Jynni," Benedict groaned, his cock throbbing inside her. "I think I'd get through preparation in record time."

She giggled, a sound of pure delight. "That's the point, Professor. Positive reinforcement."

They fell silent for a moment, enjoying the sweet friction as she rocked against him, neither pushing toward climax, just savoring the connection.

"What else should we do today?" he asked eventually, hands sliding up to cup her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples.

"Hmm," she considered, arching into his touch. "Maybe that thing where you tie me to the porch railing and fuck me from behind while I identify all the magical herbs in the garden?"

"The neighbors would get quite a show," he noted, though the nearest cabin was half a mile away.

"Sex education is important for everyone," she responded solemnly, then dissolved into giggles when he tickled her ribs.

Benedict marveled at how they'd created this little bubble away from the constant sexual chaos of Succubus University. Not that their activities here were any less explicit—if anything, the privacy had made them more adventurous—but there was a softness to it, an ease that came from not having to consider magical energy quotas or cum collection protocols or the ever-watchful eyes of the Headmistress.

Here, it was just the two of them, a fire, and as much time as they wanted to explore each other's bodies.

"Do you think you could get hard again before coffee?" Jynni asked, bringing him back to the present. Her hand slid down to where they were joined, fingers lightly tracing his shaft where it disappeared inside her.

"I think," Benedict said, rolling his hips upward and making her gasp, "that I already am."

"So you are," she breathed, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. "Very impressive, Professor."

The smell of pine from outside mingled with the scent of their bodies—sleep-warm skin, the lingering musk of yesterday's lovemaking, the faint sweetness of Jynni's hair. Benedict breathed it all in, committing it to memory. Teaching succubi about human reproductive biology was certainly not where he'd expected his career to go, but moments like this—tangled in sheets with a woman who found genuine joy in pleasing him—made the strangeness worth it.

"We should probably eat something eventually," he murmured against her hair.

"We will," she promised, then added with a wicked smile, "but I was hoping to swallow something else first."

Benedict laughed, the sound rumbling through both their bodies. "Insatiable."

"For you?" Jynni kissed his chest, right over his heart. "Always."

***

Benedict's fingers found Jynni's nipples, pink and pert against his palms. He rolled them gently between thumb and forefinger, watching her face transform with pleasure – eyes fluttering closed, lips parting on a silent gasp. Her body was a study in responsiveness, every touch amplified and reflected back to him like light through crystal.

"You like that?" he murmured, applying slightly more pressure.

Jynni's answer was a full-body shudder, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around his cock. She wriggled atop him, grinding down in small circles that sent sparks of pleasure up his spine.

"Yes," she finally managed, voice breathy and thin. "Love when you play with my slutty little nipples, Professor."

Benedict smiled, continuing his ministrations. There was something deeply satisfying about the way she embraced her desires, unashamed and enthusiastic. Her pink hair fell forward as she bowed her head in concentration, focusing on the dual sensations of his hands on her breasts and his cock still buried inside her.

"The best part," Jynni said between little gasps of pleasure, "is that I don't think you're due for anything important today." She lifted her hips slightly before sinking back down, taking him deeper. "We could probably spend all morning edging each other without consequences."

Benedict laughed, his hips flexing lazily upward, making Jynni moan into his neck. Her comment was a relief—after the whirlwind of his first month at Succubus University, with its orientation orgies and curriculum development sessions that often devolved into elaborate magical sex demonstrations, the idea of a day with no obligations was appealing.

"Are you sure?" he asked, stroking down her back to grip her hips, guiding her into a slow, rolling rhythm. "No unexpected committee meetings? No emergency student consultations? No surprise visits from demonic board members?"

"Pretty sure," Jynni mumbled against his skin, lost in the lazy pleasure of their movements. "I always keep track of your schedule. It's part of my job to make sure your balls are never too full when you have important meetings."

Something in her casual confidence tickled a warning at the back of Benedict's mind, a faint unease he couldn't quite place. Surely someone would have told him if he had real obligations by now? The Faculty Integration Office—which consisted mostly of Jynni and her remarkably organized filing system of color-coded sexual favors—was usually quite thorough.

And yet.

The nagging feeling persisted even as his body responded to Jynni's movements, his cock hardening further as she rocked against him. He tried to push the worry away. They were on a brief vacation, after all. The whole point was to step away from the constant sexual chaos of campus life, where every lecture could turn into an orgy and office hours often involved multiple students attempting to deepthroat their way to better grades.

"You look distracted," Jynni observed, squeezing deliberately around him. "Your cock is paying attention, but your brain is somewhere else."

Benedict forced a smile, brushing his thumb over her lower lip. "Just thinking about how lucky I am to have such a dedicated assistant."

She beamed, then sucked his thumb into her mouth, hollowing her cheeks in a way that made his cock throb inside her. When she released it with a wet pop, she said, "Liaison, not assistant. A very important distinction."

"My mistake," he acknowledged, hips still moving in that unhurried rhythm. "Liaison suggests a much more... intimate connection."

"Exactly," she agreed, bracing her hands on his chest as she lifted herself almost completely off his cock before sinking back down with deliberate slowness. "And I take my duties very seriously."

Benedict groaned, momentarily distracted from his concerns by the exquisite friction. But as Jynni established a languid pace, rising and falling on his shaft with dreamy concentration, the worry crept back in.

His introduction to Succubus University had been so chaotic—signing a contract before fully understanding what he was getting into, being assigned to teach "Human Reproductive Practices" to a classroom full of succubi, incubi, and various other sex-magic creatures. His first lecture had ended with him pinned to his desk while demonstrating human male orgasm to twenty eager students who had never seen a human ejaculate before.

Since then, he'd been riding a wave of bizarre experiences, barely keeping his head above water. It wasn't unlike him to forget an important obligation, especially one scheduled weeks in advance.

"Jynni," he began, but she chose that moment to lean forward and capture his mouth in a deep, languid kiss that scattered his thoughts like autumn leaves.

"Stop thinking so much," she whispered against his lips. "Just feel me, Professor."

And for a moment, he did—lost himself in the velvet clutch of her body, the sweetness of her mouth, the weight of her breasts against his chest. The golden morning light painted her skin in honey tones, her pink hair a soft contrast to the warmth of her flesh. She moved above him like a dream, each roll of her hips punctuated by a little catch in her breath that went straight to his cock.

But beneath it all, that flicker of worry remained, a small stone in an otherwise smooth river of pleasure.

***

The idyllic morning shattered like thin ice beneath a boot. The knock at the door was sharp, authoritative – so unexpected in their private sanctuary that both Benedict and Jynni jolted at the sound. In the sudden tension of her surprise, Jynni's inner muscles clamped down hard around him, transforming their lazy coupling into something sharp-edged and electric.

"What the—" Benedict gasped, the sudden pressure around his cock sending an involuntary throb of pleasure through him.

Jynni's eyes were wide, her fingers digging into his shoulders. "Nobody knows we're here," she whispered, as if the visitor might hear them through the thick wooden door. "I specifically didn't file our Recreational Copulation Travel Plans."

They froze in place, Benedict still buried inside her, their breath held as if silence might make the intrusion disappear. The fire popped in the hearth, a log splitting and sending a spray of embers upward. Outside, a bird called, high and sweet. For a moment, Benedict thought perhaps they had imagined it.

Then the knock came again – harder, insistent, the sound reverberating through the small lodge like a physical presence.

"Professor!" The voice that followed was singsong, female, and terrifyingly familiar. "Special delivery! Open up or I'll start orgasming on your porch!"

Benedict groaned, recognizing the voice immediately. Gina Lux, the front desk administrator whose job description seemed to include making his life as chaotically sexual as possible. She had a particular talent for showing up at exactly the wrong moment, usually half-dressed and fully amused by his discomfort.

"She wouldn't," he muttered, though he knew she absolutely would.

"She would," Jynni confirmed, echoing his thoughts. "She's done it before. Remember when you were late submitting your blood sample for the Faculty Energy Assessment? She climaxed against your office door for twenty minutes. The cleaning staff had to re-varnish the wood."

Benedict tried to extricate himself from their entanglement, shifting his hips to pull out, but Jynni made a desperate little whimper and tightened her thighs around him.

"Don't," she pleaded, grinding down slightly. "Maybe if we're really quiet, she'll think we're not here."

From outside the door came an exaggerated moan, followed by the distinctive sound of fingernails scraping down wood. "Mmm, Professor Horne, your doorknob feels sooo good against my clit. I might just—AH!—come right here on your welcome mat!"

"Jesus," Benedict muttered. He placed his hands firmly on Jynni's hips, attempting to lift her off him. "Jynni, I have to answer it. You know what she's like."

Jynni pouted but loosened her grip slightly. "Fine. But I'm keeping this," she said, squeezing deliberately around his cock one last time before letting him slip free. The sensation made him groan, his still-hard length bobbing between them, slick with their combined fluids.

"Professor! The pinecones out here are looking very fuckable!" Gina called through the door. "Don't make me do something we'll all regret!"

Benedict stumbled out of bed, his legs unsteady after lying with Jynni for so long. He grabbed a robe from the nearby chair, wincing as his erection tented the fabric obscenely. Jynni flopped back on the bed, not bothering to cover herself, pink hair splayed across the pillow like cotton candy.

"Tell her we're busy," Jynni suggested, sliding a hand between her thighs. "Very, very busy."

Benedict felt a fresh pulse of desire at the sight, but Gina chose that moment to start humming what sounded suspiciously like "The Professor's Coming to Town," a bawdy campus carol that had been written about him after a particularly enthusiastic holiday faculty party.

"I'll get rid of her quickly," he promised, tying the robe loosely. It did little to hide his arousal, but modesty was a losing battle at Succubus University on the best of days.

He padded across the wooden floor, his cock bobbing with each step, still wet from Jynni's pussy and painfully hard. Behind him, Jynni made a small sound of disappointment, but he heard her settling back against the pillows, clearly resigned to the interruption.

Another dramatic moan came from outside, followed by: "Ooooh, the doorbell looks finger-sized... I wonder if it would fit inside me?"

"I'm coming!" Benedict called out, then immediately regretted his choice of words when Gina responded with a delighted, "Me too!"

He adjusted his robe one last time, knowing it was futile, and reached for the door handle. Whoever it was clearly wasn't leaving, and the sooner he dealt with this interruption, the sooner he could return to the warmth of Jynni's eager body.

***

Benedict stumbled to the door still leaking from Jynni, struggling to secure his robe over his persistent erection. When he yanked the door open, he found Gina Lux leaning against the frame, one hip cocked, her lips curved in a smirk that suggested she'd just won a bet with herself. Her platinum blonde hair was artfully tousled, as if she'd just rolled out of someone else's bed, and her crop top seemed to be having an existential crisis about whether it was actually clothing or just an ambitious scarf.

"Well, well, well," Gina drawled, her eyes immediately dropping to the obvious tent in his robe. "I see someone's up bright and early."

"Gina," Benedict said with as much dignity as a man with a leaking erection could muster. "What are you doing here?"

She wore thigh-high boots that disappeared under a mini-skirt so brief it was more of a suggestion than a garment. The tiny gold ring piercing her clit winked in the morning sunlight as she shifted her weight, the movement deliberately drawing his attention to the bare skin between her thighs. Benedict kept his eyes firmly on her face, which only made her grin wider.

"Don't look so happy to see me, Professor," she said, waving a rolled parchment tied with black ribbon. "I'm just the messenger. And might I say, you're looking very... engorged with holiday spirit."

Benedict crossed his arms, which only served to make his erection more prominent against the thin fabric of his robe. "How did you even find us? This place is supposed to be off the campus map."

Gina scoffed, examining her perfectly manicured nails. "Please. There's no such thing as 'off the map' when you've fucked the Cartography Department as thoroughly as I have." She tapped the scroll against her palm. "Besides, you're not exactly subtle. The amount of sexual energy you two are putting out? You might as well have set off fireworks spelling 'Professor Horne is balls-deep in his liaison here.'"

From inside the lodge, Jynni called out, "Hi, Gina! Is this about the form I was supposed to file? Because I definitely meant to—"

"Not your fault, Pink," Gina called back. "Though you might want to start packing. Vacation's over."

Benedict felt a cold knot forming in his stomach, at odds with the persistent heat in his groin. "What do you mean?"

Gina waved the scroll in his face and grinned. "Congratulations! Your lazy onboarding period is over. Lesson plans due today. Headmistress expects a full curriculum before noon." Her eyes glittered with mischievous delight. "No lube, no extensions, no mercy."

"Today?" Benedict spluttered, the blood draining from his face but, frustratingly, not from his cock. "That's impossible. I was told I had at least another week of orientation before I needed to submit anything formal."

"Were you, though?" Gina raised an eyebrow. "Or did you assume that because you've been balls-deep in campus hospitality for a month, the actual work could wait?" She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. "Headmistress Thorne doesn't appreciate assumptions, Professor. Especially not from humans who haven't proven their... stamina yet."

Benedict swallowed hard. In his month at Succubus University, he'd managed to avoid direct interaction with Headmistress Syllathe Thorne, the terrifyingly beautiful succubus who ran the school with meticulous, draconian precision. The few times he'd glimpsed her across campus, her sharp eyes glowing red and her purple skin gleaming like polished stone, he'd felt like a mouse in the shadow of a hawk.

"But I haven't even—I don't have any of my notes here," he protested. "The textbooks are all back in my campus quarters."

"Not my problem," Gina sang, examining a laddered run in her fishnet stockings. "Though I'm sure Jynni would be happy to help you pull an all-nighter. She's very talented at... dictation."

She eyes lingered on the visible bulge under his robe and she licked her lips slowly, deliberately. "You're adorable when you're confused, you know that? All flustered and hard at the same time." She reached out and flicked his exposed chest with one finger. "Most professors would be either panicking or fucking right now, but you're somehow managing both."

"I'm not—" Benedict began, but Gina pressed the scroll firmly into his hands.

"Good luck, big boy," she said with a wink. "Headmistress doesn't tolerate lateness, but she does enjoy watching new faculty squirm. Especially the cute ones."

Before he could formulate a response, she spun on her heel and sauntered away, hips swinging like a metronome counting down his remaining hours of freedom. She paused at the edge of the porch to blow him a kiss, then continued down the path, her laughter floating behind her like perfume.

Benedict stood frozen in the doorway, the scroll heavy in his hands, his cock still embarrassingly hard despite the dawning horror. Behind him, he heard Jynni pad across the floor.

"What is it?" she asked, wrapping her arms around him from behind, her naked breasts pressing against his back.

He looked down at the scroll, the black ribbon bearing the silver seal of the Headmistress's office. This wasn't just any assignment – this was a test. And he'd been too busy enjoying the perks of his new position to prepare for it.

"Trouble," he said finally, his voice hollow. "Big trouble."

Jynni peeked around his side, her expression falling as she saw the seal. "Oh no. Is that—"

"Yes," Benedict confirmed. "Apparently my honeymoon period is over." He turned to face her, the scroll clutched in one hand, his robe hanging open to reveal his still-drooling cock. "And I have about three hours to create an entire human reproduction curriculum that will satisfy a thousand-year-old succubus who probably already thinks I'm a joke."

Jynni bit her lip, her eyes darting between his face and his erection. "Well," she said finally, dropping to her knees, "I've always found you think better after you come at least once. Maybe twice." She looked up at him with determined cheerfulness. "And I'm very, very good at helping faculty under pressure."

Benedict looked down at her, then at the scroll, then back at the path where Gina had disappeared. His comfortable bubble had just burst spectacularly, but as Jynni's warm breath ghosted over his cock, he realized that perhaps he wasn't facing this challenge alone after all.


Chapter 2

Benedict's eyes darted over the scroll's text, the words swimming before him like fish in murky water. Curriculum design. Teaching goals. Seduction practicum assessments. His hands were cold but his chest burned with panic, while Jynni, the pink-haired administrative assistant who'd spent the morning alternately giving him a campus tour and sucking his cock beneath stairwells, clambered onto his lap with the eager determination of someone who believed orgasms solved everything.

"It's not as bad as it looks, Professor Horne," she chirped, adjusting her position so her soft thighs encircled his waist. "Everyone gets twenty-four hours to submit their first lesson plan!"

Benedict stared at the parchment, still damp from where it had materialized out of thin air moments before, leaving behind the scent of cinnamon and something unmistakably musky. The official Succubus University letterhead glowed faintly purple at the top, with a note that simply read: "First lecture tomorrow. Submit comprehensive syllabus by midnight. Failure to comply may result in disciplinary extraction of mana reserves."

"Twenty-four..." Benedict swallowed hard. "I've been here for six hours, Jynni. I don't even know what I'm supposed to be teaching!"

His shirt was unbuttoned, tie hanging loose around his neck from their last "orientation session" in what Jynni had called the "teleportation closet" but what Benedict strongly suspected was just a broom cupboard with mood lighting. His trousers were somewhere in the hallway outside his new faculty quarters. The whole situation felt like a fever dream – responding to a job ad for "cross-species cultural educator," waking up in another dimension, and signing a contract before fully comprehending that Succubus University was quite literally a university for succubi.

"Human Erotic Customs," Jynni supplied helpfully, wiggling her hips against his semi-hard cock. "It's right there in your contract! You're our first human professor in decades. The students are dying to learn authentic Earth mating rituals."

She adjusted herself in his lap, her soft breasts pressing against his chest as she leaned forward to point at something on the scroll. Her official Succ U admin jacket hung open, revealing nothing underneath but smooth, pale skin and the gentle curves of her breasts. The movement caused her to brush against his exposed cock, which responded with immediate interest despite his mental crisis.

"Look," she continued, either oblivious to or deliberately ignoring his distress, "all you need is an introduction, three core lesson themes, and sample exercises. I can help you focus!"

With practiced ease, she slid down slightly and nestled his hardening length between her breasts, creating a warm channel that made his brain momentarily short-circuit.

"Jynni, I can't—" Benedict attempted to lift her by the waist, but she was remarkably sturdy for someone so petite. His hands settled on her hips, intending to push her away but somehow just resting there. "I need to concentrate. I don't know the first thing about teaching succubi."

"That's why you need a clear head," she insisted, nuzzling her face against his cock with affectionate devotion. "I'm very good at helping faculty think better. It's literally in my job description!" She fished a small card from her jacket pocket and held it up. Indeed, beneath 'Faculty Integration Liaison,' the card listed 'Thought-Clarification Through Targeted Orgasmic Release' as an official service.

Benedict felt sweat beading on his forehead. Six hours ago, he'd been grading biology papers in his small apartment. Now he was expected to create a university-level curriculum about human sexuality for a class of actual sex demons, while a chirpy administrative assistant with magical access runes tattooed on her inner thighs tried to titty-fuck him for "inspiration."

"I can bang out a brilliant lesson plan in an hour," Jynni promised, looking up at him with wide, earnest eyes. "Especially if I suck your brain clear first! Many professors say I give the best educational support in the whole university."

Benedict's cock throbbed traitorously against her soft skin. The scroll seemed to pulse with a faint, judgmental glow. He had less than twenty-four hours to prepare material for creatures who had spent centuries perfecting the art of seduction, and he couldn't even summon the willpower to remove the eager assistant from his lap.

"I've never even taught sex ed," he admitted, his voice cracking. "I was a biology teacher. We covered reproduction with diagrams and awkward videos about puberty."

Jynni's eyes lit up. "Diagrams! That's perfect! We could make interactive models of human genitalia that respond to different touch patterns!" Her excitement made her bounce slightly in his lap, creating friction that sent sparks up his spine.

Benedict closed his eyes, trying desperately to focus on the task at hand rather than the warm, soft body wrapped around him. He'd signed a binding magical contract. Somewhere in the fine print, there had probably been clauses about curriculum development and professional standards. He'd been too distracted by the fact that he was in another dimension to read the entire thing.

"I think..." he swallowed, opening his eyes to look at the eager face before him, "I think I need to at least put some clothes on before I start planning lectures."

Jynni pouted, her lower lip protruding in a way that shouldn't have been as adorable as it was. "Are you sure? The mana flow is much better when skin touches skin. Plus," she added with a wiggle of her eyebrows, "I have a perfect spot to store your pen when you're thinking."

Benedict's cock gave another interested twitch, but some small part of his teacher's professionalism finally asserted itself. With gentle but firm hands, he lifted Jynni from his lap and set her aside, ignoring both her disappointed whimper and his body's protest at the loss of contact.

"Clothes first," he insisted, standing on slightly wobbly legs. "Then planning. Then..." he hesitated, looking at her hopeful expression, "...we'll see about inspiration techniques."

Jynni brightened immediately. "I'll get your desk ready!" she chirped, bouncing toward the antique writing desk in the corner of his new quarters. "And don't worry about the lesson plan. Everyone knows the best professors at Succ U are the ones who learn by doing!"

***

Benedict hunched over the ancient wooden desk, now wearing trousers that felt uncomfortably tight and a shirt buttoned crookedly in his haste. His hair stood in wild tufts where he'd run his fingers through it repeatedly, and a quill pen trembled in his grip like a nervous sparrow. The blank parchment before him seemed to mock his very existence as he muttered under his breath, a litany of half-formed educational concepts that sounded ridiculous even to his own ears.

"Human seduction basics," he mumbled, tapping the quill against his lips. "Non-magical sexual customs. Consent rituals without binding enchantments." Each phrase sounded more inadequate than the last. How was he supposed to teach creatures who'd spent centuries perfecting the art of pleasuring mortals?

The desk was a magnificent piece of furniture, carved from some dark wood Benedict couldn't identify, with intricate patterns that seemed to shift slightly when he wasn't looking directly at them. A set of enchanted inks sat at the corner, each promising to "enhance reader retention through pheromone encoding" according to their labels.

"Etiquette for establishing mutual attraction without mind control," he scribbled, the magical ink shimmering purple before settling into the parchment. "Cultural variances in foreplay approaches across human societies."

A soft rustle beneath the desk caught his attention, and Benedict felt warm hands sliding up his thighs. He wasn't particularly surprised when Jynni's pink head appeared between his knees, her eyes bright with mischief and devotion.

"Don't mind me, Professor," she whispered, her fingers working at his belt with practiced efficiency. "I'm just providing inspiration services. The best ideas come when the tension is released."

Benedict should have protested. He should have insisted on professional boundaries. Instead, he found himself shifting his chair to give her better access, as if his body had made decisions entirely independent of his rational mind.

"I need to focus on designing a curriculum that won't expose me as a complete fraud," he said weakly, even as she freed his cock from his trousers with a delighted little hum.

"And I need to worship your cock for inspiration," she replied matter-of-factly, as though explaining a basic administrative procedure. "It's symbiotic, Professor Horne. Like those relationships you biology teachers are always going on about."

Her breath was warm against his skin as she placed a reverent kiss on the side of his shaft. The gentleness of it was almost more distracting than if she'd taken him deep immediately—this slow, careful adoration that made his thoughts scatter like startled birds.

Benedict forced his attention back to the parchment, writing with increasingly unsteady handwriting: "Week One: Distinguishing between human arousal signals and discomfort. Visual cues versus verbal cues."

Jynni's tongue darted out, licking delicately along the underside of his cock, tracing the prominent vein there. Each touch was light, teasing, designed not to bring him to climax but to keep him hovering in a state of persistent arousal.

"Interesting," she murmured against his skin. "When I lick here—" her tongue flicked across his frenulum, making him gasp "—your writing gets more detailed."

Benedict stared down at what he'd just written—a surprisingly coherent paragraph about teaching succubi to recognize the subtle differences between human expressions of desire and fear, which were apparently frequently confused in cross-species interactions.

"That's... not how inspiration works," he protested weakly, even as his pen continued to move.

"Evidence suggests otherwise," Jynni replied, before taking just the head of his cock between her lips and sucking gently.

A jolt of pleasure shot through him, and Benedict found himself frantically scribbling a lesson plan about orgasm etiquette across human cultural contexts. The words flowed more easily now, as if the connection between his aroused body and academic brain had created some bizarre, productive feedback loop.

When his writing slowed, her tongue flicked teasingly across his slit, collecting the bead of precum that had formed there. When he managed to articulate a particularly useful teaching concept, she moaned softly against his shaft, the vibrations rewarding him in a way that somehow made perfect sense in this upside-down world.

"The practical demonstration component," Benedict muttered, struggling to maintain his train of thought as Jynni's lips slid further down his length. "Students will need to... to practice... observation without intervention..."

"Mmm," Jynni agreed, her mouth too full for words but her enthusiastic humming conveying approval.

They fell into a rhythm that shouldn't have worked but somehow did—Benedict would write furiously for a minute or two, spurred by the pleasure building in his core, then pause when the sensation threatened to overwhelm him. In those moments, Jynni would slow her attentions, giving him time to collect his thoughts before starting the cycle again. It was the strangest academic collaboration of his life, but the scroll was filling with increasingly coherent ideas.

By the time he reached the final section on assessment methods, Benedict's handwriting had deteriorated into a barely legible scrawl, and Jynni's ministrations had grown more insistent. Her mouth worked him with growing urgency, as if his completion of the task and his orgasm were somehow linked in her mind.

"Evaluation will occur through—" Benedict gasped as she took him particularly deep, her throat constricting around him. "Through observation of student interactions with... with human volunteers..."

His hips bucked involuntarily, and he felt the familiar tightening that signaled his approaching climax. The quill scratched desperately across the parchment, leaving ink splatters alongside his final assessment criteria. With a strangled cry, Benedict came, his release hitting the underside of the desk while his free hand gripped the edge of the parchment, crumpling it slightly.

Jynni emerged from beneath the desk, her lips shiny and a look of immense satisfaction on her face. She glanced at the completed scroll—nearly filled with text, several ink blots, and at least two faint stains that had nothing to do with the enchanted ink.

"See? I told you we could bang out a lesson plan in an hour," she said proudly, reaching for an ornate stamp sitting on the corner of the desk. She pressed it to the bottom of the parchment, leaving behind a glowing sigil. "And now it's officially ready for submission!"

Benedict stared at the scroll, its contents a strange mixture of legitimate educational theory and desperate improvisation, all infused with an undercurrent of arousal that seemed to pulse faintly in the magical ink. It was hardly his finest academic work, but it had a certain authentic energy to it that seemed appropriate for Succubus University.

"Is this really going to be acceptable?" he asked, tucking himself back into his trousers with hands that still trembled slightly.

Jynni beamed at him. "Professor, trust me—it's dripping with genuine human sexual energy. The faculty will eat it up." She paused, then added with a wink, "Sometimes literally."

***

Benedict tucked the rolled scroll under his arm, giving his reflection in the window glass a final, hopeless assessment. His shirt was properly buttoned now, but still bore the wrinkles of having been hastily discarded earlier. His tie hung at an approximation of the correct angle, and he'd managed to tame his hair into something less resembling an electrical accident. If he squinted, he almost looked like the respectable educator he'd been just twenty-four hours ago—until you noticed the wild, hunted look in his eyes and the faint smudge of pink lip tint on his collar.

"Do I look... professional?" he asked Jynni, who was tidying his quarters with the enthusiastic energy that seemed to characterize everything she did.

"You look deliciously rumpled," she replied with a bright smile. "Like someone who's been thinking very hard. The Faculty Office is three floors up, past the Moaning Archways and through the Corridor of Tactile Enchantments. Just follow the sigils!"

Benedict nodded, taking a deep breath before stepping into the hallway. The door closed behind him with a sound that was disturbingly close to a satisfied sigh.

The winding staircases of Succubus University were unlike anything in the human world. The steps seemed to shift subtly beneath his feet, as if gauging his weight and adjusting for comfort. The banisters were warm to the touch, vibrating with a gentle hum that traveled up his arm and settled somewhere at the base of his spine. Portraits lined the walls—previous faculty members whose painted eyes followed his progress and whose lips occasionally moved in whispers he couldn't quite hear.

He passed beneath an archway that released a soft, feminine moan as he walked through, the sound wrapping around him like an invisible caress. The sensation made him acutely aware of his physical state—the lingering feel of Jynni's mouth still phantom-present on his cock, the way his trousers clung uncomfortably to his balls where they remained slightly damp from his earlier activities. Each step reminded him of what he'd been doing instead of properly preparing for his new position.

The Corridor of Tactile Enchantments lived up to its name. The air itself seemed to brush against his skin, fingers of warm magic sliding across his neck and wrists—the only exposed skin besides his face. Benedict quickened his pace, clutching the scroll tighter as he followed the glowing purple sigils that pointed toward the Faculty Office.

Finally, he reached a set of imposing double doors carved with scenes that made him blush despite everything he'd already experienced at Succ U. The doors swung open at his approach, releasing a waft of scent that hit him like a physical force—heated leather, magic ink, ancient parchment, and the faintly sour tang of sexual exhaustion, as if the very air had been breathed in and out by countless aroused bodies.

The Faculty Office was a vast chamber with a vaulted ceiling that seemed impossibly distant. Windows of stained glass cast pools of colored light across the marble floor, and several smaller desks were arranged in a semi-circle around a central platform where a wide marble desk perched beneath a gently pulsing banner that read "Welcome New Faculty!" in script that occasionally rearranged itself into more suggestive phrases before reverting back.

Behind the marble desk, a small woman lounged with her feet kicked up, displaying fishnet-clad legs that ended in impractically high heels. Her platinum blonde hair fell in a mess around her shoulders, deliberately tousled in a way that suggested she'd either just rolled out of bed or was planning to return there shortly. She was flipping lazily through a scroll, occasionally making notes with a quill that appeared to be writing in glowing red ink.

This had to be Gina Lux. Jynni had mentioned her—the administrative gatekeeper whose approval was required for all faculty submissions. "She runs the place," Jynni had whispered with a mixture of awe and fear, "and she knows it."

When Benedict cleared his throat, Gina's eyes flicked up from the scroll. They widened slightly, then narrowed with predatory interest. Her lips—full and painted a shade of red that matched her quill's ink—curved into a smirk that made Benedict feel like a particularly appealing appetizer.

"Well, well," she drawled, her voice carrying easily across the chamber despite its soft volume. "The new meat arrives with his first offering."

She didn't rise from her position, merely crooking a finger in his direction with a gesture that managed to be both imperious and suggestive. Benedict felt his feet moving before his brain had fully processed the command, carrying him across the marble floor toward her desk as if pulled by an invisible thread.

As he approached, he could see that her crop top was straining against breasts that seemed improbably large for her petite frame. The fabric was so thin that he could make out the darker circles of her nipples beneath, and when she shifted, stretching like a cat, he caught a glimpse of the smooth skin of her midriff.

"Professor Horne," she said, his name rolling off her tongue like she was tasting it. "Our new human expert. I've been looking forward to processing your first... submission."

The way she emphasized the last word made it clear that she meant something beyond paperwork. Benedict tightened his grip on the scroll, feeling sweat begin to bead at his temples as Gina's eyes raked over him with undisguised assessment.

"I have my lesson plan," he said, attempting to sound professional despite the way his voice cracked slightly. "For tomorrow's lecture."

Gina's smirk widened into something that wasn't quite a smile but definitely showed teeth. "Excellent," she purred. "Let's see what you've got for me."

***

Benedict extended the scroll toward Gina, who glanced at it with the casual disinterest of someone being offered a flyer for a store they had no intention of visiting. She made no move to take it, instead leaning back further in her chair and examining her perfectly manicured nails, which Benedict now noticed were painted with a polish that shifted colors like oil on water.

"Oh, sweetie," she said, her voice dripping with mock sympathy. "That's not how submission works at Succ U."

Benedict frowned, the scroll still extended awkwardly in the space between them. "I'm sorry?"

Gina sighed dramatically, as if explaining something to a particularly slow child. "Submission at Succubus University is both literal and ceremonial. First lesson plans must be filed orally to seal the energy signature properly." She gestured to the space beneath her desk with a flick of her wrist. "You know. Orally."

It took Benedict a moment to process her meaning, his brain refusing to make the connection that his body had already intuited, sending a cold rush of dread through his stomach.

"You can't be serious," he said, lowering the scroll. "That's completely inappropriate. I'm a faculty member, not a—"

"Not a what?" Gina interrupted, one eyebrow arching dangerously. "Not a participant in the ancient educational traditions of the institution that has graciously hired you despite your complete lack of interdimensional teaching credentials?"

She swung her legs down from the desk with fluid grace, the movement causing her mini-skirt to ride up high enough to confirm what Benedict had already suspected—she wasn't wearing underwear. The brief flash of bare skin made his mouth go dry despite his indignation.

"The submission process has been standard practice for over three centuries," she continued, her voice taking on an official, recitative quality that suggested she was quoting from some administrative handbook. "The energetic exchange harmonizes the new faculty member's aura with the Lustfield currents that power our curriculum."

"But—" Benedict began, only to be cut off by Gina's theatrical pout.

"If you're not comfortable with our procedures, I can certainly mark you as noncompliant on your preliminary performance record," she said, reaching for a large, official-looking ledger bound in what appeared to be leather but pulsed with a faint heartbeat. "Of course, according to your contract's probationary clause, that would trigger an immediate review by the Disciplinary Committee, headed by Headmistress Thorne herself."

Benedict swallowed hard. He'd only glimpsed the Headmistress from a distance, but even that brief sighting had filled him with an instinctive, primal fear. She had looked at him as if calculating exactly how many pieces he could be cut into for maximum efficiency.

"I'm not asking you to fuck me," Gina added with exaggerated patience. "Though plenty of professors do. I'm simply requesting that you follow proper filing procedure." She tapped a small plaque on her desk that read 'All submissions must be properly sealed with oral certification.'

Benedict stared at the plaque, then at the scroll in his hand, then back at Gina's expectant face. His stomach clenched with the familiar feeling of being cornered by institutional bureaucracy—except this time, instead of filling out forms in triplicate, he was being asked to perform oral sex on an administrative assistant as part of the paperwork process.

Every ounce of pride he possessed drained into his boots as the reality of his situation settled over him. He had signed a magical contract. He was in another dimension. He had no way home without fulfilling his contractual obligations. And apparently, those obligations included… this.

With a defeated sigh, Benedict placed the scroll on the edge of the desk and dropped to his knees. The marble floor was cold and hard beneath him, a physical discomfort that matched his emotional state perfectly.

Gina's smile widened into something genuinely pleased, her eyes lighting up with predatory satisfaction. "Good choice, Professor," she purred, pushing her chair back slightly and hiking her skirt up to her waist in one smooth motion. "I do so hate filing disciplinary reports. They're such a hassle."

She spread her legs widely, revealing herself fully. Her pussy was completely bare, plump and already glistening with arousal, the soft folds pink and inviting despite the circumstances. A small gold ring pierced her clit, catching the light when she shifted her hips forward to perch on the edge of the seat.

"Consider this your official orientation to administrative procedures," she said, spreading herself with two delicate fingers. The scent of her arousal wafted toward him—sweet and musky, with an undertone of something almost spicy that he suspected was unique to succubus-adjacent beings.

Benedict hesitated at the edge of the desk, his academic dignity waging a losing battle against the reality of interdimensional employment practices. Gina apparently had no patience for his internal struggle, because she reached forward with her free hand and placed two fingers under his chin, tilting his face up to meet her gaze.

"The in-tray is right here, Professor," she said, using those same two fingers to pull him forward until his face was inches from her exposed sex. "And I'd appreciate it if you'd file your paperwork promptly. I have other submissions to process today."

Their eyes met over the expanse of her body, and Benedict felt a spark of something—not entirely humiliation, not quite arousal, but a complex mixture of both that jolted through him like static electricity. Gina's fingers tightened slightly on his chin, her thumb brushing across his lower lip in a gesture that was simultaneously demanding and oddly intimate.

"Tongue out," she instructed, her voice dropping to a huskier register. "Let's make this official."

With one last, futile glance at the scroll that now sat ignored on the corner of the desk, Benedict closed his eyes, leaned forward into the grip of her hand, and surrendered to the absurd bureaucratic requirements of his new position.

***

Benedict's first tentative lick along Gina's slick folds earned him an exaggerated moan that echoed through the Faculty Office like a theater performance. Her taste was unlike anything he'd experienced before—sweet and electric, like licking a battery dipped in honey—and it sent a peculiar tingling sensation across his tongue that spread to the roof of his mouth. He pulled back slightly, startled, only to have Gina's fingers tangle in his hair and guide him firmly back against her.

"That's it, Professor," she cooed, her voice pitched loudly enough that anyone in the vicinity would hear. "Show me how they teach oral submission on Earth."

Her thighs were surprisingly soft against his cheeks, the fishnet texture leaving faint impressions on his skin as she shifted to a more comfortable position. Benedict felt his face burning with humiliation as he lapped at her, acutely aware that anyone could walk into the Faculty Office at any moment and find the new human professor on his knees, face buried between the administrative assistant's legs.

Gina reached for her magical typewriter with one hand, her other still firmly gripping his hair. The typewriter clacked to life, keys depressing seemingly of their own accord as she dictated.

"Faculty submission process underway," she announced to the machine, giving his hair a little tug when his rhythm faltered. "Subject displays adequate technique with room for improvement. Notable human hesitation patterns observed."

Benedict tried to focus on the task at hand rather than the running commentary. He traced his tongue in circles around her clit, carefully avoiding the gold ring piercing that clicked against his teeth when he got too close. The tingling sensation intensified as he worked, making his lips and tongue feel slightly numb, as if he'd been drinking champagne too quickly.

"Think the Headmistress licks reports this well?" Gina whispered, her voice dropping to a register only he could hear. The mention of Syllathe Thorne sent a chill down his spine even as his tongue continued its work. "She uses a special quill made from transformed tongues of faculty who failed to meet her standards."

Whether this was true or just another mind game, Benedict couldn't tell, but it inspired him to redouble his efforts. He explored Gina's folds more thoroughly, finding the spots that made her breath catch despite her performative facade. The small, involuntary twitches of her hips told him more than her theatrical moans about what was actually working.

"You missed a spot, professor," she taunted, shifting slightly to direct his attention. "Better suck deeper. Academic thoroughness is expected in all submissions."

Benedict complied, drawing her clit between his lips and sucking gently while his tongue flicked against the sensitive bundle of nerves. This earned him a genuine gasp that cut through her affected performance, her thighs tensing briefly on either side of his head.

A chiming sound rang through the office, and Gina reached for a glowing crystal sphere on her desk without missing a beat. "Faculty Office, Gina speaking," she said, her voice suddenly professional and composed despite Benedict's continued ministrations. "How may I direct your inquiry?"

Benedict tried to pull back, assuming she would want to pause during an official call, but her grip on his hair tightened painfully, holding him in place. Her free hand pressed a finger to her lips in a "shh" gesture, her eyes gleaming with wicked amusement.

"Yes, Dean Noctrix, I'm currently having a faculty support issue resolved manually," she continued, rocking her hips subtly against Benedict's mouth. "The new human professor is... deeply engaged in the submission process."

The casual way she referenced his humiliation to her superior made Benedict's stomach clench, but his body betrayed him with a pulse of arousal. There was something perversely exciting about being used so dismissively, about being reduced to a mere administrative tool rather than a person with dignity. The realization made him suck harder at her clit, almost in defiance.

"I'll have those enrollment figures by end of day," Gina was saying into the crystal, her voice impressively steady even as her free hand directed Benedict's head to a slightly different angle. "Yes, the human integration seems to be proceeding with... mmm... with appropriate depth."

The conversation continued for several more minutes, during which Benedict explored every fold and crevice of Gina's sex, learning through trial and error which approaches made her voice hitch mid-sentence and which earned him approving pats on the head like a well-trained pet. He slipped his tongue inside her, fucking her with it while his nose brushed against her clit, and was rewarded with her thighs tightening around his ears.

"Of course, Headmistress," Gina said suddenly, her voice taking on a note of deference that had been absent when speaking to the Dean. "He's demonstrating adequate submission techniques as we speak. I'll ensure his material receives proper routing."

The crystal dimmed as the connection ended, and Gina immediately dropped all pretense of professional demeanor, grinding herself shamelessly against Benedict's face.

"Fuck, finally," she groaned, both hands now gripping his hair. "Finish filing this properly, professor. I want to feel your academic expertise."

Benedict, past the point of dignity and strangely determined to prove his competence in this most bizarre of faculty evaluations, focused all his attention on her clit. He sucked and licked with newfound confidence, creating a steady rhythm that had Gina's breathing growing ragged and her performative moans giving way to genuine sounds of pleasure.

"That's it," she encouraged, her voice tighter now. "Good little professor. Show me how badly you want that approved submission."

He felt her building toward climax, her thighs trembling and her hips making small, desperate movements against his mouth. Her grip on his hair was almost painful, but he welcomed it as a sign that his "filing technique" was having the desired effect.

When she finally came, it was with a bright, almost surprised laugh that rang through the office like wind chimes. Her body shuddered against his face, her release coating his lips and chin as she rode out her pleasure with little concern for his comfort or breathing ability.

"Fuck," she gasped, finally releasing her death grip on his hair and pushing him back slightly. "Not bad for a human. A little textbook, but enthusiastic."

Benedict remained on his knees, panting and disoriented, his face slick with her arousal and his own sweat. He felt thoroughly used and strangely accomplished, as if he'd passed some bizarre test he hadn't known he was taking.

Gina reached for the scroll he'd brought, which had remained on the corner of her desk throughout the entire ordeal. With languid movements, she unrolled it, glanced at its contents for approximately three seconds, then reached for an ornate stamp sitting in a holder beside her typewriter.

"Looks adequate," she pronounced, pressing the stamp firmly onto the bottom of the parchment and leaving behind a glowing rune that pulsed with purple light. "Submission accepted."

She tossed the scroll back to him, forcing Benedict to scramble awkwardly to catch it while still on his knees. When he looked up, she was already rearranging her skirt and reaching for another document as if nothing unusual had happened.

"The Faculty Orientation Mixer is at eight tonight in the Carnal Commons," she said without looking at him. "Don't be late. Headmistress Thorne will be reviewing all new lesson plans personally." Her eyes flicked to him briefly, a small smirk playing at the corner of her mouth. "And she's much more... demanding... about her submissions."

Benedict slowly rose to his feet, his knees aching from the hard marble floor and his mind reeling from the entire experience. His face felt sticky, his cock was uncomfortably hard in his trousers, and he clutched the now-approved lesson plan like a shield against whatever fresh humiliation awaited him next.

"Thank you for... processing my submission," he managed to say, the formal words feeling ridiculous given what had just transpired.

Gina merely waved a dismissive hand, already engaged with another scroll. "Run along, Professor. And maybe clean yourself up before your next meeting. You've got faculty orientation dripping all over your chin."

Benedict backed away, dignity in tatters, the taste of Gina still tingling on his tongue and the approved scroll clutched in his trembling hand. The Faculty Office suddenly seemed impossibly large, the distance to the door stretching before him like a walk of shame that would never end. Each step felt heavy with the weight of what he'd just done, what he'd allowed himself to become—and the disturbing realization that this was only his first day at Succubus University.


Chapter 3

Benedict stumbled through the labyrinthine corridors of Succubus University, the taste of Gina still clinging to his tongue like some exotic spice he couldn't quite identify. His face burned, not just from exertion but from the fresh memory of being bent between her thighs, her soft commands, the way he'd surrendered so easily. He adjusted his glasses with trembling fingers, willing his heartbeat to slow as he searched for the Faculty Personal Maintenance facility where he was supposed to meet his mentor.

"Left at the moaning fountain, third right past the pleasure gardens," he muttered to himself, reciting Gina's directions. The corridor walls pulsed with a soft, pink glow that seemed to breathe in time with his steps. Archways overhead curved like bodies in mid-stretch, and the stone beneath his feet grew inexplicably warm whenever he paused.

A group of students passed by—a trio of succubi in what could charitably be called "academic attire" if one defined academia as "sheer gauze and strategic belts." They giggled behind their hands as he flattened himself against the wall to let them pass.

"That's the new human professor," one whispered, her forked tongue flicking out to taste his scent on the air.

"I give him a week," another replied. "Look how pink he's turning just from eye contact."

His hands were numb, but he felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as humiliation. Benedict hurried on, turning down passages that twisted like question marks, staircases that seemed to have more steps going down than they had going up.

Finally, he spotted a heavy oak door marked with a silver plaque: "Faculty Personal Maintenance." The sign pulsed with a subtle blue light, and he could hear the soft hiss of water from within. Benedict straightened his tie, smoothed down his rumpled button-up shirt, and pushed the door open.

Steam billowed out, warm and scented with something herbal yet sharp—like mint but with an undertone of metal and musk. Benedict took a step inside, and the door swung shut behind him with a definitive click.

The Faculty gym was unlike any fitness center he'd ever seen. Equipment gleamed with strange sigils, weights floated untethered beside benches, and what appeared to be normal treadmills occasionally rippled like water. But Benedict saw none of this. His attention locked entirely on the figure standing beneath an arching shower of water that glowed with inner light.

Professor Zira Thornhand stood completely naked, one foot propped up on a small ledge as she dragged a silver razor down the curve of her inner thigh. Water cascaded over her burnished bronze skin, highlighting the cut of her muscles, the swell of her breasts with their dark, pierced nipples. Her dark hair was slicked back from her undercut, emphasizing the severe angles of her face. Between her legs, she was methodically removing the last traces of hair from her labia, the twin silver bars of her piercing catching the enchanted light.

Benedict's mouth went dry. He tried to back up, to stammer an apology, but his body refused to obey. He stood frozen, one hand still on the door handle.

Zira didn't look up. She simply continued the long, practiced stroke of the razor, flicking it clean in the water with a graceful twist of her wrist.

"You're three minutes late, Professor Horne," she said, her voice low and unconcerned. She tilted her head slightly, giving better access to shave a delicate spot, her powerful thighs tensing with the movement. "I don't tolerate lateness. Nor do I tolerate voyeurism without permission."

"I—I'm so sorry, I didn't realize—I can come back—" Benedict's words tumbled over each other, his gaze darting everywhere but at her naked form, which only meant his eyes kept returning to her out of desperate avoidance.

"Strip," she said, finally looking up. Her eyes were cool, assessing, not a hint of embarrassment or concern. Water beaded on her eyelashes. "If you're gonna survive here, first lesson is learning you're nothing special." She gestured with the razor toward a bench. "Clothing goes there. I don't have time to waste on your human modesty."

Benedict swallowed hard, his fingers fumbling with his tie. Her gaze was a physical weight, pressing against his chest, making it difficult to breathe in the heavy, magical steam that coiled around them both.

"I was told—I thought this was meant to be a mentoring session," he managed, voice cracking like an adolescent's.

Zira's mouth curved into something too cruel to be called a smile. "It is," she said, rinsing her razor one final time. "And lesson one is already in progress. So. Strip. Or leave. Your tenure probation fails either way, but only one option preserves your dignity."

The irony of discussing dignity while being ordered to remove his clothes by a naked woman was not lost on Benedict, but something in her tone brooked no argument. His fingers moved to his buttons, and the steam seemed to thicken around him as he began to undress.

***

Benedict's fingers trembled as he unbuttoned his shirt, the fabric sticking to his damp skin in the humid air. He felt like he was peeling away more than clothing—layers of propriety, dignity, and the comfortable illusion that he understood the rules of this place were all sliding to the floor with each discarded garment. Zira watched him with the bored patience of someone who'd seen thousands of naked bodies and found most of them wanting.

"Faster," she said, tapping the razor against her palm. "I've got four more sessions after you today."

He fumbled with his belt buckle, shoes kicked off haphazardly. His socks came next, then his trousers, until he stood in just his underwear—plain cotton boxers that suddenly seemed pathetically mundane compared to Zira's confident nudity.

"Those too," she said, pointing with the razor.

Benedict hooked his thumbs into the waistband, hesitated, then pushed them down in one quick motion. His cock hung half-hard between his legs, betraying his conflicted physical response to the situation. He fought the urge to cover himself.

"Hmm," was all Zira said. She stepped out from under the magical shower, water beading down her muscular form as though even gravity hesitated to touch her without permission. She circled him, eyes narrowed, assessing.

"Arms up," she commanded. "Palms facing forward."

Benedict complied, feeling absurdly like a specimen pinned for dissection. The tiles were slick beneath his feet. The steam wrapped around him, carrying traces of her scent—something metallic and sharp, like ozone before a storm.

"Turn." A finger tapped his shoulder blade. "Bend. Straighten. Face me."

She wore authority like others wore clothing—completely comfortable in her power. Her hair clung to her neck in wet strands, and the piercings in her nipples caught light as she moved. She raked her gaze from his feet to his face, lingering at his groin.

"Passable stamina potential, mediocre muscle tone, acceptable pheromone index." She spoke as if dictating notes. "Stress response needs work. Your body leaks information constantly—any succubus will read you like a picture book."

She snapped her fingers, and a small floating orb materialized beside her—a crystal that pulsed with soft blue light.

"Faculty Survival Log, Subject: Horne, Benedict. Human. Day one assessment." She reached out and tilted his chin up with one finger, her touch cool and impersonal. "Nervous tension in the jaw, excessive perspiration. Blushes like a virgin at a sex toy convention."

The crystal flashed once, recording her words.

"Kneel," she said, gesturing to the wet tiles in front of her.

Benedict's knees creaked as he lowered himself down. The tiles were surprisingly warm against his skin, as if heated from below. Water pooled around his knees.

Zira moved to a nearby bench and sat, legs casually spread. She resumed shaving the last patches of her inner thigh, razor gliding over skin with practiced precision. From his kneeling position, Benedict couldn't help but see the intimate details of her—the twin silver bars through her labia catching light, the smooth curve of her mound now completely bare.

"You think you're here to teach about humans," she said, tilting her head to inspect her work. "That's not your primary function. You're here to be wanted. To be useful. Theory is for textbooks—which, yes, you will write and assign—but your body is the practical demonstration."

Benedict shifted slightly, his knees already uncomfortable. "I was under the impression—"

"First mistake," she interrupted, pointing the razor at him. "You were under a false impression because you saw what you wanted to see. Log: subject demonstrates willful naiveté." The crystal pulsed again. "Second mistake: assuming your discomfort matters. It doesn't."

She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, face inches from his. Her eyes were the color of amber, flecked with gold, and utterly devoid of pity.

"Succubus University doesn't care about your human hangups, Professor. Neither do I. What matters is whether you can perform under pressure, maintain composure when students try to drink you dry, and redirect energy when boundaries need to be established." She flicked water from her fingers into his face. "Right now, I'd give you a D-minus."

Benedict flinched at the water droplets, then straightened his spine, something small but significant hardening in his expression. "What would merit a passing grade?"

Zira's eyebrow ticked up a fraction—the first hint of genuine reaction. "Did I give you permission to ask questions?"

"You said I need to redirect energy when boundaries are established," he replied, his voice steadier than it had been since entering the room. "I'm establishing that I intend to succeed here, not just survive. So yes, I'd like to know the grading criteria."

The crystal beside her flashed twice, then changed from blue to a faint purple. Zira's lips twitched—not quite a smile, but perhaps a recognition.

"Log: subject shows unexpected backbone when academically challenged." She stood, water running down her legs. "Sit on the bench. Back straight, knees apart, hands on thighs."

As Benedict rose and moved to comply, she added, "A passing grade requires stamina, composure under sexual pressure, and the ability to command respect while aroused. Simple, really." She ran a hand through her slicked-back hair. "Mortifyingly simple for someone with proper training, nearly impossible for most humans."

Benedict sat as instructed, aware that his cock had hardened further despite—or perhaps because of—his humiliation. The vinyl bench was cold against his bare skin.

"Lucky for you," Zira continued, moving to stand directly in front of him, "I specialize in impossible cases."

	*** 



Without warning, Zira reclined on the padded bench across from Benedict. She spread her powerful thighs with military precision, as casual as if she were demonstrating proper form for a bench press rather than exposing her freshly shaved sex. The silver piercings through her labia caught the enchanted light, creating tiny prisms on the wet floor between them. Her expression remained impassive, her eyes fixed on his with predatory focus.

"Watch carefully," she said, her voice maintaining that same instructional flatness. "This is a demonstration of basic energy cycling techniques. No touching yourself. No movement. Just watch."

Benedict swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry despite the humid air. He nodded, not trusting his voice.

Zira's fingers—long, strong, with short, practical nails—descended to her sex. With clinical detachment, she used two fingers to part her outer labia, revealing the glistening pink within. The twin silver bars that pierced her horizontally shifted slightly with the movement, catching light.

"First phase is controlled arousal buildup," she explained, as casually as if discussing weather patterns. Her middle finger began to circle her entrance, gathering moisture. "Note the even pressure, steady rhythm. This isn't about immediate gratification—it's about energy generation."

Benedict's cock twitched painfully against his thigh. He gripped his knees harder, focusing on breathing steadily through his nose.

Zira's fingers moved with methodical precision, spreading her wetness upward toward her clit. The piercing there—a tiny gold ring—glinted as she exposed it fully from its hood.

"Circulation pathways must be established before the energy peaks," she continued, two fingers now sliding inside herself to the second knuckle. Her other hand maintained a steady, circular motion around her clit. "Too many amateurs rush this part."

Despite her clinical tone, Benedict couldn't help noticing subtle changes: the faint flush spreading across her chest, the slight quickening of her breath, the way her abdominal muscles tensed rhythmically as her fingers worked.

Her hips began to move in counterpoint to her hands, a controlled undulation that seemed both deliberate and instinctive. "When you feel the pressure building," she demonstrated a quicker tempo, "this is where control becomes critical."

Benedict shifted slightly, his erection now fully hard and leaking a bead of pre-cum from the tip. The movement caught Zira's attention immediately.

"Did I give you permission to move?" Her voice cracked like a whip, though her fingers never stopped their relentless pace. "Reset position. Now."

He jerked back into place, face burning. The crystal floating nearby flashed, recording his failure.

Zira's lips curled in disappointment, but she continued her demonstration. Her fingers plunged deeper, curling upward, hitting some spot that made her thighs tense visibly. Her breathing hitched, and for a moment, Benedict thought she might climax—but she abruptly slowed, withdrawing her fingers until they just barely grazed her entrance.

"Edging technique," she explained, her voice slightly huskier now. "Essential for mana yield management. Push to ninety percent capacity, then back off to fifty. Rebuild. Repeat."

For what felt like an eternity, Benedict watched as she brought herself to the edge again and again. Each time, her body would tense, her breathing would quicken, her hips would rise slightly off the bench—and each time, she would deliberately halt her progress, speaking through gritted teeth about "energy channels" and "mana concentration ratios."

"Pay attention to the muscle contractions," she instructed, her free hand now pressing against her lower abdomen. "Feel the energy building here, at the pelvic floor. Each contraction produces approximately eight units of raw mana, which can be redirected through—" She cut herself off with a sharp intake of breath as her fingers moved more rapidly.

Benedict's balls ached with a pressure that bordered on pain. His cock strained upward, untouched but desperate for contact. A drop of sweat ran down his temple, and he fought the urge to wipe it away, knowing any movement would earn him another reprimand.

"The longer the plateau phase," Zira continued, her voice now undeniably strained despite her professional tone, "the greater the energy yield upon release." She demonstrated by holding herself at the edge, her muscular thighs trembling with the effort, for nearly thirty seconds.

The air between them seemed to thicken, charged with something more than steam. Benedict could have sworn he saw faint purple sparks dancing along her skin where her fingers made contact.

When a drop of pre-cum slid down his shaft, Zira's eyes narrowed. "Leaking already? Pathetic control, Professor." But there was something in her voice beyond disapproval—a hint of satisfaction at his obvious torment.

"Pelvic floor control is your homework," she said, her fingers never slowing. "Mana yield per contraction is directly proportional to muscle tone and mental focus." She demonstrated by visibly tightening her internal muscles, making the piercings shift.

Benedict realized he'd been holding his breath and exhaled shakily. The release of air seemed to travel straight to his groin, making his cock jump.

"Eyes up here," Zira snapped, though 'here' was still her spread sex. "This isn't about your pleasure. It's about energy management."

For half an hour, she continued the obscene, hypnotic lesson—building herself up, backing off, all while maintaining a stream of technical commentary that somehow made the display more erotic in its detachment. The juxtaposition of her methodical approach with the undeniably sexual nature of the act created a tension that seemed to fill the entire room.

By the end, Benedict's entire body thrummed with frustrated energy. His cock ached, his balls drawn up tight against his body. His muscles burned from holding still. And still, Zira continued her relentless self-pleasure, her voice growing increasingly tight but never losing that instructional quality.

"This," she finally said, withdrawing her glistening fingers without allowing herself release, "is baseline competency for faculty energy management. You have a long way to go, Professor Horne."

***

"Get up," Zira commanded, swinging her legs off the bench. Her body glistened with a sheen of sweat and arousal, but she made no move to towel off or cover herself. Instead, she began to pace in front of Benedict, her bare feet making soft slapping sounds against the wet tiles. The scent of her arousal hung in the air between them, an invisible thread that seemed to tug at something primitive in his brain. "We're moving on to verbal response training."

Benedict rose on shaky legs, his erection still painfully present, bobbing slightly with each heartbeat. His muscles ached from holding still for so long.

"Dominant language is a tool," Zira explained, circling him like a drill sergeant inspecting a new recruit. Water droplets traced the curves of her muscles, the dips between her abs. Her pierced nipples remained hard, and the gold ring through her clit occasionally caught the light as she moved. "Your students will test boundaries constantly. They're training to become literal embodiments of desire—they need to know you won't break."

She stopped directly in front of him, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating from her body. "I'm going to give you scenarios. You will respond as if the student is right in front of you. Hesitate, stammer, or sound weak—" she flicked her finger against his nipple sharply, making him gasp, "—and you'll be corrected. Understood?"

"Yes," Benedict said, then swallowed. "Yes, I understand."

Zira's eyes narrowed. "First scenario: Tess is grinding against your leg during office hours, Professor. What do you say?"

Benedict blinked rapidly, his mind scrambling to formulate an appropriate response. "I—I would tell her that's inappropriate behavior and ask her to stop—"

Pain exploded as Zira's fingers pinched the base of his cock, just enough to make his eyes water. "Wrong. Too passive. Too apologetic." She released him and resumed pacing. "Again. With authority."

Benedict took a deep breath. "Tess," he tried again, his voice a bit firmer, "that behavior stops now. Take your seat properly or leave my office."

Zira gave a curt nod. "Better. Still too stiff." She fired off another scenario without pause: "Mira is mocking your attempt at dirty talk during a demonstration. How do you reclaim the frame?"

"I..." Benedict hesitated, and immediately Zira's hand shot out, twisting his nipple until he yelped.

"Too slow," she snapped. "They'll eat you alive if you let them see you thinking."

Benedict gritted his teeth, frustration finally bubbling up through the humiliation. "If you're finished amusing yourself, Mira," he said, his voice dropping lower than usual, "perhaps you'd like to demonstrate your superior technique for the class?"

Their eyes met, and something passed between them—a spark, like static from the dry air, but it jolted them nonetheless. Zira's lips twitched in what might have been approval.

"Workable," she said. "Next: Kell and Jasper are attempting to distract you by performing oral sex on each other in the back row. Your response?"

The scenarios kept coming, each more outrageous than the last. Zira paced relentlessly, her naked body moving with predatory grace, the scent of sex magic clinging to her skin. Every time Benedict hesitated or sounded uncertain, she would deliver a sharp correction—a pinch to his inner thigh, a flick against his balls, a twist of sensitive skin.

"Either enjoy the show silently or participate in the discussion," Benedict growled in response to one particularly explicit scenario, his professor voice emerging from some untapped reserve. "But if you interrupt my lecture again, you'll be demonstrating restraint positions for the rest of the semester."

Zira's eyebrows rose fractionally. The floating crystal pulsed, changing from purple to a deeper violet.

By the twentieth scenario, Benedict's brain felt fried, processing language through a filter of arousal and pain. His cock remained hard, leaking occasionally when Zira moved particularly close or when a response actually pleased her. The litany of crude, explicit scenarios had transformed the academic language centers of his brain into something primal and direct.

"Final scenario," Zira said, standing so close her nipples nearly brushed his chest. "A succubus student has you pinned against your desk, feeding on your energy without permission, draining you dry. What do you do, Professor?"

Benedict met her gaze directly. His voice, when it came, was barely recognizable—lower, rougher, with an edge of command he hadn't known he possessed.

"I'd grab her by the throat," he said, the words emerging from some deep, untapped well of self-preservation. "I'd tell her that she's taking without earning, and that in my classroom, power is given, not stolen." His hands clenched at his sides. "Then I'd demonstrate the difference between hunger and discipline until she begged to learn properly."

The words hung in the air between them. For a long moment, Zira said nothing, her amber eyes locked on his. The crystal beside them pulsed rapidly, then stabilized to a steady glow.

"Hm," she finally said, stepping back. "Not entirely pathetic."

Benedict released a breath he hadn't realized he was holding. His entire body trembled with exertion, arousal, and a strange new tension that felt almost like pride. The words that had come out of his mouth seemed foreign, yet they had emerged from somewhere authentic within him—a place that recognized survival at Succubus University would require more than just academic knowledge.

"Where did that come from?" he asked, almost to himself.

Zira snorted. "That's the point of pushing you to breaking. The real voice doesn't emerge until the polite one is too exhausted to maintain the facade." She flicked water from her fingers at his face. "Congratulations. You found your backbone. Now you just need to keep it."

***

Zira stood before him, hands planted firmly on her hips, her naked body still glistening with sweat and arousal. Her expression remained largely unimpressed, but something in her eyes had shifted—a subtle acknowledgment that he had, against all expectations, survived her training gauntlet. "Passable," she muttered, reaching for a nearby shelf. "For now."

She grabbed a towel and threw it directly at his face. Benedict caught it reflexively, the soft fabric brushing against his still-sensitive cock.

"Dry off," she instructed, making no move to cover herself. She gestured toward the floating crystal, which drifted to hover before her. "Faculty Survival Log, addendum: Subject shows minimal viable dominant capacity when pushed to physical and psychological limits. Recommend continued high-pressure training scenarios to reinforce emergence patterns."

The crystal pulsed in acknowledgment, then floated to a dock on the wall where it nestled into a charging station.

Benedict wrapped the towel around his waist, suddenly acutely aware of how exposed he'd been. His body ached in places he'd never considered before—not just his groin, which throbbed with denied release, but muscles in his thighs, his back, his jaw. He realized he'd been clenching his teeth through much of the ordeal.

"Get dressed," Zira said, finally reaching for her own towel. She draped it casually over her shoulders rather than covering herself. "You've got approximately eighteen hours to integrate today's lessons before your first class."

Benedict moved to where his clothes lay in a crumpled heap. His fingers still trembled slightly as he pulled on his underwear, then his trousers. Each item felt like armor being reassembled after battle.

"Tomorrow's students will eat you alive if you don't find your backbone by then," Zira continued, watching him dress with clinical detachment. "The junior succubi can smell weakness like sharks smell blood, and they're not subtle about feeding on it." She ran the towel over her short, slicked-back hair. "Remember: you're not teaching biology anymore. You're teaching control—theirs and yours."

Benedict buttoned his shirt, his mind replaying fragments of the past hour—the humiliation, the arousal, the strange moment when something within him had finally snapped into place and words of command had flowed naturally.

"What if I can't maintain that... voice?" he asked, adjusting his glasses, which had somehow survived the ordeal unscathed.

Zira shrugged, her powerful shoulders rising and falling like tectonic plates. "Then you'll wash out like the last three human professors. Literally drained dry by midterms." She stepped closer, and despite being shorter than him, somehow managed to look down at him. "But I don't think you will."

"Why not?" Benedict asked, tucking in his shirt.

"Because you're stubborn," she replied. "And just arrogant enough to think you can actually succeed here." Something that might have been respect flickered across her face before vanishing. "Arrogance has kept better professors than you alive in this place."

Benedict finished dressing, though his clothes clung uncomfortably to his damp skin. His tie hung limply in his hand—he couldn't quite face the idea of anything around his neck right now.

"Same time tomorrow," Zira said. It wasn't a question. "Bring a change of clothes. And water-resistant shoes."

Benedict nodded, gathering what remained of his dignity along with his briefcase. As he turned to leave, Zira's voice stopped him.

"Professor Horne."

He looked back. She stood like a warrior goddess in the steamy room, towel still draped uselessly around her shoulders, her body a testament to power and confidence.

"Don't let Gina convince you to eat her out again unless you're getting something valuable in return. Faculty who give it away for free get no respect around here."

Heat flooded Benedict's face as he realized she somehow knew about his earlier encounter. "I—yes. Understood."

He pushed through the door into the relative normalcy of the corridor, the sounds of the shower resuming behind him. The university's strange architecture seemed slightly less confusing now, as if his body had begun to attune to its peculiar logic.

Benedict walked with unsteady steps, his body still thrumming with unfulfilled arousal, his mind processing the day's lessons. He felt humiliated, exhausted, and strangely altered—like a piece of metal that had been heated and hammered into a new shape. Not broken, but transformed.

As he disappeared down the hallway, Zira stepped back under the magical shower, allowing herself a small, satisfied smirk. She turned her face up to the enchanted water, letting it sluice away the sweat of exertion.

"Faculty Performance Record, private notation," she murmured. The crystal on the wall pulsed in response, creating a separate recording channel. "Subject exceeds preliminary expectations. Exhibits rare adaptive capacity for a human. Responsive to pressure-testing in ways that suggest genuine potential." She paused, then added, "Might actually survive the semester. Almost a shame to break him further."

She flicked a drop of her slick from her fingers toward the glowing faculty performance crystal. The droplet arced through the air, carrying traces of her energy, and was absorbed into the crystal's surface. Immediately, the glow brightened, pulsing with approval.

"Then again," she mused, watching the crystal's response with satisfaction, "breaking is how we rebuild them stronger."

The crystal continued to pulse, its rhythm matching the beat of her heart, confirming what she already knew: her methods, harsh as they were, worked. Another human professor might just survive Succubus University—and if Benedict Horne could find his backbone consistently, he might do more than merely survive.

He might actually become an asset.


Chapter 4

Benedict Horne adjusted his collar for the fifth time in as many minutes, the fabric sticking to his damp neck as he stood outside the classroom door. His hands trembled slightly, not from fear exactly, but from the lingering effects of what Zira had cheerfully called "survival training" and what his aching body recognized as three hours of methodical sexual torture. He took a deep breath, winced as his freshly laundered robes brushed against his still-tender cock, and pushed open the door with all the authority he could muster.

"Good afternoon, class," he announced, his voice cracking only slightly. "I'm Professor Horne, and welcome to Human Sexual Customs 101."

The classroom hit him like a wall of heated sensation. The air was thick enough to chew, shimmering faintly with prismatic light where sunbeams cut through windows and collided with the ambient magical field. Benedict's skin prickled instantly with sweat that had nothing to do with nerves. This was pure, concentrated arousal magic, hanging in the atmosphere like invisible fog.

He tried not to breathe too deeply. The room reeked of sweet musk and salt, of slick arousal and barely contained lust. It smelled like a brothel at peak hours, if brothels were built atop ley lines of concentrated desire. Benedict's cock twitched painfully inside his robes, responding despite the soreness Gina had inflicted that morning when she'd insisted on "testing his classroom stamina" with her mouth for forty-five uninterrupted minutes.

"You'll thank me later," she'd told him, wiping her lips with the back of her hand as he'd struggled to tuck himself back into his pants. "Better to go in empty than risk embarrassing yourself."

He wasn't feeling particularly thankful as he surveyed the dozen or so students arranged before him, especially not the three who immediately caught his attention.

Mira Nox sprawled across two desks near the center of the room, her long obsidian hair cascading over one shoulder, her red skin gleaming as though freshly polished. She'd technically complied with the uniform requirement—the black and crimson Succubus University insignia was visible on her blouse—but she'd left enough buttons undone that the top strained obscenely against the swell of her breasts. Her yellow eyes tracked him with predatory interest, and a slow smile spread across her face when she caught him looking.

"Professor," she acknowledged, her voice a low purr. "We've been so eager to begin."

At the back of the room, another student made her presence known without saying a word. Benedict's gaze was drawn to movement, a rhythmic rocking that made his mouth go dry. Tess Clawthorne, pink-skinned and white-haired, was perched atop what appeared to be a standard classroom stool, except this one pulsed with soft magical light. She rocked her hips in a deliberate circle, one hand shoved blatantly into her opened uniform skirt, her middle finger visibly working beneath the fabric. When she caught Benedict staring, she simply bit her lip and winked, increasing her pace.

"Don't mind me, Sir," she called out, her voice breathy and punctuated by little gasps. "Just warming up for the lesson."

Benedict felt heat creeping up his neck. In his previous teaching life, this would have warranted immediate disciplinary action. Here, it was apparently Tuesday.

His eyes darted desperately around the room, seeking any semblance of normalcy, and landed on a third student who at least wasn't actively masturbating or flashing her cleavage. Lynari Vell sat ramrod straight in the front row, her lavender skin flushed a deeper purple across her cheeks and the tips of her pointed ears. She clutched a scroll to her chest like armor, her oversized glasses slightly fogged. But even she was not immune to the room's effects—Benedict couldn't help but notice how her thighs pressed together beneath her desk, the faint sheen of wetness catching the light where they met her uniform skirt.

She met his gaze briefly, then looked away, her small horns seeming to droop with embarrassment. Her wings—delicate, translucent things—fluttered nervously against her back.

"I've... I've prepared the assigned reading, Professor," she said softly, her voice barely carrying across the charged air.

Benedict nodded gratefully, latching onto this small gesture of academic normalcy like a drowning man. "Thank you, Miss Vell. That's... that's excellent."

His cock throbbed again, a painful reminder of its recent abuse at the hands—and mouth—of the administrative staff. He shifted his weight, trying to find a comfortable stance that wouldn't draw attention to his growing arousal or aggravate the tenderness Zira had left behind with her "stamina exercises."

Benedict cleared his throat and turned to the enchanted writing slate. "Right then. Let's begin with the basics of human courtship rituals, shall we?"

Behind him, Tess let out a muffled moan. Mira's chuckle was dark velvet. Lynari's scroll crinkled as her grip tightened.

It was going to be a very long first day.

***

Benedict turned to face his class, chalk gripped in his hand like a talisman against the waves of desire rolling through the room. He'd prepared this lecture for days, rehearsing in front of his dormitory mirror until the words flowed naturally. Now, standing before a dozen succubi with varying degrees of hunger in their eyes, those carefully composed thoughts scattered like startled birds. He cleared his throat, squared his shoulders, and launched into the safest topic he could imagine—human foreplay rituals—with all the enthusiasm of a man reciting tax codes while standing on hot coals.

"The importance of pre-penetration arousal rituals in human sexual customs cannot be overstated," he began, his voice pitched slightly higher than normal. "Unlike many species in the pleasure planes, humans require significant physiological preparation before intercourse."

He turned to write on the enchanted slate, grateful for the momentary reprieve from twelve pairs of glowing eyes. The chalk squeaked as he wrote "FOREPLAY FUNDAMENTALS" in block letters.

"For humans," he continued, "arousal is both physical and psychological. The, ah, lubrication process in females and the engorgement response in males can take anywhere from five to thirty minutes, depending on the individuals and circumstances involved."

Benedict studiously avoided looking directly at any student, especially the three who had already demonstrated their disruptive potential. He focused on a point just above their heads, speaking with the rigid formality of a man reading from an invisible script.

"Human foreplay typically involves kissing, manual stimulation, oral attention to erogenous zones, and verbal encouragement," he said, writing each element on the board. "The timing and progression of these elements varies widely across cultures and—"

"Professor," Tess interrupted, her voice a honeyed whine that cut through his lecture like a heated blade through butter. "It's so hard to focus when you're leaking precum through your robes."

The chalk snapped between Benedict's fingers. A ripple of giggles washed through the classroom. He glanced down in horror to see a small but unmistakable dark spot forming at the front of his robes. His cock, still sore from the morning's activities, had apparently decided that professional boundaries were merely suggestions.

"I—that's not—" Benedict stammered, clutching his remaining piece of chalk until his knuckles whitened.

Tess had abandoned all pretense of subtlety now. She rocked vigorously on her enchanted stool, which hummed with increasing magical intensity. Her uniform skirt was hiked up around her waist, her pink fingers buried knuckle-deep in simple white panties that had long since surrendered to a growing slick patch. Her yellow eyes were half-lidded with artificial innocence.

"Don't mind me," she gasped, grinding harder against her hand. "Please continue explaining how humans get wet. It's just so... mmmm... educational."

Benedict felt panic rising alongside his unwanted arousal. He turned desperately toward the other students, hoping to find some anchor of normalcy, only to lock eyes with Mira Nox. Her expression made his stomach drop.

Mira unfolded herself from her desk with the unhurried grace of a predator who knows its prey is cornered. She rose to her full height, adjusting her uniform blouse in a way that somehow revealed more cleavage rather than concealing it. Her hips swayed with hypnotic precision as she approached, each step deliberate and weighted with purpose.

"Professor Horne," she said, her voice low enough that he had to lean slightly forward to hear her properly. "I believe there's a fundamental flaw in your pedagogical approach."

She was close enough now that he could smell her—cinnamon and cloves and something darker beneath, like burnt sugar and sex. Her yellow eyes gleamed with intelligence that made her even more dangerous than Tess's chaotic energy.

"Academic theory has its place," Mira continued, reaching out to straighten his collar with unnecessary slowness. "But foreplay should be demonstrated, not theorized. Don't you agree?"

Her fingers brushed against his neck, and Benedict felt a jolt of electricity that had nothing to do with static and everything to do with the subtle magic she was weaving through her touch. His cock throbbed painfully against his robes.

"That's not—" he began, but his voice emerged as a croak.

From the front row, a small whimpering sound drew his attention. Lynari hadn't moved from her seat, but her composure had crumbled entirely. Her glasses sat askew on her nose, and a thin sheen of sweat made her lavender skin glisten in the classroom's enchanted light. Her thighs were spread beneath her desk now, and though she still clutched her scroll in one hand, the other had found its way beneath her uniform.

Unlike Tess's brazen display, Lynari's self-pleasure was almost reluctant—small, desperate circles over her clothed clit, her eyes squeezed shut as though she could pretend no one could see her if she couldn't see them. Tiny, hiccuping breaths escaped her lips with each movement of her fingers.

Benedict swallowed hard. The classroom was spinning out of control, and he was rapidly approaching the point of no return. The enchanted atmosphere seemed to thicken around him, amplifying every sensation—the tightness of his robes, the trembling in his legs, the increasingly insistent pulse of his cock.

"I think," Mira whispered, close enough now that her breath tickled his ear, "that what this lesson needs is a practical component."

Behind her, Tess let out a delighted giggle that sounded like bells in a brothel. "Hands-on learning is my favorite kind!"

Looking between the three students—Mira's confident advance, Tess's wild abandon, and Lynari's quiet desperation—Benedict knew with perfect clarity that his carefully planned lecture was over. Whatever happened next, it would not involve chalk or theory.

***

The moment hung suspended like a drop of honey about to fall—thick, golden, inevitable. Benedict opened his mouth to protest, to remind them all about professional boundaries and academic decorum, but Tess was already in motion. She launched herself forward with the gleeful abandon of a child diving into a forbidden pool, pink skin blurring as she crossed the space between them. Her fingers found the fastening of his robes and yanked, the sound of tearing fabric punctuating her delighted giggle.

"Let's see what our professor's been hiding," she announced to the class, as though initiating a particularly interesting science demonstration.

Benedict's robes fell open, revealing his half-hard cock, still slightly slick from Gina's earlier ministrations. The cool air of the classroom against his exposed flesh made him gasp, a sound quickly swallowed as embarrassment flooded through him. He was supposed to be the authority figure here, the composed professional—not standing exposed before his students with his cock twitching eagerly into the open air.

"Oh, Professor," Tess crooned, dropping to her knees with theatrical flair. "You've been holding out on us."

Before Benedict could form a coherent response, Tess wrapped one small hand around the base of his shaft. Her touch was electric, almost painfully intense against his sensitized skin. She looked up at him, yellow eyes wide with exaggerated innocence, then opened her mouth and engulfed him in a single, practiced motion.

The wet heat of her mouth sent a jolt through Benedict's entire body. His knees buckled slightly as Tess took him deeper than seemed physically possible, her throat bulging visibly as she swallowed around his rapidly hardening length. The sensation was almost too intense—a slick, rippling pressure that made spots dance at the edges of his vision.

Tess pulled back just enough to swirl her tongue around the head of his cock, making obscene slurping noises that echoed in the suddenly silent classroom. Her spit-slick lips curved into a smile around his girth, and she moaned as though tasting him was the greatest pleasure she'd ever experienced.

"Mmm, Professor," she mumbled around his cock, "you taste like you've already been played with today. Did someone else get to you first?"

She punctuated her question by taking him deep again, her nose pressing against his pelvis, her throat working in rhythmic pulses that nearly buckled his legs.

"I believe," came Mira's velvet voice from behind him, "our professor requires more comprehensive attention."

Cool fingers slid beneath the collar of Benedict's already open robes, pulling the fabric away from his shoulders with deliberate slowness. Unlike Tess's chaotic enthusiasm, Mira's touch was measured, precise—each movement calculated for maximum effect. She peeled his robes down his arms and let them fall to the floor in a puddle of fabric, leaving him entirely naked save for his socks and shoes.

"Much better," she purred, running one sharp nail down the length of his spine. "A proper education requires... transparency."

Benedict shivered, caught between Tess's enthusiastic oral attention and Mira's controlled touch. He felt hands at the backs of his knees, gently but firmly pushing him backward until his calves hit something soft. He glanced down to see a large, plush mattress where the teacher's desk had been moments before—conjured from nothing by Mira's magic.

"Allow me to assist you," Mira said, guiding him down onto the mattress with surprising strength. Benedict fell back, his cock slipping from Tess's mouth with an audible pop that made several students giggle.

Mira stood over him, her uniform blouse now fully unbuttoned to reveal breasts that defied both gravity and expectation—perfect crimson spheres tipped with darker nipples that had hardened to stiff peaks. With graceful efficiency, she shimmied out of her skirt, revealing that she wore nothing underneath. Her sex was sleek and perfectly groomed, glistening with evidence of her arousal.

"Consider this remedial tutoring," she said, one elegant eyebrow raised as she lowered herself toward his face. "Lesson one: proper appreciation of a superior being."

Before Benedict could respond, Mira straddled his head, her knees planted on either side of his ears. The scent of her arousal was overwhelming—sweet and musky and laced with something otherworldly that made his head swim. She lowered herself until her sex was mere inches from his mouth.

"Your lecture mentioned the importance of oral attention," she reminded him, tangling one hand in his hair and using it to guide his face exactly where she wanted it. "Demonstrate your understanding."

Her slick folds met his lips, hot and wet and insistent. The taste of her flooded his senses—honey and spice and something darker beneath, a flavor that seemed to bypass his tongue entirely and settle directly into his nervous system. Each breath he took was saturated with her scent, each slight movement of her hips spreading more of her arousal across his mouth and nose.

Benedict's world narrowed to the wet heat against his face, the soft yet commanding pressure of Mira's thighs against his ears, and the distant sensation of Tess's hands stroking his still-wet cock. He heard himself groan against Mira's sex, felt her shiver in response as she began a slow, deliberate grinding motion.

"That's it, Professor," Mira sighed above him, her voice maintaining its composed quality despite the slight hitch in her breathing. "Apply yourself to your studies."

Around them, the classroom had transformed. The other students had formed a loose circle around the mattress, some openly touching themselves, others removing clothing with varying degrees of urgency. The magical atmosphere had intensified, the air shimmering with visible currents of pleasure energy that coiled and twisted like living things.

Benedict closed his eyes and surrendered to the inevitable, his tongue finding Mira's clit with tentative precision as Tess's giggles floated up from somewhere near his waist. His last coherent thought was that this certainly wasn't covered in his teaching contract—though perhaps it should have been, in the fine print.

***

Benedict's world had narrowed to sensation—the weight of Mira's hips grinding against his face, the slick heat of her coating his chin, the distant awareness of Tess's mouth on his cock, and the growing surrender of his own body to the inevitable. He'd lost track of where the classroom ended and this strange pocket of pleasure began. The chalk-dust scent of academia had been thoroughly overwhelmed by the musk of arousal and the distinctive perfume of succubus magic—cinnamon and ozone and the electric tang of imminent satisfaction.

His last threads of professional restraint were unraveling rapidly. Each swirl of his tongue against Mira's clit, each bob of Tess's head on his shaft pulled him further from Professor Horne and closer to something primal and unguarded. His hips had begun to thrust upward of their own accord, seeking more of the wet heat Tess provided, even as his mouth worked more eagerly against Mira's sex.

He felt, rather than saw, the moment Tess decided to escalate. Her mouth lifted from his cock with a vulgar, wet sound, and her weight shifted on the mattress. A small, warm hand wrapped around his shaft, positioning him, and then came a sensation that made his entire body go rigid beneath Mira's thighs.

"My turn for a proper ride," Tess announced, her voice thick with anticipation.

The head of Benedict's cock pressed against slick, yielding heat, and then Tess dropped her weight, impaling herself in one brutal, decisive movement. Benedict groaned against Mira's pussy, overwhelmed by the sudden tight clutch of Tess around him. She was impossibly hot inside, slick and gripping, her inner muscles already working around his length with unnatural control.

"Oh fuck, Professor," Tess moaned above him, her voice pitched deliberately loud for the benefit of their audience. "You feel even better inside me than you tasted."

She began to move immediately, no gentle adjustment or careful rhythm—just raw, demanding motion. Her hips slammed down onto his with enough force to shake the mattress, her pace frantic and relentless. Each downstroke buried him completely within her, each rise threatened to release him entirely before she plunged back down.

Benedict's fingers dug into the mattress, seeking purchase in the sea of sensation. Tess rode him like she was trying to break him, her internal muscles squeezing and pulsing in counterpoint to her bouncing rhythm, milking his cock with ruthless expertise. He could feel his orgasm building already, a hot pressure at the base of his spine despite Gina's thorough morning "emptying."

Above his face, Mira chuckled darkly, clearly sensing his struggle. She slowed her grinding, providing just enough pressure to keep him desperate without pushing him over the edge.

"Pace yourself, Professor," she murmured, tracing one sharp nail along his cheek. "We're just getting started with today's lesson."

Tess laughed breathlessly, never slowing her punishing pace. "Speak for yourself, Mira. Some of us like to cum early and often."

Benedict felt his control slipping further with each of Tess's brutal downstrokes. Her pink body bounced above him, her small breasts jiggling with the force of her movements, her yellow eyes half-closed in concentration. She was using him for her pleasure with such single-minded focus that it bordered on academic—a study in efficient satisfaction.

At the edge of his awareness, a movement caught his attention—a flash of lavender skin and trembling wings. Through the tangle of limbs and bodies, Benedict glimpsed Lynari hovering at the edge of the mattress, her glasses askew, her uniform partially unbuttoned. Her breath came in short, desperate gasps, and tears of frustration or arousal glimmered in her eyes.

For a long moment, she simply watched, wings fluttering nervously against her back. Then, with visible effort, she seemed to make a decision. She scrambled forward on hands and knees, her movements lacking the predatory grace of her classmates but filled with an urgency that was no less compelling.

"Professor," she whispered, her voice cracking with need. "Please..."

Benedict's right hand was seized in small, trembling fingers and guided between her legs. Unlike Mira's confident positioning or Tess's aggressive mounting, Lynari's approach was almost painfully tentative. She whimpered as she pressed his fingers against the soaked fabric covering her sex, her hips jerking forward at even that slight contact.

Acting on instinct rather than thought, Benedict curled his fingers against her, finding the swollen nub of her clit through the fabric. Lynari's reaction was immediate and intense—a broken cry that seemed torn from deep in her chest, her lavender skin flushing darker as she rocked desperately against his hand.

"Yes, yes, please," she sobbed, her scholarly composure completely abandoned as she rode his fingers with frantic little thrusts. "I need—I've been waiting—please let me—"

Her words dissolved into incoherent whimpers as Benedict managed to push aside the fabric and slide two fingers inside her. Unlike Tess's aggressive heat or Mira's controlled wetness, Lynari was a trembling, clutching vice around his digits, her inner walls fluttering wildly with each small movement.

The four of them found an improbable rhythm—Tess bouncing ruthlessly on his cock, Mira grinding against his mouth with increasing urgency, Lynari fucking herself on his fingers with desperate abandon. Benedict was overwhelmed, pulled in three directions, every nerve ending firing simultaneously as his body was used for the pleasure of three very different succubi.

Tess laughed above him, breathless and wicked. "Look at our professor multitasking! Extra credit for sure."

Mira's composed facade was finally cracking, her grinding becoming less measured, more urgent. "Focus on your own orgasm, Tess. Some of us are trying to concentrate."

Lynari said nothing coherent, just broken pleas and whispered fragments as she worked herself against Benedict's hand, her small horns drooping with the force of her concentration.

Benedict felt his orgasm building inexorably, a tightening pressure that couldn't be denied much longer. Tess sensed it too, her pace becoming even more punishing, her internal muscles squeezing him with expert precision.

"That's it, Professor," she cooed, grinding her hips in tight circles when she bottomed out. "Give me every drop. I want to feel you pump it all inside me."

The pressure built and built, a maelstrom of sensation that couldn't be contained. Benedict's hips bucked upward involuntarily, his fingers curled inside Lynari, his tongue flattened against Mira's clit. His entire body wound tighter, hovering on the edge of release as three succubi used him for their pleasure with single-minded determination.

Around them, the classroom had descended into chaotic pleasure—other students touching themselves or each other, the air thick with moans and the scent of sex, the magical atmosphere pulsing with visible waves of lust. What had begun as a lesson in human foreplay had become a practical demonstration in succubus satisfaction.

***

The tension in Benedict's body reached its breaking point. Pleasure coiled at the base of his spine like a serpent preparing to strike, muscles tensing, breath caught somewhere between his chest and throat. Tess sensed his imminent surrender and doubled her efforts, slamming down onto him with renewed vigor, her inner muscles rippling in precisely timed waves designed to extract maximum response. His hips bucked upward in helpless counterpoint, driving deeper into her slick heat as the first pulse of his orgasm tore through him like a lightning strike.

Benedict bucked hard, driving upward with an intensity that lifted Tess slightly off the mattress. His groan vibrated against Mira's sex as his cock pulsed, emptying in hot, thick spurts inside Tess's clutching body. Each wave of release seemed to pull from deeper within him, drawn out by the relentless milking of her internal muscles.

"Fuck yes," Tess moaned triumphantly, grinding down to meet each thrust. Her yellow eyes glowed brighter, feeding on the energy of his release. "Give it all to me, Professor."

She rotated her hips in tight, deliberate circles, squeezing and releasing with unnatural control, wringing every drop from him with the expertise of a succubus born for this purpose. Each pulse of his orgasm seemed to feed her, making her skin glow faintly pink, her eyes shine with increased brilliance.

"So much for an empty tank," she giggled breathlessly, continuing to ride him through the aftershocks. "Someone hasn't been honest about their reserves."

Benedict's consciousness narrowed to points of overwhelming sensation—his still-pulsing cock buried in Tess's impossible heat, Mira's slick folds against his mouth, Lynari's desperate clutching around his fingers. His body responded on pure instinct now, mind wiped clean by pleasure.

Above his face, Mira's composed rhythm finally faltered. Her thighs tensed against his ears, her back arching as she ground down with sudden urgency. The taste of her changed, becoming more intense, more honeyed, as a fresh rush of wetness coated his chin and neck.

"Yes, there," she commanded, her voice lower and rougher than before. "Don't stop."

Benedict flattened his tongue against her clit, feeling it pulse and swell beneath his attention. Mira's control—her defining characteristic—cracked entirely as she shuddered and came against his mouth, her wetness flowing freely now, marking him with her scent. Her release was less vocal than Tess's but no less intense, her entire body trembling as waves of pleasure washed through her.

"Oh, gods," she gasped, grinding her dripping cunt against his chin with abandoned grace. "Just like that."

Benedict felt drunk on their pleasure, on the distinctive magic released with each succubus climax—a heady cocktail of power and sensation that made his already sensitive body sing with renewed energy. Distantly, he was aware that this wasn't normal, that no human should be able to maintain this level of arousal after such an intense orgasm, but such concerns seemed academic in the face of Lynari's mounting desperation.

The shy succubus had abandoned all pretense of restraint now, fucking herself frantically on his fingers, her small wings beating an erratic tempo against her back. Tears of frustration streaked her lavender cheeks, her glasses had disappeared entirely, and her mouth formed a perfect 'O' of concentration.

"Please, please, please," she chanted, the word becoming a mantra as she chased her release. "I'm so close, I'm—"

Benedict curled his fingers inside her, seeking the spot that would push her over the edge, and was rewarded with a broken cry that seemed torn from her very core. Lynari came with her entire body—back arching, thighs clamping around his hand, inner muscles spasming wildly around his fingers as wetness gushed over his palm and wrist.

"Ohgodohgodohgod," she sobbed, her body jerking with each aftershock. "Thank you, thank you, thank you."

The classroom pulsed with magic. The combined energy of three succubus orgasms and one human release had charged the air until it shimmered visibly, prismatic colors dancing along the walls and ceiling. Several other students had reached their own climaxes, either alone or with partners, adding to the ambient power that swirled through the room like a drugged mist.

Benedict lay exhausted on the mattress, body used thoroughly by his students, as the three succubi gradually collapsed around him in a tangle of limbs and satisfied sighs. Tess curled against his side like a smug cat, her pink skin flushed darker, her white hair stuck to her forehead with sweat. She continued to lazily clench around his softening cock, milking the last tremors of pleasure from him.

Mira dismounted with casual elegance, her composure returning rapidly despite the flush still coloring her red skin. She stretched like a satisfied predator before settling on his other side, one hand possessively draped across his chest.

Lynari simply collapsed forward, her slight weight warm against his legs, her breathing gradually slowing as she recovered from the intensity of her release. Her small horns drooped with exhaustion, her wings folded neatly against her back once more.

"Well," Tess giggled, breaking the satisfied silence. "I think we've successfully broken in the new professor."

Mira hummed in agreement, her sharp nails tracing idle patterns on Benedict's chest. "A promising first lesson. Though there's clearly more work to be done on his stamina."

"He did very well," Lynari murmured, her voice barely audible as she nuzzled against his thigh. "Most humans would have fainted."

Benedict stared at the ceiling, trying to process what had just happened. His carefully prepared lecture notes lay forgotten on the floor. His teaching robes were crumpled beneath the conjured mattress. And his body—still tingling with the aftereffects of succubus magic—felt simultaneously exhausted and more alive than it had ever been.

"Right," he managed, his voice hoarse from exertion. "Is this going to happen in every class?"

Three very different laughs answered him—Tess's wild giggle, Mira's throaty chuckle, Lynari's soft titter.

"Oh, Professor Horne," Mira purred, pressing a surprisingly gentle kiss to his shoulder. "This was just orientation."

As Benedict contemplated the implications of that statement, he couldn't help but think that his former job teaching high school biology had never included such thorough practical demonstrations. Perhaps Succubus University's unorthodox teaching methods had their merits after all—assuming he survived the semester.


Chapter 5

Benedict stumbled from the classroom as if he'd survived a natural disaster—which in a way, he had. Three succubi students, three very different appetites, and his human body caught in the whirlwind of their unchecked hunger. He winced as his robes clung to his thighs, the fabric darkened with evidence of activities no faculty handbook in any dimension could have prepared him for.

His cock twitched beneath the damp fabric, aftershocks from Tess's enthusiastic ride still rippling through his nervous system. The pink-skinned troublemaker had left him utterly drained, her tight heat milking him for everything he had while she'd laughed in his ear about how easy humans were to break. The memory alone made him half-hard again, despite his body's exhaustion.

Benedict wiped ineffectually at his face, which still shimmered with Mira's slick. The noble succubus had sat on his face with aristocratic entitlement, as if his tongue belonged to her by birthright. He could still taste her—spice and honey and something not quite human—and his attempts to clean his beard only spread her essence further across his flushed cheeks.

"Bloody hell," he muttered, looking at his right hand. His fingers remained sticky from Lynari's desperate climax, her lavender skin flushing deep violet as she'd come against his hand, those shy eyes suddenly locked on his in a moment of startling connection. Of the three, she'd been the gentlest, but no less devastating.

He tried to smooth his disheveled clothes, straighten his tie, restore some semblance of professorial dignity. It was hopeless. Each attempt only redistributed the evidence, turning what might have been discrete stains into an unmistakable canvas of debauchery. His robes were a map of his surrender, and he wore them like a confessional.

The corridor stretched before him, the ornate stone walls of Succubus University seeming to pulse with ambient arousal—or perhaps that was just his own heartbeat thudding in his ears. Light from enchanted sconces cast everything in a rose-gold glow that made even the most innocent architectural features look like they'd been designed by someone who'd never seen anything but genitalia and breasts.

He stepped into the hallway, and immediately wished he hadn't.

Students and staff paused in their conversations, heads turning toward him with predatory synchronicity. A group of third-year cambions broke into poorly suppressed giggles. Two faculty members—both sporting elegant horns and knowing grins—raised eyebrows in reluctant approval. A maintenance worker with scaled skin openly licked his lips, tasting Benedict's residual arousal in the air like it was a fine dessert.

"I'm just—" Benedict started, as if an explanation would help, but his voice came out hoarse from screaming Mira's name earlier, and he trailed off pathetically.

His legs felt like warm butter as he forced himself to walk, acknowledging with a nod the few staff members professional enough to pretend they didn't notice his condition. The students were less merciful. Some stared with obvious hunger, others with amusement, all with the silent acknowledgment that Professor Horne had just been thoroughly claimed in a way typically reserved for end-of-term evaluations.

The stone floor beneath his feet seemed to warm slightly as he walked, and Benedict wondered if that was real or imagined. He'd been told that the very architecture of Succ U responded to sexual energy—feasting on it, recording it, sometimes amplifying it. The thought that the building itself might be digesting the traces of his encounter made his stomach flip with a mixture of horror and arousal.

A faint shimmer followed in his wake—Lust Mana, they called it here. The magical residue of pleasure exchanged. His was tinged slightly blue, he noticed with dim interest—different from the typical purple of succubi output. Something about his human nature made his energy signature unique, a fact that seemed to fascinate the magical research department to no end.

As he approached the grand staircase that led to the administrative tower, Benedict's stomach dropped. There, at the top of the stairs, leaning against the ornate banister with calculated casualness, stood Gina Lux. Her platinum blonde hair caught the light like a beacon, and her plump, exposed breasts strained against a crop top that violated every dress code in existence. In one hand, she held a scroll that dripped with condensation—magical moisture drawn from the sheer concentration of Lust Mana it contained.

Her lips—glossy as if she'd just finished something wet and intimate—curved into a grin that could only be described as shit-eating. This was not the mercy of a quick escape to his quarters. This was the universe confirming that his humiliation would be prolonged, documented, and quite possibly framed in the faculty lounge.

Benedict's shoulders slumped. His cock twitched again, traitorously. Gina's grin widened as if she'd felt it from across the room.

***

Gina waved the scroll above her head like a victory banner, its magical membrane catching light and casting prism patterns across the stone walls. The administrative assistant had no concept of discretion—or rather, she understood it perfectly and rejected it on principle.

"Professor Horne!" she announced, her voice carrying through the corridor with deliberate volume. "Your first official Faculty Energy Output Report is complete! And my, my, my—it's practically dripping!"

She wasn't exaggerating. The scroll, a standard administrative document used to track magical energy production, glistened with condensation—physical manifestation of the Lust Mana he'd generated during his classroom encounter. Droplets fell to the marble steps, each one sizzling slightly before evaporating into tiny puffs of rose-scented steam.

Benedict's face burned with such intensity that he wondered if he might spontaneously combust. "Ms. Lux," he hissed, "perhaps we could discuss this somewhere more private?"

"Private?" Gina's laughter echoed through the vaulted ceiling. "Professor, your aura is screaming 'I just fucked three students' to anyone with basic magical perception. Privacy sailed about forty minutes and three orgasms ago."

A small crowd had gathered, pretending to be engaged in their own conversations while obviously straining to hear every word. Two librarians with silver-tinged skin exchanged coins—evidently settling a bet about his performance. A maintenance worker whistled low and appreciatively. Even the strange animate gargoyle that served as the corridor monitor seemed to be leaning forward with interest, its stone ears literally extending to catch the gossip.

Gina made a show of unfurling the scroll, though Benedict knew damn well she'd already memorized every humiliating detail. She adjusted her posture, thrusting her considerable breasts forward as if delivering a formal proclamation.

"Let's see... One involuntary oral worship session—Mira's work, I assume, given the noble-class energy signature." She winked at a passing student who had slowed to listen. "One triple orgasm event with a rare human-specific harmonic resonance—that's why the lights in the east wing were flickering, by the way."

Benedict squeezed his eyes shut. "Please stop."

"And would you look at that!" Gina continued mercilessly. "One group stamina failure cascade resulting in—" she lowered her voice to a theatrical whisper that somehow projected even further "—simultaneous multi-entity climax with cross-species energy synthesis. Professor, you're an overachiever!"

The last word hung in the air like a physical thing. Benedict opened his eyes to find several faculty members looking at him with expressions ranging from amused tolerance to genuine respect. A professor with elegant ram's horns even gave him a discreet thumbs-up.

"I was just doing my job," Benedict mumbled, aware of how ridiculous that sounded given the context.

"And doing it exceedingly well," Gina replied with a smirk. She rolled the scroll with a snap and tucked it under one arm before looping the other through his. Her body pressed against his side with casual intimacy, her exposed midriff warm against his still-damp robes. "Headmistress Thorne will want to review this personally."

Benedict's stomach plummeted. "The Headmistress? Surely this doesn't warrant her attention. Can't you just... file it somewhere?"

Gina's arm tightened around his, her small yet surprisingly strong hand patting his forearm with mock sympathy. "First output reports always go to Thorne. Especially ones that register high enough to fog the parchment." She tugged him forward. "Come along, Professor. Your dripping ass isn't getting any drier while we chat."

She steered him down the corridor and toward the grand spiral staircase that led to the administrative tower. Benedict found himself helplessly matching her pace, acutely aware of the squelching sound his robes made with each step and the fact that his cock, despite everything, was still half-hard from the residual magic and embarrassment.

They passed through the central atrium, where floating orbs of light brightened noticeably as they approached—another reaction to his lingering Lust Mana. Students lounging on anatomically accommodating benches looked up from their textbooks with interest. One particularly bold incubus student flicked his forked tongue in Benedict's direction, tasting his energetic signature, and then grinned with clear appreciation.

"You know," Gina mused as they ascended the first flight of stairs, "most new faculty take months to generate this kind of output. The last human professor we had—the quantum seduction theorist—burned out in two weeks. Just shriveled up like a prune."

"That's... not comforting," Benedict managed.

"Oh, don't worry," Gina chirped, squeezing his arm while her free hand still clutched the damning scroll. "He was trying too hard. You've got a natural talent for surrender." She pronounced the word with disturbing reverence. "That's why the students are so drawn to you. That, and your cock seems to recover faster than most humans. Fascinating specimen, really."

Benedict wondered if there was a pit somewhere in the university he could throw himself into. Preferably one without tentacles or teeth, though at this point he wasn't feeling particularly choosy.

"I'm so proud to be escorting the freshest slut on campus," Gina declared cheerfully as they reached the landing before the final staircase to Thorne's office. "The betting pool on how long you'd last before your first official milking had odds all the way to midterm. I just won enough to buy that enchanted vibrating chair I've had my eye on."

"Happy to be of service," Benedict muttered dryly, surprising himself with the hint of humor he managed to summon despite everything.

Gina laughed—a genuine sound that momentarily cut through her perpetual performance of smug arousal. "That attitude will serve you well here, Professor." She pulled him up the last few steps, her ridiculous heels somehow never faltering on the stone. "Now let's go show the big boss just what a prize the hiring committee found in you."

***

The obsidian doors to Headmistress Thorne's office loomed before them, twice Benedict's height and carved with a relief of intertwined bodies that seemed to shift position when viewed from different angles. Even from several feet away, he could feel the cold emanating from them—not physical cold, but the chill of authority and judgment.

Gina halted abruptly, causing Benedict to stumble slightly. Her arm slipped from his, and she planted herself between him and the imposing entrance, her expression shifting from smug amusement to something more ceremonial.

"Wait," she said, twirling a platinum strand of hair around her finger with exaggerated innocence. "You can't just walk in like that."

Benedict glanced down at himself, at the drying stains and rumpled fabric, and sighed. "I'm fairly certain the Headmistress has seen worse."

"Of course she has," Gina agreed with a dismissive flick of her wrist. "But protocol is protocol. You need to clean your offering."

"My... what?"

Gina rolled her eyes. "Your offering. Your cock. The instrument that just produced enough magical energy to power the greenhouse for a week." She gestured vaguely toward his crotch. "It's traditional to present yourself properly before the Headmistress. You know, like wiping your feet before entering a fancy house, except..." She grinned. "Well, you get it."

Benedict didn't get it, not really, but before he could form a coherent question, Gina was sinking to her knees in front of him, her movements fluid and practiced. The scroll she'd been carrying was propped against the wall with casual disregard, though Benedict noticed she'd positioned it carefully out of the way of foot traffic—administrator to her core, even while preparing for an impromptu sexual encounter.

"Ms. Lux, this isn't necessary—" he began, but his protest died as she reached for his robes, pushing the fabric aside with businesslike efficiency.

"It absolutely is," she countered, her breath warm against his exposed thigh. "I take my duties very seriously, Professor." The smirk that accompanied these words suggested otherwise, but her hands moved with undeniable competence.

She freed his cock with a practiced flick, exposing him to the cool air of the corridor. Despite the triple workout it had received in the classroom, despite his exhaustion and embarrassment, his treacherous flesh responded to her touch, hardening as her fingers wrapped around the base.

"Still responsive," she observed clinically. "Impressive stamina for a human. Most would be completely depleted after what you've been through."

Before he could respond, she leaned forward and gave his cock three slow, deliberate licks. Each one traced from base to tip with perfect precision, her tongue hot and slightly rough against his sensitive skin. There was nothing passionate about the act—it was performative, almost mocking—but his body didn't know the difference. A fresh bead of pre-cum formed at his tip, and Gina made a show of collecting it with her thumb.

"There," she pronounced, sitting back on her heels and admiring her work. "Clean enough for government work."

Benedict's cock stood at full attention now, harder than seemed physically possible given how thoroughly he'd been drained earlier. It glistened with her saliva, somehow looking even more obscene than it had when covered in the evidence of his classroom activities.

"You—" His voice cracked. He cleared his throat and tried again. "You call that clean?"

Gina laughed, rising to her feet with dancer-like grace. She made no move to help tuck him away, leaving him standing there with his erection jutting out from his robes like a flagpole.

"Presentation matters, Professor," she explained, as if to a particularly slow student. She slapped his cock lightly, watching it bounce with evident satisfaction before finally reaching out to tuck it haphazardly back into his robes. The arrangement was deliberately sloppy, ensuring that the outline was clearly visible through the fabric. "The Headmistress appreciates attention to detail."

Benedict's face burned as he adjusted himself, trying to restore some dignity to his appearance. It was hopeless. If anything, Gina's "cleaning" had left him in a more compromised state than before—now he was not only disheveled but sporting an obvious erection that strained against his robes like an eager puppy.

Gina retrieved her scroll and tapped it against the obsidian doors. The carved figures momentarily froze in their endless orgy, as if caught in the act, then resumed their undulations with renewed vigor. A low, resonant hum emanated from the stone.

"Good luck," she sang, already turning to sashay back down the corridor. Her impossibly round ass swayed with each step, and Benedict wondered if there was some magical enhancement involved or if she was just genetically blessed with the perfect administrative assistant's behind. "Try not to cum when she raises her eyebrow—it'd be very unprofessional."

With that parting shot, she disappeared around a corner, leaving Benedict alone before the doors, which were now slowly swinging open with the reluctant weight of authority. Cool air washed over him, carrying the scent of expensive ink, old parchment, and something else—a predatory floral note that made his hair stand on end.

The Headmistress was waiting.

***

The office swallowed Benedict whole. Compared to the warm, fleshy excesses of the rest of Succubus University, Headmistress Thorne's domain was a temple to austere power—high ceilings disappeared into shadow, obsidian floors reflected his disheveled form in accusatory clarity, and not a single piece of furniture looked designed for comfort. Even the air felt different here, cooler and charged with something that made his skin prickle like the moment before lightning strikes.

Benedict stood awkwardly before the massive desk, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. His robes remained damp against his thighs, a constant reminder of his classroom debauchery. His cheeks burned with a combination of embarrassment and the lingering heat of arousal that Gina's "cleaning" had reignited. The outline of his half-hard cock created a tent in his robes that no amount of mental arithmetic could diminish.

Behind the rune-carved desk sat Headmistress Syllathe Thorne, motionless as a statue. Her deep purple skin absorbed what little light reached her, making her seem carved from living shadow. The black vine-like tattoos that wrapped up her visible arms pulsed subtly with each heartbeat—hers, or perhaps his. Her sharp eyes observed him through steepled fingers, their red glow the only warm color in the monochromatic office, and that warmth promised nothing but consumption.

She hadn't spoken a single word since he'd entered. The scroll Gina had delivered lay unrolled before her, its magical condensation no longer dripping but instead rising as faint tendrils of scented steam. The Headmistress simply watched him through those predatory eyes, her expression one of such perfect disdain that Benedict found himself wondering if he should apologize for existing.

When she finally moved, it was with such sudden precision that Benedict flinched. One elegant finger touched the scroll, and it illuminated with glowing text that cast eerie patterns across her sharp features.

"Professor Horne," she said, her voice like silk over a blade. Each syllable was perfectly enunciated, as if she found human language distasteful but was determined to master it anyway. "I have your first official Faculty Energy Output Report."

"Yes, Headmistress," Benedict replied, hating how his voice cracked. "Ms. Lux mentioned that it was... unusually productive."

Thorne didn't acknowledge his comment. Instead, she began reading directly from the scroll, her tone clinically detached.

"Initial assessment indicates a high spontaneous mana yield consistent with untrained human sensitivity patterns." Her eyes flicked up to his, then deliberately down to the obvious protrusion in his robes before returning to the document. "The energy signature shows unusual resonance harmonics typically associated with reluctant surrender protocols, suggesting that your... enthusiasm... was not entirely voluntary."

Benedict opened his mouth to object, then closed it. What could he say? That Tess had practically ambushed him? That Mira had commanded his submission with aristocratic entitlement? That even shy Lynari had ultimately taken what she wanted? All true, and yet he had surrendered willingly each time, his body betraying his professional boundaries with embarrassing eagerness.

"Your endurance window," Thorne continued relentlessly, "falls below faculty standards but within acceptable parameters for human physiology." Her lip curled slightly. "We note that recovery intervals shortened progressively with each extraction, suggesting potential for improvement with proper training."

Each clinical phrase landed like a physical touch, somehow more intimate and invasive than the actual sex had been. Benedict felt his cock twitch in helpless, traitorous reaction every time she said words like "discharge" and "extraction performance." Her vocabulary transformed what had been messy, overwhelming pleasure into something institutional, measured, and categorized—and somehow that was even more arousing.

"Noteworthy," Thorne continued, one perfect eyebrow arching slightly, "is the gratifyingly high post-coital student satisfaction rating. All three participants reported complete energy transfer and optimal harmonic discharge. Miss Clawthorne, in particular, noted—" for the first time, a hint of something like amusement crossed her features, "—and I quote, 'Professor's cum tastes like lickable magic and I want seconds.'"

Benedict's entire body flushed with heat. The crude assessment from his most troublesome student, delivered in Thorne's aristocratic tones, created such cognitive dissonance that his cock hardened fully in response.

"The energy signature analysis," Thorne continued, seemingly oblivious to his physical distress, "suggests unusual adaptive potential. Unlike previous human faculty, your output maintains consistent potency despite repeated extraction. Most interesting." This last observation sounded almost like a threat.

She set the scroll down with precise movements, smoothing it with long, sharp-nailed fingers. "Your stamina deficit is concerning but not disqualifying. The enthusiasm gap is significant but potentially useful for certain specialized training scenarios."

Benedict stood frozen, sweat beading on his forehead. Every word from Thorne's perfectly shaped mouth felt like slow strokes along his shaft. The clinical assessment of his performance, the cold calculation of his value as a magical resource—it should have been dehumanizing, and perhaps it was. But his body hummed with arousal, as if being reduced to a set of measurements and potentials was exactly what some hidden part of him had always craved.

"Do you understand the implications of this evaluation, Professor Horne?" Thorne asked, her gaze boring into him.

"I... believe so, Headmistress," he managed, though in truth, he understood nothing except that he was completely at the mercy of this institution and its terrible, beautiful leader.

"I wonder if you do," she replied, her voice dropping to a register that bypassed his ears and vibrated directly through his groin. "You have demonstrated moderate value as a resource. The question remains whether you possess sufficient... capacity... for long-term utility."

The word "capacity" somehow contained volumes of meaning, none of which Benedict was entirely comfortable with, and all of which made his cock leak a fresh drop of pre-cum into his already ruined robes.

***

When Thorne finally nodded once—a tiny, precise movement that contained multitudes—Benedict nearly collapsed with relief. The tension that had been holding him upright drained away, leaving him light-headed and somehow even more aroused. Her judgment, whatever it was, had been rendered, and he had survived it.

"You will improve," she stated, each word a polished stone dropping into still water. "Or you will expire."

There was no threat in her tone—merely a statement of institutional fact, as impersonal as gravity. Benedict understood, on some primal level, that this was not cruelty but simply the natural law of Succubus University. Energy flowed, pleasure was harvested, and resources that failed to perform were discarded.

"Yes, Headmistress," he replied, surprising himself with the steadiness of his voice.

Thorne rose from her chair in a single fluid motion that made Benedict acutely aware of his own rumpled clumsiness. She was tall—taller than he had realized—and her form seemed to gather shadows around it like a cloak. The black vine tattoos writhed more visibly now, responding to whatever magic she was summoning.

"Designation requires marking," she announced, extending one long-fingered hand toward him.

Before Benedict could ask what that meant, Thorne traced a complex pattern in the air between them. Light followed her fingertip—not the warm gold of the university's ambient magic, but a cooler silver that reminded Benedict of moonlight on frost. The rune hung suspended for a moment, its lines reshaping themselves like a living thing seeking final form.

With a flick of her wrist, Thorne sent the glowing sigil floating toward Benedict's chest. He flinched instinctively, but the mark did not stop. It passed through his robes as if they were mist and pressed itself against his skin.

The sensation was indescribable. Cold and heat simultaneously, pain and pleasure inseparable, violation and acceptance unified. Benedict gasped as the magic sank into his flesh, spreading tendrils of sensation outward from his sternum. His nipples hardened, his cock throbbed, and for a terrible, wonderful moment, he thought he might orgasm right there in the Headmistress's office.

The feeling subsided gradually, leaving a faint tingling beneath his skin where the mark now resided—invisible to normal sight but permanently present.

"Junior Faculty: Under Observation," Thorne stated, naming his new status. "The sigil is visible only to senior staff and those with sufficient arcane perception. It marks you as both protected and monitored. Your performance will be regularly assessed." Her eyes narrowed slightly. "Some students may perceive it. The more talented ones. They will know you are... provisional."

Benedict resisted the urge to touch the spot where the magic had entered him. The idea that he was now magically branded, carrying the university's mark on his very flesh, should have horrified him. Instead, he felt an unexpected sense of belonging, as if he'd been officially recognized as part of something larger than himself.

"Thank you," he said, the words escaping before he could consider their appropriateness.

Thorne did not smile—her face seemed incapable of such an expression—but something shifted in her gaze. Interest, perhaps. Or perhaps just recalculation of his value.

"You are dismissed, Professor Horne," she said, turning away in clear expectation of his immediate compliance.

Benedict backed away, unwilling to turn his back on her, and fumbled for the door handle. The heavy obsidian doors swung open at his touch, seemingly eager to expel him now that his business was concluded.

He staggered into the corridor, his legs unsteady, his body a confusion of sensations. The mark on his chest pulsed with each heartbeat, a constant reminder of his new status. He was exhausted, aroused, humiliated, and strangely elated all at once. His robes still clung damply to his thighs, his face still shone with Mira's slick, and his cock remained traitorously hard despite everything.

As he made his way down the spiral staircase, Benedict became aware of a fundamental shift within himself. Something had changed during this long, strange day—not just his position at the university, but his understanding of himself. He had been claimed, used, evaluated, and marked. He had surrendered completely to forces beyond his control.

And deep in his bones, in places he would never admit to conscious thought, he had begun to love it.

The realization should have shamed him. He was a teacher, a professional, a grown man with dignity and boundaries. Yet as he walked through the now-quiet corridors of Succubus University, trailing the scent of sex and magic like a signature, Benedict felt something like pride. He belonged here now, among these strange and beautiful creatures, in this impossible place where pleasure was curriculum and surrender was strength.

He was Junior Faculty: Under Observation. Property of the system. And with each step, each pulse of the magical brand on his chest, each throb of his still-eager cock, Benedict Horne embraced his new reality a little more fully.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new students, new humiliations. He would face them as what he now was: changed, claimed, and committed to his strange new calling.


Chapter 6

Benedict stumbled along the winding path toward his staff lodge, each step a negotiation between his weary legs and the pull of gravity. The velvet darkness of night cloaked the campus in shadow, but did nothing to hide the evidence of his day – robes still damp against his thighs, cock occasionally twitching with phantom pleasure, his entire body a living record of too many orgasms extracted in too little time.

His balls ached with a hollow soreness that reminded him of his first teenage years, when self-discovery had led to ambitious marathons of self-pleasure. But this was different – this was professional exhaustion, if such a thing existed at Succubus University. He winced as a particularly sensitive twinge shot through his groin, his flesh remembering the ruthless attention of Headmistress Thorne's inspection.

"Demonstrate your techniques, Professor Horne," she had commanded, her voice like silk drawn across a razor's edge. "Show me precisely what you've been teaching my students."

What had followed was three hours of the most humiliating, arousing, and draining performance of his academic career. His students – eager succubi with glowing eyes and insatiable appetites – had volunteered their bodies for his demonstration, their slick heat leaving traces that still clung to his skin beneath his robes.

Above him, the night sky pulsed with unearthly beauty. Stars arranged themselves in constellations that would make astronomers back on Earth blush – celestial bodies locked in eternal coitus, stellar clusters shaped like spread thighs and arching backs. Tonight, they shimmered with a pink tint that Benedict had learned indicated a high concentration of lust mana in the atmosphere. The entire campus had been unusually charged today, perhaps explaining Headmistress Thorne's sudden inspection.

His cock twitched again, a soldier still flinching after battle. Benedict sighed and adjusted himself through his robes, wondering when exactly he'd started thinking of his genitals in military metaphors. Probably around the same time he'd learned that orgasms here weren't just pleasure but power – literal magical energy that fueled the university's barriers and enchantments.

A passing breeze carried the faint sounds of distant moans – probably the advanced practicum students at their evening rituals in the eastern tower. Six weeks ago, those sounds would have made him blush and hurry his steps. Now, they merely registered as ambient campus noise, like distant traffic or birdsong.

The path curved around a garden of luminous fungi growing in beds shaped unmistakably like spread thighs. The mushrooms pulsed gently, sensing his approach. Benedict quickened his pace. The last thing he needed was for the aphrodisiac spores to catch his scent – not when his body was already pushed beyond its limits.

His staff lodge appeared around the bend, a modest stone building with windows that glowed with warm amber light. The sight of it loosened something in his chest he hadn't realized was tight. Six weeks ago, this had been a strange place in a stranger dimension. Now, somehow, it was home.

As he approached the door, his steps grew heavier. Headmistress Thorne's final words echoed in his mind: "Adequate, Professor Horne. Though your techniques lack the refinement our institution demands. We shall continue these... assessments."

The memory of her crimson gaze boring into him as she'd milked his fifth – or was it sixth? – orgasm made him shiver. She hadn't liked what she'd seen today. That much was clear. Which meant more "inspections" would follow.

Benedict reached for the doorknob, his hand trembling slightly with fatigue. The moment he turned it and pushed the door open, a familiar scent enveloped him – warm, female arousal tinged with cinnamon, sweet milk, and something uniquely, wonderfully Jynni. His body responded even before his brain could process it – a Pavlovian reaction that sent a pulse of pleasure through his overworked cock.

The scent was home in a way the lodge itself could never be. It meant safety. It meant care. It meant Jynni Smalls was waiting for him, and whatever had happened during the day could now be set aside.

Benedict stepped inside and closed the door behind him, letting the warm air of the lodge wrap around him like an embrace. His shoulders slumped, not in defeat but in release – here, at least, he didn't need to be Professor Horne, the human educator attempting to prove his worth in a dimension of sex demons. Here, he could just be Ben, exhausted and ready to surrender to whatever comfort awaited him.

***

Jynni stood in the center of the room, her pink hair loose around her shoulders, wearing nothing but her official Succ U admin jacket open to reveal the soft curves beneath. Her eyes widened as they took in Benedict's disheveled state—the marks on his neck where eager mouths had suckled, the slight tremble in his hands, the damp patches on his robes where students had gushed their approval. Rather than speaking, she smiled with a look of proud, adoring lust that transformed her face into something almost maternal in its tenderness.

"Oh," she breathed, approaching him with small, careful steps. "They really put you through it today, didn't they?"

Benedict nodded, unable to find words. The contrast between Headmistress Thorne's clinical assessment and Jynni's warm concern made his throat tighten unexpectedly.

"Come here," she whispered, taking his hand. Her fingers were soft, warm – so different from the talon-tipped grip that had directed his movements hours earlier.

She led him across the room toward the hearth, where a fire crackled in a stone fireplace. The floor before it was covered in thick, luxurious furs – another university "perk" that had initially embarrassed him but now seemed necessary rather than decadent. The dancing flames cast everything in golden light, softening the edges of the world.

"You're done working," Jynni said, her voice both submissive and commanding in that paradoxical way only she could manage. "Now you're just for me."

Her fingers moved to the clasps of his robe with practiced efficiency. There was nothing rushed in her movements, nothing demanding. She was simply taking care of him, the way she always did. As each clasp came undone, Benedict felt another portion of his professional tension dissolve.

The robe fell away, revealing the evidence of his day – bite marks on his shoulders, a hint of magical shimmer where a student's climax had splashed across his chest, his cock half-hard and visibly oversensitive, flinching at even the change in air temperature.

Jynni made a soft noise – half sympathy, half approval – as she helped him step out of the puddle of fabric at his feet. Her hands brushed his hip bones, steadying him as she guided him down onto the furs. The softness against his bare skin made him sigh, a sound of surrender that seemed to please her.

"That's it," she murmured, shrugging off her admin jacket and kneeling beside him. "Just relax now."

The firelight played across her curves – the fullness of her breasts, heavy with milk; the soft roundness of her hips; the glint of wetness already visible between her thighs. Benedict had learned that Jynni's arousal was less about urgency and more about a perpetual state of readiness – her body always prepared to serve, to please, to comfort.

She straddled him with careful movements, hovering above his half-hard cock without taking him in. Instead, she leaned forward to press a kiss to his forehead, his nose, his lips – small benedictions that made him exhale shuddering breaths.

"Is this okay?" she asked, reaching between them to position his sensitive length at her entrance. "Do you want this?"

"Yes," Benedict whispered, his first word since entering the lodge. "Please, Jynni."

She sank down onto him with excruciating slowness, enveloping him in wet heat that pulled a whimper from his throat. His cock, already tender from overuse, sent mixed signals of pleasure and discomfort racing through his nervous system. He buried his face in her neck, inhaling the scent of her skin as she bottomed out, taking him completely inside her.

"Shhh," she cooed, running gentle fingers through his hair. "No more working. No more proving. Just mine, now."

She began to rock her hips in lazy, soothing circles – not the performance-focused thrusts he'd demonstrated earlier under Thorne's critical gaze, but something more like a cradle's motion. Each gentle roll of her hips sent waves of sensation through him that were intense without being demanding. She wasn't trying to extract another orgasm from his depleted body; she was simply holding him in her heat, cockwarming him with knowing tenderness.

Benedict shuddered beneath her, his hands finding purchase on her soft hips. "I don't know if I can—"

"You don't have to," she interrupted, kissing the worried furrow between his brows. "This isn't about that. This is just for feeling good."

His cock twitched inside her, causing her to smile. She continued her gentle, circular motion – never lifting off him, never creating the friction that would push him toward another climax, just rocking him in her body's embrace.

The difference between this and everything else at Succubus University hit him with sudden clarity. All day, sex had been assessment, performance, power transfer. With Jynni, it was simply care – her body nurturing his, asking nothing in return but his surrender to comfort.

Benedict's eyes grew damp at the corners as she lowered her head to kiss him properly, her tongue gentle against his. He whined into her mouth as she clenched around him – not to milk him, but to remind him she was there, holding him safe inside her.

"That's it," she whispered against his lips, her movements never ceasing their hypnotic rhythm. "Let go for me. You were so good today. So strong for everyone else. Now you can be soft for me."

Her words unwound something in his chest, and he melted further into the furs beneath them, giving himself over entirely to her gentle claiming.

***

Jynni's body continued its gentle, rocking rhythm, never breaking the connection between them as she shifted slightly. Her hands cupped her full breasts, the nipples already beading with drops of sweet milk that caught the firelight like liquid amber. "Drink," she murmured, her voice a melody of invitation and care as she guided one heavy breast toward his mouth. "Let me feed you, big boy. Relax and take what you need."

Benedict hesitated for only a moment, a flash of his human-world inhibitions briefly surfacing before being washed away by the warm intimacy of their connection. His lips parted, and he found himself latching onto her offered nipple with an instinctive motion that surprised him with its naturalness. His mouth formed a seal around the dusky areola, and he gave an experimental suck.

Warm, sweet milk flooded his mouth – cinnamon-laced and surprisingly refreshing. The first swallow triggered something primal in him, a deep satisfaction that resonated in his chest and loosened muscles he hadn't realized were still tight with tension.

Jynni sighed above him, one hand moving to cradle the back of his head while the other stroked through his hair in a gentle rhythm that matched the slow, deliberate circles of her hips. She was still fully seated on his cock, her inner walls occasionally fluttering around him in waves that sent sparks of pleasure through his overstimulated nerve endings without pushing him toward another draining climax.

"That's it," she encouraged as he suckled more deeply, finding a rhythm that felt as natural as breathing. "Take what you need. You've earned every drop."

The milk was unlike anything Benedict had tasted before – not just in flavor but in effect. Each swallow seemed to spread warmth through his body, easing the aches in his muscles and the soreness in his groin. There was magic in it, he realized hazily, some property unique to this dimension or perhaps to Jynni herself.

He nursed with growing confidence, one hand coming up to cup the weight of her breast as he drank. His other hand settled on her hip, not guiding her movements but simply connecting with her, feeling the gentle shift of her body as she rocked above him.

"Such a good Professor," Jynni murmured, her voice dropping to a melodic whisper that seemed to resonate directly with his nervous system. "Such a strong cock... you made them cum so beautifully... I'm so proud of you..."

Her words sank into him like stones into still water, creating ripples of pleasure that weren't just physical. After a day of being assessed, tested, and found barely adequate by Headmistress Thorne's exacting standards, Jynni's simple pride in him felt like balm on a burn.

Benedict's eyes drifted closed as he continued to nurse, his body responding to the dual sensations of her wet heat around his cock and the sweet flow of milk down his throat. It should have felt strange – a grown man suckling at a woman's breast while she rode him with lazy, purposeful motions – but instead, it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

"They don't understand what a gift you are," Jynni continued, her praise unceasing as she switched his mouth to her other breast. He latched on eagerly, drawing a fresh flow of sweet milk. "How many of them came today? Eight? Nine? I could smell them all over you when you walked in. So many greedy students taking what you offered."

There was no jealousy in her voice – only pride and a hint of possessiveness that made him suck more deeply, drawing a gasp from her lips.

"But they don't get to have you like this," she whispered, grinding down more firmly on his cock for emphasis. "They don't get to feel you surrender. That's just for me."

A complex swirl of emotions rose in Benedict's chest – pride at her words, a lingering shame at how thoroughly he'd given himself to this strange university and its carnal curriculum, but most of all, a growing sense of belonging that frightened and thrilled him in equal measure.

Six weeks ago, he had been Benedict Horne, unremarkable biology teacher responding to what he thought was a standard job advertisement. Now he was Professor Horne, whose seminars on human sexuality regularly resulted in magical power surges that lit the campus for days. He had students who quoted his lectures while orgasming. He had colleagues who requested his "input" on research projects with knowing smiles.

And he had Jynni – beautiful, submissive, nurturing Jynni – who served him by commanding his pleasure and whose milk now warmed his belly and soothed his soul.

She adjusted her position slightly, never breaking their connection as she leaned down to brush her lips against his forehead. "You taste different when you've been with the Headmistress," she murmured. "Spicier. Like fear and arousal mixed together."

Benedict released her nipple with a soft pop, milk dribbling from the corner of his mouth. "She doesn't like my teaching methods," he admitted, his voice hoarse from disuse.

Jynni wiped the milk from his chin with gentle fingers. "She doesn't like that they work," she corrected, guiding him back to her breast. "Now drink. No more thinking about her. Just us now."

Benedict obeyed, returning to the sweet comfort of her milk as she continued to rock above him, her inner muscles occasionally squeezing him in a rhythm that matched his suckling. Every word she spoke melted into his chest, bolstering the pride and filth mixing inside him – the strange contradiction of being valued here for what would have been scandalous on Earth.

He had become something new in this place. And in moments like this, cradled in Jynni's arms with her milk on his tongue and her body wrapped around him, he couldn't bring himself to regret it.

***

Time became fluid and warm as Benedict drifted in the hazy space between wakefulness and sleep. Jynni's body remained joined with his, her inner walls pulsing occasionally around his half-hard cock like a gentle reminder of their connection. She had stopped actively riding him, instead settling into a position that cradled him inside her, his length surrounded by her heat like a living sheath tailored perfectly to his form.

The weight of her on top of him was comforting rather than restrictive, her soft thighs bracketing his hips and her hands making lazy patterns across his chest. His belly was warm and full with her milk, and his limbs felt pleasantly heavy, as though gravity had increased just enough to make movement optional but not impossible.

Jynni began to hum – a melody Benedict had never heard before coming to this dimension. It was both simple and impossible to replicate, with notes that seemed to slide between tones in a way human music rarely attempted. The sound vibrated through her body and into his where they were joined, creating a resonance that seemed to synchronize their heartbeats.

"What is that?" he murmured, his voice thick with approaching sleep.

"A lullaby," she replied softly, continuing to hum between words. "One only sluts and whores know. My mother sang it to me, and hers before that."

Benedict might once have been startled by her casual use of words that would have been slurs in his world. Now he understood they were titles here – professional designations worn with pride. Jynni was a slut in the same way he was a professor – it was her calling, her expertise, her gift.

The lullaby continued, wordless again, as Jynni's fingers traced the bites and scratches on his shoulders. Each touch was both acknowledgment and approval – badges of his service to the university that she treasured rather than resented.

"Tomorrow will be harder," she whispered, leaning down to press her lips against his ear. "Headmistress Thorne will push you further. She's testing your limits."

Benedict's eyelids grew heavier, but he managed a questioning sound.

"The students talk," Jynni explained, her voice a warm thread winding through his consciousness. "They say you've taught them things the Headmistress never could – how pleasure freely given creates more powerful magic than pleasure extorted or controlled."

Her inner muscles squeezed him gently for emphasis, drawing a soft moan from his lips.

"She's afraid of you," Jynni continued, her whispers taking on a rhythmic quality that blended with her lullaby. "Afraid of what you represent. Humans aren't supposed to understand our magic so quickly. They're not supposed to transform our traditions with their strange ideas about mutual pleasure."

Benedict tried to focus on her words, but sleep was pulling at him more insistently now. His consciousness ebbed and flowed like a tide, catching snippets of Jynni's whispered promises.

"...filthier students next term... the ones even the Headmistress can't control..."

"...bigger rewards if you keep giving in... the Council is watching your progress..."

"...might make you teach the faculty soon... imagine Thorne having to learn from you..."

Each phrase carried excitement and pride, painting a future where Benedict's influence at Succubus University continued to grow despite – or perhaps because of – his human approach to pleasure and power.

As sleep claimed more territory in his mind, Benedict felt Jynni shift above him, adjusting to a position where she could remain connected to him throughout the night. The idea of sleeping while still buried inside her would have shocked him weeks ago. Now, it felt like the most natural arrangement imaginable – her body keeping him safe, warm, and connected even in unconsciousness.

In the last moments before surrendering to sleep completely, a realization crystallized in Benedict's mind with surprising clarity: he didn't just belong here anymore. He wanted to. The strangeness had become familiar, the shocking now routine, the forbidden now his daily work.

Succubus University, with all its carnal rituals and magical exchanges, its hungry students and calculating faculty, had become more than just his workplace. More than just the bizarre dimension where he'd accidentally accepted a teaching position.

It had become home.

The thought should have frightened him – some distant part of him knew it should have triggered alarm at how thoroughly he'd been changed by this place. Instead, it settled over him like a comfortable blanket, wrapping around the last corners of his consciousness as sleep finally claimed him completely.

He was still inside her, still feeling her walls pulse around him like a living cradle. Still cradled in the arms of a woman whose job description included fucking him senseless and whose dedication to that task was matched only by her genuine care for his wellbeing.

As consciousness faded entirely, Benedict surrendered to both sleep and truth: he was home, and whatever challenges tomorrow brought – whatever tests Headmistress Thorne devised, whatever hungry students awaited him – he would face them not as an outsider trying to survive, but as Professor Horne, human educator at Succubus University, exactly where he was meant to be.
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