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Introduction

There are universities, and then there is Succubus University—a place that sits in the folds between worlds, tethered to every dimension that’s ever known pleasure, desire, mischief, or the kind of laughter that happens when someone trips into a cuddle-pile and decides not to get up again. It is a campus built not on stone, but on sensation: the walls hum with memory, the floorboards purr when stepped on, and the lecture halls have seen more enthusiastic demonstrations than any syllabus could formally approve.

Here, magic is a living current that winds through every hallway, warm and indulgent. Students specialise in the sciences of seduction and the mathematics of desire; professors teach classes where theory must wrestle constantly with practice; and nobody ever pretends the place is normal. It isn’t meant to be. Succubus University is a joyful anomaly—a sanctuary where pleasure is study, connection is power, and chaos is just another learning opportunity.

And once a year, everything gets dialled up to eleven.

Across every realm tied to the Pleasure Dimension—across timelines, species, realities, and worlds that have never even agreed on the colour of the sky—one date stands out. Whatever they call it, however they celebrate it, however many limbs they happen to have at the time, midwinter is always sacred. A cosmic alignment occurs, ancient and inexplicable, when the boundaries between desire and magic thin until they shimmer. And when that day arrives, one event rises above all others.

The Christmas Orgy.

It is part festival, part tradition, part spectacularly undignified holiday celebration attended by visiting delegations, overeager undergrads, former enemies, occasional deities, and one extremely overworked Headmistress who tries her best every year to keep things “within safety parameters,” usually moments before collapsing into her consort’s arms and laughing at herself.

The Orgy lasts twenty-four hours. The campus transforms into a glowing maze of indulgence and exhilaration. There are songs, cheers, enchanted snowstorms, dubious biscuits, and more questionable decision-making than any responsible adult should attempt to supervise.

But that is half the charm.

And then there is the game.

Every Christmas Orgy, one guest is chosen as the Mole—a brave, unlucky soul tasked with lasting the full twenty-four hours without surrendering to the tidal wave of sensory temptation flooding the campus. If they succeed, they win the SU Key, a magical pass granting year-round access to the university’s most coveted pleasures and privileges. Nobody has ever won. Not once. Not even close. The students are very proud of this. Possibly too proud.

This year, one professor decides he’s had enough of their smug certainty.

And so begins a holiday story of accidental heroism, enthusiastic chaos, cross-species diplomacy, dramatic misunderstandings, festive misbehaviour, and one determined faculty member who just wants to knock the arrogance out of his graduating class by helping a trembling fae diplomat survive the most overwhelming day of their life.

Meanwhile, Headmistress Jynni Smalls has her own delightful challenges to face—delegation greetings, meticulous preparations, magical overstimulation, and an administrative assistant whose enthusiasm outpaces both her competence and her dignity.

It is a warm, messy, affectionate story. A celebration. A Christmas special in the truest sense.

And like all things at Succubus University, it is best enjoyed with an open mind, an adventurous spirit, and absolutely no expectations of good behaviour.

Welcome back to SU.

Happy Christmas.

And good luck to the Mole.


CHAPTER ONE

The morning’s first business: master the blackboard without getting distracted by the way the wall, sleek as a lover’s thigh, seemed to ripple at his touch.

Benedict Horne, mid-30s, tired-eyed but iron-spirited, took up the pointer in his right hand. A resetting of his glasses—habitual, dignified, borderline theatrical—marked the start of the hour. The students, all graduate level (meaning older, cockier, and fifty-nine percent more reckless than even the undergrads) sprawled on enchanted ottomans, across partner-flexing benches, or in one memorable case, balanced with hooves braced against the seminar table, tail cocked high in a show of pure academic cheek.

The subject of the day, neatly chalked at the head of the room—chalk, in this institution, being pink and faintly scented—read:

THE RELATIONSHIP BETWEEN EDGING & MAGICAL CUM DENSITY

Benedict eyed his flock and prepared himself. It had been a late night, but even a half-drained mana battery could still put on a proper lesson; and there wasn’t a professor in the whole university with more faith in his own stamina.

“Let’s begin,” he announced, tone crisp as a lapel, though the corners of his mouth wanted to twitch. “Before we review last week’s assignment, a brief recap: in this class, we are interested not just in output—but in optimal output. The difference between a merely functional orgasm and a—”

Here he was obliged to pause, because third row left (top student, second-most detentions for exhibitionism last quarter) was attempting to wedge a glowing, peppermint-striped object—yes, a candy-cane buttplug—between her twitching cheeks with all the poise of a world-class gymnast and the facial composure of a kitten about to get the cream.

He did not sigh. He simply cleared his throat. The sound echoed off the heat-reactive stone—little purrs of anticipation drifting from the archways as if the building itself liked to eavesdrop.

“—and a specimen of density capable of ward reinforcement, campus-wide mana surges, or even Carnal Council-level spellwork. That is to say: edging matters.”

A hand shot up—long fingers, nails painted with what looked suspiciously like spermatozoa in silhouette.

“Sir—Professor Horne—” (the goblet-bright voice belonged to the telekinetic in the fourth seat, who currently had a partner melting into the floor beside her, eyes rolling, knuckles whitening against the desk as something unseen pulsed and twisted just out of sight)—“is it true that if you edge a partner for twelve hours without release, the density of their cum increases by a factor of seven?”

Chaotic laughter. A few benches shifted, adjusting for sudden extra “weight.” In the back row, a cambion boy popped a gum bubble flavored like cinnamon and cunt, perking up for the answer.

Benedict’s glasses, once more, adjusted; his fingers smoothed his tie. One must stay the course.

“In point of fact, current literature suggests it is a logarithmic increase, not a linear. Twelve hours would approximate a 5.7 multiplier, assuming standard conditions and no magical amplification. But that does not account for hybrid stamina, magical interruption, or, ah—holiday implements.”

An appreciative ooh swept the class, a blend of respect and raunch.

Fifth seat, the show-off with the candy-cane, grunted and managed a celebratory wiggle. It was unclear whether the buttplug was advancing or retreating, but her tail lashed with steely determination.

The space itself did not help a man’s composure: every bench and table top in view bore the shimmer of micro-orgasms past, evidence of the “practice makes perfect” philosophy among this body of learners. Heatflame lamps sparked brighter whenever a moan slipped out, and the faintest current of cinnamon musk seemed to surge in time with the class’s arousal level.

Well, he’d seen worse. (Second week of last term, when the Scent-Sorcery undergrads brought a portable orgy pit into the lecture hall, he’d managed to wrap up an entire module on refractory period mathematics without once losing his place.)

He pressed on.

“So. If we examine the results of your Week Six experiments—average output, cumulative mana quotient, density per milliliter—can anyone tell me what the highest-producing group did differently from the control group?”

This was where the classroom ritual broke into pure, Succ U flavor: bodies writhing subtly, tails stroking at neighbors, soft groans and the whirr of magical toys forming the unofficial soundtrack of advanced academic inquiry.

From table five, a particularly perceptive lamia hissed, “Longer edge time, Professor! Two hours of total denial before permitted release!”

“Correct,” Benedict declared. “Extended edging precipitates a higher peak; each minute stalled increases mana saturation. However—” (and here he twirled the pointer with pedagogic flourish) “—there is a law of diminishing returns. Push your subject too far, and—”

But he was interrupted by a sharp cry—a blend of pleasure and comic frustration—from the second row. The candy-cane had, apparently, reached its goal.

The class applauded. The triumphant succubus made a gesture of academic pride—there may have been a wink.

A lesser instructor might have lost the thread. Benedict Horne merely gave an approving nod and set his sights on the next topic.

“Congratulations, Miss Dravza, on your, ah, holiday spirit. Now, if you’ll turn your attention to the simulation results projected on the board…”

(He did not look directly at the aftermath, but he couldn’t quite avoid seeing the faint trails of magical afterglow swirling around her tail.)

Next thirty minutes: a tug-of-war between theory and “participation.” Several more succubi attempted to outdo the previous demonstration, progressing from candy canes to—what was that?—a cleverly charmed gingerbread shank, which, to its user’s delight, left a faint glaze wherever it touched. The slow insertions progressed with the stately inevitability of a parade.

Fourth seat’s telekinetic really upped the ante, too. Her partner, flushed and barely upright, moaned through two “questions” about density modifiers and then, at last, slumped in an aura of post-orgasmic shimmer. The class, unfazed, absorbed this as part of the instructional environment.

One hand did tentatively rise from the far corner—a more shy cambion, blue-skinned and round-eyed—who asked: “Professor, what about students who…can’t edge? Or who lose focus?”

“Excellent question,” Benedict returned, “and one I urge you all to ponder for the coming assessment. Edge strategy is not universal. Each subject—”

A round of sniggers, because “subject” here could mean half the room—“—each subject exhibits different thresholds. It is the mark of a skilled practitioner to adapt control techniques accordingly.”

He threw this last line with what he hoped was a professorial air. The walls seemed to approve; they gave a gentle ripple, as though nodding along.

It was at the conclusion of the technical section—when he brought up the Orgy Game as quintessential test of edging, focus, and carnal control—that the class’s collective arrogance erupted.

The rules, for those not in the know (which was only him, and perhaps the poor fool assigned as “the Mole”): Attend the annual Christmas Orgy, blend in, and avoid orgasm while everyone else around you cums—and cums again—through buffet lines, song contests, and at least one eggnog-fueled lap-dance tournament. Survive ‘til dawn without so much as a twitch and you don’t just win bragging rights, you win the SU Key and an entire year of ‘come back whenever you like’. The ‘mountain of prizes’ has mostly been eaten, broken, or fucked into oblivion over the decades, but the Key remains.

It started as a drunken dare during the Christmas Orgy—students so overexposed to sex that abstinence felt like the only novelty left—and eventually calcified into tradition. These days, the Mole slot gets offered to one hapless visitor from the four invited delegations. A diplomatic honour, they call it. Everyone else calls it a doomed dare.

No Mole had ever won.

Not once in the history of Succubus University.

None.

When Benedict, aiming for interactive engagement, posed the hypothetical—“Would it be possible, with perfect edging technique, for a Mole to resist through an entire Christmas Orgy?”—the response was instantaneous and unanimous.

First row: “Sir, that’s impossible!” piped up the nearest student. “The sensory field alone would destroy them before the first toast!”

Second, more acidly: “Nobody’s ever done it, not even close. Not even the archmages think it’s possible.”

Third, tail-flicking and grinning: “The last guy made it seven minutes past midnight before he passed out, came all over the faculty stairs, and had to be rescued by medical—”

Immediate uproar.

A hybrid in the back row thumped the table so vigorously that some sort of viscous, glimmering liquid splashed over the surface, and was lapped up instantly by the surface—no janitorial staff needed, ever, at SU.

Every student, all at once, chattered, laughed, boasted, or jeered at the idea of any mortal—human or otherwise—surviving that carnal onslaught. Even Miss Dravza (still aglow, candy-cane flag flying proud) smirked and called out:

“Sir, with respect—how could anyone NOT cum at our Christmas Orgy? This is a University for Succubi! We make people cum.”

Benedict straightened, rolling the pointer between his palms. In that moment, he felt the ancient, indestructible energy of teachers everywhere—something deeper than bone-weary, more stubborn than narcolepsy. He felt the call to puncture, perhaps delicately, that wall of self-assured student arrogance.

He looked over the class, measuring his words. For maximum effect, one needed both dryness and perfectly offhand bravado.

“There’s a first time for everything,” he said, deadpan. “And, if you’ll recall, they also said no human could break the rut-spiral at the Midwinter Derby last year.”

“I heard that human passed out during the third session! Their dick broke!” insisted the horned one by the window.

“Urban legend,” admonished Benedict, though with a twinkle. “They finished third in their bracket. There’s a plaque in the gymnasium.”

A few students, momentarily stymied, flinched; but most doubled down.

“Not this time, Professor. No Mole will ever win. Not even with ten professors coaching!”

Benedict leaned back against his desk. He allowed himself a slow, sly smile—the kind that, in another world, would start a classroom war.

“Well,” he said, “let’s put that theory to the test. I imagine this year’s Mole will need a mentor—someone with an eye for edging, and a tolerance for the, ah, festive environment. Purely as an experiment, of course.”

Genuine laughter, warm and mocking, flooded the seminar. Some snapped fingers, others clapped, and at least one pair of hooves drummed a victory cadence against the desk.

“Who knows,” murmured Benedict, just loud enough to carry over the rising tide of debauchery, “perhaps we’ll all learn something.”

It was clear the students did not take him seriously. (In this institution, pride went before not only a fall, but before an outright, howling, multiple-orgasmic collapse.)

But for Benedict Horne, it was settled: he’d find the Mole, teach them every trick in the book, and bring the class a Christmas surprise they’d never see coming.

The bell chimed, not with a clang but a shameless, drawn-out note—like the last echo of a particularly good orgasm. The entire room rose in a clatter of chairs and throaty, satisfied gossip. Candy-cane, gingerbread, and partners were hoisted and adjusted. The students filed out, still arguing as to who had the most perverted theory or the highest density stats.

With a sigh—and then, a small but satisfied smile—Benedict tidied the last of his notes. A dash of cinnamon lingered on the air; magical lights dimmed themselves, pulsing in time with the after-thoughts of everyone who’d left their trace behind.

He stood for a moment, sleeves rolled to the elbow, a little mussed, more tired than not—but full of that familiar, nerdy resolve.

If anyone could turn theory into practice, it would be him.

Onwards, then, to hunt the Mole.

(And if it meant wiping the smug off a few succubi faces, so much the better.)

He pocketed his pointer, squared his shoulders, restored his tie to dignity—and marched out, ideas already hurrying along faster than his stride.


CHAPTER TWO

For one brittle moment, silence. A winter hush lays itself over the main quad of Succubus University, so even the enchanted lamps seem to dim, waiting, and not a single moan or cry—yes, not even from the hedgerows—disturbs the powdery blue of the morning air.

Then: an explosion! No, four explosions, precisely spaced, like a baker timing her cakes to the heartbeats of greedy apprentices. Portals crack open in a row of shuddering, vulgar splendor right across the old flagstones—one, two, three, four—each rimmed in the signature shade of the species it announces. The first is a greasy, meaty green; the second, deep bronze with flashes of gold; the third, a parfait of pastel shine, dizzying to the eye; the last, pure sexual crimson, trimmed with infernal holly and a whiff of burnt sugar.

Out of the portals, as if fired from some arcane cannon, the Orgy Delegations come marching, rolling, strutting, and—by the time we reach the fae—posing, oh! posing as if magazine covers and cathedral domes were made purely for exhibitionists.

But the first to make an impact: the Orcs.

They tumble from the portal like a scrum of wrestlers late for supper. What a sight! Enormous, naked, and so green they seem built of steamed spinach, with muscles bulging in places the human imagination cannot, or dares not, name. Every orc sports a cock, or pair of them, swinging below their bellies, and every cock is at least half hard, glazed lightly with pre, as is the custom in their village. The crowd behind the doors—students, satyrs, even visiting faculty—gawks openly; the orcs pay no mind. Here in the courtyard the winter air has teeth, and the effect is instant: from every colossus, steam pours off skin and shaft alike, leaving them gleaming and ready for battle or buffet.

At the head of this merry band towers a specimen so mightily endowed it’s a wonder the portal opened wide enough.

“Those orcs,” Jynni Smalls murmurs, a twinkle in her eye, “are big this year.”

But we are getting ahead of ourselves.

* * *

Headmistress Jynni Smalls stands upon the frost-washed steps like a particularly cheerful saint about to bless a harvest festival—if harvest festivals came with nipple rings and thigh-highs, and saints favored pastel-pink pigtails.

Her wardrobe today: a cupless bodysuit so tight it might have been painted on, cut to the curve of every jiggle and roll, and embroidered all over—yes, every which way—with fat gold snowflakes that catch and glitter in the shifting magical light. The air around her has a faint pink glow, a testament to her connection with the Source, and it casts a rosy halo, even in the daylight. Her posture is perfect: back straight, arms flung wide, every inch of her vibrating with the promise of a thousand welcomes.

Behind her—precisely two steps, never more, never less—stands Gina Lux: Liaison for Inter-Faculty Relations, walking, talking sex-magnet for precision scheduling, and, at this very moment, the embodiment of barely-contained anticipation. Her posture collar gleams in the morning; her breath comes quick and hungry through parted lips. She has arranged herself with an artfulness that would make a painter weep—breasts thrust forward, skirt microscopic, fishnets protesting at every seam—and if anyone so much as glanced in her direction (and every eye does, sooner or later), they would see at once: Gina Lux is ready for anything. Absolutely anything.

She hopes, perhaps, to be asked to demonstrate something. Or everything.

* * *

Now, the orcs. They heave themselves forward, crowding the frosted flagstones, and the one in the lead—call him a chieftain, if used to tribal words—bows so low his tusks nearly scrape the ground. It’s an impressive display: the flexing, the steamy aroma of vanilla and sweat, the perfect synchronization of cock and confidence.

Jynni skips down the steps, all bouncy charm, and with zero shame launches herself at the orc chieftain’s chest.

“Welcome, welcome, WELCOME!” she bursts out. If there is a more generous hug on the continent, none have seen it.

The chieftain straightens immediately, hoisting the Headmistress clear off her feet as if she were a decorative plush. For a moment it is questionable whether he means to set her down or simply carry her off as a souvenir.

Gina, unable to resist, pipes up from the step:

“May I note for the record, Headmistress, the orcs’ attendance this season has increased by thirty percent. Internal analysis projects a corresponding increase in stamina-related incidents.”

“Good job, Gina!” Jynni chirps, wriggling in the chieftain’s grip, “You see to the paperwork—I’ll handle the hugging!”

The green giants behind the leader take turns slapping each other’s backs and roaring encouragement. For all their bulk, they seem as giddy as first-years, shoving shoulders and jostling to be nearer the front of the line, eager to see what awaits them on the other side of the doors.

“Anyone interested in orientation?” Gina calls out, voice just shy of hopeful. “There are hands-on demos available.”

The chieftain’s gaze flicks over her, tusked grin enormous and sincere. “We start with Headmistress,” he rumbles, “and then the little schedule-girl, yes?”

Laughter erupts—both from his band and from the staffers standing inside the portico, who jostle for the best view.

Jynni, at last released, lands sprightly as a kitten and delivers a staccato speech on behalf of the University (the short version—she has never bothered with the long):

“Delighted! Honored! And ready for whatever you’ve brought—and might I add, please save some for the afterparty. We’ll run out of linens if you don’t.”

The crowd howls, some in delight, some in anticipation, and two goblin gardeners are so rattled they drop their armloads of conference pamphlets directly onto the cobbles.

Gina’s cheeks flush, and she murmurs, just for Jynni, “Those orcs are monsters, Headmistress. Actual, factual stamina monsters. This year’s bedsheets are going to walk by themselves.”

“Wouldn’t be a proper Orgy without a few ripped sheets!” Jynni confides, winking. “That’s why the laundry’s magical.”

* * *

No sooner have the orcs paraded forward, jostling each other’s hips for pride of place, than the second portal dilates, sizzling with bronze-and-gold sparks, and a low, rumbling sound like the world’s dirtiest laugh tumbles through the opening.

The Dwarves.

Where orcs are colossal, dwarves are dense: not one taller than Gina’s collarbone, but so wide, so powerfully built, that their approach makes the stones of Succ U tremble. They come entirely nude—unless one counts their beards, which are long enough to count twice, and braided with bells, ribbons, and the occasional gemstone. Their bodies are muscle and hair, from shoulders to calves; their cocks are thick, unashamedly semi, and their balls dangle beneath bellies as cozy as barrels.

But oh, the energy! These dwarves do not walk; they strut, elbowing and slapping and carrying on as if every reunion was their last on earth. At least two are already wrestling, and a third, spottier with freckles than even the records predicted, runs fingers through his beard while sizing up the succubi observers.

Jynni plants herself squarely before them—her bodysuit, for a moment, almost demure compared to their total nudity—and beams with both arms open wide.

“Welcome, friends! We hoped you’d bring the fun—looks like you’re bringing the entire distillery.”

“Better to bring too much than too little!” bellows their leader, who sports not only four gold rings in each nipple but a beard so magnificent it might double as a hammock. He sweeps Jynni into a bear hug that lifts her clear off the ground.

Gina, flustered but prepared, fumbles her notepad—today’s edition scented with cinnamon and, somehow, grapefruit—and blurts, “Headmistress. Headmistress, the dwarves have been lifting. I repeat: they’re even thicker than last year. We might need to widen the dining tables."

“They’ll just have to eat in each other’s laps!” Jynni shouts, caught mid-laugh, “Or use the admin wing—we have extra-wide benches for exactly this reason.”

Two dwarves take it as a personal challenge and, right there on the steps, bend over to compare ass-cheeks, judging who would better fit the Chancellor’s Chair. There is heated debate; neither emerges shamed.

Gina, daring now, edges down one step and offers, “Would anyone like a tour of the private clubrooms? I can provide hands-on demonstrations, including but not limited to—” she pauses for breath—“decorum lessons, stress relief, interdepartmental bonding, and oral minutes.”

One dwarf, grinning, retorts, “What qualifies as an oral minute?”

She blushes crimson, but refuses to be cowed. “Several consecutive tongue strokes, sir. I am fully certified.”

A roar of laughter; someone slaps a bare, hairy thigh in celebration. The faculty inside the doors are nearly fainting with mirth.

Jynni, whispering at Gina’s ear, notes, “Oh my god, they really have been lifting. I should make them test the new beds in the guest dorm.”

“Headmistress,” Gina hisses back, “if you assign me to assist, I promise total compliance. Or total surrender. Whichever’s needed most.”

Jynni grins, “You’re my number one stress asset, Gina.”

For a moment the two stand side by side, watching as the dwarves file in—smacking each other’s asses, inventing drinking songs on the spot—and if there is a happier parade, the records do not record it.

* * *

The next portal blooms open with a radiance so delicate, so slippery, that it defies description. Some say rainbow; others, spun sugar, or the moment between dusk and dreaming. There is a collective tremor as the fae make their entrance.

Not merely entering—never merely!—but doing so as if the world’s attention was their inheritance. Some are tall, some petite, some both at once; gender is a suggestion, not a rule, and their bodies shimmer with a kind of impossible allure. Limbs long and fine, cheeks like sculpted marble, and where their skin ends, mothdust or glitter or dew seems always to linger. Each fae pauses as they step through, striking a pose worthy of the season’s best perfume advert: one arching their back, a second tossing cascades of silver hair, a third—scandalous—twirling and showing off the glass beads strung beneath their cock or between the folds of their flower-pink cunt.

There is a sigh from the crowd. Literally. Two succubus first-years nearly collapse against a column in tandem.

And Jynni, for once, is a heartbeat late on the greeting.

She blurts, “Oh. Oh, no. They’re pretty. They’re PRETTY pretty.”

It is the most honest assessment of the morning.

Gina, caught in the gravity well of the fae, manages to whisper, “Headmistress, their visual mana is off the charts. I have a projected arousal index spike of—of—” she checks her notes—“sixteen percent if they sashay for more than a minute.”

“They’re going to sashay for hours,” Jynni groans. “We’re doomed.”

The fae leader, agender and radiant and definitely aware of the effect, floats up the steps, hands not-quite-touching each other, hips pivoting with every stride.

“University of Delights extends its greetings,” the fae leader declares, voice rippling like cool water. “Is this the entrance for… holiday amusements?”

“Absolutely!” Jynni manages, regaining her composure. “You’re precisely on time. We saved you the prettiest rooms and the best pillows. The welcome brunch is bottomless—literally.”

A fae with wings the color of dusk leans into Gina’s space. “You look like you need a demonstration, little schedule-mistress.”

Gina trembles; it’s unclear whether from terror, lust, or hypoxic excitement. “I—I am prepared to receive any number of demonstrations, as required by the cross-faculty mandate,” she falters.

Jynni, as ever, rescues her by stepping forward and offering the fae leader an elaborate, perfumed curtsy. “Our pleasure to host. Please, come in, and do bring your... friends.”

The fae sweep inside, every last one shifting, glittering, and catching every lens and eye. The magical lights floating above pulse a little brighter as the group passes; hedgerows tilt subtly to get a better look.

Gina, in a voice meant only for Jynni, mumbles, “They’re going to take over. We’ll be licking glitter for weeks.”

Jynni, letting her eyes linger on the departing delegation, answers: “I can think of worse problems.”

* * *

The last to come—the queue now stretching, throbbing, nearly vibrating with anticipation—is the infernal delegation: the Devils.

Their portal is a study in excess. The moment it cracks, the air turns sweet and strange; a scent of scorched sugar, cinnamon, and old sin sweeps across the courtyard. Out steps the first Devil, naked, glowing with a faint red heat, and crowned with a holiday wreath of real holly—they were promised a party, and by the Source, they intend to dress the part.

The effect is immediate, almost comical. They are smug, every one, hips cocked, eyes half-lidded, and though they are naked, it reads as fashion, not exposure. Each Devil’s cock is plump and glistening, their tits (where present) high and perky; a few sport forked or pierced tongues, or little tails swinging beneath their buttocks.

Most glorious detail: the identical holly crowns, as if some infernal committee had voted unanimously for “holiday theme or we don’t come.”

Jynni, not to be out-welcomed, practically dances across the threshold.

“That’s what I call an entrance! Devils, you’ve set the dress code for the entire weekend!”

The lead Devil, whose nipples are pierced with tiny golden bells, inclines his head. “Headmistress. It is our infernal pleasure,” he (or perhaps she; who is counting?) purrs. “We have been training for this event.”

“I should HOPE so,” cries Jynni. “Last year you nearly broke the buffet table. We had to put in a reinforced one—dwarven steel.”

At this, the dwarves, now well inside, erupt in applause and claims of superior craftsmanship.

Gina, scribbling furiously, blurts out, “Headmistress, the devils’ stamina is illegal. I’ve checked. There’s a clause in the university safety code—”

The Devil’s smile broadens. “We thrive on regulation, schedule-mistress. Perhaps you’d care for a demonstration?”

She gasps. From the depth of her diaphragm, like a woman overtaken by an unexpected orgasm. “Oh—yes—yes please, I’m—entirely at your service. Headmistress, please note my voluntary consent for all stamina trials.”

Jynni laughs till her sides shake. “You’re going to be running the after-action reports, Gina. If you survive them.”

The Devils stride past, winking, bestowing gentle smacks, and pausing—in true showmanship—to sign the visitor’s book with a flare of magical fire. One leaves a lipstick imprint, even though she cannot possibly have been wearing any.

As the infernal delegation enters, the lamps overhead pulse so rapidly the effect is pure fireworks; the pathway to the main hall glows a deep, suggestive ruby, and the anticipation in the air is so thick it’s practically edible.

Gina, voice trembling, leans to whisper: “If there’s an incident with them, I want it on my permanent record.”

Jynni, soft and conspiratorial: “Done. First line of the Orgy priority log. Also, I want to try on one of those holly crowns if they’ll let me.”

In the distance, a chorus of giggles rises from the garden. For the briefest moment it seems the entire University is holding its breath.

* * *

Portals closed, guests arrived, and the grand entrance at Succubus University has become exactly what was promised: less a ritual, less a politics, more a festival, more—by every measure—a party. The delegations are through, but the momentum is only just begun.

Jynni, seeing the last Devil greeted and the swirl of magical delight taking root, leans back against the frosted banister and surveys the scene—her scene. The pride evident in her stance, the wild pink halo splashing against her shoulders, the way even her jacket seems to wiggle with anticipation.

Gina, two paces behind still, collects her papers, flattens her skirt (to no effect), and stands panting lightly, aglow with the promise of extra duties. Her cheeks gleam; her eyes shine.

They exchange one last series of asides, sotto voce:

Jynni: “All right. If we lose less than one wing of the guest dorm by midday, I’ll consider it restrained.”

Gina: “Headmistress! I’ve triple-insured the beds after last year’s wall incident. Also, the dwarves are already negotiating drinking contests. Should I—”

Jynni, interrupting: “Yes. You should. But grab a fae or three as neutral witnesses.”

They dissolve in mutual laughter, the kind that tickles up from the soles and bubbles out. Behind them, the assembled guests—musclebound orc, barrel-bodied dwarf, glittering fae, infernal devil—mingle, flirt, size each other up, and, without hesitation, surge towards the open doors and the promise of pleasure.

From the main quad to the portico, the spell is complete. The Orgy has begun. And Succubus University has, once again, delivered the social event of the season.

The only question now—who, after Orgy night, will still be standing?


CHAPTER THREE

It begins, as disasters often do, with hope—a full basket of it, woven by the world’s most optimistic Headmistress and carried aloft by her hopelessly eager assistant.

“Right. I will not be defeated by a hunk of synthetic cock, Gina,” declares Jynni Smalls, standing on tiptoe to drag the largest, most obscene practice model from its resting place against the bookcase.

“Oh, that’s the spirit, Headmistress!” squeaks Gina, who is already vibrating from the soles up, arms jittering with paperwork and a fistful of quick-reference runes. “But if I may—consider a short dynamic warmup? My mobility matrix is second-to-none. I’ve got the Orgy-readiness chart here, color-coded.”

But the Headmistress is already in motion, wrestling the thick-veined monstrosity onto her desk blotter. It lands with a slap so decisive, even the desk itself gives an approving creak.

For context—the Orgy. Succubus University’s annual celebratory Christmas challenge fuck-fest and a gift to important visitors from other realms. It’s a guarantee of relevance, crucible of pride, and, this year, a logistical nightmare.

Seven orc delegations this year. One night. Fifty-three confirmed attendees—all, as Gina’s spreadsheets have been groaning for weeks, “above average to statistically concerning in size and stamina.” The rumors alone are enough to rattle one’s barrier spells.

Jynni, who knows her way around magical preparation, but is less convinced about her body’s willingness to be “orced,” tries to fix her expression somewhere between “confident” and “not thinking about it.”

Her office, as always, looks madder than half the classrooms. Walls: plush, velvet-stripped, scored with scorch marks from errant lust spells. The gold-framed portraits above the hearth have been enchanted to wink encouragingly at each orgasmic triumph. Stacks of sex textbooks and ceremonial sashes loom in riotous piles, occasionally toppling when a sound too lewd passes by. The air is pink and a little tart, like the aftermath of cinnamon gum and desperate breathing. Jynni’s signature sparkles—literal leftover mana from impromptu under-desk orgasms—dapple the carpets, the legs of the chairs, even the handles of the well-loved glitter pens.

And at the absolute center of that office: a field of “training aids” that would give a seasoned orc pause. The collection is grotesque and magnificent, catalogued with nerdish dedication.

Gina, clearly, is in heaven.

“Shall I—should I—demonstrate optimal mounting posture?” she offers, barely waiting for permission before grabbing toy number one (long, faintly mint-green, with a crown of swelling ridges that would frighten a dragon).

“By all means!” says Jynni, backing up to give her space, cheeks high with interest and a dash of giddy horror.

Let it be noted: Gina means well. She means so well it could kill a lesser being. In this moment, she is a dynamo of helpfulness, wriggling her skirt up (no underwear; Gina believes in full efficiency), bracing her elaborate stockinged knees against the carpet, and aiming her whole determined self down onto the model as if conquering a weaponized zucchini.

There is a pause. A breathless, gelatinous moment when Headmistress and assistant are united in hope.

And then—

“Oh fuck—ow—fuck, it’s inside—no, wait! Abort! Abort!” Gina howls, losing control at the halfway mark.

The surface tension of reality breaks. Gina’s professional poise collapses and she goes sprawling, ass over elbows, clutching at the runes she’d meant to use for “assistive expansion.” The model—still erect, still mocking—stands untouched.

In the confusion, paperwork flutters high. Glitter sticks to every available surface. Somewhere in the tangle of limbs, Gina’s gold-ringed clit delivers a triumphant jingle, as if to announce: “My client has not yet surrendered!”

Jynni’s hand flies to her mouth, either to hide the smile or stifle the panic—hard to say. “Gina! Oh darling, are you—? That looked, uh. Eventful.”

Gina plants her forehead on the carpet, wiggling her little fanny in shame. “Headmistress, my apologies. I submit my body for disciplinary re-training. Please direct corrective actions.”

“One disaster at a time, sweetling. Get your legs under you.” Jynni, ever the hands-on leader, hauls Gina upright with a hug and a giggle. “Right, I suppose I’m next?”

Now, it bears reminding: Jynni is not just Staff, she is the Staff—the Source itself, walking on two pink-tinged legs and a whole universe of charm spells. But even she blanches at the size of the practice model. Her thighs glow faintly, hungry for mana, as she lines herself up with the device.

“I’ve got this, I’ve got this, I’m the Headmistress, I can do this, I—oh gods, it’s cold,” Jynni mutters, phrasing half pep-talk, half prayer.

Gina is instantly at her elbow. “You’re doing so well! Beautiful entry! That’s textbook, Headmistress, truly inspirational—should I record the angle for the manual?”

But just as victory seems within reach, things get—well—complicated.

The magic embedded in the toy, nowhere near content to be “instructive,” bursts with wild pride, swelling another half-inch and pulsing with spectral beads of warmth. Jynni gasps, nearly overshoots her target, and is forced to dismount with a messy pop. Enchanted lubricant (strawberry, frothy, bad memories of last year’s Safety Week) spatters the paperwork.

Gina claps her hands. “Magnitude eleven! You broke last year’s record, Headmistress!”

“I’m not sure that’s…” Jynni pants, bracing one hand on the desk, “a good thing! These models get cockier every time.”

A brief, desperate reorganization. The failed attempts—roadkill on the landscape of endeavor—are not mourned, but studied, catalogued, and then improved upon with each new test.

Jynni breathes. She visualizes success. She tries again, more slowly—this time with a sequence of preparatory spells and a reassuring grip on the slippery base.

“Nice and easy, darling,” Gina croons, the tone now suspiciously close to a podcast host narrating a weather emergency. “Widen your stance. Smart, smart! Now push; gods, you’re almost—oh! Pull back, Headmistress, she’s surging!”

Back and forth. On and off. Every mounting is a new skirmish; every retreat is a full-bodied, swearing, giggling mess.

Time passes in this peculiar orbit. Minutes? Hours? Hard to say, except that the air grows hotter, the Headmistress’ hair unravels, and each new attempt is noisier than the last.

By the fifth round, Gina has evolved into a sideline fixture, armed with a clipboard and two more magical assist-runes—these ones stamped “emergency use only.” She fans herself and Jynni indiscriminately.

“Statistically speaking,” Gina begins, “the orcs will average three centimeters greater than the model you’re currently using—unless you want to trial the ‘Berserkgang’ prototype?”

Jynni’s face screws up in a rictus of either pain or anticipation. “We’re barely surviving the training wheels version! Unless actual orcs come equipped with a kill switch, Orgy’s going to be—well, you know. Newsworthy.”

But pride is a stubborn thing. Headmistress Smalls will not surrender to rubber and spellwork.

She leans in. She goes again. The toy, to its credit, makes every inch a battle, pulsing and writhing with each victory. Gina yelps encouragements (“You’re the model of arousal excellence! Push, push!”) but often at the worst possible second, sending Jynni off-balance or into shrieked laughter.

One spectacular moment: Jynni, all sparkles and sweat, manages a successful full ride, bottoming out in triumph—only for the magical lock to engage and the toy to lift her clean off the desk, legs flailing as she clings to the glossed wood with both hands.

“Gina!” she screeches, “I’m stuck! It’s—oh, it’s vibrating—turn it off, turn it—”

Gina, red-faced and cackling, scrambles for the disengage rune, only to send a ripple of glittery mana through the carpet. The effect: Headmistress, desk, and toy glowing in orgiastic camaraderie, the entire room shivering as if the entire university had just climaxed in solidarity.

A tableau! A portrait etched in pink and panic.

At last, the magical field subsides. Jynni drapes herself over the desk, panting. Gina, ever the faithful minion, kneels beside her with clipboard deployed as a makeshift fan.

The office is unrecognizable. Sticky notes, literal and metaphorical, flutter from every implement. The practice models throb quietly, almost smug—if rubber could be smug. Through the half-open window, a faint moan from the quad reminds: the world outside persists, with its own humble problems.

Jynni doesn’t lift her head for a solid minute.

“You know,” she says, or perhaps into the desk itself, “I think I’m going to need a new respect for orc anatomy.”

Gina’s answer whips out so fast the air shakes. “Your dedication inspires all of us, Headmistress! But maybe—just possibly—we could requisition protective spells for the faculty? I have forms drafted, pre-filled and color-coded. It’s not defeat. It’s strategic personal preservation.”

Jynni, without looking up, stretches a hand backward. “Hand me the ‘Berserkgang’ prototype. I want to see it, at least. For scientific purposes. No—don’t even try, Gina, put some pants on.”

Gina pouts, obeys, but sets down the largest device with reverence. It resembles a ceremonial battering ram more than an implement for personal enlightenment. Both women eye it in silence, all perspectives of magical defiance and biological common sense briefly suspended.

“No way that’s to scale,” giggles Jynni, finally smiling. “Who makes these? Are they weaponized? Should we be informing the Council?”

Gina beams. “I made it, Headmistress. I calibrated the enchantments myself—based on last year’s orgy tribune survey, plus two independent orc sources. Peer-reviewed, even!”

“Peer-reviewed? There’s a peer group for this? I—never mind.” Jynni waves the question away, wilting into giggles. “Just tell me tomorrow gets easier.”

A pause. Then Gina, lower, more real: “Never gets easier. But you always win.”

And so—time, at last, for surrender.

Headmistress Jynni Smalls: prone, shell-shocked, pink hair sticking to her face, body still trembling with magic (and the pride of effort, if one squints). Gina: loyal, absurd, fanning with a vengeance, positively luminous with exhausted optimism.

On the floor, the “Berserkgang” model glares at all comers, undefeated. The paperwork is a confetti of ambition and apology. The magical residue will haunt the carpet for weeks.

Morning is already threatening at the glass—tomorrow will come, orcs in tow, and it will be a whole new theatre of the improbable.

But for now, our heroines cede the field, battered but unbroken.

(If you listen closely, you can almost hear the toys plotting their comeback…)


CHAPTER FOUR

Succubus University at nine in the morning is a sight for the gods—though none of the gods Benedict Horne has met would have stood a chance here.

Take the courtyard, for example: air thick and sweet, laced with cardamon, cinnamon and something far filthier; sunlight pouring in great rude blobs over the glistening stonework. The hedges are indecent, as ever—today nipped into the likeness of dancers mid-orgasm, petals flinging themselves open, while the magical lights hover greedily over passing skin.

And what skin! The parade begins early: a tangle of limbs and lingerie, students parading in whatever approximates academic dress (if you count a mesh chemise and stiletto heels as such, which they universally do), voices swelling in anticipation of the coming Orgy. Someone screams, not in distress but in victory, bolting across the quad with a centaur in hot pursuit.

Benedict takes all this in with a scholar’s detachment, though his tolerance for spectacle stopped peaking years ago. He has his quarry, his mission, his marching orders.

Find the Mole. No notes, no file, no backstairs whispers—just the keen, laser-guided instinct of a man who spent too many semesters observing the difference between curious and truly, excruciatingly, out-of-their-depth.

And there!—he sees it.

Not by color, or species, or even audacious outfit (the fae, he notes absently, wear a kind of suit that glimmers as if made of morning dew and clean heartbreak, completely out of place amidst the latex and demon-hide). No, it’s the expression: the look of someone who has truly found themselves, in the smallest, purest sense, absolutely lost.

The fae is beautiful, yes—almost painfully correct in every feature, from the delicate sweep of cheekbone to the pale hands pressed desperately to their chest. Elegant neck; shivering wrists; shoes polished within an inch of their life and already dusted with pollen from the erotic gardens.

Benedict angles across the paving stones; the stones, sensing pedestrian intent, warm and throb beneath his stride (disconcerting, perhaps, if you haven’t gotten used to it—he only stumbles once, and then never lets on).

The fae spots him at ten paces and draws up as if summoned by doom.

Not even a pretense of calm—face blank with terror, eyes wide and silver-bright, mouth barely unclenched, as though any second their dignity was going to tumble wholesale from between their lips.

They clutch tighter at their lapels. For a second, Benedict thinks they’re about to faint dead away (or worse, be swept up and carried bodily into the writhing hedgerows, which has happened often enough to warrant Faculty warnings).

Gentle, then. Measured. A teacher’s approach—not one inch too hasty. He slides a sleeve up his forearm for extra clarity and smooths the knuckle of one finger behind his glass frames, keeping his other hand visible.

“Good morning to you,” he calls, in his finest grown up voice, “I hope I’m not interrupting—well, anything you’d rather not be interrupted, that is.”

The fae nearly leaps backward, eyes darting like a skittering fish.

“Ah! Please—no, I—please don’t—” The voice is bell-clear, trembling at a high pitch, not quite breaking but bent nearly double by nerves. “I’m not—it’s just—I was waiting! Not for anyone in particular. Certainly not—oh, stars, are you a recruiter?”

Benedict has to stifle a smile. He slows, keeping deliberate space between them, as if approaching a fairy deer prone to bolting.

“A recruiter? Not precisely. Professor Benedict Horne, at your service.” He tries a very academic bow. “I take it you might be the guest our administration has been expecting?”

The fae hesitates, torn between pride and fear; fear wins.

“Diplomat Third Class. Voluntarily, ah—volunteered. By my own court.” A fast breath in, and then a paranoid sideways glance, as if expecting hellhounds to leap out from behind the orgasmic topiary. “It’s—oh, please tell me it isn’t visible? My, uh, discomfort?”

Benedict snorts gently, but not unkindly.

“Only to those trained in the art of social trauma,” he murmurs, confidential as a coat-check. “Tell me, did you draw the short straw or just stand too close to the buffet at some infernal gala?”

The fae looks briefly affronted, then wilts. “Straw. There was a lottery. There were speeches about sacrifice and the honor of interdimensional exchange—and by the time I realized I was standing on the ceremonial sod, someone had draped this—this—suit over my shoulders and given me a briefing scroll regarding something called ‘The Orgy Game.’”

The words themselves seem to rearrange the molecules of air between them; “Orgy Game,” once uttered aloud, does things to the background ambiance. Nearby, a pair of naga students snap their heads around to hiss in mutual satisfaction and entwine their tails; a floating bundle of illusion spells pops and fizzes, releasing a waft of scent like sugared sweat.

Benedict maintains composure. (If you can’t keep your tie straight, you have no business at SU.)

“Ah, yes. The Orgy Game. It’s a campus tradition, you see—annual, unavoidable, and, I’ll admit, a bit overwhelming even for those with tenure.” He clucks his tongue, inviting sympathy. “Not exactly the kind of holiday event you’d wish on your enemies, much less your ambassadors.”

The fae stares at him, as if waiting for the punchline.

“I don’t know how I’ll survive it,” the poor thing blurts, voice now a personal catastrophe. “Please believe me, I’ve read every pamphlet. I even translated the handbook. But nowhere—nowhere—do they explain how an ordinary sort of fae is supposed to remain upright for more than ten minutes in this atmosphere. I’m certain I’ll perish.”

At this, Benedict’s heart stirs. There is something noble—pathetic, but noble—about the raw honesty of the admission. Few creatures here kept their shields up so thin; he nearly wants to buy the fae a cup of restorative tea, but that’s not how the student menus operate.

Instead, he drops his voice to the tone reserved for tearful undergrads and hyperventilating interns.

“I promise you, you will not perish. Not on my watch, at any rate.” He offers a smile so mild it couldn’t sour milk. “In fact, I’ll see you safely through all twenty-four hours of the event. Consider it a personal mission—no, a duty of hospitality.”

That does not have the intended effect.

The fae regards him with almost supernatural suspicion, eyes narrowing in a precise, not-at-all-subtle attempt to read every line of his expression.

“Is this a challenge?” they ask, starting to back up again, but with less conviction this time. “Have you… studied the fae resistance to pheromonal assault? Are you planning to use me in some academic experiment? Or, ah—are you trying to seduce me professionally, or as… as… some sort of pity gesture?”

Benedict doesn’t laugh, but he lets the question hang between them, almost visible in the air, while all around the quad the sexual Olympics continue unfazed. Someone crashes into a nearby archway, which purrs audibly and ripples with pink light; a succubus with gold-tipped horns drapes herself dramatically over a picnic table and groans for effect. None of this seems to help the fae’s nerves.

“None of the above,” he says, gently. “I’m here to help you finish the Orgy Game alive and with self-respect intact. At worst, we may be forced to fake an elaborate fainting spell and decamp to the infirmary. At best, you become a legend.”

The fae at this point is trembling so hard their lapel threatens to dislodge from their grasp.

After a second, they let out a strangled laugh—half-embarrassment, half-relief.

“Right,” they say, “right, yes. ‘Legend.’ Or casualty. How do you propose to keep me un-groped, undrained, and un-traumatized?”

Benedict squares his shoulders, dipping into his best imitation of a campus tour guide, glasses glinting. “Simple. You stick to me like a shadow. I’ve mapped the event in advance and know every faculty loophole and safe corridor. There are even closets—warded ones. Not all the fun happens out in the open, you know.”

“Is that supposed to reassure me?”

“Absolutely. I’ve gotten whole cohorts through Initiation Week with fewer casualties than you’d guess.” He extends an arm, not quite a formal offer, but enough. “You’re going to want to cum so bad, but stick with me and I’ll make sure you don’t. You can still fuck and play and come close, but I won’t let you pop.”

The fae hesitates—and then, as if resigning to fate or perhaps just the comfort of a plan, sidles closer and promptly clutches Benedict’s sleeve, both pale hands welded around his shirt-cuff as though he were the very last life preserver on the ship.

Moving through the courtyard now becomes a trial in sympathy and choreography.

Every time a student moans (which is at least once every fifteen seconds), the fae jumps. When a pair of cambions decides to practice carnal wrestling atop a bench, the fae makes a noise so high only certain species could hear it. Once, a group of satyrs shuffles by, covered in cocoa dust and nothing else, and the fae tries to use Benedict as a shield, attempting to merge with his ribcage.

He narrates, quietly, as they pass each spectacle.

“That’s the main quad, haunted by the ghosts of finals past,” he says, steering them deftly past a clutch of shrieking dryads. “Over there—see the sculpture shaped like a writhing hydra? That’s actually the campus lost-and-found, don’t let it eat your ID card. And those benches? They will change shape if you sit on them for longer than a minute, but don’t take it personally.”

The fae listens, hugging his arm, eyes huge as planets.

A few braver students try to intercept them—“Hey, Professor Horne, what’s with the couture model?” from a spidery cambion; “Is that our Mole? Gosh, how can anyone look that good and that doomed?”—but one hard glance from the teacher and they melt away, with laughter and mock cries of “He’s got diplomatic immunity!”

The fae recovers enough breath for a wobbly whisper: “Is there anywhere here that isn’t… dripping?”

Benedict considers this philosophically.

“The archives, possibly. But you’d have to get past the arousal-triggered catalog system, and honestly I haven’t seen anyone come out of there unflustered.” He pauses. “The scent gardens are at least quiet.”

“Are they safe?”

Benedict gives it honest thought. “Safer than the gymnasium. Or the lecture halls, this week.”

The fae groans. It’s a new sound, a whimper of existential dread.

They reach the shadow of a leaping archway—one of the few places on campus where the stone walls offer the illusion of privacy. The fae breathes, shudders, and stops clinging long enough to fan their cheeks.

“How do you… how do you do it?” they demand, desperately. “You walk through this carnival every day and don’t disintegrate? How?”

“Professional training, my dear. Years of exposure. Also,” he drops his voice, “a deeply personal commitment to never, ever get locked alone in a closet with a satyr. The last time, it took days to explain away the hoof prints.”

The fae stares, then giggles—this time genuine. “You’re ridiculous. I’m not sure if that’s comforting or damning.”

Benedict lets the moment hang.

“But you trust me? Enough to attempt this mad Orgy Game?”

A long silence, filled only by the distant slap of flesh on flesh from the amphitheater and the occasional peal of laughter.

At last, the fae nods, chin quivering, but eyes steady now.

“You’re the only dignified entity I’ve seen since arriving,” they admit. “If I don’t hold on to your sleeve, I’ll be digested by something. Or tempted into making a spectacle of myself.”

The die is cast; the partnership, sealed.

The campus at this hour is coming alive around them, the throbbing pulse of Succubus University in full swing—and here, in the eye of the storm, Benedict Horne is very suddenly, unavoidably, responsible for the preservation of a fae with the approximate resilience of spun glass and a terror of sensory overload.

He glances up at the floating banners-ORGY GAME—REGISTER NOW—and feels a familiar, slightly sickening jolt of anticipation. It’s not pleasure, not even quite fear; more the weird, buzzing panic of realizing you’ve just pledged to come between one of the most beautiful beings in the universe and 100 succubi determined to milk it.

He studies his new companion; the fae breathes deeply, a little steadier now, cradling Benedict’s forearm but walking taller by the minute.

“Don’t worry,” Benedict says, dry as a spellbook. “If we both get out alive, your people can send a medal. But if not, well—there are worse fates than being remembered as the fae who Orgy’d for 24 hours and didn’t shoot a drop of cum.”

They disappear together into the hallways, scholar and Mole, past scandalized statuary and the growing din, the fae clinging so hard to their guide that Benedict half expects to find bruises in the shape of their fingers. And as they go, the promise of the Orgy Game—endless, anarchic, unstoppable—looms on the horizon, the clock ticking relentlessly down.

But no going back now. Our professor is locked in, sleeves rolled, cuff claimed, and tomorrow all hell will break loose.


CHAPTER FIVE

It was always the dwarves.

Any day the dwarves came up in campus diplomacy, one could count on it: panic in the admin suite, a sudden spike in magical quake insurance, two-dozen fresh forms in the “Furniture Casualty” file, and the distinct scent of cinnamon and imminent disaster. Not even the arrival of a Rutswell Moon or a pod of incognito Lustwardens inspired such preemptive dread.

But today—today was different! Jynni Smalls, Headmistress, beacon of Succubus University and source of at least one-third of its weekly Lust Mana output, was determined to get ahead of the game.

She even had a plan. (Or, failing that, Gina Lux.)

It begins at precisely 14:06, six minutes into the mid-afternoon lull and well past the scheduled “Diplomatic Event Pre-Brief.” Jynni burst into her office trailing pigtails and conviction, half-buried in papers, the very air about her sparkling with motes of leftover magic (and, let’s be honest, bits of sticky mana from last period’s “group advisement” session). The door nearly broke off its hinges; the admin jacket flapped open, and the red glow around her thighs warned of either extreme arousal or a filing system with a sense of humor.

Gina was already there, of course. Gina was always there.

She lurked by the calendar wall, perched on a rolling chair with both feet braced against the carpet for maximum launch-speed. Her skirt (if it deserved the name) had lost another button; her tits tumbled semi-contained from a “Headmistress’s Helper” crop-top. She clutched her color-coded schedule to her chest as if fending off an attack.

“Headmistress! Are you ready?” she squeaked, face aglow, voice trembling with the thrill of another borderline-urgent assignment.

“Ready? I was born ready!” Jynni volleyed back, brandishing a glitter-pen like a weapon. “Gina, tell me—what do dwarves love?”

A flicker of lust, a burst of scholarship, and off Gina went: “Dwarves are obsessed with power dynamics, mechanical efficiency, and—oh!—stamina-based maneuvers. Their delegation expects a ‘ceremonial riding display’. Recommended approach: full-body rhythm, ass-to-thigh contact, and unwavering bounce precision. They score technique, Headmistress! I printed the scoring rubric for you. Also, they don’t respect ‘air time’—it’s about force over form - remember it is a mining culture.”

A lesser slut might quail at the thought. Not Jynni.

She planted her hands on the desk, scattering contracts, magical rune-slips, heart-shaped sticky notes—then, in a voice loud enough for the hallway, declared, “We’ll give them stamina! We’ll give them bounce! We’ll give them—what’s it called?”

Gina brandished her notes, nearly putting out her own eye. “Forge-Work Riding Form, Headmistress! The Goldsmith Gallop, if you prefer the Alto dialect.”

“The Goldsmith Gallop. I *love* that. I want it on my gravestone. Right! We need a test subject—”

“I volunteer!” Gina didn’t so much raise her hand as launch her entire upper body forward, knees on the edge of the desk, skirt flying. “I’ll be your saddle, Headmistress. I have been researching dwarven leverage tactics all semester! My joints are triple-jointed—er, double-jointed?—I can do both. Please, subject me to rigorous protocol!”

The words “rigorous protocol” did something almost visible to Jynni—it pulled her mouth into a broad, wicked smile, cheeks practically incandescent.

“You’re perfect, Gina. Take your position!”

Instant chaos: Gina scrambled off the chair (which spun into the bookshelves), palms on the carpet, head down, knees braced wide. Her hair tumbled over her face, gold ring in her clit flashing as she arched her back. If there was a world record for eagerness, she’d have broken it already.

Jynni was not to be outdone. She shucked her admin jacket (which landed, with ceremonial dignity, on the coatrack), stretched her legs, and mounted up. “Okay! I’m going to start slow, test the—what is it, bounce pattern?”

“Correct, Headmistress! Begin with the ‘Iron Tempo.’ Three beats, short rest, repeat. If you want bonus points, add a little torque on the down-stroke—oh gods, yes, like that—”

Not many campus offices could claim to double as demonstration arenas, but this one was well-seasoned. The first dozen test-thrusts barely rattled the stationery drawer. Jynni settled into the rhythm, focusing on “consistency over spectacle,” as her research notes suggested. Gina murmured appraisals—“Optimal, optimal! Wait, flex your knees more. No, *more*!”—and wriggled back to further stabilize herself.

It was going *too* well. Suspiciously well.

“Is this—are the dwarves really this…gentle?” Jynni asked, voice between skepticism and hope.

“Ah—no, Headmistress. Once you pass the warm-up, they escalate. It’s called ‘the Smelting Drop.’ They want you to bounce so hard the point of contact hums.” Gina wiggled her ass in demonstration, which did not help.

“Contact…hums?”

“Yes! The whole—ah—bench, or anvil, is supposed to vibrate—the seniors said it’s like riding a muffled jackhammer. Push! Push! Don’t be shy—”

Jynni was never shy.

She braced her feet on the shallow groove beneath the desk and put her thighs into it—up, down, up, *slam*, up, *slam, slam*—each wordless instruction from Gina met with increased force. Soon, the tempo was less waltz, more siege cannon. Gina’s hands splayed so wide she nearly lost friction, and her thighs threatened to snap the pencil she’d wedged between them for “measurement.”

The floor began to vibrate.

No, not vibrate—*hum.* A low, steady tremor, as if the entire admin block had decided to join in. Lamps overseeing the action started to flicker, balls of magical light oscillating wildly every time Jynni slammed her ass into Gina’s.

“YES! HEADMISTRESS, YOU’RE DOING IT!” Gina’s voice—screaming with delight now—ricocheted off the glass frames and motivational filth on the walls. “HARDER! THEY SCORE THE SECOND ROUND ON STAMINA. MAINTAIN—WOW—MAINTAIN THAT CADENCE, PLEASE—”

The numbers went out the window. Jynni rode for all she was worth.

Up! Down! Up! Slam! The desk, a heavy slab of enchanted something-or-other, began to creep: inch by inch at first, then, with a dramatic lurch, three feet to stage left. Contracts and chairs migrated, scattering, a lamp bulb pinged and fell, leaking enchanted glitter across the carpet. Not to be outdone, the dogs-eared shelf of magical reference texts surrendered entirely, flinging its contents in a glorious domino-tumble—*bravo!*—as each book gave way to the concussive tempo of dwarven intercourse.

Even the portraits quaked. The painting of old Chancellor Vamus, long since immune to university scandal, rocked violently on its hook and then thudded face-down onto a heap of abandoned Orgy Week promotional flyers.

Gina, all the while, remained absolutely committed. Her elbows bent at impossible angles. Her hands, whitening at the knuckles, dug into the rug as if the entire reputation of Succubus University depended on her ability to stay upright and *presentable as equipment.* “YOU’RE ALMOST AT FORGE PACE! FASTER! NO, REALLY—FASTER! OH, I CAN’T FEEL MY FOREARMS—HEADMISTRESS, THIS IS EXEMPLARY!!!”

(It was, if nothing else, memorable.)

Jynni’s breath came in choppy, weightless bursts. Her pigtails spun out behind her like rally flags, and every downward slam launched a shudder through her own spine, ricocheting through Gina into the very stones of the floor. Sweat—no, magical dew—bloomed along her hips and trickled in sassy glitter-stripes down her thighs.

“CAN—YOU—FEEL—THE—MAGIC—FIELD—RESPONDING?” Gina bellowed, now at maximum volume and minimal dignity. “YOU’RE DESTROYING—AHHH—THE RECORDS FROM LAST SEMESTER—”

If she meant paperwork, yes. If she meant the metaphysical record of “fastest admin fuck,” also probably yes.

Around them, the office was a war zone. The desk had rotated 180 degrees; filing cabinets wheezed open in protest. The shelves, once proud, now sat in defeated piles, books splayed like corpses after a botched orgy. Even the carpet had given up its attempts at modesty; friction burns glimmered alongside faint trails of Gina’s own wild lubrication—every bounce was, in fact, writing a new chapter in “Succ U’s Most Catastrophic Simulations.”

And still the test subject chanted. “SIXTY SECONDS TO ENDURANCE GOAL! HEADMISTRESS—PLEASE, DON’T STOP! OWN THE GOLDSMITH GALLOP!!!”

It was a blur—no, a hammering—no, a story told entirely in bruises and delight.

At last, with a final, seismic *boink*, Gina’s hands slipped out, the Headmistress lost her traction, and both collapsed in a heap against the memory-foam top of the battered desk.

Absolute silence.

Well, except for the scattered moans—the good kind, the “is it over” kind, the “where did my bones go” kind—echoing against the remains of their workstation.

Gina lay spread-eagle, mouth open, eyes unfocused. “That was—incredible,” she professed to the ceiling, which had seen it all.

Jynni, for her part, barely managed to lever herself upright. Her butt glowed like the back end of an emergency torch; the rest of her slumped, shuddering, onto the paperwork mountain.

“I want that on a banner,” she groaned. “I survived the Dwarven Cardio.”

“You did!” Gina half-crawled, half-oozed across the littered surface, frantically searching the disaster for her sticker sheet. At last, with triumph only possible in the aftermath of total defeat, she peeled a gold star—extra large, lust field certified—and slapped it to the official “Training Progress” chart clinging to the wall by sheer adhesive fortitude.

“Astounding progress!” Gina reported, shaking with exertion and possibly orgasm. “Headmistress, your application of dwarven riding logic was flawless. We may need to, um, reinforce the furniture, but you will *absolutely* pass the delegation’s opening ceremony. Oh! And I can prepare a cardiac recovery fluid if you need—?”

Jynni just groaned into the crook of her arm, cheek pressed to paperwork, pastel hair in disarray.

“Let’s—give it…five,” she managed. “And cancel maintenance requests for tomorrow. Or—no, double them. Gina, are you—?”

“Never better. May I recommend icing your thighs and writing a formal apology to Facilities?”

No one, anywhere in Succubus University, would have doubted that these two had done their utmost for the diplomatic honor of Succ U. They left the office resembling the aftermath of a minor breach—books scattered, fixtures hanging loose, and the faint, rhythmic vibration still rolling through the floorboards.

But, as Gina never tired of pointing out: “All in a day’s prep, Headmistress!” She stuck three more gold stars to the progress chart, in a neat triple cluster. “And tomorrow? We conquer the Fae!”

“Kill me,” came the muffled response from beneath a pile of glitter-stained forms.

But that was for another day. For now, the Headmistress sprawled in glory and defeat alike, the goddess of stamina and sticker charts, while Gina beamed with satisfaction at their collective efforts—a little battered, wholly triumphant, and certain that the dwarves, at least, would have to fight for second place.

If the Carnal Council had been listening, they would have raised a glass to the effort.

(And, probably, sent a magical invoice for the damages.)


CHAPTER SIX

If you’ve never visited the so-called Meditation Gallery at Succubus University, count yourself among the lucky—or the deprived. There is, in theory, a ban on open copulation in the alcoves before noon, but the walls themselves are complicit in all sorts of lingering arousal; the air hangs thick as whipped cream, carrying toasted spice and something distinctly more intimate. There are statues, of course—always statues—with curves and cocks in the anatomically impossible, and every last one gleams like it’s been hand-polished by a thousand passing hands. Which, honestly, it probably has.

Benedict Horne, whose record for maintaining composure under bizarre circumstances is second to none, stands in the very heart of this alcove maze, glasses nudged up on the bridge of his nose, and endeavors—to all appearances sincerely—to teach the fae Mole the fine art of controlled breathing.

“From the diaphragm,” he instructs, voice as soft as a pillow but with just enough firmness to broach no argument, “and not too shallow. Here, like this—you feel it? You try.”

The Mole—if this ethereal, wide-eyed being even recognizes itself as such—makes a tentative effort, eyes darting from Benedict’s steady hands to a point somewhere near the floor. Their coat shimmers faintly in the morning light; glimpses of silvery wings (half-translucent, veined like moonlit leaves) twitch and tremble at the sound of every distant moan from the corridor beyond.

“...I-I’m not used to all this attention,” the fae admits, in a voice so faint you might suspect the air itself of eating half the words.

“Perfectly normal,” soothes Benedict, adjusting the set of his tie. He glances down the length of the arched passage—nobody visible, save a charmed orb of light hovering, idle, just overhead. “The key is not to let external stimuli break your focus. Try for six, slow counts. In...out...Listen—”

He demonstrates: six even beats. If there were points awarded for serenity, the professor would collect every medal.

But the Mole is—well, a Mole. Already their pupils are wide, lashes quivering.

A faint, uncertain attempt at the exercise. “...I keep thinking, what if they see me? The others. I don’t—”

“Let them see you,” replies Benedict, “but not rattle you. On the day, that’s half the challenge.”

If this exchange is building to some breakthrough, nobody will ever know. At that precise moment, the solitude shatters—there is a click of quick heels against enchanted tile, a harsh intake of air, and then:

“Is that—?! Oh, oh, Professor, don’t move a muscle! That’s—oh, sweet Carnal Council, that’s the Game’s wildcard! Did you pluck this fae straight from the Pleasure Planes’ own court, or what?”

Sweeping into the alcove on a scented wind (incense, heated cream, the faintest tang of ozone), comes a spectacle—no, a sensation: Graduate Succubus.

You could spot her across any seminar hall, and not just for the plum-colored hair or the talon-sharp red nails—this one has presence. Her wings are folded neat as a nun’s hands, but her stride beats with hunger. She halts, stares, and—may as well write an ode for her—devours the Mole’s outline with a gaze greedy as sin.

“Well, well, well!” she crows, staking her claim in the echoing hush, “You thought you could hide this one—this slippery, shimmering, fucking masterpiece—from the rest of us!? Impossible! Impossible!”

Benedict, who knows her in the classroom as “Miss Selene” and everywhere else as “the cause of ninety percent of faculty migraines,” does not so much as flinch.

“Miss Selene,” he says with the patience of a saint, “I’m in the middle of a—”

“Strategy session? Yes! I can smell it—it’s got ‘secret mission’ all over it. I knew you’d be a front-runner, Professor, but this!” She circles the fae, pausing every few feet to drop a reverent gasp or a little whimper of delight. “Look at their gleam! Those delicate little ears—are they always that pink? My gods, it’s enchanting.”

The Mole, who has never experienced such scrutiny in their life, freezes. The sliver of visible skin above their collar goes a shade that surely does not exist in any garden flower. Selene, beaming, leans in until she’s nearly whispering in the Mole's direction: “You must be the Mole. The Mole! You realize the entire University is salivating—salivating!—over whether you’ll make it out of the Christmas Orgy alive?”

“Miss Selene...” Benedict begins, but he is talking to a landslide; all momentum is with her.

“I can help you win this,” she insists, planting her hands on her hips in the manner of a revolutionary about to storm the Bastille. “Forget team loyalty—fuck team loyalty. If you need a saboteur, a decoy, even a meat shield, I am your succubus. Name your condition—I want this fae protected at every step. No shared prizes, no sloppy seconds, no half-bitten claims. I’ll betray my whole cohort for this. I’ll swear it on the lustfields.”

There is a silence, broken only by a nearby statue’s enchanted sigh: Oh! (These statues, always with an opinion.)

Benedict, glasses now in mortal peril atop his nose, tries to intervene. “Let’s—slow down. The stakes are considerable. The Orgy is not a mere party—it’s a challenge designed to break willpower. Every participant will be out for blood—or, at minimum, bodily fluids. We are discussing subterfuge, not—ah—romantic escapades.”

“Isn’t it thrilling?!” Selene interrupts, fluttering her hands, even as she sidles a little closer to the trembling fae. “It’s the romance. The risk. The secrecy, the very forbiddenness of it!”

Benedict attempts gravity: “I must remind you this is about the Mole’s safety. Should they be compromised—even once—”

“I’ll bite off my own tongue before I let anyone but me get so much as a lick,” she vows, in tones worthy of a duel at dawn. “Listen—no one on campus can match my self-control. I’ll stake my place in the Hall of Queens on that. Guarding this gorgeous, trembling little creature is the sexiest and most noble quest ever devised! Professor, you have no idea. If I can pull this off, I want one thing only: exclusive rights to court them, a year and a day, no challenge, no rivals. Is it a deal?”

At this, the Mole’s knees nearly buckle; they duck behind Benedict’s broad shoulder, peering out as a child might from a doorway before the world’s most extravagant parade.

Benedict blinks—hard. The idea is ludicrous, outrageous, almost certainly doomed—and yet, on this campus, one could do much worse for an ally. He weighs options in a heartbeat.

“Your loyalty would have to be absolute,” he declares. “No leaking strategies, no risky solo heroics. If you mean to be our shield, you follow my instructions to the letter. We strategize, rehearse, and above all, we keep the Mole’s stamina—ah—untainted. Can you manage this?”

Selene, never one to hide her light, laughs outright. “Can I manage?! Professor, I’ll be a fortress! I’ll be a goddess-damned chastity belt! I’ll walk this fae through the orgy swaddled in silk if I have to. Think of it: the glory, the scandal, the scheming! I’ll sabotage the cream supply in the east dorm if you command it.” She adds, “Or (just saying) I could seduce the squires of your main competitors, siphon off their Lust Mana, and leave them exhausted before midnight—yes? Am I hired?”

The Mole, speechless, manages a feeble: “...Are all succubi this intense?”

“Not at all!” Miss Selene answers, with a wink that could peel paint from a ten-foot archway, “I’m one of a kind. You’ll see.”

A pause ensues, in which the carved eyes of a marble dryad blink audibly in the alcove’s hush. Benedict, something dangerously close to a smile tugging at his mouth, decides.

“Very well,” he pronounces. “On the record: alliance formed. Selene, you’re our line of defense. Mole, you trust me—and, evidently, her—to see you through. Agreed?”

The Mole nods, small but steadfast.

Selene, meanwhile, executes a bow so theatrical it nearly twists her wings into knots. “Heard and witnessed!” she exclaims, “Exclusive pursuit for Mole, as long as I live—or until the next breeding festival, whichever comes first!”

Only then does she step back, eyes still devouring the object of her new obsession, as if cataloguing every shimmer and softness for some secret delight.

The practicalities descend all at once—Benedict, always the tactician, outlines the immediate tactics: breath control, distraction, defensive spells, which passageways might offer the best escape in a pinch. Selene absorbs each point with an eager “Yes!” or “Of course!” or “That’s brilliant—Why didn’t I think of that?!” She snatches a loose piece of parchment from the professor’s satchel, scribbling furious notes as if prepping for a quiz with the fate of her libido at stake.

The Mole, for their part, stands half-shielded by Benedict, sneaking glances up at their new protector with amazement and more than a little terror.

“I don’t get it,” the Mole whispers, voice barely audible.

“Get what?” Selene purrs, already listing the best choke points near the East Ballroom.

“Why you’d risk your own team...for me?”

The question lands in the alcove like an echo after a thunderclap—awkward, genuine, unanswerable.

Selene flashes another grin, all fangs and candor. “Because you’re worth it,” she breathes. “The best prizes come with the steepest price. Besides—” she leans closer, stage-whispers, “I’m in this game for love, not paperwork.”

Benedict signals their time is up; it wouldn’t do to be caught conspiring. He gathers his satchel, shoots his cuffs, and clears his throat with all the authority of a man shooing ferrets out of a dovecote.

“Enough. We move as a unit, with efficiency and discretion. From this moment on, we are invisible. If you see anyone, if you hear anyone—no talking, no magic, no theater. Understood?”

Two nods—a nervous bob from the Mole, an enthusiastic flourish from Selene.

“Then follow me,” says Benedict, leading them out into the corridor.

The passage outside is cooler, touched with the scent of mint and beeswax and (faint, always persistent) the musk of sex. In the distance, the bell tolls a warning for the first round of morning entertainments—a signal that the Orgy’s appetite is tuning up for its opening act.

The trio step into the light: professor, fae, and their improbable succubus guardian, drawing glances from idle passersby who know, from the arch of Selene’s wings alone, that some thrilling scheme is afoot.

Behind them, the Meditation Gallery’s marble mouths offer a final, audible sigh: Quel trio magnifique!

Benedict, seeing the way Selene hovers at the Mole’s elbow, realizes—perhaps too late—that this alliance may be more than he bargained for.

But then, at Succubus University, anything less would be a scandal.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Jynni Smalls, customarily imperturbable, is not prepared for the way the air ripples when she opens her office door to the fae delegation; not a bit of it. Even before she can speak—before she clicks her favorite glitter pen or adjusts her hopelessly askew thigh-highs—there’s a sort of shiver, a creaming of iridescence over the threshold, and the entire room rearranges itself with a feisty disregard for university furniture or dignity.

“Come right in,” chirps Jynni, not yet noticing her words echo and re-echo, warbling up the walls. “Just make yourselves—oh!”

She stops short. There is no sign of the polite fae contingent that had been loitering by reception just moments ago. Instead: a transparent riot of floating bodies—legs elegantly entwined, mouths paired and tripled, limbs braided as if mid-orgasmic ballet—hanging inches above the floor. The desk, once a staid administration prop, now glimmers with blushing woodgrain, edges melting with slick, fae glamour. The very paperweight winks in conspiratorial invitation.

Jynni blinks, fidgets, blinks again. For a second she wonders if she is having a stroke. Then the walls pulse: pearly whites to lover’s pink to dizzying blue, faster and faster, like the inside of a very erotic seashell, if seashells ever went off the edge.

“Goodness!” exclaims Jynni, hands springing to her hips in automatic faculty posture. “That’s quite—”

But the rest of her sentence drowns, swallowed by the first wave of sensation: a breeze that feels suspiciously like silk panties gliding up her bare thigh, hot on one leg, cool on the other. She jerks in surprise—nearly tips a container of signature heart-shaped barrettes—and discovers that her own admin jacket is unbuttoning itself, ever so delicately, with the purring precision of invisible, professional hands.

And the voices—oh, the voices! Very close, very soft, darting in from every corner:

“Headmistress—”

“Jyn, over here—please—”

“You promised us stimulation, didn’t you?”

“We want! We must! We crave—”

She twists to find the source. Nothing but glamours, drifting and multiplying; a dozen versions of Gina (yes: Gina Lux! her devoted, excitable aide) materialize in the bloom of fae light, each one perched on the edge of a desk, wriggling on the copy machine, or—heaven help us—pressed cheekily against a shelving unit with skirt hiked and eyes starry with mischief.

“Report for ceremonial review!” sings one illusory Gina, arms wide, breasts bouncing in exaggerated slow-motion.

“Headmistress, I require immediate handling!” wails another, face scrunched in near-religious devotion.

A third Gina—this one sprawled on the magical calendar—simply moans, “All quotas exceeded, please approve, please approve, please—”

Jynni’s breath hitches. “Oh, that’s—oh, wow—that’s—” She loses the thread completely, a rare occurrence. “That’s a lot of Gina.”

But the real Gina—only one of her, surely?—stands to the side, packed into a micro-skirt and a crop-top that does nothing, absolutely nothing, to keep her chest from jiggling in time with the ethereal light show. Her eyes ping-pong desperately from floating duplicate to floating duplicate.

“This—is—protocol?” gasps Gina, voice rising an octave. “Is this normal? Is it supposed to—Headmistress, don’t touch the—”

Too late. A string of phantom hands, cool and fragrant, materializes at Jynni’s nape, rubbing in an expert knead (and teasing under her admin jacket for good measure). Fingertips trail into the small of her back, then swoop with military precision to cup her ass; another set—tapered, taloned, nearly ticklish—claws her inner thigh until she squeaks, giddy and scandalized.

The windows fog over with swirling glamour—in one corner, an amphitheater of fae spectators cheers, every mouth agape and every tongue flicking. On the ceiling, the most brazen of the Gina illusions grinds against an invisible partner, gold-ringed clit bobbing in the air, shouting, “Headmistress, I beg you to utilize me! For science!”

“Focus, Jyn, focus,” she mutters, half to herself. She tries a breathing technique: slow inhale, count to three, ground herself in her office’s reality.

No good! With the next blink, the floor is gone; she’s straddling a puffy, cloudlike lounge that smells of cinnamon and ozone, quite possibly a memory of orgasm crystalized into seating. The sensation is…indescribable. There’s nothing solid, only shifting, throbbing lust magic, rolling through her from tailbone to scalp.

Next up—the illusory Gina parade. They come in battalions now: one kisses her fingertips, another climbs assertively into her lap, a third lies in smutty prostration at her feet, tongue out, eyes desperate, chanting, “Please, Headmistress, I can take so much more—I’m optimized for fae output—”

The real Gina, meanwhile, has backed into a corner, but not far enough to escape attention. “This is not in the handbook! Why is there so much—why does the air taste like me?” Her cheeks turn the ridiculous pink of candy hearts. “Is that my voice? Is that my ass? That’s not my—oh, gods, is it?”

Jynni makes another gallant attempt at order. She seizes the nearest desk-lamp, aims it at the illusions, and commands, “Delegation, report: What is the core of fae sensuality? Can I get it in one word or less—no, wait, don’t answer all at once—”

They answer all at once, naturally.

“Multiplicity!”

“Arousal as ecosystem!”

“Overwhelm!”

“Want—wait, and touch—no, consume!”

“Headmistress, approve my oral minutes!”

The sound is thunderous, yet also curled around her as a caress. From somewhere beneath her, a ripple of magic lifts her slightly, just enough to arch her back—oh, yes, that’s definitely somebody licking a line up her spine, a phantom tongue, clever and insistent. She moans, off-balance, and the air itself captures the moan, echoes it back: a concert of want.

“Okay! Resuming focus!” It’s equal parts battle cry and plea for mercy. “This is—very educational, thank you, but is there a ‘low’ setting? A beginner mode, perhaps—?”

The glamours escalate. Now the room is a forest of bodies—limbs and lips everywhere, the color of sex on every surface. Pinned to the desk by six phantom Ginas, Jynni laughs so hard she snorts, and the laugh shatters the tableau; for a half-second, real furniture fights through, academic reports flutter down in a hailstorm, and she almost regains command.

Almost. Because right as she lets out the breath, a new illusion surges up—suddenly, absurdly, the Headmistress is straddling a chair that has grown hips, plush thighs, and the unmistakable profile of Gina Lux’s ass, rendered in velvet and enchanted wood. The resemblance is…uncanny.

There is a moment’s lull. Then—

“HEADMISTRESS! I CAN EXPLAIN!”

Gina’s voice hits register glass-shatter, ricochets off the purring walls. She flings herself bodily at the chair, as if that could rescue either of them. “That was not a request! I didn’t—I mean, it’s not on the forms! Not in any official document?!”

But the office has opinions. Every glamour wants in on the fun: illusory Ginas, ever the over-achievers, crowd around the spectacle, offering commentary, moaning encouragements, flopping down in dramatic, fainting heaps.

“Headmistress, please rate my resemblance!”

“Is my chassis up to code?”

“The correct technique is circular grinding—let me demonstrate, please—”

“I volunteer for edge assignment!”

Jynni bursts out laughing—actually, it’s more like giggle-wheezing. She clings to the transformed chair for balance (not to mention the twin impressions of phantom thighs squeezing hers), and her wings—when did she get wings? the fae glamour seems to think she deserves several—flutter in helpless agreement. Her forehead is instantly dewy, hair plastered in pink ropes to her brow; her stockings have lost all ambition for symmetry; glitter smears her inner thighs. She looks absolutely, gloriously ruined.

“Gina,” she sighs, “if you ever need to impersonate office furniture, you have my full endorsement. Ten out of ten. Next semester’s catalogue cover, for sure.”

Gina, real and panting, has utterly surrendered. Her skirt has hitched higher somehow, and her hands clutch a fistful of spreadsheets like a lifeline. “That—was—so many Ginas. No one could blame you if you needed two hours’ more practice. For…efficiency.”

The light dimples and contracts as the fae magic reaches a crescendo: in a dazzling avalanche of pink and gold, all illusions—phantom tongues, duplicated Ginas, even the lascivious chair—collapse in on themselves, fizzling away, leaving behind a glowing haze and the layered scent of cinnamon, ozone, and very emphatic pussy.

The office is wrecked. Paper drapes every surface, the actual desk is somewhere under a mountain of magical glamour residue, and the walls are pock-marked with suggestion of bodies mid-copulation, like a dirty frieze in a burlesque temple.

Jynni, bracing herself with both hands on the (now mercifully neutral) chair, blinks until her eyes adjust to the non-glamour world. Then, voice trembling with triumph, she declares: “I understand fae sensuality now! It’s like a kale salad made out of orgies and office supplies—only good.”

Gina, never to be silenced, jabs a finger in the air. “Documented! We should try again after lunch. Headmistress, protocol recommends at least two more hours of exposure for…diplomatic best practices. Maybe three, if you count the chair.”

But Jynni cannot be stopped by paperwork. She wobbles, straightens her stockings, and—trailing a scatter of sticky glitter and her own dreamy giggle—staggers into the corridor, bouncing gently off the doorframe, hair a rose-pink halo of victory.

Out in the hallway, the silence is thunderous. She grins to herself, dazed, every nerve still humming with fae magic. Somewhere behind, Gina’s voice rings out:

“Headmistress! Do you want your minutes filed? Your ass is—uh—spectacular!”

The door closes. Jynni floats, nearly weightless, through the spell-addled quiet of Succ U’s administrative wing, awash in the triumph of research well done.

What a session.

(And, in the ruined office, paperweights and chairs resume their innocent cover—until next time.)


CHAPTER EIGHT

There is a saying at Succubus University—a vulgar one, you needn’t repeat it at a dinner party—that the pressure in the Lustfield goes up by a full inch of mercury per hour, the closer you inch towards a major orgy. If you’ve never observed it in person, you might think that a scholar’s life in a carnal dimension is all languid theory and perfumed scrolls, but the truth is this: when the Carnal Current begins to rise, it is a miracle the quad does not erupt into a full-scale sexual panic.

This morning is a textbook example.

At the stroke of ten, the lawns already crawl with trouble. The quad’s benches—sculpted, incidentally, in the curve of out-thrust haunches—have become thrones for upperclassmen locked in preemptive dry-humping. Clusters of negligee-clad cambions sprawl over fountains, tongues lolling, while at the far rim of the field, a unit of orcs rehearses something that sounds, and looks, suspiciously like a rugby scrum, minus the ball and plus four exposed dicks. Distantly, the massive archway into the Hall of Carnal Rites pulses with magical luminance; it’s gathering the energy of the district like a greedy throat about to swallow.

And into this maelstrom, three figures emerge from the Faculty Hall: Benedict Horne, his new crimson-skinned, gold-eyed succubus ally, and, squeezed between them and wrapped in a scarf up to their actual eyelids, the Mole.

Impossible to find a more ill-matched trio.

Benedict, tall, rumpled, the essence of Teacher-in-Overnighter-Mode—glasses already slipping, sleeves rolled up, tie misaligned—walks with brisk, almost judicial focus. His left hand rests, with determined support, on the faerie’s trembling shoulder.

The Mole, today, has adopted camouflage: dust-colored robes, armfuls of paper, and a nervous shuffle so fast that lesser mortals would simply vanish at that velocity. Now and again, the Mole emits a furtive squeak, but otherwise seems determined to be as inconspicuous and unsexy as possible.

As for the succubus—oh, the succubus! Where to begin? A slice of raw lust incarnate, six feet and change, with scarlet skin and horns like sickles. The muscles of her legs ripple with each step. She walks as if she owns the paving stones. But what is most alarming is the manner in which her gold eyes sweep the crowds: the naked, eager teeth. The barely-restrained violence. She is, in short, a bomb primed to explode at the first ass-grab or suggestive wink.

The escort begins well enough. Benedict, with professorial calm, leads the way with a half-muttered, “Steady on—Eyes up, just keep close.” The Mole, sandwiched, keeps moving. The succubus cracks her knuckles.

They are, at this moment, approximately four yards from the Safety Office, with spirits high, when disaster makes its entrance.

*

From out of nowhere—a student cuddle-pile!

It’s impossible to describe the velocity with which a herd of freshmen can swarm, if they sense a nervous presence in their midst. This particular group—six bodies, some naga, some human, half in lingerie—has constructed a kind of amorous barricade in the shadow of the coffee kiosk. At the very instant the trio draws level, there is a squeal, and four hands reach out for the Mole’s robe.

“Join us! Just for a second!”

“Come on—look how soft!”

The Mole freezes, eyes popping, the scarf nearly strangling them. The succubus reacts first: a snarl, pure and guttural, leaps from her throat.

“AWAY FROM THE FAERIE! HANDS OFF OR I START WITH FINGERS!”

Bodies tumble back. The naga snaps upright, hisses. Benedict, mortified, plucks the Mole from the melee like a parent yanking a child from a goldfish pond.

“My apologies, ah, ladies and—I can only ask that you keep your hands to yourselves unless the offer is mutual—”

The cuddle-pile’s captain, a dryad girl with bark across one thigh, tries to protest: “It’s just a—”

“NOT. FOR. YOU,” the succubus repeats, low and lethal. There is a frozen moment.

Then the entire cuddle-pile scatters, practically frog-marching itself away—some by foot, two on all fours.

Benedict, never missing a beat, resumes escort, the Mole clutching his sleeve. The pasty complexion of the faerie has shifted from cream to curdled milk.

“Don’t look, don’t look, we’re moving, everything’s fine—” Benedict soothes.

“Why do they jiggle when they move?” whispers the Mole, horrified.

“Never ask that here,” Benedict counsels. “It’s a question that only gets you more answers.”

The succubus, for her part, seems disappointed. “Did you see the one with the tail? If I had three more seconds, someone would’ve been pancaked,” she mutters.

Benedict casts a sharp look. “We are not here for squishing underclassmen.”

“Broad interpretation. Self-defense applies,” she declares.

Onwards.

*

Next hazard: the Dwarven Seduction Society.

They spring up from behind the hedges—literally, there are four of them, all adorned in the Society’s regulation lace-trimmed suspenders and velvet crush hats. For physiognomy alone, the dwarves are to be commended: each sports a beard like a badger’s pelt, eyes lined in shimmering pigment, chests dusted in glitter as if someone had upended a holiday ornament over the lot of them. They block the path with wide grins and—this is not a joke—gyrate.

“Hello, little beauty,” croons the lead dwarf, winking at the Mole. “Fancy a round in our pillow-nest? We guarantee anonymity and—”

His pitch dies mid-sentence as he makes eye contact with the succubus.

She does not blink. The air quivers; she emits a sound roughly between a lion’s warning cough and a pressure-cooker venting steam.

One of the dwarves staggers back, arms flapping. “Whoa, easy! We’re just offering—”

“Offer again, and you’ll be vapor,” intones the succubus.

The dwarves, however, are nothing if not resilient. The second one tries a different approach—sidles around, languid, tongue actually flicking out to wet lips.

“Think about it, professor! Our stamina’s famous. One night with us, that fae won’t be scared of anything ever again.”

The Mole makes a sound like a squeaky hinge.

Benedict, pinching his nose, addresses the dwarves with as much dignity as the situation allows. “Mister Garlan. We are on faculty business.”

“Faculty can join!” pitches in dwarf number three, wagging his eyebrows.

It goes downhill rapidly.

The succubus, a model of restraint thus far, shoves herself bodily between the dwarves and the Mole. At the same moment, she releases a thick ribbon of pheromone—visible, actually, a shimmering pink vapor that expands like a rumor.

There is coughing. The nearest dwarf doubles over and then, as if on cue, all four take flight, running for the hedge with cries of “Retreat! That’s grade-A succubus! Run before it hardens!”

Benedict looks sidewise at the succubus. “Did you have to escalate?”

“Absolutely. Are you seeing this campus? They’d eat the faerie alive—literally. I’m just doing what any responsible romantic rival would do.”

The Mole, shaking, makes a reedy “thank you,” and tries valiantly not to faint.

Never mind the stares from the crowd.

Onwards.

*

Perhaps there was a plan, earlier. Perhaps it was as simple as “escort the Mole to the lecture hall and don’t get sidetracked.” But Succubus University, on orgy eve, is a hydra: you cut off one head, two pop up with lingerie and a sense of mission.

Third obstacle—the orcs. A unit of three, all olive skin and footballers’ thighs. They strut, they flex, they make it impossible to walk anywhere without tricking someone into a collision. One of them, a baritone with a voice like midnight thunder, takes a look at the Mole and lets rip:

“That’s a fresh one! Professor—trade ya for an hour in the mudroom!”

Benedict sincerely wishes for a granite boulder to roll under.

“No trades,” he answers, brisk. “We’re en route; urgent errand.”

“But look at him! He’s shaking already. Scared of orcs, little fae?”

The Mole is absolutely terrified. Their knees are visibly knocking.

Before Benedict can reassert control, the orcs bear down, one of them leaning so close that the Mole’s scarf quivers.

“Let’s see that face,” purrs the orc. “Don’t worry, we keep it gentle for the first three rounds.”

Here the succubus loses all patience. She’s up onto a bench—no, a table, with a single acrobatic leap! Her voice, optimized for public shaming, rings out:

“BACK OFF, THE FAERIE IS NOT FOR YOU!”

Campus-wide silence. For a nanosecond, even the magical lights dim.

Other onlookers, not wishing to incur the fate of the Dwarven Society’s beards, back away so quickly two of them trip over their own lingerie.

The orcs, more pragmatic than proud, eye the succubus with caution.

“We ain’t fighting a succubus in open quad,” mutters one, shaking his head. “Not unless you bribe me.”

The red-skinned defender points down at them, talon extended. “You’ll get a bribe. It’s called a broken wrist.”

The orcs grumble and scatter.

The bench collapses, in the chaos, under new arrivals—no one cares.

Benedict helps the Mole unclench his fists. “You did well,” Benedict murmurs, to no one in particular.

“I nearly fainted,” replies the Mole, white as a shroud.

The quad, now, is more crowded. The noise, the scent—it’s a fog. Four distinct groups loiter along their path; some are engaged in other business, some are watching, some merely inventing new ways to be naked.

Somewhere a spell goes off; a cloud of pink feathers rains down, tickling every sensitive bit of exposed skin. The Mole tries to duck, but the feathers attach.

From out of the cloud, an illusion materializes: a spinning ring of naked cambions, dancing widdershins, and in the center—the Mole!

Before the team can intervene, the Mole is pulled into the ring, the illusion trapping them at once in a cycle of ever-more creative bondage postures. It is a magical illusion, but nobody bothered to tell the Mole; they shriek, flailing, as their arms and legs are puppeted into compromising displays.

The succubus is about to punch the illusion itself—good luck with that—when Benedict seizes her shoulder: “No! Let me—”

He snaps his fingers, one-two-three: “Stop! Staff override, faculty code Tenure-Pristine!” The magical dance fizzles; the Mole falls (unceremoniously) to the flagstones, ass-up.

Benedict helps them up. “No harm done. Keep moving,” he mutters, trying not to laugh.

The succubus finds a stray cambion—one of the illusion’s creators, giggling drunkenly in lace—and hisses at her until she runs in reverse.

“I could finish her in one bite,” says the succubus, with unconvincing subtlety.

“We are not biting students,” groans Benedict.

“You’re the expert,” retorts the succubus, but there’s admiration in her snarl.

Onwards.

*

The last and greatest hazard—an orgy. Not a scheduled one, not even an endorsed one, just one of the spontaneous outbursts that can, and frequently do, materialize whenever the Lustfield hits critical mass.

It happens like this: one moment, the path is clear, just a few students loitering, perhaps a little more flushed than usual. The next, a feedback loop erupts—somebody moans a little too loud, a satyr falls onto a succubus, two fae ignite into mutual masturbation, and suddenly, an orgy.

Bodies everywhere, hot, slick, writhing with mutual invitation.

And, now, our trio stranded at its epicenter. From all sides: hands, tongues, magical duplications, and the confusion multiplies. The Mole is seized—not roughly, but with enticing firmness—by a quartet of lust-maddened cambions.

They begin to drag him into the press.

Benedict’s patience snaps. “Stop! He’s under protection!”

No one listens.

The succubus, innovative as ever, detonates a pheromone-bomb: her arms spread wide, skin shimmering, and the very air blasts with a peppery-sweet musk so fierce that the orgy itself seems to pause. Thirty heads pivot as one—eyes reddened, lips parted. For a split second, you might believe even the scent of cinnamon and cunt in the air takes on a predatory gleam.

Then all hell breaks loose. The orgy’s attention—possibly the worst possible outcome—turns to the succubus. They surge towards her, arms outstretched.

“A tactical error—run!” yells Benedict, and does so, yanking the Mole along.

The last you see of the succubus is her standing atop a table, declaiming, “ONE STEP CLOSER AND YOU REGRET IT FOREVER!” as a massed horde of students piles around her.

Benedict, dragging the Mole, ducks below the benches, fakes left at a floating bundle of sobbing third-years, rolls past a fae knotted with two satyrs, and spins up the access ramp to the nearest building.

Miracle: the succubus bursts through a side-door, panting, a wreath of panties tangled around her horns.

They slam the door behind them. For a moment, nothing but the sound of breath and the muffled thumping of the orgy on the other side.

*

The safe zone is a forgotten secondary lecture hall—candelabra half-melted, benches warped, at least three magical stains on the floor that Benedict refuses to investigate.

They collapse—a heap of robes, scarf, and red skin.

The Mole huddles on the floor, clutching the hem of Benedict’s jacket, mouth working, making no sound.

Benedict does not bother trying to straighten his hair or tie; all academic dignity now lies out on the quad, possibly beneath a passed-out orc.

The succubus, radiant despite her bruises and the lingering musk, pops upright, beaming. “Nobody can say we didn’t do our job! Mole is intact. Professor has only minor PTSD. And I am even more aroused than before!”

Benedict, on the verge of a reply, is cut off by the succubus throwing her arm around both of them—never mind consent, for once.

“We are definitely bonding!” she crows. “Best workday all term.”

And in the silence that follows, with madness still rattling the door, even the Mole cannot help but offer a feeble, strangled laugh.


CHAPTER NINE

The devils arrive three minutes ahead of schedule—an ill omen if ever there was one. The air in the admin suite crackles as they march in, all cloven heels and tailored tartan suits with infernal sashes that glitter obscenely under the office lights. There are three of them—a classic delegation, never odd nor even, but always three for ritual weight—and they enter with the coordinated enthusiasm of a firing squad.

Leading the file is the arch-consultant himself: Ksiloth, tall and appallingly elegant, with a pair of horns slicked back like patent leather and the gaze of someone who once negotiated an actual soul out of a saint. At his left, a junior assistant demon—Drexia, smile sharp as a paper guillotine, clutching an armful of contracts, quills, and little crimson rune-cubes that pulse and emit faint chimes of mounting arousal. To the right, the technical expert, an incubus named Felg, already palming a sigil-printer and rolling out a scroll of yellowed vellum as if getting ready to lay carpet.

But let’s not forget the local talent.

Jynni stands primed (if one could call it that) behind her desk, rocking nervously on her heels. Her jacket is buttoned for once, stockings wrangled into something approaching straightness, but nothing will tame the cloud of pink hair that announces her mood louder than a trumpet corps. At her side—uninvited, but adamant—Gina Lux, breathless, beaming, notebook already open and pen poised on “transcribe everything worth knowing or fucking.”

The devils don’t bother knocking. They barely glance at the administrative plaque. Immediately, Ksiloth booms:

“Headmistress! Are you prepared for the final simulation?”

Jynni, ever the optimist, squeaks out: “Ready as I’ll ever be!”—but even her voice has the wobble of someone remembering last week’s “orientation.” (It involved three satyrs, a blackboard, and a spell that replaced the concept of time with “edge until further notice.”)

No time for pleasantries. Drexia is already fanning the contracts across the desk, ordering them by color and predicted intensity. The ink isn’t even dry. These are hot off the presses—literal, in fact, as thin curls of smoke drift from the signatures at the bottom.

“If we may begin with the consent protocols—” Felg interrupts, voice syrup-thick and professional. He slaps a rune-stamp onto the table and it flexes—yes, it flexes—like a startled slug.

Jynni, true sweetheart, tries to meet every disaster with a handshake.

“Of course! Please—explain, I’m eager—”

“Not yet calibrated!” Drexia trills, and before anyone can say “wait,” the first round of pleasure-binding sigils activate.

Bzzzt.

Gina’s reaction is immediate, heroic, and not at all quiet. She launches backwards off her chair, clutching her throat as though she’s just conquered the world’s spiciest chili pepper.

“AUUGH—YES THAT’S IT—AGAIN PLEASE—” she yelps, legs cycling in midair.

Ksiloth, with a little smile: “Pardon the side effects. This model’s optimized for redirect.”

Gina, flustered but remarkably game, staggers upright and bows at ninety degrees. “Headmistress! I respectfully submit my body for the energy overflow. I accept any and all misfires for the benefit of the institution!”

Jynni, as ever, melts. “Gina, you’re—um, sure you’ll be okay?”

Gina, bright as a fallen star: “Absolutely, Headmistress! I was top of my year for throughput metrics. I can handle a dozen denial loops before brunch!”

The devils exchange glances that speak volumes. Gina’s reputation, if it had not preceded her, is now being revised upward at alarming speed.

Felg, all business, adjusts the focus on a tiny obsidian lens. “Let’s synchronize with a denial rune, then. We recommend—oh, the Model 7C, classic, robust—”

Snap!

The sigil lands on the blotter with a gentle plop. At that very instant, Jynni’s body locks up—nostrils flaring, cheeks going candyfloss pink—while her thighs quiver like tuning forks under a maestro’s baton. She utters a strangled “h’ngph—” but does not fall.

Gina, on the other hand, absorbs the redirected surge like an ungodly capacitor. She shudders, then throws both arms skyward.

“HEADMISTRESS!” she hollers. “SURGE RECEIVED! Please—document the amplitude!—for the record, please do it again, I think the collection window was still open—!”

Nobody told the devils about Gina, but they are taking notes now. Drexia’s quill moves furiously.

Ksiloth, voice judicious: “I see the faculty liaison is exceeding spec. Very, very good. Shall we try a timed-release protocol?”

Jynni, releasing a breath in half-gasps, attempts poise. “Certainly—let’s—yes, I can receive—just, um, maybe lower the ramp-up?”

But there’s no chance for gentle. Drexia’s already tossing a glittering sigil across the desk. It sticks to Jynni’s palm like a cursed sticker.

There is a pause—a breathless, dreadful anticipation—

And then, like the world’s dirtiest hand buzzer, the rune discharges.

Jynni’s knees threaten a mutiny. She bounces, yelps, grabs for a file-folder and clings on for dear life. “Oh—oh, not the 7D, it’s too—!”

But it’s too late. Her whole body crackles with denial; pleasure saturates every nerve, and then is cruelly, masterfully held back.

Meanwhile, Gina hits the ground with a slap. The redirected arc leaves her panting, chest heaving, and eyes glazed with such blissful pride it’s a wonder she didn’t explode outright.

Drexia, annotating: “7D produces acute rebound. Recommend for difficult subjects.”

Felg, ever ready, cues up the next “exhibit.”

Now the office is chaos.

Contracts and pleasure-binding scrolls everywhere—some rolling off the table, some magnetized to Jynni’s hands, one stuck to the back of Gina’s skirt (she doesn’t notice, she’s busy eagerly presenting for “maximum surface area”). The devils begin demonstration number three: Orgasm-Theft Sigils, red and humming, each one designed to slurp climax off the target and funnel it wherever the contract specifies.

Ksiloth claps twice—no finesse here, just theatre. “Observe, Headmistress. You sign the top, the subject below, and the effect is instantaneous.”

As the words hang in the air, Felg smears a line of slick mana ink across one document, hands Jynni the infernal pen, and points.

She signs—hand shaking, lovely little heart over the “i”—and the contract sizzles.

At once, a pulse of heat drags through her, hovering right at the limit between “oh wow” and “please, not in front of the devils.” The pleasure swells, about to spill—then vanishes, siphoned in a chain-lightning arc into Gina.

Gina falls over her own feet. She howls with joy. Genuine tears streak her cheeks. “OH MY—yes, Headmistress, please—field test that again! I am—so ready—just—!”

The office smells of citrus, ozone, and something distinctly pent-up.

From here, things only escalate.

The devils roll out Denial Loops and Timed-Release Enchantments. They demonstrate pleasure-binding contracts that require physical touch—yes, even for demonstration, please take Drexia’s hand, right there, and match the rhythm, Headmistress, it’s in the fine print. Minutes pass, maybe hours, or is it just a continuous tumble of sensations? Jynni’s in a bright, trembling haze, furiously trying to maintain dignity while her body is stretched between need and protocol.

Gina, meanwhile, is a one-woman test facility. She absorbs stray pleasure arcs like a champion—sometimes shrieking, sometimes sighing, at least once catapulted clear over an armchair to flatten against the window. Her notes are an unreadably scrawled mess, but who cares? She’s never been prouder.

Halfway through, Felg tries the “experimental rune”—which, to Jynni’s credit, she attempts to block.

“Not that rune!” she howls, slapping both hands on the desk. But the devils are quicker. With a flick, the sigil lands—

BAM.

Gina’s legs buckle like overcooked noodles. She topples, flops, lies twitching with a look of abject bliss.

Jynni peeks over the desk edge. “Is she—Gina, do you need—?”

Gina barely manages an ecstatic thumbs-up. “Ten minutes, please, Headmistress!—just calibrating the resonance—”

Ksiloth beams. “Excellent. You’ve an admirable staff, Headmistress.”

Jynni attempts a smile. She is signing another contract, hand fluttering like it’s lost connection to her brain. At every binding, she gasps or shivers. Sometimes she yelps—tiny, squeaky exclamations that echo down the admin corridor. At least twice, Drexia has to supply a new pen: the last one snapped under finger-spasms brought on by a particularly “active” pleasure-binding.

Finally, the devils up the ante.

Felg unspools a blasphemously complex document —the “Omnibus Intimate Contract,” a forty-page agreement, each page inscribed with runes set to trip at a signature.

Jynni, hardly able to sit still, squares her shoulders and braces. “Ready—just go ahead—!”

“Careful,” Drexia warns, sifting through the stack. “Impact is cumulative.”

Gina, regaining some use of her legs, volunteers afresh. “I’ll accept overflow, please—use me—calibrate excess—!”

Snap, crackle, and there it is: as Jynni signs, the pleasure washes over her in waves—up her arm, down her spine, everywhere at once—then, cruelly, is filched and blasted sideways into Gina, who collapses again, babbling “Thank you, thank you, oh gods, again—!”

By this point, even the devils have to pause for breath.

Drexia, looking deeply satisfied, circles a bullet point and comments, “Headmistress demonstrates remarkable resilience to multistage denial.”

Ksiloth notes: “Recommend direct engagement, mid-tier protocols, and perhaps extra stamina training.”

Gina beams delirious pride; a little blue spark crackles around her scalp.

Jynni, though trembling in every limb, has survived.

But wait! The devils will not leave well enough alone. There’s a final exam: the pleasure-binding handshake, the infernal classic.

Jynni is told to grip Ksiloth’s hand—just for the demonstration, please—and focus entirely on holding back. Drexia times it; Felg watches with a stopwatch, of all things.

They shake hands.

The rune activates.

For nearly a minute, Jynni endures waves of pleasure held just at the brink. She gasps, moans, but never loses control. Her cheeks are bright cherry, her jacket hanging crooked, but she does not break. At last, she is permitted to release—safely, controlled, only inside the contract, and even then, just a trickle.

The devils withdraw, looking deeply satisfied.

“Congratulations, Headmistress,” Ksiloth declares. “You are, beyond argument, prepared for any mid-tier infernal negotiation.”

Drexia, with a bow: “You endured all devices and did not panic. Impressive.”

Felg, scribbling: “Best-in-class. Highest marks for adaptation.”

The devils scoop up their contracts, tuck away the sigil-cubes, and leave as briskly as they came.

The office is silent—except for Gina, curled in a corner, beaming, still taking notes with a shaking hand.

Jynni can't move for a second. Her body still hums, awareness flickering from aftershock to aftershock.

Finally, she gathers her wits, stumbles to her feet, and surveys the carnage. Papers everywhere, sigils smeared on the walls, at least two office chairs knocked clean over, and a scented haze you could bottle and sell as “Administrative Release No. 9.”

Gina looks up, utterly effervescent. “Headmistress—you did it! Did you see their faces? You absolutely shredded their expectation matrices!”

Jynni, warm and ragged, manages a giggle. “Gina, I barely remember my name. Is it over? Is this—can I go home?”

Gina, inching toward vertical, peels herself off the carpet. “Of course, Headmistress! Shall I—should I clean up, or—?”

“No, darling,” Jynni mutters, gathering her satchel, “leave it for tomorrow. I need—oh gods, I need cocoa, Benedict, and eight hours of sleep—in that exact order, or I’ll combust.”

And with that, Headmistress Jynni weaves her way down the corridor, dignity shredded but victory hers, and makes for home as though the universe won’t let her rest until she’s been properly soothed.

One could follow her in, past the enchanted hedges ringing the quad, trailing the delighted murmurs of students who have no idea what she’s endured. The admin building sighs behind her, doors closing with a sound like a spent moan.

Somewhere, Benedict is waiting, probably with cocoa already warming, and the promise of enough comfort to untie every pleasure-knot spun by the devils.

Let other universities have their syllabi and staff briefings; here, in the aftermath of infernal education, one staggers home and dreams of nothing but warmth, chocolate, and the arms of someone who makes all this mad labor seem worthwhile.

But that—well, that comes next.

Tonight, let the campus sleep a little safer, knowing their Headmistress has passed even the devils’ tests.

Tomorrow, there will be more contracts, more chaos, and, if the scars on the office door are to be believed, probably another visit from Quality Assurance.

But for now: cocoa, cuddles, and the blessed silence of a job well done.


CHAPTER TEN

Mid-morning at Succubus University, and the world has lost its mind.

Forget your ordinary holiday crush; forget any notion of “organized festival.” No, today, the quad writhes under a delicious calamity—a snowstorm of sex-magic and bedlam that makes the old End-of-Term Bacchanals look like Sunday School picnics.

It begins with an accident—though whether the Convergence erupts on its own or is given an ill-advised nudge by an enterprising undergrad will never be clear. At any rate, the effect is instant: a whoosh, a shimmer, a sudden, effervescent sheet of aphrodisiac snow blanketing every inch of open ground, settling on skin, hair, tongues, exposed cocks, and curly tails with impartial abundance.

A shriek goes up near the fountains—“The snow’s leaking down my panties! It burns! It tingles—!”—and everywhere voices bark, cackle, or moan as the enchanted flakes melt, leaving only a glimmering coat—and a spike in libido no mortal medicine could ever counteract.

It is tradition, during the first flush of holiday Convergence, for students to choose sides: you are either swept up by the tidal wave or determined to die resisting it. Today, resistance is nowhere to be seen. Only waves and waves of surrender.

“Lights!” cries a fae junior, half-buried under a centaur, as she points to the sky where the campus’s arcane illumination ripples like veins gone quite mad; every fresh moan in the quad sends another pulsation through the air, so that by the hour, the lights are flashing more frantically than a succubus in mid-coitus.

Magical globes, usually content to hover sedately, are now racing in packs. They zoom over heads and swirl between thighs, landing—most helpfully—atop anyone at risk of being overshadowed by the next orgiastic feat. And wherever the lights land? The snow seems to intensify, sparkling and fizzing in little storms that provoke even more indecent laughter and public mounting.

Across the field, no fewer than a dozen student couples have found the holiday trees irresistible. What was meant to be a simple decorating exercise (streamers, edible baubles, the occasional flirtation with tinsel), has instead become a competition to see which tree can sustain the greatest number of simultaneous impalements.

An elven sophomore—possibly named, though nobody recalls—rides her partner’s cock with an agility that would shame a gymnast. Never mind she’s tasked with “placing the star”: with each bounce she slams handfuls of enchanted cherubs into place, several of them dissolving at once to shower her breasts with sticky confetti. Her partner, a cambion sporting what can only be called a ceremonial erection, mutters curses in at least three dialects—none quite masking the awe on his face.

At another tree, two naga have coiled their lower halves together for warmth or leverage, no one is sure which, and are working in sensuous tandem to thread pearl garlands along the highest branches. Each orgasmic shiver sends fresh ripples of mana up the trunk, lighting the decorations from within.

“Move, move, you’re dripping down the trunk!”—a dwarf bellows from below, where she’s juggling plates of enchanted chestnuts, each one roasted over its own lick of infernal blue fire.

If there is a logic to the proceedings, it is not discernible. Dwarves in holiday sashes march about with trays; orcs, flexing every muscle, squeeze entire kegs between their thighs; fae ride the snow drifts cackling, their pointed tongues lapping up anything liquid they can snag.

Gina is everywhere and nowhere at once. The only evidence of her actual body is the trail of clipboard-shaped indents left in the snow, a whirr of platinum hair, and a cacophony of over-enunciated warnings spouting from somewhere near—but never quite at—eye-level.

“Hydration! Hydration stations at every corner, don’t make me come chase you, I will!” she yells, tripping over a cluster of shivering pixies who are—possibly—demonstrating the fine points of clitoral massage against a sapling. “And stretch! If you’re planning insertions greater than three inches over body average, you need to stretch—yes, that’s right you, the orc with the... oh, merciful fuck, are these measurements even permitted before noon?”

She wields her clipboard like a weapon, ticking lines no sane person would ever attempt to read, then dashing after “emergent hazards” with the mad intuition of someone who has already color-coded the next thirty disasters.

Only occasionally does she pause, just long enough to scribble a note (“Jyn, urgent: mana-fizz outbreak in Greenhouse Two—possible foam-related drownings?”) or to materialize beside Jynni, panting, eyes alight, demanding sign-off on some “Holiday Orgy Risk Mitigation Plan.”

Jynni herself is... not at her best. There is perhaps no creature on campus who gives more sincerely of herself than the Headmistress, but the week before the Orgy is a gauntlet. She floats, sometimes literally, from one gathering to the next: two minutes cuddling a homesick first-year, four minutes officiating a “pre-orgy dry run,” three minutes in a corridor huddle with the Carnal Council’s miniature ambassador (who seems intent on licking paperwork rather than reading it), then, without preamble, she appears at Benedict’s side.

It’s not dignified. She doesn’t care.

“Ben,” she gasps, “hold me. No—wait, just—aaaa—” and in a surge she flings her whole pink-and-glowing self over his lap, nearly toppling him from his bench among the admin trees. The effect is to bury her face directly in the crook of his neck, where she koalas for as long as decency (or Benedict’s physical endurance) permits.

Benedict, for his part, has learned to take such collapses in stride. He is, after all, the only faculty member capable of both stroking Jynni’s hair and revising a warding formula at the same time. If her hand happens to wiggle deep between his thighs as she slumps? Well, so be it; he smooths her hair, murmuring, “Another disaster?” as if they are discussing nothing more pressing than the weather.

It is, from any objective perspective, exhausting. By noon, Benedict’s spectacles have fogged over so many times he considers simply discarding them; his shirt once crisply pressed now trails untucked and quite possibly splattered with magical snow. Even so, he holds onto Jynni—when permitted—and when not, dispatches undergrads with brisk, professorial gestures.

“Refill those protection amulets, please. No, not the cherry ones—the blush-berry, they’re calibrated for orc volume. Gina, can you herd the Mole to the prep suite before the parade begins?”

Ah, the Mole. If there is a single entity more overwhelmed than the Headmistress, it is the small, shivering shape camped beneath what appears to be five distinct university-issued blankets, now soaked through with at least three forms of liquid. The Mole’s terror is refreshing, in a way: it grounds the fantastical chaos in that most basic of academic traumas—performance anxiety.

“I can’t go out there,” hisses the Mole, burrowing deeper into fleece as students zoom by, “I can’t even look, how are they so... flexible?”

Benedict, ever gentle, leans closer—only to be interrupted by the arrival of a succubus (second-year, barely above average marks, but endowed with a pep-talk technique that would get her sued in most jurisdictions).

“No shame in fear! We all started somewhere—mine was with twelve cambions, two gallons of lube, and three broken beds!” the succubus crows. Her voice is pure liquid encouragement, her vibes less so. “You’ve got destiny in you, Mole. Deep, gnawing, lustful destiny.”

“But—my performance review—” the Mole stammers, only to be met with a thunderous slap on the back and a suggestive hip roll that nearly sends their cocoa flying.

“Tomorrow, you reek of sexual triumph—or not at all!” concludes the succubus, whirling off, hips leading the way, and leaving behind her an aura so thick with pheromones that even Benedict finds himself blinking twice.

It is not possible to describe the day in terms of schedule. No schedule exists.

Instead, there is only a catalogue of disasters. Every hour brings another.

At eleven, disaster one: the cuddle pile outside the main hall backfiring. It begins as a harmless attempt to “ease tensions” before the orc choir’s first performance. Forty-eight minutes later, the entire hallway is blocked by a mountain of shivering, giggling, and occasionally snarling undergrads, none of whom show any interest in ever disengaging.

Gina tries to intervene—“There’s a medical capacity for cuddling, you can’t just—Headmistress, do we have a cuddleflow protocol?!”—but all her tactics only add fresh bodies to the heap. By the time custodians arrive (with enchanted spatulas and extra-slick spill mats) the pile has acquired its own campus postal code.

Disaster two: The Orc Choir. A simple enough concept—twelve orc undergraduates, stripped to the waist and then some, practicing their harmonies for tomorrow’s opening ceremony.

No one warned the administration that orc harmonics, when amplified by Convergence mana, is less “Ave Maria” and more “Seismic Orgasmic Hymn.” The first vibrato nearly shatters the windows; the second triggers sympathetic tremors in three outlying buildings. On the third, someone’s penis knocks over a lectern and campus security logs the incident as “Property Damage, Phallic-Related, Level C.”

“Please, gentlemen, we need volume control!” shouts Benedict from the balcony, but the orcs only grin wider, redoubling their efforts as the magical snow ignites in bursts beneath their feet.

Disaster three: Dwarven keg detonation.

Perhaps it was inevitable. Once the Convergence hits, all booze on campus risks sparkling mutation. This year’s winner is the annual vat of “Frosted Lustbock”—meant to serve responsibly-lubricated fun in the big hall. Gina is doing a check of the ventilation stones when it happens: a low rumble, a glimmer of pink foam, and suddenly a tidal wave of fizzing, aphrodisiac-filled suds erupts from the tap.

The tsunami overtakes four tables of overwhelmed first-years, rolling them instantly to the ground and soaking everything from paperwork to exposed areolas. Within moments, the foam renders half the building’s occupants insensible. Were it not for Benedict, Jynni, and a hastily conjured mop, the entire event might have ended with the survivors floating belly-up in the glittering soup.

“Don’t inhale! Someone could drown in this!” Gina is at her best, commandeering a chain of succubi to carry students to higher ground. She is, predictably, the first to volunteer herself as “testing subject,” and after three lungfuls of foam, needs to be resuscitated by Jynni’s thighs.

By late afternoon—perhaps by magic, sheer inertia, or the promise of impending collective orgasm—the preparations are “complete.” The cuddle pile disperses (leaving behind only three pairs of underwear and a possibly sapient spatula). The orc choir is strong-armed into a sound-proof rehearsal dungeon; as a compromise, they’re permitted to flex their cocks through the bars at ten-minute intervals, “for morale.” The foam dries on every exposed surface, leaving the halls as slippery as a glassblower’s dream.

Benedict marshals the faculty to inspect the quad one last time; he is joined by Jynni (awake, just barely), Gina (concussed but happy), and the Mole, who is being frog-marched by a trio of relentless motivational succubi.

The sight that greets them is not so much organized as... expectant. Rows of decorated trees, some still vibrating gently. Students in varying states of undress, sipping spiked cocoa, their eyes already half-lidded. Lanterns drift overhead, glowing.

A last-minute crisis nearly breaks Gina: a student caught with a six-foot candy cane and, let it be said, an ambition to match. “There are limits! There are thresholds! Please, for the love of the Orgasm Gods, st-r-e-t-ch first!”

She summons Benedict for support. He does what he can: a lecture on “gradual insertion and magical safeties,” delivered with the calm of a man who has weathered much worse.

Elsewhere, the Mole is hyperventilating, again. This time, it’s not the ornaments or the orgy-rumors, but the realization that tomorrow’s events will be witnessed by the campus, the Council, and—“You didn’t say there’d be broadcast! My anus will be on ten international relays!” the Mole yelps, three blankets and two mugs of cocoa clutched like shields.

Benedict does his best. “You’ll do fine. Nobody remembers the opening act. They’ll be focused on the choreography. Or Jynni.”

This intended solace only draws a pained moan from the Mole. “They always remember the bloopers! I’ll be archived for centuries as That Mole—!”

A nearby student chimes in, perhaps helpfully: “Legend. You’ll be a legend.”

Night falls. The enchanted snow glitters, undisturbed across the lawn. There is, at last, a stillness. In the admin wing, the faculty collapse onto the world’s most resilient sofa.

Jynni lands, not so much sitting as melting into Benedict’s arms. She clings, panting—her face flushed, hair undone, the faint glow of cosmic authority flickering at her cheeks.

“Well,” Benedict says, straight-faced as ever, “I believe the operational term is: ‘complete.’”

Jynni buries her face against his throat, still managing to speak: “Tomorrow. We just have to get through tomorrow.”

Gina, half-asleep, marks the box on her clipboard labeled “Catastrophes: Expected Range.” The Mole, cocooned in blankets, peeks over the edge just long enough to catch Jynni’s words.

Outside the window, the campus pulses—all magical lights synchronized, every bubble of luminescent snow buzzing in readiness. Even the trees seem to tremble.

There is only waiting, and breath, and the inescapable promise: tomorrow, the Orgy.

Let anyone say they are not prepared. Let any argue structure and planning are useless, and yet—when dawn comes, it will find Succubus University braced for anything.

And if, in the warmth of the admin suite, Jynni’s last whispered words linger a little longer—tangled with hope and terror and the ease of touch—well, perhaps that’s what power is. To survive, to give everything, and to brace oneself on the edge of possibility.

Tomorrow. They just have to get through tomorrow.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

The Hearth of Desire—that notorious, pulsing crystal nest at the heart of Founders’ Hall—ought to have flared phoenix-bright on the first stroke of midnight. But this is Succubus University: tradition collides with ungovernable enthusiasm the very moment you try to enact it.

A hush over hundreds in attendance. Student reps in their House silks; Faculty in whatever counts as formal regalia (for the satyrs, this meant starched collars with nothing underneath, and for at least one naga professor, an elaborate spiral of shimmering ribbon); administration, alumni, and visiting dignitaries crowded along balconies and between the living columns that flexed, ever so discreetly, when pressed by masses of swelling bodies. The air—already ripe with cinnamon and something wetter—carried a charge capable of curling your toes.

Someone strikes a match. Jynni Smalls, Headmistress, tiptoes, waves both hands, and booms in her most official Headmistress voice: “Let the Orgy commence!” The crowd lets loose a dozen different kinds of cheer: moaning, barking, a little light hissing (from the lamia students, who are nothing if not punctual). All eyes on the center, where the Hearth waits—fat with promise, trembling on the brink.

But the spell stutters.

A whimper—yes, a whimper—from the great floating beacon, followed by a dainty, apologetic pop, and suddenly the whole room is glazed in a patina of…not golden sunlight, but a sultry, slippery mauve haze instead. A misunderstanding. Or more likely, as the senior Lustwarden cackles, “The Hearth’s got blueballs already!”

“Too much mana in the air,” chimes someone in the back.

“Give it a minute!” adds someone else. “Or just fucking start anyway!”

And so, without further authority, the Orgy launches itself into being.

* * *

There’s protocol, of course, and Jynni Smalls is nothing if not a stickler for doing things the right way—if the “right way” means as delightfully, deliriously, and inclusively as possible. Her first call of duty: the orc delegation.

Why the orcs? Tradition, darling.

“HEADMISTRESS! Ready for you!” comes the bellow, loud enough to rattle the palace-sized hall.

The orc contingent is assembled as one might dream of them: a front line of muscle, grins, and toffee-brown skin, each wearing a sash tied about the waist and little else. Tallest among them holds out both arms, as if intending to lift Jynni bodily onto his cock before she’s even close to sitting down.

There’s ceremony; there’s pageantry; there’s a bottle of cordial (flavored, no joke, with pickled dragonfruit and something that tingles before it even hits your tongue). Jynni giggles, licks the lip of the bottle, and with a flourish, presents herself to the first in line.

He doesn’t waste time. (No orc ever does, but this one is quicker than most.)

Jynni, blossom-pink hair already tangled by the humidity, is swept into the crook of an enormous arm and hoisted easy as you please. Somewhere behind her, clipped to the admin jacket that’s not actually covering her at all, a row of heart-shaped pins glitters wildly. The orc (call him the Front Runner) sniffs her, laughs, and asks—honest curiosity—“You really Headmistress?”

“Only during business hours,” she chirps, before sealing her mouth around the bulbous crown of his cock.

It’s a feat of expert technique, a throat-sealing, motion-blurring suck that draws instant gasps, not just from the orc himself, but from every other waiting delegate. Within moments:

— She’s braced stiletto-wide across two greenish black forearms, getting face-fucked as though it’s both a sport and a ritual.

— The rest of the orcs jeer, cheer, slap encouragement onto the Spokescock’s haunches; in one hand, an orc holds up a chronometer, ticking Jynni’s pace against last year’s record.

— Her own laughter muffles around the intrusion, but every time she blinks, the Hearth’s mauve glow dances along her lashes.

At some predetermined signal (a chorus of “KNOT HER!”), he shifts—she’s spun round, impaled from below with a cock that’s unreasonably thick, and not one, but two knots at the base. This is orcish ceremonial sex, dear reader. Not for the faint of heart or the merely curious.

The first moment is always a spectacle—especially when it’s the Headmistress, at the mercy of an orc’s ceremonial pounding, center stage. Jynni is a professional, not only in the duties of her office but in the art of being absolutely, unforgettably railed. The orc buries himself to the knot, sets his stance, and, heedless of the thousand eyes fixed upon them, begins a rhythm so deeply primal it nearly registers as seismic activity. The great glass chandeliers overhead tremble in their chains. The stone pillars vibrate, dusting the air with motes of magic.

He fucks her with an exuberance bordering on religious zeal, his hands locked around her hips like a weightlifter’s at the barbell, using the entire torque of his body to bounce Jynni up and down on his cock. The sensation is not subtle—no one in the room would dare describe anything the orc delegation does as “subtle”—and certainly not now, with Jynni’s ass clapping, feet in the air, and her head thrown so far back she is, for a moment, simply a pink-haired arc, a diagram of pleasure made flesh.

The house band, a loose collective of satyrs and wood nymphs with a penchant for improvisation, senses the rising tempo and matches it on the fly. What was once a stately carnal anthem becomes, in the space of a dozen thrusts, something that can only be called “spiritual funk.” Percussionists bang on enchanted gourds, each smack timed perfectly to the impact of Jynni’s hips on the orc’s massive thighs. A saxophone rises in a blue note, wailing in tandem with the Headmistress’s voice.

She is the consummate showwoman. Even as she’s hoisted, spun, and throttled on the twin-knot cock, Jynni manages to arch her back just so, giving the room a view of her every twitch and shudder. Her hands alternate between clutching the orc’s muscled arms for dear life and fluttering, jazz-hands style, at the crowd as if to say, Can you believe this? Isn’t this delightful?

The assembled students and faculty believe it. They are enraptured: some with hands down their own pants, some craning to see better, others pounding the tables in time with the orc’s thrusts. Even the dignitaries perched on the balcony—famously standoffish, famously above such plebeian displays—are clearly captivated, their whispers lost in the roar every time Jynni’s body comes crashing down.

Within seconds, the Headmistress’s thighs begin to tremble. She’s leaking so profusely that the orc’s balls and the rune-carved platform are both slicked, trails of pearlescent fluid cascading and pooling where her quim kisses the stone at the bottom of each bounce. A committee of junior succubi, on cleanup detail, stand at the ready with enchanted towels—though they’re too hypnotized by the unfolding spectacle to do much more than gape, mouths and eyes wide as moons.

And when the orc, spurred on by the baying of his delegation, accelerates to a truly inhuman tempo—when he yanks Jynni down with a final, ribcage-rattling slam—it’s as if the Hearth of Desire itself shudders in sympathy. Jynni’s orgasm is not just audible; it’s seismic. She lets out a sharp, unfiltered scream, a sound that echoes off the crystal walls and is instantly picked up by the House telepath, who magnifies it into the heads of every sentient being within a half-mile.

The first wave hits in her core and radiates, flashing across her skin with the telltale shimmer of a major magical release. Her cunt clamps down, milking the orc’s cock—who in turn snarls, his own orgasm swift and copious, the first load of the Orgy splashing in ropes so thick they’re visible even in the shimmer of the Hearth’s mauve haze. Jynni’s knees go limp, the rest of her following, but the orc holds her aloft, victorious, as the crowd erupts in a standing ovation.

If it were merely about the sex, this would be enough: a performance, a ritual, a demonstration of why the Headmistress is the Headmistress. But the effect is contagious. As Jynni shudders and squirts onto the platform, a dozen other bodies in the front rows jerk in spontaneous sympathy. Rival delegations—fey, devilkin, a particularly competitive centaur collective—break into a frenzy of whispered bets and not-so-whispered challenges.

The ripple travels outward, a kinetic chain reaction: on the main floor, students surge into each other’s arms, lips seeking, hands grabbing, legs twining under tables. Above, on the grand stair, a High Elf vice-chancellor is already undoing his ceremonial sash with one hand while gripping the mane of an eager naga with the other. Even the ever-composed senior Lustwarden is seen palming her own breast, grinding against the velvet railing with the slow confidence of someone who knows there will be plenty of time later for formalities.

Jynni, her head lolling in post-orgasmic bliss, still manages to flash a double thumbs-up as the orc lowers her gently to the platform and pats her ass for luck. She adjusts her jacket—which does nothing to conceal her, of course, but tradition demands the gesture—then winks at the next delegation as if inviting them to top this.

The Hearth of Desire glows a shade brighter, its blueball haze thinning just enough for the original spell to catch hold. The floating beacon stretches, flexes, and releases a tremulous wave of carnal energy across the hall, like a cosmic bell ringing for the next round.

After that, things degrade—no, improve!—in the following sequence:

1. She’s ass-fucked (politely; the orc spits in his palm first), and this time, the table below her rattles with every thrust.

2. Someone passes her a goblet, laughs, and pours a shot directly between her breasts, catching the overflow in his own mouth and then kissing her—tusks and tongue alike.

3. When she tries to stand, a pair of orcs smack her ass—tenderly but with motive, and she nearly stumbles onto the table entirely.

4. A deep, rhythmic, and totally affectionate group chanting forms around each climactic crest: “Headmistress! Headmistress! Bleed the Hearth, Headmistress!!”

By the end of her orc round, Jynni’s hair is both tangled and shiny—slicked with sweat, spit, and perhaps a molecule or two of cordial. Her thighs are quivering so hard she can barely muster a curtsy.

But there’s work to be done. The dwarves are waiting.

* * *

Meanwhile, on the far side of the debauchery—by the enchanted sundial, past a literal carpet of moaning students—Benedict Horne is having problems.

Well, not his problems. The kind that come with being charged to protect a dignitary from interdimensional interference—namely, interference that comes with suction cups, or psychic ears, or enchanted flora primed to force consent.

His charge: the Mole. Name not disclosed, but their posture (hunched, eyes wide, one hand permanently gripping her blazer closed at the lapels) marks her out instantly as “fascinated but unwilling to be a demonstration object.” Her mission, Benedict has ascertained, is strictly diplomatic, possibly involving statistical analysis of Magical Field output, and most definitely not supposed to require public nudity, forced group cumming, or loss of consciousness via lust-mist.

We pause for a moment to note the Mole’s outfit: academic standard at Succ U, meaning a pencil skirt hovering near micro, white collared shirt, and a panicked air. She is flanked, however, by Benedict’s only backup: a pocket-sized, demon-red succubus with a fighting streak and a notable disregard for social graces.

Her name, technically, is unlisted, but she announces herself on arrival by leaping atop a low hedge and roaring, “INTERFERE AND I CLAIM YOUR ESSENCE!” in a tone that suggests she’s eaten three other bouncers before breakfast.

Let us catalog the attempted attacks on the Mole and Benedict, in the order they manifest—truly, a parade of ingenuity:

First, a bewildering fae assault: three pastel-haired, willowy creatures encircle the Mole with offers of “mutually beneficial oral study.” The first tickles her ear, the second mouths at her inner thigh (through the skirt), the third suggests, “You know, we could all just taste you at once.” Benedict steps in, deploying his best professorial glare. It works—not on the fae, never on the fae—but on nearby students, who clear a respectful radius.

“Please,” Benedict intones, weaponizing his years of classroom authority, “my esteemed colleague here is on assignment. Kindly unclamp yourselves from her perineum or I’ll involve Faculty Discipline.” He means it.

The fae deflate, but not without a parting, sticky-lipped kiss onto the Mole’s thigh. Damages: minor.

Next, a more insidious threat: a lamia with telekinetic focus points (two, to be precise, both zeroed in on the Mole’s hardening nipples). The effect is a visible shudder, followed by a loopy, spiral-eyed giggle from the Mole herself. Succubus Enforcer reacts first: she sprints, launches, and physically removes the lamia’s hand from the air—how, one cannot say, but the result is a yowling pile-up and a trail of panic over the nearest hedgerow.

“MY HUMAN! MY CLAIM!” shrieks Succubus Enforcer, now practically vibrating with pride.

Benedict, it must be said, is sweating. The environment here is built for arousal—yes, but not for sustained adrenaline and tactical evasion. His collar is already open, sleeves rolled. Spectacles are perched and dangerous, threatening to fly off during the next sprint.

The Mole staggers. “Did—did anyone else see—?”

“Try to relax,” Benedict urges, gently. “Or just focus on my shoes. We’re safer if you don’t make eye contact with the benches.”

This is sound advice: the nearest bench is mid-transformation, sprouting a slot at groin level and a clever little tongue ready to go. Best not to let the Mole fixate.

They press on, repelling at least one wandering batch of satyrs (“We heard there was free use—?” “Try the refreshments table,” Benedict barks.), and at one point he must physically remove a clump of enchanted mistletoe from above the Mole’s head, as each encounter with the mist compels a sixty-second, open-mouthed kiss with the nearest celebrant.

“Policy,” explains Benedict, not unkindly. “It’s a hazard of the season.”

Another disaster averted.

Ah! But then—a devil, tie taut, pinstripes sharper than steel, manifesting inches from the Mole’s trembling shoulder.

“CONTRACTUAL OFFER,” the devil rumbles, holding out both a pitch-black scroll and a coil of silken rope. “BIND FOR REWARD. ACCEPT ENCHANTED SERVICE, OR—”

Nope. Succubus Enforcer claps her hands, crouches, and glares.

“Back the fuck up or I’ll bite your horns off!” she howls.

The devil, for all his bravado, has some sense of self-preservation. He departs—though not without leaving a calling card, which is promptly devoured by an animated spell-eater before it can finish its pitch.

Let’s just review, for posterity’s sake:

— Fae: attempt mutual oral entrapment. Repelled.

— Lamia: telekinetic nipple attack. Repelled.

— Mistletoe: compulsory deep kiss. Defused.

— Devil: contract plus bondage. Terrified and repelled by Succubus Enforcer.

At each station, there are witnesses, voyeurs, and magical hazards aplenty. The Mole, by hour four, is a trembling sponge of nervous energy, but their clothes remain intact—if, perhaps, less presentable than earlier.

Benedict, for his part, is operating on something like vapor. He keeps the Mole moving, talks her through the more dangerous patches, and develops a twitch in his left hand from fending off magical gropes.

Oh, and then there is the battle by the beverage fountain—one troll, two cambions, a misplaced memory spell, and a near-topple into a vat of Mana-Cider. You see, no one warns a man that the soup ladle itself can cast compulsion magic, but here, it can, and will. That situation resolves with Benedict hoisting the Mole bodily out of the splatter zone, while his tiny bodyguard lands on the troll’s face, gouging, until the sounds of violence are replaced by faint, embarrassed apologies.

But let’s return—if only briefly—to the star of the show: Jynni Smalls, maven of mayhem, mid-transition between orcs and dwarves.

* * *

The Dwarf Pavilion is less of a “room” and more of a tiered amphitheatre, lined in blue fire and echoing with the sound of pounding.

Not combat, mind you. More like metronomic, almost architectural, sex—designed to hold up arches and support bridges, if you take the infernal engineers at their word.

Jynni, still a little wide-eyed from her last round, is met by the chief of the dwarves—a barrel-chested individual whose beard is, curiously enough, braided with cock rings.

“We begin with the gauntlet,” he intones. “Mount and ride, Headmistress.”

She does. Twenty-two dwarves, lined up and ready, with the stamina of a small army.

The rhythm here is precise. Jynni climbs aboard the first member (pun permitted, for once), grabs the sturdy handle provided by the dwarf’s shoulders, and rides.

At first, it’s simply work: up, down, grinding, feeling herself stretch and fill, feeling the throb of every new shift. But the dwarves are showmen, and once she settles in, there’s a kind of duel—they try to outlast her; she tries to wring orgasms from as many as possible before her own thighs give out.

It is a test of fortitude.

After the first five, Jynni’s heart thunders. Sweat trickles down her spine, tickling at the tailbone, streaking around the glittery mana-residue leftover from the orc round. Her hair is in her mouth, her hands are sticky; her jacket, long gone, has been transmuted by dwarf magic into a flattering harness of vibrating gemstone. If she wonders how, she doesn’t say: she just moans, gasps, encourages, pleads for “more, more, harder, I can fucking take it.”

Dwarf number six cums with a fist-pump and a battle-cry. Dwarf eight pulls her down so hard she sees fireworks. By number eleven, she’s convulsing almost non-stop, overtaken by wave after wave until, for at least a moment, she doubts the world exists beyond the velvet squeeze of dwarf cock and the shocking climax in her own mind.

Fifteen, sixteen, seventeen—and they are picking up speed now.

Somewhere overhead, a magical counter tallies her record-breaking pace: “Headmistress Smalls, now at 160 climaxes per hour. A new personal best.”

She doesn’t even hear it, because she’s laughing and coming at the same time, yodeled jokes about “riding into history, baby!” drowned out by a chorus of appreciative grunt-laughter.

Not to say it’s all work. More than once, dwarves hoist her into a brief piggy-back, gobbling at her breasts, rumbling sweet nothings and practical puns into her ears (“You like endurance, eh? I’m built for load-bearing!”). There are drinks, too—thimbles of pale ale, sipped between partners. She’s slick from head to heel, flushed so pink she could be a living candy. Eventually, when she does finally tumble off the last dwarf, her thighs won’t stop twitching, and the amphitheatre applauds.

Dwarves, courteous if nothing else, reposition her in a way that lets her nap for twelve minutes before the fae demand her attention.

* * *

“It’s hour six. Or eight? Time gets funny at the Orgy.

Benedict, to his horror, finds the Mole and himself trapped in a corridor of archways: above, an array of magical sensors, and below, cobbles with a memory for every orgasm spilled upon them. In a display of creativity, the corridor bombards them with shadowy projections—hallucinated orgies featuring versions of their own bodies, getting fucked in fifty artful ways. The Mole whimpers, tries not to watch, tries not to feel the sensations as dozens of hands, tongues, and teeth work on every inch of skin the illusions insist is exposed. Even the air in the corridor tastes like sex.”

“You must ignore the projections,” Benedict instructs (as if he himself weren’t being assaulted by the sensation of tongues on his knees, his neck, and, increasingly, elsewhere). His own cock, so far valiantly contained, hammers at the inside of his pants for release.

At this point, the Succubus Enforcer is at her most heroic. She blitzes through the corridor, physically bullying the magical projections into submission. At one point she bites a construct’s cock clean off—a shocking display that leaves two actual fae onlookers uncertain whether to run, cum, or both.

By the time they clear the passage, the Mole is on the edge of tears and Benedict can barely articulate the name of the next landmark. He offers a handkerchief; the Mole, grateful, uses it and insists she’s “totally fine, let’s just keep going.”

In the next hall: more enchanted flora, including a bush that launches aphrodisiac darts with uncanny aim. The darts hit the Mole, who instantly begins giggling, groping at Benedict’s biceps, and babbling about “how handsome you get when you’re all serious, Professor.”

Disaster is barely avoided when the Succubus Enforcer throws the entire bush—roots and all—over a nearby banister.

Twelve hours on, this regimen has repeated so often that it attains a sort of rolling, slapstick logic. Benedict blocks; Succubus Enforcer removes obstacles, sometimes bodily; the Mole shudders through ambient lust tsunamis like a ship being battered by supernatural tides. But they survive.

Let’s check in with Jynni, shall we?

* * *

If the Dwarf Pavilion is a challenge of muscle, the fae cluster is a festival for the mind—if you can call what happens there “mind.”

The fae have built their quarter as a kind of hall of mirrors, each reflecting not simply the outer form, but deepest fantasies, secret cravings. The couches here move—glide, undulate, cradle you, if only you let them. The light is dreamy but cunning: it tints the air, flickers you in and out of visibility.

Jynni, already juiced from earlier rounds, approaches. The fae—intermingling forms, genderless and hyper-gendered at once—draw her into their web. They work in teams of three or more. She is never in contact with fewer than four sets of hands—two real, the rest illusory.

Begin:

— Kisses, applied by mouth, hand, forehead, the tip of an iridescent feather. Sometimes they land on skin; sometimes on her thoughts.

— Fae slip inside her, but time is fuzzed around the edges. She doesn’t always know which cock is in her cunt, which tongue is at her throat. At one moment three are fucking her side-by-side, and every hole is double-occupied. Is it magic? Is it creative use of bodies? At Succubus U, who can say?

— At the peak of each climax, the fae chorus in their own tongue—a string of syllables like honey poured over ice cubes. The cadence gets into her veins, her hips, the tips of her toes.

— Magical runoff accumulates, literally. Mana beads along the inside of her thighs—pink, blue, silver. Her skin glows steadily brighter, throbbing with the charge of excess. At one point, a fae licks a spiral up her flushed stomach, leaving a trail of glittering residue.

— It is impossible, after a while, to remember what hour it is, what day. Jynni floats, rides, glitches in and out of sensation until every edge is blurred.

The fae, on top of this, are not hesitant to show off. They phase her through illusions—a moment of split vision where she’s riding her own clone, or being fucked by three versions of the same fae, all at once. Somewhere nearby, a magical scoreboard ticks upward; at some point, it short-circuits, overwhelmed.

In the aftermath, Jynni is reduced to a puddle—a delicious, vibrating, mana-leaking puddle, adored by every exhausted fae in a thirty-foot radius.

If anyone is keeping score, it is already a record-breaking evening.

* * *

Let us review, then: the opening act of the Orgy, as observed in the competing journeys of Headmistress Jynni and Benedict Horne, Professor Extraordinaire.

Jynni, after three rounds of official “duties,” is as radiant as any torch, every inch of her glimmering with proof of her achievement. She is sweat-lacquered, lips swollen, unable to walk a straight line or, for that matter, speak in clauses longer than three words. The campus wards hum in response—the mana output has spiked, so the Hearth now brims, instead of sputtering, with light.

Benedict, on the other hand, stands—jacket askew, tie somewhere behind him, hair an enemy of order—beside the Mole, who may never trust a bench again. Their trajectory has been a madcap tour through hazards biological, magical, and infernal. At every route, Succubus Enforcer has pulverized the opposition, crowing in triumph (“I fucking SAID so!”), before demanding snacks or praise.

If you ask the bystanders, by hour twelve, the Orgy is already one for the record books.

Of course, it’s nothing compared to what comes next—but that, perhaps, is a chronicle for a later ledger.

In the meantime: hundreds climaxing in concert, the halls run heavy with laughter and the scent of uncorked bodies. The campus glimmers for miles—lanterns and Hearth alike, flushed to the brink with power.

At the center of it all: a Headmistress aglow with pride (and, yes, cum), a professor outlasting impossible odds, and a campus that is, in every sense, absolutely alive.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Was there ever a night so thick with sex-magic, so layered with salacious mischief, as the midpoint of the Orgy under Convergence at Succubus University? If so, the Lustwardens themselves would be hard-pressed to recall it. By the hour, the campus shudders with barely managed abundance, every wall and archway beating time to the lash of hips on hips and spell-charged moans. What had been a respectable (if well-lubricated) gathering earlier—universally attended, with the various races and ruling bodies set about their debauches in polite company—has now collapsed into something far more wild, more luminous, and quite, quite indescribable.

Observe, if you will, the transformation: magical lights with a taste for skin and heat dart ever-faster under the ceiling vaults; the stone itself, slick and receptive, hums and glows with each heavy footfall or sharp gasp. Fae sorcery weaves through the air, not in gentle traces, but in thick, sticky skeins—iridescent, ever-shifting, and laced with visions not a few guests will later spend months trying to forget. Devilish incantations wind counterpoint, in reds and blues and hissing black that stains the tongue and leaves even the most jaded human panting. Meanwhile, the dwarves—squat, stubborn, and with uncanny stamina—have conjured harmonies that set a tempo for the whole event: a throbbing, relentless chant, as irresistible as gravity, as explicit as fingers inside a mouth.

What can be said for the orcs except that every one of them seems determined to shatter the campus orgasm record, or die in the attempt? Their rut is thunderous, their laughter all but historic—what’s left of the cobblestones quiver, and not a spire stands still.

But ah! In the midst—never forget the Headmistress, who bears her title not in dignity, but in the most literal fashion possible.

The devils have her, for now; that is, a specialized coven of infernal scholars, summoned (with every paperwork in order, thank you) for the express purpose of wringing from Jynni Smalls the finest Lust Mana the dimension can provide. And so, they try—goodness, how they try!—to test the limit.

Jynni is barely three sessions in before her hair is coming loose and her thighs are scoring pink against the velvet restraints. The devils have her open and bound on a dais—a floating platform, sigiled and slick—wreathed in a corona of dancing runes. It is a mathematician’s dream: lines of power, curves of her body, the measured drip of pleasure denied and measured out again.

“Sixteen seconds,” declares the lead, a devil with glasses perched on the tip of his nose and the disposition of an auditor. “You know what that means, Headmistress. Hold. Hold—don’t you dare!”

Jynni, every muscle shimmering with effort, nods feverishly—her bottom lip is caught between her teeth, her voice gone shrill: “I’m holding! I’m—oh, stars above—please—”

The devils work in concert: one, with a tongue like a heated brand, circles her clit but never quite lands; another, all fingers, ghosts between her slick folds, threatening without delivering the coup de grace. A third (a doctoral candidate, by the look of his nervy hands) keeps up a steady, infernal patter—“You’re doing beautifully, Headmistress; just four more minutes, then you may have a release. Unless you beg. Would you care to beg?”—but Jynni holds her ground. For now.

Below, a crowd of onlookers, mostly juniors, takes bets—so far, the odds weigh heavily against the Headmistress lasting the next round. She’s sweat-soaked, shivering, and leaking mana down her stockinged legs in a display most would call unspeakable.

But the devils aren’t done. Next, a session of appendage play: their number is suddenly doubled, thanks to an illusion spell, and hands, tongues, and something else—a spiraled, prehensile thing, gently ridged and glowing at the tip—are sent exploring. They find every spot, every weakness: behind her knees, the tenderest crease of thigh, just beneath her ribs (how anyone can manage to lick there is a fiendish mystery). Jynni blurts and bucks, eyes gone glassy; but each time she’s close, the devils withdraw, chuckling wickedly.

“Not yet! Still not yet,” intones the scholar. “It is a matter of academic rigor, ma’am.”

Lastly, and perhaps cruelest: a spell so refined it borders on legal malpractice. A ring of inscribed, throbbing sigils binds her arms and pinions the small of her back. It doesn’t hurt—no, nothing as blunt as that—but it pulls every sensation to a screaming point. The lightest touch becomes exquisite torture; the heaviest, a jolt to the base of her skull.

For thirty minutes, perhaps more, they keep her there. Teasing, edging, praising and denying until her cries go hoarse and her heart-bursts echo through the enchanted marble.

But there’s a method to this madness, and at last, when she’s somewhere past the edge of madness and sanity, the lead devil decrees: “Now!”

The devils, on the signal, unleash their full infernal arsenal: every mouth, every hand, every spell converges on Jynni in virtuosic harmony. A tongue—searing-hot, forked at the tip—bears down on her clit at the precise microsecond her restraint fails. Two dicks, glamoured but unmistakably real, spear her in tandem; one stretching her cunt, the other filling her ass, both pulsing with mana-wet heat. Four hands—no, six, they’re multiplying again—pin her limbs and hold her hips flush to the slick velvet dais. An enchanted stimulator, cold as glass but alive with static, clamps onto her left nipple and dials up steadily, the current racing straight to her heart.

The sigils binding her spine flare to nova brightness. For the briefest instant Jynni’s entire body arcs taut, frozen at the brink between pleasure and total system collapse.

And then: detonation.

She orgasms so hard the air itself splits with a tearing pop; the shockwave travels in concentric rings, visible to the naked eye, rattling the chains on the Academy’s ancient portraits and sending a rain of mana-dazzle onto the crowd below. In that moment, her scream is less a sound than a phenomenon—it rattles teeth, fogs the windows, and makes a nearby gargoyle weep tears of pure gold. The devils, bracing for the impact, are still staggered by the force; one is knocked off his feet, another rapturously claws at the air, drawing glowing runes in the aftermath.

Jynni comes, and keeps coming. Each wave triggers another, fractal and recursive, like a thousand orgasms folded into one unbroken chain. Her eyes roll white; her lips, stretched in an O of abandon, tremble with the effort to draw air. Lust Mana, rich and unrefined, pours from her every pore and orifice, saturating her skin until she gleams brighter than the Hearth. The fluids spill in great ropes down her thighs, pooling beneath the dais and forming patterns that a passing scholar will later describe as “borderline divine calligraphy.”

The magic in the room begins to spiral out of control. Candles gutter and re-ignite in rapid pulse. The carpets and draperies, awakened by the excess, start writhing gently. Several fae in the audience, caught in sympathetic resonance, shriek and instantly climax themselves, staining the stonework and nearly fainting. The devils, in their wild delight, chant the Headmistress’s name in three different infernal dialects, their voices stacking in perfect eldritch harmony.

Jynni’s gasps become peals, each one a bell-tower chime that leaves a ripple of aftershock through the hall. The energy keeps building. The sky outside the tall windows, previously inked with midnight, now crackles with pink fire—auroras that swirl low enough to brush the campus spires. No fewer than six alarms trigger in the wards office, but no one dares intervene.

At last, the climax crests. Jynni, trembling from crown to heel, empties herself in one final, cataclysmic pulse. The sensation is so overwhelming she blacks out for a handful of seconds, but even unconscious, her body spasms with pleasure, milking every last drop of sensation the devils have to offer.

As the noise subsides, the afterglow is immediate and total. Jynni slumps into the restraints, eyes fluttering, a gentle smile etched onto her cum-smeared face. The devils, equally exhausted, drape themselves around her and the dais in boneless satisfaction.

The juniors, who have been watching slack-jawed, collapse in a domino of aftershocks. The devils high-five, counting out the seconds her contractions last.

“New campus record,” murmurs someone in the back. Jynni faints, waking several minutes later with runes still glowing on her hips and a dazed smile on her face.

Elsewhere: Benedict Horne, for his sins, has gone to war with the entire Over-Aroused Contingent.

The plan was simple—watch the Mole, keep them out of trouble, and maybe even enjoy some faculty privileges along the way. Instead, Benedict finds himself in a running melee—a sexed-up scrum, crossbred somewhere between a rugby tournament, a magical duel, and the less reputable acts of the Cirque du Soleil.

The Mole, to their credit, is nothing if not enterprising; no sooner are they solo than they find themselves tranced by a fae illusion, a spiral of group penetration that goes round and round—legs, arms, bodies interlaced like living escherwork. One fae perched at the head, three or four more with dicks or appendages at the ready, and the Mole swept along, limbs going every direction, their face the fixed mask of someone experiencing marvel and terror in rapid alternation.

Benedict charges in—“Excuse me, pardon, excuse me! That’s my—um, yes, thank you, that does not belong to you, sir—” He literally yanks the Mole out of the fuck-stack, holding them under one arm like a suitcase. The fae, utterly un-offended, giggle and reorganize around their new centerpiece: a naga with very flexible lower body and a taste for being double-stuffed.

“Hey!” squeaks the Mole, “where’s my—”

“No, nope,” Benedict says, authoritative. “You’re needed elsewhere. Far elsewhere.”

Next up: in the transitional corridor, a sudden scuffle. The succubus ally (whose tongue, it must be noted, is both magically silken and never at a loss for argument) spies a sturdy dwarven rep having a turn with an elf and a human, and she won’t have it—“Get off!” she shrills, leaping on the dwarf’s back, arms windmilling, stockings askew. The two roll, tumble, and end up in a heap, the succubus pinning the dwarf’s face between her thighs and gloating, “Mine!” The other participants, nonplussed, simply re-sort and keep thrusting.

It is an endless parade of such vignettes: a lamia sliding across the dining hall railing, coiling two fae at once and leaving a streak of aphrodisiac behind; a satyr and a shifter racing through the quad, cocks on full display, one wearing a scarf and the other nothing at all.

In the course of these heroics, Benedict is waylaid more than once. Down in the “Brutal Bondage Bungalow” (so it’s labeled, in glowing relief over the door), an orc with arms like tree-trunks and a cock to match grabs him by the hips and tries to drag him inside.

“You look tense, Professor!” the orc bellows. “Come, rut it out! You’ll feel better!”

Benedict, ever-polite, extricates himself with only minor awkwardness. “Thank you, very generous, but—uh—faculty on duty—I’ll, uh, circle back?”

The orc shrugs, good-natured. “Your loss!” Immediately picks up a fae cutie who’s been tailing the Professor, and vanishes in a storm of bellows and delighted squeals.

Sweat, spell-scents, and the relentless, sneaking tickle of Lust Mana permeate every corridor. For a time, Benedict clings to the Mole, determined not to lose track; but the evening (dare one say, the night?) grows stranger yet.

Hour eighteen strikes: a shift, a wild cross-current of preternatural weather—some prank, likely, but none can find the culprit. From above, a fine, shimmering “snow” begins to fall, cold at first, then warm; it hits skin and instantly soaks in, leaving a gloss, a perfume, and a crazy urge to rut, rut, rut.

The “snow” is absolutely sodden with concentrated pheromones.

The effect on the crowd? Immediate and electric. Bodies pile in heaps, hands and cocks and limbs going every which way; sightlines blur; sound filters out to nothing but frantic, rhythmic slapping and yelps of “more!”, “harder!”, “get in there!”

And Benedict—a sole, stalwart upright among a sea of splayed and wriggling forms—momentarily loses his grip on the Mole. One second they’re at his side, the next, nothing; he calls, he waves, but receives only incoherent cries as answer.

He stumbles forward, fighting the psychic pull of the “snow.” Valiant, he barrels into a thicket of fae (all giggles and knee-socks), a mountain of orcs mid-climax, and—horror or horror—an entire undergraduate honors cohort, linked together in a sweaty circle and fisting each other for university pride.

Finally, with a hero’s dramatics, Benedict collapses at the foot of the Great Stairs. There, in the center of a tangled mammalian knot, is the Mole—half-stripped, dazed, weeping piteously. Hands everywhere—some helpful, some exploratory, most just looking for a place to hold or be held.

The Mole mewls: “Professor—I—please—”

Benedict recovers; with classic teacher poise he wades in, picks up his ward (literally: picks them up, like a cat picking up its kitten), and, after some negotiation with a very insistent minotaur who wants to “share,” finally extricates them from the fray.

The Mole clings to him like a lifeline, legs and arms knotted, face buried in the crook of his jacket. Benedict, whose composure is rapidly being tested by every conceivable temptation, squared his jaw and makes a pronouncement to the universe itself:

“Not losing you again. Not for all the orgasms in the dimension.”

The wards overhead pulse in silent approval, and, beneath their feet, the stones seem to sigh and settle.

Elsewhere, the Orgy continues, undaunted; but for this moment, at least, Mole and Professor have survived the worst Succubus University (and its most inventive pranksters) can throw at them.

And—there can be little doubt—it is not over yet.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

The last four hours—

Reader, picture it! Not the swift, desperate rush of a single, fevered encounter, but bands of time stretched out into a whiplash, dripping rope, tension on every strand. The final hours of the Orgy challenge play out in a slow-motion delirium: each moment stickier than the last, each corridor heavier with scents and illusions and the soft, quicksilver sounds of skin on skin.

It begins with a howl. Not from Benedict Horne—though Heaven knows, he is making enough noise trying to keep a grip on the Mole, who by this point is little more than a rag doll trembling with aftershocks—but from somewhere down the hall, fungal lamps shuddering with the force of a shared orgasmic wave. The stone underfoot grows hot, eager, as if hoping to taste one last mouthful of climax before dawn.

Benedict staggers. He’s still upright, but just barely, his shirt sticking to his shoulders, perspiration streaked across his brow like a badge of honest labor. The Mole clings to his side, speechless, vision swimming. Their legs don’t work. Their mouth opens, then immediately closes, helpless, as if words have become an utterly foreign concept in this sweat-and-magic-soaked dimension.

He glances behind. Jynni, darling Jynni, never flagging: she’s a locomotive of lust, clearing the path before him with a bizarre, militant glee. She shoves, she snaps, she lifts a tray of “electrified nectar shots” (don’t ask) and upends it over a tangle of rutting satyrs, who instantly begin to squabble and paw the air, distracted. One unfortunate nymph, doused by mistake, confronts Jynni with an outraged squeal—Jynni just bares her fangs and gestures imperiously onward.

The Mole, for their part, exists in a perpetual state of peril. Each new aroma is a live-wire, a trap; each brush with another trembling body risks total overload. If anyone so much as breathes in their direction, sparks threaten to leap out of their pores.

“Ben—” they try, “Ben, I can’t—”

But the words shatter on their tongue. Benedict pulls them closer, arms locked under the Mole’s knees and against the small of their back. He mutters—he’s saying something, incantations and endearments and very unprofessional noises from a professor, but none of it really lands. There’s simply too much of everything. The only thing more overwhelming than the lust at Succubus University is Benedict’s steadfast determination to see his charge through.

Down the corridor, a bottleneck. Disaster! Eight—no, nine, possibly ten—students have elected to take their assignment as public spectacle. A writhing, pulsing knot, bodies indistinguishable, punctuated by flashes of iridescent wings, forked tongues, and the odd tentacle. One member of the group, a mountain of a man with skin like burnished copper, lifts his partner bodily into the air, moaning for all to hear.

This is not merely a roadblock, it is an erotic landslide. Nobody gets by unscathed.

Jynni hisses—a sound more animal than demonic, all spine and venom. She launches herself forward, scattering handfuls of what appear to be flower petals: in reality, a highly illegal blend of arousal catalysts and enchantments that detonate on contact. In seconds, the tangle of students slackens; some melt against the walls, lost in euphoric afterglow, others slump to the floor, twitching.

“Don’t slow down!” Jynni crows, eyes glittering. “We’re almost through—by the Lady’s left tit, nobody lasts this long, Benedict!”

The Mole whimpers. Their vision tunnels, stars flecked before their eyes. Every beat of their heart threads through their sex; their entire body is a tuning fork, vibrating on the razor’s edge. Underneath them, Benedict feels like the only thing holding together the world.

But the room is collapsing inward. The Lustfield pushes back—Succubus University is nothing if not competitive, and the walls themselves shudder with the force of ten thousand previous orgasms, a kind of psychic echo, hungry for more.

Suddenly, crisis.

It comes—inevitably, inexorably—as a collective shriek. Down an adjoining stairwell, a cluster of dwarves and dryads reach an orchestrated group climax. The effect is immediate: the magical surge slams the Mole like a hammer, sends every system in their body into meltdown. Body seized, eyes wide, their sweat beads in perfect spheres along their brow; their lungs won’t fill. For a moment—reader, is it just a moment, or is it eternity?—the Mole is weightless, drifting, already halfway to the other side.

Benedict acts in the only way possible. Instinct: professor mode, all nerves and muscle memory. He clamps a stabilizing rune against the Mole's back—hard, desperate, as though pinning down a stubborn butterfly—and with the other hand crooks his fingers in a warding gesture. The magic is clumsy, half-finished, but enough to snap the Mole back to reality's edge.

Meanwhile, Jynni is everywhere at once. Her voice booms, “Out of our way!”—and the corridor parts, mid-coitus, as though cowed by her fury. She hurls a scent-gland spell over two rutting dwarves—they collapse, giggling, utterly derailed by the olfactory assault. One luckless orc gets a full face of aphrodesia spray and sits down so abruptly you’d think he’d forgotten what legs are for.

Benedict hustles. He half-runs, skidding on slick flagstones, vision narrowing. Can he get the Mole to safety? Reader, it is touch and go; a single shudder, a single strangled word from the Mole, and it’s over, all over!

Into the alcove. No larger than a confession booth, bench padded and, for a wonder, not already occupied. Benedict all but throws himself atop it, the Mole in his lap, arms and legs wrapped around them like the last lifeboat on a flooding ship.

He whispers—soothing words, words that mean nothing except “I am here, I won’t let you go, not now, not ever”—while pressing the stabilizing rune with every ounce of strength. His own cock, reader, is still unspeakably hard, but right now all that matters is not losing the Mole to the crashing undertow.

Outside, the world goes on. Orgies do not notice when a single student vanishes from the crowd; the walls drink up every gasp and sigh, the magical lights bobbing ever brighter overhead. Jynni sprawls over the cramped entryway, a one-woman barricade, slapping aside protestors with a flick of her tail.

And there! The Mole’s shivering peaks. Their body clenches; Benedict tightens his grip, almost afraid they’ll come apart like wet paper. This is it—the moment, the precipice—

—but Benedict’s faith is absolute. He holds on, voice unbroken: “Breathe. I have you, Mole. Just breathe. If you want to let go…” He leaves it hanging, a half-offer, half-command. The Mole, mouth open in a silent scream, manages a nod—a surrender, or a plea.

The magical surge rips through the alcove, final as a gunshot. Mole arches, muscles locked, in the throes of an impossible edge: orgasm and not-orgasm, flickering at the event horizon. Benedict pours magic into the stabilizer rune, sweat soaking his shirt, glasses crooked on his nose. Jynni, forearms braced against the stone, howls with vicarious delight.

For a second—just one heart-stopping second—nobody knows what will happen. Either glory or collapse! The Mole holds, impossibly, a moment longer…

—the Lustfield goes silent.

A hush falls over so much debauchery: as though the entire University pauses to marvel at this feat of human, and almost-human, endurance.

The Mole slumps against Benedict’s chest, gasping, skin damp and glimmering as if dipped in oil. Jynni, high on victory, backflips into the cramped booth, lands astride both of them, kisses Benedict full on the mouth.

“You did it!” she crows, “I mean, we did it, but really, Ben—nobody gets a Mole through four hours of this. It’s, it’s legendary. The Council will have to invent new brackets.”

The Mole can only whimper. Their head bobs like a puppet with slack strings; their hands clench in Benedict’s shirt, seeking anchor.

“I thought I was going to…” they manage, but words dissolve into a moan.

“But you didn’t.” Benedict, ever the teacher, rewards excellence. He rubs the Mole’s back, gentle, rhythmic. Jynni’s tail flicks under their chin in benediction. “You held on. Just incredible.”

The trio collapses in on itself, a heap of flesh and sweat and mingled pride. For a while they do not move.

Across the walls, the heat-reactive stone glows a steady, satisfied red, like a heart that’s finally slowed after a frantic chase. The magical haze leeches away. Even the most persistent voyeurs lose interest, their own needs momentarily sated.

Oh, the aftermath! Benedict unmasks his exhaustion at last—lids heavy, voice raw. Jynni sprawls, arms wide, humming little improvisations of delight. The Mole just breathes, shallow and grateful and very much alive.

“Wait till you see the meter,” Jynni says, waving a fistful of score-tokens. “We’ll sweep the board. They’ll have to rewire the scoreboard…”

Officially, the outcome is not in suspense at all. By dawn, the Orgy Game’s scrying crystals in the Hall of Records are flashing a single, ridiculous line of text—MOLE: ZERO ORGASMS; CAMPUS: 9,531—and Gina has already filed three certified copies, colour-coded, annotated, and cross-indexed with the Carnal Council’s prize registry. Unofficially, though, the legend has already outgrown the footnotes. Within a week, no one agrees on the exact numbers, only that it was impossible and that someone, somehow, did it.

What matters is this: somewhere beneath those glowing beams, the Mole’s chest rises and falls. Benedict’s hand is still on theirs. Jynni sprawls against his side, drooling into his robe, and the Campus, for a few precious heartbeats, is quiet.

Even now, as the lustfields settle, the Mole’s breath hitches—but Benedict is still there. Jynni too, arms locked around both. Whatever the tally, they have conquered something greater than magical quotas.

That, you might say, is what victory looks like.

Or, as Jynni would phrase it, “Not bad for a desperate midnight bet!”

Curtain—though at Succubus University, nothing as trivial as a curtain ever really stays closed.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

There are chimes, and then there are chimes—one doesn’t realize the difference until Succubus University’s Orgy Chime floods the dimension with a sound that stretches time, licks ears, and sparkles along every sulky stone and quivering window-pane. What a noise! Not a bell as mortals know it, but a hungry, rolling moan—layered and endless, a creature of resonance that pours through spires and lecture halls, echoing in the smallest, most intimate cracks of the old place. At the zenith of the Rutswell Moon festivities, this is what marks the end: the Summons, the Attestation, the downright unanswerable declaration that pleasure has crested, and is ready—begging!—to be anchored.

Flickering along every path, the students stir; the hardy few still in the game arch and clutch, rutting for posterity or pride, but the rest, limp with satisfaction, simply bask in the afterglow, arms and legs twined over benches or reclining on the heat-reactive stone. Even the hedgerows—sculpted into writhing, orgasmic forms, and now slick with dew—quiver as the bell thrums on. One can hardly blame them.

A crack in the clouds above the quad—gossamer and pink-lit as a dream—dribbles the last of the week’s snow. Or rather, it tries: halfway to the ground, the flakes vaporize, stealing a blush from the magical pulse that tints the air. Each breath tastes of cinnamon, sweat, and something like utter relief. It’s the denouement of the orgy, and all the dimensions know it.

And at the center, walking as if her feet hardly remember the ground, Jynni Smalls—the Headmistress, the Source, the Axis of Pleasure—makes her way across the campus.

She is escorted, if one can call it that, for no retinue is required. After a day like this? The world itself would take her on a pillow. Her skin glows—literally pink with accumulated mana. Bits of her pigtails have come loose, and her jacket (Succ U, Executive Edition) is skewed, baring shoulders, breasts, and everything in between. The sighs that greet her aren’t just for show; she’s been everywhere and with everyone. Penetrated, licked, milked, knotted, and magicked into triple-bliss—Jynni Smalls looks, to put it plainly, as if the university has wrung her out like a wet sheet and declared her perfect.

Yet her eyes? Brighter than ever, full to the brim with something fragile—hope, exhaustion, cosmic affection. She moves as one borne forward by a thousand hands. Oh, there is applause as she passes—students rising where possible, staff bowing or displaying ceremonial tokens (there’s that minotaur from Applied Bondage still leaking on his study group, and the fae twins from Exchange Year offering a synchronized wink).

A corridor of admiration! And at its end: the doors to the Ascension Chamber, set with glowing sigils that pulse—faster, hungrier—the closer she draws.

*At this point, even the architecture is breathing.*

The Ascension Chamber—an infamous sanctum, reserved for this, the terminal pairing—awaits. Entry is forbidden except to Headmistress and anchor. That is to say: Jynni, and Benedict Horne—her match, her spell-counterweight, the man with ink on his collar and a heart like a velvet cudgel.

But where is Benedict? Ah, there he is: summoned by the Orgic Current, striding up the spiral just as the bell’s final tone hangs in the air, eyebrows knit with anticipation. He is not fresh—far from it. The shadows under his eyes are blue as bruises, shirt torn and patched in places from what must have been a rather dramatic afternoon faculty session, hair combed only by the fingers of fate. And yet—notice the extra calm in his steps, the slow and measured smile when he sees Jynni’s state. Not a hint of embarrassment! Not even a flicker of bashfulness. He is here to do a job—a job only he understands, and only he can finish.

They meet on the threshold.

It would go like this, if seen through the eyes of a first-year: she steps forward, trembling in every limb (“There’s no way she can even stand!” someone whispers, awed), and Benedict greets her not as a conquest, but as a partner—reliable, unflappable, possessed of a warmth that reaches through the amorous fog and draws her home.

He asks, softly: “Are you ready?” And she—unable to muster her usual cheer—lets out something between a giggle and a whimper. “If you don’t take me right now I might explode,” she breathes, and it is not a metaphor. The air above her shoulders sizzles with pent-up magic; every step leaves a footprint of light behind.

The doors swing open. No one knows how—the spell is ancient, keyed only to their combined approach—but open they do, and admit the pair into the Ascension Chamber.

Inside: not a room, but a womb. Rounded walls, throbbing with enchantments. Velvet so thick the light can hardly escape. The table—if that’s what you call such things here, it might as well be an altar—is still faintly sticky from rituals past, and the alcoves hum with low, supportive laughter. Benedict helps her to the center, not unkindly.

Jynni does not walk. She sags. The moment his arm steadies her, her breath hitches and her knees nearly give. “Ben…” her voice is so small it gets lost against the stone, “I’m so full, I—” but that’s all she manages before she simply folds into his embrace.

There’s no time for preamble. The chamber expects a drama, but what it gets is a synthesis: Benedict sits, hauls her onto his lap, cradles her with all the familiarity of a man who’s memorized every inch of her by torchlight and midterm emergencies. There is no fumbling, no awkwardness—only an exquisite tension, the heat between their bodies sharp as polished glass.

With a single practiced motion, Benedict gathers her—fingers around her waist, mouth already brushing her neck—and lines her up. Jynni clings to him, gasping. She is, in that instant, both Headmistress and supplicant, and it’s clear that no other man or devil in ten dimensions could bring her to this.

The penetration—let us say, for gentility’s sake, is immediate and extraordinary. Jynni’s back arches like a drawn bow, hair fanning over his shoulder; Benedict, ever dutiful, pushes himself deep, deep, deeper, until the crest they ride is no longer physical but utterly magical. With each thrust, the mana trapped inside her detonates in waves: rose, gold, then pale star-white, pulsing in time with their movements.

Outside—for the effects are never contained—Succubus University greets the surge with shudders of joy. The ground trembles, so do the towers; in the quad, a hundred couples (some legless with fatigue) find irresistible second winds, crying out in pleasure as the aftershocks pass down their spines. The windows mist over with enchantment-sweat. Even the archways—those sturdy voyeurs—purr contentedly. Through every space, a wild-holy resonance blooms, chasing the last shreds of snow from the rooftops and turning the whole campus into a single, lubricious circuit of satisfaction.

But back to the Chamber. Benedict does not hurry. If there is desperation, he tempers it with patience — drawing each movement to maximum significance, timing it so the magic is neither too eager nor too slow. Jynni responds to every touch, every flex, her body wracked and shining, voice dissolving into hiccuped sobs of pleasure.

He whispers—because he knows she likes it—words of encouragement, sometimes a joke (“I think you’re trying to beat last year’s record”), sometimes nothing but her name. Jynni’s answers are less coherent: “Oh, gods, yes, please, yes—” and “Don’t stop, don’t ever, don’t—” and, finally, wordless little shrieks that ricochet from wall to wall, amplified by the rune-etched stones.

Halfway through, the magic in her cracks, and the air itself seems to scream. Out on the lawns, the lanterns pulse so bright they cast shadows against the moon. The whole dimension readjusts—oh, there’s no mistaking it!—as if the Orgy itself has just re-staked its claim to the world.

Jynni clings to Benedict—nails raking his tie, legs knotted around his waist. Each time he rocks into her, the light show intensifies: from blush-pink to molten gold, then back again. Her aura spreads out, painting patterns on the ceiling and drafting new runes down her flanks.

Benedict is not immune. All day he’s been saving himself for this, husbanding strength with the stubbornness of an old schoolmaster. Now, at the edge, he lets go—hips driving up, arms locked, his own pleasure mingling with Jynni’s so perfectly that for a moment, two hearts beat as one. The shockwave, when it comes, is visible and—frankly—messy: a spatter of dimensional mana that coats everything in a fine dew of glory.

The dimension takes a breath. Holds it. Then exhales: the university settling, recalibrating, sighing as spells knit and the Orgy’s energy anchors itself in the new order.

In the quiet, Jynni collapses—utterly done for, a puddle of Headmistress on Benedict’s lap. Her hair, for a miracle, is even more untidy than before, and she giggles as she tries to remember which way is up.

“There,” Benedict murmurs, stroking the sweat-slicked arc of her spine, “steady … you did it.” The words are simple, but the way he delivers them—like a benediction, full of gentle pride—lands harder than any spell.

Jynni grins, glazed and out of breath. “We did it,” she corrects, unable to lift her head, “Ben, that was—” she waves a limp hand, as though unable to find any language fit for the event. She settles instead by nuzzling his throat, inhaling the earth and comfort of him.

One would think this the entire drama. Ghost-lights twirl lazily overhead, the pink-violet glow slowly dimming as equilibrium returns. But not so fast! Peer closer, and you’ll see it: along Jynni’s skin, especially the insides of her thighs and the small of her back, new-inked runes gleam under the surface—leftovers from a thousand magical caresses, now woven in for posterity. With every movement, the faint sigils flicker: marks of pride, of duty, of absolute surrender.

Benedict, meanwhile, wears the look of a man who’s just run a gauntlet and come out the far side, not unscathed but victorious. His hands are steady, but his eyes betray the fatigue—already calculating next morning’s paperwork and, perhaps, breakfast in bed.

Which brings us to Gina—the perennial outlier, the ever-present helper, the unsinkable oddity. No sooner does the Chamber stop spinning than, from beneath the ceremonial desk (how did she get there? what did she hope to accomplish?), a tiny, sticky hand emerges, giving the time-honored thumbs-up. “Anchoring rite complete, Headmistress!” Gina chirps from somewhere below, “and might I say—exemplary follow-through!”

Jynni laughs so hard she nearly slides off Benedict entirely.

And on this note—Bodies still entwined, lights slowly softening, the spell utterly settled—Succubus University’s greatest orgy is, at last, anchored.


THE END


Thank You!

If you enjoyed my book and want to support me, thank you so much! Please do leave me an Amazon review - nothing helps more to spread the word to people like you who may enjoy my work.




All my love,

Sara xxx
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