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Chapter 1

Benedict Horne's pen hovered over his lecture notes, trembling slightly as he underlined a particularly relevant passage on human courtship rituals. The morning sunlight streamed through the leaded windows of his faculty lodge, illuminating dust motes that danced above his cluttered desk. He sucked in a sharp breath and accidentally drew a jagged line across his careful annotations as Jynni's warm, eager mouth took him deeper than she had all morning.

"S-sorry," he stammered, though whether he was apologizing to his notes or to Jynni was unclear even to him. "Just... carry on."

Jynni hummed her acknowledgment around his cock, the vibration sending a jolt up his spine that made his glasses slip down his nose. She didn't pause for a moment, her pink pigtails bouncing enthusiastically between his thighs as she continued her self-appointed morning task.

Benedict's faculty lodge was a curious blend of human academia and succubus realm aesthetics. Bookshelves lined the walls, stuffed with weathered textbooks on biology and anthropology that he'd brought from Earth, now intermingled with leather-bound tomes on succubus history and interdimensional mating practices. His desk—a heavy oak affair that occasionally purred when touched in the right places—was scattered with half-graded papers, sticky notes, and three mugs of tea in various states of consumption. The windows looked out onto a garden where flowers shaped like intimate body parts opened and closed in response to passing students' arousal levels.

"Mmm, Professor," Jynni murmured, pulling back just enough to speak while her hand maintained a steady rhythm on his shaft. "Your taste is particularly excellent this morning. Did you eat those enchanted berries I left in your kitchen?"

Benedict tried to remember if he'd eaten anything unusual for breakfast. His brain felt fuzzy, split between the pleasure pooling at the base of his spine and the urgent need to finish preparing for his afternoon lecture on "Non-Penetrative Human Bonding Rituals: Beyond the Orgasm."

"I, ah—" His voice caught as her tongue swirled around his tip. "Possibly? The purple ones?"

She beamed up at him, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. "Yes! They make your cum taste like whatever the recipient desires most." She dove back down with renewed enthusiasm. "Mine tastes like birthday cake!"

His hands were steady on his papers, but he felt a warmth spreading through his groin, an insistent heat that he recognized as the approach of climax. Benedict shifted in his chair, trying to focus on his work while simultaneously appreciating Jynni's ministrations—a multitasking skill he'd been forced to develop since arriving at Succubus University.

Six months ago, he'd been teaching high school biology in Surrey. Now he was the only human professor at an interdimensional university for succubi and other sex demons, trying desperately to maintain professional standards while his Faculty Integration Liaison performed her morning "integration ritual" beneath his desk. Life took strange turns.

Jynni, for her part, approached her duties with the dedication of someone who had found her true calling. Her official title—Faculty Integration Liaison—was deliberately vague, but her enthusiasm was anything but. Her soft admin jacket had fallen open, revealing nothing underneath but her small name badge that read "Use Me, I'm New Hire Friendly!" pinned directly to her left breast. Her fishnets were already laddered at the knees from her position on the hardwood floor.

"Professor," she murmured between licks, "don't forget you have that departmental meeting at eleven. I've blocked out twenty minutes beforehand so I can help you prepare." She gave him a meaningful wink.

"That's very... thoughtful," Benedict managed, dropping his pen again as her fingers found a particularly sensitive spot. He'd learned that "helping him prepare" meant ensuring he arrived at meetings already drained of at least one orgasm, which apparently made him less appealing to the more predatory faculty members.

Benedict's eyes fell on his calendar, where Jynni had helpfully highlighted his "mana contribution quotas" in glittery pink ink. As the sole human faculty member, he was subject to different expectations than his succubus colleagues—they harvested sexual energy; he provided it. So far, he'd been meeting his quotas through Jynni's enthusiastic assistance and the occasional "extra credit" session with particularly bold students.

"Oh!" Jynni suddenly increased her pace, her mouth making obscenely wet sounds as she took him to the back of her throat. "Almost there, Professor! I can feel it—you're getting that lovely pulse—"

Benedict's carefully maintained composure finally cracked. His head fell back, lecture notes forgotten as his hips jerked forward involuntarily. He was teetering on the edge of release when the air in the center of his office suddenly crackled with arcane energy.

A shimmering crimson light erupted from nowhere, coalescing into a hovering magical projection six feet tall. Benedict yelped in surprise, his hands gripping the edge of his desk. Jynni froze, her mouth still full, eyes wide with shock.

The stern, imperious face of Headmistress Syllathe Thorne materialized in the projection, her sharp features enhanced by the blood-red magical light. Her eyes, glowing with supernatural intensity, seemed to look directly at Benedict despite this being a university-wide announcement.

"Faculty, staff, and students of Succubus University," her cold, precise voice filled the room, each syllable cutting through the air like a blade. "Due to concerning fluctuations in the interdimensional barriers, the Board of Overseers has declared an immediate Great Mana Audit."

Benedict made a strangled noise, partly from the announcement and partly because Jynni remained motionless, his cock still throbbing against her tongue.

"Effective immediately," Headmistress Thorne continued, her lips barely moving as she spoke, "all sexual energy quotas will be doubled. This is non-negotiable." The projection zoomed in on her face, her eyes seeming to bore directly into Benedict's soul. "All faculty members will be fitted with Personal Mana Meters to track contributions. Those failing to meet the new quotas will face... disciplinary measures."

The way she said "disciplinary measures" sent a chill down Benedict's spine that had nothing to do with pleasure.

"Auditors will be visiting each department throughout the day. The security of our dimensional pocket depends on sufficient energy harvesting. That is all." Her eyes narrowed slightly. "And Professor Horne? Do button your trousers before your eleven o'clock meeting."

The projection dissolved with a crackling hiss, leaving Benedict and Jynni frozen in shock, the morning sunlight now feeling cold against their skin.

***

The crimson light faded, leaving Benedict gaping at the empty space where the Headmistress's projection had been. His mouth opened and closed like a fish transplanted to air, while his cock remained firmly in the opposite situation—still engulfed in the warm wetness of Jynni's mouth. For three excruciating seconds, neither of them moved. Then Benedict's hand flew to his chest, clutching at his shirt as if he might find an emergency escape button sewn into the fabric.

"Doubled?" he finally squeaked, as Jynni slowly, almost reluctantly, released him from her mouth with a soft pop. "How am I supposed to—I can't possibly—" His face had gone from flushed with arousal to ashen with dread in record time.

Jynni wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, her brow furrowed in concentration rather than distress. "Professor, try to breathe," she said, reaching for a tissue from the box he kept specifically for her use. She dabbed at her lips, smearing glittery lip gloss across her cheek, but her eyes never left his face. "Let's think about this systematically."

Benedict slumped in his chair, his erection flagging slightly as the implications of Thorne's announcement sank in. "Systematically? Jynni, I'm already at my physical limit with the current quota. Eight ejaculations per day is—it's already pushing what's humanly possible." He ran trembling fingers through his disheveled hair. "Sixteen? That's... I'll be hospitalized."

As a human among succubi, Benedict's role was unique. While most faculty harvested sexual energy, he was expected to provide it—a renewable resource that powered everything from the glowing path markers to the self-cleaning lecture halls. His contract had seemed reasonable at first, but he now suspected the parameters had been set by someone with a flawed understanding of human physiology.

Jynni rose to her knees, her expression shifting from thoughtful to determined. Her jacket hung open, revealing the soft curves of her breasts with their dusting of glitter (a remnant from yesterday's "Faculty Appreciation Happy Hour"). "Professor, we can do this. We just need to be more... efficient."

"Efficient?" Benedict echoed weakly.

She nodded vigorously, causing her pigtails to bounce in a way that would have been comical if he weren't so distressed. "I've been reading about human sexual response cycles. Did you know that with the right stimulation and magical assistance, human men can have multiple orgasms with shortened refractory periods?"

"That sounds... medically concerning," Benedict replied, but Jynni was already climbing onto his lap, her fishnet-clad thighs straddling him as she settled her warm weight against him. His body, despite his anxiety, responded immediately to her proximity. "Jynni, wait, we need to discuss this—"

"Professor," she said, her voice suddenly soft but serious as she cupped his face in her hands. "I'm your Faculty Integration Liaison. It's literally my job to make sure you succeed here." Her eyes, wide and earnest, met his. "And besides, I have the highest load count in the administrative department. Three hundred and eighty-seven this semester alone!" She said this with unmistakable pride, as if announcing her academic honors.

Benedict couldn't help the small smile that tugged at his lips despite his anxiety. "You do keep very detailed records."

"I do!" She beamed, wiggling her hips against his renewed erection. "And now we just need to double your output. Which means," she reached between them, adjusting her fishnet tights to reveal the magical access rune tattooed around her sex, glowing faintly with approval, "we need to be more creative with our sessions."

Before Benedict could formulate another objection, she had positioned herself over him and sunk down, taking him inside her with a happy sigh that seemed to come from the very core of her being. The warm, slick heat of her enveloped him completely.

"Oh," he gasped, his hands automatically finding her hips, "Jynni, I—we still have to—oh god—talk about schedules and—"

"Mmm, later," she purred, beginning to move in a rhythm that made rational thought increasingly difficult. She wore a small pendant around her neck—a crystal that measured and stored mana—and it glowed brighter with each roll of her hips. "First, let's get you one orgasm closer to quota. The Headmistress's announcement already put us behind schedule."

Benedict's hands tightened on her hips as she rode him with practiced enthusiasm. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, the sparkles scattered across her skin catching the morning light. His desk creaked beneath them, and several papers fluttered to the floor, including his carefully annotated lecture notes on "The Human Custom of Afterglow: An Underutilized Bonding Mechanism."

"But the logistics—" he tried again, even as his body betrayed his concerns by thrusting upward to meet her movements. "How will we possibly—sixteen times—I have classes to teach—committees—"

Jynni leaned forward, her pigtails falling around their faces like a curtain as she pressed her lips to his, silencing his protests with a kiss that tasted faintly of birthday cake and his own essence. When she pulled back, her eyes were glittering with determination and arousal.

"We'll make it work," she whispered against his lips. "Extra sessions between classes. I've been wanting to show you the supply closet in the Theoretical Pleasure wing anyway—it has a temporal dilation field. Five minutes out here is thirty in there." She rolled her hips in a particularly skillful way that made his eyes roll back. "And there's the faculty lounge enchantment that reduces refractory period. And I know at least three incubi in the Physical Education department who owe me favors."

Benedict tried to focus on her words, but the sensation of her body tightening around him was making coherent thought increasingly difficult. "I don't think—involving more people—is the solution," he managed between gasps.

"Don't worry," she said, her pace increasing as the pendant around her neck glowed brighter. "I'll support you completely. We'll meet these new quotas together." Her voice had taken on the breathy quality that he recognized as her approaching her own climax. "I'll schedule extra support sessions throughout your day. We can start with a pre-breakfast session, then our regular morning session, then a quick one before your first class, then—"

Benedict's concerns momentarily dissolved as pleasure built at the base of his spine. Her body gripped him perfectly, her enthusiasm infectious. Perhaps they could make this work. Perhaps with Jynni's help, the impossible quota could be—

"Professor," she gasped, her inner muscles beginning to flutter around him, "I'm close—are you—?"

"Yes," he admitted, all thoughts of schedules and quotas temporarily forgotten as he thrust upward, chasing the release that was building rapidly. "Jynni, I'm going to—"

A sharp, authoritative knock on the door cut through their shared moment of approaching ecstasy. Three raps in quick succession, crisp and demanding—a knock that did not wait for permission or invitation.

Benedict froze mid-thrust, his eyes widening in panic. Jynni, however, didn't stop moving. If anything, the interruption seemed to excite her further.

"Don't you dare stop now, Professor," she whispered urgently, grinding down against him. "We're already behind quota."

The knock came again, somehow managing to sound both impatient and smug.

***

The door swung open before Benedict could even form a response, banging against the wall with theatrical force. Gina Lux sauntered into the office like she owned it, her platinum blonde hair a deliberately disheveled cloud around her face, her lips curled into the smile of someone who'd just found exactly what she'd hoped to find. She wore what could generously be called a crop top—more accurately, a scrap of fabric that performed the minimal legal requirement of covering her nipples while showcasing the impressive curve of her breasts. Her mini-skirt rode so high that Benedict could confirm she wasn't wearing underwear from his seated position across the room.

"Well, well, Professor Horne," Gina purred, her voice dripping with amusement as she surveyed the scene before her. "I see you've already heard about the audit."

In one hand, she carried a device that resembled a crystal orb mounted on an ornate silver handle. It pulsed with a hypnotic blue light that seemed to beat in rhythm with Benedict's racing heart.

"Gina!" Benedict yelped, his hands flying from Jynni's hips to grasp the arms of his chair. "This is—we're in the middle of—could you please knock?" His face had bypassed red and gone straight to purple.

"I did knock," Gina replied with exaggerated innocence, kicking the door shut behind her with one fishnet-clad leg. Her thigh-high boots clicked against the wooden floor as she approached the desk. "Not my fault you were too... preoccupied to answer." Her eyes lingered on where Jynni and Benedict remained joined.

Jynni, for her part, didn't seem the least bit disturbed by the interruption. If anything, she pressed down more firmly on Benedict, causing him to emit a strangled sound somewhere between a moan and a protest.

"Hi, Gina!" Jynni chirped, continuing to roll her hips in small, deliberate circles. "We're just getting started on the new quota. Are those the Mana Meters Headmistress Thorne mentioned?"

"Right in one," Gina replied, holding up the glowing device. "Personal Mana Meters. Direct from the Headmistress's private collection." She took another step closer, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Don't stop on my account. In fact..." Her grin widened as she pulled up a visitor's chair and sat down, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. "This will give me an excellent baseline reading."

Benedict attempted to shift Jynni off his lap, but she responded by clamping her thighs tighter around him and grinding down more determinedly. The movement sent a jolt of pleasure up his spine that warred with his mortification.

"This is highly inappropriate," he protested, his voice cracking as Jynni clenched around him. "Surely this... installation... can wait until we're—until I'm—"

"Actually, it can't," Gina interrupted, casually examining her perfectly manicured nails. "Headmistress's orders. Every faculty member needs to be measured and fitted today." She leaned forward, her heavy breasts threatening to spill out of her tiny top. "And honestly, Professor, I'm doing you a favor. The baseline reading needs to be taken during sexual activity. Would you rather I scheduled a formal fitting with the Headmistress present?"

Benedict blanched at the thought. "N-no, but—"

"Then let's get on with it," Gina said, waving her hand dismissively. "Jynni, keep going. The meter needs to calibrate to his particular... output."

Jynni nodded eagerly, her pigtails bouncing as she resumed her enthusiastic movements. "I'm happy to assist with the calibration process," she said professionally, as if they were discussing photocopier maintenance instead of having sex in front of an administrative staff member.

The crystal orb in Gina's hand began to pulse more rapidly as Jynni moved, its blue light intensifying. Tiny runes appeared on its surface, swirling and rearranging themselves in response to the sexual energy being generated.

"The meter measures quantity and quality," Gina explained, her tone suddenly shifting to something almost businesslike despite the obscene tableau before her. "Quantity is straightforward—how much mana you produce with each... emission." The small gold ring piercing her clit caught the light as she uncrossed and recrossed her legs. "Quality is more complex—potency, flavor, magical conductivity."

Benedict could barely focus on her words as Jynni continued to move on top of him, her inner muscles gripping him with practiced skill. His hands had somehow found their way back to her hips, guiding her movements despite his embarrassment.

"Once calibrated," Gina continued, her eyes fixed on where their bodies joined with undisguised interest, "the meter will be attuned to you specifically. You'll wear it at all times—well, not literally wear it, that would be awkward." She chuckled. "It will be keyed to your magical signature and will track your contributions automatically."

"And report them directly to the Headmistress," Jynni added helpfully, her voice breathier now as she picked up her pace. "Right, Gina?"

Gina nodded, adjusting her position for a better view. "Daily reports. The Headmistress is taking a... special interest in the human faculty's contributions." Her smile turned predatory. "I think she's hoping you'll fail, Professor. She's never trusted humans." She held the orb higher, its light now pulsing rapidly. "Fascinating readings, by the way. Your mana has a unique signature. Very... intense."

Benedict tried to maintain some semblance of dignity, but it was a losing battle. Between Jynni's skillful movements and Gina's unabashed observation, he felt control slipping away. The tension in his lower body was building rapidly, his approaching climax impossible to deny or delay.

"I can't—" he gasped, his fingers digging into Jynni's soft flesh. "This is—"

"Almost there," Gina murmured, eyes fixed on the orb. "The meter needs to register a complete... transaction."

Jynni leaned forward, her lips brushing Benedict's ear. "Come for me, Professor," she whispered. "Show her what you can do. Show her what we can do together." She clenched around him deliberately, her body drawing him deeper.

The academic part of Benedict's brain—the small portion not currently drowning in pleasure—noted the competitive edge in Jynni's voice. There was office politics at play here, something between Jynni and Gina that went beyond the current mortifying situation.

"That's it," Gina urged, her own breath coming faster as she watched them. The tiny gold ring on her clit jingled as she shifted in her seat, clearly affected by the display despite her attempt at clinical detachment. "Almost calibrated..."

Benedict felt his control shatter. With a groan he couldn't suppress, he thrust upward one final time, his release crashing through him with an intensity heightened by the bizarre circumstances. Mindless waves of spunk flooded Jynni as she cried out in response, her body shuddering around him as she followed him over the edge.

The orb in Gina's hand flared with brilliant blue light, momentarily illuminating the entire office. When the light faded, the orb had changed color to a deep, pulsing purple.

"Well, well," Gina said, her voice slightly hoarse as she examined the device. "That's... unexpected. Your readings are off the chart, Professor." She looked at him with new interest, as if seeing him for the first time. "No wonder the Headmistress is concerned about you."

Benedict collapsed back in his chair, utterly spent, as Jynni continued to make small, satisfied movements on his lap. The gravity of the situation was settling over him like a weighted blanket—doubled quotas, constant monitoring, and apparently some special interest from the Headmistress herself.

"What happens now?" he asked, his voice rough.

Gina rose from her chair, adjusting her tiny skirt with one hand while holding the now-purple meter in the other. "Now, Professor Horne, you start producing double the mana you were before." Her lips curved into a smile that was equal parts challenge and invitation. "And I'll be checking your meter readings personally. Daily."

Jynni glared at Gina over her shoulder, her arms tightening possessively around Benedict's neck. "I'll make sure he meets quota," she said firmly. "That's my job."

Gina's laugh was low and knowing as she moved toward the door. "Oh, honey," she said, glancing back at them with a predatory smile, "with these new quotas, you're going to need all the help you can get." She paused with her hand on the doorknob. "I'll be back this afternoon to finalize the calibration. Don't get dressed on my account."

The door closed behind her, leaving Benedict and Jynni still entwined, the purple light of the newly activated Mana Meter casting strange shadows across their flushed faces. Benedict stared at the device, now hovering independently above his desk, its light pulsing in time with his heartbeat like a silent, watchful sentinel.

"Well," Jynni said brightly, breaking the silence as she straightened her pigtails, "that's one down, fifteen to go for today!" She beamed at him with irrepressible optimism. "I think we should try for at least three more before your first class. Do you want to use the desk again, or shall we try the enchanted loveseat? It has that nice vibration feature..."

Benedict let his head fall back against his chair, torn between hysterical laughter and genuine dread as the reality of his new situation at Succubus University truly sank in.


Chapter 2

Benedict stared at Jynni with wide, disbelieving eyes, his mouth hanging slightly open as the reality of sixteen daily orgasms sank in like a stone dropped in thick honey. The purple Mana Meter pulsed mockingly above his desk, a silent witness to his predicament and a harbinger of exhaustion to come. His body still tingled from his recent climax, the pleasant afterglow now shadowed by dread as Jynni cheerfully plotted his sexual schedule with the efficiency of a military strategist planning a campaign.

"So I've been thinking," Jynni continued, still straddling his lap, apparently unbothered by the cooling fluid seeping from her body onto his trousers. "If we stick to strict thirty-minute intervals during your office hours, that gives us six opportunities right there. Then if we utilize the temporal dilation closet during your lunch break—"

The door flew open again with such force that it bounced off the wall, nearly closing before Gina's boot caught it. She stood in the doorway, her platinum blonde hair framing her face like an expensive halo, her lips curled into a smile that could cut glass.

"Well, well, well," she purred, sauntering back into the room with the confidence of someone who owned not just the office but the entire building. "Just as I thought. Already discussing your next... contribution."

Benedict's hands flew to Jynni's hips, attempting to lift her off him, but she remained firmly planted on his lap.

"Gina," he said, attempting to salvage some dignity despite his disheveled appearance and the woman still impaled on his softening cock. "Is there something else you needed?"

Gina closed the door with deliberate slowness, the click of the latch impossibly loud in the tense silence. "Actually, Professor, I neglected to mention an important detail about my visit." Her smile widened as she approached, the crystal orb still glowing purple in her hand. "I'm not just here to calibrate your meter. I'm your assigned auditor."

"Auditor?" Benedict's voice cracked on the word.

"Yes." Gina set the orb on his desk where it continued to hover slightly above the surface. "Someone needs to verify the quality and quantity of faculty contributions during this crisis." She produced an official-looking badge from somewhere in her nonexistent pocket and flashed it briefly. "And as an officially designated Carnal Auditor, I'm uniquely authorized to demand a fresh sample from any faculty member during the audit period."

Benedict's face, which had only just returned to its normal color, flushed anew. "But—but I just—"

"—just provided a sample, yes, I heard through the door." Gina's eyes gleamed with mischief. "But that was for calibration. Now I need a proper audit sample." She pulled a small crystal vial from between her breasts, where it had apparently been nestled. "Standard procedure."

Jynni finally shifted off Benedict's lap, her official jacket still hanging open as she stood beside his chair. There was something protective in her stance, like a small, half-naked guardian angel.

"That's completely unnecessary," she said, her usually cheerful voice taking on an uncharacteristic edge. "Professor Horne just contributed." She gestured demonstratively to her thighs, where pearlescent fluid trickled down, leaving glistening trails on her fishnet stockings. "See? He needs recovery time. It's documented in my Faculty Integration Protocol handbook that humans require at least—"

"That could be anything," Gina interrupted with a dismissive wave of her hand. "Magical lubricant. Enchanted essence. A potion designed to mimic ejaculate." Her eyes narrowed with something like challenge as she stepped closer to Jynni. "I need to verify."

Before either Benedict or Jynni could react, Gina dropped to a crouch in front of Jynni and cupped a hand between her thighs. The movement was so sudden and unexpected that Jynni gasped, instinctively spreading her legs slightly as Gina's fingers collected the fluid seeping from her.

Benedict watched in stunned silence, his brain struggling to process the bizarre tableau before him—Gina, examining the pearly substance on her fingers with the critical eye of a wine connoisseur, while Jynni stood frozen, her lips parted in surprise.

"Gina, this is extremely inappropriate," Benedict finally managed, finding his voice. "I must insist that you—"

His protest died in his throat as Gina deliberately brought her fingers to her mouth and tasted the fluid she'd collected from Jynni. Her eyes closed briefly as she considered the flavor, her expression thoughtful.

"Mmm," she hummed, opening her eyes to fix Benedict with a knowing look. "Probably is cum, though." She licked her lips slowly, savoring the taste. "Nice flavor profile. Notes of... birthday cake?" She glanced at Jynni with raised eyebrows.

Jynni nodded automatically, her cheeks pink. "The enchanted berries I gave him this morning."

"Clever," Gina acknowledged with a nod. "But I still need a fresh sample." She straightened up, adjusting her minuscule crop top, which had somehow managed to ride even higher during her crouching maneuver. "Come on, Professor. Give us some more."

Benedict's hands gripped the arms of his chair as if they were the only things anchoring him to reality. "This is—this is outrageous. I cannot be expected to—to perform on command like some sort of—"

"Like some sort of what?" Gina challenged, her voice honeyed but with a dangerous edge. "Some sort of faculty member bound by contract to provide sexual mana to this institution?" She tapped the hovering purple orb with one long nail. "Because that's exactly what you are, Professor Horne. And with the dimensional barriers weakening, your contributions are more crucial than ever."

The orb pulsed, as if agreeing with her.

"But I just—" Benedict gestured helplessly at his crotch, where his cock lay completely spent against his thigh. "I physically cannot—"

"Oh, I think you'll find that you can." Gina's smile was predatory as she reached for the crystal vial again. "Especially with proper encouragement." She looked at Jynni. "You're his official liaison, aren't you? Surely you have techniques for encouraging... repeat performances."

Jynni hesitated, her eyes darting between Gina's challenging stare and Benedict's mortified expression. There was a brief flash of conflict on her face before her naturally helpful nature seemed to win out.

"Well," she said slowly, straightening her pigtails, "there are a few methods I've been researching. And the enchanted loveseat does have those stimulation nodes specifically designed for male recovery..."

Benedict closed his eyes, letting his head fall back against his chair as Jynni's voice continued outlining various techniques for extracting yet another orgasm from his unwilling body. The purple Mana Meter pulsed above them all, its rhythm like a heartbeat, counting down to his next contribution to Succubus University's insatiable hunger.

***

Gina set the crystal vial on the edge of Benedict's desk with the delicate precision of someone placing the final piece in a bomb. The glass caught the light from the window, refracting it across his scattered papers in tiny rainbow patterns that seemed inappropriately cheerful given the circumstances. His stomach twisted with dread and something else—a reluctant anticipation that disgusted him even as it bloomed in his lower abdomen.

"Right," Gina said, clapping her hands together like a kindergarten teacher organizing an arts and crafts session. "Let's get this audit properly underway." She turned to Jynni, who hovered uncertainly beside Benedict's chair. "You can assist by holding his balls. It ensures optimal flow and prevents backup in the seminal vesicles."

Benedict made a strangled noise. "That's not even anatomically—"

"Professor," Gina cut him off with a raised eyebrow, "are you suddenly the expert on interdimensional sperm collection techniques?" She didn't wait for an answer, instead turning her attention back to Jynni. "Cup them gently, but firmly. Like you're holding two very frightened baby birds."

Jynni nodded seriously, dropping to her knees beside his chair. Her expression was one of professional determination, as if she'd been assigned the most important duty in the faculty handbook. "I've actually been studying optimal testicular support techniques," she offered helpfully. "There's a whole chapter in 'Human Male Maintenance' about—"

"This is absurd," Benedict interrupted, attempting to stand. His legs felt weak, still jellied from his previous orgasm, and Gina's hand on his shoulder pushed him back into the chair with surprising strength. "I am not some—some milking cow to be harvested on demand. I have rights as a faculty member."

Gina's laughter was sharp, like ice cracking. "Oh, Professor. Have you actually read your contract?" She leaned close, her breath warm against his ear. "Section 12, paragraph 7: 'All human faculty are required to submit to comprehensive mana audits as deemed necessary by authorized personnel.' That's me, by the way." She straightened up, smoothing her tiny skirt. "Now, shall we proceed, or would you prefer I report your non-compliance to Headmistress Thorne?"

The mention of the Headmistress sent a cold shiver down Benedict's spine. Six months at Succubus University had taught him that Syllathe Thorne's disapproval was not something to be courted lightly.

"Fine," he muttered, his shoulders slumping in defeat. "Let's get this over with."

"That's the spirit," Gina said with a predatory smile. She reached for a small bottle tucked into her cleavage—apparently an endless repository for audit supplies—and uncorked it with her teeth. The scent of honey and something musky filled the air. "Premium grade arousal oil. It'll help speed things along."

Before Benedict could protest, she poured a generous amount into her palm and reached for his flaccid member. Her fingers were warm and slick as they wrapped around him, sending an immediate jolt of sensation through his body that made him gasp despite himself.

"Jynni," Gina instructed, motioning with her chin. "Balls. Now."

Jynni's small hands moved tentatively between his thighs, gently cradling his testicles as instructed. Her touch was familiar, comforting even, in contrast to Gina's clinical efficiency.

"Good," Gina nodded, beginning to stroke Benedict with practiced movements. "Now, Professor. Let's discuss your production capacity. Based on initial calibration, you're showing promising volume but inconsistent potency." Her fingers twisted on the upstroke in a way that made his toes curl inside his shoes. "The Headmistress will want to see improvement in both areas if you're to meet the new quotas."

Benedict tried to focus on the most unarousing thoughts he could conjure—committee meetings, grading papers, the time he'd accidentally walked in on the Ancient Venery professor demonstrating a tentacle-binding ritual. But Gina's hands were wickedly skilled, and the oil seemed to create little pulses of heat wherever it touched his skin.

"I don't—" he began, then swallowed hard as his cock began to stiffen against all odds. "This isn't—"

"Look at that," Gina observed with clinical interest, as if they were discussing a particularly fascinating specimen in a laboratory. "Quicker recovery than expected for a human male. The enchantments in this office must be affecting your refractory period." She adjusted her grip, adding a twist that drew an involuntary moan from his lips. "Or perhaps it's just me."

Jynni's fingers moved gently against his sack, massaging in small circles that somehow complemented Gina's more aggressive techniques. "You're doing great, Professor," she whispered encouragingly. "Just relax and let it happen. The sooner we finish this audit, the sooner we can get back to our regular schedule."

His legs began to tremble as blood rushed to his groin, flushing his cock to full hardness despite having climaxed mere minutes ago. Benedict closed his eyes, unable to watch the two women working on him like mechanics servicing a particularly temperamental vehicle.

"Interesting," Gina murmured, making notes in a small tablet that had materialized beside her. "Subject's physical response surpassing baseline expectations. Vasocongestion rate approximately 3.7 times human standard." Her hand never stopped its rhythmic movement. "Blood flow patterns suggest enhanced magical receptivity. Potential for above-average mana production if properly stimulated."

Benedict's pulse raced as pleasure built despite his mortification. He was fully hard now, his cock standing at attention under Gina's ministrations, a traitor to his dignity. The oil made everything slick and hot, each stroke sending shivers up his spine that he couldn't suppress.

"That's it," Jynni whispered, her breath warm against his ear as she continued to gently massage his balls. "Just let go, Professor. Think of it as contributing to the university's wellbeing. Your essence helps power everything from the self-cleaning bathrooms to the anti-gravity study nooks."

"Pressure appears to be building," Gina observed, her voice maintaining its detached tone even as her strokes quickened. "Testicular retraction indicating imminent ejaculation." She reached for the crystal vial with her free hand, positioning it near the tip of his cock. "Prepare for collection."

Benedict gripped the arms of his chair so tightly his knuckles turned white. The dual sensations of Jynni's gentle ball massage and Gina's relentless stroking were overwhelming. He felt the familiar tension building at the base of his spine, the gathering heat that signaled his approaching climax. His breath came in short gasps, his hips beginning to lift involuntarily from the chair.

"I'm—I can't—" he stammered, his voice tight with unwanted pleasure.

"Subject verbalizing pre-orgasmic distress," Gina noted clinically, even as her hand moved faster. "Common in males experiencing enforced arousal. Proceed with extraction."

The pressure built to an unbearable point, and with a strangled cry, Benedict felt his release crash through him. His body jerked, his cock pulsing as he spilled into the crystal vial Gina held expertly in position. The orgasm was less intense than his previous one with Jynni, but the humiliation of coming on command while being clinically observed made it somehow more overwhelming.

The crystal vial captured his ejaculate, glowing faintly with mana as it filled. Gina watched with a critical eye, her lips pursed in assessment.

"Hmm," she said, holding the vial up to the light. "Volume approximately sixty percent of previous sample. Mana concentration... adequate, but not impressive." She sealed the vial with a small stopper and labeled it with a flick of her wrist. "Definitely subpar performance, Professor. You'll need to significantly improve output if you're to meet the new quotas."

Benedict slumped in his chair, red-faced and speechless. His body still tingled with the aftershocks of his orgasm, but any pleasure was thoroughly overshadowed by the clinical way Gina had extracted and evaluated his most intimate bodily function.

Gina tucked the vial away into some hidden pocket and gathered her tablet, making a few final notes. "Well, that concludes today's audit. I'll be scheduling regular collections to monitor your progress." She moved toward the door, pausing with her hand on the knob. "Looking forward to our next collection, Professor. Perhaps try eating more protein. It does wonders for volume."

The door closed behind her with a soft click, leaving Benedict staring after her, his mouth open but no words coming out.

***

The grand conference hall of Succubus University stretched before Benedict like an anatomical model of anxiety made physical—all soaring arches and shadowed corners, with a massive obsidian table reflecting his pale face back at him in distorted fragments. His footsteps echoed on the marble floor as he made his way to his assigned seat, the Personal Mana Meter hovering above his right shoulder like an overeager familiar. The purple glow it cast made him look slightly bruised, which felt appropriate given the morning's events.

Faculty members were already assembled, their conversations dropping to whispers as he passed. A lamia professor of Theoretical Pleasure coiled her serpentine lower body more tightly beneath her chair, her forked tongue flickering out to taste his emotional distress in the air. Two incubi from the Physical Education department exchanged knowing glances, their wings rustling like leather curtains in a breeze. In the corner, a fae lecturer in Consent Ethics studied him with ancient eyes that seemed to see straight through to his humiliating morning.

Benedict slid into his seat, careful not to make eye contact with anyone. His body felt hollowed out, spent from the back-to-back orgasms Gina had extracted from him. Even now, hours later, his muscles ached with a peculiar soreness that reminded him of his first week at Succubus University, when he'd naively attempted to keep up with a classroom demonstration on "Sustained Pleasure States in Various Species."

The conference hall itself was a testament to the university's devotion to both academic rigor and sensual excess. The ceiling arched high above them, painted with frescoes depicting ancient orgies with anatomical precision. The obsidian table was warm to the touch, heated from within by magical currents that ebbed and flowed based on the collective arousal of those seated around it. Leather chairs with suspiciously anatomical contours cradled each faculty member in customized comfort.

At the head of the table sat Headmistress Syllathe Thorne, her presence commanding even in silence. Her deep purple skin seemed to absorb the light around her, the black vine-like tattoos wrapping up her arms pulsing slightly with power. Her sharp eyes swept over the assembled faculty, pausing momentarily on each face before moving to the next—a predator assessing potential prey. When those glowing red eyes landed on Benedict, they narrowed almost imperceptibly, and he felt a cold finger of dread trace his spine.

"Faculty," she began, her voice like velvet drawn over steel, each word perfectly enunciated. "As you all now know, we face an unprecedented crisis. The interdimensional barriers that protect our university are weakening at an alarming rate." She rose from her chair, her height imposing as she towered over the table. "The Board of Overseers has authorized emergency measures, including the increased mana quotas and implementation of Personal Mana Meters for all faculty."

The assembled professors nodded solemnly, many glancing at their own meters hovering near them in various colors. Benedict noticed his was the only purple one; most glowed in shades of blue or green.

"Now," Thorne continued, her gaze sweeping the room before settling, with laser-like intensity, directly on Benedict. "Professor Horne. Perhaps you would care to enlighten us on your teaching methodology? I understand your approach to... human intimacy... differs significantly from our traditional curriculum."

Benedict's throat went dry. He sat up straighter, adjusting his glasses which had slipped down his nose. "Well, I, ah—yes, Headmistress. My methods do perhaps diverge from traditional succubi approaches." His voice emerged steadier than he'd expected. "I focus on emotional connectivity as a pathway to deeper physical pleasure, which can actually enhance mana production."

"Fascinating," Thorne replied, though her tone suggested it was anything but. "And this emotional... connectivity. You believe it superior to our millennia of refined seduction techniques?"

"Not superior," Benedict hastened to clarify, acutely aware of the other faculty members watching this exchange like spectators at a tennis match. "Just... different. Complementary, even. Humans often achieve more intense arousal states when they feel emotionally safe and—"

"Safe?" Thorne interrupted, the word dropping from her lips like a stone into still water. "Is that what you're creating in your classroom, Professor Horne? A safe environment?" Her lips curled slightly. "How remarkably... tame."

Benedict felt heat rise to his face. His collar suddenly felt too tight, and he resisted the urge to loosen his tie. "I wouldn't characterize it as tame, Headmistress. My student satisfaction ratings are quite high, and their mana production during practical demonstrations has been—"

"Yes, I've seen the numbers," she cut him off again. "Curious how your students seem to produce excess mana in your presence, when many of them struggle to meet basic quotas in their other classes." Her eyes narrowed further. "Almost as if they're being... overstimulated."

A few faculty members shifted uncomfortably in their seats. The lamia professor's coils tightened visibly.

"I simply encourage them to embrace pleasure without shame," Benedict explained, sweat beginning to bead on his forehead. "Many of your students—particularly the younger ones—have internalized certain inhibitions that actually limit their mana production potential."

Thorne's fingers drummed once on the obsidian table. "And you consider yourself qualified to diagnose these... inhibitions? Based on your extensive experience with succubi psychology?"

Benedict's heart hammered against his ribs. The Mana Meter above him pulsed slightly faster, matching his increasing pulse rate. "Not at all. I merely observe and adapt. My background in human biology gives me a unique perspective on cross-species pleasure dynamics."

"Indeed," Thorne said, each syllable razor-sharp. "Tell me, Professor Horne, what is your personal contribution potential? Now that quotas have doubled, I'm curious how a human male intends to meet such... demanding requirements."

The question hung in the air, explicitly professional yet undeniably intimate. Benedict felt every eye in the room on him, assessing, calculating. His body tensed under the collective gaze of dozens of sex demons, each one intimately familiar with the limits of human endurance.

"I... that is..." he stammered, his hands gripping the edge of the table. "I've been assured that with proper support and, ah, scheduling, I can meet the new requirements."

"Proper support," Thorne repeated, her voice dropping to a dangerous purr. "Yes, I've noticed your Integration Liaison is quite... supportive. And now I see you've been assigned a personal auditor as well." The corner of her mouth twitched. "One might almost think you require excessive attention, Professor."

Benedict's heart pounded faster, blood rushing in his ears. The Mana Meter above him began to pulse more rapidly, its purple glow intensifying with each beat. "The assignment of an auditor wasn't my choice, Headmistress. I assure you I'm fully committed to—"

"Are you?" she interrupted, leaning forward slightly. "Fully committed? Because commitment, Professor Horne, requires sacrifice. It requires giving of oneself completely." Her eyes flashed brighter. "What exactly are you willing to give to Succubus University?"

The question felt like a trap, its jaws closing around him as his anxiety peaked. Benedict's collar now felt impossibly tight, sweat rolling down his temples as the entire room seemed to focus on him with predatory intensity. His legs trembled beneath the table, and a peculiar warmth began to spread through his lower abdomen—not arousal exactly, but something adjacent to it, a tension seeking release.

"I—I'm willing to—" he began, but the words died in his throat as the Mana Meter above him suddenly blazed with brilliant purple light, pulsing so rapidly it appeared almost solid.

And then it happened. Without warning, without conscious control, Benedict felt his body seize up. A wave of intense sensation crashed through him, starting at his core and radiating outward. His back arched slightly, his hands gripped the table edge with white knuckles, and a strangled gasp escaped his lips as an unexpected orgasm overtook him, triggered purely by stress and the magical attunement of the meter to his physical state.

The Mana Meter chimed cheerfully, a pleasant bell-like sound that echoed through the suddenly silent room. A small holographic display appeared above it, showing animated sparkles and the words "Contribution Recorded! 2/16 Daily Quota" in glowing script.

For three eternal seconds, no one moved or spoke. Then, like a dam breaking, reactions flooded the room. Gasps, titters, and whispered comments spread around the table like ripples in a pond. The lamia professor's tongue flickered rapidly in surprise, while the incubi exchanged glances that contained entire conversations. The fae lecturer's ancient eyes widened just a fraction, but on her, the gesture spoke volumes.

Benedict sat frozen, mortification washing over him in waves as warm wetness spread across the front of his trousers. He couldn't move, couldn't speak, couldn't even lift his eyes to meet the gaze of his colleagues—especially not Headmistress Thorne's narrowed, calculating stare.

"Well," Thorne finally said, her voice slicing through the whispers like a blade, "it seems Professor Horne is indeed... committed." Her lips curved into what might have been a smile on anyone else, but on her, it resembled a predator baring its teeth. "How very... human of you, Professor. Your enthusiasm for meeting quota is noted."

Benedict remained perfectly still, wishing desperately that the obsidian table would open up and swallow him whole, as the purple light of his Mana Meter cast dancing shadows across his face, announcing his humiliation to every last member of the Succubus University faculty.


Chapter 3

Benedict awoke to the gentle tinkling of wind chimes, a sound that would have been soothing if not for the fact that he'd never owned wind chimes. His eyes cracked open to the soft purple glow of his Personal Mana Meter hovering faithfully above the bedside table, casting alien shadows across his rumpled sheets. The events of yesterday's faculty meeting crashed back into his consciousness like a wave of ice water, and he groaned, pulling the pillow over his face as if it might shield him from the memory of coming in his pants in front of the entire Succubus University faculty.

"Good morning, Professor!" Jynni's cheerful voice pierced through his cocoon of shame. "I've measured your sleep cycle and you're waking up exactly on schedule!"

Benedict lowered the pillow just enough to peer over its edge. Jynni stood at the foot of his bed, her pink pigtails bouncing as she made notes on a glittering clipboard. She wore what appeared to be a nurse's outfit that had been dramatically altered—shortened, tightened, and embellished with the words "Mana Management Team" embroidered across her barely-contained breasts.

"Schedule?" he managed, his voice still rough with sleep. "What schedule?"

That's when he noticed the changes to his lodge. Small brass devices hung in the corners of his bedroom, emitting periodic puffs of faintly iridescent mist that smelled of cinnamon and something musky he couldn't quite identify. A series of unfamiliar clocks lined his walls, their faces marked not with numbers but with symbols that looked suspiciously like various sexual positions. And there, on the wall opposite his bed, stretched an enormous color-coded chart that resembled the periodic table of elements if it had been designed by a sex-obsessed kindergarten teacher.

"The Professor Horne Peak Production Schedule!" Jynni announced with evident pride, gesturing toward the garish display with a flourish. "I've been working on it all night. Come see!"

Benedict fumbled for his glasses and climbed reluctantly from bed, acutely aware that he was wearing only boxers. The cool morning air raised goosebumps on his skin, or perhaps it was the way his Mana Meter followed him across the room, its purple light pulsing slightly faster as he approached Jynni.

"This," she explained, pointing to a pink square on the chart, "is our pre-breakfast quickie to get your mana flowing first thing in the morning. Studies show that morning emissions are 12% more potent due to testosterone accumulation during sleep!"

Benedict squinted at the chart, his stomach sinking as he realized every square—color-coded by type of sexual activity—represented a scheduled orgasm. The entire day was mapped out in thirty-minute increments, each labeled with clinical efficiency: "Oral Extraction (9:30 AM)," "Manual Milking (11:15 AM)," "Temporal Dilation Penetration Session (12:30-1:00 PM)."

"Jynni," he said carefully, "this is... comprehensive."

"Isn't it?" She beamed, flipping through pages on her clipboard. "I've calculated optimal recovery periods based on human male physiology, enhanced by the aphrodisiac mist dispensers I've installed." She pointed to the brass devices in the corners. "They release on fifteen-minute intervals to maintain arousal levels between sessions without triggering premature ejaculation."

Benedict ran a hand through his hair, noticing for the first time that his desk chair across the room looked different—plushier, somehow, with small nodes embedded in the upholstery that glowed with a faint blue light.

"What happened to my chair?"

"Vibration upgrade!" Jynni skipped over to it and pressed a small button on its arm. The chair hummed to life, vibrating at what appeared to be several different frequencies simultaneously. "It's calibrated to stimulate your prostate while you grade papers. The mid-morning desk blowjob is scheduled during your grading time for maximum efficiency." She tapped her clipboard. "Two birds, one stone!"

Benedict approached the chart again, his eyes widening as he took in the full scope of Jynni's planning. "What's this about wall-mounted stations?"

"Oh!" She clapped her hands together. "Let me show you!"

Before he could protest, she'd taken his hand and was leading him on a tour of his transformed lodge. In the hallway between his bedroom and study, she'd installed what looked like padded brackets at precisely his hip height.

"Between-classes handjobs!" she explained, demonstrating how he could position himself. "You just stand here, I service you from this kneeling cushion, and you're back to class within seven minutes! I've timed it!"

In the bathroom, he discovered a new showerhead that pulsed in patterns he immediately recognized as sexual in nature, and bottles of enchanted soap that promised to "sensitize while it cleanses." His kitchen table now featured restraint points at strategic locations ("In case we need to implement the edging protocols for maximum build-up"), and his living room chaise lounge had been replaced with what Jynni cheerfully called a "multi-angle pleasure platform."

As they completed the tour, returning to the bedroom with its ominous chart, Benedict felt a mixture of emotions washing over him—gratitude for Jynni's dedication, horror at the industrial efficiency with which she'd approached his sexual schedule, and bone-deep exhaustion at the mere thought of sixteen daily orgasms.

"Jynni," he said gently, placing a hand on her shoulder. "I appreciate everything you've done. Truly. But this schedule seems... ambitious."

She frowned, checking her clipboard. "It's optimized for maximum efficiency while maintaining your teaching obligations. See?" She pointed to the chart. "I've even accounted for your faculty meetings by pre-draining you to reduce vulnerability to predatory colleagues!"

"Yes, but..." Benedict adjusted his glasses, trying to find the right words. "The human body has limits. Even with magical assistance, I'm not sure I can... perform this frequently."

Jynni's face fell for a moment before brightening again. "That's why I've installed the temporal dilation station in your bathroom closet! It slows time inside while maintaining normal passage outside. Twenty minutes in there is like three hours of recovery for your body!"

To demonstrate her point, she pulled him toward the chair and gently pushed him into it. The vibrations started immediately, sending unexpected jolts of pleasure up his spine. His Mana Meter pulsed more rapidly overhead, its purple light intensifying.

"You see?" she said, her hands on the chair arms as she leaned toward him. "The vibrations stimulate without triggering immediate release. You can work while it prepares you for the next extraction. It's all about efficiency, Professor!"

Benedict shifted uncomfortably, the chair's vibrations already having an undeniable effect on his morning state. "Perhaps we could... space things out a bit more? Maybe focus on quality over quantity for some sessions?"

"But the quota is sixteen daily contributions," Jynni reminded him, her expression earnest. "With the Headmistress watching you specifically, we can't risk falling short." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "Not after what happened at the faculty meeting."

The reminder of yesterday's humiliation made Benedict wince. His Mana Meter seemed to pulse in sympathy, its glow dimming slightly.

"What if," he suggested, trying to sound reasonable despite the chair's increasingly distracting vibrations, "we aim for, say, twelve high-quality contributions instead of sixteen mediocre ones? Surely potency counts for something."

Jynni tilted her head, considering this. "Well... the quota is technically measured in mana units, not number of emissions." She chewed her lip thoughtfully. "I suppose if we could increase the potency enough..."

The Mana Meter above them pulsed once, brightly, as if approving this line of thought.

"Exactly," Benedict said, seizing the opening. "Quality over quantity. We could space out the... er... extractions a bit more, focus on building up between them."

Jynni tapped her pen against her clipboard, clearly calculating. "We'd need to increase potency by at least 33% per emission to make that work." Her eyes brightened. "The scrolls in the Forbidden Archive might have techniques for that! And I've heard rumors about certain enchanted fruits in the Pleasure Gardens..."

Benedict felt a surge of hope as Jynni began revising her clipboard notes, muttering about "intensity maximization" and "peak potency protocols." The chair continued to vibrate beneath him, but somehow it felt less like a threat and more like a promise—that with Jynni's help, he might actually survive this ordeal.

The Mana Meter above his head pulsed contentedly, as if settling in for the long haul.

***

The university library stretched around Benedict like a labyrinth of knowledge and temptation, its winding stacks offering the promise of both information and privacy. He had slipped away from his lodge during what Jynni's meticulous schedule had labeled "Independent Study Period (Self-Stimulation Techniques)"—a rare thirty-minute window where she'd planned to attend an administrative staff meeting. His Personal Mana Meter hovered above him like a judgmental conscience, its purple glow slightly dimmed as if sulking at being taken off-schedule. Benedict clutched a small notepad containing hastily scribbled keywords: "mana potency," "energy amplification," "human endurance limits."

The library itself was a marvel of architectural sensuality. Towering bookshelves curved like lovers' backs, their wood polished to a warm glow by centuries of curious hands. The ceiling arched high above, painted with frescoes depicting ancient scholars in various states of intellectual and physical ecstasy. Sound behaved strangely here—whispers from distant corners sometimes carried with perfect clarity, while louder exclamations could be swallowed by the velvet-like acoustic properties of the shelves themselves.

Benedict moved deeper into the Ancient Physiology section, his fingers trailing along the spines of leather-bound tomes with titles like "Maximizing Mortal Essence" and "The Measured Male: Quota Techniques for Lesser Species." His shoulders gradually relaxed as he found himself alone among the dusty volumes. Perhaps here, surrounded by academic knowledge, he could find some solution to his quota dilemma that didn't involve Jynni's relentless schedule or more public humiliation.

He had just pulled a promising volume titled "Conservation and Amplification: The Human Mana Paradox" when a voice like honey poured over gravel shattered his hard-won tranquility.

"Well, well! If it isn't Professor Pussy-Shy himself, hiding in the stacks!"

Benedict nearly dropped the book, fumbling it against his chest as he spun around. Tess Clawthorne leaned against a nearby shelf, her bubblegum-pink skin practically glowing in the library's subdued lighting. Her white hair was styled in messy, deliberate spikes, and her uniform—if one could call it that—consisted of what appeared to be a school sweater that had been strategically shredded to expose maximum cleavage, paired with a skirt so short it constituted more of a suggestion than an actual garment.

"Miss Clawthorne," he whispered urgently, "please lower your voice. This is a library."

Tess's yellow eyes widened with exaggerated innocence. "Oh, I'm sorry," she said, not lowering her voice at all. "I thought everyone should know about my new campaign!" She pushed off from the shelf and took a step toward him, her hips swaying hypnotically.

"Campaign?" Benedict clutched his book tighter, taking an instinctive step backward.

Tess took a deep breath—a movement that did remarkable things to her already straining sweater—and then shouted at a volume that would make a drill sergeant envious: "ATTENTION, LIBRARY PATRONS! THE 'HELP PROFESSOR HORNE CUM FOR THE QUOTA' CAMPAIGN BEGINS NOW! VOLUNTEERS WELCOME!"

Benedict felt the blood drain from his face only to come rushing back with reinforcements. "Miss Clawthorne!" he hissed, mortification turning his skin to flame. "This is completely inappropriate!"

Several heads appeared at the ends of nearby aisles, curious eyes peering around shelves to locate the source of the commotion. Benedict's Personal Mana Meter, which had been lazily circling above him, suddenly brightened and began to pulse more rapidly, as if excited by the prospect of an unscheduled "contribution."

Tess ignored his protest, advancing until he was forced to retreat, his back pressing against the Ancient Demonology shelf. Leather-bound books dug into his spine as she placed one hand on either side of him, effectively caging him between her arms.

"The key to maximum mana output is public performance, Professor," she said, her voice carrying clearly to their growing audience. "The embarrassment factor increases potency by at least thirty percent! It's well-documented in 'Shame and Seed: The Correlation of Mortification and Mana.'"

Before Benedict could formulate a response, her hand was on his crotch, squeezing with expert pressure that sent an unwanted jolt of pleasure up his spine. His meter flared brightly overhead.

"Miss Clawthorne—" he began, but she cut him off with a finger to his lips.

"Call me Tess," she purred, her other hand already working at his belt buckle. "Everyone watching us right now is."

Benedict became acutely aware of the small crowd gathering at the end of the aisle. Several succubus students had materialized, their horns and wings in various states of extension—a clear sign of arousal in their species. One was taking detailed notes on a floating parchment, while another had conjured a small recording crystal that hovered near her shoulder, capturing the scene.

"You can't—we can't—" Benedict spluttered, his hands trapped awkwardly between them, still clutching his research book like a shield. "This is a place of learning!"

"And they're about to learn exactly how to milk a human professor," Tess replied cheerfully, successfully freeing his belt and unzipping his trousers with practiced ease. "Practical demonstration always beats theory, Professor. Isn't that what you're always saying in class?"

Having his own pedagogical philosophy thrown back at him while being publicly molested by a student was not a scenario Benedict had ever imagined facing. Yet here he was, his back pressed against "Infernal Anatomies Volume III," his trousers being skillfully opened by pink fingers tipped with sharp black nails, and a growing audience of succubi students watching with undisguised interest.

"Try the Cambion Grip!" called out a helpful voice from the crowd. "Two twists on the upstroke!"

"No, the Lamia Squeeze is better for humans," countered another. "Their circulation responds better to pulsing pressure."

Tess grinned at the suggestions, her yellow eyes never leaving Benedict's face as her hand slipped inside his underwear and found him. Despite his mortification—or perhaps because of it—he was already half-hard, a physiological betrayal that made his cheeks burn hotter.

"See?" Tess said triumphantly as her fingers wrapped around him. "Already responding! The public factor works!" She began to move her hand in long, firm strokes that were both precise and deliberately messy, creating audible sounds that carried in the library's acoustic space.

Benedict's head fell back against the books, his glasses slipping down his nose as pleasure mingled with embarrassment in a potent cocktail. His hands were numb around the forgotten research tome, but he felt a warmth spreading through his groin, an insistent heat that he recognized as both arousal and a strange, confusing form of excitement.

"The audience creates a feedback loop of magical energy," Tess explained, her voice taking on a lecturing tone that was a twisted mirror of his own classroom manner. "Every pair of eyes watching adds another layer of arousal energy, which amplifies the mana output." She gave a particularly skillful twist that made his knees buckle slightly. "It's basic Arousal Amplification Theory."

The Personal Mana Meter above them had begun to spin, its purple light intensifying with each circle. Small sparks of energy crackled around its circumference, reflecting in Tess's eager eyes as she watched it respond.

"You're—this is—" Benedict tried to form a coherent protest, but Tess chose that moment to guide one of his hands to the front of her ridiculous excuse for a skirt. His fingers encountered bare, slick heat that made his eyes widen behind his glasses.

"Feel that?" she whispered, loud enough for the front row of spectators to hear. "This is getting me so wet, Professor. Helping you meet quota makes me soaking." She pressed his fingers more firmly against her. "Don't you want to help me while I help you?"

The dual sensations—her hand moving with increasing speed on his now fully erect cock, and the hot, slick evidence of her arousal against his fingers—made Benedict's resistance crumble like ancient parchment. The Mana Meter was now spinning so rapidly it appeared as a solid disc of pulsing purple light, casting strange shadows across the watching students' eager faces.

"That's it," Tess encouraged, her free hand bracing against the bookshelf by his head as she leaned closer. "Let it happen, Professor. Show your students how it's done."

Benedict was vaguely aware of the crowd growing, of whispered commentary and the occasional appreciative murmur. The leather volumes pressed against his back, their ancient spines digging into his shoulders as Tess worked him with increasingly deliberate strokes.

When the climax hit, it took him by surprise—a sudden, powerful rush that tore a gasp from his throat and made the Mana Meter explode with light. His release spilled over Tess's hand in pearly pulses that she proudly displayed to the watching crowd, holding up her fingers like a trophy.

"And that," she announced as a smattering of applause broke out among the students, "is how you increase mana potency through public exhibition! Note the intensity of the meter's response—at least double the standard output."

Benedict slumped against the bookshelf, breathing hard, his face flushed with a complex mixture of pleasure, embarrassment, and a reluctant sense of accomplishment as the Mana Meter chimed cheerfully and displayed "3/16 Daily Quota" in glowing script.

"Good job, Professor," Tess said with a wink, using a conjured handkerchief to clean her fingers with theatrical deliberation. "Same time tomorrow? I'm thinking we try the main quad next—even more audience potential."

As she sashayed away, leaving him to straighten his clothing under the appreciative gazes of the dispersing students, Benedict wondered if perhaps Jynni's scheduled approach wasn't so bad after all.

***

Benedict trudged up the path to his faculty lodge, his clothes still askew from Tess's enthusiastic "assistance" in the library. His Personal Mana Meter bobbed cheerfully above his head, its purple glow now bright and satisfied after the unexpected contribution. Students passing by gave him knowing looks, news of the library incident having spread through the campus with the supernatural speed that only juicy gossip could achieve. He tugged his jacket closer around him, as if the fabric might somehow shield him from their amused glances and whispered comments.

All he wanted was a moment's peace—time to process the day's events and perhaps take advantage of the temporal dilation closet that Jynni had installed for a much-needed nap that might feel like eight hours while only taking twenty minutes. But as he rounded the final bend in the path, his hopes for solitude evaporated.

A slight figure stood at his door, clutching a bundle of what appeared to be ancient scrolls against her chest. Lynari Vell's dusky lavender skin seemed almost to glow in the late afternoon light, her small horns catching the sun's rays like polished amethyst. She shifted her weight from foot to foot, clearly nervous, her oversized sweater hanging off one shoulder and her wings flicking with anxiety behind her.

When she spotted him approaching, her eyes widened behind her large, round glasses. "P-Professor Horne," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I was afraid you wouldn't come back."

Benedict adjusted his own glasses, suddenly aware of his disheveled appearance. "Miss Vell," he replied, struggling to maintain his professional demeanor despite the events of the day. "What can I do for you?"

Lynari's gaze dropped to the ground, her wings wrapping forward slightly as if to shield herself. "I found something that might help. With your... situation." Her voice faltered on the last word, a blush darkening her already purple complexion.

Benedict's heart sank. So she had heard about the library incident too. Of course she had. He fumbled with his keys, unlocking the door with hands that still trembled slightly from his encounter with Tess.

"Please, come in," he said, stepping aside to let Lynari enter. Her wings brushed against his arm as she passed, the velvet-soft membrane sending an unexpected tingle through his skin.

She stood awkwardly in the center of his sitting room, taking in the changes Jynni had made. Her eyes lingered momentarily on the "multi-angle pleasure platform" that had replaced his chaise lounge, and the color in her cheeks deepened.

"I, um, I apologize for the intrusion," she murmured, clutching the scrolls tighter. "But when I heard about your quota requirements, I remembered something I'd seen in the archives."

Benedict gestured toward his desk—one of the few pieces of furniture Jynni hadn't modified with vibrating components. "Please, have a seat. Show me what you've found."

Lynari approached the desk with the reverence of a scholar handling precious artifacts. She carefully unrolled the first scroll, using small paperweights from his desk to hold the corners. The parchment was yellowed with age, its edges crumbling slightly, but the illustrations and text remained remarkably vivid.

"These are from the Forbidden Archives," she explained, her voice gaining strength as she spoke about her academic discovery. "From the Third Epoch of the Carnal Council, when human mages were still common visitors to our realm."

Benedict leaned forward, professional curiosity momentarily overriding his exhaustion. The scroll was covered in intricate diagrams and dense text in a language he recognized as Ancient Lustscript. The illustrations depicted human males in various states of restraint and arousal, with complex magical circles drawn around them and energy pathways mapped across their bodies.

"What am I looking at exactly?" he asked, squinting at a particularly detailed illustration that made his eyes widen slightly.

Lynari adjusted her glasses, her scholarly nature temporarily overcoming her shyness. "These are ritualistic edging techniques developed specifically for human males serving in the Pleasure Courts." Her fingers traced the text without touching the fragile parchment. "According to these texts, humans can increase mana output by up to five hundred percent if properly... um..." Her confidence faltered as she searched for an appropriate word. "...prepared."

Benedict studied the diagrams more closely. They showed elaborate systems of restraint, stimulation points marked with glowing runes, and what appeared to be collection apparatuses positioned to capture and amplify energy.

"Edging," he said thoughtfully. "Prolonged arousal without release."

"Y-yes." Lynari nodded, her wings fluttering slightly. "The ancient practitioners believed that human essence, when properly cultivated and harvested at peak potency, could fuel much greater workings than continuous small collections." She unrolled a second scroll, this one featuring more anatomical details. "It's similar to how some plants produce more potent nectar if harvested at specific lunar phases."

Their fingers brushed as they both reached to adjust the scroll, and they felt a spark—static from the dry parchment, but it jolted them nonetheless. Lynari pulled her hand back quickly, her wings flattening against her back in embarrassment.

"Sorry," she murmured.

"No need," Benedict replied, oddly touched by her nervous demeanor after a day of being manhandled by Jynni and Tess. "Please, continue."

Lynari took a deep breath and pointed to a diagram showing a human male surrounded by succubi in formal ritual attire. "This shows the primary configuration for maximum amplification. The subject is brought to the edge of climax repeatedly—here, the text suggests a minimum of seven approaches—while specific pressure points are stimulated." Her finger hovered over notation marks on the figure's neck, inner thighs, and lower back. "Each denied release creates a buildup of potential energy, which is then contained and concentrated by these binding runes."

Benedict leaned closer, genuinely intrigued despite the explicit nature of the diagrams. "And the final release produces significantly more mana?"

"Exponentially more," Lynari confirmed, turning to a third scroll that displayed what appeared to be measurement charts. "The tests documented here show that after four hours of proper edging, a single release produced the equivalent mana of twenty-three standard ejaculations."

Benedict straightened in his chair, his academic mind racing with implications. "Four hours of edging for a single release that counts as twenty-three contributions? That would solve my quota problem entirely."

Lynari's eyes met his briefly before darting away again. "It's not without risks," she said, pushing her glasses up her nose. "The texts warn of potential side effects—temporary enchantment susceptibility, heightened emotional states, and occasional spontaneous emissions for days afterward."

"Still," Benedict mused, studying the diagrams with new interest, "the benefits could outweigh the risks. Instead of sixteen daily contributions, I could potentially meet my quota with a single properly managed session."

Something shifted in Lynari's demeanor—a subtle straightening of her posture, a slight extension of her wings. "The technique requires precise knowledge of human anatomy and considerable magical control," she said, her voice steadier now. "Most modern succubi wouldn't have the patience or scholarly background to perform it correctly."

Benedict looked up from the scrolls to find Lynari watching him with an intensity that surprised him. Behind her glasses, her eyes held a depth of knowledge and curiosity that reminded him why he'd become an educator in the first place.

"You've studied human anatomy extensively, haven't you, Miss Vell?" he asked.

A blush darkened her cheeks again, but she didn't look away this time. "I've found your species fascinating since I was very young," she admitted. "Most of my classmates consider humans too simple, too... limited. But I've always believed there are depths to human physiological responses that we've only begun to understand."

Benedict found himself smiling—the first genuine smile he'd managed all day. "I've often thought the same about succubi," he said. "There's so much more to your species than the stereotypes suggest."

Their eyes held for a moment longer than was strictly professional, and Benedict felt something shift in the air between them—not the brash sexual energy that permeated most interactions at Succubus University, but something more delicate, a recognition of shared intellectual curiosity.

"Miss Vell," he said, sitting back in his chair, "would you be willing to help me explore these techniques further? From a scholarly perspective, of course."

Lynari's wings fluttered in what he was beginning to recognize as her expression of pleased surprise. "I would be honored, Professor," she said, a small, genuine smile transforming her usually serious face. "I've already begun translating the more complex passages and preparing notes on the required materials."

"Thank you," Benedict said, with a sincerity that surprised even him. "Truly. This could be... well, life-saving, frankly."

Lynari carefully rolled the scrolls back up, securing them with delicate silk ribbons. "I should go," she said, standing somewhat reluctantly. "I have more research to do if we're to attempt this properly."

Benedict walked her to the door, acutely aware of the contrast between this interaction and his earlier encounters with Jynni and Tess. As Lynari slipped out with a final shy smile, he found himself contemplating the scrolls she'd left behind and the increasingly complex web of "assistance" he was receiving.

Three very different approaches to the same problem: Jynni with her relentless efficiency and scheduled extractions, Tess with her chaotic public performances, and now Lynari with her scholarly exploration of ancient techniques. Each had their own methods, their own motivations, and their own effect on both his body and his Mana Meter, which pulsed thoughtfully above him as he closed the door.

Perhaps, Benedict thought as he returned to study the ancient diagrams more closely, surviving Succubus University would require the wisdom to know which approach to embrace at which moment—and the fortitude to endure the process of discovery.


Chapter 4

Benedict slumped in his office chair, his body a map of exhaustion. The late afternoon light filtered through leaded windows, casting prison-bar shadows across the four occupants of his cramped faculty office. His Personal Mana Meter sat on the desk before him, its purple glow dangerously dim, pulsing weakly like the heartbeat of something dying. Four hours of ritual edging with Lynari's ancient techniques had produced what Jynni enthusiastically termed a "Mega-Load"—a single, catastrophically powerful orgasm that had temporarily shorted out the magical lighting in three adjacent buildings and counted for seven standard contributions. Impressive, but nowhere near enough.

"The recalibration period is longer than I anticipated," Lynari murmured, her lavender fingers hovering over the meter without quite touching it. Her wings flicked nervously behind her oversized sweater. "The ancient texts mentioned recovery intervals of six hours minimum after ritual extraction, but I'd hoped modern physiology might prove more resilient."

"Six hours?" Jynni's pigtails bobbed as she shook her head vigorously. "We don't have six hours. We barely have six minutes between scheduled emissions." She clutched her clipboard to her chest like a shield, the glittery pink schedule visible even from across the room. The words "Maximum Efficiency Protocol" were underlined three times at the top.

Tess sprawled across Benedict's desk, her bubblegum-pink skin a stark contrast to the scattered academic papers beneath her. Her uniform skirt rode up to dangerous heights as she kicked one leg playfully, deliberately using her position to provide Benedict with an unobstructed view of her decidedly non-regulation undergarments.

"Public performance is still our best bet," she insisted, twirling a lock of white hair around one finger. "We just need a bigger audience. Maybe during the Arcane Theory lecture? Professor Villeth always packs the amphitheater."

Benedict pinched the bridge of his nose beneath his glasses. "I am not going to... perform... in front of three hundred students during another professor's lecture."

"Why not?" Tess grinned wickedly. "Scared you might enjoy it too much? Your Mana Meter practically had fireworks coming out of it when I jerked you off in the library."

Benedict felt heat rise to his face at the memory. His hands were steady on the desk, but he felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as embarrassment mingled with something else—something he wasn't ready to acknowledge.

"The library incident was unprofessional and inappropriate," he said, trying to sound authoritative despite his exhaustion. "And it only counted for a single contribution anyway."

"A high-quality contribution," Tess corrected, rolling onto her stomach and propping her chin on her hands, her ample cleavage threatening to spill entirely from her modified uniform top. "Quality over quantity, Professor. Isn't that what you're always preaching?"

Before Benedict could formulate a suitably academic response, the air above his desk shimmered and crackled with magical energy. The four of them froze, watching as the space between them filled with a holographic projection of platinum blonde hair and an impossibly smug smile.

Gina Lux's face materialized in the projection, her expression one of barely contained delight. Her image showed her seated at her administrative desk, leaning forward just enough to ensure maximum cleavage visibility.

"Attention all quota-subject faculty," she announced, her voice booming through the small office with unnecessary volume. "This is an urgent update from the Office of Mana Monitoring." She paused for dramatic effect, her eyes seeming to lock directly with Benedict's despite the one-way nature of the projection.

"The Headmistress has reviewed all faculty contributions to date and has found them woefully inadequate." Gina's smile widened, showing perfect teeth. "Therefore, a Final Quota Push has been initiated, effective immediately. All faculty members have exactly forty-eight hours to submit their remaining quota or face disciplinary measures." Her expression softened into mock concern. "And let me assure you, the Headmistress has been very... creative... with her disciplinary planning."

Jynni dropped her clipboard with a clatter. "Forty-eight hours? That's impossible! Even with the temporal dilation closet, we'd need a minimum of four days to—"

"Special attention will be paid to our human faculty member," Gina continued, speaking over Jynni as if she could hear the protest. "Professor Horne's meter readings have been particularly disappointing to the Headmistress. She expected so much more from Earth's representative."

Benedict felt his stomach clench with dread. The meter on his desk pulsed once, feebly, as if in response to his spike of anxiety.

"To facilitate the Final Push, all regular classes are suspended for the next forty-eight hours. Faculty are encouraged to focus exclusively on mana production. Good luck, everyone." Gina's smile turned predatory. "Some of you will need it more than others."

She blew a kiss directly at the projection point, and her image dissolved in a shower of sparkling light that momentarily formed the shape of a middle finger before vanishing completely.

A heavy silence fell over the office. Jynni was the first to move, diving for her fallen clipboard and frantically flipping through pages.

"We'll need to completely recalibrate," she muttered, scribbling notes with a pen that left glittery ink trails in the air. "Maximum efficiency protocols won't be enough now. We'll need to implement the emergency extraction sequences."

Tess rolled onto her back, throwing one arm dramatically across her forehead. "We're doomed," she announced to the ceiling. "Absolutely fucked. And not in the fun way." She sat up suddenly, eyes gleaming with a dangerous idea. "Unless... what about the main courtyard fountain? With the enchanted water jets? If we got enough students to watch—"

"No," Benedict said firmly, though his voice cracked with fatigue. "I am not performing aquatic exhibitionism for the entire student body."

"The ancient techniques won't help either," Lynari added softly, adjusting her glasses with trembling fingers. "Even the most potent edging protocol requires recovery time. To generate enough mana in forty-eight hours would require..." She trailed off, her face darkening to a deeper purple as she calculated the impossibility.

"Would require what?" Benedict prompted, clinging to any potential solution.

"Multiple donors," Lynari whispered. "The scrolls mention extreme cases where multiple succubi would simultaneously edge the subject, but the risks of permanent magical binding are significant."

Jynni looked up from her clipboard. "How significant?"

Lynari's wings flattened against her back. "The success rate is less than twenty percent. The failure scenarios include permanent erectile enchantment, mana channel rupture, and in one documented case, spontaneous testicle transfiguration."

Benedict crossed his legs instinctively. "That's not an option then."

Tess groaned dramatically. "So we're down to what—trying to cram thirty-plus orgasms into forty-eight hours? Your human penis will fall off, Professor."

Benedict couldn't argue with her assessment. His body already felt hollowed out from the recent mega-load experiment. The thought of thirty more contributions in the next two days made him want to curl into a fetal position and hide under his desk.

The atmosphere in the room grew increasingly desperate. Jynni's pen scratched frantically across her schedule, creating contingency plans that seemed to grow more outlandish with each page. Tess had moved from dramatic lamentation to suggesting increasingly obscene public venues. Lynari flipped anxiously through her ancient texts, muttering calculations that sounded more catastrophic with each revision.

Then, with timing so perfect it felt orchestrated, the office door swung open with deliberate force. The heavy oak made contact with the stone wall with a resonant boom that silenced all conversation.

Silhouetted in the doorway stood a figure of imposing elegance. Tall and aristocratic, with red skin that seemed to absorb the late afternoon light rather than reflect it. Her black horns curved gracefully above her obsidian hair, which fell in a perfect curtain down her back. Her uniform was impeccably tailored, adhering to dress code regulations while somehow managing to look both formal and utterly seductive.

Mira Nox stepped into the office with the confident grace of someone who had never questioned her right to any space she entered. Her eyes, glowing faintly with interest, swept over the assembled group before settling on Benedict.

"Perhaps," she said, her voice like dark honey poured over velvet, "you're all approaching this problem from the wrong angle entirely."

***

Mira strode into the office with the measured confidence of aristocracy, the click of her heels on the stone floor cutting through the stunned silence like a blade. She wore the standard Succubus University uniform, but on her it looked like couture—every pleat precise, every button an invitation, the skirt falling at exactly the length to suggest propriety while guaranteeing distraction. The ancient, leather-bound tome she carried was cradled in her arms like a beloved child, its surface scarred with age and embossed with symbols that seemed to writhe subtly when viewed from the corner of the eye.

"Miss Nox," Benedict managed, struggling to maintain professorial dignity while slumped in his chair like a marionette with cut strings. "This is... unexpected."

"I imagine it would be," Mira replied, her voice carrying the subtle harmonics that marked high-born succubi. "Given that we've avoided direct interaction for the entire semester." She placed the tome on Benedict's desk with careful precision, displacing several of Tess's limbs in the process.

Tess made a show of being offended, rolling dramatically to the side before perching on the edge of the desk. "Well, well. If it isn't Perfect Posture Nox, slumming with the desperate humans and rejects."

Mira didn't spare Tess a glance, her attention fixed on the book as she opened it with reverent fingers. "Desperation breeds opportunity, Clawthorne. Even nobility recognizes when circumstances align for mutual benefit."

The book fell open with a sound like a sigh, pages parting to reveal illustrations so intricate and explicit that they seemed to move in the failing light. Benedict leaned forward despite himself, academic curiosity momentarily overriding his bone-deep fatigue. The pages showed bodies—human and demonic—intertwined in complex configurations, surrounded by arcane symbols that glowed faintly against the yellowed parchment.

"The Sympathetic Resonance Ritual," Mira announced, tracing one of the diagrams with a perfectly manicured nail the color of dried blood. "A technique developed during the Second Pleasure Revolution, when succubi first discovered the unique properties of human mana."

Lynari gasped softly, her wings flaring with recognition. "From the Forbidden Archive? The sealed section?" She adjusted her glasses, peering at the tome with equal parts reverence and anxiety. "That's a Codex Carnalis. There are only three known copies in existence."

"Four," Mira corrected, a subtle smile playing at her lips. "My family possesses the master copy." She tapped a small crest embossed on the book's spine, a symbol of intertwined horns above a crown. "The Nox lineage has served the Court of Eternal Seduction for seventeen generations. Some privileges come with that responsibility."

Benedict studied the diagrams, trying to make sense of the complex arrangements of bodies and symbols. "What exactly does this ritual entail?"

"Simply put," Mira said, turning a page to reveal an even more elaborate illustration, "it amplifies mana production exponentially through perfect synchronization." Her finger traced a central figure—clearly human—surrounded by multiple succubi in positions that made Benedict's cheeks warm despite his exhaustion. "When multiple participants achieve simultaneous orgasm while focusing on a shared erotic fantasy, the resulting mana isn't merely additive—it's multiplicative."

Jynni edged closer, her clipboard temporarily forgotten. "Multiplicative how?"

"Each participant serves as both an amplifier and a conductor," Mira explained, her clinical tone at odds with the explicit imagery her fingers caressed. "The energy flows in a circuit, growing stronger with each pass through the system. But the key," she turned to another page showing a glowing figure at the center of an orgiastic tableau, "is the Resonance Catalyst."

"The what now?" Tess asked, suddenly interested enough to stop fidgeting.

"One participant serves as the focal point—the Catalyst—channeling and amplifying the collective energy." Mira's eyes lifted to meet Benedict's, her gaze intense enough to make his already overtaxed heart skip. "The Catalyst must have a unique mana signature, different enough from the others to create the necessary friction."

Benedict swallowed hard, already suspecting where this was heading. "And in this scenario, I would be—"

"The Catalyst, yes," Mira confirmed. "Your human mana signature is fundamentally different from ours. The texts describe it as 'complementary discord'—like opposing notes that create harmony when played together."

Jynni's eyes widened with excitement, her hands clasping together beneath her chin. "So if we all—" she made a circular gesture encompassing everyone in the room, "—with the Professor at once..."

"The resulting mana output could potentially fulfill his entire remaining quota in a single session," Mira finished. "Possibly with surplus."

Tess whistled appreciatively, leaning over to examine one particularly graphic illustration. "Well, well, Professor. Looks like you might get to try some of my favorite positions after all." She traced a figure engaged in what appeared to be anatomically improbable contortions. "Though this one might require some flexibility training first."

Benedict found himself torn between academic fascination with the ritual's theory and practical terror at its implementation. "This is... comprehensive," he managed, adjusting his glasses to better study a diagram showing energy flows between participants. "The mana pathways are unlike anything in standard succubi literature."

"That's because it's not standard," Lynari interjected, her scholarly instincts overcoming her usual shyness. "This is old magic—pre-Standardization Era. Before the Carnal Council regulated energy extraction." She pointed to warning symbols inked in red at the margins. "These indicate significant risk factors."

Mira nodded, acknowledging Lynari's expertise with a respectful tilt of her head. "The potential for magical backlash is considerable. If focus wavers, if the synchronization fails, the energy could rebound through the circuit."

"With what consequences?" Benedict asked, his academic caution finally asserting itself.

"Minor cases result in temporary mana burns—essentially magical exhaustion requiring days of recovery," Mira explained. "More severe failures have produced permanent alterations to participants' energy channels, rendering them unable to generate or absorb mana effectively."

"And in worst cases?" Lynari prompted, though her expression suggested she already knew.

Mira's face remained composed, but her eyes darkened slightly. "Total mana rupture. A catastrophic release of all stored sexual energy, leaving the participants..." she paused, searching for an appropriate term, "...effectively neutered, magically speaking."

A heavy silence settled over the office. Benedict's already pale face lost what little color remained. His Personal Mana Meter, still resting on his desk, pulsed once as if in sympathy.

"Well, that sounds delightful," Tess muttered, breaking the tension. "Risk permanent magical castration or face the Headmistress's 'creative disciplinary measures.' Fantastic options all around."

"The risk is proportional to the reward," Mira said, her voice steady. "This ritual, successfully performed, would not only meet your quota, Professor Horne. It would demonstrate mastery of interdimensional magical theory that few faculty members could claim."

Benedict studied her face, trying to discern her motivation. "Why offer this solution, Miss Nox? What do you gain from helping me?"

Mira's lips curved into a smile that revealed nothing. "Let's say I have my reasons for wanting Earth's representative to succeed rather than fail. The politics of the Court of Eternal Seduction are... complex. Having a human professor indebted to the Nox lineage could prove useful."

"Political advantage through sexual ritual," Benedict murmured. "How very succubus of you."

"We are what we are, Professor," Mira replied, not taking offense. "Just as you are what you are—a human male with impossible quota requirements and rapidly diminishing options." She closed the ancient tome with careful hands. "The ritual requires five participants minimum. You have four potential partners in this room. The decision is yours."

Benedict looked around at the faces watching him: Jynni's eager optimism, Tess's provocative challenge, Lynari's scholarly concern, and Mira's aristocratic calculation. His Mana Meter pulsed weakly on the desk, a constant reminder of the impossible task before him.

"And if I agree," he said slowly, "what exactly would this ritual entail? In practical terms?"

"In practical terms," Mira replied, her voice dropping to a silken purr, "it would require you at the center, being pleasured by all of us simultaneously, focusing your mind and body on a single shared fantasy strong enough to bind our energies together." She ran a finger along the tome's spine in a gesture that was somehow more intimate than explicit. "The connection must be complete, the surrender absolute."

Benedict's exhausted brain conjured the image despite his attempts to remain professional—himself surrounded by these four very different women, their bodies joined with his, energy flowing between them like liquid light. His meter brightened slightly, responding to the mere thought.

"The potential reward is greater than anything you could achieve individually," Mira concluded, watching the meter's response with satisfaction. "But the choice must be unanimous. All participants must enter the ritual circle with full consent and commitment."

"Well," Tess drawled, stretching like a cat, "I'm in. Public ritualistic group sex with the professor? Beats writing that term paper on 'Consent Dynamics in Multi-Partner Seduction.'"

Jynni nodded vigorously, already jotting notes on her clipboard. "I'll need to prepare the proper supplies and research optimal positions for mana flow, but yes, absolutely."

They all turned to Lynari, who clutched her scrolls tighter to her chest. "The academic value alone would be significant," she murmured, her wings fluttering nervously. "And I've always wanted to observe a pre-Standardization ritual firsthand." She looked up at Benedict, her eyes serious behind her glasses. "I consent as well, Professor."

Benedict felt the weight of their gazes, the pressure of their expectation. The desperate corner he'd been backed into since the doubling of his quota had now narrowed to a single point, a single choice that carried both tremendous risk and potential salvation.

"When would we perform this ritual?" he asked, his voice steadier than he felt.

"Tomorrow," Mira answered. "At high noon, when the dimensional barriers are naturally thinnest. It will give us time to prepare—and you time to recover your strength." Her eyes flicked to his meter. "You'll need every ounce of it."

***

Within minutes, Benedict's cramped faculty office had transformed into a war room of sexual strategy. Jynni commandeered his chalkboard, creating columns labeled "Participants," "Position," and "Pleasure Synchronicity Rating." Lynari spread her ancient scrolls across the floor, cross-referencing diagrams with Mira's tome. Tess paced energetically near the windows, gesturing with animation as she advocated for her preferred approach. Even Benedict's Mana Meter seemed more alert, its purple glow brightening gradually as if feeding on the collective determination filling the room.

"The quad is our only option," Tess insisted, her yellow eyes gleaming with excitement. "Maximum exposure, maximum energy. The texts are clear—more witnesses means more ambient mana to draw from." She spun to face the group, her white hair catching the fading light. "Picture it: high noon, central fountain, hundreds of students and faculty watching as we bring the Professor to transcendence."

Benedict pinched the bridge of his nose beneath his glasses. "Must we really discuss my... transcendence... in front of the entire student body?"

"Yes!" Tess slapped both hands on his desk. "That's the whole point! Public ritual sex is exponentially more powerful than private. It's like the difference between singing in the shower and performing at the Grand Arcanum." She gestured expansively. "The audience isn't just watching—they're contributing with their reactions, their arousal, their collective magical resonance."

Lynari looked up from her scrolls, her wings flicking nervously. "The audience factor is significant," she admitted reluctantly. "But maintaining focus amid such distractions poses serious risks." She adjusted her glasses, which had slipped down her nose as she bent over the ancient texts. "The ritual requires perfect synchronization of all participants' energy fields. Any wavering of concentration could trigger a feedback loop of unstable mana."

"Lynari's right," Mira said, her voice carrying the easy authority of someone accustomed to being listened to. "The public element adds power but also volatility. We'll need protective wards—a contained ritual space that allows observation without interference."

"The eastern courtyard," Jynni suggested, writing rapidly on the chalkboard. "It has those raised stone platforms originally designed for Satyr fertility rites. We could establish a ritual circle there, with viewing areas for students above."

Benedict watched as Jynni's pink chalk flew across the board, listing names in the "Participants" column. His own name was circled at the top, followed by the four women present. Below them, Jynni had begun adding other names—fellow students, staff members from administrative offices, even two professors from the Physical Pleasure department.

"Wait," he interrupted, rising from his chair with effort. "You're adding more participants? Beyond the five of us?"

Jynni nodded enthusiastically, tapping her chalk against "Lynx Shadowcry" and "Mistress Velora" on her list. "More participants means more energy in the circuit. The book mentions five minimum, but doesn't indicate a maximum."

"Actually," Lynari interjected, pushing her glasses up with one finger, "there is a theoretical maximum. Page ninety-three mentions ritual collapse at twelve participants due to 'harmonic overflow.'"

"So eleven is our ceiling," Mira concluded, examining Jynni's growing list with a critical eye. "Though managing that many energy signatures would require exceptional control." Her gaze drifted to Benedict. "And exceptional endurance from our Catalyst."

The room fell silent as all eyes turned to Benedict. He stood beside his desk, acutely aware of his rumpled appearance and the dark circles beneath his eyes—hardly the image of a man prepared to channel eleven simultaneous magical orgasms.

"About that," he said, clearing his throat. "Why exactly must I be the Catalyst? Wouldn't one of you be better suited? More experienced with magical energy manipulation?"

Mira approached him, her movements carrying the fluid grace of predatory confidence. "The Catalyst must possess fundamentally different energy than the other participants," she explained. "It creates the necessary friction—like rubbing silk against wool to generate static electricity."

"Your human mana signature is unique," Lynari added, rising from her nest of scrolls. "It contains elements we succubi lack—a certain... earthiness. Raw physicality without innate magical construction."

"You're basically a battery made of meat and repression," Tess translated helpfully. "We're magical generators that feed off sexual energy. Together? Magical nuclear reaction."

Benedict winced at the metaphor but couldn't argue with the underlying theory. "And what exactly does being the Catalyst entail? In practical terms?"

"You would lie at the center of the ritual circle," Mira explained, her crimson finger tracing invisible patterns on his desk. "The participants would arrange themselves around and upon you in a configuration designed to maximize energy flow." Her eyes met his, intent and serious. "You would be penetrated, pleasured, and stimulated on all fronts simultaneously, while maintaining perfect mental focus on the shared fantasy that binds us."

Benedict swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. "And what would this shared fantasy be?"

"That's the complicated part," Lynari said, approaching with an open scroll. "The fantasy must be powerful enough to resonate with all participants, yet personal enough to anchor the energy matrix to the Catalyst." She adjusted her glasses. "It should draw from your deepest desires, Professor, but in a form that allows us all to connect with it."

"Shouldn't be too hard," Tess smirked. "Men's fantasies aren't exactly complicated. 'Hot women want me' about covers it, right?"

"It's considerably more complex than that," Mira corrected, her tone sharp. "The fantasy must have emotional depth, not just physical desire. It needs to engage the complete psyche of each participant." She turned to Benedict, her expression softening slightly. "What do you truly desire, Professor? Beyond the physical? What would bind us all to you in a moment of perfect union?"

Benedict felt exposed in a way that transcended physical nudity. The question probed at something more intimate than his body—it asked for access to the private architecture of his wants and fears. His Mana Meter pulsed more rapidly, responding to his emotional surge.

"I..." he began, then faltered, uncertain how to articulate the complex tangle of his desires. "I need time to consider that."

Mira nodded, granting him this small reprieve. "You'll need to know by tomorrow. The fantasy must be clearly formed before we enter the circle."

Jynni tapped her chalk insistently against a blank space on the board labeled "Additional Considerations."

"We still haven't settled the participant list," she reminded them. "Do we go with just us five for safety, or add more for power?"

"More," Tess voted immediately. "If we're risking magical castration, I want enough power to make it worth it."

"I agree," Mira said, surprising everyone. "The five of us represent a spectrum of approaches, but additional energy signatures would strengthen the matrix."

"What about compatibility factors?" Lynari asked, concern evident in her voice. "Not everyone's energy signature will harmonize with the Professor's."

Jynni turned back to her chalkboard, scribbling furiously. "We'll need to test potential candidates. Simple aura contact should reveal basic compatibility." She added "Pre-Screening" to her list. "I can handle that this evening."

Benedict watched this methodical planning of what amounted to a public orgy with a mixture of academic appreciation and mounting terror. His body still ached from the Mega-Load experiment, yet here they were, planning something exponentially more demanding. The absurdity of his situation struck him anew—a former high school biology teacher now central to an arcane sex ritual that might save or destroy his magical career.

"This is insanity," he said softly, more to himself than the room.

"Perhaps," Mira acknowledged, hearing him anyway. "But it's calculated insanity." She placed a hand on his desk, her perfectly manicured nails resting inches from his own trembling fingers. "Do you have a better alternative, Professor?"

He didn't, and they all knew it. The Headmistress's forty-eight-hour deadline loomed over him like an executioner's axe. His options had narrowed to this single, desperate gambit.

"If—when—we do this," he said, his voice strengthening with resolve, "we need to be absolutely certain everyone understands the risks. This isn't just about my quota. All of you would be putting yourselves in genuine danger."

Tess flicked her hand dismissively. "Danger is literally in my course description. 'Applied Risk in Seduction Techniques' requires at least three near-death magical experiences per semester."

"I've calculated the probability factors," Lynari offered, her voice quiet but steady. "The success rate with proper preparation and focus should be approximately seventy-two percent."

"I've color-coded emergency protocols," Jynni added, pointing to a pink corner of her clipboard. "And created contingency plans for every possible magical backfire scenario."

Mira simply nodded, her confidence requiring no verbal reinforcement.

Benedict looked at each of them—four very different women united in determination to help him meet this impossible challenge. Whatever their individual motivations, their commitment moved him deeply.

"Then it seems we have a plan," he said, standing straighter despite his exhaustion. "The Sympathetic Resonance Ritual, performed at noon tomorrow in the eastern courtyard, with me as the Catalyst and all of you—plus potentially others—as the energy circuit."

His Mana Meter pulsed brightly at his words, as if approving the decision.

"This is either going to be the most spectacular magical achievement of the semester," Tess said with a feral grin, "or the most apocalyptically catastrophic failure in Succubus University history."

"Given our track record so far," Benedict replied dryly, "I'm not placing bets either way."

As they dispersed to begin preparations—Jynni to scout the courtyard, Lynari to gather protective wards, Tess to spread carefully worded rumors that would ensure maximum attendance, and Mira to retrieve additional ritual components from her private collection—Benedict remained alone in his office, watching his Mana Meter pulse with gradually increasing strength.

He placed his hand on the artifact, feeling its warm resonance against his palm. "Let's hope you're still working this time tomorrow," he murmured to it. "And that I still have the capacity to fill you afterward."

The meter pulsed once, brightly, and Benedict couldn't decide if it was offering encouragement or mocking his predicament. Either way, his course was set. Tomorrow at noon, he would either save his position at Succubus University through the most extreme magical sex act of his life—or crash and burn so spectacularly that even the Headmistress might be impressed.

Oddly enough, he found a strange peace in having no middle ground left to stand on.


Chapter 5

The main quad shimmered under the midday sun, the cobblestones radiating heat that matched the burning sensation in Benedict's chest as he approached the public leaderboard. His shoes scraped against the stones with each reluctant step, the sound like sandpaper against his frayed nerves. The Mana Meter floated beside him, its purple glow noticeably dimmer than the vibrant blues and greens bobbing above the heads of passing faculty members, a constant companion announcing his failure to the world.

The Mana Contribution Leaderboard dominated the eastern wall of the quad, a massive crystalline display that towered twenty feet high, sparkling with magical energy that made it visible from every corner of campus. Names and numbers glowed in various colors, rankings shifting occasionally as new contributions were registered throughout the day. It was designed, Benedict had been told during his orientation, to "foster healthy competition and community accountability"—a euphemism for institutionalized humiliation, as he now understood.

A small crowd had gathered before the display, faculty members checking their standings with expressions ranging from smug satisfaction to anxious concern. Benedict lingered at the back, adjusting his glasses and straightening his already-straight tie, delaying the inevitable. His Mana Meter pulsed weakly beside his head, as if sharing his reluctance.

Finally, unable to postpone any longer, he stepped forward through the parting crowd. Their whispers followed him like trailing fingertips.

"There he is."

"The human professor."

"I heard he came in his pants at the faculty meeting."

"Barely at thirty percent of quota, I've heard."

Benedict scanned the leaderboard, his eyes traveling down, down, down past names and numbers, past the mediocre performers, past even the struggling junior faculty, until finally—at the very bottom—he found his name. Benedict Horne: 27% of Required Quota. The number glowed an angry red, pulsing like an infected wound.

"Well, well!" a cheerful voice rang out, slicing through his misery with surgical precision. "If it isn't our resident underperformer!"

Gina Lux materialized beside the leaderboard, her platinum blonde hair catching the sunlight like polished metal. She held what appeared to be a conductor's baton made of crystal, its tip glowing with the same angry red as Benedict's quota numbers.

"Let me just highlight this for everyone's educational benefit," she announced to the growing crowd, tapping her magical pointer directly on Benedict's name. The red numbers flared brilliantly, then began to flash in a seizure-inducing rhythm. "Twenty-seven percent! With only thirty-six hours remaining before final deadline!" She clicked her tongue in exaggerated disappointment. "The average faculty member is at seventy-eight percent completion, but our human representative seems to be... coming up short."

Laughter rippled through the assembled faculty. Benedict's hands were numb, but he felt a warmth in his throat, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as humiliation.

"I've been working on alternative methods," he began, his voice barely carrying beyond the first row of onlookers. "The Sympathetic Resonance Ritual has shown promise in preliminary research—"

"Oh honey," Gina interrupted, her smile razor-sharp. "It's a bit late for 'research,' don't you think? The contribution window closes tomorrow night." She traced her pointer along his name, leaving a trail of red sparks. "Though I must say, watching you fail has been the highlight of my administrative duties this term."

Before Benedict could formulate a response that wouldn't further incriminate him, the crowd parted like water before a shark. A hush fell over the quad, broken only by the soft clicking of heels against cobblestone.

Headmistress Syllathe Thorne strode into the clearing before the leaderboard, her deep purple skin seeming to absorb the sunlight rather than reflect it. The black vine-like tattoos wrapping up her arms pulsed slightly with each step. Beside her walked a figure that made Benedict's stomach clench with instinctive dread.

The woman was tall—nearly as tall as Thorne herself—with broad shoulders and the muscular build of someone who could snap Benedict in half without breaking a sweat. Her burnished bronze skin gleamed like polished metal, her dark hair slicked back in a severe undercut that emphasized sharp cheekbones and eyes that evaluated him with cold efficiency. She wore what appeared to be tactical leather armor modified for academic settings, all black with silver studs that caught the light as she moved.

"Professor Horne," Headmistress Thorne's voice carried effortlessly across the quad, each syllable precise as a scalpel cut. "I see you're admiring your... performance metrics."

The crowd's titters were silenced by a single flick of Thorne's glowing red eyes.

"Twenty-seven percent is unacceptable," she continued, stopping directly before him. "Particularly for a representative of Earth's... educational standards."

Benedict swallowed hard, his throat suddenly desert-dry. "Headmistress, I assure you I'm implementing a comprehensive strategy to—"

"Your assurances are irrelevant," Thorne cut him off with surgical precision. "Your results speak for themselves." She gestured to the woman beside her. "This is Zira Thornhand, our Endurance Enhancement Specialist."

Zira nodded once, sharp and precise as a military salute. Her eyes traveled the length of Benedict's body with clinical detachment, assessing weaknesses with the cold calculation of a predator.

"Professor Thornhand will be providing you with mandatory stamina enhancement, effective immediately," Thorne continued. "Your regular teaching duties are suspended until you demonstrate significant improvement in your... output capacity."

Benedict's heart hammered against his ribs like a trapped animal. "With all due respect, Headmistress, I have classes scheduled this afternoon, and the Sympathetic Resonance Ritual preparations are already—"

"Did I stutter, Professor Horne?" Thorne's eyes flashed crimson, the temperature around them dropping several degrees. "Your classes will be covered by adjuncts. Your extracurricular experiments are hereby suspended." Her lips curled into what might have been a smile on any other face. "You require professional intervention."

From the corner of his eye, Benedict could see Gina practically vibrating with delight, her magical pointer tracing little hearts around his dismal numbers.

"Headmistress," he tried one last time, "surely there are alternative approaches that—"

Zira's hand closed around his upper arm, her grip like an iron shackle. Her nails—short but perfectly manicured—dug into his flesh through his shirt sleeve. "Resistance only extends the conditioning period," she stated, her voice low and gravelly, carrying a hint of an accent he couldn't place. "The sooner we begin, the sooner you'll be productive again."

Around them, the faculty had fallen into a hushed silence. Benedict caught snippets of expressions—winces of sympathy, averted gazes, and more than a few relieved looks that screamed "better him than me."

A lamia professor from the Arcane Theory department slithered slightly backward, her serpentine lower body coiling protectively beneath her as if Zira's attention might turn to her next. Two incubi from Physical Education exchanged glances laden with meanings Benedict couldn't decipher. The fae lecturer in Consent Ethics closed her ancient eyes briefly, a gesture that somehow communicated volumes of pity.

"Your first session begins now," Zira announced, already turning him toward the path leading to the faculty gymnasium. Her fingers remained locked around his arm, digging in just enough to make escape impossible without causing a scene.

"Twenty-four hours, Professor Horne," Thorne called after them, her voice carrying across the quad like a pronouncement of sentence. "That's how long Professor Thornhand has to make you functional. I suggest you embrace her methods with enthusiasm."

Benedict glanced back over his shoulder in time to see his name on the leaderboard flash more intensely, the red glow reflecting off the smug curve of Gina's smile and the impassive mask of Thorne's aristocratic features. His Personal Mana Meter drifted behind him like a dejected balloon, its purple light dimmer than ever as Zira marched him away from the quad, toward whatever "enhancement" awaited him.

***

The faculty gym's private training room bore as much resemblance to a traditional fitness center as an operating theater resembled a bedroom—similar equipment, entirely different purpose. Benedict stood rigidly in the center of the polished concrete floor, the cool air raising goosebumps on his skin as Zira circled him with predatory deliberation. Overhead lights, clinically bright, eliminated all shadows and softness, exposing every flaw, every weakness, every tremor of anxiety that passed through his body. The space smelled of metal, antiseptic, and the faint ozone scent of actively maintained magical barriers.

"Welcome to Enhancement," Zira stated, her voice devoid of warmth or mockery—somehow worse than either. Her boots made precise clicks against the floor as she completed her third circuit around him. "This program exists to rectify physiological and psychological inadequacies in faculty mana production."

Unlike the rest of Succubus University, with its baroque architecture and sensual aesthetics, this room embraced stark minimalism. Metal equipment lined the walls—gleaming apparatuses that reminded Benedict of medieval torture devices updated with magical components. A chair that might have been designed by a sadistic dentist dominated the center of the room, surrounded by smaller tables bearing instruments he couldn't identify but instinctively feared.

Zira stopped in front of him, her face a study in professional detachment. "Remove your clothing. Underwear may remain," she instructed, already turning away to adjust settings on a nearby control panel. "Expedience is appreciated."

Benedict hesitated, his fingers fumbling with his tie. "Is this really necessary? I've been working with several students on alternative methods that—"

"Your clothes," Zira interrupted, not bothering to look at him. "Or I remove them for you. Choose."

Her hair was pulled back in a severe style that emphasized the sharpness of her features, her lips a perpetually crooked line of disinterest. Nothing about her suggested patience or compromise.

Benedict quickly shed his jacket, then his tie, his trembling fingers working on his shirt buttons. The cool air hit his skin as he stripped down to his boxers, folding each garment with desperate neatness, as if proper clothing maintenance might somehow protect his dignity.

When he'd finished, Zira turned back to him, her eyes conducting a methodical inventory of his exposed body. She circled him again, occasionally reaching out to prod a muscle or test the elasticity of his skin between her fingers.

"Insufficient core strength," she noted aloud, as if dictating to an invisible recorder. "Poor pelvic floor tonality. Tension patterns indicate chronic stress response. Circulation suboptimal." She paused behind him, running one finger down his spine, causing him to flinch. "Heightened startle reflex. Autonomic nervous system poorly regulated."

Benedict stared straight ahead, his face burning with humiliation. His Personal Mana Meter hovered nearby, its purple glow somehow seeming embarrassed on his behalf.

"The foundational issue," Zira continued, completing her circuit and standing before him again, "is poor arousal control. You either climax prematurely or require excessive stimulation. Neither is efficient for mana production."

She gestured toward the chair in the center of the room. "We begin with baseline conditioning. Take your position."

The chair, upon closer inspection, was even more alarming than it had appeared from a distance. Padded in black leather with an adjustable back and leg supports, it featured numerous attachment points for restraints. Small crystal nodes embedded in the armrests and seat glowed with faint blue energy.

"This is—" Benedict began.

"Non-negotiable," Zira finished for him. "Position yourself."

With leaden feet, Benedict approached the chair and lowered himself onto its cool leather surface. Immediately, he felt the magical nodes activating, sending subtle pulses of energy against his skin. The sensation wasn't precisely unpleasant, but distinctly unsettling—like being licked by tiny electrical tongues.

Zira approached with what appeared to be thin silver bands. "Wrists on the armrests," she instructed. When he complied, she secured the bands around his wrists. They tightened automatically, conforming to his skin like liquid metal before solidifying into unbreakable restraints. She repeated the process with his ankles, then placed a final band around his waist.

"These restraints respond to resistance," she explained, adjusting a dial on the chair's side. "The more you struggle, the tighter they become. I recommend cooperation."

Benedict swallowed hard, testing the bonds with the slightest movement. They constricted immediately, squeezing just enough to demonstrate their function before relaxing back to their original tension.

"Today's session focuses on arousal control through cognitive interference," Zira announced, moving to a small table beside the chair. "You will recite the University's Ethical Mana Collection Protocols while receiving escalating stimulation. Any failure in recitation or unauthorized climax results in corrective feedback."

She selected an instrument from the table—a small wand with a crystal tip that pulsed with soft pink light. "We begin at level one. Recite."

Benedict cleared his throat, trying to remember the protocols he'd memorized during his orientation six months ago. "The Ethical Mana Collection Protocols of Succubus University state that all collection must be consensual and—"

The wand touched his inner thigh, sending waves of concentrated pleasure radiating through his body. The sensation was immediate and intense, like being caressed by a dozen experienced hands simultaneously. Benedict gasped, losing his place in the recitation.

Instantly, a jolt of pain shot through him from the restraints—not excruciating, but sharp enough to make him yelp in surprise.

"Continue," Zira commanded, moving the wand to his other thigh.

"—consensual and documented," he managed, his voice strained. "Participants must be of sound mind and body, free from coercive enchantments or—ah!"

The wand traced a path dangerously close to his groin, the pleasure intensifying. His body responded immediately, his boxers tenting as blood rushed to his cock.

"—or binding contracts that limit autonomic response," he continued, the words coming faster as he tried to outpace the building arousal. "Collection methods must prioritize sustainability over quantity to prevent mana depletion and—"

Zira increased the wand's power, its glow brightening as she traced it across his chest, circling one nipple. Benedict's back arched involuntarily, a moan escaping before he could suppress it.

"—and ensure long-term production capacity," he gasped, desperately trying to remember the next section. "All collection events must be—must be—"

"Registered with the Mana Monitoring Office," Zira supplied, her voice flat. "Failure to complete recitation. Corrective response initiated."

The restraints tightened as a more substantial jolt of pain coursed through Benedict's body, sharp enough to momentarily override the pleasure. His erection flagged slightly, giving him a moment of clarity.

"Begin again," Zira instructed, setting aside the wand and selecting a different implement—this one resembling a small feather made of light. "From the beginning."

For the next hour, the pattern repeated with increasing intensity. Benedict would begin reciting the protocols, Zira would introduce new stimulation techniques, and inevitably, he would falter, earning another corrective shock. She used her hands, various magical implements, and occasionally her mouth, bringing him repeatedly to the edge of climax before stopping just short, all while demanding perfect recitation.

By the session's end, Benedict's body was covered in a sheen of sweat, his muscles trembling with strain and frustrated arousal. He had been brought to the edge of orgasm seven times without release, each approach and denial leaving him more sensitive and less coherent. His boxers were soaked through with pre-cum, his throat raw from gasping and attempting to recite increasingly complex policy paragraphs.

"Time," Zira announced, stepping back from the chair. "Session complete. Results: suboptimal but consistent with initial assessment."

She released his restraints with a wave of her hand, the silver bands dissolving into mist. "Your autonomic responses are poorly regulated. Your ability to maintain cognitive function under stimulation is inadequate. Your endurance threshold is below minimum standards for faculty."

Benedict slumped in the chair, too exhausted to move immediately. His limbs felt like overcooked pasta, his mind foggy with denied release and the lingering effects of the corrective shocks.

"Tomorrow's session will address pelvic floor control and prostate response," Zira continued, wiping her hands on a sterile cloth as if removing some contamination. "Hydrate extensively. Avoid sexual activity for twelve hours. Your system requires reset."

She turned away, beginning to clean and organize her implements with military precision. "You may dress and leave when motor function returns. The door will unlock automatically."

Benedict stared at the ceiling, his breath gradually slowing, his body still humming with unsatisfied arousal and residual pain. His Personal Mana Meter hovered above him, its purple glow somehow dimmer than before, as if sharing in his exhaustion and humiliation.

Perhaps most disturbing was the small part of him that acknowledged Zira's clinical assessment was correct. His control was inadequate. His endurance was lacking. If he was going to survive at Succubus University, perhaps this brutal conditioning was necessary after all.

This thought brought no comfort as he slowly, painfully, began the process of gathering his scattered dignity and clothes.

***

Benedict's legs trembled with each step as he approached the training room door for his fourth session. The past three days had left him hollow-eyed and paper-skinned, his body a catalog of aches both sharp and dull, his mind a fog of denied pleasure and administered pain. The magical nodes Zira had attached to his pressure points during yesterday's session still throbbed beneath his clothes, activating at random intervals to remind his exhausted body what arousal felt like. His Personal Mana Meter followed him like a dejected pet, its purple glow pulsing weakly in rhythm with his dragging footsteps.

The door recognized his magical signature and swung open with a soft hiss of hydraulics. Benedict stepped inside, already reaching for his tie with practiced resignation. The familiar antiseptic smell hit his nostrils, but today it carried undertones of something new—a faint scent of sandalwood and metal that made the hairs on the back of his neck rise.

"You're forty-seven seconds late," Zira's voice cut through the room from where she stood adjusting a new apparatus that dominated the center of the floor. It resembled a massage table that had mated with a mechanical bull—padded leather surfaces interspersed with articulated metal joints and glowing magical components. A prominent attachment rose from the center, its purpose unmistakable even to Benedict's academically-inclined mind.

"I apologize," he replied automatically, his voice hoarse from yesterday's session of shouting university regulations while being subjected to magical vibrations against his perineum. "The temporal dilation in the west corridor was—"

"Excuses waste time," Zira cut him off, not bothering to look up from her calibrations. "Disrobe completely today. Underwear is an impediment to proper prostate access."

Benedict began unbuttoning his shirt with numb fingers, his gaze drifting around the room as he tried to mentally prepare for whatever fresh torture awaited him. That's when he noticed they weren't alone.

In the small observation area separated from the main room by a transparent magical barrier sat Mira Nox, her perfect posture making the utilitarian chair beneath her look like a throne. Her crimson skin seemed to absorb the harsh lighting rather than reflect it, her black horns curving elegantly above her obsidian hair. Her uniform was, as always, immaculate—somehow managing to adhere to every regulation while simultaneously suggesting that regulations existed solely to accentuate her form.

Her eyes met his across the room, her expression revealing nothing, yet Benedict felt a curious jolt in his stomach that had nothing to do with the activation nodes attached to his skin.

"Today's session focuses on prostate response regulation and multi-point stimulation endurance," Zira announced, breaking his momentary trance. She gestured to the apparatus. "Recent scans indicate your mana production increases twenty-eight percent during prostate stimulation, but your control decreases by forty-three percent. This imbalance must be corrected."

Benedict swallowed hard as he removed the last of his clothing, standing naked and vulnerable under the clinical lights. Three days ago, this exposure would have mortified him. Now it was merely another indignity in an endless parade of them.

"We have an observer today," he noted, trying to keep his voice neutral as he nodded toward Mira.

"Miss Nox has academic interest in human mana production techniques," Zira replied dismissively. "Her presence is authorized by the Headmistress." She patted the apparatus. "Position yourself face down, chest on the upper platform, hips elevated."

Benedict approached the machine with growing dread. Up close, he could see that what he'd taken for simple padding was actually a complex network of pressure sensors and stimulation nodes. The attachment he'd spotted earlier was indeed a prostate stimulator—a smooth, curved implement that glowed with magical energy.

"This will monitor and respond to your internal state," Zira explained as he reluctantly positioned himself on the apparatus. "Unlike previous sessions, today's goal is to maintain arousal at precisely seventy percent capacity without dropping below sixty or exceeding eighty. The stimulator will adjust based on your responses."

Cold metal restraints closed around his wrists and ankles before he could reply, securing him to the apparatus in a position that left him feeling utterly exposed and helpless. The pad beneath his chest conformed to his body, sensors activating against his skin.

"We begin with baseline calibration," Zira stated, pressing a sequence of crystals on a nearby control panel.

The apparatus hummed to life beneath him, subtle vibrations traveling through the padding against his chest and thighs. Behind him, Benedict felt the prostate stimulator moving into position, a cool, slick pressure against him before it began to press inward with inexorable gentleness.

He gasped despite himself as the implement breached him, its magical field making the intrusion both easier and more intense than he'd expected. It seemed to know exactly how to navigate his body, settling against his prostate with precision that would have been impressive if it weren't so overwhelming.

"Breathe through the initial adjustment period," Zira instructed, her voice clinically detached as she observed readings on a crystal display. "Your current arousal level is forty-two percent. Too low. Focus on the sensation."

Benedict tried to follow her instruction, but three days of intensifying "enhancement" sessions had left his body confused and oversensitized. The stimulator began to pulse gently, sending waves of pleasure radiating outward from his core. His cock, trapped between his body and the apparatus, responded immediately.

"Fifty-eight percent. Still inadequate," Zira noted. "Initiating secondary stimulation points."

Additional nodes activated across the apparatus—against his nipples, the insides of his thighs, the sensitive spot where neck met shoulder. Each point created its own pool of sensation that merged with the others, building toward something that threatened to overwhelm him.

"Sixty-five percent. Entering target range. Maintain."

Benedict gripped the edges of the platform, trying desperately to regulate his breathing as pleasure built within him. Sweat beaded on his forehead, ran down his spine. The magical restraints felt like ice against his overheated skin.

"Seventy-two percent. Acceptable. Hold this state for five minutes."

Five minutes might as well have been five years. The prostate stimulator continued its relentless attention, the secondary nodes pulsing in a rhythm designed to keep him precisely at the edge of control. Benedict's vision began to blur, his muscles trembling with the effort of neither yielding to nor fighting against the sensations.

"Seventy-nine percent. Upper threshold approaching. Regulate your response," Zira ordered.

Benedict tried to focus on something, anything other than the pleasure threatening to consume him. His eyes, wild with desperation, locked on Mira in the observation area. To his surprise, she was watching him intently, her expression still unreadable but her focus absolute.

"Eighty-two percent. Exceeding parameters. Corrective measure initiated."

A sharp jolt of pain shot through the restraints, causing Benedict to cry out. The sudden shift from pleasure to pain sent his system into confusion, his arousal plummeting.

"Fifty-one percent. Below threshold. Secondary corrective measure initiated."

The stimulator increased its intensity dramatically, forcing his arousal back up with brutal efficiency. Benedict's back arched against his will, a strangled sound escaping his throat as his body betrayed him once again.

"Eighty-six percent. Still exceeding parameters. Subject demonstrates inadequate control."

Through the haze of overwhelming sensation, Benedict noticed movement in the observation area. Mira had stood, seemingly adjusting her uniform, when her elbow "accidentally" knocked over a stack of monitoring crystals. They clattered to the floor with a sound like breaking glass.

Zira turned sharply toward the noise. "Miss Nox. Please exercise appropriate observation protocol."

"My apologies," Mira replied, her voice carrying the subtle harmonics that marked high-born succubi. "How clumsy of me."

In that brief moment when Zira's attention was diverted, Mira caught Benedict's eye and placed one hand on her diaphragm. She inhaled slowly through her nose, held the breath for three counts, then exhaled gradually through slightly parted lips. The movement was subtle enough that Zira, busy resetting the fallen crystals via magical command, didn't notice.

Benedict recognized it immediately—a centering technique taught in advanced meditation classes. With nothing to lose, he mimicked the pattern, drawing air deep into his lungs, holding it, then releasing slowly. The effect was subtle but immediate—a slight distancing from the overwhelming sensations, a small pocket of clarity in the storm of stimulation.

"Returning to the session," Zira announced, turning back to the control panel. "Current arousal level: seventy-eight percent. Still within parameters but approaching upper threshold."

Benedict continued the breathing pattern Mira had demonstrated, finding that it created just enough mental space to prevent him from being completely overwhelmed. The prostate stimulator continued its relentless attention, but now he could ride the sensations rather than drowning in them.

"Seventy-three percent. Improved regulation noted," Zira observed, a hint of surprise in her otherwise flat voice. "Maintaining target range. Increasing secondary stimulation to test threshold."

The nodes against his nipples intensified, and new ones activated along his spine, but Benedict kept breathing in the pattern Mira had shown him. Inhale for four, hold for three, exhale for six. The numbers gave his mind something to focus on besides the pleasure threatening to consume him.

The remainder of the session passed in a blur of sensation, breathing, and occasional corrective shocks when his control slipped. By the end, Benedict was drenched in sweat, trembling with exhaustion and denied release, but he had managed to maintain the target arousal range for increasingly longer periods.

"Session complete," Zira finally announced, powering down the apparatus. "Results show marginal improvement in regulation capacity. Tomorrow's session will build on this foundation with increased intensity and duration."

The restraints released, and Benedict lay motionless for several moments, gathering the strength to move. His limbs felt like they belonged to someone else, heavy and unresponsive.

"You may dress and leave when able," Zira stated, already turning to clean her equipment. "Hydration and rest protocols remain in effect. No sexual activity or release permitted."

Benedict slowly, painfully pushed himself up from the apparatus, his legs nearly buckling as he stood. He reached for his clothes with hands that shook visibly, focusing on the simple task of dressing to avoid collapsing in a heap on the floor.

As he struggled with his shirt buttons, he became aware of Mira approaching from the observation area, her movements graceful and deliberate. She stopped beside a monitoring station, seemingly examining readouts, but her position blocked Zira's view of Benedict.

"Professor," she murmured, her voice barely audible. "You dropped something."

Their fingers brushed as she pressed a small crystal vial into his palm, and they felt a spark—static from the dry air, but it jolted them nonetheless. The vial was warm against his skin, filled with a liquid that shifted between deep blue and purple.

"Three drops under the tongue before sleep," she whispered, her eyes never leaving the monitor before her. "It will accelerate recovery without detection by the monitors."

Benedict slipped the vial into his pocket with clumsy fingers, not daring to speak. He finished dressing as quickly as his exhausted body allowed, gathering what remained of his dignity like scattered papers after a strong wind.

As he shuffled toward the door, his Personal Mana Meter floating dejectedly beside him, Mira's voice carried across the room in its normal volume.

"Fascinating research, Professor Thornhand. I look forward to reviewing your findings on human endurance thresholds."

The last thing Benedict saw before the door closed behind him was Mira's eyes meeting his briefly, a flicker of something that might have been concern crossing her otherwise composed features. In a world of clinical torment and institutional humiliation, that tiny spark of connection felt like finding water in a desert.

***

The evaluation apparatus loomed in the center of the training room like a mechanical spider, all articulated limbs and glowing magical nodes, waiting to ensnare its prey. Benedict eyed it warily as he entered, his gait steadier than it had been the previous day. The three drops of Mira's potion had worked small miracles overnight—his muscles no longer screamed with every movement, and the raw, exposed feeling of his nerve endings had dulled to a manageable hum. His Personal Mana Meter hovered at his shoulder, its purple glow subtly brighter than it had been all week, though still far from healthy.

The usual antiseptic chill of the room was cut by something new—a perfume both ancient and predatory, like roses preserved in amber and then set aflame. Benedict's steps faltered as he spotted the source: Headmistress Thorne stood beside Zira, her deep purple skin absorbing the harsh light, the black vine-like tattoos on her arms pulsing with each small movement. She wore what appeared to be formal academic regalia, but constructed of materials that seemed to drink in light rather than reflect it. Her high collar framed her face like a stage curtain presenting a particularly dangerous performance.

"Professor Horne," Thorne acknowledged him without warmth. "How punctual. Perhaps Zira's methods are having some effect after all."

Benedict automatically straightened his posture, an instinctive response to her presence. "Headmistress. I wasn't expecting you today."

"Clearly," she replied, her eyes flicking dismissively over him. "Final evaluations require oversight. Particularly for... special cases."

Zira stood beside a complex control panel, her tactical leather outfit adorned with additional sigils today—marks of formal evaluation authority, Benedict recognized from the faculty handbook. "The subject has shown minimal improvement in regulatory capacity," she reported to Thorne. "Response times have decreased by twelve percent, endurance has increased by seventeen percent."

"Minimal indeed," Thorne murmured, her voice carrying despite its softness. "Disappointing."

Benedict's eyes darted beyond them to the observation area, where, to his immense relief, Mira sat once again. Today she wore the formal uniform of the advanced academic track, complete with honor cords and merit pins that caught the light with each breath she took. Her hair was pulled back in a severe style that emphasized her perfect bone structure, her eyes meeting his briefly before returning to the tablet in her hands.

"Standard procedure, Professor Horne," Zira instructed, gesturing toward a privacy screen in the corner. "Disrobe completely and present for final evaluation preparation."

Benedict moved behind the screen, removing his clothing with practiced efficiency. The shame of nudity had faded over the past days, replaced by a detached resignation. As he folded his shirt with unnecessary precision, he steadied his breathing using the pattern Mira had shown him. Four in, three hold, six out. His heart, which had been racing since he'd spotted Thorne, gradually slowed.

When he emerged, Zira gestured him toward the apparatus. "Today's evaluation encompasses all modalities simultaneously. You will demonstrate your capacity for arousal regulation under maximum stimulation."

The apparatus had been modified since the previous day. Additional attachment points had been added, and what appeared to be a crown of light hovered above where his head would rest. The central prostate stimulator now glowed with multiple colors, suggesting enhanced functions.

"This seems... extensive," Benedict noted, hesitating before the machine.

"Final evaluations are comprehensive," Thorne replied. "Are you refusing to participate, Professor?"

The threat in her voice was unmistakable. Benedict swallowed and approached the apparatus.

"Excellent," Zira said, as if he'd enthusiastically agreed. "Position yourself on the main platform, arms and legs extended."

As Benedict arranged himself on the cold surface, magical restraints immediately activated, securing his limbs. The crown of light lowered until it hovered just above his head, emitting a soft hum that made his scalp tingle.

"The neural interface will monitor cognitive responses," Zira explained, primarily for Thorne's benefit. "It allows us to detect attempts to mentally distance from stimulation."

"Clever," Thorne commented, moving to observe the control panel readings. "Though I question whether a human brain has the complexity for effective regulation."

"The enhancement program addresses physiological and psychological components," Zira responded, activating the initial calibration sequence. "Beginning baseline measurement now."

The apparatus came to life around Benedict, sensors pressing against his skin at strategic points. The prostate stimulator positioned itself and smoothly entered him, the now-familiar pressure sending signals of both pleasure and anxiety through his system. The crown above his head pulsed, creating a peculiar sensation as if his thoughts were being gently stirred.

"Baseline arousal at thirty-two percent," Zira announced. "Initiating full-spectrum stimulation."

Every node on the apparatus activated simultaneously—pressure points along his spine, vibration pads against his thighs, suction devices on his nipples, and the prostate stimulator beginning a complex rhythm that seemed designed to push him immediately into overwhelming arousal.

Benedict gasped, his back arching against the restraints as pleasure flooded his system. The crown above his head flared brighter, capturing his mental reaction.

"Arousal spike to seventy-seven percent," Zira noted. "Subject entering target zone prematurely. Cognitive coherence at sixty-four percent."

Benedict fought to regain control, implementing the breathing technique Mira had taught him. Through the haze of sensation, he spotted her in the observation area, her fingers subtly tapping a rhythm against her tablet—the same pattern of his breathing exercise. Four, three, six. Four, three, six.

He matched her rhythm, focusing on the simple numbers while the apparatus did its best to dismantle his composure. The crown above his head dimmed slightly as he established mental distance from the overwhelming pleasure.

"Interesting," Thorne observed, pointing to a reading on the control panel. "Cognitive coherence improving despite increased stimulation. How unusual for a human subject."

Zira frowned slightly at the readings. "Initiating secondary protocol," she announced, making adjustments to the controls. "Increasing prostate stimulation by thirty percent, adding oscillation pattern seven."

The implement inside Benedict changed its rhythm, now pulsing with magical energy that seemed to reach deeper, stimulating parts of him that hadn't been touched before. He gritted his teeth, clinging to his breathing pattern. Four in, three hold, six out. His eyes found Mira's across the room, her gaze steady and encouraging despite her neutral expression.

"Arousal at eighty-two percent, but cognitive coherence maintaining at seventy percent," Zira reported, an edge of frustration in her clinical tone. "Subject demonstrating unexpected regulation capacity."

"Indeed," Thorne said, studying Benedict with new interest. "Perhaps there's more to our human professor than we initially assessed." Her eyes narrowed. "Increase to maximum stimulation. Let's see where his true limits lie."

Zira hesitated for only a fraction of a second before complying. "Initiating maximum protocol. All nodes at full capacity."

The apparatus transformed from a collection of stimulation points into a single entity of overwhelming pleasure. Every nerve ending in Benedict's body seemed to fire simultaneously, waves of sensation crashing over him like a tsunami. The crown above his head flared brilliantly, penetrating his mental defenses.

In the observation area, Mira's fingers tapped faster, guiding his breathing. Four, three, six. Four, three, six. Benedict clung to the pattern like a drowning man to driftwood, using it to create a tiny island of control in the sea of sensation threatening to sweep him away.

"Arousal at ninety-three percent," Zira announced, surprise evident in her voice. "Yet cognitive coherence at sixty-eight percent. Still functional."

"How is this possible?" Thorne demanded, moving closer to examine Benedict directly. Her eyes glowed crimson as she studied him, using magical sight to assess his energy patterns. "His regulatory capacity has improved beyond the expected curve."

"The enhancement program is designed to accelerate natural capabilities," Zira replied, though she too seemed puzzled by the readings. "Though this response rate is... statistically anomalous."

Benedict barely heard their discussion. His entire world had narrowed to the rhythm of his breathing and the need to maintain control despite the apparatus's determined assault on his senses. Sweat poured from his body, his muscles trembling with the effort of neither yielding to nor fighting against the pleasure.

After what felt like hours but was likely only minutes, Zira announced, "Evaluation complete. Powering down stimulation nodes."

The apparatus gradually deactivated, the overwhelming sensations receding in waves until only the faintest hum of energy remained against Benedict's skin. The crown lifted away from his head, taking with it the strange mental pressure. The restraints, however, remained active.

"Well," Thorne said, examining the final readings. "There appears to be some improvement, minimal though it may be." She turned to Zira. "Your methods have produced results, but not at the pace required." Her crimson gaze shifted to Benedict. "Professor Horne, you remain woefully inadequate for faculty standards, but you're no longer entirely hopeless."

Benedict, still struggling to regulate his breathing as his body came down from the intense stimulation, could only nod in acknowledgment.

"I expect accelerated progress," Thorne continued, already turning toward the door. "Double the improvement rate by next evaluation. I want him functional enough to resume classroom duties by week's end—and producing at minimum seventy percent of quota within three days."

"Understood, Headmistress," Zira replied with a short bow. "The program will be intensified accordingly."

"See that it is," Thorne said, pausing at the doorway. "His continued employment depends on it." Her gaze lingered on Benedict for a moment longer, calculating and cold, before she swept from the room, taking her predatory perfume with her.

After the door closed behind Thorne, Zira released the restraints with a gesture. "You performed better than anticipated," she told Benedict, her tone suggesting this was a puzzling inconvenience rather than a compliment. "Tomorrow's session will require significant recalibration to challenge your new baseline."

"Something to look forward to," Benedict murmured, his voice hoarse as he slowly sat up, his limbs trembling with exhaustion despite the improved control he'd demonstrated.

"Hydration and nutrition protocols remain in effect," Zira continued, already turning her attention to resetting the apparatus. "Report at 0800 hours tomorrow. You're dismissed."

Benedict moved carefully to retrieve his clothes from behind the privacy screen, every muscle protesting despite the miraculous effects of Mira's potion. As he dressed with shaking hands, he heard the soft click of the door opening and closing, assuming Zira had left the room.

"Your improvement is remarkable," came Mira's voice, startling him as he finished buttoning his shirt. She stood just beyond the privacy screen, her posture perfect, her expression controlled but her eyes alive with something that might have been approval.

"Your breathing technique saved me," Benedict admitted quietly, tucking in his shirt with clumsy movements. "I couldn't have maintained control without it."

"A simple method, but effective," she replied, glancing toward the door to ensure they weren't overheard. "There are others—techniques that aren't taught in Succubus University's standard curriculum."

Benedict paused, tie half-knotted, to study her face. "Why are you helping me?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Mira's perfect composure slipped for just a moment, revealing something more complex beneath the aristocratic mask. "Perhaps I have my own reasons for wanting Earth's representative to succeed," she said carefully. "Or perhaps I object to seeing intelligence wasted on brute force methods."

She stepped closer, her voice dropping further. "They're pushing you too hard. Meet me tonight at the library's restricted section. I know techniques they don't teach here—methods better suited to your unique physiology."

Benedict hesitated, exhaustion warring with desperation. Mira Nox, top student, aristocratic succubus, member of a lineage serving the Court of Eternal Seduction, offering clandestine assistance to a failing human professor. Everything about it screamed 'trap'—and yet, her potion had worked, her breathing technique had saved him, her eyes held no mockery.

"Why the library?" he asked, finishing his tie with fingers that still trembled slightly.

"Privacy," she replied simply. "And access to texts the Headmistress would prefer remained unread." A ghost of a smile touched her lips. "Midnight. Use the service entrance behind the eastern stacks. The wards will recognize you."

Before he could respond, she turned and walked away, her movements graceful and deliberate. At the door, she paused and glanced back. "Your choice, Professor. Continue with Zira's methods and hope to survive, or explore alternatives that might actually help you thrive."

The door closed silently behind her, leaving Benedict alone with his aching body, his dim but slightly brighter Mana Meter, and a decision that could either salvage his position at Succubus University or plunge him deeper into danger than Zira's clinical torments ever could.


Chapter 6

Benedict sat slumped at his desk, his body a hollow vessel drained of everything but fatigue. The wooden chair beneath him might as well have been made of broken glass for all the comfort it provided his aching muscles. Four days of Zira's "enhancement" sessions had left him raw in places he hadn't known could feel pain, and the mere thought of more "contributions" made his stomach clench with a nauseating mixture of dread and residual arousal.

His bloodshot eyes struggled to focus on the papers before him—student assignments on "Multipartner Energetic Transference" that blurred into meaningless swirls of text. The tremor in his hands had worsened since morning, causing his pen to scratch jagged lines across the margins. Even holding the teacup Jynni had pressed into his hands an hour ago had become a precarious balancing act.

Overhead, the Personal Mana Meter hovered like a sullen ghost, its purple light dimmer than dishwater, pulsing weakly in time with his exhausted heartbeat. It emitted a soft, apologetic ping, displaying yet another message from Gina: "Quota Status: Critical. Current production rate indicates termination threshold within 24 hours." Benedict winced, the sound driving into his temples like a nail.

"Ooh, is that another update?" Jynni's voice rang with forced cheerfulness as she bustled across the room, a stack of color-coded notecards clutched to her chest. "Let me check the readings against our projection chart!"

She had been in perpetual motion since he'd dragged himself back to the lodge, her small body seemingly powered by an inexhaustible reserve of optimism that Benedict found increasingly difficult to bear. Now she stood before the wall where her "Peak Production Schedule" dominated like some mad scientist's fever dream, all pink and blue blocks marked with increasingly desperate euphemisms for sexual activities.

"Let's see... we're behind on 'Prostate Pleasure Protocol'—that's the purple blocks—but we could make up for it if we double up on 'Enchanted Oral Extraction' this evening." Her fingers traced the chart with practiced efficiency. "I've recalibrated the timing to account for your recovery periods from Zira's sessions, but we really can't afford any more slippage."

Benedict made a noncommittal sound, something between acknowledgment and a groan of despair. The mere thought of "extraction" made his genitals attempt to retreat into his body.

Jynni whirled around, somehow producing a steaming mug that smelled of cinnamon, cloves, and something musky that made his head swim. "I've prepared your evening aphrodisiac tea! Extra potent today—I added those glowing berries from the Pleasure Gardens that the satyrs use during their fertility rituals." She thrust the mug toward him, her smile fixed and bright. "Drink up, Professor! We need to get your system primed for tonight's collection sessions."

When Benedict merely stared at the mug without reaching for it, Jynni's smile faltered for just a fraction of a second before reasserting itself with renewed determination. She set the mug on his desk and moved behind his chair.

"You're carrying so much tension in your shoulders," she observed, her small hands coming to rest on the knotted muscles at the base of his neck. "That's counterproductive to optimal arousal states." Her fingers began to work into the tight bands of muscle, practiced and efficient. "Let me help you relax before we try that thing with the vibrating cushion again. The one with the prostate stimulation nodes? I've recalibrated it to pulse at exactly the frequency that triggered your last mega-load."

Benedict closed his eyes, his body too exhausted to even respond properly to her skilled touch. Her fingers found pressure points that should have felt pleasurable but now only registered as another demand on his overtaxed system.

"You know," Jynni continued, her voice adopting the chatty tone she used when trying to distract him from performance anxiety, "Tess has plastered the entire Arcane Theory department with those ridiculous campaign posters. 'Join Team Tess for Maximum Mess'—can you believe it? She's trying to organize some kind of public collection event in the main quad tomorrow. Says it'll 'boost your output through exhibitionist arousal triggers.'"

Her fingers dug deeper, finding a particularly tender spot where one of Zira's monitoring nodes had been attached. Benedict sucked in a sharp breath, but Jynni didn't seem to notice.

"Oh, and Zira stopped me in the corridor this morning, asked about your 'stamina progress.' That woman gives me the creeps—all that leather and those cold eyes." Jynni's voice dropped to a stage whisper. "I told her you were showing remarkable improvement in sustained arousal states. Was that right? I didn't want to undermining your enhancement results, but really, the way she talks about you like you're some kind of experiment—"

Something snapped inside Benedict. His hand shot up, grabbing Jynni's wrist with unexpected force as he jerked away from her touch.

"Can you just stop?" The words escaped him like steam from a pressure valve, hissing and hot. "For five minutes? I can't—I just can't right now."

His voice was unrecognizable, stripped of its usual measured patience, raw with an edge that he'd never directed at Jynni before. The silence that followed was absolute, broken only by the soft ping of the Mana Meter recording his spike of emotion.

Jynni stood frozen, her hands suspended in mid-air where he'd pushed them away, her perpetual smile dying by degrees. Her eyes, wide and startled, locked onto his face as if seeing him for the first time—not her professor, not her assignment, but a man at the breaking point.

"I'm sorry," she whispered, the words small and uncertain. "I was just trying to help."

Benedict saw the hurt blooming across her features, the gradual crumpling of her cheerful facade, and felt a wave of shame crash over his anger. His hands were numb, but he felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as guilt.

***

Jynni's cheerful facade collapsed like a soufflé in a slammed oven. She backed away from Benedict, each step uncertain, as if the floor beneath her had suddenly become unstable. Her lower lip trembled with the effort of containing emotions that had nowhere else to go, her perpetual smile now a grimace fighting for survival against the tide of hurt washing over her features.

"I'll just... tidy up a bit," she murmured, her voice pitched higher than normal. Her eyes, normally bright with manufactured enthusiasm, shimmered with unshed tears that she blinked away rapidly, as if hoping Benedict wouldn't notice.

She turned to his desk, fingers fluttering over items that needed no adjustment. The stack of papers already perfectly aligned grew more perfectly aligned. The pens already arranged by color became more meticulously organized. Her movements carried a desperate precision, as though the proper ordering of Benedict's stationery might somehow restore the proper ordering of her world.

"The aphrodisiac tea might be too strong anyway," she continued, the words tumbling out too quickly. "I can brew a milder batch. Or maybe something cooling instead? There's a lovely frost-lily infusion that could help with the inflammation from Zira's procedures. I read about it in 'Human Male Maintenance: Advanced Techniques.' Chapter seven has a whole section on recovery protocols for overstimulation."

Her hands moved faster as she spoke, straightening items that were already straight, adjusting objects that didn't need adjusting. She picked up a paperweight shaped like a anatomically correct heart, polished it with her sleeve, set it down, moved it half an inch to the left, then back to its original position.

"And the schedule—we can revise the schedule." She darted to the wall chart, fingers trembling as she pulled out colored markers from her pocket. "I was being too ambitious. We can space the collections out more. Quality over quantity, like Lynari always says. And maybe we could try those meditation techniques Mira mentioned—not that I've been talking to Mira about you, of course, that would be unprofessional, but I overheard her telling someone in the administrative lounge about tantric energy preservation and thought—"

The marker slipped from her fingers, leaving a jagged pink line through several carefully plotted time blocks. She stared at the mark as if it were a mortal wound, her composure finally fracturing completely.

Benedict rubbed his temples, guilt washing over him in waves as he watched her increasingly frantic attempts to maintain control. The anger that had flared so suddenly minutes ago had evaporated, leaving only exhaustion and remorse in its wake.

"Jynni," he said softly, "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have snapped at you like that. You were only trying to help, and I—"

"No!" The word burst from her with unexpected force. She spun to face him, and the tears she'd been fighting finally spilled over, tracking glistening paths down her flushed cheeks. "Don't apologize. It's not your fault. It's mine. All mine."

Her voice broke on the last word, and with it, the dam holding back her emotions crumbled entirely. Her shoulders shook with silent sobs as she pressed her fists against her mouth, as if trying to physically hold back the words.

"I'm failing you," she finally managed, the confession emerging in a rush of half-swallowed syllables. "I'm supposed to be your liaison, your support, and I can't even help you meet your quota." She gestured wildly at the dimly glowing meter hovering above them, its purple light pulsing weakly like a dying heartbeat. "Look at it! Barely at thirty percent, and the deadline's tomorrow night!"

Benedict opened his mouth to speak, but Jynni was beyond hearing now, the words she'd been holding back pouring out in a torrent.

"I've tried everything in the manual. Everything! The temporal dilation closet, the enchanted lubricants, the arousal mists, the stimulation nodes—I even consulted with the Pleasure Gardens keeper about those berries, and he warned me they were only for satyrs, but I was desperate!" Her hands fluttered in the air before falling limply to her sides. "And still, it's not enough. I'm not enough."

She took a shuddering breath, her eyes meeting his with such naked vulnerability that Benedict felt something twist painfully in his chest. "They'll replace me with someone better," she whispered, her voice small and broken. "Someone who can actually satisfy you. Someone who knows how to make you produce enough mana. I'll be reassigned to filing duty in the basement archives where all the failed liaisons end up, cataloging pleasure texts they're not allowed to practice."

Fresh tears welled in her eyes. "And the worst part is, I wouldn't even blame them. Because it's true. I am failing you. Every ping of that meter is like a little stab in my heart. Every time Gina sends another warning, I feel like I'm drowning. Every time you come back from Zira looking more exhausted instead of better..." Her voice finally gave out, dissolving into quiet sobs.

Benedict's expression shifted, the lines of exhaustion receding as concern took their place. For the first time in days, he looked at Jynni—really looked at her—and saw not just the relentlessly cheerful liaison assigned to manage his quotas, but a person with her own fears and insecurities, her own need for reassurance.

He pushed himself up from his chair, his body protesting the movement but his mind suddenly, startlingly clear. Crossing the room to where she stood by the fireplace, he saw her in the flickering light, tears streaming down her face, her pink hair escaping from its neat pigtails, her small frame shaking with each suppressed sob. The dancing flames cast shifting shadows across her tear-streaked face, highlighting her utter vulnerability in this moment.

The sight pierced through the fog of his exhaustion like a shaft of sunlight through storm clouds.

***

Benedict gently took Jynni's hands in his, her fingers small and cold against his palms. The simple touch seemed to steady her, like anchoring a boat in choppy waters. Without words, he guided her toward the hearth where plush furs from the Pleasure Plains—one of Jynni's many "productivity enhancement" additions to his lodge—were spread across the floor in luxurious abandon.

The fire crackled and popped as they settled onto the soft pelts, orange light dancing across their features, softening the stark lines of exhaustion on Benedict's face and gilding Jynni's tear-streaked cheeks. Shadows played across the walls of the lodge like silent observers to this unscheduled moment of vulnerability.

Benedict reached up, his thumb gently brushing away a tear that clung to her lashes. The gesture was so unlike their usual choreographed interactions—no clipboard timing the contact, no meter tracking the arousal response, just simple human comfort offered without agenda.

"Jynni, listen to me," he said softly, his voice hoarse from days of Zira's "vocal response monitoring" but warm with genuine feeling. "You're not failing me. This isn't about you not being enough."

She sniffled, her eyes still downcast, doubt written clearly across her features. "But the meter—"

"Forget the meter," Benedict interrupted, surprising himself with the firmness in his voice. "Just for a moment, forget all of it—the quota, the audits, the enhancement sessions."

She looked up at him, confusion mingling with the hurt in her eyes. Benedict took a deep breath, searching for words to explain what he'd barely allowed himself to acknowledge.

"These past days with Zira, being monitored and measured and manipulated... it's made me realize something." His hands tightened slightly around hers. "I've started to feel like a machine. Not a person, not a professor, certainly not a man—just a mana production unit. Every orgasm cataloged, every response timed, every pleasure reduced to data points."

The fire cast elongated shadows across the floor as a log shifted, sending up a shower of sparks that mirrored the faint glow of the meter still hovering overhead, momentarily forgotten.

"And it's not just Zira," Benedict continued, the words flowing more freely now that he'd begun. "It's everything—the constant pressure, the edging sessions, the public collections, never being allowed to simply experience pleasure without it being measured and found wanting."

Jynni's eyes were wide, her lips parted slightly as she absorbed his words.

"But you," he said, his voice dropping lower as he cupped her face in his hand, "you're the only thing that makes any of this bearable."

"Me?" The word was barely a whisper, tinted with disbelief.

"Yes, you. Your smile, your ridiculous enthusiasm for color-coded schedules, the way you genuinely care about me meeting my quota..." A small, rueful smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. "Even that absurd 'Peak Production' chart with its euphemisms that would make a succubus blush."

The ghost of a smile flickered across her face, her eyes still damp but now glimmering with something beyond tears.

"But if I'm helping, then why did you—?"

"Push you away?" Benedict finished for her. "Because I'm afraid of disappointing you." His thumb traced the curve of her cheek. "Every time that meter pings with another warning, every time Gina sends another threatening message, I see how hard you're trying, how much you care about my success here. And I feel like I'm letting you down."

Jynni's eyes widened with dawning understanding. "You've been pushing me away because you think you're failing me?"

Benedict nodded, the irony of their mutual fears not lost on him. "We're quite a pair, aren't we? Both convinced we're failing the other."

A small, watery laugh escaped her. "That's... actually kind of funny." Her hands, now warm from his touch, squeezed his gently. "All this time, I thought you were getting tired of me, of my methods."

"Never," Benedict said with quiet conviction. "Annoyed sometimes, overwhelmed often, but never tired of you. Without you, I'd have been expelled from Succubus University within a week."

Their foreheads touched, drawn together by some gravity stronger than professionalism or duty. The firelight wrapped around them like a cocoon, creating a small universe where meters and quotas held no power.

"I've been so focused on the schedule, on the techniques," Jynni whispered, her breath warm against his lips. "I forgot that underneath all the protocols and procedures, you're just a person. A person being asked to do something impossible."

"Not impossible," Benedict murmured. "Just... difficult in ways I wasn't prepared for."

"I should have seen how it was affecting you. I've been so afraid of failing as your liaison that I didn't see I was failing you as... as..."

"As someone who cares?" Benedict offered quietly.

She nodded, her nose brushing against his with the movement. "I do care. Not just about your quota or my performance evaluation. About you."

The admission hung in the air between them, simple yet profound. The meter above them pulsed once, as if responding to the emotional current flowing between them, but neither noticed.

"I care about you too," Benedict confessed, the weight of unsaid things lifting from his shoulders. "More than is probably professional. More than I've allowed myself to acknowledge."

Jynni's eyes, now dry but soft with emotion, searched his face as if seeing it for the first time—not as the human professor assigned to her care, not as a mana production challenge, but as a man. Her lips parted slightly, and in the moment before she moved, Benedict saw something new in her expression—not the practiced seduction of their scheduled sessions, but genuine desire.

She leaned forward, closing the small space between them. Her lips met his in a kiss unlike any they had shared before. Where their previous kisses had been calculated steps in a mana production protocol—timed, measured, positioned for optimal arousal—this was hesitant, searching, real. Their fingers brushed, and they felt a spark—static from the dry air, but it jolted them nonetheless.

Benedict's hand slid into her hair, dislodging one of her pigtails completely, pink strands spilling over his fingers like silk. He kissed her back with a gentleness he hadn't known he still possessed after days of Zira's clinical manipulations, his lips moving against hers in a conversation without words.

When they finally parted, Jynni's eyes remained closed for a moment, as if savoring the sensation. When she opened them, the firelight caught in her pupils, tiny flames dancing in pools of wonder.

"That wasn't on the schedule," she whispered, a small, genuine smile tugging at her lips.

"Good," Benedict replied simply, drawing her closer. "Let's see what else we can discover off-schedule."

***

Their kisses deepened, unhurried yet increasingly urgent, ignited by the revelation of feelings too long hidden beneath schedules and quotas. Jynni's admin jacket fell open, revealing skin that glowed amber in the firelight, soft curves usually presented with clinical efficiency now unveiled with trembling vulnerability. Benedict's hands, steadier now than they had been all day, traced the contours of her body with reverent curiosity, as if discovering a landscape he'd visited but never truly seen.

Jynni sighed against his mouth, her fingers finding the buttons of his shirt, unfastening them one by one. Where typically she would have efficiently stripped him with practiced moves timed to maximize arousal while minimizing delay, now she lingered, exploring each newly revealed inch of skin with wondering fingers.

"You're beautiful," she whispered, the words startling them both. In all their previous encounters—cataloged meticulously in her glittery notebook—she had called him many things: "productive," "responsive," even "deliciously hard." But never this simple truth.

Benedict's shirt joined her jacket on the edge of the furs, forgotten as they continued to explore each other with unhurried hands. The usual soundtrack of their intimacy—Jynni's cheerful instructions ("Now if you'll just angle your hips precisely twenty-three degrees..."), the persistent pinging of the meter, the mechanical ticking of the enchanted egg timer—was replaced by the soft crackling of the fire and their mingled breaths.

"This is different," Benedict murmured against the curve of her neck, inhaling the scent of her skin—honey and cinnamon and something distinctly Jynni, usually masked by enchanted pheromone sprays designed to "maximize male response."

"Good different?" she asked, a hint of her usual uncertainty creeping into her voice.

In answer, Benedict lowered her gently onto her back among the plush furs, his hands framing her face as he looked into her eyes. "The best different," he assured her, before trailing kisses down her throat.

Where their usual encounters were choreographed like complex dance routines—position changes timed to the minute, stimulation techniques applied in carefully researched sequences—this was improvisation, a conversation without words. Benedict took his time with her body, mapping the places that made her breath catch, lingering where she seemed most responsive.

The firelight played across their skin, turning every touch into a dance of shadow and flame. Jynni's fishnet stockings created intricate patterns of light and dark across her thighs that Benedict traced with his fingers, then his lips, working his way up with a patience neither had been permitted to indulge before.

"You don't have to—" Jynni began when his mouth found the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, but her words dissolved into a soft moan as he continued his unhurried exploration.

"I want to," Benedict told her, his voice husky with genuine desire rather than the performative arousal he'd learned to project during scheduled sessions. "I want to taste you. Not because it's step four in some collection protocol, but because you're exquisite."

Her eyes widened at the praise, so different from their usual exchange of efficiency-focused dirty talk ("Good little office slut" making her glow with professional pride). This was simpler, more honest, and somehow more intimate for its directness.

Benedict's tongue found her clit, and Jynni arched beneath him, her hands flying to his hair. He took his time, savoring her response, learning the rhythm her body asked for rather than applying the techniques cataloged in her "Optimal Arousal Sequencing" manual.

When her thighs began to tremble around his head, Benedict slowed, not from the calculated edging they'd practiced to "maximize mana production intensity," but from a desire to prolong her pleasure, to stay in this moment with her and to taste her deeply.

Jynni tugged gently at his hair, drawing him up her body. "Please," she whispered, "I need you now."

As he moved back up to face her, Jynni began to shift into her usual position—turning onto her hands and knees, presenting herself in the "optimal collection pose" she'd researched extensively with her wet vulva in the iar like a peach.

Benedict's hands on her hips stopped her. "Wait," he said softly. "Not like that. Not this time."

Confusion flickered across her face. "But the effectiveness metrics suggest that rear-entry positioning increases output by seventeen percent and—"

"Jynni," Benedict interrupted gently, guiding her back to face him. "Just be with me." His eyes held hers, warm and certain. "No quotas. No meters. Just us."

Understanding dawned in her eyes, followed by something deeper—a vulnerability more naked than her body. She nodded, letting him guide her into a position where they faced each other, her legs wrapping around his waist as he poised above her.

"Like this," he murmured, "where I can see you.” His cock rose triumphantly between her legs, framed like a piece of art, beading pre after his appetiser.

He entered her slowly, their bodies joining with none of the mechanical efficiency of their scheduled sessions but with a tenderness that made Jynni's eyes fill with fresh tears—not of sadness this time, but wonder, as his thick shaft slowly stretched her pussy.

They moved together on the soft furs, the fire casting their joined shadows against the wall in a single, fluid shape. Benedict's hands caressed her body, finding places usually ignored in their rush to reach maximum arousal states—the sensitive spot behind her ear, the curve of her waist, the delicate bones of her wrists.

"Benedict," she breathed, his name a revelation on her lips—not "Professor" or "Sir" as dictated by the role-play enhancement protocols, but his actual name, spoken with genuine need.

Their pace quickened naturally, bodies finding a shared rhythm born of desire rather than calculated methodology. Jynni's hands moved over his back, no longer following the "Optimal Pleasure Point Stimulation Map" she'd memorized, but simply touching where she wanted to touch, feeling the muscles move beneath his skin.

The firelight caught in the sheen of sweat on their bodies, turning them to living bronze, ancient as desire itself. Benedict watched Jynni's face as pleasure built within her, fascinated by expressions he'd never truly seen before—unguarded, unstudied, real.

"You're so beautiful like this," he told her, the words rough with emotion. "So perfect."

Jynni's response was a soft cry as her body tightened around him, her release washing over her in waves that he could feel, could see in the abandon on her face. The sight of her genuine pleasure, uncalculated and unperformed, pushed Benedict toward his own climax with surprising speed.

Their movements became more urgent, more primal, as they chased completion together. Where typically Benedict would have been counting backward from one hundred, applying meditation techniques to delay release until Jynni could check the optimal mana production timing, now he surrendered to the moment, to the feeling of her body beneath his, around his.

"Jynni," he gasped, feeling himself approaching the edge. "I'm close—I can't—"

"Don't hold back," she whispered, her hand cupping his face, her eyes locked with his. "Not this time. Be with me."

Her words broke something loose within him, and Benedict let go of the control he'd been trained to maintain through days of Zira's torturous "enhancement." His release built not from calculated stimulation but from genuine connection, from the sight of Jynni's pleasure and the knowledge that, for this moment at least, they were simply two people finding joy in each other.

The climax caught them both by surprise with its intensity, crashing over them like a wave neither had seen coming. Benedict cried out, his body shuddering as he spilled himself inside her, his urethra opening up like a firehose, deeper, more overwhelming than any of the carefully orchestrated releases that had come before.

Jynni arched beneath him, her second climax triggered by his, her fingers digging into his shoulders as she clung to him, riding the unexpected intensity of sensation that flooded through her. Their bodies pulsed together, perfectly synchronized not by practice but by genuine shared pleasure. Her clit throbbed in time with his cock, as he pumped thick, sodden ropes of his semen into her pink-velvet-haired cunt.

***

As they clung to each other, trembling with the aftershocks of shared pleasure, the previously dim Personal Mana Meter suddenly flared to life above them. What had been a sullen purple glow transformed in an instant to a brilliant radiance that bathed the entire room in vibrant light, casting long shadows across the walls and ceiling. The sudden illumination startled them both, their eyes flying open to witness the phenomenon that interrupted their intimate moment.

"What in the—" Benedict began, but words failed him as the meter's display began to spin, numbers climbing at a rate he'd never witnessed before.

The pulsing light intensified, turning from purple to a deep violet edged with electric blue. It spun faster, emitting a high, musical tone unlike its usual apologetic pings. The glow seemed almost liquid, flowing down from the meter in ribbons of light that curled and twisted in the air around them, responding to the currents of energy still flowing between their joined bodies.

"Benedict! Look!" Jynni gasped, pointing upward, her eyes wide with astonishment. She remained beneath him, cock still absorbed inside her, the contractions of her inner muscles around him sending new waves of pleasure through them both as they stared at the spectacle overhead.

The meter's numerical display, which had stalled at twenty-seven percent for days despite their most dedicated efforts, now scrolled rapidly upward: 35%... 42%... 55%... The numbers blurred with the speed of their ascent, finally settling at 87% with a triumphant chime that resonated through the lodge like the sound of distant bells.

"That's impossible," Benedict breathed, watching as the meter continued to pulse with satisfaction, its light gradually softening from the initial blinding flash to a steady, strong glow that filled the room with a warm violet radiance.

Another wave of pleasure washed through him, an aftershock of their shared climax, and the meter responded instantly, the display ticking upward another three percentage points. Jynni felt it too, her body tightening around him in response, drawing a groan from his lips that sent the numbers climbing yet again.

"It's... it's registering every pulse, even now" Jynni whispered in awe, her scientific liaison training asserting itself even in this moment of wonder. "The emotional connection must be amplifying the mana production. I've read theoretical papers about this, but I've never seen it actually happen."

They watched, still joined, still trading small tremors of pleasure as the last dribbles of cum were milked from Ben’s cock, as the meter's display finally settled at 94% of daily quota—achieved in a single, unplanned encounter. The light dimmed to a steady, satisfied glow, its formerly sickly purple now a rich, vibrant violet that pulsed with healthy energy.

"We did it," Jynni said, her voice filled with wonder. "One session, and we're at ninety-four percent. That's more than three days of scheduled collections combined."

Benedict carefully separated their bodies, then collapsed beside her on the furs, gathering her against his chest as they both stared up at the transformed meter. His body felt different—not drained and hollow as it usually did after Jynni's carefully timed collection sessions, but warm and satisfied, humming with a pleasant afterglow that seemed to resonate with the meter's steady pulsing.

"A Mega-Load," Jynni whispered, using the technical term with reverence rather than her usual clinical efficiency. "We achieved a true quality-five Mega-Load without any enhancement supplements, edge conditioning, or temporal manipulation." Her hand traced idle patterns on his chest as she processed the implications. "And we did it without even trying."

"Because we weren't trying," Benedict murmured, the realization dawning on him slowly. "We weren't focused on the quota or the meter or the techniques. We were just... being us."

Jynni propped herself up on one elbow, her face illuminated by the meter's healthy glow as she looked down at him. "The emotional component," she said, her professional analysis softened by the wonder in her eyes. "All the technical manuals emphasize physical techniques for maximizing output, but there's a whole chapter in 'Advanced Mana Mechanics' about the theoretical amplification effect of genuine emotional connection." She shook her head in amazement. "I always thought it was just theoretical—one of those things they include for completeness but that doesn't really work in practice."

Benedict reached up to tuck a strand of pink hair behind her ear, his touch gentle. "Maybe that's what's been missing all along. Not more pressure, not more techniques, not more scheduled sessions, but..."

"Connection," Jynni finished for him, her eyes shining with something that went beyond professional satisfaction. "Real connection."

The meter pulsed again, as if in agreement, adding another percentage point to the display. They both laughed softly at the timing, the sound mingling with the crackling of the fire.

"So all this time," Benedict said, his arm tightening around Jynni's waist, "while Zira was trying to enhance my endurance through torture, and Tess was organizing public collections, and Lynari was researching ancient edging techniques..."

"The answer was something much simpler," Jynni nodded, settling her head against his chest. "Something the quota system and the meters and all the enhancement protocols actually work against."

"Genuine pleasure," Benedict mused, watching the steady, satisfied pulsing of the meter. "Emotional connection. Being present with each other instead of focusing on the output."

Jynni's fingers traced idle patterns on his skin, her scientific mind clearly racing with implications. "We'll need to test this theory further, of course. Multiple trials under controlled conditions to verify reproducibility." A smile curved her lips as she looked up at him. "For science, you understand."

"For science," Benedict agreed solemnly, though his eyes crinkled with humor. "Though perhaps we should wait until morning for the next... experiment. Even groundbreaking discoveries require proper rest protocols."

As if responding to his words, the meter dimmed slightly, settling into a restful pulsing that cast a gentle glow over them as they lay together on the furs. Outside, the night wrapped around Benedict's lodge like a protective cloak, and for the first time since the quota had doubled, the weight of impossible expectations lifted from his shoulders.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges—Gina's inspections, Zira's enhancement sessions, Tess's public campaigns, the looming audit deadline. But for now, with Jynni curled against him and the meter's healthy glow illuminating their sanctuary, Benedict allowed himself to believe that they had found the key to surviving it all: moments of genuine connection amidst the chaos, islands of real pleasure in an ocean of obligation.

Jynni took Benedict’s half-limp cock in her mouth, warming and cleaning it with her tongue as she enjoyed the sensation of his seed running down her legs. Her pussy was radiating a welcome warmth, and she felt thoroughly appreciated as she licked down the last drop of seed and let him sink back out of her mouth.

The meter pulsed once more, adding a final percentage point to the display: 95%. Almost there. They would meet the quota not through scheduled efficiency or enhancement torture or public exhibition, but through something much more powerful—and much more human.


Chapter 7

Benedict's lodge, once a sanctuary of academic solitude, had transformed into a war room of magical desperation. Afternoon light slanted through dusty windows, illuminating four figures in various states of collapse - Jynni perched on the arm of Benedict's chair, her normally bouncy demeanor deflated like a punctured balloon; Tess sprawled across the hearth rug, one arm flung dramatically over her eyes; Lynari huddled in the corner with stacks of ancient texts, her lavender skin ashen from sleeplessness; and Benedict himself, slumped at his desk, staring at his Personal Mana Meter with hollow eyes. The meter's purple glow, so vibrant after his breakthrough with Jynni, now flickered weakly again, their momentary victory rendered meaningless by Gina's latest announcement.

"It's not fair," Jynni whispered, her fingers nervously plucking at Benedict's sleeve like a bird seeking seeds. "We achieved ninety-five percent. We were so close." Her voice cracked on the last word, the memory of their intimate connection—their genuine breakthrough—now tainted by the cruel shifting of goalposts.

"Fair?" Tess barked out a laugh from her position on the floor, removing her arm from her face to reveal yellow eyes blazing with contempt. "When has anything about this fucking place been fair? They don't want fair. They want to watch us dance like puppets until our strings break." She sprung to her feet in one fluid motion, resuming the agitated pacing that had worn a visible path in the carpet over the last hour. "Doubling the quota wasn't enough. No, now they need a 'Final Push' with 'accelerated metrics' and 'recalibrated thresholds.' Pretentious administrative bullshit for 'we're changing the rules because watching you fail amuses us.'"

In the corner, Lynari turned another brittle page, her soft voice barely audible. "According to the Ancient Compendium of Regulatory Practices, subsection seven-point-three, the Headmistress does technically have authority to adjust quota requirements under 'extraordinary circumstances.'" Her oversized glasses had slipped down her nose, and dark circles beneath her eyes spoke of sleepless nights spent searching for academic loopholes. "Though the ethics of such adjustments during an active collection period are questionable at best."

The air in the lodge vibrated with a familiar, dreaded chime. All four occupants froze as Gina Lux's smug face materialized in a projection above the fireplace, her platinum blonde hair immaculately styled, her expression one of manufactured concern that didn't reach her predatory eyes.

"Attention all quota-subject faculty," she announced, her magically amplified voice bouncing off the walls with deliberate force. "This is your hourly reminder that the Final Quota Push is in effect." She paused, checking her manicured nails as if searching for imperfections. "Current statistics show most faculty members achieving rapid progress toward the new thresholds. How inspiring to see such... productivity."

Her gaze shifted, seeming to lock directly onto Benedict despite the one-way nature of the projection. "Although I note that some among us are still performing well below expectations. Professor Horne, the system indicates your meter has reset to twenty-seven percent of the new threshold. The Headmistress is most... disappointed."

Benedict's hands tightened on the arms of his chair, knuckles whitening. His jaw clenched as the meter above his head pinged apologetically, confirming Gina's assessment with numerical precision.

"Remember," Gina continued, her voice dripping with false sweetness, "failure to meet the Final Push requirements will result in immediate contract termination. And in the case of our interdimensional visitors, termination includes a rather unpleasant banishment ritual." Her smile widened. "I've heard it's quite painful when one's molecules are forcibly reorganized during dimensional expulsion. Something about your skin feeling inside-out for several weeks afterward."

With a cheerful wave, her projection dissolved, leaving behind the faint scent of expensive perfume and malice.

"I'd like to reorganize her molecules," Tess growled, punching a decorative pillow with enough force to send stuffing flying across the room. "Preferably into something that lives at the bottom of a sewage pit."

Jynni slid from the arm of the chair to kneel beside Benedict, her small hand covering his. "We'll figure something out," she said, though her voice lacked its usual certainty. "The connection technique works. We just need to... amplify it somehow." Her eyes darted to the meter, its dim purple light a constant reminder of their precarious position.

"I've reviewed every known amplification method in the standard texts," Lynari said, closing a heavy tome with a sigh that sent dust motes swirling in the late afternoon light. "Multiple-partner configurations, temporal dilation fields, even some questionable pheromone enhancement rituals from the Third Dynasty." She pushed her glasses up with a trembling finger. "None offer the magnitude of increase we would need to meet the new threshold."

Benedict stared at the meter, its weak pulse matching the rhythm of his growing despair. His hands were numb, but he felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as a complex mixture of guilt and anger. "This was never meant to be achievable, was it? The whole point is to watch us fail. To watch me fail."

The silence that followed carried the weight of shared realization. Whatever game the Headmistress was playing, they were merely pieces on her board, their struggles a form of entertainment for powers beyond their control.

The heavy atmosphere was shattered by the sudden, violent opening of the lodge door. It swung inward with such force that it crashed against the wall, sending books tumbling from nearby shelves. Framed in the doorway stood Mira Nox, her red skin gleaming like fresh blood in the fading light, her obsidian hair a perfect curtain down her back. She wore her usual impeccably tailored uniform, but her eyes held an intensity none of them had seen before—a burning crimson that spoke of discovery and dangerous possibility.

"Don't bother getting up," she said, striding into the room without waiting for invitation, her heels striking the wooden floor with purpose. "We don't have time for pleasantries."

Tess froze mid-pace, her customary sarcasm momentarily forgotten in the face of Mira's commanding presence. Lynari scrambled to her feet, wings fluttering nervously behind her. Jynni remained by Benedict's side, her protective posture subtly shifting to accommodate this new dynamic.

Mira stopped before Benedict's desk, surveying the tableau of defeat with narrowed eyes. Then, with the precision of someone accustomed to dramatic gestures having maximum impact, she dropped a heavy, ornate tome onto the desk. The sound it made was not the expected thud of leather on wood, but something more organic, almost wet, as if the book itself were somehow alive.

"I've found something," she announced, her aristocratic voice cutting through the tension like a blade.

They all stared at the book. It was bound in what appeared to be leather, but no animal Benedict had ever encountered could have produced such a hide—iridescent in certain lights, absorbing in others, with a surface that seemed to ripple subtly, as if breathing. Strange symbols were etched into its spine, glowing faintly with an inner light that pulsed in counterpoint to Benedict's weakened meter.

"What is that?" Jynni whispered, inching closer while maintaining a cautious distance from the strange tome.

"This," Mira replied, placing one perfectly manicured hand on the cover, "is the Codex Carnalis. A compendium of pre-Standardization ritual sex magic." Her lips curved into a smile that carried equal parts triumph and danger. "And within it, I've found our solution. The Sympathetic Resonance Ritual."

Tess approached the desk, her earlier fury replaced by cautious curiosity. "What kind of ritual?"

"One that could generate enough mana to satisfy the audit a hundred times over," Mira said, her voice dropping to a tone that made them all lean forward unconsciously. "If we're willing to take the risk."

At the word "risk," Lynari's wings flicked nervously, but she moved closer, scholarly interest overcoming her usual reticence. Benedict found himself rising from his chair, drawn by something in Mira's voice—a certainty, a promise of possibility where moments ago there had been only defeat.

"Why would you help us?" he asked, studying her face for any sign of deception. "Why now?"

Mira met his gaze directly, her crimson eyes unblinking. "Because, Professor, I despise being manipulated even more than I despise asking for help. The Headmistress has overstepped, and I find myself... inconveniently aligned with your interests." She gestured to the ancient book. "This ritual could be our mutual salvation. Or our mutual destruction."

With those words hanging in the air, she opened the Codex, releasing a scent of ancient spices and something deeper, more primal—the olfactory equivalent of distant moans echoing through stone chambers. The pages fell open to reveal illustrations so explicit and complex that Benedict felt heat rise to his face despite his exhaustion.

"Gather round," Mira commanded, her finger tracing a central diagram that seemed to move under her touch. "And I'll explain how five people with nothing left to lose might just rewrite the rules of this little game."

***

Mira's crimson fingers traced the complex diagrams in the Codex Carnalis with the precision of a surgeon, her aristocratic voice filling Benedict's lodge with terms both academic and obscene. She stood at the center of their attention like a conductor before an orchestra, her perfect posture and unwavering confidence a stark contrast to their collective exhaustion. The ancient book lay splayed open on Benedict's desk, its pages emitting a faint glow that highlighted the curve of her cheekbones and the determined set of her mouth as she began to unravel the mysteries of the Sympathetic Resonance Ritual.

"The principles are deceptively simple," Mira explained, turning to a page where bodies—human and demonic—intertwined in configurations that made Benedict's academic mind struggle to parse the anatomy. "The ritual requires perfect mental and sexual synchronization between all participants, creating a closed circuit of magical energy that amplifies exponentially with each pass through the system."

She tapped a central figure in the illustration—clearly human—surrounded by multiple succubi in positions that seemed to defy several laws of physics. "The key component is the Resonance Catalyst—a focal point through which all energy is channeled and amplified." Her eyes lifted to meet Benedict's. "That would be you, Professor."

"Me?" Benedict's voice cracked slightly. "Why me specifically?"

"Your human mana signature," Mira replied, as if it were obvious. "It creates what the ancients termed 'complementary discord' when combined with succubi energy—like opposing notes that form a perfect harmony." She turned another page, revealing diagrams of energy flows between different body types. "Your physiological structure processes mana differently. Where we naturally generate it, you accumulate and transform it. This fundamental difference creates the necessary friction for exponential amplification."

Lynari edged closer to the book, her scholarly fascination temporarily overriding her exhaustion. She adjusted her glasses, which caught the strange light from the pages and reflected it in prismatic patterns across her lavender skin.

"I've read theoretical texts about pre-Standardization resonance work," she said, her voice gaining strength as she slipped into academic mode. "The Council of Carnal Regulation banned most forms after the Pleasure Backlash of the Third Epoch." Her finger hovered over a warning symbol inked in red at the margin. "Historical accounts claim a single successful ritual generated enough mana to power the Great Lust Barrier for seventeen years, but three practitioners were permanently... altered by the experience."

"Altered how?" Benedict asked, not entirely sure he wanted the answer.

Lynari's wings flattened against her back. "The texts are vague, but they mention 'transmutation of erogenous capacity' and 'involuntary dimensional phasing during moments of arousal.'"

"They fucked so hard they partially existed in two dimensions at once," Tess translated bluntly, dropping onto the edge of Benedict's desk with characteristic disregard for personal space. Her yellow eyes gleamed as she studied a particularly complex illustration. "At least that's what my Forbidden Practices professor implied before they fired her for actually demonstrating the technique."

She leaned closer to Benedict, her pink skin almost glowing in the strange light from the Codex. "Basically, Prof, we all need to come at exactly the same second while thinking about exactly the same dirty fantasy, with you as the central battery." She grinned wickedly. "Hope you've been practicing your kegel exercises, because you'll be taking all of us at once."

Benedict's collar suddenly felt two sizes too small. He tugged at it reflexively, heat rushing to his face as the implications of Tess's crude summary sank in. The mental image of all four women using his body simultaneously sent a confusing mixture of terror and arousal coursing through him. His exhausted body, which had been largely unresponsive since Zira's last "enhancement" session, stirred traitorously beneath his academic robes.

"The positioning is precise," Mira continued, seemingly unaffected by Tess's vulgarity. She indicated a diagram showing the ritual layout—a pentagram pattern with the central figure connected to the others through strategic points of physical contact. "Each participant must maintain specific bodily alignment to ensure proper energy flow. The Catalyst—" her eyes flicked to Benedict again, "—serves as both the conduit and amplifier for our combined sexual energy."

"And we all need to..." Benedict gestured vaguely at the explicit illustrations, unable to form the words.

"Achieve simultaneous orgasm while focusing on a singular, shared erotic fantasy," Mira confirmed, her clinical tone at odds with the heat in her gaze. "The mental component is as crucial as the physical. Our minds must be perfectly aligned, experiencing identical sensations, emotions, and imagery. Any discrepancy creates points of weakness in the energy circuit."

Throughout Mira's explanation, Jynni had remained uncharacteristically silent, perched on the arm of Benedict's chair. Now she cleared her throat, her fingers idly adjusting the color-coded schedule that had become little more than a sad reminder of their failed efforts.

"What if Benedict can't... physically respond to all of us at once?" she asked, her usual cheerful efficiency replaced by quiet concern. "After Zira's sessions, his recovery periods have been increasingly unpredictable."

The question hung in the air, underlining the reality of Benedict's exhausted state and the seemingly impossible demands of the ritual. Benedict felt a rush of gratitude for Jynni's practical concern, even as embarrassment colored his cheeks.

Mira turned to a section near the back of the Codex, where the illustrations became more abstract, showing energy patterns rather than physical positions. "The ritual accounts for physiological limitations," she explained. "What matters is the energy exchange, not necessarily traditional penetration for all participants. Some connections can be maintained through hands, mouths, or even magical extensions."

Tess clapped her hands together with exaggerated delight. "Oh good, we get to play 'who gets the actual dick' roulette. I call dibs on—"

"This isn't a game, Clawthorne," Mira cut her off sharply, though a hint of amusement flickered in her eyes. "The physical configurations are determined by magical compatibility, not personal preference."

She turned to another page, where warning symbols dominated the margins. Her voice lowered, taking on a gravity that silenced even Tess's irreverence. "Now we come to the risks, which are considerable. If our mental focus wavers, if our synchronization fails, the energy could rebound through the circuit."

"With what consequences?" Benedict asked, though part of him already knew the answer wouldn't be pleasant.

"Minor failures result in temporary mana burns—essentially magical exhaustion requiring days of recovery," Mira explained, her finger tracing the warning glyphs. "More severe discordance has produced permanent alterations to participants' energy channels, rendering them unable to generate or absorb mana effectively."

"And in worst cases?" Lynari prompted, her academic detachment slipping to reveal genuine apprehension.

Mira's face remained composed, but her eyes darkened slightly. "Total mana rupture. A catastrophic release of all stored sexual energy, leaving the participants..." she paused, searching for an appropriate term, "...effectively neutered, magically speaking. Unable to give or receive pleasure ever again."

An oppressive silence fell over the lodge, broken only by the soft crackling of the fire and the occasional ping from Benedict's weakened meter. The magnitude of what they were considering settled on them like a physical weight—the desperate gamble of risking their very sexual essence against the certainty of Benedict's failure and expulsion.

"Well," Tess finally said, her voice lacking its usual sharp edges, "when you put it that way, it sounds almost as fun as Zira's enhancement sessions."

"The choice is yours, Professor," Mira said, her eyes fixed on Benedict with unsettling intensity. "The ritual offers salvation with significant risk, or you can continue with conventional methods and face certain failure."

Benedict looked around at the four women—Mira with her aristocratic poise masking unknown motives, Tess with her dangerous enthusiasm barely contained, Lynari with her scholarly concern and trembling wings, and Jynni with her protective nearness and unspoken worry. Each represented a different approach to his predicament, yet all now seemed united in this final, desperate option.

"How long would we have to prepare?" he asked, his voice steadier than he felt.

"Preparation is minimal but essential," Mira replied. "We would need to establish the shared fantasy in exquisite detail, cleanse our energy channels, and create the ritual space." She glanced at Benedict's meter, its purple light flickering weakly. "Ideally, we would have days. Realistically, given your deadline, we have hours."

"Hours to prepare for a ritual that could either save me or leave us all magically castrated," Benedict summarized, a hysterical edge creeping into his voice. "No pressure."

"Actually, pressure is an essential component," Mira corrected, missing or ignoring his sarcasm. "The ritual feeds on intensity—fear, desperation, desire. Our current circumstances are, in that sense, ideal." Her lips curved into a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Sometimes the worst situations create the most powerful magic."

Benedict's gaze returned to the Codex, to the intricate illustrations of bodies joined in impossible configurations, to the glowing symbols that seemed to pulse with ancient promise and warning. His meter pinged sadly above him, a constant reminder of what awaited if they failed to act.

"And if we succeed?" he asked quietly. "What happens then?"

Mira's smile widened, revealing the sharp tips of her canines. "Then, Professor Horne, you will produce more mana in a single ritual than most faculty generate in a year." She closed the Codex with a soft thump that nonetheless seemed to echo throughout the lodge. "And incidentally, you'll experience pleasure beyond anything your human physiology was designed to endure."

***

The lodge fell silent as all eyes turned to Benedict. The weight of their collective gaze pressed against him like physical touch - Mira's calculating assessment, Tess's predatory anticipation, Lynari's scholarly concern, and Jynni's protective worry. The Codex Carnalis sat closed on his desk, its strange leather binding seeming to breathe in the tense silence, waiting for his decision like some ancient beast anticipating feeding time. Outside, the magical bells of the University tower tolled the hour, each resonant note a reminder of time slipping away and options narrowing to this single, dangerous path.

Benedict's hand drifted unconsciously to his throat, fingers tracing the fading marks left by Zira's "vocal response monitoring" collar. The memory of those clinical tortures, of being reduced to a mere collection of responses to be optimized, strengthened his resolve. If he was going to fail, let it be on his terms, in the company of these women who, each in their own way, had tried to help him navigate this impossible situation.

"I'll do it," he said, his voice quiet but steady. He looked up, meeting each woman's gaze in turn. "We'll do it. Together."

His decision landed in the room like a stone dropping into still water, sending ripples of change through the atmosphere. The quiet desperation that had filled the lodge transformed into something electric, a current of purpose that straightened spines and lifted chins.

Tess was the first to respond, a predatory grin spreading across her pink face. "Hell yes!" she crowed, bouncing off the desk with sudden energy. "Time to fuck our way out of this mess. Literally."

Lynari nodded, her movement small but decisive, her wings extending slightly from their collapsed position against her back—a subtle tell that Benedict had come to recognize as determination overcoming anxiety. "The theoretical framework is sound," she said, pushing her glasses up with one finger. "With proper preparation, we can optimize our chances of success."

Jynni squeezed Benedict's hand fiercely, her usual effervescence replaced by something deeper, more grounded. "We're with you," she said simply, her eyes conveying what her words didn't—that whatever happened, he wouldn't face it alone.

Mira's reaction was more controlled—a satisfied smirk that suggested Benedict had made exactly the choice she'd anticipated. "A wise decision, Professor," she said, already reaching into her impeccably tailored uniform to extract what appeared to be pristine parchment and a writing implement that resembled a quill but glowed with inner light.

The shift in the room's energy was palpable. Where moments before they had been a collection of exhausted individuals facing defeat, they were now a unit with shared purpose—still afraid, still uncertain, but moving forward together.

Mira cleared Benedict's desk with a single sweep of her arm, sending papers and pens cascading to the floor. Before Jynni could protest this uncharacteristic disorder, Mira had spread the parchment across the wooden surface, the strange quill already moving in her hand with fluid precision.

"The ritual circle," she explained as geometric patterns flowed from the quill, glowing briefly before sinking into the parchment. "The foundation of our working."

They gathered around, watching as a pentagram took shape within a perfect circle, intricate symbols forming at each point and along the connecting lines. In the center, Mira drew a more complex sigil that pulsed with multiple colors before settling into a deep crimson glow.

"Each participant will occupy one point of the star," she explained, marking the positions with small symbols that Benedict recognized as representing each woman's magical signature. At the center, where the lines converged, she drew a simple human figure. "You, Professor, will be positioned here, at the heart of the energy circuit."

Benedict studied the diagram, noting how each woman's position connected to his central figure through precise lines of power. "And physically? How do we... connect?"

Mira turned to another page, sketching a cross-section that made Benedict's ears burn despite his academic interest. "Your body serves as the conduit. Each of us must maintain physical contact with you at specific energy points." Her quill indicated positions that corresponded to chakra points in Eastern human traditions, though with additions Benedict had never encountered in his studies. "Ideally, full penetrative connection would be established here and here," she indicated two positions with clinical detachment, "with the remaining participants connected through hands, mouths, and secondary energy channels."

"So basically," Tess interjected, leaning over the diagram with gleeful interest, "two of us get to ride him while the others get handsy. Dibs on cowgirl position." She made an obscene gesture that left little to the imagination. "I've been practicing this move where I can make my inner muscles ripple in sequence like a milking machine—"

"The positions will be determined by magical compatibility, not personal preference," Mira cut her off, though without real heat. "And the physical configurations are secondary to the mental alignment. The fantasy must be constructed with exquisite detail."

"What kind of fantasy?" Benedict asked, trying to maintain a scholarly tone despite the warmth spreading through his body at Tess's graphic description.

"Something that resonates deeply with all participants," Mira explained, sketching what appeared to be thought patterns above the human figure in the diagram. "The more vivid and emotionally charged, the stronger the connection. It must engage all senses and trigger genuine arousal in everyone involved."

Tess immediately launched into suggestions, each more explicit than the last. "We could do the 'Professor After Hours' scenario—you know, where Benedict calls us into his office one by one for 'special tutoring' but then we all show up at once and overwhelm him?" She moved her hands to illustrate the concept, her gestures leaving nothing to the imagination. "Or maybe the 'Captured Human Specimen' where we're all scientists studying Earth mating habits and need hands-on demonstrations?"

For each suggestion, Tess added graphic details about positions, activities, and particularly Benedict's role in satisfying multiple partners simultaneously. Despite his exhaustion, Benedict felt his body responding to her explicit narration, a fact that didn't escape Tess's notice.

"Look at that," she said with a triumphant grin, pointing to the subtle tenting in his academic robes. "The Professor likes my ideas. His body's voting yes even if his mouth is too proper to say it."

Lynari cleared her throat, her lavender skin darkening with a blush that spread to the tips of her ears. "While the... enthusiasm... is appropriate, we should consider optimal energy flow configurations." She moved closer to Mira's diagram, her scholarly nature overtaking her embarrassment. "Historical accounts suggest that fantasies involving power exchange produce the strongest resonance fields. The emotional intensity of surrender and control creates harmonic vibrations in the mana channels."

"You mean the Professor should dom us? Or we dom him?" Tess asked, intrigued by this academic perspective on her pornographic suggestions.

"Neither, exactly," Lynari clarified, tracing the energy lines in Mira's diagram. "The most powerful configuration would involve mutual surrender—all participants both giving and receiving control in perfect balance." Her wings fluttered as she warmed to her subject. "The ancient texts describe it as 'the moment when boundaries dissolve, when self and other become indistinguishable.'"

"Tantric union," Mira nodded, adding notations to her diagram. "The fantasy should facilitate this state—not mere physical pleasure, but transcendence of individual identity into collective experience."

"That sounds great in theory," Jynni interjected, her voice carrying an unusual edge of authority that made them all turn to look at her. "But we need parameters that won't overwhelm Benedict." She moved protectively closer to him, her small hand coming to rest on his arm. "He's already been through Zira's enhancement torture. His system is depleted and raw."

She fixed Mira with a steady gaze that contained none of her usual deference to authority. "Whatever fantasy we create needs to account for his current state. No pain, no extreme stress positions, nothing that pushes him past what his body can handle right now."

Benedict felt a rush of gratitude for Jynni's advocacy, even as part of him marveled at this new assertiveness. She had transformed from the perpetually cheerful schedule-keeper to a fierce protector, seemingly overnight.

"A valid concern," Mira acknowledged with a slight incline of her head. "The ritual requires complete surrender, which cannot be achieved through discomfort or resistance." She made additional notations on her diagram. "We will construct a fantasy that builds on pleasure and connection rather than intensity or endurance."

As the women continued discussing the technicalities—Mira sketching revisions to the ritual circle, Lynari consulting a small book of historical precedents she'd produced from her bag, Tess demonstrating positions with increasingly graphic hand gestures, and Jynni creating what appeared to be a comfort-optimized modification to the standard arrangement—Benedict found himself in the strange position of observer to his own fate.

He watched these four powerful women plan to use him as the centerpiece of an ancient sex ritual, each bringing her unique approach to the problem: Mira's aristocratic precision, Tess's uninhibited enthusiasm, Lynari's academic thoroughness, and Jynni's protective care. Their voices washed over him—technical terms mingling with explicit descriptions, theoretical frameworks punctuated by practical concerns—creating a surreal soundtrack to what might be his final hours at Succubus University.

His gaze drifted to the Personal Mana Meter on his desk, its purple light flickering weakly like a candle guttering in its final moments. Tomorrow, that light would either blaze with unprecedented brilliance, or go out forever. Either way, nothing would be the same after they entered Mira's ritual circle.

Terror and arousal warred within him as he contemplated what lay ahead—being the focal point of their combined sexual energy, the vessel through which their power would flow and amplify. His exhausted body thrummed with a mixture of anticipation and dread, while his scholarly mind tried desperately to process the magical theory behind what they were planning.

"Professor?" Mira's voice cut through his thoughts. "Are you still with us? We need your input on the fantasy construction."

Benedict looked up to find all four women watching him, their expressions ranging from concern to curiosity to barely contained excitement. The time for hesitation had passed. They had committed to this path together, and now there was only forward.

"I'm with you," he said, straightening in his chair with newfound resolve. "Let's create something unforgettable."


Chapter 8

The Eastern Ritual Chamber loomed at the end of the dimly lit corridor, its ancient wooden door carved with symbols that seemed to writhe in the flickering torchlight. Benedict's steps faltered as they approached, his exhausted body protesting yet another demand, yet the four women surrounding him moved with purpose that carried him forward like a leaf caught in a determined current. Their footsteps echoed against stone floors that had witnessed centuries of arcane workings, each step bringing them closer to either salvation or ruin.

"The Eastern Chamber provides optimal energy conductivity," Mira explained, her voice low enough to require attention but not so quiet as to suggest secrecy. "The walls are lined with soundproofing enchantments and containment runes that will prevent energy leakage during the ritual."

"And prevent anyone from hearing us scream if something goes catastrophically wrong," Tess added with a grin that didn't quite reach her eyes. Even her bravado had limits, it seemed.

Mira pressed her palm against the ancient door, whispering words that made the carved symbols pulse with crimson light. The heavy door swung inward without a sound, revealing a circular space that seemed larger inside than the exterior architecture should have allowed.

The air within the chamber carried the weight of centuries—dense with the scent of sacred herbs, beeswax, and something deeper, more primal, that tugged at Benedict's lower belly with insistent fingers. Soft illumination emanated from crystalline sconces set at precise intervals around the perimeter, casting light that seemed to caress rather than simply reveal. At the center of the stone floor, a perfect pentagram had been drawn in chalk that glittered with embedded fragments of some iridescent mineral. Five plush cushions, each a different jewel tone, waited at each point of the star.

"Pretty," Jynni whispered, her voice unusually subdued as she took in the ritual preparations.

"Dangerous," Lynari corrected, her wings flickering nervously behind her. "These are Old Magic configurations. Pre-standardization. The chalk contains powdered dragon crystal."

Benedict felt a strange humming against his skin as he crossed the threshold, as if the very air were evaluating him, measuring his worthiness. His Personal Mana Meter, still hovering beside him like a dejected pet, pulsed once in response to the room's energy, its purple light momentarily brightening before fading back to its anemic glow.

Mira moved to the center of the room with practiced grace, her boots making no sound against the stone floor. "Ritual space is a catalyst for intention," she announced, turning to face them with an expression that brooked no argument. "The Sympathetic Resonance Ritual requires perfect mental synchronization. Without it, the energy circuit fractures and rebounds through the weakest participant."

Her eyes lingered on Benedict for a moment, the unspoken implication clear—as the human in the group, his natural magical resistance made him both essential as the Catalyst and vulnerable as a conductor.

"Take your assigned positions," Mira continued, gesturing to the cushions. "Red for Tess, violet for Lynari, pink for Jynni, black for myself, and blue for the Professor."

Benedict lowered himself onto the central blue cushion, wincing as his overtaxed muscles protested. The plush surface molded to him with surprising comfort, as if recognizing his exhaustion. Jynni immediately settled to his right, her small body angled protectively toward him, her usually bouncing pigtails hanging limp with subdued energy.

Tess sprawled across her red cushion with feline confidence, immediately unbuttoning the top three buttons of her already revealing uniform top. "Might as well get comfortable," she announced to no one in particular, stretching her arms above her head in a motion designed to emphasize her generous curves. "We're all going to be very naked very soon."

Lynari perched on the edge of her violet cushion as if prepared to flee at any moment, a small notebook clutched to her chest like a shield. She kept her eyes fixed on the chalk lines of the pentagram, studiously avoiding eye contact with anyone.

Mira remained standing, moving to a small alcove where ritual implements had been arranged with mathematical precision. She selected five candles, each corresponding to the colors of their cushions, and placed them at the five points of the pentagram.

"These are Intention Candles," she explained, lighting each with a touch of her finger that made Benedict blink in surprise. "They respond to our collective focus and amplify our shared energies. When we achieve perfect synchronization, they will burn with identical flames."

The candles flickered to life, each flame a different height and intensity—Benedict's blue flame tall but wavering, Jynni's pink steady but small, Tess's red bold and aggressive, Lynari's violet barely more than a spark, and Mira's black flame unnaturally still, revealing nothing of its keeper's internal state.

"Before we can begin the physical ritual," Mira continued, her crimson fingers trailing through the black flame without apparent pain, "we must construct our shared fantasy in exquisite detail."

Benedict's throat tightened at her words. Despite the explicit conversations they'd had while planning in his lodge, despite the academic discussions of positioning and energy flow, the reality of what they were about to undertake hit him anew. He would be the centerpiece of a sex ritual performed by four powerful women, channeling energy that could either save him or destroy them all.

"What do you mean by 'construct'?" Jynni asked, her hand finding Benedict's as if drawn by magnetic pull.

"We must collectively visualize the same scenario, down to the smallest detail," Mira explained, her aristocratic voice somehow making the obscene sound scholarly. "Every touch, every position, every sensation must be agreed upon and clearly imagined by all participants. If our mental images diverge during the ritual, the resonance will shatter."

She moved to stand before them, her perfect posture making the ritual chamber feel like a classroom and their cushions like students' desks. "We must take turns describing what we envision for the ritual. Be explicit. Be precise. Leave nothing to interpretation."

The group exchanged nervous glances, the magnitude of the task settling on them. Even Tess, normally eager to share explicit details, seemed momentarily subdued by the clinical precision Mira demanded.

"Remember," Mira added, her eyes meeting each of theirs in turn, "this is not merely fantasy for pleasure's sake. This is magical architecture. The scenario we construct will form the foundation upon which the entire ritual depends. Embarrassment has no place here."

Benedict felt a hand squeeze his—Jynni's silent reassurance—as Mira's words hung in the air. His blue candle flickered wildly, betraying the chaos of his emotions despite his outward calm. Around the pentagram, the others' flames responded to their own internal states: Tess's growing brighter, Lynari's shrinking further, Jynni's steadying, and Mira's remaining unnervingly constant.

"Who would like to begin?" Mira asked, though her tone suggested it wasn't really a question but a test—one more challenge to overcome before they could proceed with the ritual that might save Benedict's position at Succubus University, or doom them all to a fate worse than mere failure.

***

"I'll start," Tess announced before anyone else could volunteer, leaning forward on her cushion with a predatory gleam in her yellow eyes. The red candle before her flared in response, sending shadows dancing across her pink skin as she settled more comfortably, her legs splayed open in deliberate provocation. Benedict felt his exhaustion temporarily recede, replaced by the inevitable stirring of interest as Tess fixed him with a gaze that seemed to strip him naked where he sat.

"In my version," she began, her voice dropping to a sultry purr, "I'm straddling you reverse cowgirl style while the entire university watches you throbbing in my cunt." Her hands traced the air as if mapping Benedict's body. "Your cock is so deep I can feel it hitting places that make me see stars, and I'm gripping your thighs hard enough to leave little crescent marks from my nails."

She demonstrated the grip on her own thighs, her fingers pressing into the soft flesh visible beneath her hiked-up skirt. "I arch my back—like this—" she demonstrated with feline flexibility, "so everyone can see exactly where we're connected. The way your cock stretches me open, the way my pussy lips grip you when I rise up."

Benedict's face burned with heat that had nothing to do with the candles and everything to do with the vivid image Tess was painting. His blue flame leapt higher, responding to his immediate physical reaction as he stared at her perfect pussy.

"And I'm not quiet about it either," Tess continued, warming to her subject. "I want everyone to hear how good you feel inside me, how much I love the way you fill me completely." She made a sound then—a low, throaty moan that seemed to vibrate in the air between them, making Benedict shift uncomfortably on his cushion as she fingered her clit gently.

"Well," Mira said when Tess finally paused for breath, her aristocratic features betraying nothing despite the way her black candle had grown subtly taller. "That's admirably specific. Lynari, would you care to continue?"

All eyes turned to the lavender-skinned succubus, who looked for a moment like she might actually dissolve into the shadows rather than speak. Her violet candle had shrunk to barely a flicker, her wings wrapped tightly around her shoulders like a protective cocoon.

"I—I'm not sure I can—" she began, her voice barely audible even in the perfect acoustics of the ritual chamber.

"The ritual requires complete participation," Mira reminded her, not unkindly but with unmistakable firmness. "Your contribution is essential."

Lynari drew a shuddering breath, then opened the small notebook she'd been clutching. Her hands trembled visibly as she adjusted her glasses, but when she began to read, her voice transformed—still soft, but with an unexpected steadiness that commanded attention.

"I am kneeling between his spread legs," she read, her academic tone at odds with the content, "my lips stretched around the base of his cock, taking him deeply into my throat while my tongue traces the sensitive vein on the underside. My hands are bound behind my back with enchanted silk that responds to his pleasure—tightening when his arousal peaks, loosening when it ebbs."

Benedict stared at her in astonishment. The shy, bookish Lynari he knew seemed entirely at odds with the explicit scenario she was describing. Yet her violet candle grew stronger with each word, suggesting that this fantasy resonated deeply with her true desires.

"A magical plug fills my anus," she continued, her cheeks darkening to deep purple but her voice gaining confidence, "vibrating in patterns synchronized to his heartbeat. Every time his pulse quickens, the vibrations intensify, creating a feedback loop of pleasure between us. I am simultaneously serving and being pleasured, in a state of controlled submission that allows me to focus entirely on the sensation of him filling my mouth, the taste of him on my tongue, the sounds he makes when I swallow around him."

The room had gone completely still, all attention fixed on Lynari as she revealed depths none of them had suspected. Even Tess looked impressed, her earlier bravado temporarily forgotten.

When Lynari finally looked up from her notebook, she immediately ducked her head again, but not before Benedict caught a glimpse of something in her eyes—not embarrassment, but a quiet pride in her own unexpected courage.

"That was...remarkably thorough," Mira acknowledged, inclining her head slightly in respect. "Jynni?"

Jynni straightened on her cushion, her pink flame steady and warm. Unlike the others, she didn't look at her own notes or adopt an elaborate pose. Instead, she turned directly to Benedict, her eyes soft with an emotion that made his chest tighten.

"In my part of our shared fantasy," she said, her voice gentle but clear, "I'm cradling your head in my lap, my fingers stroking through your hair, massaging your scalp to help you relax into the pleasure." Her small hands made a cradling gesture, as if already holding him. "While the others are touching you, taking you, I'm watching your face, learning every expression, every flicker of enjoyment."

There was something so tender in her description, so focused on his experience rather than her own, that Benedict felt a lump form in his throat.

"I'm whispering encouragement in your ear," she continued, her hands now moving in slow, nurturing patterns. "Telling you how beautiful you look when you're receiving pleasure, how proud I am of your surrender, how perfectly you're taking care of all of us by allowing us to take care of you."

Her pink candle burned with a steady, warm glow that seemed to wrap around Benedict like an embrace, in stark contrast to Tess's fierce flame and Lynari's now-pulsing light.

"Professor," Mira prompted after a moment of silence had stretched between them all. "Your contribution?"

Benedict cleared his throat, suddenly aware of four sets of eyes fixed on him with varying degrees of intensity. His hands rested on his knees, fingers curling into the fabric of his robes as he struggled to articulate desires he'd barely allowed himself to acknowledge.

"I... in my fantasy..." he began, his academic eloquence deserting him now that he needed it most. He took a deep breath, drawing on reserves of courage he hadn't known he possessed. "I imagine all of you touching me simultaneously. Not just physically, but... connecting with me. Seeing me not as a professor or a collection vessel or a project, but as..."

"A man," Jynni supplied softly when he faltered.

Benedict nodded, grateful for her understanding. "Yes. A man. With all four of you... your mouths on different parts of my body. Tess taking me inside her, as she described. Lynari's lips around me. Jynni holding me, grounding me. And Mira..."

He looked up, meeting the crimson succubus's intense gaze. "Mira guiding us all, directing the energy, showing me how to channel it properly."

His blue candle had stabilized as he spoke, burning with a clearer, steadier flame than before. Something in the act of voicing his desires had centered him, connecting him more firmly to the ritual space and to the women around him.

Mira nodded once, acknowledging his contribution without commentary. Then she rose to her feet, moving to stand at the edge of the pentagram, her perfect posture casting a long shadow across the chalk lines.

"In our shared fantasy," she said, her aristocratic voice carrying an undercurrent of heat that belied her cool exterior, "I am directing the scene, orchestrating the pleasure of all participants to create perfect harmonic resonance." Her crimson fingers traced patterns in the air that left faint trails of light. "I am mounted above the Professor's face, my thighs framing his vision, my essence flowing down his throat as he drinks deeply of me."

The clinical precision of her language only heightened the erotic impact of her words. Her black candle remained steady, but the flame had taken on an intensity that seemed to draw light from the surrounding air.

"I issue commands that each of you yearns to obey," she continued, her gaze sweeping over them like a physical touch. "Not from a place of dominance, but from perfect knowledge of what each of you needs to reach transcendence. I see every desire, acknowledge every fear, and weave them together into a tapestry of mutual pleasure that elevates us all."

As Mira completed her contribution, Benedict looked around the pentagram at each woman in turn. Tess was grinning, her earlier teasing transformed into something more genuine as she winked at him, acknowledging his blush without mocking it. Lynari trembled visibly, but with anticipation rather than fear, her wings occasionally unfurling slightly before she consciously folded them again. Jynni's eyes flickered toward Benedict protectively, but her expression had softened, responding to the honesty of his fantasy.

The candles before each of them had changed—still distinct in their colors, but now burning with more similar heights and intensities. Something had shifted in the chamber's atmosphere, a tentative harmony forming where before there had been only individual notes.

"Good," Mira said, surveying their progress with satisfaction. "The fantasy is taking shape. Now we must begin aligning our bodies as we have begun aligning our minds."

***

Mira moved to the center of the pentagram, her movements fluid and precise as she knelt on the stone floor. The chalk lines seemed to pulse around her, responding to her proximity like a living thing awakening to touch. "The Sympathetic Resonance Ritual requires not just mental alignment but physical synchronization," she explained, her hands forming shapes in the air that left faint traces of crimson light. "Our bodies must respond as one—breathing, arousal, climax, all perfectly timed."

She gestured for them to move closer, drawing them in from the points of the pentagram until they formed a tight circle at its center, their knees almost touching. The candles at the periphery responded to their movement, flames stretching toward them as if reluctant to be left behind.

"We begin with breath," Mira said, placing one hand on her diaphragm. "The most fundamental rhythm of existence. Inhale for four counts, hold for two, exhale for six. Focus on the sensation of air filling your lungs, on the expansion and contraction of your body."

Benedict followed her example, surprised at how difficult it was to control something as simple as breathing. His first attempts were shallow and uneven, his exhausted body struggling to maintain the pattern Mira demonstrated.

"Again," Mira instructed, her own breathing so perfect it seemed effortless. "Feel the others around you. Listen to the sound of their breath. Synchronize."

They tried again, the room filling with the soft sound of collective inhalation and exhalation. The candles around the pentagram began to respond, their flames rising and falling in rhythm with the group's breathing. On the third attempt, Benedict felt something shift—a subtle alignment, as if his lungs had suddenly remembered how to work in concert with others.

"Better," Mira acknowledged, her crimson eyes moving from face to face, assessing their progress. "Now we add touch. Simple contact to establish physical resonance."

She demonstrated by placing her hand on Lynari's shoulder, the touch light but deliberate. "Maintain the breathing pattern while establishing contact. Feel the other person's rhythm through your palm. Allow your bodies to communicate."

They shifted slightly, reaching out to each other with hesitant hands. Jynni's small fingers wrapped around Benedict's wrist, her touch warm and grounding. His other hand found Lynari's forearm, her lavender skin surprisingly hot beneath his palm. Tess grasped his shoulder from behind, her grip firmer than necessary, her breath tickling his ear as she leaned close. Mira completed the circuit, one hand on Benedict's knee, the other on Tess's arm.

Connected in this web of touch, their breathing gradually aligned with greater ease. Benedict felt a strange sensation building in his chest—a warmth that expanded with each inhalation, flowing down his arms into his fingertips, then cycling back through the points where others touched him. The candles burned steadier now, their flames reaching the same height despite their different colors.

"Your bodies are beginning to recognize each other," Mira observed, satisfaction evident in her voice. "Now we deepen the connection through shared arousal. Return to your cushions."

They moved back to their positions, the loss of physical contact leaving Benedict feeling strangely bereft. The momentary harmony they'd achieved faded, the candles flickering irregularly again as they settled onto their cushions.

"The next exercise," Mira continued, her tone matter-of-fact despite the subject matter, "requires self-pleasure while maintaining our shared breathing rhythm. Each of you will touch yourself while focusing on specific elements of our constructed fantasy. The goal is not climax but synchronization of arousal states."

Tess snorted softly. "So we're all going to masturbate together but not come? That sounds like torture, not preparation."

"Precisely," Mira confirmed, untroubled by the interruption. "The ritual requires perfect control. We must be able to reach the edge together and cross it simultaneously."

She positioned herself elegantly on her black cushion, adjusting her uniform to allow access without fully disrobing. "Begin with the breathing pattern. Once established, incorporate touch. Focus on the fantasy element you contributed."

Benedict hesitated, acutely aware of four women preparing to pleasure themselves around him. Despite everything they'd shared verbally, despite the explicit nature of their planning, this physical demonstration felt more intimate, more revealing. His hand moved to his lap, resting uncertainly on his robes.

Across from him, Tess had already hiked up her skirt without a trace of self-consciousness, her fingers disappearing beneath her underwear with practiced ease. Her yellow eyes remained fixed on Benedict, her lips curving into a smile as she matched her movements to their shared breathing pattern.

To his right, Jynni had opened her pink administrative jacket, one hand slipping inside to caress her breast while the other traced lazy circles over her fishnets. Her eyes remained on Benedict, her movements synchronized not just with the breathing rhythm but with his own hesitant touches.

Lynari surprised him most. Despite her earlier nervousness, she had adjusted her position with scholarly precision, her wings spread slightly behind her for balance as one hand moved beneath her skirt. Her eyes remained closed, her breathing perfectly controlled, her entire being focused on maintaining the shared rhythm.

Mira began a soft count, her voice providing structure to their movements. "Inhale—two—three—four—hold—two—exhale—two—three—four—five—six." Her own hand moved between her legs with elegant efficiency, her expression unchanged save for a slight darkening of her crimson skin.

Benedict finally relented, allowing his hand to press against his growing arousal through his robes. The simple touch sent a jolt through him that nearly broke his breathing pattern. After days of Zira's clinical tortures and the constant pressure of quota failure, this consensual exploration felt startlingly intense.

Tess deliberately moaned louder than necessary on the next exhalation, the sound cutting through the rhythmic breathing and making Benedict's concentration falter. His blue candle flickered wildly, falling out of sync with the others.

"Focus, Professor," Mira admonished, not unkindly. "Maintain the pattern regardless of distraction."

He redoubled his efforts, matching his breathing to Mira's count while allowing his hand to establish a complementary rhythm. The sensation built slowly, warmth spreading through his lower belly as his exhausted body remembered how to respond to pleasure without fear of measurement or failure.

Lynari, surprisingly, maintained perfect focus despite the flush spreading across her cheeks and down her neck. Her violet candle burned steady and strong, her breathing never wavering despite the visible signs of her arousal.

Jynni kept glancing at Benedict, adjusting her pace to match his, her pink candle pulsing in perfect synchronization with his blue flame. Her free hand reached out, not quite touching him but bridging the space between them with intent.

As the minutes passed, the air in the chamber grew heavy with the scent of arousal, the sounds of breathing occasionally punctuated by soft gasps or muffled moans. The candles around the pentagram burned brighter, their flames reaching toward each other as if trying to merge across the space.

Just as Benedict felt himself approaching a dangerous threshold, Mira's voice cut through the haze of pleasure. "Stop."

The command was simple but effective. Everyone froze, hands stilling but bodies still humming with unresolved tension. Benedict bit back a groan of frustration, his arousal pulsing painfully against his palm.

"In the ritual, we must climax simultaneously," Mira reminded them, her voice remarkably steady despite the flush that had spread across her cheekbones. "This requires precise control and awareness of each other's states."

Tess made a sound of pure frustration, flopping back onto her cushion. "This is worse than Zira's enhancement torture," she complained, though without real heat. "At least she eventually let you come."

"Again," Mira instructed, ignoring the outburst. "From the beginning. Establish the breath, then touch, then stop when I signal."

They repeated the exercise three more times, each round bringing them closer to synchronization before Mira called a halt. By the fourth attempt, Benedict could feel something remarkable happening—a resonance between their bodies, as if they were instruments being tuned to the same frequency. The candles burned with identical intensity now, their different colors the only distinction between them.

The chamber filled with frustrated groans when Mira called for them to stop for the final time. The air was thick with unfulfilled desire, heavy with the collective scent of their arousal. Benedict's entire body ached with need, but beneath that physical frustration lay something more significant—a new awareness of the others, a sensitivity to their rhythms and responses that hadn't existed before.

"Excellent progress," Mira acknowledged, smoothing her uniform with hands that betrayed the slightest tremor. "Your bodies are learning to respond as one. Now we must fine-tune the fantasy, ensuring our mental alignment matches our physical synchronization."

***

The five of them gathered in a closer circle, their bodies still humming with frustrated arousal, cushions dragged to the center of the pentagram where the chalk lines intersected in complex patterns. Mira's usual imperious demeanor had softened almost imperceptibly, her perfect posture relaxed by the smallest degree as she regarded them with calculating eyes. "The physical acts are clear," she said, her voice carrying in the chamber's perfect acoustics, "but we need deeper connection for true resonance. Emotional honesty is as crucial as synchronized breathing."

Benedict shifted on his cushion, acutely aware of the vulnerability Mira was asking for. Sharing explicit fantasies had been challenging enough; sharing fears and insecurities felt somehow more exposing, more dangerous. Around him, the others showed similar hesitation—Lynari's wings drawing tighter around her shoulders, Jynni's fingers plucking nervously at her cushion's tassels, even Tess's usual smirk faltering slightly.

"What exactly do you mean by 'emotional honesty'?" Benedict asked, buying time as much as seeking clarification.

"The ritual requires complete surrender," Mira explained, her crimson hands folded primly in her lap. "Not just of body, but of self. Fears, doubts, hopes—all must be acknowledged and shared. Any emotional barrier becomes a weak point in the energy circuit."

Her gaze swept the circle, landing finally on Tess, who was uncharacteristically studying her own fingernails. "Perhaps you would demonstrate, Miss Clawthorne? What concerns lie beneath your considerable bravado?"

Tess's head snapped up, yellow eyes narrowing dangerously. For a moment, it seemed she might refuse outright or deflect with her usual sarcasm. But something in the chamber's atmosphere—perhaps the lingering intimacy of their shared arousal, perhaps the steady gaze of the others—seemed to make deception impossible.

"Fine," she muttered, crossing her arms over her chest in a posture that managed to look both defensive and challenging. "If you must know, I'm nervous about the public aspect of tomorrow's ritual. Happy now?"

The admission hung in the air, surprising in its simplicity and apparent contradiction to everything they knew about Tess. She shifted uncomfortably under their collective stare, her pink skin darkening along her cheekbones.

"You?" Benedict couldn't help asking. "But you've always been the most... exhibitionistic of the group. You suggested the public collection events in the first place."

Tess rolled her eyes, but the gesture lacked its usual edge. "Yeah, well, there's a difference between a quick public fuck to scandalize some first-years and being the centerpiece of a ritual that could either save or destroy all our magical abilities while the entire university watches." Her voice dropped slightly. "If we fail, it won't just be you who suffers, Professor. We'll all be humiliated. I've spent three years building my reputation here. The idea of becoming known as 'that pink disaster who couldn't even complete a basic resonance ritual' isn't exactly appealing."

Her red candle flickered wildly as she spoke, but rather than diminishing, it seemed to burn clearer, more honestly. The admission had cost her pride but strengthened her connection to the ritual space.

A small sound drew their attention to Lynari, who seemed to be gathering courage with each shaky breath. "I'm afraid I'll freeze," she whispered, her words barely audible despite the chamber's perfect acoustics. "When all eyes are on us, when the pressure is greatest... I'm afraid my mind will go blank and I'll forget everything we've practiced."

Her violet candle pulsed with each word, growing stronger rather than weaker with her confession. She adjusted her glasses with a trembling hand, wings fluttering nervously behind her.

"I've studied the theory extensively," she continued, her academic tone a thin veneer over genuine fear. "I know exactly how the energy should flow, how the connections should form. But knowing and doing are different things. In the moment, when it matters most, what if I can't translate theory into practice?"

Benedict felt a surge of empathy for the lavender succubus. How many times had he felt the same fear in his teaching career? The gap between understanding a concept and successfully conveying it to others, the terror of freezing before a classroom of expectant faces?

"I understand," he said softly, drawing everyone's attention. His blue candle flickered as he considered his own fears, weighing the cost of honesty against the necessity of vulnerability. "I'm afraid of letting you all down," he admitted finally, the words emerging with surprising ease once he'd begun. "You've risked so much to help me—your time, your energy, potentially your magical abilities. What if I'm not worth it? What if I can't channel the energy properly? What if I'm simply not enough?"

The question at the heart of his fear finally spoken aloud, Benedict felt a curious lightening in his chest, as if naming the fear had diminished its power. His blue candle burned steadier now, more honestly.

"All this time," he continued, unable to stop now that he'd begun, "I've felt like an impostor here—a human teacher pretending to understand succubus magic, a man struggling to meet quotas designed for beings with innate abilities I'll never possess. What if this ritual fails not because of any of you, but because I'm fundamentally inadequate for the task?"

The silence following his admission felt different from earlier hesitations—not awkward but contemplative, as if his honesty had created space for reflection rather than judgment.

A small hand found his, warm fingers interlacing with his own. Jynni looked up at him, her eyes clear and direct in a way they hadn't been during all their scheduled sessions and quota-focused interactions.

"You are enough," she said simply, squeezing his hand with surprising strength. "Not because of your quota or your production capacity or your ability to satisfy succubi techniques. You're enough because you care. Because you try. Because even now, facing impossible odds, you're willing to be vulnerable with us."

Her pink candle flared brightly, responding to the emotion in her voice. "I've been so focused on schedules and techniques that I forgot what matters most. Connection isn't built on perfect performance. It's built on moments like this—seeing each other honestly."

Benedict felt something shift in the chamber's atmosphere as their candles responded to this exchange, the flames growing more similar in height and intensity with each revelation. The chalk lines of the pentagram beneath them began to glow faintly, responding to their emotional alignment in a way they hadn't during the physical exercises.

"This," Mira said softly, her aristocratic voice warm with approval, "is precisely the connection the ritual requires." Her black candle burned perfectly steady now, neither growing nor diminishing but providing a constant against which the others could calibrate. "Fear acknowledged becomes fear defused. Doubt shared becomes doubt diminished."

She straightened, once again the formidable instructor, though something in her eyes remained softer than before. "Let us practice our breathing one final time, carrying these truths with us."

They settled into the familiar pattern—inhale for four, hold for two, exhale for six—but this time, the synchronization came almost effortlessly. Benedict felt connected to the others in a way that transcended the physical, as if their earlier admissions had created invisible bridges between them. The candles around the pentagram burned in perfect harmony now, their different colors the only distinction between flames of identical height and intensity.

When Mira finally signaled the end of their practice session, none of them moved immediately. Something precious and fragile had formed in the space between them, a connection too new to risk breaking with sudden movement.

"Rest tonight," Mira instructed as they finally gathered themselves to leave. "The ritual begins at noon tomorrow. Come with clear minds and open hearts."

They extinguished their candles and collected their things, moving toward the chamber door with a reluctance that surprised Benedict. Despite the discomfort of some moments, despite the vulnerability required, part of him didn't want to leave this space where honesty had been not just permitted but required.

As they filed out into the corridor, Benedict noticed how differently they interacted now—Tess's teasing had a gentler quality, her hip bump against his lacking its usual aggressive edge. Lynari met his eyes briefly, a small nod conveying understanding that needed no words. Jynni's protective hovering felt less anxious, more grounded in genuine connection. Even Mira's commanding presence seemed warmer, her instructions less imperious and more collaborative.

They walked back through Succubus University's labyrinthine corridors toward their separate quarters, each carrying a piece of their shared experience—no longer simply a professor and four succubi with a common problem, but five individuals connected by vulnerability and truth. Whatever tomorrow's ritual might bring, Benedict realized, they would face it not as desperate strangers thrown together by circumstance, but as something closer to friends, bound by secrets shared and fears acknowledged.

The thought brought him more comfort than any amount of planning or preparation could have provided.


Chapter 9

Night had settled over Succubus University like a velvet cloak, the moons of the pleasure dimension casting three distinct shadows through the windows of Benedict's lodge. The lamps inside burned low, their amber glow softening the anxious faces of the four women who had returned after barely an hour apart, drawn back by the magnetic pull of shared purpose and unspoken fear. Tomorrow would reshape all of their futures—a thought that hung in the air as palpably as the scent of the protection incense Lynari had insisted on burning in each corner of the room.

Jynni couldn't seem to stay still. Her small form moved in perpetual motion across the worn floorboards, pink hair falling from its usual pigtails with each sharp turn. She had abandoned her administrative jacket, wearing only a thin camisole that revealed the nervous flutter of her pulse at the base of her throat. Her path traced an irregular pentagon around the furniture, mimicking the ritual formation they would assume tomorrow, her fingers twisting and untwisting a strand of hair that had escaped its confines.

"What if we can't synchronize properly?" she finally burst out, coming to an abrupt halt before Benedict. Her voice trembled like a plucked string, higher than its usual chirpy register. "What if the mana backlash hurts you? The texts Lynari found mentioned permanent damage to human nervous systems in cases of resonance failure." Her eyes, wide and searching, fixed on his face with an intensity that made Benedict's chest tighten. "And those were humans with magical training. You don't even have basic protection circuits established."

Benedict reached for her hand, stilling its nervous movement with gentle pressure. "Jynni—"

"Please," Tess interjected from where she lounged across Benedict's reading chair, one leg draped over the armrest in a position that defied both gravity and modesty. Her pink skin seemed to glow in the lamplight, the deliberately provocative arrangement of her limbs at odds with the tightness around her eyes. "I could make the professor cum with both hands tied behind my back—which, by the way, we should try sometime. No fancy ritual required."

She stretched, arching her back in a way that drew attention to her curves, but Benedict noticed how her fingers gripped the chair's fabric, knuckles almost white with tension. She had changed into an outfit that seemed designed to distract—all strategic cutouts and barely-contained flesh—yet she kept adjusting the straps, tugging at the neckline, smoothing nonexistent wrinkles.

"Some of us don't need ancient rituals to get results," she continued, her voice carrying the sharp edge of bravado that Benedict had come to recognize as her particular shield against vulnerability. "A little specialized attention from me, and your meter would be overflowing." She winked, the gesture aggressive rather than playful. "The ritual is basically unnecessary foreplay."

Jynni turned toward her, frustration briefly overriding anxiety. "This isn't about your sexual prowess, Tess. It's about Benedict's safety—all of our safety." She moved closer to Benedict, her protective instincts visibly engaged. "The mana backlash from a failed resonance could permanently damage his ability to experience pleasure. Is that what you want?"

Tess rolled her eyes, but the gesture didn't reach the rest of her face, which remained tense. "Obviously not. I'm just saying we're overthinking this. Sex is sex. Magic is magic. Put them together, problem solved." Her fingers drummed a nervous rhythm against the armrest, betraying the confidence of her words.

A soft rustling drew their attention to the floor near the hearth, where Lynari sat cross-legged amidst a scatter of ancient scrolls. Her lavender skin looked almost translucent in the firelight, her oversized glasses reflecting the flames in twin rectangles that obscured her eyes. Her wings twitched behind her in erratic pulses, folding and unfolding like nervous butterflies. She clutched one scroll so tightly that the delicate parchment crinkled beneath her fingers.

"Everyone will be watching us," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the crackle of the fire. "Watching me." Her wings drew tighter around her shoulders, as if attempting to shield her from imagined scrutiny. "I've reviewed the historical accounts. Resonance rituals were public spectacles in the Third Dynasty. Hundreds of observers. Sometimes thousands."

Benedict moved toward her, kneeling beside her hunched form. "Lynari—"

"The Headmistress will be there," she continued, her eyes still fixed on the scroll though Benedict doubted she was actually reading it. "And the entire faculty. And students." Her wings fluttered more rapidly. "They'll all see if I freeze. If I can't perform the necessary acts. If I fail to achieve simultaneous climax."

Benedict gently eased the scroll from her clenched fingers before it could tear. "The chamber Mira secured only seats twenty at most," he reminded her, his voice steady despite the flutter of his own anxiety. "And they won't be focused on you individually. They'll be monitoring the ritual as a whole."

"Twenty people watching me attempt sexual congress," Lynari repeated, finally looking up at him, her eyes magnified to twice their size behind her glasses. "With precise positions and timing requirements. While attempting to maintain perfect mental synchronization with four other individuals." She swallowed audibly. "Statistically speaking, the probability of successful execution approaches zero."

Benedict moved between them all, a planet with three anxious moons in irregular orbit around him. His own fears pressed against his ribs from the inside, a cold weight that threatened to freeze him in place if he acknowledged it fully. Instead, he focused on each of them in turn, offering what reassurance he could without lying about the dangers ahead.

"I understand your concerns," he said, addressing all three but resting a hand on Lynari's trembling shoulder. "I share them. This ritual carries real risks, and pretending otherwise won't help us succeed." He looked at Tess, whose forced casualness couldn't hide the worry in her eyes. "And yes, Tess, perhaps there were simpler solutions that might have worked if we'd had more time. But we're here now, committed to this path."

Jynni moved to his side, small fingers finding his hand and squeezing with surprising strength. "We're just scared for you," she admitted, the protective fierceness in her voice softening. "If something happened to you because of us..."

"Nothing will happen that we don't face together," Benedict assured her, though his own conviction wavered beneath the weight of responsibility. His hands were numb with tension, but he felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as both fear and gratitude—fear of failing them, gratitude that they cared enough to be afraid for him.

"We've practiced," he continued, looking from face to face. "We've shared our fears. We've built a connection stronger than any I've felt since arriving at this university." He smiled slightly, the expression feeling stiff on his worried face. "If anyone can pull this off, it's us."

Lynari's wings relaxed slightly, no longer pressed quite so tightly against her back. Tess shifted in the chair, her posture losing some of its deliberate provocation as she tucked her legs underneath her. Jynni's pacing had stopped completely, her body angled toward Benedict like a flower seeking light.

"Besides," Benedict added, attempting a lightness he didn't entirely feel, "I'm in the hands of four exceptional women. What could possibly go wrong?"

Tess snorted, the sound startlingly genuine amid the tension. "Oh, I could list about seventeen things just off the top of my head," she said, but her yellow eyes had softened slightly. "Starting with 'total magical castration' and ending with 'dimensional implosion.'"

"Sixteen things," Lynari corrected automatically, her academic precision momentarily overriding her anxiety. "The probability of dimensional implosion is statistically negligible given our limited power input."

A bubble of surprised laughter escaped Jynni, the sound breaking the brittle tension like a stone through ice. "Well, that's reassuring," she said, wiping at her eyes. "Only sixteen potential catastrophes instead of seventeen."

They looked at each other, four anxious beings and their equally anxious human professor, bound together by desperation, determination, and the peculiar intimacy that comes from facing possible disaster as a unit rather than alone. Tomorrow would bring whatever it would bring. Tonight, at least, they had this—a circle of imperfect trust in a world that had given them few reasons to trust at all.

***

Throughout their anxious exchange, Mira had remained apart from the others, a crimson silhouette against the moonlit window. Where Jynni paced, Tess fidgeted, and Lynari trembled, Mira stood in perfect stillness, her obsidian hair falling like a curtain down her back, her profile carved from red stone. To the casual observer, she appeared untouched by the fears plaguing her companions—a pillar of aristocratic composure amid common chaos. But Benedict was no longer a casual observer, and in the subtle tension of her jawline, in the almost imperceptible flick of her tail, in the rhythmic tapping of her fingers against her thigh, he recognized the signs of her own carefully contained concern.

"We should gather the final components for tomorrow," Lynari announced, rolling her scrolls with trembling fingers. "The chalk mixture needs to set for at least six hours to achieve optimal conductivity."

Jynni nodded, her administrative efficiency temporarily overriding her anxiety. "I have access to the restricted supply cabinets. We'll need blessed salt from the pleasure plains and at least four ounces of crushed dragon crystal." Her small hand brushed Benedict's arm. "We won't be gone long."

"I'll make sure they don't get distracted arguing about proper measurement techniques," Tess added, pushing herself up from the chair with feline grace. "Last time these two went supply hunting, Lynari spent forty minutes explaining the difference between 'finely ground' and 'pulverized.'" Her yellow eyes flicked toward Mira, a question in them that received only the slightest nod in response.

The door closed behind them, leaving Benedict alone with Mira for the first time since she'd appeared with the ancient Codex. The sudden absence of the others' nervous energy made the lodge feel larger, emptier, the silence between them stretching like an uncharted territory neither quite knew how to navigate.

Benedict moved to the small sideboard, pouring two glasses of the amber liquid that Jynni had assured him was "just like whiskey, but with aphrodisiac properties you'll barely notice." He approached Mira, offering her one of the glasses.

"Thank you," he said simply, the words inadequate vessels for the complex gratitude he felt. "For finding this loophole. For helping us."

Mira accepted the glass, her perfect nails clicking against the crystal. She didn't drink immediately, instead studying the liquid as if divining secrets in its depths. "The ritual is not a loophole," she corrected, her aristocratic voice softer than usual in the quiet room. "It's an ancient tradition the Standardization Committee found too powerful to control, so they buried it in regulations and warnings instead."

She took a small sip, her crimson throat working as she swallowed. When she looked up at Benedict, something in her gaze had shifted—the carefully maintained barrier of superiority momentarily lowered to reveal deeper waters beneath.

"I have my own reasons for wanting this audit to end," she admitted, turning back toward the window where the triple moons of the pleasure dimension painted the university grounds in competing shades of silver, amber, and blue. "Not all of us enjoy Gina's... attention."

The confession hung in the air between them, unexpected in its candor. Benedict waited, sensing there was more beneath the surface of those carefully chosen words.

"Gina has certain ideas about how succubi of my lineage should behave," Mira continued after a moment, her voice carrying a subtle edge Benedict had never heard before. "About the courts we should aspire to join, the alliances we should form." Her fingers resumed their rhythmic tapping against her thigh. "She has made herself useful to the Headmistress, and thus believes she has the right to determine others' paths."

Benedict nodded, understanding dawning like a slow sunrise. "And your path doesn't align with her vision?"

Mira's lips curved into a smile that carried no warmth. "My ambitions extend beyond becoming another ornament in the Court of Eternal Seduction." Her tail flicked once, sharply, the only outward sign of the emotion behind her measured words. "There are older courts, deeper magics. Traditions of power that have nothing to do with how effectively one can extract pleasure from unwitting partners."

She turned to face him fully, her crimson eyes meeting his with unexpected directness. "The Sympathetic Resonance Ritual is one such tradition. It doesn't rely on manipulation or coercion. It requires genuine connection, mutual surrender." The hand not holding the glass curled into a fist at her side. "It is everything the current administration devalues."

Benedict felt a shift in his understanding of Mira—no longer simply the aristocratic succubus who had deigned to help him, but a woman navigating her own restrictions, fighting her own battles against a system that sought to narrow her potential to a single, predetermined path.

"You're using my crisis as a demonstration," he said, the realization coming without judgment. "Proving the value of older approaches."

Mira inclined her head slightly. "Your needs and mine happened to align." Then, in a rare moment of complete honesty, she added, "But I would not have suggested this ritual if I didn't believe it could succeed. I would not risk four others for a mere political statement."

The admission of care, however obliquely expressed, created a bridge between them—professor and student, human and succubus, both caught in systems not of their making, both seeking something beyond what was readily offered.

"We'll make it work," Benedict said, the promise emerging from somewhere deeper than mere hope. "Together."

Mira met his gaze directly, her usual confidence momentarily giving way to vulnerability so subtle it would have been invisible to anyone who hadn't seen her control a ritual chamber with nothing but her voice and will. "Yes," she agreed softly. "I believe we will."

The moment stretched between them, fragile and precious in its honesty—a connection formed not through the physical intimacy that permeated every corner of Succubus University, but through the rarer currency of mutual understanding and respect.

The spell was broken by Tess's voice calling from outside, sharp with impatience. "Mira! Get your aristocratic ass out here! Lynari says the sigil chalk won't mix properly without your 'resonant energy signature,' whatever the hell that means!"

Mira's composure settled back over her like a familiar cloak, but something in her eyes remained different—a door once opened that couldn't be completely closed again. She set her barely touched glass on the windowsill with precise movements.

"Duty calls," she said, her voice returning to its usual cultivated tone. But as she passed Benedict on her way to the door, her crimson fingers briefly touched his arm—a gesture so quick it might have been imagined, yet carrying the weight of everything unspoken between them.

***

A sharp knock shattered the moment—three precise impacts delivered with enough force to make the wooden door rattle in its frame. Before Benedict could move to answer it, the door swung open with theatrical force, revealing Gina Lux silhouetted in the hallway light. She wore a skintight administrative uniform altered to resemble something from a dominatrix's professional wardrobe—all strategic cutouts and aggressive tailoring, with thigh-high boots that creaked as she stepped uninvited into the lodge. Her platinum blonde hair bounced with calculated perfection, not a strand daring to fall out of place as she surveyed the room with the practiced eye of a predator assessing particularly disappointing prey.

"Pre-ritual inspection!" she announced, her voice carrying a cheerfulness that matched nothing in her sharp eyes. She strutted into the center of the room, heels striking the floorboards with deliberate force, each step a small exercise in dominance. "The Headmistress sends her regards and her... particular interest in your preparations."

Benedict's stomach clenched at her appearance, his momentary connection with Mira evaporating like morning dew under harsh sunlight. He'd barely formed a response when the door opened again to reveal Jynni, Tess, and Lynari returning with arms full of ritual supplies. They froze in the doorway, a tableau of dismay framed by the wooden arch.

Gina's smile widened at their evident discomfort. "Perfect timing," she purred, turning in a slow circle to take in all five of them. "The gang's all here for their final assessment."

She pulled a Personal Mana Meter from a pouch at her hip—not Benedict's familiar device but an administrative version with enhanced tracking functions. It hummed to life in her hand, projecting a holographic display that filled the air with scrolling numbers and pulsing bars, all glowing an angry red.

"Still woefully under quota, Professor," Gina observed, sauntering toward Benedict with exaggerated hip movements. The Meter beeped ominously as she held it near his chest, the display flickering with readings that made her eyebrows rise in mock concern. "Actually, your numbers have declined further since yesterday. Tsk tsk." She clicked her tongue against her teeth, the sound sharp in the tense silence. "One might almost think you're not trying."

She brushed against him deliberately as she circled around, her body heat radiating through the thin material of her modified uniform. The contact was brief but invasive, leaving a cloying scent of expensive perfume and malice in its wake.

"And what have we here?" she asked, moving toward the supplies the others had just brought in. Her fingers trailed across the ritual components spread on Benedict's desk, lifting a small pouch of iridescent powder and holding it to the light with theatrical skepticism. "Dragon crystal? Ambitious. And expensive." She let the pouch drop unceremoniously back onto the desk. "I do hope no one accessed the restricted supply cabinets without proper authorization."

Jynni stepped forward, her small form visibly tense but her voice steady. "I have full access privileges as Faculty Integration Liaison," she stated, gathering the dropped pouch with careful hands. "All materials have been properly requisitioned and logged."

Gina's smile never reached her eyes. "Of course they have," she said, her tone suggesting exactly the opposite. "You've always been so... conscientious, Jynni." The name sounded like an insult in her mouth.

She moved to where Lynari stood partially hidden behind Tess, her lavender skin pale with anxiety. Gina picked up one of the ancient scrolls, unrolling it with deliberate carelessness that made Lynari wince visibly.

"Sympathetic Resonance?" Gina read aloud, her eyebrows rising in exaggerated surprise. "Really?" She laughed, the sound cold and cutting as she dropped the scroll, forcing Lynari to lunge forward to catch it before it hit the floor. "I've seen succubi with centuries more experience fail spectacularly at that. The Third Dynasty archives have some particularly graphic accounts of what happens when the resonance shatters." She tapped her chin in feigned thoughtfulness. "Didn't one practitioner end up with his genitals permanently phased into the pleasure dimension while the rest of him remained here? Most inconvenient."

Tess stepped slightly in front of Lynari, her yellow eyes narrowed in challenge. "We know what we're doing," she said, her usual bravado hardened into something sharper, more genuine in its defiance.

"Do you?" Gina asked, turning her attention to Tess with predatory focus. "I wasn't aware failed pleasure techniques were part of the standard curriculum." She reached out and flicked one of the small horns on Tess's head, an intimate liberty that made Tess's skin flush darker with suppressed anger. "Though I suppose you've never needed technique, have you? Just enthusiasm and that delightful flexibility."

Before Tess could respond, Gina had already moved on, her attention shifting to Mira, who had returned to her position by the window, her crimson face a study in controlled disdain.

"And the aristocrat slumming with the commoners," Gina observed, performing a mocking half-curtsey that emphasized the curves barely contained by her uniform. "How charitable of you to assist in this doomed endeavor, Miss Nox. I'm sure your family would be... fascinated by your choice of associates."

Mira's expression didn't change, but the temperature around her seemed to drop several degrees. "The Headmistress is aware of my participation," she replied, her voice carrying the weight of old nobility. "If you have concerns about the propriety of my actions, perhaps you should address them to her directly."

The mention of the Headmistress caused a brief flicker of something—caution, perhaps—to cross Gina's face before her mask of malicious confidence reasserted itself. She moved back to the center of the room, dragging one finger along Benedict's personal Mana Meter, which had been floating near his desk. The device shuddered at her touch, its purple glow dimming further.

"When you fail tomorrow—and you will fail—I'll be there to document every humiliating detail," she said, her eyes gleaming with a mixture of arousal and malice that made Benedict's skin crawl. "The Headmistress has requested comprehensive footage for the permanent record. I've taken the liberty of installing additional monitoring crystals in the ritual chamber." Her smile widened, revealing too-perfect teeth. "No angle will go unrecorded."

She moved toward the door with the same exaggerated swagger that had marked her entrance, pausing with one hand on the frame. "Sleep tight, Professor," she called over her shoulder, her gaze lingering on Benedict with hungry anticipation. "Tomorrow's performance will determine whether you stay... or whether Headmistress Thorne extracts what's left of your essence personally."

The door closed behind her with a surprisingly gentle click that somehow felt more threatening than if she had slammed it. The scent of her perfume lingered in the air like a toxic cloud, mingling with the protection incense to create a nauseating cocktail of opposing magics.

For several long moments, no one spoke. The only sounds were their collective heartbeats, audible in the heavy silence, and the soft pinging of Benedict's Mana Meter as it registered his spike of anxiety. Five pairs of eyes met in wordless communication, each person reading in the others' gaze the same mixture of dread and determination.

"Well," Tess finally said, her voice uncharacteristically subdued, "at least we know what we're up against."

"Total humiliation and magical castration if we fail," Lynari whispered, her wings drawn so tight against her back they were nearly invisible. "And Gina Lux's personal documentation of every moment."

Jynni moved closer to Benedict, her small hand finding his. "We won't fail," she said, with more conviction than any of them felt.

Mira's crimson gaze swept over them all, assessing, calculating. "Gina's visit was deliberate intimidation," she observed, her aristocratic composure firmly back in place. "A frightened opponent is an opponent already half-defeated."

"Then we refuse to be frightened," Benedict said, the words emerging more firmly than he had expected. His gaze moved from face to face, drawing strength from each of them even as they looked to him for reassurance. "Or at least, we refuse to let fear stop us."

The statement hung in the air between them, not quite a promise, not quite a prayer—but perhaps, in that moment, it was enough.


Chapter 10

The main campus quad of Succubus University transformed under the triple moons of noon, the usual sounds of academic life replaced by the hushed murmurs of hundreds of students and faculty who gathered in perfect concentric rings around the ritual circle. The air itself seemed charged, thick with anticipation and the faint scent of dragon crystal chalk that marked the elaborate patterns etched into the ancient stones of the central dais. Benedict's throat tightened as he watched the crowd grow, each new arrival another pair of eyes that would witness either his triumphant salvation or his humiliating failure.

From her stone balcony overlooking the quad, Headmistress Syllathe Thorne observed the proceedings with the cold detachment of a predator watching prey struggle in a trap of its own making. Her deep purple skin seemed to absorb the light around her, creating a shadow that extended beyond her physical form. She stood perfectly still, her razor-like wings folded behind her in precise angles, her hands resting on the balustrade with fingers splayed like pale violet spiders. Only her eyes moved, crimson irises tracking each development below with unnerving focus, revealing nothing of her thoughts or expectations.

At ground level, Gina Lux bustled about with exaggerated efficiency, her platinum blonde hair bouncing with each sharp movement as she positioned monitoring crystals around the perimeter of the ritual circle. Her tight admin uniform strained across her curves with each bend and stretch, deliberately drawing attention even as she affected professional concentration. The skepticism in her stance was unmistakable – shoulders slightly raised, head tilted at a condescending angle, lips pursed in anticipation of failure she clearly expected to document in excruciating detail.

"Final calibrations complete," she announced to no one in particular, her voice carrying just enough to reach the front rows of the audience. "All recording devices are set to capture every... detail." The pause was deliberate, her eyes flicking toward Benedict with predatory amusement as she adjusted a particularly invasive-looking crystal aimed directly at the center of the circle.

Benedict knelt at the heart of the intricately carved stone dais, his academic robes partially opened to reveal his chest, where faint markings had been painted in iridescent ink – conduit symbols to help channel the ritual energy. The morning had passed in a blur of preparations: ritual bathing in the sacred pools beneath the university, the careful application of the sigils by Lynari's trembling hands, Jynni's tearful reassurances as she helped him into the ceremonial garments. Now, exposed before what seemed like the entire university, his vulnerabilities were laid bare. His Personal Mana Meter hovered above him like a judgemental ghost, its purple light dim but steady, awaiting the transformation that would either save or destroy him.

His hands were numb with tension, but he felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as a complex mixture of fear, determination, and something deeper – the connection forged with the four women who had chosen to risk everything alongside him. He fixed his gaze on the ritual sigils beneath him rather than the watching crowd, drawing strength from the knowledge that he was not facing this alone.

From the four cardinal points of the quad, his companions approached simultaneously, their synchronized movement clearly rehearsed. Each wore ceremonial robes that caught the light in hypnotic patterns, the fabric shimmering with runic embroidery that seemed to move of its own accord, flowing like liquid magic across silk.

Mira advanced from the north, her crimson skin a stark contrast to the black and silver of her robes, which clung to her aristocratic frame with deliberate precision. Her obsidian hair had been woven with tiny crystal beads that captured light and refracted it in patterns that disoriented those who stared too long. Her expression carried the gravity of centuries of tradition, her eyes fixed on Benedict with unblinking focus.

From the east came Lynari, her lavender skin nearly translucent with nervous tension, her slight form almost swallowed by violet robes adorned with academic sigils. Her wings fluttered behind her in small, anxious movements that she visibly struggled to control, her glasses catching the light each time she adjusted them with trembling fingers. Yet beneath the nerves, there was unexpected strength in the set of her jaw, in the steady placement of each step.

Tess approached from the south, pink skin gleaming with what appeared to be a deliberate application of glitter that drew emphasis to her curves. Her red and gold robes had been altered to reveal more than they concealed, slits running up both thighs and a neckline that plunged dangerously low. She strutted rather than walked, making the ritual approach into a performance, her yellow eyes challenging anyone to look away.

From the west, Jynni moved with uncharacteristic solemnity, her usually bouncy demeanor subdued into something more ritually appropriate. Her pink hair had been braided into a complex crown atop her head, and her robes – the same rose color as her administrative jacket – shimmered with protective runes that pulsed gently with each step she took. Her eyes never left Benedict, her expression a silent promise of support.

As they reached the edge of the dais, Mira stepped forward first, her voice cutting through the expectant silence with crisp authority. "We begin the Ritual of Sympathetic Resonance," she announced, pitched to carry to the farthest spectator without seeming to shout. "Those present will observe in silence. Any disruption to the energy field may result in catastrophic feedback."

She turned to her companions, her voice softening but losing none of its command. "Remember what we practiced. Focus on the shared fantasy, not the audience." The instruction carried intimate weight, a reminder of their night of vulnerability and preparation that now seemed impossibly distant under the weight of hundreds of watching eyes.

The four women took their positions at the points of the pentagram etched into the stone, each standing on a precisely carved sigil that corresponded to their magical signature. Benedict remained at the center, his heartbeat visible in the pulse at his throat as he prepared to become the conduit for forces he barely understood.

"Establish the boundary," Mira instructed, and as one, the four women knelt and pressed their palms to the outermost circle of the ritual design.

The response was immediate and dramatic. The containment sigils etched into the ground flared to life, pale violet light rushing along the chalk lines like liquid lightning, connecting each participant in a web of arcane energy that rose to form a dome of translucent magic over the entire ritual space. The crowd gasped collectively, many backing up a step as the barrier solidified, separating the ritual participants from the watching world with a veil that distorted sight just enough to create the illusion of privacy while still allowing observation.

Within the dome, the air grew instantly warmer, thicker, charged with potential that prickled against exposed skin. Benedict took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the moment settle on his shoulders like a physical burden. Outside, the crowd's whispers faded to hushed anticipation. Inside, five hearts beat with increasing synchronicity as they prepared to risk everything on a ritual that hadn't been performed in centuries.

The final phase of preparation complete, Mira gave the slightest nod. It was time to begin.

***

Inside the translucent dome of magic, the world beyond seemed to fade to insignificance. Mira took a centering breath, her crimson hands rising in a fluid gesture that invited the others to follow her lead. "First, we synchronize," she intoned, her aristocratic voice carrying ritual weight. "Breathe as one. Feel your individual boundaries beginning to dissolve." Benedict closed his eyes, following her instruction, aware of the four women mirroring his actions around the circle – inhaling for four counts, holding for two, exhaling for six – the pattern they had practiced until it became second nature, until it felt like a single breath shared between five bodies.

The chalk lines connecting their positions began to glow with each synchronized exhale, tendrils of light pulsing like luminous veins beneath the stone. Outside the barrier, the crowd grew still, hundreds of eyes widening as the magical manifestation became visible even to those without arcane sight. Within the protective dome, however, the five participants had eyes only for each other, the watching crowd receding from awareness with each shared breath.

"Now," Mira commanded softly, "establish physical connection."

They moved as one entity, flowing from their positions toward Benedict in a choreographed approach that left him at the center of their attention. Jynni reached him first, her small hands settling on his shoulders from behind, thumbs pressing into knots of tension that seemed to dissolve at her touch. Her breath warmed the back of his neck as she leaned close, her body a comforting presence at his back.

"I'm here," she whispered, the words meant only for him despite the hundreds watching. "We all are."

Tess approached next, dropping to her knees before him with uncharacteristic grace before shifting to grip his thighs with confident hands. Her yellow eyes met his with familiar challenge, but beneath the bravado, he saw the focus they had practiced – the shared intention that transcended her usual performative sexuality. Her fingers pressed into his flesh, claiming and grounding at once.

Lynari's approach was the most hesitant, yet deliberately so, her steps measured as she positioned herself at his side. Her lavender hands settled on his chest, directly over the sigils painted there, and he felt a shock of something – not quite pleasure, not quite pain – as her touch activated the conduit markings. Their fingers brushed, and they felt a spark – static from the dry air, but it jolted them nonetheless.

Mira completed the circle, taking position before him. Unlike the others, she didn't touch him immediately. Instead, she stood in perfect stillness, her crimson eyes holding his in silent communion as the energy built around them. When she finally reached out, it was to place one finger beneath his chin, tilting his face up to meet her gaze fully. The simple touch carried the weight of command, of direction, establishing her role as guide through what was to come.

"The physical vessels must be prepared," she announced, her voice shifting to a ritual cadence that seemed to resonate within the dome. "Discard that which separates body from body, self from self."

As one, they began to disrobe. Benedict's ceremonial robes fell away under Jynni's gentle hands, revealing the full expanse of his chest, the sigils now glowing faintly against his skin. Tess shed her altered garments with practiced efficiency, each movement designed to entice as she revealed her pink skin inch by tantalizing inch. Lynari's disrobing was methodical yet somehow vulnerable, each layer removed with scholarly precision despite the flush darkening her lavender skin. Mira disrobed with regal deliberation, her crimson form emerging from black silk like a flame from darkness.

Benedict's Personal Mana Meter responded immediately to his body's reaction, the dim purple light flickering brighter as his arousal built. The sight of four beautiful women baring themselves before him – for him – would have been enough to prompt response on an ordinary day. But within the ritual circle, with the shared magic already beginning to flow between them, the effect was heightened beyond normal bounds. His cock hardened with surprising speed given his exhaustion of recent days, rising eager and ready between his thighs.

Mira nodded approvingly, one eyebrow arched in satisfaction. "Now, connect deeper. Remember our shared vision."

The words triggered the fantasy they had constructed together – the images and sensations they had described in exquisite detail during their preparation, the shared erotic vision that would guide them through the ritual. Benedict felt it bloom in his mind like a flower unfurling, and from the expressions on the women's faces, he knew they experienced it too – the same fantasy, the same desire, synchronized across five separate minds.

Lynari surprised everyone by moving first. The shy, scholarly succubus, who had trembled at the mere thought of public performance, slid forward with newfound confidence. Her glasses caught the light as she lowered herself between Benedict's thighs, her lavender hands steadying his hips with unexpected authority. When her mouth found him, Benedict gasped at the precision of her technique – the careful application of pressure, the measured movements of her tongue that betrayed hours of theoretical study transformed into startlingly effective practice.

"She's been studying," Tess observed with appreciative surprise, her yellow eyes widening as she watched Lynari work. "Who knew our little bookworm had such skills?"

Without waiting for response, Tess positioned herself above Benedict, her back to his face as she prepared to mount him in the reverse cowgirl position she had so explicitly described during their fantasy construction. Lynari relinquished her oral attentions just long enough for Tess to sink down onto Benedict's cock with a theatrical moan that carried to the farthest reaches of the watching crowd.

"Look at him filling me," Tess called out, her voice deliberately pitched to carry beyond the barrier. "Watch how my cunt stretches for him, how perfectly he fits inside me." She began to ride him with wild abandon, her pink body gleaming with sweat that caught the light of the ritual sigils below, her movements creating waves in the magical energy that pulsed around them.

Lynari, undeterred by Tess's performance, continued her ministrations, her clever tongue finding new territory to explore as Tess rode Benedict. The dual sensation – Tess's tight heat enveloping him, Lynari's precise attention to newly exposed areas – drew a groan from deep in Benedict's chest, a sound of pleasure that carried none of the performance anxiety that had plagued him during scheduled collections.

Jynni remained at his back, her small body pressed against him, supporting his weight as the others worked their magic upon him. Her lips found his ear, whispering encouragement that cut through the haze of sensation threatening to overwhelm him.

"You're doing beautifully," she murmured, her voice a lifeline to which he clung. "Feel how we move together, how our energies blend. This is nothing like Zira's clinical torture or Gina's forced quotas. This is connection, Benedict. Real and powerful."

Her hands caressed his chest, tracing the glowing sigils, reinforcing the conduit pathways that allowed energy to flow freely between all participants. Where her fingers passed, the markings brightened, the magic responding to her genuine care as much as to the technical correctness of her touch.

Throughout it all, Mira maintained her position of authority, alternating between directing the energy flow with crisp commands and positioning herself to receive Benedict's attention. When Tess shifted her angle, creating space without breaking her rhythm, Mira guided Benedict's fingers to her own core, showing him precisely how to touch her while maintaining the ritual's alignment.

"Here," she instructed, her crimson thighs parting to grant him access. "Feel the energy gathering. Direct it through this connection."

At other moments, she moved to straddle his face, her slick flowing over his tongue as she tasted the very magic that would save him, her thighs framing his vision as she continued to issue commands to the others. Even in this most vulnerable position, her voice never wavered, her control absolute as she guided the increasingly intense energy building between all five participants.

The crowd beyond the barrier had grown silent in collective awe, the skeptical murmurs replaced by hushed observation as the ritual visibly took hold. Within the dome, the air thickened with magic and musk, the scent of arousal and arcane power creating an intoxicating mixture that heightened every sensation. Sweat-slick bodies moved in perfect harmony, each touch, each taste, each thrust and response building upon the last in an escalating spiral of pleasure and power.

The chalk lines had begun to lift from the stone, rising in three-dimensional patterns that wrapped around their joined bodies like luminous ribbons, binding them together in an increasingly complex web of magical connection. Benedict's Personal Mana Meter flickered erratically overhead, struggling to measure the unprecedented energy flowing through its human subject.

They were no longer five separate beings engaged in a ritual. They were becoming something new, something unified – a perfect circuit of desire and magic, building toward a culmination that would change them all.

***

The magic manifested in earnest now, no longer confined to chalk lines and subtle glows but erupting into visible power that coiled around the five joined bodies. Ribbons of violet light wove between them, connecting Benedict to each woman with pulsing tendrils that thickened with every synchronized movement. These ethereal bonds traced the paths of pleasure between them – from Benedict's cock buried deep in Tess's pink body, from Lynari's clever tongue against his most sensitive places, from Jynni's nurturing hands across his chest, from Mira's commanding touch guiding them all. The runes around the circle responded to this building energy, their steady pulse quickening like a collective heartbeat, casting shifting shadows across the watching crowd.

The audience's murmurs had transformed completely. Where there had been skeptical whispers and prurient curiosity, now came gasps of genuine awe. Faculty members who had arrived expecting to witness an amusing failure leaned forward with professional interest, their academic detachment giving way to undisguised fascination. Students who had come for the spectacle of public sex found themselves witnessing something far more profound – a magical working of ancient power that resonated in their own bodies, awakening dormant connections to traditions long suppressed by standardized curricula.

Benedict's Personal Mana Meter provided the most visible evidence of the ritual's unprecedented success. The device, which had hovered dolefully at sub-quota levels for weeks, now climbed steadily upward, its purple light brightening to a vibrant violet that cast Benedict's sweat-slicked skin in otherworldly hues. The numerical display spun faster than eyes could track, numbers climbing beyond any recorded measurement in the University's recent history.

At the perimeter of the ritual space, Gina's carefully positioned monitoring equipment began to malfunction. Her primary Resonance Meter sparked violently, the crystal core vibrating at a frequency it wasn't designed to handle. Smoke curled from the base of her most invasive recording device as she lunged to adjust its settings, her expression shifting from smug skepticism to alarmed disbelief.

"Impossible," she hissed, frantically manipulating controls that no longer responded to her touch. "The energy output is exceeding maximum theoretical thresholds for human-succubi interaction." Another device emitted a high-pitched whine before shattering, sending crystal shards flying. Gina ducked, her perfect platinum hair falling into disarray as she scrambled to salvage her equipment, her composure cracking with each new failure.

Within the ritual circle, Benedict felt a profound shift overtaking him. The exhaustion that had plagued him for weeks, the constant drain of collection quotas and enhancement sessions, melted away beneath the flood of shared energy flowing through his body. For the first time since arriving at Succubus University, he felt not like a vessel being drained but like a conductor channeling power greater than himself – giving and receiving in equal measure, participating rather than merely enduring.

This newfound confidence expressed itself physically as Benedict took more active control of the interactions. His hands found Tess's hips, gripping with firm pressure as he began to guide her movements, no longer passive beneath her aggressive riding but meeting her rhythm with powerful upward thrusts that made her yellow eyes widen in pleased surprise.

"Look who's finding his power," Tess gasped, her head thrown back, pink skin flushed darker with exertion and arousal. Her hair was a wild tangle of white spikes, her body gleaming with sweat that seemed to capture and refract the magical light surrounding them. "Fuck yes, Professor. Show me what you've learned."

Lynari responded to this shift as well, her scholarly precision giving way to more intuitive pleasure as she continued her oral attentions. Her lavender hands stroked along his thighs, her wings unfurled behind her in involuntary display as she lost herself in the task, no longer overthinking or analyzing but simply feeling. When Benedict's hand found her hair, caressing appreciatively rather than directing, she hummed with pleasure against his skin, the vibration sending new waves of sensation through all their connected bodies.

Jynni remained his anchor, her small form pressed against his back, her gentle voice in his ear providing both encouragement and grounding. "That's it," she whispered, her hands tracing patterns across his chest that mirrored the violet light swirling around them. "Feel how perfectly we move together, how the energy flows through all of us and back to you."

Throughout it all, Mira maintained her role as conductor of this erotic symphony, though even her aristocratic composure showed signs of the ritual's intensity. Her crimson skin had darkened to deep burgundy along her cheekbones and the tips of her ears, her obsidian hair floating in tendrils around her face as if suspended in invisible currents. When Benedict met her gaze – now while she guided his fingers inside her, now while she positioned herself above his face – he saw not just command but communion, a shared purpose that transcended their usual roles of student and professor.

"The connection strengthens," Mira announced, her voice carrying a tremor that had nothing to do with weakness and everything to do with the power surging through her. "The resonance builds. Maintain focus on our shared vision."

The fantasy they had constructed together bloomed more vividly in all their minds – not just the physical configurations they had planned, but the emotional landscape they had created. The vulnerability they had shared during preparation, the fears acknowledged and accepted, the trust built through honest communion – all of it fed the ritual as surely as their physical joining, creating channels for energy to flow unimpeded.

Mira's instructions grew more urgent as the magic intensified. "Together now," she commanded, her voice carrying both authority and encouragement. "Build toward the peak. Hold nothing back."

The crowd gasped collectively as the ritual's visual manifestation grew more dramatic. The violet light connecting the participants had thickened into visible currents that spiraled around their joined bodies like living vines, pulsing in time with their shared pleasure. The containment sigils at the perimeter of the circle flared brighter with each passing moment, struggling to contain the raw power being generated within.

Benedict felt the approaching threshold both physically and magically – a tightening in his core, a gathering of energy that begged for release, yet needed to be held just a little longer, built just a little higher. Around him, he sensed the women experiencing the same building pressure, their bodies moving with increasing urgency yet maintaining the perfect synchronization that was the ritual's requirement.

Tess rode him with abandoned grace, her usual performative sexuality transformed into something more genuine as the magic wove through her. Her movements grew more fluid, more instinctive, her body responding not just to physical pleasure but to the current of energy that connected her to the others. Her usual taunts to the crowd fell away, replaced by genuine sounds of pleasure that harmonized with the magical frequencies building around them.

Lynari's initial hesitation had vanished completely, her academic approach to pleasure giving way to intuitive skill that surprised them all. Her wings spread fully behind her, creating currents in the visible magic that swirled around the ritual circle, patterns of energy following the movement of her lavender feathers as she lost herself in the shared experience.

Jynni's nurturing presence had become something more powerful – not just supporting but actively channeling, her small hands following the paths of energy across Benedict's skin, reinforcing the connections between all participants. Her usual bouncy enthusiasm had transformed into focused intensity, her pink hair escaping its braided crown to float around her face, lifted by the magical currents that filled the dome.

And Mira, always in control, always commanding, allowed herself to be swept up in the ritual's power even as she directed it. Her crimson hands shaped the flows of energy around them, her voice providing the structure their pleasure required, yet her own body responded with increasing abandon to the magic they collectively generated.

They moved now as a single entity, five bodies but one purpose, one rhythm, one building wave of pleasure and power. The quad filled with their combined moans and the crackling sound of pure Lust Mana accumulating within the ritual space – a sound like distant thunder, like breaking glass, like music played just beyond the range of normal hearing.

Outside the barrier, several students and faculty had begun to respond physically to the ritual's overflow, hands straying to collars that suddenly felt too tight, to thighs that pressed together seeking pressure, to lips that parted with unconscious desire. The air throughout the quad grew heavy with pheromones and magical discharge, creating a secondary circle of arousal that rippled outward from the ritual's epicenter.

Benedict's Personal Mana Meter spun wildly, its display a blur of climbing numbers that threatened to exceed the device's capacity to measure. The violet light connecting the five participants had become so bright it was almost painful to look at directly, pulsing with the rhythm of their synchronized breath and movement as they approached the final threshold together.

"Almost there," Mira called, her voice both commanding and breathless. "Gather the energy. Prepare for release. At my signal, we climax as one."

The magic crackled visibly between them now, arcs of pure Lust Mana leaping from body to body, connecting points of pleasure in complex geometric patterns that mirrored the most ancient forms of sexual magic. Benedict felt it building inside him, a pressure both physical and mystical that expanded beyond the confines of his human form, stretching to encompass the four women joined with him in this ancient dance of power and pleasure.

They stood at the precipice together, five beings unified in purpose, poised at the edge of a culmination that would transform them all.

***

"Now!" Mira's command cut through the crackling energy like a blade, the single word carrying the weight of ancient power. Five bodies tensed in perfect synchronization, five minds focused on a single point of shared fantasy, five souls momentarily merging as pleasure crested within them all simultaneously. Benedict felt his climax rip through him like lightning seeking ground – not the carefully measured release of quota collections or the clinical spurts of Zira's enhancement sessions, but a cataclysmic surrender that started at his core and expanded outward in waves that transcended his physical form. Around him, through him, with him, the four women reached their own peaks, their cries blending into a single harmonic note that resonated with the very frequency of the ritual circle.

Sperm bolted from him and into Tess, whose simultaneous orgasm shot the seed straight into Lynari’s hungry mouth, triggering her own pussy to clench in orgasmic revelry. Mira, at the mere though of triggering this eruption, gushed helplessly into Benedict’s mouth, his cock erupting fresh spurts at the taste. Tess rammed herself back down to collect another cunt-ful of him, and the whole sequence continued apace.

The Personal Mana Meter suspended above them could not contain the surge. It spun wildly for three frantic seconds, numbers climbing past anything ever recorded in the University's history, before shattering in a spectacular explosion of light and sound. Fragments of the device hung suspended in mid-air for a breathless moment, each piece glowing with concentrated magic before dissolving into particles of pure Lust Mana that rained down upon the participants like luminous snow.

The release sent a visible shockwave rippling outward, a circle of pure magical force that expanded beyond the ritual boundary and washed over the watching crowd like a tidal wave of sensation. Where it touched, it triggered involuntary response – gasps turned to moans, academic interest transformed to carnal hunger, casual observation became desperate need. Faculty members who had maintained professional detachment found themselves clutching colleagues with sudden urgency. Students who had come to gawk discovered their uniforms unbearably restrictive, hands moving to loosen buttons and find skin without conscious decision.

Nearest to the ritual circle, the effect was most dramatic. A succubus professor of Theoretical Pleasure Studies dropped to her knees with a cry, her wings unfurling to full extension as she climaxed without being touched. Three incubus teaching assistants who had been maintaining the crowd barrier abandoned their posts to tackle each other in a tangle of limbs and tails. A group of first-year students who had positioned themselves for the best view found themselves caught in a chain reaction of orgasms that left them clinging to each other, uniforms half-discarded, inhibitions entirely forgotten.

Gina Lux, who had been frantically adjusting her monitoring equipment, received the full force of the shockwave at point-blank range. Her primary Resonance Meter exploded in her hands, sending shards of crystal in all directions as the magical backlash knocked her backward onto the grass. She lay there, hair in disarray, uniform singed, one hand moving unconsciously to her clit as the Lust Mana penetrated her cynical defenses, her expression a complex mixture of professional outrage and unwilling arousal.

"Quota," she managed to gasp through gritted teeth, her body betraying her as she fought to maintain some semblance of administrative control, "spectacularly exceeded."

Even on her balcony, Headmistress Syllathe Thorne was not immune to the ritual's power. As the wave of energy reached her, her imperial posture faltered for the briefest moment, her hands gripping the stone balustrade with suddenly white knuckles. Her crimson eyes widened, the only visible crack in her composed façade, as the raw force of the ancient magic washed over her. For the span of three heartbeats, something like genuine emotion crossed her features – surprise, reluctant respect, perhaps even a flash of desire quickly suppressed. Then, with the self-control of centuries, she recomposed herself, offering a single, almost imperceptible nod of approval before turning away from the spectacle below, her razor wings folded tight against her back as she retreated into the shadows of her domain.

At the center of the ritual circle, the five participants collapsed into an exhausted, glistening heap. The violet light that had connected them pulsed one final time before sinking into their skin, leaving faint traces like luminous tattoos that mapped the paths energy had taken between them – a hand print on Benedict's chest where Lynari had touched him, spiral patterns around Tess's thighs where his fingers had gripped her, a perfect outline of Mira's lips against his throat, delicate traceries across his back where Jynni had anchored him throughout.

Benedict lay at the center, his body simultaneously drained and vibrating with residual energy. The women curled around him in various states of blissful exhaustion – Tess sprawled bonelessly across his legs, her usual frenetic energy temporarily spent; Lynari nestled against his side, her wings draped protectively over both of them; Jynni curled against his chest, her small form rising and falling with each breath he took; and Mira, composed even in collapse, her crimson hand still resting on his shoulder in a gesture both possessive and approving.

The containment sigils that had formed the boundary of the ritual space had burned away completely, leaving smoking patterns etched permanently into the ancient stones of the quad. Where perfect circles and precise geometric patterns had been drawn in dragon crystal chalk, now ran irregular, organic designs – whorls and spirals that resembled nothing so much as five bodies caught in the moment of shared ecstasy, a permanent record of their connection burned into the very foundation of Succubus University.

Around them, the crowd had transformed from observers into participants in their own bacchanalian celebration. The ritual's success had triggered a spontaneous outpouring of energy that manifested in the most natural way for the denizens of the pleasure dimension – through physical connection. What had begun as an academic demonstration had evolved into a full-scale orgy that spread across the quad like wildfire. Students and faculty alike abandoned pretense and protocol, seeking partners or groups with desperate urgency as the residual Lust Mana continued to pulse through the air.

Uniforms lay discarded across the grass, abandoned in haste. Bodies of every color and configuration twined together on benches, against trees, across walkways that had moments before been maintained with academic propriety. Sounds of pleasure echoed from every corner of the quad – moans and gasps and declarations that would have been scandalous on an ordinary day but now seemed like the only appropriate response to what they had witnessed.

At the ritual's epicenter, Benedict stirred first, his consciousness returning gradually to find himself surrounded by the four women who had risked everything to help him. Their bodies were marked with the same faint luminous patterns that covered his own skin – temporary tattoos left by the magic they had channeled together. He felt different in ways he couldn't immediately articulate – not just physically satisfied in a way that Zira's clinical collections had never achieved, but fundamentally altered, as if the channels the ritual had opened within him remained accessible, a new awareness of energy and connection that hadn't existed before.

A university administrator, his uniform disheveled and bearing evidence of enthusiastic participation in the post-ritual celebrations, stumbled toward the central dais with what appeared to be the official quota ledger clutched in one hand. He wavered at the edge of the stone platform, blinking at the five intertwined figures as if struggling to remember his purpose. Finally, with visible effort, he consulted the ledger, now glowing with automated calculations.

"Professor Horne," he announced, his voice cracking with lingering arousal, "your quota has been..." He squinted at the numbers, which appeared to be still climbing despite the Mana Meter's destruction. "Well, the exact figure is still calculating, but the preliminary assessment indicates you've exceeded requirements by approximately..." He turned the ledger sideways, as if the number might make more sense from another angle. "Eight thousand seven hundred and forty-two percent."

From her undignified position on the grass, Gina managed to push herself to a sitting position, her immaculate uniform now torn in strategic places, her platinum hair wild around her flushed face. "Impossible," she muttered, though the evidence was literally etched into the stone around her. Her hand remained between her thighs, her body responding to the lingering magic despite her administrative indignation. "The contract specified–"

"Contract fulfilled," Benedict murmured, his voice hoarse but carrying a new authority that silenced even Gina's protests. "With interest."

Around him, the four women stirred, their exhaustion giving way to satisfied awareness of what they had accomplished together. Their hands found each other, fingers intertwining in a smaller echo of the connection they had shared at the ritual's peak – five individuals changed forever by a moment of perfect synchronicity, bound by an experience that transcended the physical, magical, and emotional boundaries that had separated them before.

The quad continued to resound with celebration, faculty and students alike abandoning the last vestiges of academic restraint. But at the center of it all, Benedict and the four women who had saved him shared a moment of private victory, a silent acknowledgment that what they had created together was more profound than quota requirements or administrative expectations – a genuine connection that had rewritten the rules of what was possible at Succubus University.


Chapter 11

The triple moons of the pleasure dimension cast their peculiar light across Succubus University's central walkway, painting the cobblestones in competing shades of silver, amber, and blue. Benedict Horne strolled between ancient oak trees whose branches curved like beckoning fingers, their leaves rustling with whispers that might have been just wind or might have been something more sentient. Three days ago, such thoughts would have sent a spike of anxiety through him. Today, he merely smiled, hands tucked casually in the pockets of his academic robes, his shoulders relaxed in a way they hadn't been since his accidental arrival in this dimension.

The campus architecture, which had once seemed designed specifically to unnerve him, now revealed its beauty beneath its strangeness. Spires that appeared to fold in on themselves in defiance of Euclidean geometry glowed with embedded runes that pulsed in time with the magical currents flowing beneath the ground. Archways moaned softly when students passed beneath them, a feature that had initially made Benedict blush furiously but now registered as merely another quirk of his extraordinary workplace. Even the statues—anatomically impossible figures locked in various acts of pleasure—seemed less like pornography and more like the historical artifacts they truly were, testament to centuries of succubi cultural development.

A group of third-year students lounged at the edge of a fountain shaped like intertwined bodies, water flowing from strategic orifices in an endless cycle that produced both musical splashing and suggestive sounds. When Benedict passed, their casual chatter paused, crimson and violet and emerald eyes tracking his movement with new interest.

"Professor Horne," one called, rising to offer a formal bow that would have been unthinkable a week ago. "Congratulations on your historic achievement."

Benedict nodded his acknowledgment, offering a smile that came easily now. "Thank you. Though I hardly did it alone."

They tittered in response, their laughter musical but carrying none of the predatory edge that had once characterized student interactions with him. One whispered something to another, who blushed a deeper shade of green, but their gazes held respect alongside the customary hunger. As Benedict continued his walk, he heard fragments of their resumed conversation—"eight thousand percent," and "reshaping the entire energy field," and "Professor Thorne's face when—" before distance rendered their voices indistinct.

His hand moved unconsciously to his belt, where for months the Personal Mana Meter had hung like an external conscience, constantly reminding him of his inadequacies. The empty space where it had been represented more than just freedom from quotas; it symbolized his transformation from desperate outsider to established faculty, from hunted to—well, not quite hunter, but at least an equal player in Succubus University's complex ecosystem. The floating device had been officially decommissioned during a brief ceremony in Headmistress Thorne's office, its broken components presented to him in a black velvet box as a "memento of historical significance."

Near the library steps, a faculty member who had previously avoided eye contact now offered a collegial nod. "Professor," she acknowledged, her wings extending slightly in a gesture of respect. "The Department of Theoretical Pleasure Studies is considering adding your ritual to next semester's advanced curriculum. Perhaps you'd consider giving a guest lecture?"

"I'd be delighted," Benedict replied, surprised by how much he meant it. Teaching had always been his passion, but only now did he feel he had something uniquely valuable to offer this institution.

He continued his walk, passing couples and groups engaged in activities that would have been criminally indecent in his home dimension. A succubus and incubus pair writhed against a wall whose stone actually rippled to accommodate their movement, creating perfect support for their impossible positions. Three students of indeterminate species lay tangled on the grass, their limbs creating patterns that seemed to mirror the constellation visible in the afternoon sky. From an open window came sounds of pleasure so intense that nearby plants visibly strained toward the source, their stems elongating as if desperate to witness the activities within.

None of this flustered Benedict as it once had. The omnipresent scent of arousal—that mixture of cinnamon, ozone, and musk that permeated every corner of campus—no longer registered as overwhelming or foreign. It was simply the olfactory signature of his new home, as familiar now as the smell of chalk dust had been in his former classroom on Earth.

His path took him across the central quad, where the stone dais still stood. The chalk patterns of the ritual had burned away, replaced by permanent etchings in the ancient stone—whorls and spirals that resembled five bodies caught in the moment of shared ecstasy. Students sat around it now, some sketching the patterns in notebooks, others simply trailing fingers along the markings as if hoping to absorb some residual energy. A small plaque had been installed at the edge, though Benedict deliberately avoided reading it. Some things were too personal to be reduced to academic notation, even in a place where privacy was a theoretical concept at best.

Gina Lux was conspicuously absent from the administrative offices he passed. Rumors suggested she had been reassigned to the Remote Collection Outpost in the Seventh Pleasure Realm—a position that kept her technically employed but effectively banished from campus. Benedict felt no satisfaction in this news, only a quiet relief that her particular brand of bureaucratic malice would no longer feature in his daily life.

As he completed his circuit of the main campus, Benedict paused at a point that offered a panoramic view of Succubus University in all its impossible glory. His hands were warm, and he felt a lightness in his chest, a comfortable heat that he recognized as belonging. Not the desperate need to fit in that had characterized his early days, but a genuine sense of place, of having carved out a position that was uniquely his.

A year ago, he had been grading biology tests in a stuffy public school classroom. Today, he stood as the first human to successfully complete a Sympathetic Resonance Ritual in centuries, a professor whose very existence challenged Succubus University's established hierarchies. The thought brought not anxiety but a quiet amusement. Whatever challenges lay ahead—and in this place, there would always be challenges—Benedict Horne faced them now not as a victim of circumstance but as a man who had found unexpected strength in the most unlikely of dimensions.

***

The library of Succubus University stretched before Benedict like a sentient cathedral of forbidden knowledge, its spires twisting into impossible shapes that somehow managed to look both ancient and obscene. Stained glass windows depicted historical scenes of pleasure rituals with an attention to detail that bordered on instructional, casting colorful patterns across the stone steps where students lounged with books that occasionally moaned when pages were turned too roughly. Benedict climbed the broad stairs with purpose, a stack of research materials tucked under one arm—texts on human-succubi magical interfacing that had been mysteriously delivered to his lodge each morning since the ritual, their margins filled with crimson notations he recognized as Mira's precise handwriting.

"Professor Horne!" The voice cut through the academic hush like a blade wrapped in velvet. "Working so hard when you should be enjoying your celebrity status?"

A flash of pink skin and white hair materialized beside him as Tess Clawthorne inserted herself between Benedict and the library doors with characteristic lack of subtlety. She wore her uniform—or what the administration charitably allowed to pass as one—with strategic modifications that emphasized every curve. A new addition dangled from her neck: a small crystalline pendant that caught the light whenever she moved, drawing attention to the considerable cleavage beneath it.

"Some of us," Benedict replied with an ease that would have been impossible a week ago, "actually find research enjoyable, Miss Clawthorne."

"Mmm, I bet you do." Tess draped herself across his arm with practiced grace, her body heat radiating through his robes. "But surely the star of the Great Orgasm Revolution could spare a few minutes for his adoring fans?" Her yellow eyes gleamed with mischief as she pressed against him, her tail curling around his wrist in a gesture that was both possessive and playful. "Who knew humans had such... capacity, Professor? The way you kept going, even after the third wave of energy discharge? Impressive."

Before Benedict could respond, a soft clearing of throat announced another presence. Lynari Vell stood a few steps below them, her lavender skin looking almost translucent in the library's reflected light. She clutched a stack of books to her chest like a shield, but where before she might have stared at the ground or Benedict's left ear, now she met his gaze directly, holding it for several seconds before a blush darkened her cheeks.

"Professor Horne," she acknowledged, her voice soft but steadier than he remembered. "I hope I'm not interrupting."

"You absolutely are," Tess declared without heat, shifting to make space on the step but not relinquishing her hold on Benedict's arm. "But since when has that stopped you, bookworm?"

Lynari adjusted her glasses with one finger, the gesture familiar but somehow more deliberate, less nervous. "Your application of the Sympathetic Resonance theory was academically brilliant, Professor Horne," she said, ignoring Tess's commentary entirely. "The way you channeled the divergent energy signatures through complementary pathways rather than forcing convergence..." She trailed off, her wings fluttering briefly behind her in what Benedict now recognized as excitement rather than anxiety. "I've been researching other potential applications, if you'd be interested in... discussing them sometime."

The invitation hung in the air, laden with meaning that went beyond academic interest without quite crossing into proposition. It was a new balance from Lynari, whose previous interactions with Benedict had oscillated between scholarly distance and reluctant participation in collection activities.

"I'd welcome your insights," Benedict replied, noting with interest how her wings extended slightly at his response. "Perhaps during my office hours tomorrow?"

"Or you could both cut the academic foreplay and admit what you really want," Tess interjected, her sharp canines visible in her grin. "Our little ritual changed things, didn't it? None of us can quite go back to how it was before." She traced a finger along Benedict's forearm, following the invisible path where magical energy had flowed during their connection. "We've all been... inside each other, in ways that transcend the physical."

For once, her provocative statement carried no mockery, only an unexpected depth of perception that made both Benedict and Lynari look at her with new respect.

"That's actually a remarkably accurate assessment of post-ritual energetic bonding," Lynari admitted, surprising them both. "The Ancient Compendium of Regulatory Practices mentions 'persistent psychic tethering' as a side effect of successful resonance work."

A group of students passed by, their conversation faltering as they recognized the trio. Benedict caught fragments of their whispered exchange—"ritual participants," and "completely restructured the magical field," and something about "Professor Horne's unprecedented control." One bold incubus student offered Benedict a gesture that, in succubus culture, signified both congratulations and an unmistakable invitation, should he ever wish to explore further connections.

"Your fan club grows by the day," Tess observed, her yellow eyes tracking the departing students with predatory amusement. "Last night in the dormitory common room, three second-years were arguing over who could best replicate your energy channeling technique." She squeezed his arm appreciatively. "I may have demonstrated a few moves firsthand. You know, for educational purposes."

"I'm sure your instructional methods were thorough," Benedict replied dryly, extracting his arm from her grasp with gentle firmness.

"They always are," Tess agreed, unperturbed. "Though none of my students achieve quite the same... results you did." Her expression shifted, playfulness giving way to something more genuine. "Not that anyone could. What happened in that circle was—"

"Unprecedented," Lynari supplied when Tess faltered, her academic precision filling the emotional gap. "Statistically singular, according to the Theoretical Pleasure Studies Department's analysis."

The three of them stood in momentary silence, connected by memories that defied the university's usual categories of academic or carnal. What they had shared with Mira and Jynni during the ritual existed in a space beyond either classification—a genuine merger of souls and bodies that had left subtle but permanent marks on each of them.

"I should return these before my evening lecture," Benedict said finally, nodding to the books under his arm. "But I appreciate the update on my... celebrity status."

"Anytime, Professor." Tess winked, backing away with uncharacteristic respect for his stated purpose. "My door's always open if you need any... additional data points." She stretched deliberately, her uniform straining across her curves. "For science, of course."

"And my research notes will be ready for our meeting tomorrow," Lynari added, her voice carrying new confidence despite the blush that still colored her cheeks. "I've identified several potential applications for the energy pathways we established during the ritual."

As they parted ways, Benedict nodded to both women—a gesture that acknowledged both the professional and personal connections that now bound them together. He resumed his climb toward the library entrance, aware of their eyes following him but no longer discomfited by their attention. Where once he had felt hunted, cornered by desires he couldn't satisfy and expectations he couldn't meet, now he walked with the steady assurance of a man who understood his place in this strange world.

Through the stained glass above the library door, colored light fell across his face—crimson, violet, amber, green—the spectrum of succubi magic illuminating the first human professor to earn his position not through desperate compliance but through genuine contribution to an ancient magical tradition. The books under his arm suddenly felt lighter, their knowledge no longer an intimidating foreign language but a text he was learning to read with increasing fluency.

***

The Faculty Lounge occupied the entire western wing of the Administration Tower, its windows enchanted to show whatever view would most soothe the occupant who gazed through them. Today, Benedict saw rolling hills beneath an autumn sky—not the impossible geography of the pleasure dimension, but something closer to his home world, a small mercy that made him wonder if the windows responded to unspoken needs rather than conscious desires. He navigated between plush armchairs where professors in various states of academic dishevelment graded papers or dozed, past tables where heated debates about magical theory were conducted in whispers sharp enough to draw blood. And there, in the furthest corner where shadows gathered despite the magical lighting that should have banished them, sat Mira Nox.

She didn't look up when he entered, her attention fixed on an ancient text whose pages seemed to absorb light rather than reflect it. Her crimson fingers turned each leaf with deliberate care, her obsidian hair falling in a perfect curtain that obscured her face from casual observation. Only when Benedict had traversed half the room did she lift her gaze, acknowledging him with a nod so slight it might have been imagined—yet in the subtle inclination of her head resided an entire vocabulary of greeting that would have been lost on anyone who hadn't shared what they had shared.

Benedict paused at the refreshment table, where a teapot shaped like intertwined lovers poured steaming liquid into cups that hummed with pleasure when filled. He selected a blend that smelled of cinnamon and something deeper, more primal—a faculty specialty that supposedly enhanced mental acuity while subtly stimulating other faculties that might be exercised later. The tendrils of steam caressed his face like ghostly fingers as he carried the cup toward Mira's corner, his approach neither hurried nor hesitant.

Three faculty members watched his trajectory with undisguised interest. A succubus professor of Historical Pleasure Techniques whispered something to her colleague, their eyes tracking Benedict's movement with the calculated assessment of scholars observing an unexpected phenomenon. The recent ritual had transformed him from departmental curiosity to academic case study, his interactions now worthy of the same analysis typically reserved for ancient texts or rare magical manifestations.

"Professor Horne," Mira acknowledged as he reached her table, her aristocratic voice pitched precisely to carry no further than his ears. "I trust you're adjusting to your newfound status."

"Day by day," Benedict replied, taking the seat across from her without waiting for invitation. They had moved beyond such formalities. "Though I'd prefer slightly less scrutiny from the Theoretical Applications Department. Their latest survey included questions about my childhood pets and sleeping positions."

A ghost of amusement touched Mira's crimson lips, gone so quickly it might have been a trick of the light. "Academic curiosity can be... invasive." Her fingers arranged themselves with deliberate precision on the ancient text before her, drawing his attention to the title: "Pre-Standardization Energy Exchange Between Disparate Magical Species." "They seek patterns to explain what they witnessed, unable to accept that some phenomena transcend their narrow theoretical frameworks."

Something in her tone carried deeper meaning—not just commentary on their colleagues' limited understanding, but acknowledgment of what had passed between all five ritual participants, something too profound to be captured in academic surveys or theoretical models.

"And you?" Benedict asked, noting how her crimson skin caught the light differently now, as if the ritual had altered some fundamental property of her being. "Has the experience affected your... standing?"

Mira's expression remained impassive, but her tail—normally controlled with aristocratic precision—flicked once against the leg of her chair. "My family has sent seventeen messages demanding explanation. The Court of Eternal Seduction has rescinded an invitation they previously considered irrevocable." She looked directly at him then, her crimson eyes holding something that might, in anyone else, have resembled satisfaction. "Their disapproval suggests we've disrupted something significant."

The "we" hung between them, weighted with implication. Not just the five ritual participants, but specifically the two of them—human professor and aristocratic succubus, unlikely allies whose collaboration had challenged centuries of established practice.

With movements so natural they appeared coincidental, Mira slid a piece of parchment across the table. It looked ancient, its edges crumbling slightly, covered in script so elaborate it seemed more art than language. Her fingers brushed his as he accepted it, the contact brief but deliberate, sending a current of warmth up his arm that echoed their ritual connection.

"Some research that might interest you, Professor," she said, her usual cool demeanor softened by the barest degree. "For your eyes only."

Benedict glanced at the parchment, recognizing diagrams of human-succubus energy bonds alongside Mira's precise annotations. In the margins, written in ink that seemed to shift colors as he watched, were references to applications beyond anything discussed in standard curriculum—techniques that blurred the boundaries between separate beings, creating connections that transcended physical limitations.

Across the lounge, the faculty observers had abandoned pretense, their attention now openly fixed on this unexpected pairing. Benedict heard fragments of their speculation—"aristocratic rebellion" and "human resilience" and "unprecedented magical compatibility." Their whispers carried equal parts academic interest and social calculation, as positions and alliances throughout the university adjusted to accommodate this new dynamic.

"The Headmistress has approved my proposal for an independent study course," Mira continued, her voice still pitched for privacy. "Alternative Approaches to Cross-Species Energy Exchange. Should you wish to contribute, there would be significant latitude for... experimental methodology."

The invitation carried layers of meaning—professional collaboration, continued exploration of the connection they had established, alliance against those who would maintain the rigid hierarchies that had nearly destroyed Benedict and stifled Mira's broader ambitions.

"I'd be honored," Benedict replied, carefully folding the parchment and tucking it into his robe. "Though I imagine some departments might object to further disruption of established practices."

Mira's lips curved into the barest suggestion of a smile. "Let them object. We've demonstrated rather conclusively which approaches generate superior results."

They sat in comfortable silence then, sipping their tea while the faculty lounge buzzed with speculation around them. In this quiet corner, they maintained appropriate professional distance while communicating volumes through subtle glances and the occasional brush of fingers against cups or books. Benedict marveled at how much had changed—how the intimidating, aloof Mira Nox had become perhaps his most significant ally in this strange dimension, how easily they now communicated without words.

When they finally parted ways, it was with the minimum of formalities required by their public setting. Mira gathered her materials with elegant efficiency, inclining her head in a farewell that appeared coldly proper to outside observers but which Benedict now recognized as containing genuine acknowledgment.

"Until our next discussion, Professor," she said, her voice carrying just enough to satisfy potential eavesdroppers.

What remained unspoken—their shared understanding, their mutual respect, their alliance against the restricting forces of tradition—hung in the air between them, invisible but undeniable, like the magical currents that flowed beneath the university's foundations.

***

The spiral staircase to the Headmistress's tower twisted like a corkscrew through reality itself, each step seeming to carry Benedict further from the known dimensions into rarefied space that belonged exclusively to Syllathe Thorne. The stone beneath his feet grew progressively darker as he ascended, from merely black at the base to a depth of shadow at the summit that seemed to absorb light rather than merely lack it. Unlike his previous summons, when each step had felt like approaching execution, Benedict climbed with steady purpose, his breathing even, his posture upright. The door at the top—carved from wood so ancient it had petrified into something closer to obsidian—swung open at his approach, either sensing his arrival or responding to the Headmistress's will.

The office beyond defied ordinary concepts of interior space. Ceiling beams arched impossibly high, supporting a dome that appeared to contain actual stars in slow orbital paths. Bookshelves stretched from floor to whatever might be called a ceiling, their contents radiating power that made the air thick with potential—ancient texts bound in materials Benedict preferred not to identify, scrolls sealed with wax that occasionally shifted position as if uncomfortable, and crystalline orbs that contained what appeared to be miniature weather systems or perhaps trapped souls. The massive desk dominating the center of the room had been carved from a single piece of volcanic glass, its surface so perfectly polished it reflected everything above it while somehow revealing nothing.

Behind this imposing barrier sat Headmistress Syllathe Thorne, her deep purple skin absorbing the strange light that filtered through windows overlooking a geography that couldn't possibly exist outside the tower—landscapes that shifted between pleasure gardens, volcanic wastes, and what might have been the surface of some alien moon. Her razor-like wings were folded with precise geometry against her back, her hands steepled before her in a gesture that managed to appear both contemplative and vaguely threatening.

"Professor Horne," she acknowledged, her voice carrying the weight of centuries. "Punctual, as always." She gestured to the chair opposite her desk—an ornate construction whose cushion sighed with what sounded disturbingly like pleasure when Benedict lowered himself onto it.

"Headmistress," he replied, matching her formal tone. On her desk sat a perfect crystal replica of the ritual patterns that had been burned into the quad stones, rotating slowly above a base of polished bone. Next to it lay what appeared to be the official audit results, the parchment glowing faintly with numbers that continually adjusted themselves as if the calculations remained ongoing.

"I've reviewed the aftermath of what the student body has taken to calling 'The Great Mana Surge,'" she began, crimson eyes studying him with clinical interest. "The energetic discharge registered on monitoring equipment as far as the Third Pleasure Realm. The Succubus High Council has sent seventeen official inquiries." A ghost of something that might have been amusement touched her lips. "And the Personal Mana Meter you destroyed was apparently the last prototype from the Ancient Standardization Era. Quite irreplaceable."

Benedict maintained eye contact, neither apologizing nor expressing concern. "The ritual produced unexpected results," he acknowledged.

"Indeed." The Headmistress's razor-thin eyebrow arched slightly. "Your... unconventional solution proved effective, Professor Horne. The Sympathetic Resonance Ritual hasn't been successfully performed in centuries." Her fingers traced the edge of the crystal model, following the whorls that represented the energy patterns generated during the ritual's peak. "Most attempts ended in the participants' obliteration or permanent magical impairment."

"We were properly motivated," Benedict replied, a deliberate understatement that drew something almost resembling a smile from the imposing succubus.

"Necessity breeding innovation," she agreed, leaning back in her throne-like chair. "A principle too often forgotten in academic settings where tradition calcifies into dogma." Her wings shifted slightly, the movement drawing attention to the ancient texts displayed on the wall behind her—historical accounts of pleasure magic that predated standardized practices. "The university was established to explore all aspects of pleasure magic, not merely to refine techniques that proved temporarily effective."

The statement carried unexpected weight, a hint that perhaps the Headmistress herself had reservations about the rigid structures that had nearly driven Benedict to failure. It aligned with comments Mira had made about older courts, deeper magics, traditions of power that had been sidelined by current administration.

"Your contract has been revised," Thorne continued, sliding a document across the obsidian desktop. "Given your unprecedented contribution to our understanding of human-succubus energy exchange, the collection quota requirements have been rendered obsolete. Instead, you will continue your cross-species cultural education role with expanded research authority and faculty privileges."

Benedict accepted the contract, noting how different it was from the hastily signed document that had trapped him in this dimension months ago. Where that agreement had been deliberately vague, designed to entangle him in escalating obligations, this one specified clear responsibilities and equivalent rights within the university's magical hierarchy.

"There are other areas where your unique perspective might prove valuable," the Headmistress added, her crimson gaze calculating but no longer dismissive. "The standardization of pleasure magic over recent centuries has produced efficient results but diminishing innovations. Your ritual demonstrated what becomes possible when practitioners step outside established methodologies."

She rose from her chair, moving to the windows that overlooked impossible landscapes. Her wings cast knife-edge shadows across the floor as she gestured toward the vista. "Succubus University was founded on principles of exploration and discovery. We were not meant to be merely a training ground for courtesans and pleasure servants, but a center of magical advancement that happens to specialize in carnal applications."

The Headmistress turned back to face him, her expression revealing nothing yet somehow communicating more than her words. "There are institutional matters—longstanding practices, entrenched hierarchies—that may benefit from reassessment. Your outsider perspective, combined with your now-demonstrated magical compatibility, presents... opportunities."

Benedict sensed currents running beneath this conversation—political dimensions within the university and perhaps the broader succubus society that he was only beginning to glimpse. The Headmistress, he realized, was not merely acknowledging his achievement but actively recruiting him as an ally in some larger agenda of reform or restoration.

"I'm honored by your confidence," he said carefully, aware that in this realm, words carried binding power beyond their surface meaning.

Headmistress Thorne moved back to her desk with liquid grace that belied her imposing stature. "Honor is an interesting concept, Professor. In my experience, it's most useful when balanced with pragmatism." She extended her hand across the obsidian surface—a formal gesture that represented a significant shift in their professional relationship. "Succubus University values innovation, Professor. Even when it comes from... unexpected sources."

Their fingers brushed, and they felt a spark—not static from the dry air, but a brief magical connection that jolted them nonetheless. In that momentary contact, Benedict sensed the vast well of power that resided within the Headmistress, along with something less expected—a genuine curiosity about what other surprises this human professor might bring to her ancient institution.

"I look forward to further unexpected sources," Benedict replied as he withdrew his hand, maintaining the formal tone while acknowledging the unspoken alliance being proposed.

As he descended the spiral staircase minutes later, the steps somehow less dizzying than before, Benedict considered the peculiar turn his interdimensional teaching career had taken. From desperate quota-fulfilling to potential institutional reformer in the span of a single ritual—it was a trajectory as impossible as the geometry of Succubus University itself, yet somehow perfectly fitting for a place where pleasure and power intertwined in ways his human education had never prepared him to understand.

***

Dusk draped itself across Succubus University like a lover's satisfied sigh, the triple moons rising in staggered formation to paint the impossible spires in competing shades of silver, amber, and blue. Benedict's footsteps echoed along the cobblestone path leading to his lodge, the day's series of revelations—from his casual campus stroll to his unexpected alliance with the Headmistress—settling into his thoughts like sediment in a stream, forming new patterns that would take time to fully interpret. The windows of his lodge glowed with warm light he hadn't left burning, and as he pushed open the door, the familiar scent of cinnamon incense and something uniquely Jynni welcomed him home.

She stood by his desk, arranging what appeared to be freshly delivered academic journals into neat stacks. Her pink hair fell loose around her shoulders rather than in the bouncy pigtails she'd favored before the ritual, and she wore a simple dress rather than her administrative uniform—small changes that somehow signified larger shifts in their dynamic. When she turned at his entrance, her smile carried none of the manic enthusiasm that had characterized their early interactions, but something warmer, more genuine.

"Busy day?" she asked, crossing the room to greet him with a kiss that lingered just long enough to communicate desire without immediately devolving into the frantic serviceability that had once defined her approach. "The entire administrative department is buzzing about your meeting with the Headmistress."

"News travels fast," Benedict observed, setting down his satchel and shrugging off his academic robes. The casual domesticity of the moment struck him—how naturally they had fallen into this pattern, how different it felt from the choreographed interactions of their pre-ritual relationship.

"It's my job to know things," Jynni reminded him with a playful tap to his chest. "Well, one of my jobs. My official title is evolving." She moved to the small kitchenette, where a teapot simmered on the enchanted heating element. "Administrative Liaison for Interdimensional Faculty has a nice ring to it, doesn't it? The Headmistress created the position this afternoon."

Benedict accepted the cup she offered, their fingers brushing in a contact that carried warmth beyond the physical. "Sounds less suggestive than Faculty Integration Liaison," he noted with a smile.

"Oh, I'll still handle your integration needs," Jynni assured him with a wink, her old enthusiasm bubbling through the new composure. "Just with more dignity and an actual salary now." She tucked herself against his side with comfortable familiarity, guiding him toward the window that overlooked the university grounds. "Come see the view. It's spectacular tonight."

They stood together in comfortable silence, his arm around her waist, her head resting against his shoulder. Below them, Succubus University's chaotic architecture glowed with magical light, spires twisting into impossible shapes against the night sky, courtyards filled with students whose activities ranged from scholarly to scandalous, often simultaneously. The familiar sounds of pleasure drifted up—moans and laughter and the occasional mystical incantation gone adorably wrong, producing puffs of pink smoke or sudden showers of flower petals.

"I never thought I'd actually enjoy this place," Benedict admitted, watching the impossible architecture shimmer against the twilight. "When I first arrived and realized where I was... what was expected of me..."

"You were adorably terrified," Jynni finished for him, looking up with affection rather than mockery. "Your face when Tess first propositioned you in the orientation session—I thought you might actually faint."

"I nearly did," he confessed, remembering his first overwhelming days with a mixture of embarrassment and nostalgia. "Everything was so... much. The sounds, the smells, the constant sexual energy."

Jynni's hand found his, her fingers intertwining with comfortable familiarity. "And now?"

"Now it feels... not normal, exactly. I'm not sure this place could ever feel normal." He glanced down at her, at the genuine interest in her eyes that had always been there beneath the manic enthusiasm of her assigned role. "But it feels like somewhere I belong, in a strange way. Somewhere I can contribute something meaningful."

On a shelf across the room, the broken Personal Mana Meter sat like a museum piece, its shattered components carefully arranged in the black velvet box the Headmistress had presented during the decommissioning ceremony. The device that had once ruled his every waking moment now reduced to a curiosity, a conversation piece, a reminder of challenges overcome.

"The third-years have started a petition," Jynni informed him, following his gaze to the broken meter. "They want you to teach an elective on human-succubus resonance techniques. Apparently, your approach to pleasure magic makes more sense to them than centuries of traditional instruction."

"I'm not sure I have a formal approach," Benedict admitted. "I was mostly trying not to get banished back to Earth with my molecules inside out."

"That's exactly why it works," Jynni insisted, turning to face him fully. "You approached pleasure as connection rather than technique, as mutual exchange rather than extraction. Do you realize how revolutionary that is here? For centuries, succubi have been taught that pleasure is power to be taken, energy to be harvested."

Her small hands framed his face with surprising strength, her eyes bright with conviction. "You showed them another way. That's why the students talk about you differently now. That's why Mira allies with you openly. That's why even the Headmistress sees value in your perspective."

Benedict blinked down at her, surprised by the passion in her voice. This was yet another side of Jynni he was discovering—the perceptive observer beneath the cheerful admin, the insightful partner beneath the eager pleaser.

"And what about you?" he asked, his hands settling on her waist with comfortable familiarity. "Has my revolutionary approach changed how you see me too?"

Jynni's smile softened, her eyes holding his with none of the desperate need to please that had characterized their early interactions. "I always saw you, Benedict. Even when I was bouncing around with my color-coded schedules and my overeager assistance." She rose on tiptoes, bringing her face closer to his. "I just wasn't allowed to show it. Faculty Integration Liaisons aren't supposed to have favorites... or feelings."

"And now?" he prompted, drawing her closer.

"And now I never thought I'd be more than just your Faculty Integration Liaison," she replied, her hand sliding beneath his robe with playful intent. "But here we are—you revolutionizing pleasure magic, me with an actual administrative title, both of us breaking all sorts of interdimensional fraternization protocols."

Her fingers found skin, and the contact sent a pleasant shiver through him—not the desperate hunger of quota pressure, but something more genuine, more connected. "The Erotic Ethics Committee will have kittens," she added with obvious delight at the prospect.

"Let them," Benedict murmured, pulling her toward the bed with gentle insistence. Despite the long day, despite the meetings and revelations and reorganization of his entire position at the university, he found himself energized by her presence, by the genuine connection that had emerged from what began as an assigned service relationship.

As they fell together onto the sheets, Benedict couldn't help but smile at the strange trajectory that had brought him here—from terrified human teacher to conduit of ancient pleasure magic, from quota-bound collection subject to respected faculty innovator. Whatever insane challenges Succubus University might throw at him next, he now faced them with confidence born of survival and success, with allies ranging from aristocratic succubi to the Headmistress herself, and with this surprising, evolving partnership with the woman who had first welcomed him to this impossible dimension.

Outside the window, the triple moons aligned briefly, their combined light casting a moment of perfect clarity across the shifting architecture of Succubus University. Benedict caught this celestial coincidence from the corner of his eye as Jynni's lips found his neck, and it struck him as an appropriate metaphor for his place in this world—multiple realities aligning to create something new, something unexpected, something with power and potential beyond what any single tradition could have predicted.


Thank You!

If my story helped you get where you're going this evening, please make my day special and let me know with an Amazon review!




Until next time!
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