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Chapter 1: New Semester, Old Bonds

The alarm never went off.

Instead, I woke to the scent of blueberry gum and ozone—Roxy’s signature mix—and the soft scrape of her tail tip dragging across my bare chest.

My eyes opened to find her electric-violet bob framing that mischievous face, magenta star-pupils dilated in the dim pre-dawn light filtering through my upgraded private chamber. The neon pulse of Night Campus bled through the floor-to-ceiling windows, painting her porcelain skin in shifting purples and blues.

“Morning, Pactweaver,” she purred, perched on the edge of my bed in nothing but an oversized hoodie that barely reached mid-thigh. Her pierced onyx horn nubs caught the light as she tilted her head. “Thought you might want breakfast before the first day back.”

I pushed up on my elbows. “Pretty sure the dining hall doesn’t open for another two hours.”

“Who said anything about the dining hall?”

Her tail flicked, the silver cuff catching light as it traced down my abs to the sheet pooled at my hips. The thin fabric did nothing to hide my morning wood, and Roxy’s grin turned absolutely wicked when she felt it twitch under her touch.

“Someone’s happy to see me,” she whispered, fingers hooking the sheet and dragging it down with agonizing slowness. Cool air hit my cock, making it jerk and pulse. Her eyes locked on it like she was starving, tongue darting out to wet those perfect lips. “Missed me?”

“Every fucking day.”

True. The semester break had been short—two weeks—but we’d made the most of it, continuing our private “training sessions” and deepening the connections we’d forged. That time had been well spent; our bonds had strengthened, preparing us for whatever came next. Still, without the constant proximity of the House dorm, without her exhibition games and that perpetual need to tease and be seen, I’d felt the distance like a dull ache.

Roxy’s expression softened for a heartbeat. Then she shifted, sliding off the bed to drop to her knees on the floor beside it with practiced grace. The hoodie rode up, exposing the smooth curve of her ass and the glistening pink slit between her thighs—already wet, already ready.

“Good.” Her small hands slid up my thighs, nails scraping lightly over the muscles. “Because I’ve been dying to taste you again. Been dreaming about this cock filling my throat.”

I threaded my fingers through her violet hair, the neon streaks like silk against my palm. “You want it?”

“Please.” The word came out breathy, needy, her tail wrapping around my wrist and pulsing in time with her heartbeat. “Let me worship you. Let me show you how much I missed this cock. How much I need it.”

Fuck.

I tightened my grip in her hair, not pulling yet, just holding. “Then show me. Show me what a good little slut you are.”

Roxy’s eyes rolled back at the words, a visible shudder running through her small frame. Her tail tightened around my wrist. “Yes—fuck yes—”

She leaned in, extending her tongue to drag a slow, deliberate stripe from base to tip. I hissed at the contact, watching her eyelids flutter as she savored the taste of my precum already beading thick and clear at the slit. Her tongue swirled around the head, lapping up every drop like it was honey, that new piercing—a little silver ball—adding pressure that made my abs clench.

“When the fuck did you get that?” I groaned.

She pulled back just enough to flash me a wicked grin, the metal stud visible on her tongue. “Over break. Wanted to surprise you. Like it?”

“Like it? Jesus Christ, Roxy—”

She cut me off by opening her mouth wide and taking me in.

Wet, scorching heat enveloped my cock as Roxy sank down inch by inch, her lips stretching obscenely around my girth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, creating a vacuum seal that had my hips jerking. That tongue piercing dragged along the underside of my shaft, the metal ball adding ridges of pressure that felt fucking incredible.

“Holy shit,” I groaned, fist tightening in her hair. “That’s it. Take it deeper.”

She moaned around my cock, the vibration traveling straight down to my balls. Her small hands wrapped around the base, one stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach yet, the other cupping and massaging my sac with practiced skill. She pulled back to the tip, tongue swirling, piercing flicking over the sensitive spot just under the head, then dove down again.

Deeper this time.

I watched her work, transfixed. This was half the thrill with Roxy—she wanted to be watched, craved it, performed like every blowjob was a private show meant just for me. She arched her back so the hoodie rode up higher, exposing more of that perfect ass. Her tail swayed behind her, the tip twitching with excitement. And her free hand—the one not stroking my base—slipped between her thighs.

The wet sound of fingers moving through slick heat filled the room.

“Touch yourself,” I commanded, voice rough. “Play with that wet little pussy while you suck my cock. Come for me.”

Roxy’s eyes rolled back again. She nodded frantically, lips still wrapped tight around my shaft, and I felt her moan vibrate through every inch of me. Her fingers worked faster between her legs, the wet squelching sounds growing louder, more desperate.

She pulled back with a gasp, spit and precum connecting her lips to my tip in glistening strands. “Fuck—Kade—your cock tastes so good—”

Then she dove back down, taking me deeper than before. I felt the resistance of her throat, felt her gag reflex kick in, and then she pushed through it. Her throat opened and swallowed me whole, nose pressing against my pelvis, chin resting on my balls.

“Fuck—Roxy—that’s my girl—”

She held there for three heartbeats, throat convulsing around my cock, tears beading at the corners of her eyes, mascara already starting to run. Then she pulled back, gasping for air, spit dripping down her chin to splash on her perky little tits visible through the hoodie’s neckline.

“Please,” she whimpered, stroking my spit-slick cock with both hands now, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room. “Please come for me. I need it. Need your cum down my throat. Been craving it for weeks—”

Her fingers plunged into her pussy, three deep, and I heard how fucking soaked she was. Her thighs trembled, hips grinding against her own hand.

“You want my cum?” I growled, tightening my grip in her hair.

“Yes—please—”

“Then earn it. Take it all the way down. Swallow every fucking drop.”

Roxy moaned like I’d just offered her the world. Her mouth engulfed me again, lips sealing tight, and she started bobbing her head in a desperate rhythm. Fast and hard, taking me deep on every downstroke, that tongue piercing dragging along my length and making stars burst behind my eyes.

I watched her work herself with her fingers, watched her hips buck and grind, watched her whole body tremble as she chased her own orgasm while servicing mine. Her tail lashed behind her, the silver cuff catching the neon light in rhythmic flashes.

“Fuck—close—” I bit out.

She doubled down, sucking harder, stroking faster, moaning around my cock like the taste alone could make her come. The tongue piercing flicked over that sweet spot under the head again and again, relentless, perfect.

The pressure built at the base of my spine, coiling tighter and tighter. My balls drew up, cock swelling even thicker in her mouth.

“Gonna come—fuck—Roxy—”

She pushed down one last time, taking me to the root, throat squeezing around my tip, and I lost it.

My cock pulsed hard, erupting in thick spurts directly down her throat. Roxy’s eyes went wide, then glazed with pure bliss as she swallowed, throat working to take every drop. Rope after rope of cum flooded her mouth and she drank it down greedily, moaning the whole time.

At the same moment, her body went rigid. A muffled scream vibrated around my shaft as she came hard on her own fingers, thighs clamping together, whole body shaking with the force of her orgasm. I felt her throat spasm around me with each pulse of her climax, milking me for everything I had.

She didn’t pull off until I was completely spent, my cock still twitching with aftershocks in her mouth. Even then she kept licking, tongue lapping up every last trace of cum with reverent little strokes that made me groan from oversensitivity.

When she finally sat back on her heels, lips swollen and red, mascara smeared down her cheeks, spit and cum glistening on her chin, she looked thoroughly debauched.

And absolutely proud of herself.

“Best wake-up call ever,” I managed, voice hoarse.

Roxy licked her lips slowly, deliberately, chasing the last taste. “Just making sure you remember who you belong to.”

I reached down and caught her chin, tilting her face up so those magenta star-pupils met mine. “Pretty sure it works the other way around.”

Her tail curled possessively around my wrist again. “Maybe we belong to each other.”

“Maybe.”

I pulled her up onto the bed, ignoring her squeaked protest, and tucked her against my chest. She melted into me, hoodie riding up so her bare legs tangled with mine. Her tail stayed wrapped around my wrist, that little tell that said she felt safe.

Owned. Claimed.

Mine.

We lay there in comfortable silence as the neon glow outside shifted from violet to amber—dawn creeping toward the city. The semester break was over. Today, classes resumed. House politics would heat back up. Compliance would be watching.

But right now, in this moment, it was just us.

“Kade?” Roxy’s voice was small, muffled against my chest.

“Yeah?”

“This semester’s going to be different, isn’t it? I can feel it.”

I stroked her violet hair, feeling the tension in her small frame. She wasn’t wrong. Even during break I’d gotten the Registrar’s “courtesy” email about “increased monitoring protocols” and “academic integrity initiatives.” Translation: Hadris and his Watchers would be even more up our asses.

“Different doesn’t mean bad,” I said.

“But it doesn’t mean good either.”

Fair point.

I tilted her chin up so I could see those magenta star-pupils. “Whatever comes, we handle it together. You, me, Elowen, Tamsin, Maelia. We’re a House. We’re a family.”

Roxy’s lips curved into a soft smile. “A very perverted family.”

“The best kind.”

She giggled, the sound light and genuine, and some of the tension bled out of her. Her tail loosened its grip on my wrist, the tip flicking in that happy metronome rhythm I’d learned to read like a mood ring.

“We should probably get up,” she said without making any move to actually leave the bed. “First assembly is in an hour. Maelia wanted everyone in the Hearth for a pre-semester briefing.”

“Five more minutes.”

“You’re going to make me late.”

“You’re the RA. You live here. Technically you can’t be late.”

She swatted my chest. “That’s not how it works.”

“Sure it is.”

But she was already extracting herself, sliding off the bed with feline grace. The hoodie rode up as she stretched, giving me a perfect view of her ass—small, perky, and marked with a faint bruise on one cheek from our last “goodbye” before break.

I smirked. “Nice souvenir.”

Roxy glanced over her shoulder, following my gaze, and grinned. “You’re going to give me a matching set before the week’s out, aren’t you?”

“Count on it.”

She blew me a kiss and padded toward the door, tail swishing. “Shower’s free. I already used it. Try not to jerk off thinking about me.”

“No promises.”

Her laughter echoed down the hall.



Twenty minutes later, showered and dressed in black joggers and a fitted tee, I made my way down to the Night Hearth. The upgraded common room was a significant step up from last semester’s cramped quarters. Leather sectionals arranged around a central hex lamp that pulsed with violet energy. Merit board mounted on the wall, showing our current standing—House Rank D, Merit at 70%—with arrows indicating upward trajectory.

Not bad for a House that had started at the bottom.

Elowen was already there, curled into one corner of the sectional with a thick tome open in her lap. Her raven-black hair was pulled into a scholarly ponytail, and those thick sexy black-framed glasses perched on her nose as she read. She wore tight jeans that hugged her spectacular ass and a sweater that stretched across her generous C-cups.

She glanced up when I entered, pale porcelain skin flushing slightly. “Morning.”

“Morning.” I dropped onto the sectional beside her, catching the scent of paper and vanilla that always clung to her. “Exciting read?”

“Ritual theory. Advanced warding configurations.” She adjusted her glasses, a nervous tell. “I wanted to brush up before classes start.”

Her slim obsidian horns caught the light as she tilted her head, the ink-black tips following her hairline. I caught the faint glow of the curling sigils under her ribs through the thin sweater—her ritual markers, proof of power earned and bound.

“You’re already top of the class,” I pointed out.

“There’s always more to learn.” Her dark brown eyes met mine, pupils dilating slightly. “Besides, knowledge is… useful.”

The way she said it, breathy and low, sent my mind straight back to our last study session in the library stacks. Her bent over the desk, glasses sliding down her nose, tight jeans pulled to her ankles as I worked a plug into her ass while she recited spell theory.

From the way her breath hitched, she was thinking about it too.

“Useful,” I agreed, voice dropping. “Very useful.”

Elowen’s tail—the small spaded tip—flicked nervously. She bit her lip, looking like she wanted to say something else, but the sound of footsteps on the stairs interrupted.

Tamsin descended with military precision, ice-platinum blonde ponytail swinging, polished charcoal horns gleaming. She wore a tailored blazer over a pencil skirt that hugged her narrow waist and elegant hips, every inch the Discipline Prefect. Her pale gray eyes swept the room, cataloging and assessing, before settling on me.

“Kade.” A curt nod. “Good to see you rested.”

“Tamsin. Enjoy the break?”

“Productive.” Her expression remained neutral, but I caught the faint glow of fertility sigils under her blazer—a tell that her cycle was approaching again. “I trust you’re prepared for the semester’s increased demands.”

“Always.”

Her lips twitched. Almost a smile. “We’ll see.”

Roxy bounced down the stairs next, having changed into her usual crop top and micro-skirt combo, thigh-highs completing the look. She’d added a choker—violet to match her hair—and the way she touched it unconsciously made me think of our first “surrender” ritual last semester.

“Everyone’s here!” she announced, tail swishing. “Well, almost. Maelia’s running a few minutes late. Council meeting.”

I glanced at the clock. “Assembly starts in thirty.”

“She knows. She’ll be quick.”

As if summoned, the door to the private office opened and Headmistress Maelia Sable emerged. At 5’11”, she commanded presence effortlessly. Rich chestnut-brown hair cascaded past her shoulders in waves, framing a face that radiated both authority and smoldering heat. Her pencil skirt and silk blouse—strategically unbuttoned to show the pendant resting in her cleavage—emphasized her voluptuous hourglass figure. Massive natural E-cups strained the blouse buttons, and her elegant obsidian horns bore gold bands engraved with the House motto.

Her light hazel eyes swept over us, pupils narrowing in that predatory way that made my cock twitch despite having just gotten off.

“Morning, everyone.” Her voice was smooth, controlled. “Thank you for gathering early. I wanted to brief you before the official assembly.”

We all straightened. When Maelia spoke in that tone, you listened.

She crossed to the merit board, high heels clicking on polished wood. Her long spaded tail swished behind her, the golden clasp catching light.

“The semester ahead will be… challenging,” she began, choosing her words carefully. “Over break, Compliance passed several new monitoring protocols. Officially, they’re framed as ‘academic integrity measures’ and ‘student wellbeing initiatives.’”

“Unofficially?” I asked.

Maelia’s eyes met mine. “Officially, they’re targeted at high-performing Houses to ensure no ‘unfair advantages.’ Realistically, they’re aimed at us. At you, specifically.”

No surprise there.

“What kind of protocols?” Tamsin asked, already pulling out a leather folio to take notes.

“Increased surveillance in common areas. Random audits of Pact Chamber usage logs. Required reporting of any ‘anomalous pact activity.’” Maelia’s tone suggested she found that last one particularly irritating. “And Watcher Hadris has been granted expanded authority to investigate any student or House flagged for ‘pattern concerns.’”

Roxy’s tail stopped swishing. “They’re coming after Kade’s immunity, aren’t they?”

“They want to understand it,” Maelia corrected. “Or more accurately, weaponize it. The fact that Kade can freely consent without any glamour influence makes him a variable they can’t control. Compliance hates variables.”

I leaned back, processing. “So what’s the play?”

“We continue as we have been.” Maelia’s smile turned sharp. “With meticulous documentation of consent, clear adherence to all posted regulations, and absolutely no grounds for them to claim violations. They want to catch us breaking rules? We won’t break any.”

“Boring,” Roxy muttered.

“Strategic,” Tamsin countered. “They’re looking for an excuse to impose restrictions. We don’t give them one.”

Elowen adjusted her glasses. “What about House advancement? If they’re targeting us, won’t they also block our merit gains?”

“They’ll try.” Maelia’s expression hardened. “Which is why we need to excel beyond any reasonable standard. Make our performance so undeniable that blocking us would expose their bias.”

She tapped the merit board. “Current standing: Rank D, Merit 70%. To advance to Rank C, we need 80%. Under normal circumstances, that would take most of the semester. I’m proposing we hit it by mid-term.”

Ambitious.

“What’s our primary merit source?” I asked.

“Gate-Runs and House Trials,” Tamsin supplied. “Plus voluntary service assignments and academic achievement.”

“Then we focus there.” Maelia’s gaze swept over all of us. “Kade, your Gate-Run team has the highest clear rate in the academy. Maintain that. Elowen, you’re top of the research track—keep publishing. Roxy, your coordination scores are excellent; I’m putting you in charge of inter-House diplomacy. Tamsin, you already handle discipline and warding. I’ll manage political cover.”

She paused, letting that sink in.

“We’re a team. We support each other. And we show Compliance that bonds built on choice and consent create power they can’t replicate with their bureaucratic bullshit.”

A beat of silence.

Then Roxy grinned. “When do we start?”

“Today.” Maelia checked her watch. “Assembly in fifteen. After that, afternoon Gate-Run. I’ve already submitted our team for the first shard of the semester—tutorial difficulty, but it’ll shake off the rust.”

I stood. “Sounds good. Anything else we need to know?”

Maelia’s expression was steady. “Just stay alert. Dean Morrow will be looking for any excuse to undermine our progress. Document everything, maintain consent protocols, and don’t give Compliance ammunition.”

“Understood.”

“Good.” She moved toward the door. “I’ll see you all at assembly.”

[System — Welcome Back, Pactweaver.]

The bracketed notification flickered at the edge of my vision, familiar and grounding. I mentally pulled up the full panel, reviewing where we stood.

[System — Welcome Back, Pactweaver.] [Student Status • Lv15 • XP 0/2000] [STR 14 • DEX 15 • INT 17 • VIT 15 • CHA 19 • LUCK 14] [Bonds: Roxy 750 • Elowen 600 • Tamsin 600 • Maelia 800 • Vyra 0 • Lyric 0] [Pact Grid: Tier 1 Complete • Tier 2 Available] [Focus Tokens: 150] [House Rank: D (Merit 70%)] [Sigil Sparks: 50/100] [Spec: Lust Shepherd I]

Not bad for starting the semester. But we had a long way to go.

I dismissed the panel and focused back on Maelia. “We handle it the same way we’ve handled everything else. Together.”

Her expression softened fractionally. “Precisely.”

The clock chimed the quarter-hour. Assembly would start soon.

We filed out of the Night Hearth together, a united front. Roxy stuck close to my left, her tail occasionally brushing my wrist. Elowen walked on my right, clutching her tome. Tamsin took point with military bearing, and Maelia brought up the rear, every inch the Headmistress.

As we crossed the neon-lit quad toward the assembly hall, I caught sight of Watcher Hadris standing near the security gate. Clipboard in hand, camera mounted on his shoulder, he tracked our movement with cold precision.

Documenting. Time-stamping. Building his pattern file.

I met his gaze and held it until he looked away first.

Yeah. This semester was going to be a fight.

But I’d fought before and won.

This time wouldn’t be any different.

The Night Campus Institute sprawled before us, violet neon bleeding into the pre-dawn sky, a hidden world where power and pleasure intertwined, where bonds built on consent created magic Compliance could never touch.

And I was just getting started.


Chapter 2: Dream Walker Awakens

The first Gate-Run of the semester went exactly as expected—smooth, efficient, boring.

Tutorial-tier shard. Weak mobs. No bosses. We cleared it in under an hour and collected our participation merit without breaking a sweat. Roxy coordinated callouts, Elowen handled support casting, and I tanked the occasional slime that managed to get close.

By the time we exited the portal, the afternoon sun was slanting through the quad’s neon-lit archways, painting everything in shades of amber and violet.

“Well, that was underwhelming,” Roxy announced, stretching her arms overhead. The move made her crop top ride up, exposing a strip of porcelain midriff. “I’ve had more excitement brushing my teeth.”

“It was a warm-up run,” Elowen pointed out, adjusting her glasses. “First day back. Nobody expects heroics.”

“I expect heroics from myself at all times.” Roxy grinned. “But I guess I can settle for mediocrity just this once.”

I snorted. “Your humility is inspiring.”

“I know, right? I’m basically a saint.”

We filed back toward the dorm, footsteps echoing in the empty corridor. Most students were still at the welcome assembly or settling into their rooms. The Night Hearth would be quiet for a few hours—rare peace in what promised to be a chaotic semester.

“I’m going to study,” Elowen said when we reached the common room. She headed straight for her usual corner spot, tome already open before her ass hit the cushion.

Roxy flopped onto the sectional beside me, tail curling around my wrist in that possessive way she had. “What about you? Got plans?”

I glanced at the clock. “Actually, yeah. I wanted to try something.”

Her magenta star-pupils lit up with interest. “Something fun?”

“Maybe. Maelia mentioned over break that Tier 2 abilities unlock around Level 15.” I pulled up my internal HUD, scrolling through the greyed-out ability tree. “I’ve been sitting at the threshold for weeks. Figured it was time to see what’s available.”

“Ooh, power-up montage time.” Roxy bounced slightly. “Can I watch?”

“It’s a meditation ritual. You’d be bored.”

“You underestimate how much I enjoy watching you do literally anything.”

Fair point.

“Fine. But no complaining when it takes forever and nothing happens.”

“Deal.”



My private chamber was exactly how I’d left it that morning—bed unmade from Roxy’s wake-up call, windows still cycling through the campus’s signature neon wash. I sat cross-legged on the floor, back straight, hands resting on my knees.

Roxy perched on the edge of the bed, tail swishing with barely contained energy. “So how does this work?”

“Hell if I know.” I closed my eyes, focusing inward. “The System guide said something about ‘achieving resonance with latent pact energy’ and ‘opening pathways to deeper connection.’ Which is about as helpful as it sounds.”

“So… you just sit there and think really hard?”

“Essentially.”

“Hot.”

I ignored her and concentrated on the familiar hum of the Pact Grid. It pulsed at the edge of my awareness like a second heartbeat—the accumulated bonds with Roxy, Elowen, Tamsin, Maelia, all threaded together in a network of consent and connection.

The Tier 1 nodes were bright and active. Hypnotic Sigil. Scholar’s Seal. Fertility Ward. Battle-tested abilities that had gotten us through last semester’s chaos.

But beyond them, deeper in the grid, I could sense something else. Locked pathways. Dormant potential.

I reached for them mentally, trying to will the locks open through sheer stubbornness.

Nothing happened.

Minutes passed. My legs started to cramp. Roxy shifted on the bed, trying to stay quiet but failing miserably—her tail kept thumping against the mattress.

“This is boring,” she stage-whispered.

“You said you wouldn’t complain.”

“I lied.”

I cracked one eye open. “Want to help instead of sitting there being useless?”

“How?”

Good question. The ritual instructions had been vague at best, but there’d been one line about “external resonance amplification through bonded presence.”

Which probably meant—

“Come here.”

Roxy slid off the bed and padded over, settling cross-legged in front of me. Our knees touched. She tilted her head, violet bob falling across one eye. “Now what?”

“Give me your hands.”

She did, small fingers lacing with mine. The moment our skin made contact, I felt it—a spark of energy, familiar and electric. The bond between us, quantified by the System as 750/1000, but feeling like so much more than a number.

“Close your eyes,” I murmured. “Focus on… us. Our connection.”

“Kinky.”

“Roxy.”

“Fine, fine.”

She closed her eyes, and I felt her settle into the meditation with surprising ease. Her breathing slowed. Her tail stopped twitching. The manic energy that usually surrounded her dimmed to a low simmer.

And in that quiet space, I felt the Pact Grid respond.

The locked pathways pulsed. Not opening, but acknowledging. Waiting for the right key.

I pushed deeper, following the thread of our bond. It glowed in my mind’s eye—violet and silver, twisted together in a helix that pulsed with shared memories. Every touch. Every laugh. Every moment of trust and surrender and fuck-you defiance against the system that wanted to control us.

The pathway shuddered. Cracked.

Opened.

[System — Tier 2 Ability Unlocked: Dream Walking]

The notification flared across my vision, bright and insistent. I gasped, eyes snapping open as new knowledge flooded my consciousness. Instructions. Techniques. The metaphysical architecture of the astral plane and how to navigate it.

Dream Walking. The ability to traverse the space between sleeping minds, to visit the dreamscapes of those I was bonded with.

Holy shit.

“Kade?” Roxy’s eyes were still closed, but her grip on my hands tightened. “Something just… I felt something.”

“Yeah.” My voice came out rough. “I think it worked.”

Her eyes opened, pupils blown wide. “What did you unlock?”

I told her.

Roxy’s grin spread slowly, wicked and delighted. “So you can visit my dreams?”

“Apparently.”

“Can you do it right now?”

“You’re awake.”

“Then I’ll go to sleep.” She was already pulling me toward the bed, tail practically vibrating with excitement. “Come on. I want to try this.”

“Roxy, it’s the middle of the afternoon—”

“Sleep schedule is a social construct. Lie down.”

I let her manhandle me onto the mattress, bemused. She curled up beside me, head pillowed on my chest, one leg thrown over mine. Her tail wrapped around my wrist again, the silver cuff warm against my skin.

“Okay,” she murmured, already sounding drowsy. “I’m going to think really hard about you while I fall asleep. You better show up.”

“No pressure.”

“Lots of pressure. Don’t disappoint me.”

Within minutes, her breathing evened out. The tail around my wrist went slack, twitching occasionally in response to whatever dream was already forming behind her closed eyelids.

I closed my own eyes and reached for the Dream Walking ability, feeling how it settled into place like a puzzle piece clicking home. The instructions were intuitive—follow the bond, find the dreaming mind, step through.

Simple in theory.

I focused on Roxy. On the thread connecting us. It pulsed violet in my mind’s eye, leading away from my body and into—

Everything shifted.



I was standing.

Not lying in bed anymore, but standing on what looked like a floating island. The ground beneath my feet was solid enough—smooth obsidian veined with glowing purple cracks—but when I looked over the edge, there was nothing below except swirling nebula clouds in shades of magenta and electric blue.

The sky overhead wasn’t a sky at all. More like a dome of crystallized starlight, fragments of constellations shifting and rearranging themselves in patterns that almost made sense but dissolved when I looked at them directly.

“Holy shit,” I breathed.

The Dream Realm.

It was surreal, beautiful, and completely alien. Physics didn’t apply here—I could feel it in the way gravity tugged inconsistently, the way sound echoed without a source, the way colors bled into each other like wet paint.

And in the center of the island, perched on a throne made of violet crystal, was Roxy.

Except she looked different. Still her—same electric-violet bob, same magenta star-pupils, same pierced horn nubs—but amplified. Her skin glowed faintly, and her tail was longer, thicker, the spaded tip crackling with energy. She wore nothing but wisps of shadow and light that shifted across her body like living fabric.

When she saw me, her face lit up.

“You made it!” She bounded off the throne, and I had half a second to brace before she launched herself at me. I caught her, stumbling back, and she wrapped her legs around my waist. “This is so cool! I was just thinking about you and then you were here and—”

I kissed her to shut her up.

She melted into it immediately, moaning into my mouth as her tongue found mine. The piercing she’d gotten over break scraped my lip, sending a jolt of heat straight to my cock.

When we broke apart, both panting, she grinned. “I was hoping you’d do that.”

“This is your dream,” I pointed out, hands sliding down to cup her ass. Even through the shadowy not-quite-clothes, I could feel how perfect it was. “You’re in control here.”

“Maybe. Or maybe we’re in control together.” Her tail unwrapped from where it had coiled around my thigh and gestured to the floating island. “I wasn’t exactly planning the creepy crystal throne or the nightmare sky. But you showing up? That was definitely on purpose.”

“So what were you dreaming about before I got here?”

Roxy’s grin turned wicked. “You. Obviously.”

“Doing what?”

“Do you really need to ask?”

Fair point.

She kissed me again, harder this time, teeth nipping at my lower lip. Her small body ground against mine, and even in the dream I could feel how wet she was, how ready.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she whispered against my mouth. “Since this morning. Since you let me worship your cock. I wanted more.”

“You always want more.”

“And you always give it to me.” Her hands slid under my shirt—when had I been wearing a shirt?—tracing the defined lines of my abs. “So give it to me now. Fuck me in my dreams. Make them better than reality.”

Challenge accepted.

I spun, carrying her across the floating island to the crystal throne. When I set her down on it, she sprawled back, legs falling open in blatant invitation. The shadows and light that had been covering her dissolved like smoke, leaving her completely bare.

Fucking gorgeous.

Her petite body was on full display—perky B-cups with nipples already hard and peaked, narrow waist, dancer’s legs spread wide to show the slick pink of her pussy. Her violet hair splayed across the throne like a halo, and those magenta eyes watched me with desperate, hungry need.

“Touch me,” she breathed, voice already trembling. “Please—I need to feel you—”

I did.

My hands slid up her thighs, slow and deliberate, feeling the tremor that ran through her entire body at the contact. In the dream, sensation was heightened—every nerve ending fired like lightning, every touch magnified beyond normal limits. When my thumbs brushed the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, just inches from where she needed me most, Roxy gasped and arched off the throne.

“Kade—fuck—don’t tease—”

“I’m not teasing.” I knelt between her spread legs, watching her pussy glisten in the dreamscape’s ethereal light. “I’m savoring.”

“You can savor later—please—”

I leaned down and licked her.

One long, slow swipe of my tongue from her entrance to her clit, tasting the sweet-salt of her arousal. The flavor exploded across my taste buds—richer, more intense than in waking. Roxy’s hands flew to my hair, fisting in the dark strands as she cried out, the sound echoing across the floating island.

“Oh fuck—yes—oh god—”

I did it again. And again. Dragging my tongue through her slick folds, savoring every drop of her essence, feeling the way her thighs quivered around my head. The new tongue piercing added texture, the little metal ball dragging against her swollen clit with each deliberate pass, making her writhe.

“You taste fucking incredible,” I growled against her pussy, the vibration making her whimper. “Could eat you for hours.”

“Please—please do—fuck—”

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked hard.

Roxy screamed, her whole body convulsing. Her legs clamped around my head, heels digging into my back as her hips bucked frantically. I didn’t let up, tongue working her clit while I slid two fingers into her tight heat, curling them to stroke that perfect spot inside.

“Oh god—oh fuck—Kade—I’m—”

She was already close. I could feel it in the way her pussy clenched around my fingers, in the desperate grinding of her hips, in the incoherent sobbing cries falling from her lips. The dream realm responded to her arousal—the floating island trembling, the crystalline structures pulsing with violet light.

I added a third finger, stretching her, pumping them in and out while my tongue lashed her clit relentlessly. My other hand reached up to squeeze one of her perky tits, thumb circling her hard nipple, pinching it just hard enough to blur the line between pleasure and pain.

“That’s it,” I murmured between licks. “Come for me, baby. Let me feel you fall apart.”

“Yes—yes—fuck yes—”

I sucked her clit hard into my mouth and crooked my fingers inside her, hitting that sweet spot with deliberate precision.

She shattered.

Her orgasm hit like a thunderclap—literally. The dream realm shuddered violently, cracks of purple lightning arcing across the impossible sky as Roxy came against my mouth. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my fingers, gushing arousal that I lapped up eagerly. Her screams echoed endlessly, bouncing off invisible walls, her back bowed so severely I thought she might break.

I kept licking, kept sucking, kept fingering her through every pulse and spasm, drawing it out until she was sobbing with overstimulation.

“Too much—fuck—Kade—I can’t—”

I pulled back slowly, withdrawing my fingers and pressing soft kisses to her inner thighs as she trembled through the aftershocks. When I looked up, she was wrecked—chest heaving, skin flushed and glowing, eyes glazed with pleasure.

“Good?” I asked, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.

“Are you kidding?” She laughed breathlessly, the sound broken and raw. “That was—I’ve never—it felt different here. Stronger. Like every nerve was on fire.”

“The dream amplifies sensation.” The knowledge came from the ability itself, innate understanding flooding my mind. “Everything’s more intense. More vivid. Pain, pleasure—all of it magnified.”

“Then I want to feel you inside me.” She reached for me with shaking hands, pulling me down on top of her. “I want to know if you’ll break me in half when nothing’s holding you back. When you can fuck me as hard as you want without worrying about hurting me.”

Fuck.

I was already hard—had been since I’d entered the dream. When I looked down, my clothes had dissolved too, leaving me just as bare as she was. My cock jutted between us, thick and rigid, the head already glistening with precum.

Roxy’s hand wrapped around it, stroking slow and firm, her small fingers barely able to encircle my girth. “This is all mine.”

“Yours,” I agreed, voice rough.

She guided me to her entrance, rubbing the swollen head through her slick folds, coating me in her arousal. We both groaned at the contact—the heat, the wetness, the promise of what was coming.

Then I pushed inside.

The sensation was overwhelming. Tight, wet, scorching hot—every nerve ending in my cock firing at once, magnified a thousand times by the dream’s intensity. Roxy’s pussy clenched around me as I sank deeper, inch by gradual inch, her walls rippling and squeezing like they were trying to pull me in deeper.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, nails digging into my shoulders. “I can feel everything. Every ridge. Every vein. Every pulse of your cock. It’s—fuck—it’s so much—”

I pulled back slowly, letting her feel every inch dragging through her tight channel, then thrust hard.

Deep. Balls-deep in one brutal stroke.

She screamed again, nails raking down my back hard enough to draw blood—except in the dream, the pain just became more sensation, more fuel for the pleasure building between us. The dream responded to our coupling, the floating island tilting dramatically, gravity shifting. Suddenly we weren’t on the throne anymore but suspended in the air, bodies intertwined, spinning slowly through the nebula clouds like we were fucking in zero gravity.

Physics didn’t matter here.

I gripped her ass with both hands and fucked her while we floated, her legs locked around my waist, her perky tits bouncing with each powerful thrust. Every drive of my cock sent ripples of energy through the dreamscape—colors flaring brighter, the stars overhead pulsing in rhythm with our movements, reality itself bending to the force of our pleasure.

“Harder,” Roxy gasped, eyes rolling back. “I can take it—I can take anything here—fuck me like you mean it—”

I gave her what she wanted. Pounding into her with a force that would’ve hurt in the waking world, but here only made her moan louder, scream louder, her pussy gushing around my pistoning cock. The wet slap of flesh on flesh echoed endlessly, obscene and perfect.

Her tits bounced hypnotically with each brutal thrust, and I leaned down to catch a nipple between my teeth, biting hard, sucking harder. She keened, arching to press more of her breast into my mouth.

“Yes—fuck yes—just like that—bite me—mark me—”

The dream shifted again in response to our escalating pleasure. We were standing now, Roxy pressed face-first against a wall of crystalline mirrors that reflected infinite versions of us fucking. She could see everything—the way my cock disappeared into her pussy with each savage thrust, stretching her pink lips obscenely around my girth. The flush spreading across her pale skin. The desperate, fucked-stupid pleasure written on her face. The way her ass rippled when my hips slammed against it.

“Watch yourself,” I growled in her ear, one hand fisting in her violet hair and pulling her head back to force her gaze on our reflection. “Watch how perfect you look taking my cock. Watch how your pussy swallows every fucking inch.”

She did, eyes locked on the mirror, mouth falling open in a silent scream when I reached around to rub her swollen clit with firm circles. The dual stimulation—cock hammering into her from behind, fingers working her clit relentlessly—pushed her toward another edge.

“I’m close—Kade—I’m gonna—fuck—”

“Come for me,” I commanded, thrusting harder, deeper, grinding against her cervix with each stroke. “Come all over my cock. Let me feel you squeeze me.”

“Yes—yes—oh god—”

I pinched her clit between my fingers and she detonated.

This orgasm was even more intense than the first, her whole body convulsing violently as pleasure tore through her like a supernova. The dreamscape responded in kind—the mirrors exploding into a million shards of light, the floating island fragmenting and reforming, reality itself bending and warping to the force of her climax. Her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vice, rhythmic pulses milking me, trying to drag my orgasm from me by force.

I wasn’t far behind. The impossible tightness of her pussy, the primal sounds she made, the sheer mind-breaking beauty of fucking in a realm where physics was just a suggestion—it all overwhelmed me, pushed me past the point of control.

“Roxy—fuck—gonna come—”

“Inside,” she gasped, barely coherent, grinding back against me despite the overstimulation. “Come inside me—fill me up—I need it—need your cum—”

I buried myself as deep as I could go and let go.

My cock pulsed hard, erupting in thick, endless spurts directly against her cervix. Roxy moaned at the sensation, her pussy milking every drop, squeezing and rippling around my shaft as rope after rope of cum flooded her willing body. The dream shimmered around us, energy cascading in waves of violet and silver, the very fabric of the realm responding to the intensity of our shared release.

It lasted forever. Wave after wave of pleasure crashing through me, my cock twitching and pulsing, emptying everything I had into her tight heat. She took it all, whimpering and trembling, her pussy still clenching rhythmically around me.

When the aftershocks finally faded, we collapsed onto a surface that had reformed beneath us—soft, yielding, like a bed made of clouds and starlight. Roxy curled into my side immediately, both of us panting, covered in sweat that glowed faintly in the dreamscape’s ethereal light.

“That was insane,” she breathed, voice hoarse from screaming.

“Yeah.”

“We’re doing this again. Like, every night.”

“Definitely.”

She traced lazy patterns on my chest, tail winding around my leg in a loose, satisfied spiral. “Does this mean you can visit anyone’s dreams? Like Elowen or Tamsin?”

“If they’re bonded to me, probably.” The knowledge was there, clear and certain, part of the ability’s innate understanding. “The ability follows the connection.”

“So you could fuck all of us in our dreams.”

“Technically.”

Her grin was pure mischief. “That’s so hot. You could have a whole dream harem.”

I snorted. “Pretty sure I already have a regular harem.”

“Yeah, but this is different. This is like… bonus content.” She propped herself up on one elbow, magenta eyes gleaming with that dangerous combination of affection and mischief. “You could visit Maelia’s dreams and fulfill all her secret kinky fantasies. Or Elowen’s—I bet hers are filthy.”

“You’re a menace.”

“I’m helpful.” She kissed my jaw softly. “But seriously, this is amazing. The ability, the connection, all of it. I felt closer to you in that moment than—” She paused, searching for words. “Than I’ve ever felt with anyone.”

The vulnerability in her voice made my chest tighten. I pulled her closer, pressing a kiss to her violet hair. “Same.”

We lay there in comfortable silence, the dreamscape settling around us into something calmer. The swirling nebula clouds slowed their churning. The fractured sky pieced itself back together into a more coherent dome. It was still surreal and alien, but also peaceful.

Eventually, Roxy sighed. “I should probably wake up. Don’t want to sleep through the whole afternoon.”

“Probably.”

“Will you still be here when I wake up?”

“I’m lying in bed with you in the real world. So yeah, I’ll be there.”

She smiled, soft and genuine. “Good.”

The dream began to fade, edges dissolving like watercolor in rain. I felt the pull of my own consciousness, the tether connecting me back to my body.

[System — Dream Walking Session Complete]
[Bond +50 — Roxy → 800]
[Focus Tokens +40]
[Sigil Sparks +4 → 54/100]

The notifications flickered at the edge of my awareness as I surfaced from the dream, blinking back to consciousness in my own bed. Roxy stirred beside me, making a sleepy sound of protest before her eyes fluttered open.

“Hey,” she murmured.

“Hey yourself.”

She stretched like a cat, arching her back until her spine popped. “That was the best nap I’ve ever had.”

“Glad I could help.”

“You did more than help.” She rolled on top of me, straddling my hips. Even awake, her eyes had that dreamy, satisfied look. “You completely ruined me for normal dreams. How am I supposed to sleep without you visiting now?”

“I’m sure you’ll manage.”

“Doubtful.” She leaned down, lips brushing mine. “But I guess I’ll have to try.”

The kiss was slow, languid, full of affection rather than urgency. When she pulled back, her tail tapped my chest in that happy metronome rhythm.

“This semester’s going to be interesting,” she said.

“That’s one word for it.”

“I think it’s going to be amazing.” Her grin was pure confidence. “We’ve got new abilities unlocking, the House is strong, and you can literally fuck me in my dreams. What’s not to love?”

I couldn’t argue with that logic.

The afternoon light was shifting toward evening now, the neon wash outside deepening to darker purples and blues. We’d probably missed dinner, but I couldn’t bring myself to care.

“Come on,” Roxy said, climbing off me with obvious reluctance. “We should at least make an appearance in the Hearth. People will wonder where we disappeared to.”

“Let them wonder.”

“Kade.”

“Fine.”

We untangled ourselves from the bed, getting dressed in companionable silence. Roxy stole one of my hoodies—too big on her petite frame, but she wore it anyway, sleeves dangling past her fingertips.

“Mine now,” she declared.

“Theft.”

“Community property.” She pulled the hood up, violet hair spilling out in messy waves. “We’re bonded. What’s yours is mine.”

“Pretty sure that’s not how it works.”

“Too bad. I’m keeping it.”

I let her have the win.

When we finally made it downstairs, the Night Hearth was more populated than earlier. A few underclassmen clustered around the merit board, and Tamsin sat at one of the study tables with a stack of discipline reports.

She glanced up when we entered, pale gray eyes taking in our rumpled appearance with obvious assessment.

“Productive afternoon?” she asked dryly.

“Very,” Roxy chirped, flopping onto the sectional. “Kade unlocked a Tier 2 ability.”

Tamsin’s eyebrows rose fractionally. “Oh? Which one?”

“Dream Walking,” I said, settling beside Roxy. “Lets me visit bonded minds while they’re asleep.”

“Interesting.” Tamsin’s expression suggested she was already thinking through tactical applications. “That could provide significant strategic advantages. Coordination without verbal communication. Private meetings that can’t be monitored.”

Trust Tamsin to immediately weaponize it.

“Also good for bonding,” Roxy added with a sly grin. “Really intimate bonding.”

Tamsin’s lips twitched. “I’m sure.”

The door to Maelia’s office opened, and the Headmistress emerged looking tired but satisfied. Her chestnut hair was slightly mussed, and she’d loosened the top button of her blouse.

“Evening, everyone.” She crossed to the liquor cabinet—a new addition to the upgraded Hearth—and poured herself two fingers of amber liquid. “I trust the day was uneventful?”

“Kade unlocked Dream Walking,” Roxy announced again, clearly proud.

Maelia paused mid-sip. “Did he now?”

“Just this afternoon,” I confirmed.

She studied me over the rim of her glass, hazel eyes thoughtful. “That’s a powerful ability. One that Compliance will be very interested in once they become aware of it.”

“Should I hide it?”

“No point. They monitor our Grid signatures. They’ll see the activation pattern on their next audit.” She took another sip. “Just be prepared for questions. And document everything. If they try to claim you’re using it inappropriately, we’ll need proof of consent.”

Always politics.

“Understood.”

Maelia’s expression softened slightly. “Congratulations, though. Tier 2 abilities are a significant milestone. You should be proud.”

“Thanks.”

She raised her glass in a small salute before retreating back to her office, door clicking shut behind her.

Tamsin returned to her reports.

Roxy curled into my side, already half-asleep again.

And I sat there, processing everything that had changed in the span of a single afternoon. New ability. Stronger bond with Roxy. More tools at our disposal.

More ways for Compliance to try to fuck with us.

But that was a problem for tomorrow.

Tonight, I had a harem to protect, a House to build, and dreams to walk.

Let them try to stop me.


Chapter 3: Forbidden Stacks

The Forbidden Library Wing wasn’t technically forbidden.

Just heavily restricted, access-controlled, and monitored by three different departments including Compliance. Which meant it might as well have been locked behind a vault door with “DO NOT ENTER” painted in blood.

But Elowen had the clearance.

Being top of the research track had its perks, and one of them was a laminated card that got her past the ward-locked door at the back of the main library. The kind of door most students didn’t even notice, hidden behind a false bookshelf that only revealed itself to those who knew where to look.

“Are you sure this is okay?” I asked as she swiped her card through the reader.

“I have explicit permission to access restricted materials for my thesis research.” Her dark brown eyes met mine behind those thick sexy glasses. “And you’re my research assistant. Technically.”

“Since when?”

“Since I filed the paperwork this morning.” A small smile tugged at her lips. “Maelia approved it. Said it would be good for House collaboration.”

The ward-lock disengaged with a soft chime, and the hidden door swung open on silent hinges.

Beyond it, stairs descended into darkness.

“Atmospheric,” I muttered.

“The restricted section is climate-controlled.” Elowen started down, and I followed. “Ancient texts require specific temperature and humidity levels. The darkness is just a side effect of minimal lighting to prevent degradation.”

Made sense. Didn’t make it less creepy.

At the bottom of the stairs, warm amber lights flickered on automatically, revealing a space that looked more like a temple archive than a library. Vaulted stone ceilings. Rows of iron shelves packed with leather-bound tomes, scrolls sealed in crystal cases, and what looked like actual stone tablets propped on velvet stands.

The air smelled of old paper, vanilla—Elowen’s signature scent stronger here—and something else. Something older. Like time itself had a smell, and it was dust mixed with secrets.

“Wow,” I breathed.

“Right?” Elowen’s voice held genuine excitement as she moved between the shelves with practiced ease. “I’ve been coming here for weeks, but it never gets old. Some of these texts are centuries old. Pre-academy founding. Pre-modern pact theory.”

She stopped at a section near the back, fingers trailing across leather spines until she found what she was looking for. A massive tome bound in midnight-blue leather, sealed with a silver clasp shaped like interlocking horns.

“This one,” she said, carefully lifting it from the shelf. “I found a reference to it in another text last week. Something about ancient threats to succubus society.”

“Sounds cheerful.”

“History rarely is.” She carried the tome to a nearby research desk—solid oak, scarred with age, fitted with a brass reading lamp. “But it’s important. Especially if there are patterns we should be aware of.”

I settled into the chair beside her as she opened the book with reverent care. The pages were thick parchment, covered in dense script that looked hand-written. Illuminated capitals decorated the beginning of each section, gilded and intricate.

“Can you even read this?” I asked, squinting at what looked like a completely foreign alphabet.

“Old Demonic.” Elowen adjusted her glasses, already translating in her head. “It’s an archaic form of the ritual language we still use for formal pacts. I’ve been studying it for my thesis.”

“Show-off.”

Her lips curved. “Maybe a little.”

She began to read, one pale finger tracing the text while her free hand took notes on a pad of paper. I watched her work, content to just observe. There was something hypnotizing about the way she focused—the slight furrow between her brows, the unconscious lip-bite when she hit a complex passage, the way her tail flicked absently behind her.

The curling sigils under her ribs glowed faintly through her sweater, responding to proximity to the ancient magic in the texts.

Minutes passed in comfortable silence.

Then Elowen went still.

“Kade.”

Something in her voice made me straighten. “What?”

“Look at this.” She turned the book toward me, pointing to a specific passage. The illuminated capital was a twisted figure—half succubus, half something else. Something wrong. “This section is about an entity called the Purifier.”

“The what?”

“The Purifier.” Her finger moved down the page as she translated. “An ancient enemy of succubi. According to this, it was… I think the word translates to ‘anathema.’ The opposite of what we are. Where succubi feed on and create lust, pleasure, connection… the Purifier destroys those things. Consumes them. Turns them to ash.”

A chill ran down my spine. “That sounds bad.”

“It gets worse.” She flipped the page. “There was a war. Centuries ago. Multiple succubus bloodlines united to fight it. They couldn’t kill it—the text suggests it’s not truly alive in any conventional sense—but they managed to seal it away.”

“Where?”

“Doesn’t say. Just that the seal required an enormous sacrifice and that it was meant to last ‘until the stars remember their first light.’” She frowned. “Which is poetic but not especially helpful.”

I leaned closer, studying the illustration on the next page. It showed a circle of succubi, horns glowing, surrounding a dark shape that seemed to absorb the light around it. “So this thing is sealed somewhere and has been for centuries. Why are you worried?”

Elowen’s dark eyes met mine. “Because there’s a note in the margin. Recent. Within the last few months.”

She pointed to a scrawled notation in different ink—modern script, hasty, almost frantic.

“What does it say?”

“‘Awakening cycle detected. Seal degradation confirmed. Estimated breach: 6-8 months.’”

Fuck.

“Who wrote that?”

“I don’t know. But look at the signature.” She tilted the book so I could see the bottom of the note.

A stylized seal I recognized from official academy documents.

Dean Morrow’s seal.

“Son of a bitch,” I muttered. “The Dean knows about this. Has known. And he hasn’t said anything to anyone?”

“Apparently not.” Elowen’s voice was tight with worry. “Either he’s keeping it secret for a reason, or—”

“Or he’s involved somehow.” I sat back, mind racing. “The timing is too convenient. Last semester, Compliance suddenly got aggressive about monitoring. They pushed hard on containment protocols, restrictions, surveillance. What if that wasn’t about me? What if they were preparing for something bigger?”

“Or what if they’re trying to make sure we’re weak when it happens.” Elowen closed the book carefully. “Divided Houses. Restricted bonding. Limited pact development. If this Purifier thing breaks free, we’d be scattered and powerless.”

Made horrifying sense.

“We need to tell Maelia.”

“Agreed. But first, I want to document everything.” She reopened the book, pulling out her phone. “I’m going to photograph these pages. Create a backup record in case—”

The lights flickered.

We both froze.

“That’s not normal,” Elowen whispered.

“How often do the lights flicker down here?”

“Never.”

The lights flickered again, longer this time, leaving us in darkness for a full three seconds before snapping back on.

My heart hammered. “We should go.”

“Not without the photos.” She was already snapping pictures, working quickly. “If someone’s trying to restrict access to this information, we need proof it exists.”

Fair point.

I stood, moving to the stairs to keep watch while she worked. The forbidden wing felt different now—less like a peaceful archive and more like a tomb. Every shadow seemed deeper. Every sound amplified.

From somewhere above, I heard footsteps.

“Elowen,” I said quietly. “Hurry.”

“Almost done.”

More footsteps. Getting closer to the entrance.

“Now would be good.”

“Got it.” She closed the book, returned it to the shelf with practiced speed, and grabbed her notes. “Let’s go.”

We made it halfway to the stairs before the ward-lock chimed.

Someone was coming down.

“Fuck.” I glanced around. The forbidden wing was one large room—nowhere to hide except behind the shelves themselves.

Elowen grabbed my hand and pulled me into the deepest corner, between two towering iron shelves packed with scrolls. We pressed ourselves flat against the cold stone wall, barely breathing.

A figure descended the stairs.

Watcher Hadris.

Of fucking course.

He moved through the restricted section with the systematic precision of someone conducting a search. Checking shelves. Noting positions of books. His camera swept the space, red recording light blinking.

We held perfectly still.

He passed within five feet of our hiding spot, close enough that I could smell the clinical scent of his cologne. Close enough to hear the soft beep of his recording device as he time-stamped something.

Then he moved on, heading toward the far end of the wing.

Elowen squeezed my hand. Pointed toward the stairs.

I nodded.

We moved as quietly as possible, staying low, using the shelves for cover. My heart pounded so loud I was convinced Hadris could hear it, but he remained focused on the far section, back to us.

We made it to the stairs.

Started climbing.

The fourth step creaked.

Hadris’s head snapped around.

“Run,” I hissed.

We bolted up the remaining stairs, hit the door at the top, and burst through into the main library. Elowen didn’t stop—she grabbed my hand and pulled me between the regular stacks, weaving through the maze of shelves until we were three aisles over and completely out of sight.

We collapsed against a shelf, both panting.

“Did he see us?” Elowen whispered.

“I don’t think so. Maybe just heard us.”

“That was too close.”

“Way too close.”

We stayed there for a full minute, listening for sounds of pursuit. When none came, I let out a slow breath.

“We need to get out of here.”

“Agreed. But not together. If Hadris is watching, two people leaving together after a suspicious noise in the forbidden section will look—”

“Suspicious. Right.” I checked my watch. “You go first. I’ll wait ten minutes then head back to the dorm.”

“Meet me in my research room. The one with the privacy blinds.” Her dark eyes held mine. “We need to talk about what we found. And I need to transfer these photos somewhere secure.”

“Okay.”

She squeezed my hand once more, then slipped away between the shelves, moving with the practiced stealth of someone who’d spent countless hours in this library.

I gave her a head start, then made my way to the main exit, forcing myself to walk calmly despite the adrenaline still coursing through my veins.



Elowen’s research room was on the third floor of the library, tucked into a corner that most students didn’t know existed. Private study rooms were technically available to anyone, but this one had a permanent “RESERVED” placard with her name on it.

Perks of being the top research student.

I knocked twice—our signal—and she let me in immediately, locking the door behind me and pulling down the privacy blinds in one smooth motion.

The room was small but cozy. A desk covered in books and papers. A comfortable chair. Soft lighting from a brass lamp. And bookshelves on every wall, packed with her personal collection.

“Did anyone follow you?” she asked.

“No. You?”

“Don’t think so.” She moved to her laptop, already pulling up the photo files. “I transferred everything to an encrypted cloud backup. Even if they confiscate my phone, we’ll have copies.”

Smart.

I watched over her shoulder as she scrolled through the images. The text was clear enough to read even in photograph form, and seeing it again—that twisted figure of the Purifier, the dire warnings, Dean Morrow’s notation—made my stomach clench.

“This is bad,” I said quietly.

“Very bad.” Elowen’s fingers trembled slightly as she typed. “If the seal breaks and this thing gets loose, it won’t just be a threat to the academy. According to the text, the last time it was active, it consumed entire bloodlines. Whole families of succubi just… erased. Their power, their bonds, everything turned to ash.”

“And the Dean knows.”

“And isn’t warning anyone.” She turned to face me, pale porcelain skin even paler than usual. “Why? Why would he keep this secret?”

I had theories. None of them good.

“Either he doesn’t believe it’s a real threat—”

“Unlikely, given his notation.”

“Or he’s actively preventing people from preparing.”

Her eyes widened fractionally. “You think he wants it to happen?”

“I think he’s fucking with forces he doesn’t understand.” I ran a hand through my hair, frustration building. “Last semester, Compliance tried everything to contain me. To study my immunity. What if this is connected? What if they think my pact-immunity makes me valuable against this thing somehow?”

“Or makes you vulnerable to it,” Elowen countered. “If the Purifier consumes pact energy and you don’t generate it the same way succubi do—”

“I’m either useless or uniquely susceptible. Great.”

We stood there in tense silence, the weight of the discovery pressing down on both of us.

Then Elowen let out a shaky breath and stepped closer, pressing her forehead against my chest. “I’m scared.”

I wrapped my arms around her, feeling the tremor in her small frame. “Me too.”

“What do we do?”

“Tell Maelia. Get her take on this. Then we prepare.” I tilted her chin up so I could see her face. “We find out everything we can about this Purifier. How it was sealed before. What weaknesses it might have. And we make damn sure our House is strong enough to face it if we have to.”

“That’s a lot of ifs.”

“Better to prepare for a threat that doesn’t come than be caught off guard.”

She nodded, some of the tension bleeding out of her shoulders. “You’re right. We can do this. We have to.”

“Exactly.”

Her dark eyes searched mine, and something in them shifted. The fear was still there, but underneath it—heat. Need. The adrenaline from our near-miss with Hadris combined with the existential dread of what we’d discovered, transmuting into something more immediate.

“Kade,” she whispered.

“Yeah?”

“I need… I need to not think about apocalyptic threats for a while.”

I understood immediately.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” Her hands slid up my chest, fingers curling into my shirt. “I need to feel something real. Something good. Something that reminds me why we fight to protect this.”

I kissed her.

She melted into it with a soft sound of relief, lips parting to let me in. The kiss was desperate and hungry, all the fear and stress pouring into the contact. When we broke apart, both panting, her cheeks were flushed and her pupils were blown wide behind her glasses.

“The desk,” she breathed. “Now.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.

I swept the papers aside—she’d kill me later for messing up her organization system, but right now neither of us cared—and lifted her onto the edge of the oak surface. Her legs wrapped around my waist immediately, pulling me close.

“How do you want it?” I asked, hands sliding up her thighs.

“However you’ll give it to me.” Her fingers worked at my belt with trembling urgency. “Hard. Rough. Make me forget everything except you.”

Fuck yes.

I captured her mouth again, kissing her hard while my hands found the button of her jeans. She wore them so tight they might as well have been painted on, hugging every curve of her spectacular ass and thick thighs. Getting them off required her lifting her hips and me basically peeling them down her legs, revealing smooth pale skin inch by inch.

Underneath, she wore a lace thong. Black, barely there, already visibly damp with arousal.

I pressed my palm against her pussy through the thin fabric and she gasped, hips jerking forward.

“Wet already.”

“Been thinking about you all day.” Her hips rocked into my hand, seeking more pressure. “Since this morning. Since you came back. I wanted this. Wanted you inside me.”

“You could’ve said something.”

“I’m saying it now.” She pulled at my shirt, dragging it over my head with desperate hands. Her eyes raked over my exposed chest—the defined abs, the V-lines she loved to trace with her tongue, the muscles flexing under her hungry gaze. “I want your cock. Want you to fuck me on this desk until I can’t remember my own name.”

Christ.

I hooked my fingers in the sides of her thong and yanked it aside, not bothering to remove it completely. The fabric stretched taut, framing her pussy perfectly. She was glistening, swollen pink lips already parted and slick with need.

I slid two fingers into her tight heat without warning.

She cried out, back arching, hands scrabbling for purchase on the desk. Her pussy clenched around the intrusion immediately, hot and wet and fucking perfect.

“Fuck—yes—just like that—”

I pumped my fingers slowly, deliberately, feeling every ripple of her inner walls. She was so tight I could barely move them, her body gripping me like it never wanted to let go.

“More,” she whimpered. “Please—I need more—”

I added a third finger, stretching her, watching her face contort with pleasure-pain. My thumb found her clit, circling the swollen nub with firm pressure.

“Oh god—oh fuck—Kade—”

Her head fell back, dark hair spilling from its ponytail, glasses sliding down her nose. She looked fucking gorgeous like this—messy and desperate and completely lost in sensation. The curling sigils under her ribs pulsed with violet light, responding to the intensity of our connection.

“Take off your sweater,” I commanded, voice rough.

She obeyed immediately, yanking the fabric over her head with shaking hands to reveal a matching black lace bra that struggled to contain her generous C-cups. I could see her nipples, hard and pressing against the sheer fabric, the faint glow of the ritual sigils visible through the delicate lace.

“Bra too.”

She reached back, unhooked it, let it fall to the desk.

Perfect.

Her breasts were fucking spectacular—full and creamy white, soft and heavy, nipples a dusky pink that just begged to be sucked. They bounced slightly with each thrust of my fingers, hypnotic and perfect.

I leaned down and took one hard nipple into my mouth while my fingers continued to work her pussy. She moaned, long and loud, hips grinding against my hand.

“Yes—fuck—suck them—bite them—”

I did, teeth scraping over the sensitive peak before sucking hard. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my fingers in response, gushing more arousal.

“You’re so fucking wet,” I growled against her breast. “Dripping all over my hand.”

“For you—only for you—please—”

I pulled my fingers out abruptly, bringing them to my mouth. Her eyes went wide as I licked them clean, tasting her—sweet vanilla with an undertone of pure arousal.

“Delicious.”

She whimpered.

“Turn around,” I said. “Bend over the desk.”

She scrambled to obey, turning and bracing her hands on the oak surface. The position put her spectacular ass on full display—round and perfect, pale skin begging to be marked. I ran my hands over the curves, squeezing, feeling her shiver under my touch.

“You know what I want,” she whispered, voice trembling.

“Tell me anyway.”

“My ass.” The words came out breathy, desperate. “I want you to fuck my ass. Want to feel you stretch me open. Want to be completely yours.”

My cock pulsed, straining against my jeans.

We’d done this before—that first time in the library stacks when I’d worked a plug into her while she recited spell theory. But this time felt different. More urgent. More necessary.

“You prepared?” I asked, fingers trailing between her cheeks, feeling the heat radiating from her skin.

“I wore a plug all day.” Her breath hitched when I found it—the tapered base nestled between her ass cheeks, the flared end keeping it seated deep inside her. “Just in case. Hoping you’d want this. Hoping you’d take me.”

Fucking hell.

I gripped the base of the plug and pulled slowly, watching her tight ring of muscle stretch around the widest part. She whimpered, whole body tensing, then releasing as the plug slid free with a wet pop. Her hole gaped slightly, pink and stretched, already slick with lube.

“Beautiful,” I murmured, setting the plug aside. “Your ass looks so fucking good like this. All stretched and ready for my cock.”

She whimpered again, hips pushing back, seeking to be filled. “Please—I need it—need you inside me—”

I freed my cock from my jeans—rock hard, throbbing, the head already glistening with precum. I stroked myself a few times, coating my length with the combination of her arousal still on my fingers and my own pre-cum.

Then I lined up with her stretched entrance.

The sight alone was almost enough to make me come. Elowen bent over her research desk, glasses askew, dark hair messy, looking back at me with those desperate, needy eyes. Her ass presented perfectly, that tight pink hole already clenching in anticipation.

“Please,” she whispered. “I need you inside me. Need to feel full. Need to be claimed. Make me yours—completely yours—”

I pushed forward.

Her tight ring of muscle resisted for a heartbeat, then yielded. The head of my cock popped through, and we both groaned at the sensation—the impossible tightness for me, squeezing my cock in a vice grip. The overwhelming stretch for her, burning and perfect.

“Oh god,” she gasped, fingers scrabbling on the desk. “So big—you’re so fucking big—I can feel every inch—”

“Breathe.” I held perfectly still, letting her adjust to the intrusion. “Relax. Let me in. Open up for me.”

She did, taking deep breaths, consciously relaxing the muscles. I felt her body slowly accommodate my girth as I sank deeper, inch by gradual inch. Every centimeter was a battle—her ass fighting the invasion even as her body craved it.

Halfway in, I paused. “Okay?”

“More than okay.” Her voice was wrecked, hoarse with need. “Don’t stop—please don’t stop—I need all of it—need every fucking inch inside me—”

I pushed deeper, watching my cock disappear into her tight hole. The sensation was indescribable—hot and tight and perfect, like her ass was made specifically to grip my cock. By the time I was fully seated, balls pressed against her dripping pussy, we were both shaking.

“Fuck,” I ground out. “You feel incredible. So fucking tight.”

“Move,” she begged. “Please move. Fuck me. Ruin me.”

I pulled back until just the tip remained, feeling every ridge and ripple of her inner walls dragging along my length. Then I drove forward hard.

Deep. Brutal. Balls-deep in one savage thrust.

Elowen screamed.

Her whole body jerked forward, hands scrambling for purchase on the smooth wood as I set a punishing pace. I gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, using the leverage to pound into her ass with long, deep strokes that made the desk shake and groan. Papers slid to the floor. Books tumbled. Her glasses fell completely off to land with a soft clatter.

“Yes—fuck yes—just like that—harder—ruin my ass—”

The wet slap of flesh on flesh filled the small room, obscenely loud. Her ass rippled with each impact, the pale skin already turning pink where my hips slammed against it. She pushed back to meet my thrusts, taking me deeper, harder, like she couldn’t get enough.

“Touch yourself,” I ordered, voice rough with exertion. “Make yourself come on my cock while I fuck your ass.”

Her hand flew between her legs immediately, fingers working her clit in frantic circles. I could feel the wetness dripping from her pussy, coating my balls with each thrust.

“That’s it,” I growled. “Get yourself off. Show me how much you love getting fucked in the ass. Show me what a dirty girl you are.”

“I do—I love it—love your cock splitting me open—love being yours—oh god—”

Her inner walls started to flutter, a tell-tale sign she was getting close. I reached forward and fisted my hand in her dark hair, pulling her head back, forcing her spine to arch.

“Come for me,” I commanded. “Come all over those fingers while I wreck your ass.”

“Yes—yes—oh fuck—I’m—”

Her orgasm hit like a freight train. Her whole body went rigid, ass clamping down on my cock like a vice, muscles spasming rhythmically. She screamed, the sound raw and broken, fingers still working her clit through wave after wave of pleasure.

The pressure was overwhelming. Her ass squeezed my cock so tight I could barely move, trying to milk my orgasm from me by force. I gritted my teeth, fighting the urge to come, wanting to drag this out, make it last.

I kept fucking her through it, prolonging her pleasure, driving her higher. Her screams turned to sobs, her body shaking with overstimulation.

“Too much—fuck—Kade—I can’t—”

“You can,” I growled. “You can take it. Take everything I give you.”

I pounded harder, faster, chasing my own release now. The wet sounds, the desperate cries, the impossible tightness—it all overwhelmed me, pushed me past the point of control.

“Where?” I ground out, feeling my balls draw up tight.

“Inside.” Her voice was barely above a whisper, wrecked and hoarse. “Fill my ass. Mark me. Make me yours. I need your cum inside me—need to feel it—”

That did it.

I buried myself as deep as I could go and let go.

My cock erupted, pulsing hard as rope after rope of cum flooded her tight channel. The sensation seemed to last forever, pulse after pulse of release, my whole body shaking with the force of it. I felt it filling her, hot and thick, claiming her in the most primal way possible.

She moaned at the sensation, a sound of pure satisfaction, her pussy still clenching rhythmically around her fingers.

When the aftershocks finally faded, I stayed buried inside her for a long moment, both of us panting, covered in sweat. Then slowly, carefully, I pulled out.

My cum immediately leaked from her stretched hole, dripping down to her pussy, a viscous trail of white against pale skin. The sight of it—Elowen thoroughly claimed and marked, her ass gaping slightly from the thorough fucking—sent a primal satisfaction through me.

Mine. Completely mine.

“Holy shit,” she breathed, voice hoarse.

“Yeah.”

I helped her straighten up, grabbing tissues from the desk drawer to clean us both. She leaned against me, boneless and satisfied, a small smile on her swollen lips.

“Better?” I asked.

“So much better.” She turned in my arms, looking up at me with those dark eyes. “Thank you.”

“Anytime.”

[System — Bond +100 — Elowen → 700]
[Focus Tokens +60]
[Sigil Sparks +6 → 60/100]
[Clue Discovered: Purifier Awakening Cycle]

The notifications appeared at the edge of my vision, confirmation that what we’d just shared had strengthened our connection. Not just physically, but on every level the Pact Grid measured.

Elowen saw them too, reading the bond increase with satisfaction. “Seven hundred. That’s Crush tier.”

“You sound surprised.”

“Maybe a little.” She ducked her head, suddenly shy despite what we’d just done. “I know we have chemistry. Obviously. But I wasn’t sure if you felt—if it was more than just—”

I kissed her gently, cutting off her doubts. “It’s more. Way more.”

Her smile was radiant.

We got dressed slowly, reluctant to break the moment. By the time we were decent again—papers reorganized, desk restored to order, evidence of our activities minimized—the weight of our earlier discovery had settled back in.

But it felt manageable now. Less overwhelming.

“We’ll tell Maelia tonight,” Elowen said, securing her photos on a flash drive. “Show her what we found. Come up with a plan.”

“Agreed.”

“And in the meantime—” She adjusted her glasses, scholarly mode reasserting itself. “I’m going to cross-reference this with other texts. See if there are more clues about how the seal was made originally. If we know the mechanism, maybe we can reinforce it.”

“Good idea.”

She gathered her things, then paused at the door. “Kade?”

“Yeah?”

“Whatever comes—the Purifier, Compliance, all of it—we face it together. Right?”

“Together,” I confirmed. “Always.”

Her smile was soft, genuine, and full of trust.

We left the research room separately, maintaining appearances. But the bond between us hummed with new strength, a thread of silver and ink-black in the Pact Grid.

Seven hundred. Almost to Love tier.

If I could get all my bonds to that level—if I could build our House into an unbreakable unit—maybe we’d stand a chance.

Against the Purifier. Against Compliance. Against whatever the hell else this semester threw at us.

One bond at a time. One connection at a time.

We’d face it all.

And we’d win.


Chapter 4: Crimson Challenge

The summons came during breakfast.

I was halfway through a plate of eggs and toast, sitting in the Night Hearth with Roxy and Elowen, when my comm-crystal pulsed with an urgent notification. The kind that meant “drop everything and report immediately.”

From Dean Morrow’s office.

“Fuck,” I muttered, reading the terse message.

Roxy leaned over to peek at the screen. “What does he want?”

“Doesn’t say. Just says to report within the hour for ‘a matter of House importance.’”

“Vague and ominous. That’s never good.” Elowen adjusted her glasses, already looking worried. “Do you want us to come with you?”

“Better not. If it’s actually important, Maelia will be there. If it’s Compliance bullshit—” Which was more likely. “—then I don’t want to give them more targets.”

I finished breakfast quickly, grabbed my jacket, and headed across campus toward the administration building. The morning sun slanted through the neon-washed architecture, painting everything in shades of violet and gold. Students streamed between buildings, heading to classes, completely unaware of Purifiers and ancient threats.

Lucky them.

The administration building was all polished marble and intimidating architecture—the kind of place designed to make you feel small. I’d been here enough times last semester to be immune to it, but the effect was still there, pressing down like atmospheric weight.

Dean Morrow’s office was on the top floor.

The secretary—a severe-looking succubus with steel-gray hair and disapproving eyes—waved me through without comment. I knocked once on the heavy oak door, heard the muffled “Enter,” and pushed inside.

The office was exactly as I remembered. Massive desk. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the campus. Shelves packed with books and artifacts that probably cost more than my entire education. And behind the desk, Dean Morrow himself—tall, distinguished, with salt-and-pepper hair and the kind of smile that never reached his eyes.

Maelia was already there, standing to one side with her arms crossed and her expression carefully neutral. Her light hazel eyes flicked to me when I entered, a silent warning to watch my step.

And in another chair sat someone I didn’t recognize—a succubus with a short silver-white pixie cut that framed her face in sharp, wild angles. Crimson red eyes with vertical slits tracked my entrance with predatory intensity. Athletic build visible even while seated, all toned muscle and controlled power coiled like a spring.

“Ah, Mr. Mercer.” Dean Morrow gestured to an empty chair. “Please, sit. I wanted to introduce you to someone special.”

I sat, keeping my posture relaxed despite the tension coiling in my gut. My eyes flicked to the unknown succubus, who was studying me with open assessment.

“This is Vyra Ashenclaw,” Dean Morrow continued, clearly enjoying the power dynamic. “Transfer specialist from Crimson Peak Arena Academy. One of their top combat graduates. She’s agreed to complete her final semester here, representing House Crimson in all competitive events.”

“A ringer,” I said flatly.

“A valuable addition to our academic community,” he corrected, tone mild. “Her expertise in combat techniques and pact-enhanced athletics will raise the overall competitive standard for everyone.”

Maelia’s jaw tightened fractionally, but she said nothing.

Vyra’s crimson eyes hadn’t left me. “So you’re the anomaly freak everyone’s talking about,” she said, voice edged with challenge. “The human who doesn’t fall for glamour. Interesting.”

“That’s me.”

“I’ve heard you’ve been dominating Gate-Runs. Building a little harem. Think you’re special.” She leaned forward, elbows on her knees. “Where I come from, immunity doesn’t mean shit if you can’t back it up in a real fight.”

“Then I guess we’ll see,” I said evenly.

“Yes, we will.” Her smile was all teeth. “Looking forward to it.”

Dean Morrow cleared his throat. “Miss Ashenclaw will be participating in this afternoon’s open combat trials. I thought it would be good for you both to meet beforehand. Establish… mutual respect.”

Translation: he wanted us to size each other up so the inevitable confrontation would be even more dramatic.

“Appreciated,” I said, standing. “If that’s all?”

“That’s all. I’m sure we’ll all be watching the trials with great interest.” His smile was smug. “I trust you’ll make House Night proud, Mr. Mercer.”

I left without responding, Maelia following me out.

Once we were in the hallway with the door closed, she spoke quietly. “They’re not even trying to hide it. Recruiting a combat specialist specifically to challenge you. It’s blatant favoritism.”

“Can we contest it?”

“On what grounds? Technically, student transfers are allowed. The timing is suspicious, but not against any written rules.” Her expression was tight with frustration. “They knew we couldn’t block it without looking like we’re afraid of competition.”

“I’m not afraid.”

“I know. But you need to be careful.” She stopped walking, turning to face me fully. “This Vyra—she’s not like the other students. Arena academy training is brutal. She’ll be stronger, faster, more experienced in actual combat than most graduates. And she’s coming in with something to prove.”

“So am I.”

“Don’t underestimate her, Kade. The arena circuit breeds killers. She won’t play fair, won’t hold back, and won’t care about politics or alliances. She’ll see you as a target to dominate.”

I met her gaze. “Then I’ll show her she picked the wrong target.”

Maelia’s lips curved slightly. “There’s the confidence I like to see. Just channel it smartly. Beat her in the trials, establish dominance early, and don’t give her any ammunition to use against you politically.”

“Understood.”

She squeezed my shoulder once, a gesture of support, then headed toward her own office. I stood there for a moment, processing.

A rival. Specifically recruited to challenge me. Already sizing me up with those predatory crimson eyes.

Part of me was annoyed—the blatant manipulation, the political games, the fact that they couldn’t just let me exist without trying to control or contain me.

But another part—the competitive part that had driven me through last semester’s chaos—was excited.

Someone strong. Someone skilled. Someone who might actually push me.

Bring it on.



The open combat trials were held in the arena—a massive circular space at the edge of campus, designed to handle everything from basic sparring to full-scale Gate simulation battles. Tiered seating surrounded the combat floor, already filling with students eager to watch the semester’s first matches.

I arrived early, claiming a spot near the front with a clear view of the arena floor. Roxy found me a few minutes later, bouncing into the seat beside me with her usual energy.

“So,” she said, tail swishing. “Heard you’re about to meet your new nemesis.”

“News travels fast.”

“Campus is buzzing about it. Transfer combat specialist from the arena circuit? Everyone wants to see what she’s got.” She leaned closer, lowering her voice. “Are you worried?”

“Should I be?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never seen you actually challenged in a fight. Last semester you just kind of… dominated everything.” Her magenta star-pupils studied me. “But arena training is different. Nastier. More… primal.”

“You sound like you know from experience.”

“I dated an arena graduate once. Before you.” She wrinkled her nose. “Let’s just say they have a very specific approach to dominance that doesn’t leave much room for fun or consent.”

Great.

Elowen arrived next, squeezing in on my other side with a thick notebook. “I did some research on Crimson Peak Arena Academy. Their training methodology is… intense. Survival-based. Students are pitted against each other in elimination brackets, and the losers are publicly humiliated.”

“Publicly how?” I asked.

“Sexually.” Her cheeks flushed slightly. “Forced submission rituals. Pact-binding ceremonies where the winner claims the loser in front of everyone. It’s designed to break pride and establish hierarchies.”

I processed that. “So she’s used to public domination battles.”

“And winning them. Her record shows seventeen consecutive victories in her final year. No losses.”

Seventeen. Fuck.

The arena lights flared, signaling the start of the trials. The crowd quieted as the announcer—a faculty member with a magically amplified voice—stepped onto the combat floor.

“Welcome to the semester’s first open combat trials!” Her voice echoed through the space. “Today we’ll see several exhibition matches, including a very special introduction to our newest transfer student!”

The crowd buzzed with anticipation.

“First up—demonstration match. Close-quarters combat, standard arena rules. Introducing, from House Crimson—VYRA ASHENCLAW!”

The far entrance gates opened.

Vyra emerged like a force of nature.

She was 5’8”, with a toned warrior physique that spoke of countless hours of brutal training. Her short silver-white pixie cut framed her face in sharp, aggressive angles that gave her a boyish yet intensely feminine look. Crimson red eyes with vertical slits scanned the crowd with predatory intensity, and when they landed on me, they locked on.

Recognized.

Targeted.

She wore minimal armor—just a sports bra-style top and fitted shorts that showed off her defined abs and muscular thighs. Her sharp crimson horns swept back from her forehead in aggressive curves, war-paint style etchings along the ridges. And her tail—thick, powerful, tipped with a barbed spade—lashed behind her like a whip ready to strike.

She moved to the center of the arena with confident, prowling steps, every motion screaming dominance.

The announcer continued: “Vyra comes to us from Crimson Peak Arena Academy, where she held the championship title for two consecutive seasons. Today she’ll be demonstrating advanced combat techniques against—”

“I’ll fight anyone who thinks they can take me,” Vyra interrupted, voice carrying easily across the arena without magical amplification. Pure projection. “Any House. Any rank. Step up or shut up.”

The crowd erupted.

Roxy grabbed my arm. “She’s challenging everyone. This is—”

“A power play,” Elowen finished, already scribbling notes. “Establishing dominance on day one.”

The announcer looked flustered. “Well, if there are any volunteers—”

“I volunteer.”

The voice came from the House Crimson section. A senior student—bulky, confident, probably thinking he’d score points by taking the transfer down a peg.

He was wrong.

Vyra grinned, all teeth. “Come on then. Show me what you’ve got.”

The match lasted forty-five seconds.

Vyra moved like liquid violence—fast, brutal, efficient. She dodged his first strike, countered with a knee to his gut that doubled him over, then swept his legs and had him pinned before he could recover. Her tail wrapped around his throat, not choking but clearly threatening, while she pressed a knee into his spine.

“Submit,” she growled.

He tapped out immediately.

The crowd went wild.

Vyra released him, standing and brushing imaginary dust off her hands. “Next?”

Two more students tried. Both went down in under a minute. Vyra didn’t even break a sweat.

She stood in the center of the arena, crimson eyes scanning the crowd, clearly searching for someone worth her time. Then they landed on me again.

And she smiled.

“You.” She pointed directly at me. “Night House. I heard you’re supposed to be special. Immune to glamour. Some kind of pact anomaly.”

The crowd quieted, sensing the shift.

I stood slowly, very aware that every eye in the arena was now on me. “That’s me.”

“Then get down here.” It wasn’t a request. “Let’s see if you’re worth the hype or if you’re just another overhyped first-semester nobody who got lucky.”

Roxy’s grip on my arm tightened. “You don’t have to do this.”

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “I do.”

I vaulted over the railing, landing in the arena with a controlled crouch that drew appreciative murmurs from the crowd. When I straightened, Vyra was already circling, assessing. Her compact burgundy combat wings were partially extended, adding to her predatory grace.

“Kade Mercer,” she said, voice pitched to carry. “The human who doesn’t fall for our tricks. The anomaly. The immune.” She stopped circling, facing me directly. “I’ve heard all about you. How you waltzed into this academy and started collecting succubi like fucking Pokemon. How you built a little harem and think that makes you special.”

The crowd was dead silent now.

“But here’s the thing, human.” She took a step closer. “Immunity to glamour doesn’t mean shit in a real fight. Doesn’t make you stronger. Doesn’t make you faster. And it sure as hell doesn’t make you better than me.”

I held my ground. “You done posturing?”

Her grin widened. “Not even close. See, where I come from, we don’t play nice. We don’t do cute little pacts and consensual bonding ceremonies. We fight. We dominate. We break anyone who thinks they’re above the hierarchy.”

“Sounds exhausting.”

“Sounds like winning.” She cracked her knuckles. “So here’s my challenge, Kade Mercer. You and me. One-on-one. Standard arena rules. And when I beat you—not if, when—you’re going to learn exactly where you belong in the food chain.”

The implications were clear. This wasn’t just about winning a match. It was about dominance. About her establishing superiority over me in front of the entire academy.

About humiliation.

I should’ve walked away. Should’ve declined, let her posture to an empty arena.

But I didn’t.

“Fine,” I said. “When and where?”

“Now works for me.”

The announcer stepped forward quickly. “Actually, for official challenge matches, we need proper authorization and—”

“Tomorrow night,” Vyra interrupted. “Full arena. Formal duel. Unless you’re scared?”

I met her crimson glare. “Tomorrow night. Don’t be late.”

“Oh, I won’t.” She leaned in close enough that only I could hear her next words. “And when I pin you to that mat, when I make you submit in front of everyone, I’m going to enjoy every second of breaking that smug confidence.”

“Bold words from someone who hasn’t fought me yet.”

“Bold facts from someone who’s never lost.”

We stared at each other for a long moment, tension crackling like electricity.

Then she stepped back, that predatory grin still in place. “See you tomorrow, human. Try not to embarrass yourself too badly.”

She turned and walked off, silver-white pixie cut catching the arena lights, leaving me standing alone in the arena while the crowd exploded into speculation and bets.

I climbed back over the railing to where Roxy and Elowen waited, both looking worried.

“That was—” Roxy started.

“Stupid,” Elowen finished. “That was really stupid, Kade. She’s a trained arena fighter. You’re—”

“I’m not backing down from a direct challenge in front of the whole school.” I sat down, forcing my heartrate to calm. “If I do, it undermines everything we’ve built. Shows weakness.”

“But if you lose—”

“I won’t lose.”

Roxy’s tail wrapped around my wrist, seeking reassurance. “She’s really good, Kade. Like, scary good. Those three guys she took down? They weren’t pushovers.”

“I know.”

“So how are you going to beat her?”

Good question.

I pulled up my HUD, reviewing my stats and available abilities. Level 15. Decent physical stats. Dream Walking now unlocked. But nothing specifically combat-focused. Nothing that gave me an edge against someone who’d spent years training for exactly this kind of fight.

“I’ll figure it out,” I said, more confidently than I felt.

Elowen was already scribbling notes. “We need to analyze her fighting style. Find weaknesses. Develop a counter-strategy.”

“We have less than twenty-four hours.”

“Then we’d better get started.”



That evening, the Night Hearth became war room central.

Elowen had pulled footage from today’s exhibition matches—apparently the academy recorded all arena events—and we watched them on repeat, analyzing every move Vyra made.

“She favors close-range,” Elowen noted, pausing on a frame where Vyra had locked an opponent in a grapple. “Gets in fast, uses her strength advantage to control position, then forces submission through joint locks or chokes.”

“She’s also using her tail as a weapon,” Tamsin added. She’d joined us after hearing about the challenge, bringing her military tactical analysis to bear. “See here—” She pointed to another frame. “—she uses it for balance, for distraction, and as a secondary restraint. It’s an extra limb in combat.”

“Can Kade match that?” Roxy asked.

“Not directly,” Tamsin admitted. “He doesn’t have a tail. But he can adapt. Use different tools.”

“Like what?”

“Strategy. Positioning. Making her fight on his terms instead of hers.” Tamsin’s pale gray eyes met mine. “You need to avoid getting caught in close-range grapples. Keep her at distance. Make her come to you.”

“And then?”

“Then you use your actual advantage.”

I frowned. “Which is?”

“She doesn’t know you.” Tamsin’s smile was sharp. “She thinks she does—thinks you’re just some immune human who got lucky. But she doesn’t know about your bonds. Your tactical experience from last semester’s Gate-Runs. Your ability to adapt under pressure. She’s arrogant, and arrogance creates blind spots.”

Maelia, who’d been listening from her office doorway, stepped forward. “Tamsin’s right. Vyra is skilled, but she’s also predictable. Arena fighters train for one thing: dominating through superior force. They don’t handle uncertainty well.”

“So make her uncertain,” I said, understanding clicking into place.

“Exactly. Keep her guessing. Don’t fight her fight. Make her adapt to yours.”

It was good advice. But easier said than done when facing someone with seventeen consecutive victories.

“There’s one more thing,” Elowen said quietly. “In arena academies, duel winners have claiming rights. It’s tradition.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning if she beats you, she gets to claim you. Publicly. However she wants.” Elowen’s cheeks flushed. “It’s meant to be humiliating. A demonstration of total dominance.”

Roxy’s tail lashed. “That’s barbaric.”

“That’s arena culture,” Maelia said grimly. “And if Kade loses, we can’t stop it. Not without violating duel protocols and giving Compliance ammunition against us.”

The weight of that settled over the room.

“Then I won’t lose,” I said firmly.

“Kade—” Elowen started.

“I mean it. I’ve beaten worse odds. Survived worse situations.” I met each of their eyes in turn. “This is just one more fight. One more challenge. And when it’s over, Vyra is going to learn that immunity means a lot more than she thinks.”

Maelia studied me for a long moment, then nodded. “Then we prepare you properly. Tamsin, I want a full training regimen tonight. Elowen, compile everything we know about arena fighting techniques. Roxy, coordinate with the other Houses—I want to know if anyone has intel on Vyra’s specific weaknesses.”

They all scattered to their tasks, leaving me alone with Maelia.

She crossed to the liquor cabinet, poured two glasses of whiskey, and handed me one. “To tomorrow’s victory.”

I clinked glasses with her. “You sound confident.”

“I’m confident in you. Not in the circumstances.” She took a sip, hazel eyes thoughtful. “This whole situation reeks of Dean Morrow’s manipulation. Bringing in a ringer, setting up a public duel, forcing you into a position where you have to fight or look weak—it’s all designed to either break you or give them leverage.”

“I know.”

“But you’re going through with it anyway.”

“Don’t have a choice.”

She smiled slightly. “There’s always a choice. You’re choosing to fight because you understand what’s at stake. Our House’s reputation. Your own standing. The message it sends to everyone watching.”

“No pressure.”

“All the pressure.” She finished her whiskey. “But I believe in you. We all do. You’ve proven yourself before. You’ll do it again.”

I hoped she was right.

That night, I trained with Tamsin until my muscles screamed. Sparring. Positioning drills. Counter-techniques for grapplers. She pushed me hard, no mercy, treating me like a soldier preparing for war.

Because in a way, that’s what this was.

When I finally collapsed onto my bed past midnight, Roxy slipped in beside me without asking, curling into my side.

“Scared?” she whispered.

“Terrified.”

“Good. Means you’re taking it seriously.” Her tail wound around my wrist, familiar and comforting. “You’re going to win, Kade. I know you are.”

“How?”

“Because you have to. Because we need you. Because…” She paused. “Because you’re ours, and we protect what’s ours.”

I pulled her closer, drawing comfort from her warmth.

Tomorrow, I’d face Vyra Ashenclaw in front of the entire academy.

Tomorrow, I’d prove that immunity meant more than resistance to glamour.

Tomorrow, I’d show them all exactly what a Pactweaver could do.

Or I’d lose. And suffer the consequences.

Either way, there was no backing down now.

The die was cast.

[System] Tip: [Challenge Accepted: House Crimson Duel in 24h] [Stakes: Merit boost vs. Merit loss]


Chapter 5: Duel & Domination

The arena was packed.

Every seat filled. Students from all Houses, faculty members trying to look impartial, even Watcher Hadris with his ever-present camera documenting from the upper deck. The energy was electric, charged with anticipation and bloodlust.

They’d come to see a spectacle.

They were going to get one.

I stood in the competitor’s tunnel, breathing slowly, centering myself. Tamsin’s training from last night had left me sore but sharp. Elowen’s tactical analysis was committed to memory. And Roxy’s parting kiss for luck still tingled on my lips.

“Final check,” Tamsin said from beside me. She’d insisted on being my corner support, the official role allowed in formal duels. “Remember the plan?”

“Avoid close grapples. Keep her at range. Make her adapt to my pace, not the other way around.”

“Good. And if she gets you pinned?”

“Don’t let her get me pinned.”

Tamsin’s lips twitched. “Failing that?”

“Use the environment. The arena floor has marked zones—I can force her to break position or risk penalties.”

“Exactly.” She squeezed my shoulder. “You’ve got this. Trust your training. Trust yourself.”

The announcer’s magically amplified voice boomed through the arena: “LADIES AND GENTLEMEN! Welcome to tonight’s FORMAL CHALLENGE DUEL!”

The crowd roared.

“In the red corner, representing House Crimson—transfer specialist from Crimson Peak Arena Academy, undefeated in seventeen consecutive matches—VYRA ASHENCLAW!”

The far gate opened and Vyra emerged to thunderous applause. She looked every inch the arena champion—short silver-white pixie cut framing her face in sharp angles, crimson red eyes blazing with confidence, athletic body on full display in minimal combat gear. Her compact burgundy combat wings were partially extended. Her tail lashed behind her like an angry serpent, and when she grinned at the crowd, it was all predatory hunger.

She found me in the tunnel and pointed. Mouthed: “You’re mine.”

“And in the blue corner,” the announcer continued, “representing House Night—the academy’s only human pactweaver, survivor of last semester’s unprecedented challenges—KADE MERCER!”

The response was mixed. Some cheers—mostly from Night House and our allies. But also jeers and catcalls, especially from the Crimson section. They wanted blood.

I stepped into the arena lights, forcing my expression into calm confidence I didn’t entirely feel. The combat floor was a forty-foot circle of reinforced mat, marked with colored zones that indicated different tactical areas. Weapons rack at the north end, though this was barehanded combat. Medical station on standby.

Vyra and I met in the center, facing each other across three feet of charged space.

The referee—a senior combat instructor—stood between us. “Standard arena rules. Match ends on submission, knockout, or ring-out. Deliberate maiming or killing results in immediate disqualification and expulsion. Both competitors acknowledge these terms?”

“Acknowledged,” I said.

“Acknowledged,” Vyra purred. “Can’t wait to claim my prize.”

The referee stepped back. “Fighters ready?”

We moved into starting stances. Mine was a balanced neutral guard, weight on the balls of my feet, ready to move in any direction. Vyra’s was more aggressive, shoulders forward, tail coiled like a spring.

“FIGHT!”

Vyra came at me immediately.

Fast—faster than I’d anticipated even after watching her footage. She closed the distance in two bounds, leading with a straight punch aimed at my face. I slipped left, deflecting with my forearm while circling away.

She followed, relentless. Jab-cross-hook combination that I barely evaded, then a low kick that I checked with my shin. The impact sent pain shooting up my leg, but I ignored it.

Keep moving. Don’t let her set.

She feinted high, then shot low for a takedown. I sprawled, hips back, and she got nothing but air. But her tail whipped around, catching my ankle and yanking.

I went down hard, mat slamming my shoulder.

Vyra was on me instantly, trying to establish mount position. I bucked and twisted, using the techniques Tamsin had drilled, and managed to create enough space to scramble away.

We reset, both breathing harder.

“Not bad,” Vyra said, circling. “You’ve got some training. But it won’t be enough.”

This time, she didn’t just attack physically. As she rushed in, I felt it—a wave of magical energy, her glamour, designed to disorient and dominate. It washed over me, thick and cloying, intended to make me hesitate, to falter.

It did nothing.

My immunity meant her primary weapon, the one that won her countless arena matches, was useless. I saw the flash of surprise in her crimson eyes as I met her charge without flinching.

I ducked under her punch, spun behind her, and swept her legs. She went down hard, completely unprepared for someone to be completely unaffected by her charm magic.

Before she could recover, I was on her, pinning her wrists, my body covering hers.

The shock on her face was priceless. Confusion. Disbelief. And a flicker of fear.

“How…?” she gasped. “My charm—it should have—”

“Told you I was immune,” I said, my voice low and calm. I leaned in close, my mouth by her ear. “You lost the second you relied on your magic. This fight was over before it started.”

Her body went rigid with fury. She struggled, bucking and twisting with all her athletic strength, but I had her pinned. Her aggression was useless without the magical advantage she was used to.

I held her there for a long ten count, letting her tire herself out, letting the reality of her defeat sink in. Then I stood and stepped back.

The referee, looking as stunned as Vyra, blew the whistle. “Winner by… incapacitation—KADE MERCER!”

The arena was silent for a beat, then erupted in chaos. The boos from the Crimson section were deafening, but the cheers from my own House were louder.

Vyra got to her feet slowly, her face a mask of thunderous rage and humiliation. “This isn’t over,” she snarled, her voice shaking. “You cheated. Used some kind of anti-magic trick—”

“I used what I was born with,” I replied calmly. “You lost. Accept it.”

I turned and walked out of the arena, not waiting for the post-match formalities. I knew what would happen next. Her arena-trained pride couldn’t handle a public loss like that. She’d come for me.

And I’d be ready.



I was in my room, toweling off after a shower, when the door slammed open.

Vyra stood there, still in her combat gear, her body radiating pure, undiluted rage. Her crimson eyes were blazing, her tail lashing behind her like a whip.

“You embarrassed me,” she snarled. “In front of everyone. Made me look like a fucking fool.”

“You did that to yourself,” I said, dropping the towel and turning to face her, completely naked. My cock was already starting to harden just from the sight of her—athletic body coiled tight, sweat gleaming on her tanned skin, those tight abs flexing with every angry breath. “You underestimated me. Relied on a trick that doesn’t work on me. That’s not my fault.”

“I’m going to make you pay for it.” She stalked into the room, kicking the door shut behind her. “You think you’re so fucking special? So dominant? Let’s see how you handle me when I’m not holding back.”

She launched herself at me.

It wasn’t a fight. It was hate-sex. Pure, raw, aggressive. She didn’t try to pin me strategically—just threw herself at me like a wildcat, all fury and fire. We crashed onto the bed, her body pressing against mine, and I felt every inch of her athletic frame—the hard planes of her abs, the firm swell of her tits, the powerful muscles of her thighs as she straddled me.

Her mouth crashed against mine, her kiss bruising and angry. She bit my lip hard enough to draw blood. Tasted copper. Her hands were everywhere—scratching down my chest, pinching my nipples, trying to hurt me, to provoke a reaction. I let her, absorbing her rage, letting her vent the humiliation of her public defeat onto my body.

She ground her pussy against my hip, the friction of her combat shorts rough against my skin, but I could feel the heat of her through the fabric. “Fuck you,” she hissed against my mouth. “I’m going to fuck you and break you and show you who’s really in charge here.”

“You already tried that,” I said, my hands sliding down to grip her ass—firm, round, perfect handfuls of athletic muscle. “You lost. Remember?”

Her tail whipped around, trying to grab my wrists, but I was faster. I flipped us over in one smooth motion, pinning her beneath me. Her surprise was momentary, then her rage doubled. She bucked and fought, a wild thing trapped, and fuck if it wasn’t the hottest thing I’d ever seen—this warrior succubus writhing beneath me, her toned body flexing, sweat making her skin gleam.

“Still fighting?” I growled, grabbing her wrists and pinning them above her head with one hand. My other hand slid down her body, feeling every sculpted muscle. “Haven’t you learned your lesson?”

“Fuck you!”

I lowered my head, my mouth finding the pulse in her throat. She smelled like competition musk and clean sweat and pure feminine fury. “You lost, Vyra. In front of everyone. You lost. Say it.”

“Never.”

I licked the column of her throat, tasting salt, and she shivered despite herself. Her struggles lessened slightly. “Say it.”

My free hand found the zipper of her combat top. I ripped it down, exposing her sports bra and the tight, toned body beneath. Her tits were small, firm B-cups, perfect for her athletic build. I yanked the sports bra up, freeing them. Dark nipples, already hard.

I moved lower, my mouth closing over one tight nipple. I sucked hard, and she cried out, her back arching, pressing her tit into my mouth.

“Admit you lost. Admit I’m better.”

“No—”

I bit down, just hard enough to make her gasp. My other hand slid down, cupping her through her combat shorts. She was wet. Soaked through. Her pussy burned hot even through the fabric, her body betraying her pride.

“Your mouth says no,” I growled against her nipple, “but your pussy says you’re already mine. Feel how wet you are? That’s not hate. That’s surrender.”

“Fuck… you…”

“Say. It.”

I ground my palm against her clit through the shorts, and she whimpered—an actual whimper from this warrior who’d been snarling at me seconds ago.

“I… lost,” she finally ground out, the words tasting like poison in her mouth. “You won. You’re… fuck… you’re better.”

“Good.” I released her nipple with a wet pop. It was dark and swollen and glistening with my spit. “That’s a good start.”

I ripped her shorts off her body, the fabric tearing with a satisfying sound. No underwear. Her pussy was bare, shaved smooth, and absolutely drenched. Her pink slit gleamed with arousal, clit already swollen and peeking out. Her thighs, those powerful muscular thighs, were slick with her own wetness.

“Look at you,” I said, running a finger through her wet folds. She jerked at the contact, a gasp escaping her. “All that rage, all that pride, and you’re fucking dripping for me. Your body knows who won this fight.”

“Shut up,” she hissed, but her hips tilted toward my touch.

I pushed two fingers into her pussy. Tight. Hot. Soaking wet. She clenched around me immediately, her inner walls gripping my fingers.

“You’re so wet I could fuck you right now,” I said, pumping my fingers slowly. “Slide my cock into this tight little warrior pussy and claim you.”

“Do it,” she snarled. “Fucking do it already—”

“No.” I pulled my fingers out, and she actually whined at the loss. “You know what comes next. The real submission. The one that proves you’re mine.”

Understanding dawned in her crimson eyes, followed by a flash of fear. “My… ass.”

“Your ass,” I confirmed. I flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up so that perfect, round ass was presented to me. Firm muscle, barely any give when I squeezed. Tanned skin gleaming with sweat. And between those cheeks, her tight pink asshole, clenching nervously.

She resisted for a moment, her competitive nature warring with her acceptance of defeat. Then she went still, surrendering, her forehead pressing into the pillow.

“You know the arena rules,” I said, running my hands over her ass, spreading her cheeks. “The ultimate sign of defeat. The winner claims the loser’s ass. You’re going to give it to me. Willingly.”

“I…” She swallowed hard. “Yes. Take it. Take my ass. You earned it.”

My cock was rock hard, leaking precum. I reached for the lube from my nightstand, slicking myself thoroughly. Then I drizzled some over her asshole, watching it run down between her cheeks. She shivered.

I worked one finger into her tight hole. She gasped, her whole body tensing. So fucking tight. Virgin territory. I’d expected that—in arena culture, giving up your ass meant total submission. She’d never let anyone have this before.

“Relax,” I said, working my finger deeper. “Breathe. This is happening whether you fight it or not. Might as well make it good.”

She took a shaky breath, and I felt her muscles unclench slightly. I added more lube, worked a second finger in alongside the first. Stretched her. Prepared her. Her pussy was still dripping, arousal running down her thighs.

“You’re going to come from this,” I told her, scissoring my fingers, opening her up. “Going to come with my cock buried in your ass. Going to scream my name while I claim you completely.”

“Fuck,” she whimpered. “Fuck, that’s… that’s not…”

I pressed against her G-spot from inside her ass, and she cried out, her whole body shaking. “Not what? Not fair? You lost, Vyra. This is what that means.”

When I finally pulled my fingers out and lined my cock up with her asshole, she was trembling. I pressed the head against that tight ring of muscle, feeling it resist, then slowly yield.

“Take it,” I growled. “Take my cock in your ass like the defeated warrior you are.”

I pushed in. Slowly. Inexorably. Her asshole stretched around my cockhead, resisting every inch, burning tight. She cried out, a sound of pain and pleasure and utter surrender. It was the most intense thing I’d ever felt—hotter and tighter than her pussy, gripping my cock like a vice.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped. “Oh fuck, it’s so big, it’s too—”

“You can take it,” I said, pushing deeper. “You’re a warrior. You can take every fucking inch.”

And she did. Inch by agonizing inch, I fed my cock into her ass until I was buried to the hilt, my balls pressed against her dripping pussy. She was shaking, gasping, her hands fisted in the sheets.

“Mine,” I growled, and began to move.

I fucked her ass with all the dominance and aggression she had shown me in that arena. Each thrust was a claiming. Each moan from her was an admission of my victory. I gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, using her body, taking what I’d won.

“Yes,” she gasped, her face pressed into the pillow, her voice muffled but desperate. “Yes, fuck, use my ass. You won. You fucking won. Claim me. Make me yours.”

I reached around, found her clit, and rubbed it hard. She screamed into the pillow, her whole body convulsing. Her asshole clenched impossibly tighter around my cock, and I realized she was coming—actually coming from getting her ass fucked.

“That’s it,” I snarled. “Come on my cock. Show me you accept this. Accept me.”

“I do!” she cried out. “I accept! You’re better! You’re stronger! Fuck, I’m coming, I’m—”

Her orgasm crashed through her, her athletic body shaking apart beneath me. I kept fucking her through it, kept rubbing her clit, kept driving my cock deep into her tight ass. She came again, harder, screaming my name this time.

When my own orgasm hit, it was explosive. I buried myself as deep as I could go and came, pumping thick ropes of cum into her ass, filling her, marking her. It went on and on, my balls emptying completely inside her conquered body.

When I finally pulled out, cum leaked from her gaping asshole, running down to mix with the wetness from her pussy. She collapsed onto the bed, trembling, a mess of sweat and tears and cum.

I pulled out and rolled her onto her back. Her crimson eyes were dazed, unfocused.
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The notifications confirmed it. The bond was forged. Not in hate, but in the raw, primal language of dominance and submission she understood.

She looked at me, her expression shifting from dazed to something like awe.

“You… you broke me,” she whispered.

“I claimed you,” I corrected. “There’s a difference.”

I pulled her against me, and for the first time, she didn’t fight it. She curled into my side, her athletic body finally relaxing, her tail winding loosely around my leg.

The rivalry was over. The devotion had just begun.


Chapter 6: Breeding Negotiations

The summons came through my comm-crystal at 2 AM.

Not a request. Not a suggestion. A formal pact notification with Tamsin’s signature seal glowing ice-blue at the bottom.

“Defense Ward Circle. Now. Fertility window critical. —T.B.”

I was out of bed before my brain fully processed what I was reading.

Tamsin didn’t do spontaneous. Tamsin didn’t do emotional. And Tamsin definitely didn’t send urgent middle-of-the-night summons unless something was genuinely important.

Or, in this case, unless her biology was overriding her iron self-control.

I threw on clothes—joggers, tee, no time for anything else—and headed down to the defense ward circle. The private ritual chamber was tucked into the lower level of the Night Hearth, accessible only to House leadership and those with explicit permission.

The door was already open when I arrived, ward-glyphs pulsing with Tamsin’s signature energy.

Inside, the chamber was lit by dozens of candles arranged in concentric circles. Fertility symbols etched into the stone floor glowed softly—ancient succubus script that predated modern pact theory. The air smelled different. Warmer. The usual cold-iron-and-white-tea scent of Tamsin’s magic was overlaid with something richer, muskier.

Ovulation.

Tamsin stood in the center of the largest circle, and I had to stop in the doorway just to process what I was seeing.

She’d abandoned her usual severe professional attire for something I’d never seen her wear before: a ritual gown. Sheer white silk that clung to every curve, held together by silver clasps at the shoulders and waist. Her ice-platinum blonde hair was down—down—cascading past her shoulders in waves that caught the candlelight. No high ponytail. No severe professionalism.

Just Tamsin. Raw. Vulnerable. Desperate.

Her pale gray eyes found mine immediately, and I saw the difference. They weren’t their usual assessing chill. They were molten silver, pupils blown wide, practically glowing with need.

The fertility sigils over her hips were visible through the thin silk, pulsing in time with her heartbeat.

“You came,” she said, voice steady despite the obvious strain. “Good.”

I stepped inside, and the door sealed behind me with a soft click. Ward-locks engaged. Privacy absolute.

“Your message didn’t leave much room for interpretation.”

“It wasn’t meant to.” She gestured to the circle at her feet. “This is my peak fertility window. Forty-eight hours where conception probability reaches maximum potential. After this, it drops significantly for another month.”

Always clinical. Even now, with her body clearly screaming at her to abandon reason, Tamsin fell back on facts and data.

“And you want…?”

“I want to negotiate a formal breeding pact.” Her chin lifted, defiant pride warring with desperate need. “I’ve calculated the risks, reviewed the magical theory, consulted historical precedent. A child conceived during a fertility ritual between pactbound partners creates exponential power growth for both parties. The offspring would be—”

“Tamsin.”

She stopped mid-lecture, blinking.

I crossed the distance between us in three strides, close enough to feel the heat radiating off her skin. “You don’t need to sell me with magical theory. Just tell me what you actually want.”

Her mask cracked. Just a little. Enough for me to see the rawness underneath.

“I want a child,” she whispered. “I want your child. I want to feel you fill me until there’s no doubt, no question, until my body knows with absolute certainty that I’m carrying your heir.”

There it was. The truth beneath all the clinical analysis.

“You’re sure?” I asked quietly. “This isn’t just your cycle talking? Because once we do this, once we cross that line—”

“I’m sure.” Her hands came up to grip my shirt. “I’ve been sure since last semester. Since the first time you looked at me and saw past the ice-queen mask to the woman underneath. Since you made me feel things I’d spent years convincing myself I didn’t need.”

Her wings mantled behind her, trembling. “I’m thirty-two, Kade. Most succubi my age already have children. I’ve put it off for career, for House advancement, for a thousand rational reasons. But now—” Her voice caught. “Now I don’t want to wait anymore.”

I cupped her face, tilting her head up so those molten-silver eyes met mine. “Then we don’t wait.”

The relief that flooded her expression was almost painful to witness.

“The ritual,” she breathed. “We need to—there are specific requirements—”

“Show me.”

She pulled back slightly, professional mode reasserting itself enough to function. Her hands were still shaking though. Small tremors that betrayed just how much control she was exerting to keep it together.

“The breeding pact requires consent, obviously.” She gestured to the glowing circles. “We stand in the inner ring together. I speak the words of offering—my fertility, my body, my future—and you accept. Then the magic activates. It’ll… enhance everything. Make conception almost certain if timed correctly.”

“Which it is.”

“Which it is,” she confirmed. “Peak ovulation. Maximum receptivity. The sigils—” She touched the glowing marks on her hips. “—confirm it. I’m as fertile as I’ll ever be.”

“Then let’s do this properly.”

I stepped into the inner circle with her, and immediately felt the shift. The air grew thicker, charged with magic that made my skin prickle. The fertility symbols flared brighter, responding to our combined presence.

Tamsin took a steadying breath, then began.

“I, Tamsin Blackthorne, Discipline Prefect of House Night, offer my fertility freely to Kade Mercer, Pactweaver.” Her voice rang clear in the ritual space, formal and binding. “I offer my body as willing vessel. I offer my future as entwined with his. I ask to carry his child, to bear his heir, to create life from the bond we share.”

The magic pulsed.

“Do you accept this offering?” she asked, pale gray eyes locked on mine.

I should have felt pressured. Trapped. This was a massive commitment—potentially creating a child, binding our futures together in the most permanent way possible.

But all I felt was certainty.

“I accept,” I said clearly. “I accept your offering, Tamsin. I’ll give you what you want. Fill you. Breed you. Make you mine in every way that matters.”

The ritual circle detonated.

Light blazed from the symbols, surging up around us in a column of pure magical energy. I felt it sink into my skin, my bones, my cock—enhancing, amplifying, preparing. Tamsin gasped as the same energy flooded her, and I watched her fertility sigils flare so bright they left afterimages.

When the light faded, we were both panting. And I was hard as steel, cock straining against my joggers with an urgency I’d never felt before. The ritual magic had amplified my arousal beyond anything natural—every nerve ending firing, blood pounding in my ears, the need to breed her overwhelming every other thought.

Tamsin’s eyes were completely silver now, all traces of gray consumed by need. Her wings spread wide, trembling. The sheer silk of her gown had gone translucent with her body heat, and I could see her nipples hard and straining against the fabric, her arousal making wet spots visible between her thighs.

“Please,” she whispered, voice breaking. “I need—I can’t—it hurts—”

I kissed her.

She made a desperate, keening sound against my mouth, hands clutching at me like I might disappear. Her tongue found mine immediately, desperate and hungry. When we broke apart, both gasping for air, her lips were swollen and her chest heaving.

“The gown,” I murmured, voice rough with need. “Take it off. Now.”

Her hands flew to the clasps, fingers fumbling in her haste. The silver fastenings opened with soft clicks, and the sheer silk slid down her body to pool at her feet.

Fuck.

Tamsin was absolutely gorgeous. 5’10” of statuesque perfection—elegant C-cups with dusky pink nipples already hard and peaked, narrow waist that flared into elegant hips, ballerina calves and thighs that went on forever. Her skin was porcelain pale, flawless and glowing in the candlelight, except for the fertility sigils over her hips pulsing with magical light.

And between her thighs, I could see she was already wet. Slick arousal coating her inner thighs, glistening in the candlelight, evidence of just how desperately her body wanted this.

“You’re beautiful,” I told her, voice rough with desire.

She flushed from chest to cheeks, the pink spreading across her pale skin. “The ritual enhances physical response. It’s designed to—”

“Tamsin.”

“—to maximize arousal and ensure optimal conditions for—”

I gripped her hips, fingers digging into soft flesh right over those glowing sigils, and she moaned. The sound was raw, unguarded, completely at odds with her usual control. Her whole body shuddered, knees nearly buckling.

“Stop analyzing,” I said firmly. “Just feel.”

Her breath hitched. Then she nodded, ice-queen mask shattering completely.

I walked her backward until she hit the ritual altar—a padded platform at the edge of the inner circle. She sat without prompting, legs falling open in blatant invitation, exposing her glistening pussy to my hungry gaze.

“Lie back,” I commanded.

She did, wings spreading beneath her to cushion her spine. The position put her on full display—legs spread wide, pussy swollen and pink and dripping with arousal, fertility sigils pulsing with magical light that made her skin glow.

I stripped off my shirt, then my joggers. My cock sprang free, already leaking precum, harder than I’d ever been. The ritual magic had enhanced me too—I was bigger, thicker, the head swollen and dark with need.

Tamsin’s silver eyes locked on it, pupils dilating impossibly wider. “You’re going to put that inside me,” she breathed. Not a question. A statement of fact tinged with desperate need and just a hint of apprehension at my size.

“Yes.”

“You’re going to fill me with your cum.”

“Yes.”

“You’re going to breed me.” Her hips rolled, seeking contact even though I wasn’t touching her yet. “Make me pregnant. Give me your child. Fill my womb until it’s overflowing.”

“Yes. All of that. But first—” I knelt between her spread thighs, ignoring her whimper of protest. “—I want to taste you. Want to feel you come on my tongue before I fill you.”

Before she could respond, I sealed my mouth over her pussy.

Tamsin screamed.

She was soaking wet, arousal coating her folds thick and slick, and I licked through it hungrily. The ritual magic had enhanced her taste—sweet and musky and addictive, like honey mixed with her essence. I worked my tongue through her slit, parting her lips, diving into her entrance to lap up every drop of her arousal.

Her hands flew to my hair, fisting in the dark strands as her hips bucked wildly against my face.

“Kade—oh god—I can’t—too much—too sensitive—”

I didn’t let up. Just kept licking, exploring every fold, every crease. Found her clit swollen and throbbing, and I sealed my lips around it and sucked hard.

She nearly came off the altar, back arching violently, a broken sob tearing from her throat.

I worked her clit with my tongue, alternating between lapping at it and sucking it into my mouth. My hands gripped her thighs, holding them spread wide when she tried to close them from the overwhelming sensation. Her thighs clamped around my head, and I felt the fertility sigils pulse brighter, hotter, responding to her mounting pleasure.

“I’m going to—Kade—I’m already—fuck—”

I slid two fingers into her tight heat while I sucked her clit, curling them to hit that spot inside that made her see stars.

She came with a broken cry, pussy clenching rhythmically around my fingers as her orgasm crashed through her. I felt the gush of her release, coating my fingers, flooding my mouth, and I lapped it up eagerly, working her through every pulse and tremor.

When she finally collapsed back against the altar, boneless and panting, I pulled back. My face was covered in her arousal, and I licked my lips, savoring every drop.

“That was…” She swallowed hard, chest heaving. “That was just from oral.”

“Just warming you up.” I stood, positioning myself between her spread thighs. My cock brushed her entrance, and we both groaned at the contact. The head was slick with precum, and I could feel her heat radiating against it. “Ready?”

“God, yes. Please. Fill me. Breed me. Make me—”

I pushed inside.

The sensation was overwhelming. Tight—so fucking tight—wet and hot and perfect, her pussy gripped me like a vice as I sank deeper inch by gradual inch. The ritual magic enhanced everything, made every nerve ending fire with pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. I could feel every ripple of her inner walls, every clench and flutter as her body struggled to accommodate my size.

Tamsin’s back arched off the altar, wings flaring wide, a keening sound escaping her throat. “Oh fuck—you’re so deep—I can feel every inch—you’re stretching me—”

“Every inch,” I agreed, bottoming out with a groan. My cock was buried to the hilt, and I could feel her cervix kissing the tip. The sensation was incredible—like her body was made specifically to take me. “Feel that? Feel how deep I am? Feel how your pussy is gripping me?”

“Yes—oh god yes—so full—I’ve never—”

I pulled back slowly, feeling every ridge of my cock drag through her tight channel, then thrust hard.

Deep. Brutal. Claiming.

She cried out, nails raking down my back hard enough to draw blood. “Again—please—harder—need it harder—”

I gave her what she wanted. Set a brutal pace immediately, pounding into her with long deep strokes designed to drive every coherent thought from her mind. The altar shook with each impact, the sound of flesh slapping flesh echoing off the stone walls. The ritual circle held steady, magic amplifying our pleasure with every thrust.

Tamsin was gone. Completely lost to sensation. Her ice-queen composure shattered into a thousand pieces, leaving only raw desperate need. Her legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper with every thrust.

“That’s it,” I growled, one hand sliding up to grip her throat gently. Not choking, just holding, establishing dominance. “Take it. Take my cock. This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

“Yes—fuck yes—wanted this for months—wanted you to breed me—”

“Wanted me to knock you up.”

“Yes! God yes!”

I shifted angles, hitting that spot inside her that made her whole body convulse. “Wanted my child growing inside you. Wanted your belly swollen with my baby.”

“Please—Kade—I need—”

I released her throat to grip both hips, fingers digging into the glowing fertility sigils. The contact made the magic flare, and Tamsin screamed as pleasure overloaded her system.

“Need what?” I demanded, pounding into her relentlessly. “Say it. Tell me what you need.”

“Need you to come inside me!” The words burst out of her, desperate and pleading and completely shameless. “Need you to fill me until I’m overflowing. Need to feel your cum painting my womb. Need you to breed me properly—please—please make me pregnant—”

Fuck.

The begging pushed me closer to the edge. I could feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, pressure mounting with every thrust. My balls drew up tight, heavy and aching with the need to empty myself inside her.

“You want my cum?”

“Desperately.”

“Want me to knock you up? Put a baby in your belly?”

“Yes—god yes—I want it so badly—want to carry your child—want everyone to see me pregnant and know you did this to me—”

I leaned down, capturing her mouth in a bruising kiss while my free hand found her clit. Rubbed in hard, fast circles, matching the rhythm of my thrusts.

Tamsin shattered.

Her second orgasm hit like an earthquake, her whole body going rigid before convulsing violently. Her pussy clamped down on my cock so hard I saw stars, inner walls milking me with rhythmic pulses. The fertility sigils on her hips blazed like suns, magic surging through both of us in waves of pure power.

And that pushed me over.

“Fuck—Tamsin—coming—”

“Yes! Fill me! Breed me! Give me your baby!”

I buried myself as deep as possible and let go. My cock erupted, pulsing hard as I spilled into her in thick, endless spurts. The ritual magic amplified everything—I could actually feel the moment my cum flooded her womb, could sense the magic taking hold, maximizing the chance of conception. It felt like I was coming forever, wave after wave of release, emptying everything I had directly against her cervix.

Tamsin felt it too. Her eyes rolled back, a keening sound escaping her throat as she felt me fill her. “So much—oh god—so full—I can feel it—you’re flooding my womb—it’s so hot—”

I kept coming, pulse after pulse, until I was completely empty and she was overflowing. Cum leaked from where we were joined, coating her thighs and dripping onto the altar, but there was so much still inside her, trapped by my cock plugging her entrance.

When the aftershocks finally faded, we collapsed together, both panting and shaking. I stayed buried inside her, keeping my cum sealed in her body.

[System — Fertility Pact Established: Tamsin Blackthorne]
[Bond +100 — Tamsin → 700 (Crush)]
[Defense Node Enhanced: Fertility Ascension I]
[Conception Probability: 87%]
[Pregnancy Potential: Flagged for Development]

The notifications flickered at the edge of my vision, but I barely registered them. Too busy processing what we’d just done.

Tamsin was still trembling beneath me, silver eyes glazed with satisfaction and wonder. Her hand came up to rest on her lower belly, right where her womb would be, feeling the slight swell from how full I’d filled her.

“I can feel it,” she whispered, voice full of awe. “The magic. The connection. Your cum inside me. It’s… it worked.”

“You sound surprised.”

“I’m not. The probability was always high. But knowing something intellectually and experiencing it are…” She trailed off, unable to find words.

I carefully pulled out, watching as my cum immediately started leaking from her well-fucked pussy. It was obscene—thick and white, coating her swollen lips, dripping down her thighs to pool on the altar. The fertility sigils had dimmed to a soft glow now, satisfied.

“Do you think…?” she started, then stopped.

“Do I think you’re pregnant?” I settled beside her on the altar, pulling her against my chest. “The System says 87% probability. So probably.”

“Not definitely.”

“Not definitely. But close enough that you should probably start planning.”

Her laugh was shaky. “I’ve been planning for months. I have charts. Timelines. Nutritional schedules. I know exactly what developmental milestones to expect at every week of pregnancy and—” She caught herself. “I’m doing it again, aren’t I? Falling back on analysis instead of just feeling.”

“A little.”

“It’s a defense mechanism. When things feel too big, too overwhelming, I retreat into facts and data because at least those I can control.”

“I know.” I kissed her temple. “But you don’t need to control this. Whatever happens, we’ll handle it together.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then: “You’re really okay with this? With potentially being a father at nineteen? With everything that entails?”

“I wouldn’t have accepted the pact if I wasn’t.”

“But—”

“Tamsin.” I tilted her chin up so she had to look at me. “I’m sure. I want this. I want you. And if there’s a baby—” I placed my hand over hers where it rested on her belly. “—then I’ll love them just as much.”

Her eyes glistened with unshed tears. “You can’t promise that. You don’t know—”

“I can and I do.” My voice was firm. “Because they’d be ours. Yours and mine. Part of the bond we’ve built. Part of our House, our family.”

A single tear escaped, tracking down her cheek. “That’s the most romantic thing anyone’s ever said to me.”

“Stick around. I’ve got plenty more where that came from.”

She laughed, the sound watery but genuine. Then she kissed me—soft and sweet, full of emotion instead of desperate need.

When we broke apart, her ice-queen mask was back in place. But softer. More transparent. I could see through it now to the warmth underneath.

“We should clean up,” she said, ever practical. “The ritual energy needs time to settle, and you have classes in the morning.”

“You’re not planning to sleep?”

“Someone needs to document this properly. Log the pact parameters, file the proper magical paperwork, update House records—”

I kissed her quiet. “All of that can wait a few hours. Come to bed with me.”

“Kade—”

“As your Pactweaver, I’m ordering you to take a break.”

Her lips twitched. “That’s not how the hierarchy works.”

“As your lover, I’m asking nicely.”

That got her. “Well. If you’re asking nicely.”

We cleaned up with conjured water—a simple spell that Tamsin executed with one-handed efficiency while leaning against me for support. Then I helped her into a soft robe from the ritual chamber’s supply closet and walked her back up to my private room.

She fell asleep almost immediately, curled against my chest with one hand still resting protectively over her belly.

I stayed awake longer, watching her. Tamsin Blackthorne. Ice-queen Discipline Prefect. Brilliant, driven, terrified of vulnerability.

Mine.

Possibly carrying my child.

The weight of it should have scared me. Instead, I felt… settled. Like another piece of the puzzle had clicked into place.

[Bond Milestone — Tamsin Blackthorne • 700/1000 (Crush → approaching Love)]
[Fertility Pact: Active • Monitoring: Engaged]
[Defense Synergy: Enhanced]

The System confirmed what I already knew. This was right. This was meant to be.

Outside the window, the neon lights of Night Campus pulsed their eternal rhythm. Dawn was still hours away. The semester was heating up—new threats, new challenges, Vyra’s integration, the Purifier discovery.

But right now, in this quiet moment, none of that mattered.

Just me and Tamsin.

And possibly, in nine months, a baby that would change everything.

I pulled her closer and let myself drift off, ready for whatever came next.

Together.


Chapter 7: House Promotion

The official notification came three days after my duel with Vyra.

Not through personal channels. Not as a quiet update to our House records. But via formal academy-wide announcement, displayed on every comm-crystal and broadcast across the quad’s massive projection screens.

“HOUSE NIGHT PROMOTED TO RANK C — MERIT THRESHOLD EXCEEDED”

The timing was deliberate. Maximum visibility. Maximum impact.

Maximum political statement.

I was in Advanced Pact Theory when it happened, sitting between Elowen and a still-adjusting Vyra who’d grudgingly started attending Night House classes. The professor paused mid-lecture as the announcement chimed through everyone’s crystals simultaneously.

A beat of silence.

Then the room erupted.

Students from other Houses shot us looks ranging from impressed to hostile. Our own House members—the handful in this particular class—grinned like they’d just won the lottery. And Elowen squeezed my hand under the desk, dark eyes shining behind her glasses.

“We did it,” she whispered.

“We did,” I confirmed.

Vyra, on my other side, made a skeptical sound. “Rank C isn’t exactly impressive. Most established Houses maintain B or A.”

“Most established Houses didn’t start the semester at D,” Elowen pointed out primly. “This is significant progress.”

“If you say so.”

But I caught the faint smile tugging at Vyra’s lips. She was starting to take pride in House Night’s success, even if her competitive nature wouldn’t let her admit it openly yet.

The professor cleared his throat, reclaiming attention. “Congratulations to House Night on their promotion. Now, if we could return to the theoretical applications of multi-layer consent frameworks…”

The lecture continued, but I barely heard it. My mind was already racing ahead to what this meant.

Rank C opened new opportunities. Better Gate-Run assignments. Access to advanced ritual chambers. Increased House budget. Political leverage in academy councils.

But it also painted a bigger target on our backs.

Compliance wouldn’t ignore this. Neither would rival Houses. And Dean Morrow—

I’d been watching him more carefully since Elowen’s discovery in the Forbidden Library. The man was connected to the Purifier threat somehow. Every instinct I had screamed it.

And now we’d just become even more visible.



The celebration that evening was… organized chaos.

Maelia had arranged for the Night Hearth’s main common room to be catered with actual good food—not academy cafeteria mystery meat, but imported delicacies from the succubus homeland. Wine flowed freely (technically against regulations for students, but Maelia’s authority as Headmistress provided cover). And someone had rigged the hex lamps to pulse in celebratory patterns that made the whole space feel like a nightclub.

By the time I arrived—fashionably late after finishing a Gate-Run debrief—the party was in full swing.

Roxy found me first, practically bouncing with excitement. She’d changed into a tiny dress that was more strategic fabric placement than actual clothing, electric-violet hair teased into wild spikes.

“There’s the man of the hour!” She grabbed my arm, pulling me into the crowd. “We’ve been waiting for you!”

“I was working.”

“Work’s over. Now it’s time to celebrate.” She pressed a glass of wine into my hand. “Drink. Dance. Enjoy your victory.”

“Our victory,” I corrected.

“Details.” She grinned, tail swishing happily. “Come on. Everyone wants to congratulate you.”

The next hour was a blur of handshakes, back-slaps, and enthusiastic toasts. Underclassmen who barely knew me acted like we were best friends. Faculty advisors offered knowing nods. Even students from other Houses who’d shown up (parties transcended rivalries, apparently) grudgingly acknowledged our achievement.

Tamsin appeared at one point, ice-queen mask firmly in place despite the alcohol flowing around us. She wore her usual professional attire—tailored blazer, pencil skirt—but her ice-platinum hair was down, softening her severe look.

“Congratulations,” she said formally. Then, quieter, just for me: “And thank you. For everything.”

Her hand briefly touched her stomach—a gesture so quick I almost missed it. But the meaning was clear.

The fertility pact. The possibility growing inside her.

“How are you feeling?” I asked, equally quiet.

“Uncertain. Hopeful. Terrified.” A faint smile. “All of the above.”

“Have you told anyone else?”

“Not yet. I want to wait until I’m certain. Another week or two.” She glanced around the crowded room. “This is your night. Enjoy it. We can talk later.”

She melted back into the crowd before I could respond, ever the professional even at a party.

Elowen found me next, slightly flushed from wine and looking adorably rumpled. Her thick black-framed glasses sat askew on her nose, and her raven hair had escaped its usual scholarly bun to fall in messy waves around her face.

“This is amazing,” she said, gesturing to the party. “I’ve never seen the Hearth this alive.”

“You’re not usually much of a party person.”

“True. But this is different.” She leaned closer, voice dropping. “This is ours. Our House. Our achievement. It feels… significant.”

“It is significant.”

“I know. I did the statistical analysis. Our trajectory from Rank D to C in a single semester is unprecedented in the last fifty years of academy records.” Her eyes lit up the way they always did when discussing research. “Most Houses take two or three semesters to advance a rank, if they advance at all. We’ve done it in weeks.”

“Because we have something they don’t.”

“Which is?”

I glanced around at the celebration. At Roxy dancing with wild abandon, tail swishing in time with the music. At Tamsin maintaining her professional composure while secretly carrying my possible child. At Vyra in the corner, watching everything with competitive assessment even as she slowly relaxed into belonging.

“Actual bonds,” I said simply. “Not forced alliances or political arrangements. Real connections built on choice and trust.”

Elowen’s expression softened. “That’s… actually profound.”

“I have my moments.”

She laughed, then surprised me by standing on her toes to kiss my cheek. “Thank you. For seeing us. For building something worth celebrating.”

Before I could respond, she was pulled away by other students wanting to discuss the promotion’s implications.

I made my way to the balcony, needing air and a moment to process. The night was cool, neon lights from the campus washing everything in shades of violet and blue. From up here, I could see the entire quad—students moving between buildings, Gate portals shimmering in the distance, the eternal pulse of Night Campus life.

“Impressive view.”

I turned to find Maelia stepping onto the balcony. She’d traded her usual professional attire for something softer—a deep blue dress that hugged her voluptuous curves, chestnut hair loose and flowing. Her elegant obsidian horns caught the neon light, gold bands gleaming.

“Headmistress,” I greeted.

“We’re off duty, Kade. You can call me Maelia.” She moved to stand beside me at the railing, close enough that I caught her scent—spiced amber and parchment. “How are you holding up?”

“I’m fine. Why?”

“Because you just achieved a significant milestone and promptly disappeared to brood on a balcony.” Her lips curved. “Classic avoidance behavior.”

“I’m not avoiding. Just… processing.”

“Hmm.” She sipped her wine, hazel eyes studying me. “You know, when I first met you last semester, I wasn’t sure you’d survive. The academy eats students like you alive—human, immune, anomalous. Every statistical model said you’d flame out within weeks.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence.”

“But you didn’t.” Her smile widened. “You thrived. Built bonds. Claimed victories. And now you’ve brought our House from dead last to middle tier in record time.” She raised her glass. “I misjudged you. I’m woman enough to admit it.”

I clinked my glass against hers. “To misjudgments.”

“To exceeded expectations.”

We drank in comfortable silence.

“There’s something else,” Maelia said after a moment. “Something you should know. Compliance filed a formal complaint this afternoon.”

My stomach sank. “About the promotion?”

“About ‘excessive merit accumulation through potentially irregular means.’” She waved a hand dismissively. “It’s bureaucratic nonsense. They can’t actually prove anything because there’s nothing to prove. But they’re making noise, putting pressure on the Registrar to audit our activities.”

“Will it stick?”

“No. We’ve documented everything meticulously. Every Gate-Run, every ritual, every bond properly logged and consent-verified. They don’t have grounds.” Her expression hardened. “But it tells me they’re getting desperate. They don’t like losing control of the narrative.”

“Or losing control of me.”

“That too.” She turned to face me fully. “Be careful, Kade. Success brings scrutiny. And scrutiny from Compliance can get… unpleasant.”

“I can handle it.”

“I know you can. But you don’t have to handle it alone.” Her hand found mine on the railing, warm and solid. “You have a House. A family. Use us.”

“I will.”

She held my gaze for a long moment, and I saw something shift in her hazel eyes. The professional mask slipping. The woman underneath—powerful, protective, and deeply invested in our success—showing through.

“Good.” She squeezed my hand once, then released it. “Now get back in there. Your harem is probably wondering where you disappeared to.”

I snorted. “Pretty sure Roxy’s too busy dancing to notice.”

“You’d be surprised what she notices.” Maelia’s smile turned knowing. “She’s more perceptive than she lets on. They all are.”

With that cryptic comment, she headed back inside, leaving me alone with my thoughts and the neon-washed night.



By the time I returned to the party, it had evolved. The crowd had thinned—underclassmen heading back to their rooms, faculty advisors making diplomatic exits. What remained was the core. House Night leadership and our closest allies, settling into the comfortable aftermath of celebration.

Roxy materialized beside me almost immediately, grabbing my hand. “Finally. I thought you were going to hide on that balcony all night.”

“I wasn’t hiding.”

“Sure.” She tugged me toward the private corridor that led to the upper dorm rooms. “Come on. We’re having a smaller celebration. Just us.”

“Us?”

“House leadership. The people who actually did the work.” Her magenta star-pupils gleamed. “And who deserve a more… intimate celebration.”

Oh.

I let her lead me up the stairs to the private common room—a smaller lounge reserved for senior House members. Inside, I found Elowen already there, curled into one corner of the plush sectional with her wine glass. Her glasses were off, set carefully on the side table, and her dark eyes tracked our entrance with obvious interest.

“There you are,” she said, voice slightly husky from alcohol. “We’ve been waiting.”

Roxy closed the door behind us with a definitive click, ward-locks engaging. Privacy absolute.

“Waiting for what?” I asked, though I had a pretty good idea.

“To properly celebrate.” Roxy moved closer, tail curling possessively around my wrist. “You led us to this victory. You’re the reason we advanced. The least we can do is show our appreciation.”

Elowen stood, setting her wine aside. She moved with the slightly loosened coordination of someone pleasantly buzzed, her curves swaying enticingly under her conservative sweater. “We wanted to do something special. Just the three of us.”

“The original trio,” Roxy added, pressing against my side. “Before Vyra and Lyric. Before everything got complicated. Just you, me, and Elowen.”

I looked between them—Roxy vibrant and mischievous, Elowen scholarly and sensual—and felt my cock stir. “What did you have in mind?”

They exchanged a look. Some silent communication I couldn’t quite parse. Then Roxy grinned.

“We want to worship you,” she said simply. “Together. Show you exactly how much we appreciate everything you’ve done.”

Elowen nodded, moving to stand on my other side. “We’ve been discussing it. Coordinating. We thought—” Her cheeks flushed. “—we thought you might enjoy it.”

“Enjoy it?” I let out a rough laugh. “Yeah. I think that’s a safe bet.”

“Good.” Roxy’s hands found my belt. “Then let us show you.”

They worked in tandem—Roxy on my belt and zipper while Elowen peeled off my jacket and shirt. Efficient, coordinated, clearly planned. Within moments I was down to just my boxer briefs, cock already straining against the fabric, creating an obscene tent.

Roxy dropped to her knees first, electric-violet hair falling across her face as she looked up at me through her lashes. Those magenta star-pupils were dilated with desire, lips parted and wet. “Can we?”

“God, yes.”

She hooked her fingers in my waistband and pulled slowly, teasingly. My cock sprang free, already rock hard and leaking. It bobbed in front of her face, the head flushed dark and glistening with precum.

Roxy made a pleased sound, tongue darting out to lick her lips. “Perfect,” she breathed, small hand wrapping around the base. “So fucking perfect.”

Then she glanced at Elowen. “Ready?”

“Ready.”

Elowen sank to her knees beside Roxy, and the sight alone almost made me come on the spot. Both of them kneeling in front of me—Roxy petite and mischievous with her violet hair and perky tits visible through her tiny dress, Elowen curvier and scholarly with her generous breasts straining against her sweater—both looking up at me with obvious hunger and devotion.

“We’re going to take turns,” Roxy explained, one small hand wrapping around my base while her other hand cupped my balls. “Share you. Show you how well we work together.”

“And then,” Elowen added, her hand joining Roxy’s higher up my shaft, both of them stroking me in tandem, “we’re going to share your cum. Make this a proper celebration.”

Fuck.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

Roxy went first. Her tongue extended, that silver ball piercing glinting, and she dragged it from base to tip in one slow, deliberate lick. I groaned, hands flying to grip the back of the sectional for support.

“Mmm,” she hummed, lapping at the precum beading at my slit. “You taste so good. Been craving this all night.”

Then her mouth sealed over the head of my cock, lips stretching obscenely around my girth. She sank down, taking me deeper—deeper than I expected given her petite size. Her throat opened, accepting me, and I felt the tight clutch of her esophagus squeezing around my length.

The tongue piercing dragged along the underside of my shaft, the metal ball adding ridges of pressure that sent sparks of pleasure up my spine.

“Fuck, Roxy—”

She pulled back, gasping for air, spit connecting her swollen lips to my tip in glistening strands. “Your turn,” she said to Elowen, voice rough.

Elowen immediately took her place. Her technique was different—slower, more deliberate, savoring every inch as she worked me into her mouth. She hummed around my cock, the vibration traveling straight down to my balls and making my knees weak.

Where Roxy had been fast and eager, Elowen was worshipful. She took her time, tongue mapping every vein, every ridge, learning me. When she reached the head, she swirled around it, lapping up the fresh precum leaking steadily now.

“So hard,” she murmured, pulling off to press kisses along my shaft. “So thick. I love feeling you throb.”

They alternated, passing me between them like a prize. Roxy fast and enthusiastic, diving down to take me to the root, gagging slightly but not stopping. Elowen slow and sensual, sucking the head while her hands pumped my base in a steady rhythm.

One would suck while the other licked my balls, tongues working in tandem to coat me in spit. Or they’d kiss along opposite sides of my shaft, meeting at the top to share the taste of my precum between their mouths.

“So hard,” Roxy whispered, stroking me with both hands now while Elowen worked the head. “So perfect. Love how you feel in my mouth. Love knowing we’re both making you feel good.”

“Love how you taste,” Elowen added when she came up for air, lips swollen and red. “Love feeling you throb. Love knowing you’re going to come for us.”

“Could do this all night,” Roxy said, diving back down to take me deep. She pushed until her nose pressed against my pelvis, until I felt the back of her throat spasm around my tip. She held there, eyes watering, mascara starting to run, before pulling back with a gasp.

Elowen took over immediately, sealing her lips around me and sucking hard while her tongue worked the sensitive spot just under the head. Her hands gripped my hips, holding me steady while she worked.

The coordinated assault was devastating. I gripped the back of the sectional harder, knuckles going white, watching these two gorgeous women worship my cock with obvious devotion and skill.

Roxy’s tail wrapped around my calf, anchoring herself as she leaned in to lick my balls while Elowen sucked. Elowen’s hands gripped my hips, steadying me when my legs started to shake.

“Getting close,” I managed, voice rough and strained. “If you don’t want—”

“We want,” they said in perfect unison, not missing a beat.

“We want every drop,” Roxy elaborated, stroking my spit-slick shaft with both hands. “Want to taste you. Want to feel you come. Want to share your cum between us like the good girls we are.”

“Please,” Elowen added, dark eyes meeting mine as she licked the head. “Come for us. We’ve earned it. Let us taste you.”

Then Roxy sealed her lips around me and sucked hard, cheeks hollowing, tongue working the underside while Elowen leaned in to work my balls with her mouth, sucking one then the other into her wet heat.

The dual stimulation was too much. I felt the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight, my cock swelling even thicker.

“Fuck—coming—”

My cock pulsed hard, erupting in thick, powerful spurts. Roxy’s eyes went wide as the first rope hit the back of her throat, but she swallowed it down eagerly, throat working. She took the next two loads, then pulled back deliberately, holding my pulsing cock steady as the remaining spurts painted her face and Elowen’s waiting, open mouth.

Hot cum splashed across Roxy’s cheek, her lips, dripped down her chin. Elowen caught the next spurt on her tongue, moaning at the taste, then more painted her face—across her nose, her forehead, coating her in my release.

But they didn’t stop there. As I twitched through the final aftershocks, they turned to each other. Roxy leaned in and kissed Elowen deeply, tongues meeting, sharing the cum in her mouth. They passed it between them, moaning, hands coming up to spread the cum on their faces, smearing it across their lips, licking it off each other’s cheeks.

It was the filthiest, hottest thing I’d ever seen.

When they finally broke apart, both were thoroughly marked—lips swollen and glistening, faces covered in my release, strings of cum and spit connecting them. They looked absolutely debauched, and completely satisfied with themselves.

“Good?” Roxy asked breathlessly, licking her lips to chase the taste.

“Incredible.”

Elowen licked her own lips, dark eyes glazed with arousal. “We’re not done yet.”

“No?”

“We want to do it again,” Roxy said, already stroking me back to hardness with expert hands. My cock twitched, responding despite having just come. “Want to see how many times we can make you come. It’s a celebration, after all.”

“It’s a celebration,” Elowen agreed, leaning in to lick my shaft clean. “We should celebrate thoroughly. All night if you can handle it.”

They were going to kill me.

And I was absolutely okay with that.



Two hours later, I lay boneless on the sectional, both women curled against my sides. We’d made it through three rounds before I’d finally tapped out, thoroughly wrung dry by their enthusiastic worship. My cock was sensitive and spent, their faces and tits covered in drying cum from the final round where I’d come all over both of them.

[Sigil Sparks +6 → 70/100] [House Merit Confirmed: 82% (Rank C Stable)]

The notifications confirmed what I already felt. Stronger bonds. Deeper connections. Our House solidifying around a core of genuine trust and affection.

“That was perfect,” Roxy murmured, tracing lazy patterns on my chest with fingers still sticky from cum. “Exactly what we needed.”

“Agreed,” Elowen said from my other side. “A proper celebration of our achievement.”

“Our achievement,” I repeated. “Not just mine.”

“Semantics.” Roxy yawned, tail going loose around my wrist. “You’re the center. We’re the support structure. Together we make something stronger than the sum of parts.”

Elowen made a pleased sound. “That’s actually elegant mathematical theory. Synergistic multiplication rather than additive summation.”

“I have no idea what you just said.”

“It means we’re better together.”

“Oh. Yeah. That.”

I smiled, pulling them both closer. Outside, the party had wound down completely. The Hearth was quiet except for the occasional sound of students heading to their rooms. Dawn was probably only a few hours away.

But right now, in this moment, everything felt perfect.

Rank C achieved. House bonds stronger than ever. A celebration that reminded me exactly why I fought so hard to protect what we’d built.

Whatever challenges came next—Compliance audits, rival Houses, the looming Purifier threat—we’d face them together.

As a House.

As a family.

As something unprecedented in academy history.

And that was worth celebrating indeed.


Chapter 8: Innocent Arrival

The Registrar’s Annex was the last place I wanted to be on a Friday afternoon.

But Maelia’s message had been clear: “New mid-semester transfer. House Night assignment. Your presence required for orientation.”

So here I was, cooling my heels in an uncomfortable chair while bureaucratic succubi shuffled papers and muttered about “irregular transfer protocols” and “noble family exemptions.”

The door to the inner office opened, and Registrar Vex emerged—a severe-looking older succubus with steel-gray hair and the kind of expression that suggested she’d seen every student excuse in existence and believed none of them.

“Mr. Mercer,” she said crisply. “Thank you for your patience. The transfer student is ready for introduction.”

“Great. Who—”

The door opened wider, and I forgot what I was going to say.

She was… angelic.

That was the only word for it. The girl who stepped nervously into the waiting room looked like she’d wandered out of a church fresco and accidentally ended up in a succubus academy. At 5’5”, she was petite but perfectly proportioned. Golden blonde hair fell in soft waves past her shoulders, catching the light like spun honey. Sapphire blue eyes—wide and innocent—scanned the room with obvious apprehension. Her skin was porcelain perfection, unmarked except for a faint flush creeping up her neck.

And her horns. Delicate ivory curves wrapped with gold filigree that screamed noble heritage.

She wore a conservative blouse buttoned to the collar and a long skirt that swept past her knees. Modest. Proper. Completely at odds with the typical Night Campus aesthetic of “show as much skin as regulations allow.”

But even the conservative clothing couldn’t completely hide her curves. I caught hints of generous D-cup breasts straining the blouse buttons, a slim waist, rounded hips.

Her pristine white wings—actual full wings, not the vestigial stubs most younger succubi had—fluttered nervously behind her as she took in the space.

“Mr. Mercer,” Registrar Vex said, “this is Lyric Dawnsong. Mid-semester transfer from St. Celestine’s Academy for Pure Magic Studies.”

Lyric’s gaze found mine, and she immediately looked away, color deepening. “H-hello.”

Her voice was soft. Musical, almost. With a nervous tremor that made her sound even younger than she probably was.

“Lyric will be joining House Night,” the Registrar continued, consulting her paperwork. “Per Headmistress Sable’s recommendation, you’ve been assigned as her mentor to help with acclimation.”

Of course I had.

“Nice to meet you,” I said, standing and offering my hand. “Kade Mercer.”

Lyric stared at my hand like it might bite her. Then, very carefully, she extended her own. Her fingers were small and delicate in mine, and when they made contact she jumped slightly.

“You’re… human,” she breathed, pulling her hand back quickly.

“Guilty.”

“But you’re at a succubus academy. How—” She caught herself, cheeks flaming. “I’m sorry. That was rude. I didn’t mean—”

“It’s fine. I get that question a lot.” I glanced at Registrar Vex. “Is there anything else you need from me?”

“Just ensure Ms. Dawnsong receives proper orientation. House assignment, class schedule, dormitory room key.” She handed me a folder. “Everything is documented here. Headmistress Sable will conduct the formal House introduction this evening.”

“Understood.”

Registrar Vex nodded curtly, then disappeared back into her office, leaving me alone with the extremely nervous transfer student.

Lyric stood there, hands clasped in front of her, wings trembling slightly. She was biting her lower lip—a nervous tell that was distractingly adorable.

“So,” I said, trying to put her at ease. “St. Celestine’s. That’s a pure magic academy, right?”

“Yes.” She relaxed fractionally. “We focus on light-based casting, healing arts, protective wards. Traditional noble magic.”

“And you decided to transfer to Night Campus because…?”

Her flush deepened. “I wanted to study… different things. Broader applications of magical theory. My family’s traditions are very… conservative. I thought exposure to alternative methodologies might expand my understanding.”

Translation: she wanted to learn the “dark arts” her noble upbringing had forbidden.

Interesting.

“Well, you’ve definitely come to the right place for alternative methodologies,” I said. “Come on. I’ll show you to the Night Hearth and get you settled.”



The walk across campus was an exercise in not staring.

Lyric moved with unconscious grace—almost floating, her white wings partially extended for balance. But every few steps she’d catch herself looking around with wide-eyed wonder, clearly overwhelmed by the sheer difference of Night Campus compared to her previous academy.

The neon-washed architecture. The students in revealing clothing. The casual displays of power and sexuality that were just… normal here.

At one point we passed a couple making out against a building wall—nothing extreme, just enthusiastic kissing—and Lyric made a small shocked sound.

“Is that… allowed?” she whispered.

“Public displays of affection? Yeah, within reason.”

“But they’re just… in public. Where anyone can see.”

“Different campus culture,” I explained. “Night Campus has looser restrictions on that kind of thing. As long as it doesn’t cross into actual public indecency, nobody cares.”

“Oh.” She processed that, wings fluttering. “That’s very… progressive.”

“One word for it.”

We reached the Night Hearth, and I led her inside. The common room was moderately populated—afternoon lull between classes and dinner. A few students looked up when we entered, curiosity sparking when they saw Lyric.

She shrank slightly under the attention, moving closer to me.

“It’s okay,” I said quietly. “They’re just curious. New faces are always interesting.”

“I feel very… conspicuous.”

“You are kind of hard to miss.” I gestured to her wings. “Full manifestation at eighteen is rare.”

“Is it? In my family it’s expected. All the women develop wings early.” She touched one delicate white feather self-consciously. “Are they… inappropriate here?”

“What? No. They’re beautiful.”

Her eyes widened. “Oh. I—thank you.”

The blush was back, spreading from her cheeks down her neck and—I realized with some fascination—disappearing beneath her collar. How far did it go?

Focus, Kade.

I showed her to the merit board first, explaining House rankings and how we’d just advanced to Rank C. Lyric listened attentively, asking intelligent questions about the promotion system and competitive structure.

“So Houses compete for advancement,” she summarized. “And House Night has progressed unusually quickly this semester.”

“That’s right.”

“Because of you.” Not a question. A statement.

“Because of all of us working together. I’m just one part of the team.”

“But you’re the Pactweaver. The human with immunity to glamour.” Her sapphire eyes studied me with open curiosity. “I read about your case during my transfer research. It’s unprecedented.”

“So I’m told.”

“Does it bother you? Being so… different?”

“Sometimes. But mostly it just is what it is.” I moved toward the stairs. “Come on. I’ll show you to your room.”

The dormitory level was quiet, most students still in classes or common areas. I led Lyric to one of the smaller private rooms—single occupancy, which was a luxury usually reserved for upperclassmen.

“This is yours,” I said, unlocking the door with the key from the registration folder. “Private bath, decent closet space, ward-locked for privacy.”

Lyric stepped inside, looking around with cautious appreciation. The room was standard—bed, desk, dresser, window overlooking the quad. But compared to whatever she’d had at her previous academy, it was probably different enough to feel disorienting.

“It’s lovely,” she said politely. Then, hesitantly: “Will I be… alone here? At St. Celestine’s, we had roommates for ‘spiritual companionship and mutual growth.’”

“You’ll have neighbors. And the common room is always active if you want company.” I leaned against the doorframe. “But yeah, the room is just yours. Privacy is valued here.”

“I see.” She set her single small bag on the bed—apparently traveling light. “That will take adjustment.”

“If you need anything, my room is two floors up. Or you can find me in the common areas most evenings.”

“Thank you. You’ve been very kind.” She paused, then blurted out: “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“Why did they assign you as my mentor? I mean—” She caught herself again, flustered. “Not that I’m ungrateful! You’ve been wonderful. But you’re human, and I’m succubus, and usually mentorship pairs are same-species for cultural understanding and—I’m rambling. I’m sorry.”

I smiled. “You’re fine. And honestly? Probably because I’m the least likely to overwhelm you. Most succubi here are… intense. High-energy. Very comfortable with aspects of campus culture that you’re clearly not used to yet.”

“The public affection thing.”

“Among other things.”

Her blush returned. “What other things?”

Oh, she was going to be fun to watch discover campus life.

“You’ll see,” I said diplomatically. “For now, why don’t you get settled? Dinner is in about two hours. Maelia—Headmistress Sable—will want to meet you formally this evening for House introduction.”

“Okay.” She bit her lip nervously. “Should I… change? I wasn’t sure what the dress code expectations were here.”

I glanced at her conservative outfit. “Wear whatever makes you comfortable. There’s no formal requirement beyond ‘clothes must cover the basics.’”

“That’s very… relaxed.”

“Different from St. Celestine’s?”

“Very different. We had strict uniform codes. Skirt length, collar height, sleeve coverage. Everything regulated.”

“Well, here you can wear whatever you want. Though fair warning—you’ll probably see a lot of skin around campus. It’s just the culture.”

Her wings fluttered anxiously. “I’ll try not to stare.”

“Nobody will judge you for being curious. Might tease you a little, but not judge.”

“Wonderful,” she said faintly.

I pushed off the doorframe. “I’ll let you settle in. If you need anything before dinner, just ask anyone in House Night. Purple and silver pins—” I tapped the House insignia on my jacket. “—that’s us.”

“Thank you, Kade. Really.”

“No problem. Welcome to Night Campus, Lyric.”

I left her to unpack, heading back downstairs. The common room had filled up more—students filtering in after classes. I spotted Roxy immediately, her electric-violet hair impossible to miss.

She bounced over when she saw me. “Was that the transfer student I saw you with? The angel-looking one?”

“Lyric Dawnsong. Maelia assigned me as her mentor.”

Roxy’s magenta star-pupils gleamed with mischief. “Oh, this is going to be entertaining.”

“Why do I not like that tone?”

“Because you know me.” She grinned. “She’s adorable. All innocent and blushy and scandalized by basic PDA. How long do you think before someone corrupts her?”

“Roxy.”

“What? I’m just saying, noble academy transfers always go through culture shock. It’s cute. Educational.” Her tail swished. “Besides, you’re her mentor. That makes her your responsibility to… educate.”

“I’m supposed to help her acclimate. Not corrupt her.”

“Potato, po-tah-to.”

I rolled my eyes, but I was fighting a smile. “She’s eighteen. Sheltered. Probably never been kissed, let alone—”

“Even better. Fresh canvas.” Roxy’s expression turned more thoughtful. “But seriously, be gentle with her. The innocent ones break easy if you’re not careful.”

“I’m not trying to break her.”

“No, but she’s already looking at you with those big doe eyes. Saw it from across the room.” She poked my chest. “Just saying, if you’re going to be her mentor, be aware she’s probably going to develop a crush. Sheltered noble girls always fall for the first person who’s nice to them.”

“That’s a disturbing generalization.”

“That’s experience talking.” She shrugged. “Do what you want. But don’t be surprised when she starts asking you to teach her things.”

With that ominous prediction, she bounced off to harass someone else.

I found a seat and pulled up my HUD, checking the system status.

[New Student Assigned: Lyric Dawnsong]
[Mentor Relationship Established]
[Bond Level: 0 — Neutral]
[Corruption Potential: Detected]
[Warning: High Susceptibility to Influence]

Great. Even the System thought she was a corruption target.

I dismissed the notification and tried not to think about Roxy’s prediction. Lyric was my mentee. My responsibility to help adjust to campus life. Nothing more.

The fact that she was gorgeous and innocent and looked at me with those wide sapphire eyes didn’t change that.

Probably.



Dinner was an interesting affair.

Lyric showed up wearing essentially the same outfit—different blouse, same conservative style. She’d braided her golden blonde hair, which only emphasized the angelic aesthetic. And she looked absolutely terrified walking into the crowded dining hall.

I waved her over to where I was sitting with the core House Night group. Elowen, Roxy, Tamsin, and Vyra all looked up with varying degrees of curiosity when Lyric approached.

“Everyone, this is Lyric Dawnsong. Mid-semester transfer, assigned to House Night.” I gestured around the table. “Lyric, this is Elowen, Roxy, Tamsin, and Vyra.”

“H-hello,” Lyric managed, clutching her dinner tray.

“Sit, sit!” Roxy patted the seat beside her. “Welcome to the chaos.”

Lyric sat carefully, wings tucking close to her back. “Thank you. Everyone’s been very welcoming.”

“That’s us. Welcoming.” Roxy’s grin was pure mischief. “So, St. Celestine’s. Fancy noble academy, right? All light magic and healing and boring stuff?”

“It wasn’t boring,” Lyric said, a hint of defensiveness creeping in. “Pure magic is extremely valuable and requires significant discipline to master.”

“But also boring,” Roxy pressed.

“Sometimes… restrictive,” Lyric admitted. “Which is why I wanted to study here. To learn different applications.”

Elowen adjusted her glasses, scholarly interest engaged. “What specific areas interest you?”

“Energy manipulation. Ritual theory. The… darker aspects of magical practice that aren’t taught at noble academies.” Lyric’s blush returned. “My family considers such studies inappropriate, but I think limiting oneself to only light-based magic is intellectually dishonest.”

“I like her,” Elowen declared. “Academic curiosity should never be constrained by arbitrary moral frameworks.”

Tamsin studied Lyric with assessing pale gray eyes. “You understand that studying ‘dark arts’ at Night Campus isn’t purely theoretical? The succubus magical tradition is deeply tied to… physical practices.”

Lyric’s flush deepened. “I’m aware. That’s part of why I transferred. To understand the full spectrum of magical application.”

“Brave,” Vyra said, speaking for the first time. Her crimson eyes were sharp. “Or naive. Dark magic isn’t something you study from a safe distance.”

“I’m willing to engage fully with the curriculum,” Lyric said, lifting her chin slightly. “I didn’t come here to observe from the sidelines.”

Interesting. Beneath the innocent exterior was actual steel.

Roxy’s grin widened. “Oh, I like you. You’re going to fit in just fine.”

The conversation flowed from there—easier, more natural. Lyric gradually relaxed, asking questions about classes and House structure and campus life. She was intelligent, curious, and surprisingly funny once the initial nervousness wore off.

But I noticed things. The way her eyes widened when someone mentioned “practical pact applications.” The nervous lip-biting when the conversation veered toward anything remotely sexual. The flutter of her white wings whenever she was flustered.

And the way she kept glancing at me. Quick, stolen looks when she thought I wasn’t paying attention.

Roxy had been right. Lyric was already developing a crush.

This was going to be complicated.

After dinner, Maelia conducted the formal House introduction in her office. Standard welcome, expectations outlined, resources explained. Lyric listened with rapt attention, taking mental notes with the focus of someone used to structured educational environments.

“Any questions?” Maelia asked at the end.

“Just one.” Lyric hesitated. “The curriculum here includes… intimate studies. Physical magic applications. I understand that’s core to succubus tradition, but I’m… I’ve never…”

She trailed off, thoroughly flustered.

Maelia’s expression softened. “You’re concerned about the sexual component of succubus magic.”

Lyric nodded mutely.

“No one will force you into anything you’re uncomfortable with,” Maelia said firmly. “Consent is absolute here. If you need to observe rather than participate initially, that’s acceptable. Though I’ll note that understanding succubus magic purely theoretically is like trying to learn swimming from a book.”

“I understand. I just…” Lyric bit her lip. “I want to learn. I’m willing to participate. I’m just… inexperienced.”

“Most students are at first. That’s why we have mentorship programs.” Maelia glanced at me. “Kade will help you acclimate at whatever pace you’re comfortable with.”

“Thank you.” Lyric’s sapphire eyes found mine again, and something in them made my stomach flip. “I appreciate your patience.”

“No problem,” I managed.

We left Maelia’s office together, and I walked Lyric back to her room. The evening had settled into comfortable purple twilight, neon lights beginning their eternal glow across campus.

“Thank you,” she said when we reached her door. “For everything today. I know I’ve been… nervous.”

“You’re in a completely new environment. Nervous is normal.”

“Still. You’ve been kind.” She paused, then: “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“Earlier, at dinner, when they mentioned ‘practical pact applications’… what does that actually mean?”

Oh. Oh no.

“It means hands-on learning,” I said carefully. “Succubus magic is inherently… sensual. Physical. You can’t fully understand it without experiencing it.”

“Experiencing…?”

“Intimate connection. Touch. Energy exchange through…” I stopped. “You know what, this is probably better explained in class. Your instructor can go through the theory properly.”

“But I’m asking you.” Those wide sapphire eyes held mine. “As my mentor. I want to understand what I’m getting into.”

Fair point.

“Okay. Simple version: succubus magic often involves sexual energy. Pacts are formed through physical and emotional intimacy. Rituals can include… various activities designed to raise power through shared pleasure. It’s not just academic theory. It’s practical application.”

Lyric’s face was scarlet. “So the students here are… intimate with each other. Regularly.”

“Some are. Not everyone. But it’s not taboo or hidden. It’s just part of the magical practice.”

“I see.” She looked down at her hands. “And you? As a human? How do you… participate?”

“Same way anyone else does. Through bonds. Through consent. Through connection.” I kept my voice neutral, professional. “My immunity to glamour actually makes me valuable as a pact partner because everything I do is genuine choice, not magical influence.”

“So you have… bonds.” Not a question. A careful statement testing the waters.

“I do.”

“With the women at dinner. Roxy, Elowen, the others.”

“Yes.”

She processed that, wings fluttering anxiously. “That must be… complicated.”

“Sometimes. But also rewarding.” I leaned against the doorframe. “Look, I know this is all new and probably overwhelming. You don’t have to figure everything out tonight. Take your time. Learn at your own pace. No one’s going to rush you.”

“But I want to learn.” The words came out in a rush, almost defiant. “I didn’t come here to stay sheltered. I want to understand succubus magic properly. Even the parts that make me nervous.”

“Then you will. When you’re ready.”

“What if I’m never ready?” Her voice went small. “What if I’m too… innocent for this?”

I studied her—this gorgeous, sheltered girl with her angelic appearance and obvious internal conflict between curiosity and fear.

“You’re not too innocent,” I said gently. “You’re just inexperienced. There’s a difference. Innocence can be… valuable. It means you approach everything with genuine curiosity instead of jaded assumptions.”

Her sapphire eyes met mine, searching. “You really think so?”

“I do.”

A beat of silence. Then she bit her lip—that nervous tell again—and asked: “Would you… would you be willing to teach me? The practical aspects? I know you’re my mentor for academic things, but I think I’d be more comfortable learning from you than from strangers in a classroom setting.”

And there it was. Exactly what Roxy had predicted.

“Lyric—”

“I’m not asking for anything inappropriate,” she said quickly, face flaming. “Just… guidance. Explanations. Maybe demonstrations when I’m ready. I trust you. You’ve been nothing but kind, and you don’t make me feel stupid for being nervous.”

She had a point. Learning intimate magical practices from someone she trusted made more sense than being thrown into practical lab sessions with complete strangers.

But I also knew where this path led. The bond notifications. The corruption potential flag. The fact that she was already looking at me with those wide innocent eyes like I hung the moon.

“Let me think about it,” I said finally. “Talk to Maelia, make sure she’s okay with expanding the mentorship scope. If she approves, then yeah, I can help guide you through the curriculum at your pace.”

Relief flooded her expression. “Thank you. Really. I know I’m asking a lot—”

“You’re asking for help learning. That’s literally what mentorship is for.” I pushed off the doorframe. “Get some rest. Tomorrow’s your first full day of classes. You’ll want to be sharp.”

“Okay.” She hesitated, then: “Kade? I’m glad I was assigned to House Night. And to you.”

The sincerity in her voice made my chest tight. “I’m glad too. Welcome to the family, Lyric.”

Her smile was radiant—genuine joy breaking through the nervous anxiety like sunlight through clouds.

I left before I could do something stupid like pull her into a hug or promise to protect her from every harsh reality of Night Campus.



Back in my room, I collapsed onto the bed and stared at the ceiling.

The System notification hovered at the edge of my vision, waiting to be acknowledged.

[New Student: Lyric Dawnsong assigned to House Night] [Bond 0 — corruption potential detected]

“No shit,” I muttered.

Lyric was a corruption target in every sense. Sheltered noble girl, inexperienced with intimacy, curious about forbidden knowledge, and already developing feelings for her mentor.

Classic setup.

The question was what I did about it.

I could keep things strictly professional. Academic mentorship only. Let her explore the practical curriculum on her own time with her own partners.

Or I could do what she’d asked—guide her through it personally. Introduce her to the physical aspects of succubus magic in a controlled, consensual way. Help her overcome her inexperience without throwing her to the wolves.

Both options had merit. Both options had risks.

My comm-crystal buzzed. Message from Roxy.

“So. The angel. She’s adorable. How long until you corrupt her? I’m starting a betting pool.”

I typed back: “Not helping.”

“I’m ALWAYS helping. Also, for the record, I give it two weeks max before she’s begging you to teach her ‘practical magic.’ She’s got it bad already.”

“She asked tonight.”

“HA! I WIN! Elowen owes me twenty tokens.”

I shook my head, fighting a smile despite myself.

Another message, this time from Maelia:

“Good work with the transfer orientation. Lyric reports feeling welcomed and supported. Continue mentorship as assigned. If she requests expanded curriculum guidance, use your judgment. Trust your instincts.”

So Maelia was leaving it up to me. Great. No pressure there.

I dismissed the messages and pulled up Lyric’s System profile, curiosity getting the better of me.

[Lyric Dawnsong — Transfer Student] [Age: 18 • Species: Succubus (Noble Lineage)] [Specialization: Pure Magic → Transitioning to Dark Arts] [Bond Level: 0 → Potential: Extreme] [Corruption Level: 0% → Potential: 95%] [Key Traits: Innocent, Curious, Trusting, Sheltered] [Sexual Experience: None] [Fetish Potential: Worship, Submission, Corruption Fantasy, Cum Devotion] [Warning: Virgin — Approach with Care]

The profile was brutally honest. Zero experience. Maximum corruption potential. And already flagged for fetishes that aligned perfectly with a mentor/student dynamic.

The System wasn’t even being subtle about it.

I closed the profile and stared at the ceiling some more.

Tomorrow I’d make a decision. Tonight, I just needed to process that I’d somehow become responsible for guiding an angelic virgin through her sexual awakening at a succubus academy.

My life had gotten very complicated very quickly.

But looking at the bigger picture—House Night advancing, bonds strengthening, new members joining, the looming Purifier threat requiring us to be as unified and powerful as possible—Lyric’s arrival made sense.

We needed her potential. Her power. Her unique perspective.

And if helping her discover that potential meant being patient and careful and guiding her through experiences she’d never imagined…

Well. There were worse responsibilities to have.

I just hoped I didn’t fuck it up.

[System — New Objective Available] [Optional Quest: Guide the Innocent] [Assist Lyric Dawnsong in adapting to Night Campus curriculum] [Reward: Bond Progression • Corruption Milestones • Unique Abilities] [Accept? Y/N]

I stared at the prompt for a long moment.

Then I mentally selected Yes.

Because if I was going to do this, I was going to do it right. Carefully. With respect for her boundaries and genuine care for her wellbeing.

Lyric deserved that much.

[Quest Accepted: Guide the Innocent] [Objective 1: Establish Trust — Complete] [Objective 2: First Lesson — Pending] [Good Luck, Pactweaver]

The notification faded, leaving me alone with my thoughts and the weight of new responsibility.

Outside, Night Campus pulsed with its eternal neon glow. Students lived their lives, pursued their studies, formed their bonds.

And somewhere two floors down, an innocent angel slept in her new room, dreaming of dark magic and the human mentor who’d promised to help her learn.

Tomorrow would be interesting.

Very interesting indeed.


Chapter 9: First Corruption

Lyric lasted exactly three days before she asked.

Three days of attending classes, taking notes with scholarly focus, asking intelligent questions about magical theory while carefully avoiding anything too practical. Three days of sitting with us at meals, gradually relaxing into the House dynamic. Three days of those stolen glances when she thought I wasn’t looking, cheeks flushing whenever our eyes met.

Three days of building courage.

The request came via comm-crystal message on a Wednesday evening:

“Could we meet? Somewhere private? I have questions about the curriculum. —L.D.”

I knew exactly what kind of questions she had.

I messaged back: “Rooftop garden in 20 minutes?”

“Perfect. Thank you.”

The rooftop garden was one of Night Campus’s hidden gems—accessible only to students who knew where to find the concealed staircase behind a false wall panel. Maelia had shown it to me early in my first semester as a “mental health space” when the chaos of academy life got overwhelming.

Tonight it was empty. Just moonlight, carefully cultivated night-blooming flowers, and a view of the campus that made everything feel small and manageable.

I arrived first, settling onto one of the stone benches positioned near the garden’s edge. The night air was cool, carrying the scent of jasmine and vanilla from the flowers mixed with the ever-present neon wash from campus below.

Lyric appeared a few minutes later, emerging from the stairwell entrance with careful steps. She’d changed from her daytime conservative outfit into something slightly less formal—a soft cream-colored dress that still covered everything important but draped in ways that hinted at the curves underneath. Her golden blonde hair was down, falling in waves past her shoulders, and her white wings were partially extended for balance.

She looked like an angel stepping into a den of sin.

Which, technically, she was.

“Hi,” she said softly, spotting me.

“Hey. Come sit.”

She did, settling onto the bench with careful grace, wings folding against her back. For a moment neither of us spoke, just sat in comfortable silence watching the campus lights pulse below.

Then Lyric took a breath. “I need to ask you something. And I need you to be honest with me, even if the truth is uncomfortable.”

“Okay.”

“In my Energy Manipulation class today, Professor Thane demonstrated what she called ‘basic energy transfer through physical contact.’” Lyric’s cheeks were already pink. “She had two student volunteers… touch each other. Intimately. And showed how magical energy could be raised and directed through… shared pleasure.”

“Standard curriculum,” I confirmed.

“The students seemed very comfortable with it. Like it was completely normal to just… do that in front of everyone.”

“It is normal here. Succubus magic is inherently sensual. Physical intimacy raises power. The classroom demonstrations are educational.”

“I understand the theory.” She twisted her hands in her lap. “But when Professor Thane asked for volunteers for the next demonstration, I froze. Everyone else was fine raising their hands, but I just… couldn’t.”

“Because you’ve never done anything like that before.”

“Because I’ve never done anything before.” The admission came out in a rush. “I’ve never been kissed. Never been touched. The closest I’ve come to intimacy is reading about it in restricted medical texts at St. Celestine’s library.”

She looked at me with those wide sapphire eyes, vulnerability written across her angelic features.

“I want to learn,” she continued. “I want to understand the magic properly, not just theoretically. But the idea of my first experience being in front of a classroom full of strangers is…” She trailed off, unable to finish.

“Terrifying,” I supplied gently.

“Yes.” Relief flooded her expression. “And I know that’s probably childish. Everyone else manages just fine—”

“Everyone else has prior experience. You don’t. There’s nothing childish about wanting your first time to be private.”

“So you understand?”

“Completely.”

She bit her lip—that nervous tell—then asked the question I knew was coming: “Would you… could you teach me? Privately? Before I have to demonstrate in class?”

I studied her carefully. “You understand what you’re asking?”

“I’m asking you to help me learn practical energy manipulation through… physical contact.” Her blush deepened. “Which is a very clinical way of saying I want you to touch me. To show me what it feels like. To help me understand why everyone treats it so casually when it feels so… significant.”

“It is significant,” I said quietly. “Your first time should be. Don’t let the casual campus attitude make you think your feelings aren’t valid.”

“But I still need to learn.”

“You do. And I’ll help you. But we do this at your pace, okay? You’re in control. We stop whenever you say stop.”

“Okay.” She took a shaky breath. “How do we… where do we start?”

I shifted to face her more fully on the bench. “Simple. We start with touch. Non-sexual first, so you can feel the energy flow without the pressure of intimacy.”

“Alright.”

I held out my hand, palm up. “Give me your hand.”

Lyric placed her small hand in mine, fingers trembling slightly. The moment our skin made contact, I felt it—a spark of magical energy, bright and pure. Her power responding to mine, curious and eager.

“Do you feel that?” I asked.

“Yes.” Wonder colored her voice. “It’s like… warmth. Tingling. Is that normal?”

“Very normal. That’s your magical energy recognizing mine. Reaching out to connect.” I closed my fingers around hers gently. “Now, try to push a little bit of your power into the contact point. Not much. Just a thread.”

She concentrated, brow furrowing adorably behind that angelic face. A moment later, I felt it—pure light-magic flowing from her into me. Clean, untainted, incredibly potent.

“Good,” I murmured. “Now hold it there. Feel how it mixes with mine.”

We sat like that for a long moment, hands clasped, power flowing between us. Her breathing slowed, and I watched her relax incrementally as she realized this wasn’t scary. Just different.

“This is beautiful,” she whispered. “I can feel your energy. It’s warm. Solid. Like… safety.”

“That’s bond magic starting to form. The first threads of connection.”

“Is this how it always feels?”

“The basics, yeah. But it gets more intense with closer contact. More intimate touch.”

Her sapphire eyes found mine. “Show me?”

“You sure?”

“I trust you.”

Those three words carried weight. Responsibility. I wasn’t going to betray that trust.

“Okay. Close your eyes.”

She did, wings trembling slightly in anticipation.

I lifted my free hand to her face, fingers tracing the line of her jaw. Soft skin, warm under my touch. She gasped at the contact, and I felt the magical energy spike between us.

“Just touch,” I murmured. “Nothing scary. I’m just letting you feel what connection does to the magic.”

I traced up to her cheek, thumb brushing across her lower lip. She trembled, breath catching, lips parting slightly under my touch.

“Still okay?”

“Yes.” It came out breathy. “It feels… intense. More than just the hand contact.”

“Because this is more intimate. Face touching is personal. Vulnerable.” I cupped her cheek gently. “Feel how the energy is stronger now?”

“Yes. It’s like… heat. Building inside me.”

“That’s arousal. Your body recognizing intimate touch and responding.” I stroked my thumb across her cheek. “And that response creates power. The more you feel, the more magic you generate.”

“So when Professor Thane’s students were… touching… they were generating significant power?”

“Exactly. Sexual energy is the strongest fuel for succubus magic.”

Lyric opened her eyes, pupils dilated to near-black rings around sapphire. “I want to understand that. The sexual energy part. But I don’t know how to… I’ve never…”

“I know. That’s why we go slow.” I dropped my hand from her face but kept holding her other hand. “The next level would be kissing. Lips are extremely sensitive, and kissing creates a direct energy channel. But only if you’re ready.”

She looked at me for a long moment, internal debate playing across her expressive face. Fear warring with curiosity. Nervousness battling desire.

Finally, she whispered: “I want to try.”

“You’re sure?”

“No. But I want to anyway.”

Fair enough.

I leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull back if she changed her mind. She didn’t. Just held perfectly still, watching me approach with those wide innocent eyes.

Our lips met.

Soft. Gentle. Just the barest contact, letting her adjust to the sensation. She made a small sound—surprise or pleasure, I couldn’t tell—and I felt the magical energy between us flare bright and hot.

I pulled back fractionally. “Okay?”

“Yes.” Her voice was shaky. “That was… can we do it again?”

“As many times as you want.”

I kissed her again, this time with a little more pressure. Her lips were soft, unpracticed, hesitant. I kept it chaste, simple, letting her learn the rhythm.

On the third kiss, she started responding. Kissing back with tentative enthusiasm, figuring out the mechanics. When I traced my tongue across her lower lip, she gasped and her mouth opened instinctively.

I took the invitation, deepening the kiss. My tongue found hers, and she made a startled sound that melted into a moan. The magical energy surged—bright, pure power mixing with something darker, more primal.

Arousal.

When we finally broke apart, both panting, her face was flushed and her wings trembled with barely contained energy.

“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh. That was…”

“Intense?”

“Incredible. I felt—I could feel the magic building. Like electricity under my skin. Is it always like that?”

“When there’s chemistry and connection, yeah.”

She touched her lips wonderingly. “I can still feel it. The energy. It’s… I want more.”

“More kissing?”

“More everything.” Her sapphire eyes met mine, dark with newfound desire. “I want to understand the rest. The parts that generate even more power. The practical applications.”

This was the moment. The crossroads. I could pull back, suggest we stop here for tonight, let her process before going further.

Or I could give her what she was asking for.

“Lyric,” I said carefully, “are you asking me to teach you sexual energy manipulation? Physically?”

“Yes.” No hesitation. Pure conviction. “I want you to show me. Teach me. I don’t want my first experience to be a clinical classroom demonstration. I want it to be with someone I trust. Someone who won’t rush me or make me feel stupid for being inexperienced.”

“That’s a big step.”

“I know. But I’m ready.” She bit her lip. “At least… I think I’m ready. For some things. Maybe not everything all at once, but… something more than kissing.”

I studied her carefully—angelic face flushed with arousal, golden hair catching moonlight, sapphire eyes dark with want and nervousness in equal measure.

She was serious. And despite the inexperience, she knew what she was asking for.

“Okay,” I said finally. “But we do this right. Your pace. Your limits. You tell me what you’re comfortable with, and we don’t go past that. Deal?”

“Deal.” Relief flooded her expression. “What… what would you suggest? For a first lesson?”

“Oral sex,” I said bluntly. “It’s intimate without being penetrative. You can learn about giving pleasure, about energy transfer, about the physical mechanics of sex magic, without the vulnerability of full intercourse.”

Her blush deepened until it spread down her neck, disappearing beneath her dress collar. “You mean… I would use my mouth on you?”

“If you want to. There’s no pressure—”

“I want to.” The words came out in a rush. “I’ve read about it. In the medical texts. I know the theory. I just… I’ve never seen or done anything practical.”

“Then I’ll show you. But Lyric—” I caught her chin gently. “This isn’t just academic. This is real. You’ll be tasting me, touching me, learning how to pleasure me. It’s going to be intense and probably overwhelming. If at any point you want to stop—”

“I’ll tell you. I promise.” She took a shaky breath. “Can we… do it here? Or is that inappropriate?”

I glanced around the rooftop garden. Empty. Private. Warded against intrusion.

“Here’s fine. Privacy wards are active. Nobody will interrupt.”

“Okay.” She stood, wings fluttering nervously. “How do I… where should I…”

“Kneel in front of me. Between my legs. That’s the traditional position.”

She sank to her knees with surprising grace, white dress pooling around her like snow, wings folding against her back. From this angle she looked even more angelic—innocent face tilted up at me, golden hair falling in waves around her shoulders, sapphire eyes wide with nervous anticipation.

“You’re beautiful,” I told her.

Her blush deepened. “Thank you. I… you’re the first person to ever tell me that.”

“Then everyone at your old academy was blind.”

She smiled, some of the nervousness easing. Then her gaze dropped to where my cock was already hard, straining against my joggers, creating an obvious bulge.

“You’re… aroused,” she observed, clinical tone warring with fascination as she stared.

“You’re gorgeous and on your knees in front of me. Yeah, I’m aroused.”

“Is that… is that good?”

“Very good. Means my body is responding to yours. Creating energy for the magic we’re about to work.”

“Oh.” She reached out tentatively, fingers hovering over the outline of my erection through the fabric. “May I?”

“Touch me however you want. Explore. Learn.”

Her small hand pressed against my cock through the fabric, and we both groaned at the contact. Magic flared between us—her pure light mixing with my grounded power, creating sparks that made the air shimmer.

“It’s hard,” she whispered, almost to herself, fingers tracing the outline with academic curiosity. “And hot. I can feel it… pulsing. Throbbing.”

“Blood flow. Arousal makes everything more sensitive, increases the pulse.”

She stroked experimentally through my joggers, watching my face for reactions with intense focus. When I hissed in pleasure, her eyes lit up with that scholarly enthusiasm.

“You like that.”

“Yeah.”

“What else do you like?”

“Take me out. You’ll see.”

Her fingers found the waistband of my joggers with trembling eagerness. She pulled them down carefully, reverently, and my cock sprang free—thick and rigid, the head flushed dark and already glistening with precum.

Lyric stared, lips parting in shock.

“Oh my,” she breathed, eyes going wide. “It’s… larger than the anatomical diagrams suggested. Much larger.”

I couldn’t help laughing. “Only you would reference medical texts while looking at my dick.”

“I’m nervous!” But she was smiling too, some of the tension breaking. “I just… I want to do this right. I don’t want to disappoint you.”

“Lyric. There’s no way you could disappoint me. Just be honest about what you’re feeling and we’ll figure it out together.”

“Okay.” She reached out again, this time wrapping her small hand around my shaft. Skin on skin. Direct contact. The sensation sent electricity through both of us, and I felt her power surge in response, golden light flickering around her fingers. “Oh. Oh, that’s… the energy is so much stronger when there’s direct contact.”

“Told you. The more intimate the touch, the more power you generate.”

She stroked slowly, tentatively, learning the feel of me. Her hand barely wrapped around my girth, fingers not quite meeting. Her movements were unpracticed but earnest, and watching her discover this for the first time was incredibly erotic.

“It’s so warm,” she murmured, fascination coloring her voice. “And I can feel it… throbbing. Pulsing in my hand. Is that normal?”

“Very normal. Means I’m really aroused.”

“Because of me?”

“Because of you.”

Her expression turned wondering, almost awed. “I did this. I made you feel this way.”

“You did.”

Something shifted in her sapphire eyes. Pride. Power. The first taste of what it meant to affect someone sexually, to have that kind of influence over another person’s body.

“I want to taste you,” she whispered, leaning closer. “Like you said. I want to learn what it’s like.”

“Then do it. Start slow. Just lick, get used to the flavor and texture.”

Lyric leaned in, golden hair falling forward to frame her face in a curtain of honey-blonde silk. Her tongue extended—pink and delicate and perfect—and she gave my swollen cockhead a tentative lick.

I groaned, the sensation intense.

She pulled back immediately, eyes wide with concern. “Did I hurt you?”

“No. Opposite. That felt amazing.”

“Really?” Her confidence grew visibly. “Can I… can I do more?”

“As much as you want.”

She dove back in with endearing enthusiasm, licking along my shaft in exploratory strokes. Learning the taste—musky and male and uniquely me. Learning the texture—smooth skin over rigid hardness. Learning the way I reacted to different touches—my breathing changing, muscles tensing, small sounds escaping my throat.

When her tongue found the sensitive spot just under the head, I couldn’t suppress a moan.

“There?” she asked immediately, intelligent eyes watching my face as she repeated the motion. “That’s a good spot?”

“Very good spot.”

She focused there, licking and kissing with single-minded determination, that scholarly intensity applied to pleasuring me. I felt precum leaking steadily from the slit, and she caught it with her tongue, tasting it with curious fascination.

“It’s sweet,” she murmured, surprised, licking her lips. “And salty. And… I can feel your magic in it. Like liquid power.”

“Part of the energy transfer. When you consume sexual fluids, you’re literally drinking magic.”

Her eyes went dark with hunger—not just physical, but magical. The scholar in her recognizing an opportunity to learn something profound, to access power she’d never imagined.

“I want more,” she breathed, voice taking on a needy edge.

“Then take me in your mouth. Use your lips, your tongue. Move up and down, build rhythm. I’ll guide you.”

Lyric opened wide, jaw stretching, and wrapped her lips around my cockhead. Wet heat enveloped me, and she made a small sound—surprise or pleasure—as I filled her mouth, stretching her lips obscenely.

“That’s it,” I groaned, fighting the urge to thrust. “Now move. Bob your head. Use your hand on what your mouth can’t reach.”

She followed instructions with scholarly focus, working me with unpracticed but eager enthusiasm. Her technique was rough—lots of teeth grazing, no real rhythm yet—but her sheer determination to learn made up for inexperience.

And the magical energy building between us was incredible. Her pure light-magic mixing with my grounded power, amplified by sexual pleasure, creating something entirely new that made the air crackle.

“You’re doing so good,” I told her, threading my fingers through her golden hair. “Taking me so well for your first time. Such a good girl.”

She moaned around my cock, the vibration sending sparks up my spine. Her free hand came up to grip my thigh, nails digging in slightly as she worked faster, finding more confidence.

“That’s it. Find your rhythm. Feel how the magic builds when you give pleasure.”

She did. I could see it in her eyes—the dawning realization that this wasn’t just physical. It was power. Every stroke of her tongue, every suck of her lips, every moan around my shaft generated more magical energy than anything she’d done in pure light casting.

This was the heart of succubus magic. And she was drinking it in like someone dying of thirst.

She pulled off to gasp for air, spit connecting her swollen lips to my tip, her hand still stroking. “This is incredible. I can feel the power building. It’s like… like nothing I’ve ever experienced. How much stronger does it get?”

“Much stronger. When you make me come, when you swallow my cum, you’ll feel a surge of magic like you’ve never imagined.”

“I want that,” she breathed, eyes dark with hunger. “I want to feel it. Want to taste you. Want to drink your power.”

She dove back down, taking me deeper this time, pushing past her gag reflex. I felt her throat open, felt the tight clutch as she tried to swallow me whole. She gagged, pulled back coughing, tried again.

“Easy,” I murmured. “You don’t have to take it all. Just do what feels comfortable.”

But she was determined. Kept trying, kept pushing herself, kept learning how her throat worked until she managed to take me to the root, nose pressed against my pelvis, tears streaming down her angelic face.

“Fuck, Lyric—that’s my girl—”

She held there for three heartbeats, then pulled back gasping. Spit dripped down her chin, mascara running, face flushed and thoroughly debauched. But her eyes were bright with pride.

“I did it,” she gasped. “I took all of you.”

“You did. You’re amazing.”

She beamed, then sealed her lips around me again, working me with renewed enthusiasm. Faster now, harder, finding a rhythm that had my balls drawing up tight.

“I’m close,” I warned when I felt my orgasm building. “You can pull off if you don’t want—”

She sucked harder. Shook her head frantically. Made it absolutely clear she wanted this, wanted every drop.

“Okay. Then swallow. Take everything I give you. It’s part of the lesson. Part of the magic.”

Lyric moaned acknowledgment and doubled her efforts, bobbing faster, taking me deeper, her hand pumping my base in perfect rhythm. When her tongue found that sensitive spot again and flicked over it repeatedly, I lost it.

“Fuck—Lyric—coming—”

My cock pulsed hard, erupting in her mouth. Thick, hot spurts flooded her throat, and she gasped around me, eyes going wide with shock at the volume, the taste, the sheer intensity of it. But she didn’t pull away. Just swallowed convulsively, throat working to take every pulse, every rope, every drop of my release.

I felt the magic transfer—my essence flowing into her, raw power in liquid form. Her eyes rolled back slightly as she drank it down, her own magic flaring bright gold in response to consuming mine.

More cum pulsed from me, seemingly endless, and she took it all greedily. Swallowed and swallowed until I was completely spent, cock still twitching in her mouth.

When she finally released me and sat back on her heels, her face was flushed scarlet and her lips were swollen and red and she looked thoroughly debauched. Spit and traces of cum glistened on her chin. Her eyes were glazed with pleasure and magical overload.

And amazed.

“That was…” She touched her lips wonderingly, voice hoarse. “I felt it. The magic. When you… finished. It was like drinking pure concentrated power. Like lightning in liquid form.”

“Because that’s basically what cum is for succubi. Magical essence in physical form.”

“It’s incredible. I’ve never felt so much energy at once.” She looked down at her hands, and I saw faint golden light flickering around her fingers, sparking and dancing. “Is this normal?”

“Very normal. First time consuming sexual essence can be overwhelming. Your magic is trying to process all that new power.”

She laughed breathlessly. “Overwhelming is an understatement. I feel like I could cast a full protection ward around the entire campus right now. Like I could fly to the moon. Like I could—” She stopped, swaying slightly. “Oh. That’s… that’s a lot of energy.”

I reached out to steady her. “Yeah. First time can make you dizzy. Let it settle. Breathe.”

She did, taking deep breaths, letting the magical surge even out. Gradually the golden light around her hands faded to a gentle glow.

“I understand now,” she said quietly. “Why everyone’s so casual about it. Why it’s part of the curriculum. This isn’t just pleasure. It’s fundamental to how succubus magic works.”

“Exactly. You can’t separate the physical from the magical. They’re intertwined.”

She was quiet for a moment, processing. Then: “Thank you. For being patient. For teaching me. For making my first time something beautiful instead of clinical.”

“You did all the work. I just gave you permission to explore.”

“Still.” She stood gracefully, wings extending to help her balance. “I want to do this again. Learn more. There’s so much I still don’t understand.”

“We can do as many lessons as you want. Whenever you’re ready.”

“What about tomorrow?” Her eagerness was adorable. “Or is that too soon?”

“Tomorrow’s fine. But Lyric—” I caught her hand. “This isn’t just academic practice anymore. You understand that, right? We’re building something. A bond. The System’s tracking it.”

“I know.” She squeezed my fingers. “And I’m okay with that. More than okay. I… I like you, Kade. Not just as a mentor. As a person. And I want to explore that too, alongside the magic.”
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The notifications confirmed what I already felt. Lyric wasn’t just a student anymore. She was becoming part of our bonds. Part of our House.

Part of my harem.

“I like you too,” I said honestly. “And we’ll take this as slow or as fast as you want. No pressure. No expectations.”

“But plenty of lessons?” Her smile was playful, mischievous. A side of her I hadn’t seen before.

“As many as you want.”

“Good.” She leaned in and kissed me—quick and sweet and tasting of my own cum. “Same time tomorrow?”

“I’ll be here.”

She floated toward the stairwell, wings carrying her in graceful glides, golden hair catching moonlight. At the entrance she paused, looking back.

“Kade? I’m glad I transferred. Glad I met you. Glad I’m learning what this magic really means.”

“Me too, Lyric.”

She disappeared down the stairs, leaving me alone in the rooftop garden with the scent of jasmine and the taste of corruption on my tongue.

The innocent angel was falling.

And I was going to catch her every step of the way.


Chapter 10: Rival’s Devotion

Vyra cornered me after Combat Theory on Friday afternoon.

Not literally cornered—she wasn’t that obvious about it. But the way she positioned herself near the arena exit, arms crossed, crimson eyes tracking my movements with predatory focus, made her intent clear.

She wanted something.

“Mercer,” she called as I headed toward the locker rooms. “Got a minute?”

I stopped, turning to face her. Five days since the duel. Five days since I’d bent her over in my room and fucked the hate out of her. Five days of watching her navigate House dynamics with fierce determination to prove she belonged.

She looked good. Athletic body wrapped in compression shorts and a sports bra that showcased every defined muscle. Short silver-white hair still damp with training sweat. Burgundy wings folded tight against her back in that controlled tension she always carried.

“What’s up, Vyra?”

“Private training session. You and me. Tonight.” Blunt. Direct. Very her.

“What kind of training?”

“The kind where I prove I’m not just some conquered trophy you keep around for show.” Her tail lashed once. “I want to earn my place in this House. Actually earn it. Not just through sex.”

“You already earned it. You’re part of the bond network. House Night claims you.”

“Yeah, but I don’t feel like I’ve earned you yet.” She stepped closer, voice dropping. “The duel was… intense. What happened after was even more intense. But that was hate-sex. Anger-fucking. I want to show you what I can do when I’m not pissed off and humiliated.”

I studied her carefully. This wasn’t just about pride. This was about her competitive nature needing an outlet now that we weren’t enemies.

“You want to prove yourself through combat.”

“And through service.” Her crimson eyes held mine. “I’m a warrior, Kade. Fighting is how I communicate. How I bond. How I submit. So yeah—I want to train with you. Fight with you. Then let you claim me properly when I’m not fighting back out of stubbornness.”

There was vulnerability beneath the aggressive posture. She was asking permission to be herself while also surrendering to what we’d started.

“Arena Room Three. Eight PM. Bring your best.”

A fierce grin split her face. “You won’t be disappointed.”



Arena Room Three was one of the private training spaces—warded for privacy, padded floors, ward barriers to contain magical overflow. Perfect for the kind of session Vyra had in mind.

I arrived at eight sharp, wearing training gear. Light workout pants, compression shirt, bare feet for better traction.

Vyra was already there, stretching. She’d changed into minimal combat leathers—basically reinforced straps across her chest and hips that protected vitals while leaving maximum mobility. Her defined abs and muscular thighs were on full display, sun-kissed skin gleaming with prep oil.

She looked like a gladiator. Dangerous. Hungry.

“Rules,” she said without preamble. “Full contact sparring. No permanent damage. First to pin wins the round. Best of three rounds determines who’s on top tonight.”

“And if I win all three?”

“Then you get to do whatever you want to me.” Her tail swished. “But if I win even one, I get to ride you until I’m satisfied first.”

Fair terms. Competitive. Very her.

“Deal.”

We moved to the center of the mat, circling each other. I could feel her magical energy—aggressive, testing, looking for weaknesses.

“Begin when ready,” I said.

She exploded forward.

Fast—incredibly fast. Her fist came at my face in a blur, and I barely got my guard up in time. The impact rattled my arms. She followed with a knee strike, forcing me back.

I gave ground, assessing her style. Direct aggression. No wasted movement. Every strike designed to close distance and establish dominance.

When she overextended on a spinning kick, I caught her ankle and yanked. She went down but rolled instantly, sweeping my legs out from under me. We both hit the mat.

Wrestling. Close quarters. Bodies tangling.

Vyra was all hard muscle and slick skin, fighting to get on top. I trapped one of her wrists, leveraged my weight, flipped her onto her back. She bucked hard, and I barely held position.

“You’re strong,” she panted, crimson eyes blazing.

“You’re fast.”

We grappled, breathing hard, neither giving an inch. Her thigh hooked around my hip, trying to break my base. I shifted, pinned both her wrists above her head with one hand.

She went still beneath me.

“That’s pin one,” I said.

“Fuck.” But she was grinning. “Again.”

I released her, and we reset.

Round two was more strategic. She feinted high, went low, nearly got me in a chokehold from behind. I dropped my weight and rolled, breaking her grip. We ended up face to face, her back against the mat, my body covering hers.

Pin two.

“Best of three,” she reminded me, but there was heat in her voice now. Physical exertion bleeding into arousal. “One more round.”

Round three started slow. Circling. Testing. Then she lunged, and I met her halfway. The collision was explosive—bodies crashing together, hands grappling for control, legs tangling.

We rolled across the mat, trading positions. She got on top briefly, pinning my shoulders, but I bucked and reversed. My hand found her throat—not squeezing, just holding—and she froze.

Submission.

“Three for three,” I said quietly.

Her chest heaved beneath me, sweat making her skin shine. Crimson eyes were dilated nearly black with arousal. Her tail had stopped lashing and was now curled loosely around my calf.

“You win,” she breathed. “So take your prize, Pactweaver.”

I released her throat, but didn’t move off her. “That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? To lose. To surrender properly this time.”

“I wanted to fight first. Prove I could.” Her hands came up, gripping my shoulders. “But yeah—I wanted you to beat me. Pin me. Make me admit you’re stronger.”

“Why?”

“Because that’s when I feel it most. The bond. The pull toward you.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “In the duel, you dominated me with magic. In your room, you dominated me with hate-sex. But this? This is pure physical dominance. No tricks. No anger. Just you being better than me at what I do best.”

I leaned down, bringing our faces close. “And that turns you on.”

“So fucking much.” Her nails dug into my shoulders. “I’m a warrior, Kade. I need to know my alpha can actually beat me in a fair fight. Now I know. Now I can submit for real.”

I kissed her hard. She kissed back with fierce hunger, all that competitive aggression channeling into raw desire. Her tongue fought mine briefly before yielding, letting me take control.

When we broke apart, both panting, her eyes were wild.

“Claim me,” she demanded. “Right here. Right now. Show me what I earned by losing.”

I pulled back just enough to strip off her combat leathers. The straps came away easily, revealing her tight athletic body in full glory. Defined abs that flexed with each breath. Muscular thighs that could crush a man’s ribs. Round firm ass that I’d already claimed once before. Small pert breasts with hard nipples jutting up proudly.

Every inch of her was toned perfection. A warrior’s body. Built for combat and fucking.

“Beautiful,” I told her, running my hands over her abs, feeling the ridges of muscle beneath sweat-slick skin.

“Functional,” she countered, but color rose in her cheeks. “Built for combat. Built to fuck.”

“Both.” I traced the curve of her hip, watching her breath hitch. “You’re perfect.”

“Prove it.” Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me against her. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

I could feel the heat of her pussy through my training pants. Wet. Ready. Practically dripping.

My cock was already hard—had been since round one when her body had pressed against mine. Now it throbbed insistently, demanding release.

I stripped quickly. Training clothes hitting the mat in a heap. My dick sprang free, thick and rigid, precum already beading at the tip.

Vyra’s crimson eyes locked onto it. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips.

“Fuck, you’re big,” she breathed. “Love watching that cock get hard for me.”

“Love watching you get wet for me.” I settled between her spread thighs, my hands gripping her hips. “You’re soaked, Vyra. I can see it glistening on your pussy.”

“Fighting makes me wet.” She reached down, spreading herself open with two fingers, showing me her swollen pink folds. “Losing to someone stronger makes me drip. So yeah, I’m ready. Stop teasing and give it to me.”

I pressed the head of my cock against her entrance. Hot. Slick. Welcoming.

Then I thrust in hard.

She cried out—pleasure and surprise mixed—as I filled her completely in one stroke. Her back arched off the mat, breasts thrusting up, head thrown back.

“Fuck yes!”

Tight. So incredibly tight. Her pussy clamped around me like a vise, inner muscles fluttering and clenching. Hot wet silk that gripped every inch of my cock.

I pulled back slowly, watching my shaft emerge coated in her arousal. Then slammed back in.

“Yes!” Vyra’s nails raked my back, drawing blood. “Just like that. Hard. I’m not fragile.”

I set a brutal pace. Deep, pounding thrusts that made her whole body jolt with each impact. The sound of flesh slapping flesh echoed off the arena walls. Wet. Obscene. Perfect.

She met me stroke for stroke, athletic flexibility letting her take everything I gave. Her legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper with each thrust.

“Harder,” she demanded between gasps. “Come on, Pactweaver—fuck me like you beat me.”

I grabbed her thighs, pushed them back toward her chest, folding her nearly in half. The angle let me drive even deeper, my cock hitting spots that made her scream.

“Right there!” Her whole body shook. “Fuck—right there—don’t stop—”

I hammered into her, watching her tits bounce with each thrust. Small and pert, perfect handfuls, nipples hard as diamonds. I leaned down and caught one between my teeth.

She screamed again, pussy clenching so tight I could barely move.

“You like this?” I growled against her breast. “Being pinned down and fucked?”

“Love it.” Her crimson eyes were wild, pupils blown wide. “Love that you can—ah!—can make me submit. Love that you earned it.”

Sweat dripped from my forehead onto her abs. Her skin was flushed, glistening, every muscle defined and flexing. She looked like a goddess of war getting thoroughly conquered.

I shifted my grip, one hand pinning both her wrists above her head like I had during the matches. Total domination. My other hand snaked between our bodies, finding her clit.

The moment I touched it, she exploded.

Her orgasm hit like a thunderbolt. Back arching impossibly, breasts thrust up, mouth open in a silent scream. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my cock, milking me, trying to pull me deeper.

“Fuck—fuck—FUCK!”

I didn’t stop. Kept fucking her through the orgasm, through the aftershocks, my fingers still working her clit in hard circles. She writhed beneath me, oversensitive, overwhelmed, whimpering and shaking.

“Too much,” she gasped. “Can’t—oh god—”

“You can take it.” I thrust harder. “You’re strong enough, warrior. Take everything I give you.”

That competitive pride flared in her eyes. She bit her lip, nodded, and took it.

Took the relentless pounding. The stimulation. The complete domination of her body.

Another orgasm built quickly, crashing over her before the first had fully faded. This one was deeper, harder, ripping a hoarse scream from her throat.

“More,” she pleaded when she could speak, voice raw. “I want—I need—”

“Need what?”

“What we did before.” Her face flushed even deeper, crimson spreading down her neck to her chest. “In your room. When you… when you took my ass. I want that again. But this time I’m asking for it. Begging for it.”

My cock twitched inside her at the words.

I stilled, meeting her eyes. “You want me to fuck your ass?”

“Please.” Raw need in her voice. No pride now. Just hunger. “It’s how I know I’m really yours. When you claim that. When I give you everything.”

I pulled out slowly. Her pussy made obscene wet sounds as my cock emerged, glistening with her arousal. She whimpered at the loss, hips lifting, trying to follow.

“On your hands and knees,” I ordered. “Show me that perfect ass.”

She flipped over eagerly, getting into position. Muscular back, narrow waist, then the gorgeous swell of her ass. Round firm cheeks, battle-scars from combat training making her skin even more beautiful. Between her legs, her pussy was swollen and dripping, arousal running down her thighs. And above it, her asshole clenched in nervous anticipation.

I ran my hands over her ass, kneading the firm muscle. “Fucking beautiful.”

“It’s yours.” She looked back at me, crimson eyes burning. “Every part of me. Claim it.”

I grabbed the massage oil from my gear bag—had learned to carry it after the first time with Elowen—and slicked my cock thoroughly. The oil was slick and cool, a stark contrast to my heated flesh.

Then I drizzled some directly onto her ass, watching it run down her crack.

She shivered. “Cold.”

“I’ll warm you up.” I used my fingers to work the oil around her tight ring, massaging gently. Testing. Preparing.

Her whole body tensed.

“Relax. Breathe. Let me in.”

“I’m trying.” She panted, forcing her muscles to unclench. “Just—been thinking about this all week. Scared it’ll hurt. Scared it won’t.”

“It’ll be intense. But I’ll make it good for you.” I pressed one oil-slicked finger against her hole. “Trust me?”

“Yes.”

The finger slipped in to the first knuckle. Tight. Impossibly tight. She gasped, back arching.

“Breathe, Vyra.”

She did, and I worked the finger deeper. One knuckle. Two. All the way in. Her ass clenched around the intrusion, squeezing.

“That’s it. You’re doing so well.” I pumped the finger slowly, letting her adjust. “Such a good girl.”

“Not—ah—not a girl—”

“My girl.” I added more oil, then a second finger. The stretch made her whimper. “My warrior. Mine.”

“Yours.” She pushed back against my fingers, trying to take them deeper. “Fuck, it feels weird. Full. But good?”

“It’ll feel even better with my cock.” I scissored the fingers, stretching her carefully. “I’m going to fill this tight little ass and make you scream.”

“Yes. Please. I’m ready.”

She wasn’t, quite. But her eagerness was intoxicating.

I pulled my fingers out and positioned my cock at her entrance. The head pressed against her tight ring, oil-slicked and throbbing.

“Last chance to change your mind.”

“Fuck my ass, Kade.” She reached back, spreading her cheeks wider. “Claim me completely. Make me yours.”

I pushed forward slowly. The resistance was incredible—her body fighting the intrusion even as she willed herself to relax.

“Oh fuck—” Her voice cut off as the head popped past her outer ring. “Oh fuck oh fuck—”

“Breathe.”

She panted, trembling. Every muscle in her athletic body was taut. I could see her abs flexing, her thighs quivering, her wings twitching.

“You’re so tight.” I held still, letting her adjust. “Squeezing me so fucking hard.”

“Big,” she gasped. “You’re so big. Feels like you’re splitting me open.”

“You can take it. You’re strong enough.”

That competitive pride flared. She pushed back against me, forcing another inch inside.

We both groaned.

Her ass was a furnace. Tight beyond belief. Gripping my cock like nothing else.

I worked in slowly, inch by careful inch. Every time she tensed, I stopped and let her breathe. Every time she relaxed, I pushed a little deeper.

“Halfway,” I told her.

“Halfway?” She sounded incredulous. “There’s more?”

“A lot more. But you’re taking it so well.” I stroked her back, her flanks, gentling her. “Such a good warrior. Opening up for me. Letting me in.”

“Yours,” she whimpered. “All yours. Take it. Take everything.”

Another push. Another inch. Her burgundy tail wrapped around my forearm, squeezing tight, and I felt her whole body trembling.

“Almost there.”

“Can’t—too much—”

“Yes you can.” I leaned over her, pressing my chest against her back, changing the angle. “Because you’re mine, and I want all of you.”

She sobbed—pleasure or pain, I wasn’t sure—and pushed back hard.

The last few inches sank in all at once.

We both froze.

My cock was buried to the hilt in her ass. Her cheeks pressed against my hips. I could feel her pulse racing, feel every clench and flutter of her inner muscles.

“There,” I murmured against her ear. “All of me. Every fucking inch buried in your tight little ass.”

“Oh god.” She was shaking. “So full. Feel you everywhere. So deep.”

I stayed perfectly still, letting her adjust to the invasion. My hands stroked her sweat-slick skin—her back, her sides, her hips. Gentling her even as my cock throbbed inside her impossibly tight heat.

“How does it feel?”

“Intense.” She gasped. “Like you’re claiming me from the inside. Marking your territory. Making me yours in the most primitive way possible.”

“You are mine.” I kissed between her shoulder blades. “My warrior. My prize. My anal slut.”

She clenched at that last word, ass squeezing so tight I saw stars.

“Move,” she finally demanded. “Please. Need to feel you fuck me. Need to know what it’s like when you really claim this ass.”

I pulled back slowly, watching my cock emerge from her stretched hole. Her rim clung to my shaft, reluctant to let go. Then I thrust back in.

She cried out, back arching beautifully.

“Yes! Like that!”

I built a rhythm. Deep, steady strokes that had her gasping and moaning with each thrust. Her tail wrapped tighter around my forearm, holding on, and her whole body trembled.

“So good,” she whimpered. “Why does it feel even better than last time?”

“Because you’re not fighting it.” I gripped her hips, angling deeper. “You’re surrendering to it. Surrendering to me.”

“I’m surrendering to you.” She pushed back to meet my thrusts, taking me even deeper. “My alpha. My Pactweaver. My—fuck—my master.”

That word hit different. Deeper. She’d never used it before.

“Say that again.”

“Master.” Breathy. Desperate. Worshipful. “You’re my master now. You beat me fair. Earned the right to—ah!—to own me. To fuck me however you want.”

The word sent electricity down my spine. I fucked her harder, driven by her submission. Deep powerful strokes that made her whole body jolt.

“That’s right. I own this ass now.” I spanked her, watching the cheek redden. “Earned it. Won it. Mine.”

“Yours!” She was nearly sobbing. “Your ass. Your warrior. Your fucking slave if you want me.”

I spanked her again, harder. “Touch yourself. Make yourself come on my cock while I fuck your ass.”

Her hand flew between her legs instantly. I felt her fingers brush my balls as she found her clit, rubbing frantically.

“Oh fuck oh fuck—gonna come—”

“Do it. Come for me while I claim your ass.”

She screamed. The orgasm ripped through her like lightning, her whole body convulsing. Her ass clenched impossibly tight around my cock, rhythmic pulses that threatened to milk the cum right out of me.

I gritted my teeth, holding back, letting her ride it out.

“Don’t stop,” she begged. “Keep fucking me. Please. Need to feel you come inside me.”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. The combination of her desperate submission, the incredible tightness of her ass, her athletic body writhing beneath me—it was too much.

My balls drew up tight. Pressure built at the base of my spine.

“Coming,” I warned.

“Inside.” Fierce demand even through her pleasure. “Fill my ass. Mark me. Breed my fucking ass with your cum.”

I slammed in deep—deeper than before—and let go.

The orgasm exploded through me. My cock pulsed, thick ropes of cum flooding her ass, painting her insides white. I kept thrusting, working every drop into her, claiming her from the inside.

“Yes!” She ground back against me. “Feel it. So hot. So much. Filling me up. Marking me.”

I came for what felt like forever. Pulse after pulse, my cock jerking inside her tight heat, cum pumping deep into her bowels.

When it finally stopped, I was shaking.

I stayed buried in her as my cock softened slightly, both of us panting and trembling. When I finally pulled out, a trail of cum leaked from her stretched hole, running down to mix with the arousal coating her pussy.

She collapsed onto the mat, thoroughly fucked. Her ass gaped slightly, my cum still leaking out, and she looked back at me with satisfied crimson eyes.

“That’s what I needed.” Her voice was hoarse. “That’s what I’ve been craving since the duel.”

I lay down beside her, pulling her sweat-slicked body against mine. “No more hate. Just this.”

“Just this,” she agreed. Her breathing was still ragged. “Competing to prove myself. Then submitting when you win. It’s perfect.”

“You know you don’t have to lose to submit, right? You can just ask.”

“Where’s the fun in that?” But she was smiling, exhausted and sated. “I’m a warrior, Kade. I need the contest. The challenge. But knowing I can go all out and you’ll still beat me? That you’re strong enough to handle my best and dominate me anyway?”

“That’s hot.”

“Extremely hot.” She traced patterns on my chest with one finger. “And now I want to prove I can be the best at serving you too. Best at pleasuring you. Best harem member.”

“It’s not a competition—”

“Everything’s a competition.” Her tail curled around my thigh possessively. “But this time I’m competing to win your approval. Your praise. Your cum.”

[System — Bond Threshold Reached]
[Vyra Ashenclaw: 500 (Crush)]
[New Passive Unlocked: Battle Lust — combat generates arousal energy; sparring partners gain temporary stat bonuses]
[Ritual Node Unlocked: Combat Synergy — multi-partner combat scenarios amplify all participants’ abilities]
[Focus Tokens +50]
[Achievement: Warrior’s Devotion — dominant claim of competitive partner through earned submission]

The notifications confirmed what I felt. Vyra wasn’t just accepting her place anymore. She was embracing it. Channeling all that competitive fire into devotion.

“I want to be your best,” she murmured against my chest. “Your strongest fighter. Your most devoted submissive. Your—”

“My Vyra.” I kissed the top of her sweat-damp hair. “You don’t have to be the best at anything except being yourself.”

“But I will be anyway.” That competitive grin. “Watch. I’ll out-fight them all. Out-fuck them all. Prove I earned this bond more than anyone.”

“There’s my warrior.”

“Yours.” She bit my chest lightly. “Your warrior. Your prize. Your anal slut who needs to be beaten and claimed regularly.”

“I can work with that.”

We lay there in the training arena, cooling down, her athletic body pressed against mine. Outside these walls, the campus continued its nightly rhythms. Inside, we’d forged something new.

Vyra wasn’t my enemy anymore. Wasn’t even just my harem member.

She was my rival who’d chosen devotion. My warrior who’d found her alpha. My competitor who’d discovered that losing could feel like winning.

“Same time next week?” she asked.

“Every week. We’ll make it a standing training session.”

“Perfect.” Her tail tightened around my thigh. “And every week you better bring your A-game. Because I’m going to keep pushing you. Keep challenging you. Keep making you prove you deserve to own me.”

“Looking forward to it.”

She kissed my chest once more, then climbed to her feet with athletic grace. “I should shower. Clean up before heading back to the dorms.”

“Want company?”

“Always. But…” She hesitated. “Would you let me shower alone this time? I need a few minutes to process everything. The fight. The sex. The submission. It’s a lot.”

“Of course. Take your time.”

She gathered her scattered combat leathers, wings stretching in satisfaction. At the arena exit she paused.

“Kade? Thank you. For understanding what I needed. For giving me the fight before the fuck.”

“Anytime, Vyra.”

She left, and I heard the shower running in the adjacent facilities.

I lay on the training mat, body pleasantly exhausted, mind processing the shift in our dynamic. Vyra had fully integrated. Not by becoming soft or submissive in temperament, but by channeling her natural aggression into a new framework.

She’d compete. She’d challenge. She’d push me to be better.

And then she’d submit when I proved myself worthy.

It was perfect.

My comm-crystal buzzed—message from Roxy:

“Heard screaming from Room Three. You two break anything important? —R.V.”

I laughed and typed back: “Just her resistance. We’re good.”

“Good. Because Elowen found something interesting in the restricted stacks. Meeting in the lounge in 30?”

“I’ll be there.”

I stood, gathered my training gear, and headed for my own shower. Whatever Elowen had discovered could wait thirty minutes.

Right now, I needed to wash away the sweat and cum and bask in the afterglow of claiming my warrior properly.

The bond network pulsed with satisfaction. Vyra’s presence in it was stronger now. More secure. Fully integrated.

House Night was growing stronger with every connection forged.

And we were just getting started.


Chapter 11: Ritual Circle Unveiled

The Ritual Arena’s multi-partner chamber wasn’t used often.

According to Maelia, it required specific conditions—willing participants with established bonds, compatible magical signatures, and most importantly, genuine trust. The chamber itself was circular, walls inscribed with ancient glyphs that pulsed faintly in the low light. At the center, three interlocking circles were etched into the polished floor, each one sized for a single person.

“So this is where the magic happens,” Roxy said, circling the edge of the chamber. Her electric-violet hair caught the glow from the wall runes, giving her an ethereal quality. “Literally.”

“According to the restricted texts, yes.” Elowen adjusted her thick black-framed glasses, notebook in hand as always. “Tier 2 Ritual Circles require minimum three participants to activate. The exponential power boost comes from synchronized energy exchange between all parties.”

“In non-nerd speak?” Roxy grinned.

“We fuck in a specific pattern, and the magic amplifies itself.” I leaned against the wall, watching both of them explore the space. “The ritual structure channels and multiplies the energy we generate.”

“Much better explanation.” Roxy’s tail swished playfully. “So why haven’t we done this before?”

“Because it requires precise coordination,” Elowen explained, pushing her glasses up. “Each participant has a specific role in the energy flow. If anyone breaks the pattern or loses focus, the circuit collapses and the power disperses.”

“Sounds complicated.”

“It is.” I pushed off the wall. “Which is why Maelia suggested we try it now. Our bonds are strong enough, and we’ve all worked together enough to maintain focus during… intense situations.”

Roxy’s magenta eyes gleamed. “Intense situations meaning you fucking us while we try not to break magical concentration?”

“Exactly.”

“I’m in.” She bounced on her toes, perky B-cups jiggling in her cropped tee. “When do we start?”

Elowen closed her notebook, a faint blush coloring her pale porcelain cheeks. “I’ve studied the theory extensively. The ritual has three phases—initiation, circulation, and culmination. Each phase requires different positioning and energy flows.”

“Show me,” I said.

She moved to the center, standing in one of the three circles. “The Anchor stands here. That’s you, Kade. Your immunity makes you the ideal central point—you can channel energy without being overwhelmed by it.”

I stepped into the circle she’d indicated, feeling a faint tingle as the glyphs recognized my magical signature.

“The Catalyst takes this position.” Elowen moved to the circle on my right. “That’s the person who initiates the energy surge. High arousal, high output. The exhibitionist.”

“That’s definitely me.” Roxy claimed the third circle on my left. “I’m great at getting excited and putting on a show.”

“And I’m the Conduit,” Elowen continued, adjusting her glasses again—nervous tell. “I regulate the flow, maintain the circuit, ensure the energy doesn’t spike too fast or collapse too soon.”

“So Roxy gets us started, you keep us stable, and I hold everything together while we fuck in a magic triangle,” I summarized.

“Essentially, yes.”

“I love magic.” Roxy grinned. “Okay, so what’s the actual ritual look like? Do we just go at it, or is there specific choreography?”

Elowen’s blush deepened. “There’s… very specific choreography. The texts were quite detailed. With diagrams.”

“You studied sex position diagrams?” I couldn’t help teasing.

“For academic purposes!” But she was smiling despite the embarrassment. “And yes, I may have… mentally rehearsed several times.”

“While touching yourself?”

“That’s not relevant to the ritual mechanics—”

“But you did.”

She huffed, pushing her glasses up. “Fine. Yes. The diagrams were very thorough and I wanted to ensure I understood the energy flow patterns, which required… visualization.”

Roxy laughed. “You masturbated to magical sex instruction manuals. That’s adorably nerdy.”

“Can we focus on the actual ritual please?”

“We are focused.” I stepped closer to Elowen, catching her chin gently. “And for the record, the image of you touching yourself while studying ritual diagrams is extremely hot.”

Her breath hitched, dark brown eyes dilating behind her glasses. “Really?”

“Really.” I kissed her softly, tasting vanilla lip balm and nervous anticipation. “So show us what you learned, professor.”

She shivered at the title, then took a steadying breath. “Phase one—initiation. The Catalyst generates high arousal through stimulation from the Anchor. The visual and energetic excitement triggers the first pulse.”

“Meaning Kade gets me hot and bothered while you watch and the magic starts flowing?” Roxy interpreted.

“Correct.”

“Easy.” Roxy pulled her cropped tee over her head in one smooth motion, tossing it aside. Her perky breasts bounced free, bare underneath, nipples already hard as little pink pebbles. “I’m excellent at getting hot and bothered.”

I watched her strip, cock already beginning to stiffen. Roxy’s body was a gymnast’s dream—petite and tight, every muscle defined. Small breasts that fit perfectly in my palms. Narrow waist. Dancer’s legs that could wrap around me twice.

“Phase two—circulation,” Elowen continued, voice slightly breathless as she tracked Roxy’s movements. Her eyes kept drifting to Roxy’s exposed breasts, pupils dilating. “The Anchor shifts focus to the Conduit while maintaining contact with the Catalyst. Energy flows in a triangle—Anchor to Catalyst to Conduit and back.”

“So while Kade’s fucking one of us, he stays connected to the other, and we all feed magic into each other?” Roxy kicked off her micro-skirt and thigh-highs, naked except for the silver choker around her throat. Her pussy was already glistening, completely shaved, pink and perfect. “This ritual sounds like my kind of party.”

“And phase three—culmination.” Elowen’s hands trembled slightly as she set her notebook aside. “All three participants reach climax simultaneously while maintaining the circuit. The synchronized orgasm creates a power surge that the ritual structure amplifies exponentially.”

“Group orgasm while channeling magic.” I looked between them both. “Think we can pull that off?”

“I’m confident in the theory.” Elowen started unbuttoning her tight sweater with shaking fingers, revealing pale creamy skin and a lacy black bra straining over her generous C-cups. “The practical execution will require focus and communication.”

“And enthusiasm,” Roxy added, already moving to stand in front of me. Her petite naked body practically vibrated with excitement, tail swishing behind her. “Which we have in abundance.”

I could smell her arousal already. Sweet and musky. My cock responded immediately, hardening fully in my joggers.

I pulled off my shirt, then my joggers and boxers, freeing my erection. It sprang up, thick and ready, and both women’s eyes locked onto it immediately.

“Fuck,” Roxy breathed. “I will never get tired of watching that cock get hard for us.”

“Any other requirements we should know about?” I asked, wrapping my hand around my shaft and stroking once.

“Verbal consent and continuous communication.” Elowen stripped off her tight jeans with more difficulty—they clung to her thick thighs and spectacular ass before finally coming free. Black lace panties hugged her curves, already damp in the center. “The texts emphasize that forced or coerced participation breaks the circuit immediately. Everyone must want to be here.”

“I definitely want to be here.” Roxy pressed against me, small breasts squashing against my chest, nipples hard points against my skin. Her tail wrapped around my thigh possessively, and I felt the heat of her pussy against my leg. “Have wanted to do this since Kade suggested group dynamics. Finally getting to fuck you both at once? While generating massive magical power? Yes please.”

“Elowen?” I looked at her over Roxy’s violet hair.

She removed her glasses carefully, folding them and setting them aside—her surrender signal. When she looked at me again, her dark eyes were hungry, pupils blown wide. “I want this. Want to prove the theory works. Want to feel what happens when we combine our energies. Want…” She hesitated, then pushed forward. “Want to be part of something bigger than just two-person coupling.”

“Then let’s begin.” I cupped Roxy’s face with both hands, kissing her deeply while my other hand slid down to find Elowen’s hip, pulling her close. “Phase one—initiation.”

Roxy melted into the kiss, magenta eyes fluttering closed. Her small tongue met mine eagerly, wrestling and yielding by turns. Her hands roamed my chest, nails scraping lightly over my pecs, down my abs. One hand wrapped around my cock and squeezed.

I groaned into her mouth.

I felt the first pulse of magical energy—her arousal creating power that radiated outward in warm waves.

The glyphs on the walls began to glow brighter, pulsing in time with our heartbeats.

“It’s working,” Elowen breathed from beside us. She’d stripped completely now, her thicc librarian curves on full display. Generous C-cups with dusky pink nipples. Wide hips. Thick juicy thighs. That spectacular round ass I’d claimed so thoroughly before. “The ritual is recognizing our intent.”

I broke the kiss with Roxy, turning to capture Elowen’s mouth instead. She tasted like vanilla and nervous excitement, tongue meeting mine with scholarly precision—methodical, thorough. My hand slid from her hip to her ass, squeezing the spectacular round flesh, and she moaned into my mouth.

God, she had an amazing ass. Soft and firm at the same time. Perfect for squeezing. Perfect for spanking. Perfect for spreading open and—

“Don’t forget about me, Pactweaver.” Roxy’s hands found my cock, stroking slowly, spreading the precum that was already leaking from the tip.

I reached down with my free hand, fingers finding Roxy’s wet slit. She gasped as I teased her clit, hips bucking into my touch.

So wet already. Slippery and hot. My fingers slid easily between her folds, finding her entrance and pushing inside.

“Fuck yes,” Roxy whimpered against my shoulder.

The magical energy intensified. I could see it now—faint golden threads beginning to form between the three of us. Connecting heart to heart, power to power. They pulsed and writhed like living things, growing brighter with every touch.

“Phase one is stabilizing,” Elowen reported, even as she ground her thick ass back against my hand. Her own wetness was coating my palm. “The circuit is forming. Move to phase two when Roxy peaks.”

“Close,” Roxy panted, riding my fingers frantically. Her pussy clenched around me, hot and tight. “So close already. Watching you two kiss while touching me is—fuck—is really hot.”

I worked her faster, thumb circling her clit in tight spirals while two fingers pumped inside her tight heat. She was soaking wet, arousal running down my hand, her whole body trembling.

“That’s it,” I murmured against Elowen’s neck. “Show us how excited you are, Roxy. Let the magic feel your pleasure.”

“Gonna—oh fuck—gonna—”

I curled my fingers, hitting that spot inside her, and Roxy shattered with a sharp cry.

Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my fingers, so tight I could barely move them. Her whole body shuddered, small breasts heaving, head thrown back as she screamed her pleasure to the glowing ceiling.

The magical energy pulsed bright—a catalyst surge that made the wall glyphs flare brilliant gold.

“Perfect,” Elowen gasped. “Phase one complete. The initial pulse has been established.”

I withdrew my fingers from Roxy’s dripping pussy, and she whimpered at the loss. My hand was coated in her arousal, glistening.

“Phase two,” Elowen directed breathlessly. “Anchor shifts to Conduit while maintaining contact with Catalyst.”

I brought my wet fingers to my mouth, licking them clean while both women watched. Roxy tasted sweet and tangy, delicious. “Fuck, you taste good.”

“Save some of that energy for me,” Elowen said, but her voice was thick with arousal.

I guided Elowen toward the ritual circles, my cock bobbing heavily between my legs. She lay back in the center one—the Conduit position—and spread her thick thighs in invitation. Her pussy was swollen and wet, pink folds glistening, dark curls neatly trimmed.

“Roxy, kneel beside us,” I instructed, understanding the choreography now. “Stay in physical contact.”

Roxy dropped to her knees on shaky legs, one hand on my back, the other reaching to stroke Elowen’s thick thigh. The magical threads followed the contact points, weaving between all three of us in glowing patterns.

I positioned myself between Elowen’s spread legs, cock pressing against her wet entrance. The head slid through her folds, coating itself in her arousal.

“Ready?” I asked.

“Yes.” She gripped my shoulders with both hands, nails digging in. “Take me. Fill the circuit.”

I thrust in deep, and we both groaned at the connection.

Tight. So incredibly tight. Her pussy gripped my cock like a velvet fist, hot and wet and perfect. I could feel every flutter of her inner walls, every clench.

But more than physical—I felt the magical energy flowing through our joining, cycling from me to her to Roxy and back. It was like liquid lightning in my veins.

“Oh fuck,” Elowen gasped, back arching off the floor. Her spectacular tits bounced, nipples hard. “I can feel—the energy is so much stronger than the diagrams suggested—”

“Told you studying can’t replace practical experience.” I pulled back slowly, watching my cock emerge coated in her arousal, then thrust back in hard.

She cried out, whole body jolting.

I set a steady rhythm, watching her spectacular tits bounce with each thrust. Her pale skin glowed faintly with magical energy, and every time I bottomed out, hitting her deepest spots, the threads between us pulsed brighter.

“So good,” Elowen moaned, scholarly composure completely shattered. “So deep. Can feel you everywhere.”

Roxy leaned in, kissing Elowen while still maintaining contact with both of us. The addition of their connection created a new branch in the circuit—energy flowing in multiple directions at once, amplifying with each pass.

I watched them kiss, Roxy’s small pink tongue sliding against Elowen’s, and my cock throbbed inside Elowen’s pussy.

“This is incredible,” Roxy moaned between kisses. “I can feel what you’re feeling. Both of you. The connection is—it’s like being inside your pleasure.”

“That’s the synergy effect.” Elowen’s clinical analysis was interrupted by gasps as I hit a particularly good angle. Her inner walls clenched hard around me. “Our sensations are—ah!—bleeding across the bond. Creating feedback loops.”

I reached between us, finding Elowen’s clit. Swollen and slippery. I rubbed it in firm circles.

She cried out, inner walls clenching around my cock so hard it almost hurt. The magical threads flared bright gold, and I felt Roxy shudder in response—experiencing Elowen’s pleasure through the circuit.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Roxy gasped. “I can feel her pussy clenching. Feel how good your cock feels inside her. It’s making me so wet again.”

“We need to rotate,” Elowen panted between moans. Her pussy was gripping me rhythmically now, trying to milk my cock. “For optimal energy distribution. The Anchor should couple with both partners during phase two.”

“Greedy,” I teased, but pulled out carefully.

My cock emerged slick and throbbing, Elowen’s arousal coating it completely. Her pussy gaped slightly, empty and clenching on nothing.

“Roxy’s turn.”

“Finally.” Roxy sprawled in her designated circle, legs spread wide, pussy glistening. She reached down and spread herself open with two fingers, showing me her swollen pink folds. “Come on, Pactweaver. Show me what that magical dick can do.”

I moved to her, maintaining one hand on Elowen’s thick thigh to keep the circuit active. When I pressed my cock against Roxy’s entrance, I could feel how incredibly wet she was. Hot and slippery.

I pushed in slowly, watching my thick shaft disappear into her tight little pussy.

All three of us gasped—the circuit flaring with new intensity.

Roxy was even tighter than Elowen. Smaller. Her pussy stretched around my cock, gripping every inch as I sank deeper.

“Fuck yes,” Roxy moaned, hips rolling to meet my thrusts. Her small breasts bounced with each impact. “This is so much better than solo sex. I can feel Elowen’s nerves still firing, her pussy remembering how you felt inside her, and it’s making me even hotter.”

I fucked her harder, watching my cock disappear into her tight little cunt over and over. The wet sounds filled the chamber, obscene and perfect.

“The circuit is approaching critical,” Elowen observed, one hand between her own legs now, fingers working her clit to maintain her arousal level. “Phase three should initiate soon.”

“Which means?” I gripped Roxy’s narrow hips, pulling her onto my cock harder.

“Simultaneous climax. All three.” Elowen’s eyes were dark with hunger, pupils blown wide. “And it needs to be… collaborative. Not just you fucking us individually.”

“Show me the position.”

She stood on shaky legs, moving to kneel beside Roxy. “The texts called it the Triad Apex. Anchor in center, partners on either side. Maximum contact points, maximum circuit efficiency.”

I understood. Pulled out of Roxy—she whimpered at the loss—and moved to sit in my designated circle, cock standing rigid and slick.

“Come here, both of you.”

Roxy straddled me first, gripping my shoulders for balance. She positioned herself over my cock, then sank down slowly.

I watched my shaft disappear into her tight little pussy, inch by inch, her face contorting with pleasure as she took me all the way to the hilt.

“God,” she gasped. “So full. Can feel you in my throat.”

Elowen positioned herself behind me, her massive soft tits pressing against my back. One hand reached around to stroke Roxy’s clit while the other gripped my shoulder.

I could feel her hard nipples digging into my back. Feel her breath on my neck. Feel her wetness coating her thighs.

“Like this?” Elowen asked, voice breathy.

“Almost.” I guided her other hand to join where Roxy and I were connected, making her feel where my cock disappeared into Roxy’s pussy. “We need a full circuit. Direct connection.”

Elowen’s fingers explored, sliding over Roxy’s clit, down to where my cock stretched her entrance, then back up. Touching us both. Connecting us.

Roxy twisted, capturing Elowen’s mouth in a kiss while grinding on my cock. Their breasts pressed together—perky B-cups against generous C-cups—and I felt the magical energy spike at the intimate contact.

“Perfect,” Elowen breathed against Roxy’s lips. “The circuit is complete. All contact points active. Energy flowing in full rotation.”

I could see it now—golden threads weaving between all three of us in complex patterns. Every touch point created a new connection. Every thrust, every kiss, every moan sent energy cascading through the network, amplifying and spiraling higher.

“We need to come together,” I reminded them, fighting my own building orgasm. My balls were drawn up tight, pressure building at the base of my spine. “Coordinate.”

“I’m close,” Roxy panted, riding me faster. Her tight little pussy squeezed my cock with every bounce. “So fucking close. Can feel both of you inside my head. Your pleasure mixing with mine.”

“Same,” Elowen gasped, fingers working frantically between Roxy’s legs while her other hand gripped my shoulder hard enough to bruise. “The feedback loop is—it’s exponential. Every sensation amplifies the others.”

I thrust up hard, meeting Roxy’s downward motion. My cock drove deep, hitting her cervix, and she screamed.

Her inner walls fluttered around me, on the edge of orgasm.

“Now—I’m coming now—”

“Together,” Elowen commanded, voice sharp with academic authority even in the throes of pleasure. “Hold it—synchronize—”

I gripped Roxy’s narrow hips with both hands, forcing myself to wait even as my cock throbbed with the desperate need for release. I could feel Elowen trembling against my back, her own orgasm hovering at the edge, her fingers slippery with Roxy’s arousal as she worked both our pleasure centers.

“Three,” Elowen counted, voice shaking. “Two—”

“One,” I growled, and let go.

All three of us came simultaneously.

Roxy’s pussy clenched around my cock like a vise, rhythmic pulses that milked me. I felt my orgasm explode, thick ropes of cum flooding her tight little cunt. Elowen shuddered against my back, her own climax crashing through her, crying out against Roxy’s shoulder.

And the circuit exploded with power.

Golden threads blazing so bright they lit the entire chamber like daylight. The energy didn’t just flow—it surged. Amplified. Spiraled upward in exponential growth as our synchronized orgasms fed into each other.

I felt Roxy’s ecstasy as if it were my own. The tight clench of her pussy. The waves of pleasure radiating from her core. The overwhelming fullness of my cock buried deep inside her.

I felt Elowen’s intellectual satisfaction at the ritual working perfectly. Her analytical mind cataloging sensations even as pleasure drowned her thoughts. The sweet release of her own orgasm, fingers working her clit frantically.

I felt my own dominant pleasure at claiming them both. At filling Roxy with my cum. At being the center of this incredible magical working.

And all of it merged. Mixed. Amplified until individual sensation became irrelevant—we were one circuit, one consciousness, one massive surge of sexual magical energy spiraling higher and higher.

The chamber glyphs blazed incandescent. The ritual circles beneath us pulsed in perfect synchronization. And the power kept building, kept spiraling upward, until finally—

Release.

The energy discharged in a brilliant flash that left afterimages burned into my retinas. It flooded outward through the chamber and into the campus wards, stabilizing ancient protections, reinforcing weakened barriers, filling gaps that had formed over decades of neglect.

Then slowly, gradually, we came back to ourselves.

Roxy collapsed against my chest, panting and trembling. My cock was still buried in her pussy, still twitching, still leaking the last spurts of cum into her. Elowen slumped against my back, aftershocks still rippling through her, her breath hot on my neck.

I held them both, equally wrecked, my whole body humming with residual magical energy.

“Holy fuck,” Roxy finally managed, voice hoarse. “That was—I can’t even—”

“Extraordinary,” Elowen breathed. “The texts didn’t adequately describe the subjective experience. The sensation of consciousness merging, of individual pleasure becoming collective—”

“It was amazing,” I finished for her, kissing the top of her head. “You were both incredible.”

Cum was leaking out around my cock where it was still buried in Roxy’s pussy, running down my balls. The wet warmth made me twitch again.

[System — Ritual Complete: Triad Power]
[New Ritual Unlocked: Triad Circle — 3+ partner synchronized energy amplification]
[Party Synergy Bonus: +25% to all magical abilities when working with bonded partners]
[Focus Tokens +50]
[Sigil Sparks +6 → 80/100]
[Achievement: Sacred Triangle — successfully coordinated multi-partner ritual climax]
[Bond Synergy Achieved: Roxy + Elowen + Kade — perfect circuit formation]

The notifications confirmed what we’d all felt. This wasn’t just sex. It was a fundamental shift in how our magic worked together.

“The wards,” Elowen murmured, still catching her breath. “Did you feel them? When the energy discharged?”

“Yeah.” I had. “We just reinforced campus protections more in ten minutes than most mages could in a month of dedicated work.”

“And Compliance can’t replicate this,” Roxy added, lifting her head to grin at me weakly. Cum was still dripping from her well-fucked pussy. “Because their bonds aren’t real. They’re political. Forced. They could never create this kind of willing synchronization.”

“Exactly.” Elowen shifted, extracting herself from the tangle of limbs to retrieve her glasses. When she put them on, some of her clinical detachment returned. “This proves that genuine bonds—freely chosen, enthusiastically maintained—generate exponentially more power than any forced arrangement.”

“We just made a political statement with our pussy,” Roxy said cheerfully.

“Crude but accurate.” Elowen was smiling despite the eye-roll. “Though I prefer to think of it as proving a magical theorem through empirical testing.”

“You would.”

I watched them banter, affection warming my chest. This was what made our House different. Not just the bonds, but the genuine connection. The trust. The willingness to be vulnerable together in pursuit of something greater.

“We should document this,” Elowen was saying, already reaching for her notebook. “The ritual structure, the energy patterns, the subjective experiences—”

“After we clean up and maybe recover feeling in our legs?” Roxy suggested, still sprawled across me, my cock softening inside her.

“Fair point.”

We disentangled slowly, bodies pleasantly exhausted. When Roxy lifted herself off my cock, a flood of cum poured out of her well-fucked pussy, running down her thighs.

“Fuck, you came so much,” she said, looking down at the mess. “I’m leaking everywhere.”

“Sorry—”

“Don’t be.” She grinned. “It’s hot.”

I helped both of them stand, noting the satisfied smiles and occasional trembles as aftershocks rippled through them. Cum was still dripping from Roxy’s pussy, leaving a trail on the floor.

“Same time next week?” Roxy asked, only half-joking.

“The ritual shouldn’t be overused,” Elowen cautioned, legs still shaky. “The texts recommend monthly intervals to prevent circuit fatigue.”

“But it can be used when needed?” I asked. “For emergency ward reinforcement or major magical work?”

“Theoretically yes. The power output is significant enough to justify occasional use beyond the recommended schedule.” She adjusted her glasses. “Though I’d want to research the long-term effects before committing to frequent repetition.”

“Of course you would.” I pulled her in for a soft kiss. “Research away, professor. Just remember to schedule practical demonstrations.”

“I’ll add it to my calendar.”

Roxy giggled. “Only Elowen would literally schedule group sex.”

“Organization is important!”

“So is spontaneity.”

“I can be spontaneous—”

“Sure you can.” But Roxy was grinning affectionately. “That’s why you color-code your class notes.”

They continued bickering as we gathered our scattered clothes, and I felt the bond network pulse with contentment. This was good. This was right. The three of us together, building something that transcended individual magic.

My comm-crystal buzzed—message from Maelia:

“Wards just stabilized across three sectors. I assume the ritual went well? —M.S.”

I typed back: “Better than expected. We’ll write up a report.”

“Looking forward to it. And Kade? Be careful. This kind of power doesn’t go unnoticed. Compliance will ask questions.”

“Let them ask. We’re not breaking any rules.”

“No. You’re proving their rules are obsolete. Which is far more dangerous.”

I pocketed the crystal, considering her warning. She wasn’t wrong. Every demonstration of what genuine bonds could achieve made the Compliance Council’s forced-pairing system look weaker by comparison.

“Something wrong?” Elowen had noticed my expression.

“Just Maelia reminding us to be careful. The power surge was apparently noticeable.”

“Good.” Roxy pulled her micro-skirt back on, not bothering with panties. Cum was still trickling down her thighs. “Let them notice. Let them see what we can do that they can’t. Maybe it’ll inspire more people to build real bonds instead of political ones.”

“Or it’ll make them crack down harder on anyone who threatens their system.”

“Then we deal with that when it happens.” She bounced over, kissing me quickly. “But right now? I’m going to enjoy the afterglow of the best magical experience of my life and not worry about politics.”

“Sound advice,” Elowen agreed, though she was frowning slightly. “Though we should start monitoring Compliance activity more closely. Dean Morrow in particular has been unusually interested in our House lately.”

“Noted.” I pulled my shirt on. “Anything specific we should watch for?”

“Unusual policy proposals. Restrictions on multi-partner rituals. Requirements for Council oversight of advanced magic practices.” She ticked items off on her fingers. “Basically anything that would prevent us from doing what we just did.”

“Then we stay ahead of them. Keep proving our methods work. Keep building genuine bonds.”

“And keep having incredible group sex,” Roxy added cheerfully.

“That too.”

We left the Ritual Arena together, the chamber glyphs dimming behind us. Outside, the campus night was cool and quiet, neon lights pulsing in their usual rhythms.

But something had changed. We’d proven that three could become more than the sum of their parts. That synchronized pleasure could generate massive power. That love—or at least genuine affection and trust—was a magical force in its own right.

And somewhere in the administrative towers, I knew people were taking notice.

Let them.

We weren’t breaking any rules. Weren’t hurting anyone. Just building something beautiful and powerful from freely chosen bonds.

If that threatened the established order, maybe the established order needed threatening.

“Same time next month,” Elowen said as we reached the dorm entrance. “I’ll schedule it.”

“And in the meantime, we can practice the two-person circuits,” Roxy suggested with a wink. “For science.”

“Everything’s for science with you two.”

“Science is important!”

I laughed, pulling them both in for a quick hug. “Get some rest. We’ll debrief properly tomorrow.”

They headed to their respective rooms, leaving me alone in the corridor. The bond network hummed with satisfaction—not just from the ritual, but from the deepening connections between all of us.

House Night was becoming something special. Something powerful.

Something worth protecting.

I headed to my own room, already thinking about next steps. The ritual had proven our potential. Now we needed to build on it. Expand it. Prepare for whatever Compliance threw at us.

But tonight, I’d rest.

Tomorrow, we’d change the world.

One synchronized orgasm at a time.


Chapter 12: Dean’s Gambit

The summons came two days after the ritual.

Not a request. Not a suggestion. A formal magical summons that appeared on my comm-crystal with the unmistakable seal of the Compliance Council stamped across it.

“Mr. Mercer—Your presence is required at a Council inquiry regarding recent unauthorized magical activities. Headmistress Sable’s office, 2 PM today. Attendance is mandatory. —Dean Aldric Morrow, Vice Chair, Compliance Council”

“Unauthorized magical activities,” I read aloud, showing the message to Maelia across her desk. “That’s creative phrasing.”

“That’s political maneuvering.” Maelia’s light hazel eyes were sharp behind her glasses. She sat with perfect poise in her high-backed chair, massive E-cups straining the silk blouse she wore, but her expression was all business. “Dean Morrow is making his move. The ward stabilization was too visible to ignore.”

“We didn’t break any rules. The Ritual Arena is open to all students with appropriate bond levels.”

“You didn’t break written rules. But you demonstrated something Compliance finds threatening—that genuine bonds generate more power than their carefully controlled political pairings.” She tapped her manicured nails on the desk. “They can’t regulate what they can’t replicate. That makes you dangerous.”

“So what’s the play?”

“Let me handle the political theater. You focus on honest answers and don’t let Morrow bait you into saying something he can twist.” She stood, adjusting her pencil skirt. “The inquiry will be in this office at two. I’ll have Council members present—Morrow’s required to bring witnesses per protocol. Expect him to frame concerns about your ‘influence’ over House members.”

“My bonds are all consensual. Enthusiastically so.”

“I know. But he’ll try to make it sound coercive. Like your immunity gives you unfair advantage in forming bonds.” She moved around the desk, standing close. “Kade. Be careful. Morrow isn’t just a bureaucrat enforcing outdated policy. There’s something else driving him. Something personal.”

“You think he’s targeting me specifically?”

“I think he’s targeting what you represent. Change. Evolution. The possibility that the entire Compliance system is obsolete.” Her hand touched my chest briefly—professional contact, but I felt the concern behind it. “Just remember—you have allies. I won’t let him railroad you.”

“Thanks.”

“Don’t thank me yet. This could get ugly.”



At two PM sharp, Maelia’s office was crowded.

Dean Aldric Morrow stood near the window—tall, severe, with iron-gray hair and cold blue eyes. He wore traditional Council robes, all formal authority and barely concealed disdain.

Beside him stood Watcher Hadris, who’d been monitoring me since first semester. Middle-aged, perpetually suspicious, taking notes on a spell-bound tablet.

Two other Council members I didn’t recognize flanked them—both older faculty, both wearing identical expressions of bureaucratic concern.

On Maelia’s side of the room stood Professor Thane from Energy Manipulation and Professor Kess from Advanced Theory. Both had taught me. Both looked sympathetic but professional.

I took the indicated chair facing Morrow’s contingent. Maelia remained standing behind her desk, silent authority radiating from her.

“Thank you all for attending,” Morrow began, voice clipped and formal. “This inquiry concerns Mr. Kade Mercer and recent magical activities involving multiple House Night members. Specifically, unauthorized use of restricted ritual chambers and generation of magical energy surges that triggered campus-wide ward alerts.”

“Point of clarification,” Maelia interjected smoothly. “The Ritual Arena is not restricted. Any student with appropriate bond levels and safety clearance may reserve it. Mr. Mercer followed all proper procedures.”

“The paperwork may be in order, Headmistress, but the ethical questions remain.” Morrow’s gaze fixed on me. “Mr. Mercer, you’re currently bonded to how many House members?”

“Four primary bonds,” I answered honestly. “Plus two developing bonds.”

“Six simultaneous connections. Quite remarkable for a second-semester student.” His tone made it sound dirty. “And these bonds were all formed… voluntarily?”

“Completely. Every bond required mutual consent and active maintenance from both parties.”

“Yet your unique status—your immunity to standard pact magic—gives you significant advantage in bond formation, does it not?”

I saw the trap. If I agreed, he’d claim unfair influence. If I denied, he’d call me dishonest.

“My immunity means I’m not susceptible to magical coercion,” I said carefully. “That doesn’t make my bonds stronger or easier to form. It just means they’re guaranteed to be genuine.”

“Interesting interpretation.” Morrow pulled a document from his robes. “According to these energy readings from two nights ago, the ritual you performed generated power equivalent to a full faculty ward-working. Three participants—yourself and two House members—achieved synchronization levels typically seen only in decade-long partnerships. How do you explain that?”

“Strong bonds generate strong magic. That’s basic theory.”

“Theory, yes. But achieving such results in mere months suggests something beyond natural bond development. Perhaps… artificial enhancement? Magical coercion? Use of restricted amplification techniques?”

“Objection.” Maelia’s voice cracked like a whip. “Dean Morrow is speculating without evidence. If you have proof of coercion or illegal magic, present it. Otherwise, stop wasting our time with innuendo.”

Morrow’s expression didn’t change, but I saw the flash of annoyance in his eyes. “I’m simply asking how a student with minimal training achieved results that professional mages work decades to accomplish.”

“He achieved them through genuine connection,” Professor Thane spoke up. “I’ve observed Mr. Mercer in my classes. His bond formation follows textbook progression—attraction, trust-building, intimacy, deepening commitment. There’s nothing artificial about it.”

“Nothing except his immunity making him immune to the very checks and balances our society relies on.”

“Those checks and balances are meant to prevent coercion,” I said, keeping my voice level. “I can’t coerce anyone magically. So what exactly are you concerned about?”

“I’m concerned about power concentration. About one individual accumulating multiple bonds without proper Council oversight. About radical magical experimentation bypassing safety protocols—”

“Name one safety protocol we violated,” Maelia challenged. “One rule broken. One regulation ignored.”

Morrow’s jaw tightened. “The letter of the law may be satisfied, Headmistress. But the spirit concerns me. Mr. Mercer is building something outside normal channels. Something that could destabilize our carefully maintained magical ecosystem.”

“Or improve it,” Professor Kess interjected quietly. “Dean Morrow, with respect, the energy readings from the ritual showed perfect stability. No magical backlash. No participant harm. Just clean, powerful, consensual magic. Perhaps instead of restricting it, we should be studying it.”

“Study it under proper supervision, certainly. But allowing unrestricted continuation of such experiments—”

“They’re not experiments,” I cut in. “They’re relationships. Bonds. Connections between people who care about each other. You’re trying to regulate that?”

“I’m trying to ensure magical safety and social stability.”

“You’re trying to protect a system that’s failing.” The words came out sharper than I intended, but I was done being polite. “Your forced political pairings don’t generate half the power genuine bonds do. Everyone knows it. The only reason Compliance clings to the old model is because it gives you control.”

Dead silence.

Morrow’s cold blue eyes locked on mine. “Careful, Mr. Mercer. Questioning Council authority—”

“Isn’t against any rule I know of. Free speech is still protected, last I checked.”

“Kade.” Maelia’s voice held a warning. Not a command, but a reminder to watch my step.

I took a breath, reining in my temper. “I apologize if that was disrespectful. But my point stands. You can’t regulate genuine connection. You can’t force bonds that don’t want to form. All you can do is restrict people’s freedom to choose their own partners and wonder why the magic keeps getting weaker.”

“Eloquent,” Morrow said coldly. “But naive. You’ve been at this institution for mere months. I’ve been maintaining magical stability for decades. I know what happens when individuals prioritize personal desire over collective good.”

“And I know what happens when bureaucrats prioritize control over freedom. People suffer. Magic stagnates. Progress stops.”

Another tense silence.

Then Watcher Hadris cleared his throat. “For the record, I’ve been monitoring Mr. Mercer since his arrival. While his bond count is unusual, I’ve observed no coercion, no magical manipulation, and no signs of unstable magic. His partners appear genuinely happy with their arrangements.”

Morrow’s expression soured. “Noted. Nevertheless, I move that we impose temporary restrictions on Mr. Mercer’s bond formation pending further investigation—”

“Seconded,” one of the unknown Council members added immediately.

“I oppose,” Professor Thane said firmly.

“Opposed,” Professor Kess agreed.

“As Headmistress, I also oppose.” Maelia’s voice carried absolute authority. “Dean Morrow, you’ve presented no evidence of wrongdoing, no proof of harm, and no valid legal basis for restriction. This inquiry is politically motivated, and I won’t allow you to harass my students based on personal vendetta.”

“Personal vendetta?” Morrow’s voice went dangerously quiet. “Headmistress Sable, I resent the implication—”

“Then stop giving me cause to make it. You’ve been targeting House Night since Mr. Mercer arrived. Unusual audits. Surprise inspections. Constant surveillance. Now this sham inquiry based on nothing but your discomfort with students succeeding outside traditional channels.”

“Their success threatens established norms—”

“Their success proves established norms are inadequate. And rather than adapt, you’re trying to suppress them.”

Morrow straightened, radiating offended dignity. “Very well. If the Headmistress refuses to see the danger, I’ll take this to the full Council. We’ll vote on whether Mr. Mercer’s activities warrant formal investigation and potential restriction.”

“Do that,” Maelia said calmly. “And I’ll present our own evidence showing that genuine bonds generate superior magical results. Let’s see which argument the Council finds more compelling—your fear of change, or our proof that change works.”

The two stared at each other across her desk, the air crackling with tension.

Finally, Morrow gathered his documents with precise, controlled movements. “This inquiry is adjourned. But Mr. Mercer—understand that you are being watched. Any deviation from proper protocols, any hint of coercion or illegal magic, and I will bring the full weight of the Compliance Council down on you.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

He swept from the office, his contingent following. The door closed behind them with a definitive thud.

The room exhaled collectively.

“Well,” Professor Thane said after a moment. “That was unpleasant.”

“But not unexpected,” Maelia replied, moving to pour herself a drink from the sidebar. “Morrow’s been building to this since the ward stabilization.”

“Will he actually take it to the full Council?” I asked.

“Absolutely. And he’ll frame it as protecting campus from dangerous magical experimentation.” She sipped her drink—whiskey, neat. “But he made a critical mistake today.”

“What’s that?”

“He showed his cards too early. Revealed he’s not interested in legitimate oversight, just suppression. The other Council members will see through it.”

“You hope,” Professor Kess said quietly.

“I’m confident. Most of the Council aren’t ideologues. They’ll see the results Kade’s bonds are generating and recognize value.” She set down her glass. “Still, we need to be prepared. Kade, I want you to document everything. Every bond ritual, every magical working, every result. Build an ironclad case that your methods are safe and effective.”

“I can help with that,” Professor Thane offered. “Energy documentation is my specialty.”

“And I’ll provide theoretical backing,” Professor Kess added. “Show how bond-based magic fits within established frameworks, just applied differently.”

“Thank you both.” Maelia’s expression softened slightly. “Kade, you should go. Clear your head. I need to start making political calls.”

I stood, but hesitated. “Maelia… thank you. For standing up for me.”

“I’m standing up for what’s right. Which happens to include protecting you from bureaucratic overreach.” She smiled, warm but tired. “Now go. And be careful. Morrow isn’t done.”

I left her office with those words echoing in my head.



I found Elowen in the library—predictably—bent over a stack of ancient texts in one of the study alcoves. Her raven-black hair was in its usual scholarly ponytail, thick-rimmed glasses sliding down her nose as she focused on her reading.

She looked up when I approached, dark eyes immediately concerned. “How bad?”

“Bad. Morrow tried to get me restricted. Maelia blocked him, but he’s taking it to the full Council.”

“Shit.” She closed her book. “Sit. Tell me everything.”

I did, relaying the entire encounter. When I finished, Elowen was frowning behind her glasses.

“This is worse than political posturing,” she said quietly. “Morrow’s not just protecting the old system. He’s actively hostile to anything that challenges it. That level of resistance usually comes from personal investment.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean he might have reasons beyond ideology for wanting the Compliance system to stay rigid.” She pulled a new book from her stack—one I recognized from the restricted section. “I’ve been researching him since you mentioned Maelia’s warning. Dean Aldric Morrow has been on the Compliance Council for twenty-three years. Before that, he was a field agent for magical regulation enforcement.”

“So he’s a career bureaucrat. Not surprising.”

“Except his enforcement record has interesting patterns.” She opened the book, showing me annotated lists. “He specialized in breaking up unauthorized magical partnerships. Forced separations of bonded pairs who didn’t have Council approval. Documented instances of him dissolving connections he deemed ‘socially destabilizing.’”

My stomach tightened. “He destroyed people’s bonds?”

“Legally, with Council backing. But yes. Including several cases where the partnerships were generating significant magical power.” She pulled another text. “And here’s the interesting part—every time he broke up a powerful bond, ward strength in that sector decreased within months.”

“He weakened campus protections to maintain control.”

“Possibly unknowingly. But the correlation is clear. Strong organic bonds strengthen wards. Destroying them weakens magical infrastructure.” She looked at me over her glasses. “Which means Morrow has been systematically undermining campus security for decades in the name of social control.”

“Does Maelia know this?”

“Some of it. But I’ve found documentation that wasn’t widely circulated. Buried in archives. Almost like someone didn’t want this pattern noticed.”

“Can we use it? Present it to the Council?”

“Carefully. If we accuse Morrow directly, we need ironclad proof.” She tapped the books. “But this is a start. Evidence that the Compliance model itself is flawed. That their restrictions actively harm magical stability.”

I pulled up a chair beside her, looking at the research she’d compiled. Lists of broken partnerships. Ward strength measurements. Correlations between Council actions and magical degradation.

“You did all this in two days?”

She smiled slightly. “I’m motivated. And concerned. Morrow targeting you means he’s targeting all of us. If he can restrict your bonds, he can come after anyone who operates outside traditional channels.”

“So we build a case. Prove that our way works better.”

“Exactly.” She pushed her glasses up. “I’ll keep researching historical precedent. You keep documenting current results. Between my theory and your practice, we’ll show the Council that change isn’t just acceptable—it’s necessary.”

[System — Quest Updated: Political Survival]
[Objective: Build evidence supporting bond-based magic]
[Objective: Counter Compliance restrictions]
[Objective: Expose Morrow’s pattern of undermining wards]
[Warning: Political Heat Rising — increased scrutiny from Council]
[Threat Level: Dean Morrow — Elevated to Dangerous]

I looked at the notifications, then at Elowen bent over her books, already making notes with scholarly focus.

This wasn’t just about defending myself anymore. It was about defending a better way forward. About proving that genuine connection was more valuable than bureaucratic control.

About changing a broken system before it crushed everyone who didn’t fit the mold.

“We’ll beat him,” I said quietly.

Elowen glanced up, dark eyes fierce behind her glasses. “Damn right we will. I didn’t help you build these bonds just to watch some scared bureaucrat tear them apart.”

She returned to her research, and I pulled out my own comm-crystal to start documenting everything—every ritual, every energy reading, every instance of ward stabilization.

If Morrow wanted a fight, we’d give him one.

But we’d fight with data, evidence, and undeniable proof that love—or at least genuine affection and freely chosen bonds—was stronger than fear.

Let him try to regulate that.


Chapter 13: Shepherd Ascends

The level-up hit me mid-Gate-Run.

We’d been clearing Shard 3—a twisted labyrinth of mirror corridors and illusionary threats—when the final boss collapsed into dissolving pixels. Standard procedure. Collect loot, exit portal, document results.

Then the notification appeared, larger and more elaborate than usual:

[System — Level Threshold Achieved]
[Kade Mercer: Level 19 → Level 20]
[Milestone Reached: Advanced Pactweaver]
[Specialization Evolution Available]
[Report to System Registrar for Spec Upgrade]

“Huh,” I said, staring at the floating text. “That’s new.”

“What’s new?” Roxy peered over my shoulder, still breathing hard from the fight. “Oh shit. Level twenty already?”

“Apparently.”

“That’s the second major threshold.” Elowen adjusted her glasses, reading the notification. “Level ten unlocked your base specialization. Level twenty evolves it to the next tier. You’ll get enhanced abilities and expanded party support functions.”

“Sounds useful.”

“Extremely useful. And timely.” She glanced at me meaningfully. “With Morrow escalating his campaign, having stronger synergy abilities could make the difference in proving our bonds’ value.”

She wasn’t wrong. More power meant better results meant stronger evidence for the Council.

“So I visit the Registrar?”

“Technically yes. But for spec upgrades, the Headmistress usually handles the official certification.” Elowen’s lips quirked in a knowing smile. “I’d expect a summons from Maelia soon.”

As if on cue, my comm-crystal buzzed.

“Congratulations on Level 20. My office tonight, 8 PM. We’ll handle the certification… and celebrate appropriately. —M.S.”

Roxy read over my shoulder and grinned. “Oh, you’re definitely getting rewarded for that milestone.”

“It’s just a professional certification—”

“In Maelia’s office. After hours. With ‘appropriate celebration.’” Roxy’s tail swished teasingly. “Kade. She’s absolutely going to fuck you on that big desk of hers.”

My cock twitched at the mental image. “That’s… not an official part of the certification process.”

“Maybe not officially.” Elowen’s blush suggested she was thinking the same thing. “But Maelia’s bond with you is at eight hundred. This milestone is the perfect excuse to deepen that connection while maintaining professional deniability.”

“You two have dirty minds.”

“We’re succubi. It’s literally in the job description.” Roxy bounced on her toes. “But seriously—enjoy it. You’ve earned this. And Maelia’s been wanting an excuse to properly claim you since the political tension started heating up.”



Maelia’s office at night was different from its daytime incarnation.

The harsh overhead lights were off, replaced by warm amber lamps that cast everything in intimate shadows. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows behind her desk, the campus sprawled below in neon glory—pulsing lights and distant music creating an urban symphony.

Maelia herself sat in her high-backed leather chair, and she’d clearly prepared for this meeting.

She wore a silk blouse in deep emerald that hugged her massive E-cups, unbuttoned strategically to show the valley of cleavage between them. The fabric was expensive—real silk that shimmered in the lamplight—and it strained across her chest with every breath. A black pencil skirt molded to her wide hips and narrow waist like a second skin, the hem riding high on her thighs when she sat.

Sheer stockings—the expensive kind with seams running up the back—led down to black stiletto heels that made her legs look endless.

Her rich chestnut-brown hair fell in glossy waves past her shoulders instead of being pulled back in her usual professional style. Light hazel eyes watched me from behind her glasses with an expression that was equal parts authority and hunger.

She looked like every MILF fantasy I’d ever had come to life. Mature. Confident. Sensual. The kind of woman who knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it.

“Kade.” Her voice was warm, smoky, with that hint of authority that made my cock immediately take notice. “Come in. Lock the door.”

I did, the soft click echoing in the quiet office.

“Congratulations on Level 20.” She gestured to the chair facing her desk with one manicured hand. “That’s a significant achievement. Most students don’t hit second tier until their third or fourth semester.”

“I’ve had good teachers.” I sat, watching her watch me. “And strong bonds pushing me forward.”

“Indeed.” She stood, moving around the desk with feline grace. The pencil skirt forced her to take small steps, hips swaying hypnotically with each movement. Her massive breasts swayed beneath the silk blouse, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away. “Those bonds are what make you special, Kade. What make you dangerous to people like Morrow.”

“He really hates what we’re building.”

“He hates what it represents. Change. Evolution. The possibility that everything he’s spent decades enforcing is wrong.” She perched on the edge of her desk, crossing one stocking-clad leg over the other. The position put her right in front of me, close enough to smell her signature scent—spiced amber with a hint of smoke and something uniquely her. “But that’s a discussion for tomorrow. Tonight is about celebration.”

“And certification?”

“That too.” Her smile was knowing, predatory. “The System requires official acknowledgment of your spec evolution. As Headmistress, I’m authorized to perform that certification. Shall we begin?”

“What do I need to do?”

“Just relax. Open yourself to the System’s assessment.” She stood, moving behind my chair. Her hands settled on my shoulders—warm, firm, professional at first. Then magical energy flowed from her touch, connecting to my core, and I felt her presence wrap around me like a warm blanket.

I felt the System activate, analyzing my progress. XP accumulated. Bonds formed and maintained. Rituals performed. Combat victories. Every magical act since Level 10, catalogued and assessed.

[System — Specialization Analysis Complete]
[Current Spec: Lust Shepherd I]
[Bond Count: 6 active connections]
[Party Synergy: Demonstrated through multi-partner rituals]
[Leadership Metrics: High cohesion, strong morale, effective coordination]
[Qualification Status: APPROVED]

[Specialization Evolution Available]
[Lust Shepherd I → Lust Shepherd II]
[Confirm Evolution? Y/N]

“Yes,” I said aloud.

The System flared bright, and I felt power surge through me. Not just an increase in stats, but a fundamental shift in how my magic interacted with bonded partners.

[System — Specialization Evolved]
[LUST SHEPHERD II — Advanced Party Support Specialist]

Passive Abilities: • Shepherd’s Desire II: Bonded partners within 15m gain +10% lust resistance, +10% ritual power, and +5% to all magical abilities • Extra Binding II: Maximum active Carnal Sigils increased to 3 + floor(CHA/12) • Team Resilience: Party members gain +15% HP/Stamina regeneration during downtime • Rally Aura: Presence alone boosts bonded partners’ morale and focus

Active Abilities: • Rally the Harem II (3/day): 60-second lust aura; allies gain +15% CHA/INT/VIT; all magical effects +15% effectiveness; can affect up to 5 bonded partners simultaneously • Synchronized Strike (new): Coordinate magical attacks with up to 3 bonded partners for combined devastating effect • Protective Mantle (new): Shield bonded partners from magical attacks using your immunity as anchor; duration based on VIT

Unlocked Capabilities: • Can now lead rituals with 5+ participants • Can channel multiple partners’ magic simultaneously
• Can maintain bond connections at extended range • Enhanced resistance to magical interference targeting bonds

[Focus Tokens +30]
[Sigil Sparks +5 → 85/100]
[New Objective: Master Advanced Party Coordination]

The notifications faded, leaving me buzzing with new power. I could feel the difference immediately—the bond network was clearer, stronger, more responsive. Like upgrading from a radio to a high-definition comm system.

“Impressive,” Maelia murmured, hands still on my shoulders. Her breath was warm on my neck. “Your aura just expanded significantly. I can feel the leadership buffs from here.”

“It’s a lot to process.”

“You’ll adapt. You always do.” Her hands slid down from my shoulders, across my chest, touch shifting from professional to intimate. Her fingers traced my pecs, my abs, possessive and claiming. “Now that the official certification is complete… shall we move on to the celebration?”

I turned in the chair to look up at her. “What kind of celebration did you have in mind?”

She smiled—warm, sensual, with a hint of that authority she wielded so well. “The kind where I show my favorite student exactly how proud I am of his achievements.”

“I’m not sure that’s in the Headmistress handbook.”

“Probably not.” She moved to stand in front of me, fingers working the remaining buttons of her silk blouse with deliberate slowness. “Good thing my office doors are locked and my walls are warded for privacy.”

The blouse fell open, revealing a black lace bra barely containing her massive E-cups. The bra was more decorative than functional—delicate lace stretched taut over abundant soft flesh, her nipples visible as dark shadows beneath the fabric.

She shrugged the blouse off completely, letting it pool on the floor, and my mouth went dry.

Fuck, she was gorgeous. Mature. Confident. Every curve deliberate, every movement calculated to drive me insane with want.

Her tits were magnificent—huge and heavy, defying gravity with the help of the expensive bra. The kind of breasts that demanded worship. That made a man want to bury his face between them and never come up for air.

“Maelia…”

“I’ve been patient, Kade.” She stepped closer, standing between my spread legs. Her hands found my shoulders again, steadying herself. “Maintained professional boundaries. Waited for the right moment. But watching you achieve Level 20, seeing you grow into the leader your bonds need—I’m done waiting.”

She straddled my lap, pencil skirt riding up her thick thighs to allow the position. The fabric strained, threatening to rip, and I could see the lace tops of her stockings now—black with little bows.

The heat of her pussy pressed against my rapidly hardening cock through our clothes, and we both groaned at the contact.

“I want you,” she whispered, lips brushing mine. Her breath tasted like mint and whiskey. “Want to feel that new power. Want to celebrate your achievement properly. Want to stop pretending I’m just your Headmistress and nothing more.”

“What are you then?”

“Yours.” Simple. Direct. Honest. “If you’ll have me. If you want an older woman who knows exactly what she’s doing and isn’t afraid to take what she wants.”

I cupped her face with both hands, pulling her into a deep kiss. She melted into it with a moan, tongue meeting mine with aggressive hunger. Her hips rolled against mine, grinding on my erection, and I felt her heat even through the layers between us.

She kissed like she did everything else—with authority and skill. Her tongue dominated mine, exploring my mouth, claiming me. One hand fisted in my hair, holding me in place while she took what she wanted.

When we broke apart, both panting, her light hazel eyes had gone molten with desire. Her lips were swollen, lipstick smudged.

“I want you,” I told her. “Want this. Want you to stop holding back and show me exactly what you’ve been fantasizing about.”

“Dangerous invitation.” But she was smiling. “I’ve had a lot of time to fantasize.”

“Then make them real.”

She stood, reaching back to unzip her pencil skirt. It slid down her legs with a whisper of fabric, pooling at her feet, revealing the full glory of her lingerie.

Black lace panties matching her bra—barely there, more suggestion than coverage. A garter belt holding up those seamed stockings, the straps framing her pussy like an arrow pointing to paradise. Everything designed to showcase her incredible body.

Wide hips that flared from her narrow waist. Thick thighs that could crush a man. That spectacular ass I’d admired for months—round and firm and perfect.

“You’re staring,” she observed, amused.

“You’re stunning. I’m allowed to stare.”

“Yes, you are.” She turned slowly, letting me admire every angle. The wide hips. The spectacular ass framed by garter straps. The long legs enhanced by stockings and heels. Her skin was creamy and perfect, just a few beauty marks scattered across her back.

When she faced me again, she reached up and removed her glasses with deliberate slowness—her final surrender signal.

“No more authority,” she said softly. “No more Headmistress. Just Maelia. Just a woman who wants you desperately.”

I stood, pulling off my shirt. “Then come here and take what you want.”

She did, pressing against me, soft curves molding to harder planes. Her massive breasts crushed against my chest, hot and heavy even through the lace. I could feel her nipples, hard points digging into my skin. She kissed me again, hands roaming my body with possessive hunger.

Her fingers traced my abs, my ribs, my back. Claiming. Memorizing.

“Desk,” she breathed against my mouth. “I’ve fantasized about you bending me over my desk since the first time you walked into my office.”

“Lead the way.”

She turned, bracing her hands on the polished surface, arching her back to present her ass. The stockings framed it perfectly, black lace panties stretched tight over round flesh. The garter straps created a frame that made me want to worship every inch.

I ran my hands over her hips, her ass, feeling the quality of the stockings under my palms. Silk. Expensive. The kind that felt like sin under your fingertips.

“These stay on.”

“Yes.” Her voice was breathy. “I wore them for you. Spent an hour getting ready. Wanted to look perfect when you finally claimed me.”

I hooked my fingers in her panties and pulled them down slowly, revealing her pussy—already wet, already ready. Her folds glistened in the lamplight, swollen and pink. The panties caught on the garter straps, but I worked them down carefully until they hung at her knees, trapped by the stockings.

“Beautiful,” I told her, fingers trailing through her wetness. She was soaked, arousal coating her inner thighs. “So wet already. Were you thinking about this all day?”

She gasped, hips pushing back against my touch. “Yes. Couldn’t focus on work. Kept imagining you here. Imagining this.”

“Don’t tease. I’ve waited long enough.”

I freed my cock from my pants, hard and aching, and positioned myself at her entrance. The head slid through her wetness, coating itself.

“Ready?”

“God, yes. Fill me. Show me what that Level 20 cock can do.”

I thrust in deep, and she cried out—pure pleasure, head dropping forward as I filled her completely.

Tight. So incredibly tight. Her pussy gripped my cock like a velvet fist, hot and wet and perfect. I could feel every flutter of her inner walls, every clench.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “You feel even better than I imagined. So thick. So deep. Stretching me so good.”

I gripped her hips, fingers digging into soft flesh, holding her in place. Started a steady rhythm—pulling almost all the way out, then driving back in to the hilt.

Each thrust made her massive tits swing, and I watched them bounce in the desk’s reflective surface—mesmerizing movement. Heavy. Natural. Perfect.

“Harder,” she demanded, authority bleeding into her voice even in submission. “Don’t hold back. I’m not fragile. I need you to fuck me like you mean it.”

I fucked her harder, the sound of flesh slapping flesh echoing in the quiet office. My hips drove against her ass with every thrust, the impact sending ripples through her flesh.

She moaned with every thrust, fingers scrabbling for purchase on the polished wood. Papers scattered. A pen rolled off the edge.

“Yes—just like that—you’re so good—so big—filling me completely—”

I reached around, finding one heavy breast and squeezing. The lace of her bra was in the way, so I yanked the cup down roughly, freeing her tit. Massive. Natural. Soft and heavy in my hand. I kneaded the soft flesh, pinching her nipple between my fingers, and she cried out.

“Touch me—yes—love your hands on my tits—they’re yours—all yours—”

“They’re incredible.” I kept pounding into her, one hand on her breast, the other gripping her hip hard enough to leave bruises. “You’re incredible. So fucking hot. Love watching you take my cock.”

My cock was slick with her arousal, sliding in and out easily despite how tight she was. I could feel her pussy getting wetter, hear the obscene wet sounds as I fucked her.

“Make me come.” Her voice broke on the words. “Please—I need it—need you—been dreaming of this for months—”

I shifted angle, hitting deeper, and she screamed. Found her clit with searching fingers, rubbing in tight circles while I fucked her pussy hard.

“Coming—oh god I’m coming—Kade—”

She shattered around me, inner walls clenching tight, whole body shaking with the force of her orgasm. Her pussy gripped my cock in rhythmic pulses, trying to milk me. I felt her legs tremble, her back arch impossibly.

I didn’t stop. Kept fucking her through it, prolonging the pleasure, drawing out every wave until she was sobbing against the desk.

“Too much—oh god—so good—can’t—”

“Yes you can.” I spanked her ass, watching it jiggle. “Take it. Take everything I give you.”

She whimpered, overwhelmed, oversensitive, but she pushed back to meet my thrusts.

“More,” she gasped when she could speak. “Don’t stop—I want more—want you to use me—make me yours completely—”

I pulled out, earning a whimper of loss, and helped her turn around. Lifted her onto the desk, pushed her back so she was half-lying on the polished surface.

Her massive tits heaved with each panting breath, one still trapped in the bra, one hanging free. Her hair was mussed, lipstick completely smudged, glasses somewhere on the floor. She looked thoroughly debauched.

And absolutely stunning.

“You’re gorgeous,” I told her, positioning myself between her spread thighs. Her pussy was swollen and red, glistening with our combined arousal. “Most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

“Flatterer.” But she was smiling, pleasure-drunk. “Now get back inside me. I want to watch your face when you come. Want to see you lose control.”

I thrust back in, and we both groaned. This angle was deeper, more intimate. I could see every expression, every flutter of her eyes, every time pleasure made her bite her lip.

Her legs wrapped around my waist immediately, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper.

I set a rhythm—deep, steady strokes that made her whimper. One hand braced beside her on the desk for leverage. The other found her breast again, kneading, teasing, worshipping the abundant flesh.

“You like my tits,” she observed breathlessly, watching me play with them.

“Love them. Can’t stop touching them. They’re perfect. So big. So soft.”

“Good. They’re yours. All of me is yours.” Her legs tightened around my waist. “Claim me completely. Make me yours. Brand me with your cock.”

I fucked her harder, watching her face contort with pleasure. Her chestnut hair spread across the desk like a halo, light hazel eyes locked on mine with desperate hunger.

“Touch yourself,” I ordered. “Play with your clit while I fuck you.”

Her hand flew between her legs immediately, fingers finding her clit and rubbing. The touch made her pussy clench even tighter around me.

“That’s it. Make yourself come on my cock. Show me how good it feels.”

“So good—you feel so good—hitting all the right spots—making me crazy—”

I could feel my orgasm building, pressure coiling at the base of my spine. My balls drew up tight, ready to explode.

“Close,” I warned. “Getting close.”

“Inside.” Fierce demand. “Come inside me. Mark me. Make me yours. Fill your Headmistress’s pussy with your cum.”

“Maelia—”

“Do it. Breed me. I want to feel you. Want your cum inside me.”

The dirty talk combined with her tight pussy and the image of her spread out on her desk pushed me over the edge.

I slammed in deep and came hard, cock pulsing thick ropes of cum into her willing body. I felt each spurt, each pulse, my cock jerking inside her as I emptied myself completely.

She cried out, her own orgasm triggered by feeling me finish inside her. Her pussy clenched rhythmically, milking every drop, and we rode the waves together—connected, joined, claiming each other completely.

“Yes—yes—feel you—so hot—so much—filling me up—”

When the pleasure finally faded, I stayed buried inside her, both of us panting and trembling. Sweat coated our skin. Her makeup was ruined. My hair was a mess from her grabbing it.

She pulled me down into a kiss—soft, sweet, satisfied.

“That was worth the wait,” she murmured against my lips.

“Better than your fantasies?”

“So much better.” She laughed breathlessly. “Though I have quite a few more fantasies we should explore.”

“I’m listening.”

“Later. Right now I just want to enjoy this.” Her hand cupped my cheek tenderly. “Enjoy you. Enjoy the bond deepening. Enjoy finally letting myself have what I’ve wanted for months.”

[System — Bond Threshold Reached]
[Maelia Sable: 900 (Love)]
[New Passive Unlocked: House Aura — when resting in House Night territory, all bonded members gain +25% HP/Mana regeneration and +15% Merit from sanctioned activities until dawn]
[Achievement: MILF Devotion — claimed authority figure through mutual submission]
[Synergy Bonus: Leadership + Authority = Enhanced Party Coordination]

The notification confirmed what I felt. Maelia wasn’t just my Headmistress anymore. She was my lover. My bond. Part of the network that made House Night strong.

“Nine hundred,” I said, reading the display. “You’re at Love tier now.”

“I’ve been in love with you for a while.” Her admission was simple, honest. “Just took tonight to admit it. To myself and to you.”

“I love you too. Have for weeks.”

“Good.” She kissed me again. “Because I’m not giving you up. Not to Morrow, not to the Council, not to anyone. You’re mine as much as I’m yours.”

“Sounds possessive.”

“I’m a succubus in love. Possessive comes with the territory.” But she was smiling. “Though I’ll share you with the others. They’ve earned their place in your bonds.”

“Generous.”

“Practical. I’m too old to pretend I can satisfy all your needs alone. Better to embrace the harem and enjoy being part of something larger.”

I pulled out slowly, both of us groaning at the loss of connection. Cum leaked from her well-fucked pussy, dripping onto her expensive desk, white against dark wood.

She made no move to clean it up.

“Leave it,” she said when I reached for tissues. “I want to feel you dripping out of me while I work tomorrow. Want to remember this every time I sit at this desk. Want to know that my pussy is full of your cum.”

“Dirty.”

“You made me this way.” She sat up, reaching for her glasses and putting them back on. The gesture was oddly intimate—returning to authority while still naked except for stockings and garter belt. Cum still leaking from her pussy. “My prim professional mask was hiding someone filthy underneath. You brought that out.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“More than okay. I’m free.” She slid off the desk, standing on shaky legs. Cum ran down her inner thigh, and she didn’t wipe it away. “Free to be myself. Free to love you. Free to stop pretending I’m just a political figure and nothing more.”

She pulled me into another kiss, this one deeper, more claiming. When we finally separated, both of us were breathing hard again.

“Stay,” she murmured. “Tonight. In my quarters. Let me wake up next to you and feel what it’s like to be genuinely happy instead of professionally satisfied.”

“What about appearances? The Council—”

“Can go fuck themselves. I’ve spent decades maintaining appearances. Tonight, I choose you over politics.”

How could I refuse that?

“Okay. I’ll stay.”

Her smile was radiant. “Good. Because I have at least three more fantasies I want to explore before morning.”

“Only three?”

“To start with.” She began gathering her scattered clothes, movements languid and satisfied. “I’m a mature woman, Kade. I have decades of repressed desires to work through. You might have created a monster.”

“A beautiful, sexy, incredible monster.”

“Flatterer.” But she was glowing. “Come. My quarters are through the private door. Let’s continue this celebration somewhere more comfortable.”

I followed her through the hidden doorway behind her desk, into private rooms I’d never seen before. Lush. Comfortable. Unmistakably Maelia’s personal space.

She turned to me in the doorway, backlit by soft lamps, still wearing nothing but stockings and heels and smudged lipstick. Cum still glistening on her thighs.

“Thank you,” she said softly. “For achieving Level 20. For deepening our bond. For choosing me despite all the complications I bring.”

“You’re worth every complication.”

“We’ll see if you still think that when Morrow tries to use our relationship against you.”

“Let him try. I love you. That’s not changing.”

She pulled me inside, closing the door on the world and its politics and its judgment.

Tonight was ours.

Tomorrow we’d face the consequences.

But right now, all that mattered was the bond between us, the love finally spoken, and the celebration of reaching new heights together.

Level 20 wasn’t just about magical power.

It was about the strength to claim what mattered and defend it against anyone who tried to tear it away.

And I’d defend this. Defend her. Defend all of them.

Because that’s what a Lust Shepherd II did.

Protected his bonds. Nurtured his connections. Led with love instead of force.

The System had recognized that truth.

Now I just had to prove it to everyone else.


Chapter 14: Angel Falls

Lyric requested the full initiation three weeks after our first lesson.

Three weeks of progressive corruption—teaching her to worship cock with her mouth, training her to crave cum like sacred nectar, watching her transform from nervous innocent to eager student. Three weeks of her attending classes in conservative blouses while texting me filthy requests for “private study sessions.”

Three weeks of building toward this inevitable moment.

The message came late on a Saturday:

“I’m ready. For everything. For you to claim me completely. Pact Chamber tonight? —L.D.”

I stared at the comm-crystal, pulse quickening. This was it. The final corruption. The virginity she’d been saving, offering to me with that mix of nervousness and hunger that characterized everything about Lyric.

“Are you absolutely sure?” I typed back. “We can wait longer if you need more time.”

“I don’t need more time. I need you. Inside me. Claiming what I’ve been saving for someone worthy. Please, Kade. Make me yours completely.”

How could I refuse that?

“Pact Chamber. 10 PM. Bring your courage and your consent.”

“I’ll bring everything I have. See you soon. ♡”

The little heart at the end made me smile. So perfectly Lyric—mixing innocent sentimentality with explicit sexual intention.



The Pact Chamber at night was all amber light and incense smoke.

I’d arrived early to prepare. Laid out soft blankets and pillows on the circular dais. Lit candles around the perimeter. Activated the consent wards—ancient protective magic that ensured everyone within the chamber was acting of their own free will, no coercion, no compulsion.

The glyphs pulsed softly, recognizing my intent. This was sacred. A gift freely given and gratefully received.

At ten PM exactly, the chamber door opened.

Lyric stepped through, and my breath caught.

She’d dressed for corruption—or rather, dressed as the innocent she was pretending to still be. A white dress that fell to mid-thigh, conservative by succubus standards but still showcasing her curves. The fabric was sheer enough that I could see hints of white lace underneath. Golden blonde hair loose in soft waves around her face, catching the candlelight like a halo. Minimal makeup, just enough to emphasize her sapphire eyes and full lips.

Her white wings were partially extended, trembling with nervous energy. Pure white. Pristine. Untouched.

Her delicate spaded tail curled and uncurled restlessly.

She looked like an angel walking into sin.

Perfect.

“Hi,” she said softly, stepping into the chamber. The consent wards flared briefly, analyzing her intent, then settled into steady glow. Confirmation—she was here willingly, enthusiastically, with full awareness of what we were about to do.

“Hi yourself.” I moved to meet her, taking her small hands in mine. “Last chance to change your mind. We can stop right now, no judgment, no pressure.”

“I don’t want to stop.” Her sapphire eyes met mine, clear and certain despite the nervousness. “I want this. Want you. Want to complete my transformation from sheltered noble to your devoted lover.”

“You understand what that means? Once we do this, you’re not a virgin anymore. Can’t go back.”

“I don’t want to go back.” She squeezed my hands. “Every lesson we’ve had, every time I’ve tasted you, every moment of learning what pleasure really means—it’s all led here. To this. To offering you something I’ve never given anyone.”

“Your virginity.”

“My complete surrender.” She bit her lip—that nervous tell. “I want you to corrupt me fully. Take the last piece of innocence I’m holding onto and replace it with devotion to you. To your cock. To your cum. To everything you represent.”

Fuck. The way she said it, mixing sweet innocence with absolute filth, made my cock harden instantly.

“Then let’s begin.” I guided her to the center of the dais, to the blankets I’d prepared. “But we do this right. Slow. I’m going to worship every inch of you first. Make sure you’re ready. Make your first time something beautiful.”

“It will be.” She cupped my face gently. “Because it’s with you. Because you’ve been patient and kind and made me feel safe enough to want this.”

I kissed her softly, tasting vanilla and honeysuckle—her signature scent. She melted into it, arms wrapping around my neck, body pressing against mine. When my tongue traced her lower lip, she opened eagerly, letting me in.

We kissed for long minutes, just reconnecting, building heat. My hands roamed her back, feeling her curves through the thin dress. Her wings fluttered against my arms, sensitive and responsive.

When we finally broke apart, both breathing harder, her eyes had started to dilate. Sapphire rings around expanding black pupils—the first sign of arousal overtaking innocence.

“Let me undress you,” I murmured. “Slowly. Want to see every bit of you revealed.”

“Okay.” She stepped back, arms at her sides, letting me take control.

I found the zipper at the back of her white dress, pulling it down with deliberate slowness. The fabric parted, revealing pale porcelain skin unmarked by any blemish. Smooth. Perfect. Virgin skin that had never been claimed.

When the dress fell away, pooling at her feet, I sucked in a breath.

White lace lingerie. A delicate bra straining over her generous D-cups, the lace barely containing her abundant flesh. Matching panties hugging her hips, cut high to showcase her long legs. A garter belt holding up sheer white stockings. Everything virginal. Everything designed to be corrupted.

“You’re stunning,” I told her honestly.

She blushed, the pink spreading from her cheeks down her neck to her chest—exactly like her character file described. The flush colored her porcelain skin beautifully. “I wanted to look special. For you.”

“You always look special. But this…” I traced the edge of her bra with one finger, watching goosebumps rise on her skin. “This is angelic.”

“For now.” Her voice was breathy. “But I want you to make me something else. Something darker. Something devoted to pleasure instead of purity.”

“Then let’s continue.”

I unclasped her bra, freeing her breasts. They were perfect—full D-cups with pink nipples already hard. Heavy and natural, they spilled into my hands when I cupped them gently. She gasped at the contact.

“Sensitive?”

“Very. Especially when you touch them. It’s like lightning straight to my pussy.”

I leaned down, taking one nipple into my mouth. She cried out, fingers threading through my hair, holding me there. I sucked and licked, lavishing attention on her breast while my hands explored her body.

Her skin was so soft. Untouched. Pure. And I was going to mark it, claim it, make it mine.

“Kade—” She was panting now, squirming against me. “That feels—I didn’t know breasts could feel like that—”

“Because you’re discovering pleasure for the first time.” I moved to her other breast, giving it equal attention. My tongue swirled around her nipple, then I sucked it into my mouth hard. “Every sensation is new. Overwhelming. Perfect.”

“Yes—perfect—please don’t stop—”

I had no intention of stopping. I kissed my way down her body—between her breasts, across her flat stomach, pausing to dip my tongue into her belly button. She gasped at the unexpected sensation.

When I reached the edge of her white lace panties, I looked up at her.

“May I?”

“Yes. Please. I want you to see all of me.”

I hooked my fingers in her panties and pulled them down slowly, maintaining the garter and stockings. Her pussy was revealed inch by inch—smooth, completely bare, already glistening with arousal. A perfect pink slit that had never been penetrated. Her clit peeked out from between her folds, already swollen.

“Beautiful,” I breathed. “Absolutely beautiful.”

I guided her to lie back on the blankets, white wings spreading beneath her like a halo. She looked up at me with wide eyes, pupils blown nearly black now, sapphire just a thin ring.

“I’m going to taste you,” I told her. “Get you ready for what comes next.”

“You don’t have to—”

“I want to. Want to make your first time perfect. Want you dripping wet and desperate before I take your virginity.”

“Oh god.” Her head fell back against the pillows. “Yes. Yes please.”

I settled between her spread thighs, taking a moment to appreciate the view. An angel spread out before me, offering herself completely. White stockings framing pale thighs. Pristine wings trembling with anticipation. Golden hair spread across the blankets like liquid sunshine.

And her pussy—untouched, pure, glistening with virgin arousal, mine to corrupt.

I leaned in and licked from her entrance to her clit in one long, slow stroke.

She screamed.

“Oh—oh god—Kade—what—that’s—”

“Just my tongue,” I murmured against her wet flesh. “Making you feel good. Preparing you.”

I licked again, this time finding her clit and circling it with deliberate pressure. Her hips bucked off the blankets, and I had to hold her down with my hands on her thighs while I worked.

“Too much—it’s too much—I can’t—”

“You can take it. Just breathe. Let yourself feel it.”

I ate her pussy with focused intensity, tongue exploring every fold, finding the spots that made her gasp and moan. She was so responsive, so sensitive. Every touch drew cries from her throat.

She tasted sweet. Inexperienced. Pure. I lapped at her arousal, drinking her down, savoring the flavor of virgin pussy.

When I pushed one finger inside her tight channel, she clenched around me instantly. So tight. Like a fist gripping my finger.

“Fuck,” I groaned against her clit. “You’re so tight, Lyric. So fucking tight.”

“Never—ah—never had anything inside—is that your finger?”

“Just one. Getting you ready for my cock.” I worked the finger slowly, letting her adjust to the intrusion. Her inner walls fluttered around me. “You’re going to need to be relaxed and wet when I take you. Don’t want to hurt you.”

“A little pain is okay. I want to feel it. Want to remember my first time. Want to know I gave you something special.”

“You’ll remember. I’ll make sure of it.”

I added a second finger, stretching her carefully while my tongue continued working her clit. She was soaking now, arousal dripping onto my hand, coating my fingers as I pumped them slowly in and out of her virgin pussy.

“Kade—I think—I’m going to—”

“Come for me. Let go. I want to feel you come on my fingers.”

She did, with a scream that echoed off the chamber walls. Her pussy clenched tight around my fingers, so tight I could barely move them. Her whole body shook with the force of her first penetrative orgasm, back arching beautifully off the blankets.

I worked her through it, gentle but relentless, drawing out every wave until she was sobbing and pushing at my head.

“Too much—can’t—sensitive—please—”

I pulled back, withdrawing my fingers carefully. They were coated in her arousal, glistening in the candlelight.

“Taste,” I said, bringing them to her lips.

She opened obediently, sucking her own wetness off my fingers with that same enthusiasm she’d shown sucking my cock. Her tongue swirled around them, cleaning them thoroughly.

When I withdrew them, her eyes were pure black—just thin sapphire rings remaining.

The corruption was taking hold.

“I need you inside me,” she whispered. “Need to feel your cock. Need you to take what I’m offering.”

I stripped quickly, pulling off my shirt and pants. My cock sprang free, hard and eager, thick and ready. Precum was already leaking from the tip.

Her eyes tracked it hungrily—no more nervous virgin, just a woman desperate to be claimed.

“Are you absolutely sure?” I asked one final time, positioning myself between her spread thighs. My cock pressed against her wet entrance, the head sliding through her slick folds.

“Completely sure.” She reached down, wrapping her small hand around my shaft. Her fingers couldn’t reach all the way around. “Claim me. Corrupt me. Make me yours in every way.”

I pressed my cockhead against her entrance. Felt her wet heat, her virginal tightness. Took a breath.

“This might hurt at first. Tell me if it’s too much.”

“I trust you. Do it. Take my virginity.”

I pushed forward slowly.

Her body resisted initially—too tight, too untried. Her virgin pussy fought against the invasion. But I kept steady pressure, working in millimeter by millimeter, letting her adjust.

“Breathe, Lyric. Relax. Let me in.”

She panted, fingers gripping my shoulders hard enough to leave marks. “You’re so big. Bigger than your fingers. So much bigger. I don’t know if—”

“You can take it. Your body was made for this. Just relax.”

I pushed deeper, and suddenly her resistance gave way. My cock sank into her tight virgin pussy, and we both groaned at the sensation.

Fuck. She was tight. Tighter than anything I’d ever felt. Her pussy gripped my cock like a velvet vise, hot and wet and perfect.

“Oh—oh god—you’re inside me—”

“Just the tip. There’s more.”

“More?” Her eyes went wide. “How much more?”

“About half. Think you can take it all?”

“Yes. Yes I want all of you. Want to feel completely full. Want you to take every bit of my virginity.”

I worked deeper, inch by slow inch, watching her face for signs of real pain. She gasped and whimpered, but underneath the discomfort was pleasure—I could see it in how her pupils had dilated to near-total black, how her wings trembled and spread wider, how her tail wrapped around my thigh possessively.

Her pussy stretched around my cock, virgin walls giving way, making room for me. I felt the moment I broke through her hymen—a brief resistance, then she clenched tight and whimpered.

“That hurt,” she gasped.

“I know. I’m sorry. Want me to stop?”

“No. Keep going. I want all of you.”

I pushed deeper, burying myself inch by inch until finally—finally—I bottomed out, fully seated inside her.

We both froze.

“Holy fuck,” I breathed. “Lyric. You feel incredible.”

“You feel huge.” She laughed breathlessly, though I could see tears in her eyes from the stretch. “I’m so full. Is this—is this what sex is supposed to feel like?”

“This is what it feels like when you give yourself to someone you trust.” I stayed still, letting her adjust. My cock throbbed inside her, desperate to move, but I forced myself to wait. “How do you feel?”

“Stretched. Full. A little overwhelmed.” Her hands came up to cup my face. “And completely, perfectly claimed. Thank you for being gentle. For making this special.”

“We’re not done yet.” I pulled out slightly, just an inch, then pushed back in. She moaned, the sound pure pleasure. “Now I’m going to fuck you properly. Show you what your body can do.”

“Yes. Please. I want to feel everything.”

I set a slow, steady rhythm. Deep strokes that made her gasp. Pulling almost all the way out before sliding back home. Letting her feel every inch, every ridge, every pulse of my cock inside her newly-claimed pussy.

“Oh god—oh fuck—Kade—”

“That’s it. Let yourself feel it. This is your corruption, Lyric. Your transformation from innocent virgin to devoted lover.”

“I can feel it—changing me—feel you changing me—”

I fucked her faster, watching her face contort with pleasure. Her generous D-cups bounced with each thrust, and I reached down to grab them, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh.

Her pristine white wings spread wide behind her, trembling with pleasure.

“You’re corrupting me,” she gasped, voice husky, all innocence burned away by lust. “Filling me with your cock. Making me something new. Something perverted. Something that exists to worship you.”

“Fuck yes. That’s exactly what you are now.”

I shifted angle, hitting deeper, finding that spot inside her that made her scream. Her pussy clenched around me, and I felt her racing toward another orgasm.

“Going to come,” she gasped. “Come with your cock inside me—is that normal—”

“Very normal. Let it happen. Come on my cock, Lyric. Show me how good it feels to be claimed.”

She shattered with a cry, back arching off the blankets, wings spreading wide in ecstasy.

Her pussy gripped my cock in rhythmic pulses, milking me, trying to pull me deeper. I felt her whole body shake, felt her nails dig into my shoulders.

And she was beautiful. No longer pure innocent, but something sensual and devoted to pleasure.

I didn’t stop fucking her. Kept pounding through her orgasm, chasing my own release.

“Want your cum,” she begged when she could speak. “Want you to fill me up. Breed me. Mark me from the inside.”

“Greedy little corruption.”

“Your corruption. Your devoted slut. Your cum worshiper.” She gripped my shoulders harder, legs wrapping around my waist. “Please. I need to feel you come inside me. Need that final claiming.”

“Then take it. Take everything I give you.”

I slammed in deep and came hard, cock pulsing thick ropes of cum into her formerly virgin pussy. I felt each spurt, each pulse, filling her up.

She moaned, feeling it flood her insides, warm and marking.

“Yes—yes—so hot—feel it filling me—so much—”

I gave her everything, emptying myself completely into her willing body. My cock jerked inside her, pumping cum deep into her womb.

When the pulses finally stopped, I stayed buried inside her, both of us panting and trembling.

Her white wings were spread wide, trembling. Her sapphire eyes were ringed by the thinnest margin, the rest consumed by black. Her porcelain skin was flushed with arousal, glistening with sweat. Her conservative white lingerie was askew, the stockings twisted.

She looked like a corrupted angel.

Perfect.

“How do you feel?” I asked, brushing sweat-damp golden hair from her face.

“Transformed.” She smiled, dreamy and satisfied. “Complete. Like I finally understand what I’m supposed to be.”

“And what’s that?”

“Yours. Your devoted lover. Your cum worshiper. Your perfectly corrupted angel who still looks innocent on the outside but is absolutely filthy underneath.”

I laughed, kissing her softly. “That’s exactly what you are.”

“Good.” She clenched her pussy around my still-hard cock, making me groan. “Because I want more. Want you to fuck me again. Want to learn every position, every way you can claim me.”

“Greedy.”

“You made me this way.” Her grin was pure sin wrapped in angelic features, white wings folding behind her. “Now deal with the consequences.”

I pulled out slowly, both of us wincing at the loss. Cum leaked from her well-fucked pussy, mixing with traces of blood from her broken hymen. The evidence of her virginity lost.

“You’re bleeding a little. That’s normal for first time.”

“I know.” She looked down at herself, at the evidence of her lost virginity dripping from her pussy. “I like it. Proof that you claimed me. That I gave you something I can never give anyone else.”

“Romantic.”

“I’m a romantic. Just a perverted one now.” She sat up, wings folding behind her. “Can we do it again? Different position? I want to try riding you. Want to be on top.”

“You sure? You might be sore—”

“I don’t care. I want more.” She pushed me onto my back, straddling my hips with surprising confidence for someone who’d lost her virginity minutes ago. “Teach me. Show me how to ride your cock.”

How could I refuse that?

“Grab my cock. Position it at your entrance.”

She did, small hand wrapping around my shaft—slick with her arousal and my cum and her virgin blood. She guided it to her dripping pussy, positioning the head at her entrance.

When she sank down, taking me inside again, we both groaned.

“Oh—this angle—it’s even deeper—”

Her pussy was still incredibly tight, but easier now. Broken in. Claimed. She took me all the way to the hilt, sitting in my lap with my cock buried completely inside her.

“That’s why it’s good. Now move. Rock your hips. Find what feels best.”

She experimented, rolling and grinding, discovering how to pleasure herself while riding me. Her generous D-cups bounced with every movement, and I couldn’t resist reaching up to grab them, squeezing and kneading.

“Yes—touch my tits—love when you play with them—”

“Love watching them bounce while you fuck yourself on my cock.”

She rode me with increasing confidence, inhibitions dissolving under waves of pleasure. Her corruption was complete—the sheltered noble gone, replaced by an enthusiastic lover discovering her sexuality.

I watched her ride me, watched her face contort with pleasure, watched her pristine white wings spread wide behind her. She looked like an angel devoted to sin.

“I’m going to come again,” she gasped, grinding on me. Her clit rubbed against my pelvis with every roll of her hips. “How can I come so many times—”

“Because you’re finally free to feel pleasure. No restrictions. No shame. Just pure sensation.”

“I love it—love this—love your cock—love being corrupted—”

She came with a scream, slamming down on me and taking me as deep as possible. The sight of her—head thrown back, silver-gray wings spread wide, body shaking with ecstasy, tits bouncing—pushed me over too.

“Coming—fuck—Lyric—”

I came inside her again, adding more cum to what was already there. My cock pulsed, filling her already-full pussy with another load.

She moaned, grinding through both our orgasms, milking every drop from my cock.

When she finally collapsed onto my chest, both of us were wrecked.

“That was amazing,” she breathed against my neck. “Better than any fantasy. Better than anything I imagined.”

“You’re amazing. Natural. Perfect.”

“I’m yours.” She kissed my neck softly. “Completely, totally, devotedly yours.”

[System — Corruption Complete] [Bond → 500 (Lyric: Crush)] [Charm Node Unlocked: Innocence Lost] [Focus Tokens +40] [Sigil Sparks +4 → 78/100]

The notifications confirmed what I felt. Lyric wasn’t just another bond. She was a complete transformation. From sheltered innocent to devoted lover. From virgin to enthusiastically sexual. From pure to perfectly corrupted.

And she was mine.

“The System says our bond is exceptional,” I told her.

“Because I gave you everything. My virginity. My innocence. My complete trust.” She lifted her head to look at me, those nearly-black eyes full of devotion. “I don’t regret any of it.”

“Neither do I.”

“Good.” She kissed me, still impaled on my cock. “Because I’m going to want to do this a lot. Like, several times a day. I have twenty years of repressed sexuality to make up for.”

“I can work with that.”

“And I want to learn everything. Every position. Every kink. Every way to pleasure you.” Her grin was wicked. “I’m a very dedicated student.”

“I’ve noticed.”

We lay there, still connected, basking in the afterglow. Outside the Pact Chamber, the world continued. But inside, we’d created something transformative.

A corruption completed. An angel fallen. A bond forged in trust and pleasure.

Lyric had given me her virginity. Her innocence. Her complete surrender.

And in return, I’d given her freedom. Pleasure. A new identity as my devoted lover.

Fair trade.

“We should clean up,” I said eventually.

“Probably.” But she made no move to get off me. “In a minute. I want to enjoy being full of you a little longer. Want to feel your cum inside me.”

“Fair enough.”

So we stayed there, wrapped in each other, innocent angel now devoted lover and her corruptor, while the candles burned low and the consent wards pulsed approval.

Perfect.


Chapter 15: Competition Orgy

The idea started as a joke.

We were having lunch in the House lounge—Roxy, Elowen, Tamsin, Vyra, and me—when Vyra made an offhand comment about training stamina for extended Gate-Runs.

“Some of us,” she said, shooting a competitive look at the others, “have better endurance than others. It’s about discipline. Focus. Pushing past your limits.”

“Is that so?” Roxy’s tail swished teasingly. “Because I seem to remember a certain warrior begging for breaks during our last ritual coordination practice.”

“That was different. That was magical endurance, not physical.”

“Same principle.” Tamsin set down her tea with precise control. “Endurance is endurance. Whether in combat, magic, or… other activities.”

The pause before “other activities” was deliberate. Loaded.

“Other activities like what?” I asked, knowing exactly where this was going.

All four of them looked at me with expressions ranging from innocent (Roxy’s fake wide eyes) to predatory (Vyra’s competitive smirk).

“Like pleasuring our Pactweaver,” Elowen said quietly, pushing her glasses up. “Maintaining focus and technique through extended… sessions.”

“You’re proposing a competition.”

“I’m proposing we settle once and for all who has the best stamina.” Vyra leaned forward. “Who can last longest. Who can please you most. Who’s the best at their specialty.”

“This is ridiculous,” I said, but I was already hardening at the mental image.

“This is scientific,” Elowen countered. “We each have different approaches. Different skills. A comparative test would provide valuable data about optimal techniques.”

“You want to fuck me competitively. For science.”

“Yes,” all four said in unison.

I looked around the table at them. Roxy’s mischievous grin. Elowen’s scholarly determination. Tamsin’s calculating interest. Vyra’s fierce competitiveness.

They were serious.

And fuck if I wasn’t extremely into this idea.

“Fine,” I said. “Tonight. My chamber. Rules?”

“No rules,” Vyra said immediately. “Anything goes. Whoever makes you come hardest wins.”

“That’s not measurable,” Elowen objected. “We need objective metrics. Duration, intensity, technique scores—”

“It’s not a fucking research project, Elowen.”

“It could be—”

“Ladies.” I cut through the bickering. “Here’s the rule: You all compete to please me. I judge who’s best at what. No keeping score beyond that. This isn’t about winning or losing—it’s about proving you all belong in my bed.”

“I like those terms,” Roxy said. “Prove ourselves worthy of the Pactweaver’s cock.”

“Exactly.”

Tamsin’s pale gray eyes had gone molten silver. “And the prize?”

“You all get the prize. Me. Claiming each of you exactly how you need it.”

Her hand went to her stomach unconsciously—that fertility instinct never far from surface. “Acceptable.”



They arrived at my chamber at eight PM.

I’d prepared—cleared space, laid out supplies (lube, towels, water), made sure the wards were active for privacy. The bond network hummed with anticipation, four distinct flavors of arousal mixing together.

Roxy knocked first, entering in her signature look—cropped tee (braless, nipples already hard and poking through the thin fabric), micro-skirt barely covering her ass, thigh-highs with garters showing. Her electric-violet hair was teased perfectly, and her magenta eyes sparkled with mischief.

“Ready to show these amateurs how it’s done,” she announced.

“Amateurs?” Elowen entered behind her, wearing tight jeans that showcased her spectacular ass and a sweater that hugged her C-cups. Her raven-black hair was in its usual ponytail, thick-rimmed glasses perched on her nose. “I’ll have you know my technique is research-backed and proven effective.”

“Research doesn’t beat natural talent.”

Tamsin entered with regal composure, ice-platinum blonde hair in its severe ponytail, pencil skirt and blazer perfectly tailored. But her fertility sigils were already glowing faintly under her skin, visible through her sheer blouse. “This isn’t about talent or research. It’s about dedication and need.”

“It’s about being the best,” Vyra countered, swaggering in wearing compression shorts and a sports bra that showed off her athletic body. Every defined muscle was on display, sun-kissed skin already gleaming with anticipation. Her short silver-white hair was still damp from a workout. “And I fully intend to prove I’m the best.”

They faced each other, competitive tension crackling in the air.

“Ground rules,” I said, sitting on the edge of my bed. “You work together and separately. No sabotaging each other. The goal is mutual pleasure, not just your own victory. Got it?”

“Got it,” they chorused.

“Good. Then show me what you’ve got.”

For a moment they just stood there, sizing each other up. Then Roxy made the first move.

She crossed to me, dropping to her knees between my spread legs with practiced ease. “I’ll start. Since I have the most experience with our Pactweaver’s preferences.”

Her small hands went to my joggers, pulling them down along with my boxers. My cock sprang free, already hard from anticipation, thick and ready.

She licked her lips.

“Fuck, I love this cock,” she breathed, wrapping one hand around my shaft. Her fingers didn’t meet around my girth. “So thick. So perfect. Mine.”

She dove in without preamble, taking me into her mouth with enthusiastic hunger. Hot, wet suction surrounded me, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank deeper.

I groaned.

“That’s cheating,” Vyra protested. “Getting a head start—”

“Then join me instead of complaining.”

Vyra dropped to her knees beside Roxy, and suddenly I had two mouths on me—Roxy sucking my cock with practiced skill while Vyra leaned in and licked and sucked my balls. The dual sensation made my head fall back.

“Fuck—that’s good—”

Roxy’s mouth was heaven. Wet and hot, her tongue doing this swirling thing she knew I loved. She took me deeper, relaxing her throat, and I felt the tip of my cock hit the back of her throat.

Meanwhile, Vyra’s tongue explored my balls, licking and sucking each one into her mouth, her competitive nature driving her to be thorough.

“I’m not being left out,” Elowen said, stripping off her sweater to reveal a black lace bra barely containing her generous breasts. Pale cleavage spilled over the cups. She moved behind me on the bed, pressing those soft massive tits against my back while her hands roamed my chest.

Her fingers found my nipples, pinching and teasing.

“Your turn, Tamsin,” I managed to say.

She stood in front of me, and with deliberate slowness began removing her clothes. First the blazer, folded precisely and set aside. Then the blouse, button by button, revealing pale porcelain skin and a white lace bra. The pencil skirt slid down her long legs, and her fertility sigils glowed brighter now—body responding to arousal, to the promise of breeding.

“Watch me,” she commanded softly. “While they worship your cock, watch me strip for you.”

She unclasped her bra, freeing her elegant C-cups. Her hands cupped them, thumbs brushing over pink nipples that hardened instantly, and I watched her touch herself while Roxy and Vyra continued their dual assault on my cock and balls.

Her panties were already damp when she slid them down, a visible wet spot in the white lace.

“This is torture,” I groaned.

“This is competition,” Tamsin countered, completely naked now, fertility sigils pulsing with her heartbeat. They traced patterns across her hips, her lower stomach, her inner thighs—everywhere a baby might grow. “And I’m winning by being what you can’t have yet. The anticipation.”

She was right. Watching her nude body, fertility sigils glowing, knowing I couldn’t touch yet while Roxy sucked me enthusiastically and Vyra worked my balls and Elowen’s hands teased my chest—it was exquisite torture.

Roxy pulled off my cock with a wet pop. “Switch. Vyra’s turn.”

“About fucking time,” Vyra growled, immediately wrapping her lips around my shaft.

Her technique was different from Roxy’s. More aggressive. Less finesse but more raw enthusiasm. She sucked hard, cheeks hollowing, taking me as deep as she could and gagging slightly.

“Easy,” I said. “Don’t hurt yourself.”

“I can take it,” she insisted, then proved it by taking me even deeper, throat opening around my cock.

“Fuck—Vyra—”

Roxy took over sucking my balls, and the two of them created a rhythm—Vyra’s mouth on my cock, Roxy’s on my balls, both of them working me over like it was a team sport.

“I want to try,” Elowen said from behind me. “But not your cock. Not yet.”

She moved around, and I saw she’d stripped completely while I was distracted. Her thicc librarian curves were on full display—generous C-cups with dusky nipples, wide hips that flared from her narrow waist, thick juicy thighs, and that spectacular round ass I’d claimed so many times.

She still wore her glasses. God, that was hot.

She knelt beside the other two, and looked up at me. “May I?”

“Do whatever you want.”

She moved lower, pushing gently so I’d lean back more. Then I felt her tongue on my asshole.

“Fuck!” The sensation was unexpected, intense. Elowen rimming me while Roxy and Vyra alternated sucking my cock.

Her tongue circled my hole, then pressed gently, and I felt myself clench.

“Is that good?” Elowen asked, voice muffled.

“Yes—holy shit yes—”

She went back to it, tongue circling and pressing, getting me wet, and the combination of three mouths working different areas was overwhelming.

Tamsin watched it all with those molten silver eyes, one hand between her legs now, touching herself. Her fingers slid through her wet folds, finding her clit.

“You look good like this. Overwhelmed. Multiple women pleasuring you at once. Exactly how it should be.”

“Tamsin—get over here—”

“Not yet. I want you desperate for me first.”

She was succeeding. Watching her touch herself, fertility sigils glowing brighter with her arousal, while three women worshipped my cock and ass—I was already close to coming and we’d barely started.

“Going to come,” I warned.

“In my mouth,” Roxy demanded, shoving Vyra aside and wrapping her lips around me just as I erupted.

The orgasm hit hard. My cock pulsed, thick ropes of cum flooding Roxy’s mouth. She swallowed the first several spurts, throat working, then pulled back and aimed my cock at Vyra.

“Share,” she gasped, and Vyra opened wide, letting me finish on her tongue and face.

I watched my cum paint Vyra’s face—across her cheeks, her nose, dripping down her chin onto her athletic chest.

When the orgasm finally faded, both of them were covered in cum—Roxy with it dripping from her lips, Vyra with streaks across her face and small tight breasts.

“Holy fuck,” I panted.

“Round one goes to us,” Roxy said smugly, then leaned over and kissed Vyra, sharing my cum between their mouths.

Vyra’s competitive nature made her kiss back aggressively, and they made out in front of me, tongues swirling together, passing my cum back and forth. I could see it dripping from their joined mouths.

“That was just the warmup,” Vyra said when they finally broke apart, licking her lips clean. “Now the real competition starts.”

My cock was already hardening again, the sight too erotic to stay soft for long.

“Good,” Tamsin said, climbing onto the bed. “Because I’m taking my turn now.”

She positioned herself on hands and knees, ass raised in clear invitation. Fertility sigils pulsed bright across her hips and lower back.

Her pussy glistened, wet and ready.

“Breed me,” she said simply. “While they watch. Show them how you claim your ice queen.”

I moved behind her, cock hard and ready. Elowen handed me lube, but I didn’t need it—Tamsin was already dripping wet from watching and touching herself.

I pressed my cockhead against her entrance, sliding through her wet folds.

“Please,” she whimpered.

I pushed inside her tight heat, and she moaned long and low.

“Yes—finally—fill me—”

Her pussy gripped my cock perfectly. Hot and wet and tight. I could feel her inner walls fluttering around me.

I gripped her hips and started fucking her with deep, powerful strokes. Her whole body rocked with the impact, breasts swaying beneath her, fertility sigils flaring brighter with each thrust.

“Harder,” she demanded. “I’m not fragile. Fuck me like you want to put a baby in me.”

I did, pounding into her with relentless rhythm. My hands on her hips, pulling her back onto my cock, watching it disappear into her pussy over and over. Slick and wet, her arousal coating my shaft.

“This is what I do best,” she gasped between moans. “Take your cock. Worship your seed. Beg you to breed me.”

“You’re not begging very convincingly,” Vyra observed, still kneeling nearby with cum drying on her face.

“Please,” Tamsin amended, voice breaking with pleasure. “Please breed me. Fill me with cum. Make my fertility magic sing. Give me what I need. Put a baby in me.”

“Better,” I agreed, fucking her harder. My balls slapped against her clit with each thrust. “But I’m not coming in you yet. Not until everyone’s had a turn.”

She whimpered in frustration, but kept pushing back against me. “Then at least make me come while you fuck me.”

I reached around, finding her clit and rubbing rough circles. She cried out, inner walls clenching around my cock as orgasm crashed through her.

“Yes—yes—breed me breed me breed me—”

Her pussy gripped me so tight I almost lost it, but I forced myself to hold back.

I pulled out before I could finish, earning a desperate whine from her. My cock was slick with her arousal, throbbing.

“My turn,” Elowen said, already positioning herself on her hands and knees beside Tamsin. “I want what she’s getting. But not my pussy.”

She reached back, spreading her ass cheeks in clear invitation. Her asshole clenched and relaxed. “Fuck my ass, Kade. Show them what I can take.”

I grabbed the lube this time, slicking my cock thoroughly. The lube was cool and slippery, a stark contrast to my heated flesh.

I pressed the tip against her tight ring and pushed.

She gasped as I breached her, that familiar stretch she’d learned to crave. Her ass resisted initially, then slowly gave way as I worked in.

I pushed deeper, watching my cock disappear into her spectacular ass inch by inch.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned when I was fully seated, balls pressed against her pussy. “This is what I’m best at. Taking it in the ass. Being your anal slut.”

I started moving, and she matched my rhythm perfectly. This was well-practiced territory—we’d done this enough that her body knew exactly how to take me.

Her ass gripped my cock like a vise, tighter than her pussy, hotter somehow.

“Look at how well she takes it,” Roxy observed, fingering herself while watching. Her fingers were buried in her pussy, pumping. “Barely any resistance. Such a good anal queen.”

“I’ve trained for this,” Elowen gasped, pushing back to meet my thrusts. “Practiced. Researched. Perfected my technique.”

“Show me,” I growled, gripping her hips and picking up speed. “Show me that perfect technique.”

She did, tightening and relaxing in perfect rhythm, creating incredible sensation. Her ass muscles worked my cock, milking me.

Her glasses had slipped down her nose, and when I reached forward to remove them completely, she moaned.

“Surrender signal,” she whispered. “You’re making me surrender.”

“That’s the point.”

I fucked her ass hard, watching the way her thick thighs and wide hips moved with each impact, her raven-black hair falling over her face, spectacular ass taking everything I gave.

The wet sounds of my cock pounding her ass filled the room.

“Coming,” she whimpered. “Just from anal—coming—”

Her whole body shook as orgasm rolled through her, ass clenching impossibly tight around my cock. I fought the urge to finish, gritting my teeth, pulling out carefully.

“Someone else’s turn,” I panted.

“Mine,” Vyra said, already naked and prowling toward me. Her athletic body was on full display—defined abs, muscular thighs, small tight breasts, sun-kissed skin still streaked with drying cum. “But not like that. I want to earn it.”

She tackled me onto the bed, wrestling playfully-aggressive, trying to pin me. Her muscles flexed as she grappled, and I let her get on top.

She straddled my hips with athletic grace, crimson eyes blazing with competitive fire.

“I’m the strongest,” she declared, muscular thighs gripping my sides. “The most athletic. I can ride you longer and harder than any of them.”

“Prove it.”

She grabbed my cock, positioned it at her entrance, and sank down in one smooth motion. Tight, hot, perfect.

Her pussy swallowed me whole, gripping every inch.

“Fuck yes,” she groaned, starting to move. “This is my specialty. Athletic endurance. I can do this all night.”

She rode me with single-minded determination, toned body moving with practiced grace. Defined abs flexing with each roll of her hips. Small tight breasts bouncing. Crimson eyes locked on mine with competitive fire.

“I’m the best,” she panted. “Say it. Say I’m the best at riding your cock.”

“You’re incredible,” I said instead, hands gripping her round firm ass. “But so are all of them.”

“Not good enough.” She rode harder, faster, showing off that athletic stamina. Her thighs burned as she pistoned up and down on my cock. “I need to be THE best.”

“Then make me come,” I challenged. “Make me come inside you before you get tired.”

Her eyes flashed. “Challenge accepted.”

She went wild, riding me with everything she had. Muscles working, sweat gleaming on her sun-kissed skin, competitive nature driving her to fuck me harder than I’d ever been ridden.

Her pussy gripped my cock with each bounce, so tight and wet. I could hear how wet she was—the obscene squelching sounds as she rode me.

But I held back, refusing to finish until the right moment.

“Fuck—why won’t you—” She was panting now, starting to tire despite her stamina. “Come for me—please—”

“Not yet. There’s one more thing I want to see first.”

I shifted, rolling us so I was on top. She gasped as the position changed, legs wrapping around my waist.

“What—”

“All of you,” I said, looking at the others. “Together. I want all four of you at once.”

They looked at each other, then at me.

“How?” Roxy asked.

“Get creative. Pile up. Layer yourselves. Give me maximum contact with all of you simultaneously.”

They moved with surprising coordination, arranging themselves into an erotic configuration. Tamsin lay on her back. Elowen straddled her face—Tamsin’s tongue immediately finding Elowen’s pussy. Roxy positioned herself to kiss and touch Elowen, their breasts pressing together. Vyra stayed beneath me, still impaled on my cock.

And I fucked Vyra while surrounded by all of them—Tamsin’s legs wrapped around mine, Elowen gasping above her as Tamsin ate her out, Roxy’s hands everywhere—touching Elowen’s tits, her own pussy, my back.

All of them touching and being touched.

The bond network flared bright, all four connections pulsing in sync. This was what Lust Shepherd II was designed for—coordinating multiple partners, amplifying pleasure through shared connection.

I could feel their arousal through the bonds. Tamsin’s devotion as she worshipped Elowen’s pussy with her tongue. Elowen’s analytical mind shutting down under waves of pleasure. Roxy’s exhibitionist thrill at being part of this tangle of bodies. Vyra’s competitive satisfaction at having my cock inside her.

“Come,” I commanded. “All of you. Together.”

Tamsin came first, hips bucking against Elowen’s tongue. The vibrations of her moans went straight to Elowen’s clit.

That triggered Elowen, who clenched and shook, grinding down on Tamsin’s face.

Roxy’s fingers found her own clit, and she followed, screaming her pleasure.

And Vyra, still riding my cock even from beneath me, finally shattered with a scream.

The cascade of orgasms through the bond network was overwhelming. I felt all four of them, pleasure amplifying pleasure, feeding back through our connections until it became one massive surge.

I couldn’t hold back anymore.

“Vyra—inside—”

“Yes! Breed me like you bred Tamsin—fill me—”

I slammed deep and came hard, cock pulsing thick ropes of cum into her athletic body. She clenched around me, milking every drop, competitive nature satisfied by being the one I finished in first.

“Yes—feel you—so hot—filling me—”

But I wasn’t done.

As the orgasm faded, I pulled out of Vyra and immediately thrust into Tamsin’s waiting pussy. She screamed in surprise and pleasure, Elowen scrambling off her face.

“You wanted breeding?” I growled, fucking her through the aftershocks. Her pussy was still tight, still eager. “You get breeding.”

I lasted only a few thrusts before coming again—smaller load but still substantial—flooding her fertile pussy with more cum.

Her fertility sigils flared brilliant white as she felt my seed inside her.

“Yes—yes—breed me—”

Then Roxy. I pulled out of Tamsin and Roxy was already spreading her legs, eager. I thrust into her tight little pussy and came again, even smaller but still marking her.

Then Elowen’s pussy (not ass this time). Each of them got a load, even if the later ones were smaller, because they’d all earned it.

By the time I finally collapsed, thoroughly spent, all four of them were dripping with my cum and their own juices, breathing hard, satisfaction written across their faces.

Cum leaked from four well-fucked pussies, pooling on the sheets.
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The notifications confirmed what I felt. This wasn’t just sex. This was the harem proving they could work together, compete without destroying unity, push each other to be better.

“Who won?” Vyra finally asked, voice hoarse.

“You all did,” I said. “Each of you proved exactly what you’re best at. Roxy’s enthusiasm. Elowen’s technique. Tamsin’s devotion. Vyra’s stamina. You’re all perfect at being exactly who you are.”

“Diplomatic answer,” Tamsin observed, but she was smiling, cum still dripping from her pussy.

“True answer.” I pulled them all closer, tangled mess of limbs and satisfied women. “You’re my harem. Not because any one of you is perfect, but because together you’re everything I need.”

“Sappy,” Roxy teased, but she was nuzzling against my chest.

“True,” Elowen corrected, already analyzing in her head. “The synergy effects were measurable. We accomplished more together than any of us could individually.”

“Next time I’m going first,” Vyra declared.

“Next time we should involve Maelia and Lyric too,” Roxy suggested. “Make it a full harem competition.”

“Let’s recover from this one first,” I said.

They laughed, settling into comfortable post-sex exhaustion. Outside my chamber, the campus continued its nightly rhythms. But inside, we’d proven something important.

The harem wasn’t just about individual bonds. It was about collective strength. About competition making everyone better. About proving that freely-chosen connections created power that Compliance could never replicate with their forced political pairings.

Dean Morrow could try to regulate us all he wanted. But he’d never understand this. Never replicate it. Never break what we’d built through genuine affection and mutual desire.

“Thank you,” I said quietly.

“For what?” Tamsin asked.

“For choosing me. For competing to prove yourselves. For being exactly what I need.”

“We chose well,” Elowen said, drowsily adjusting her recovered glasses. “Statistical analysis confirms it.”

“Nerd,” Vyra muttered affectionately.

“Competitive freak,” Elowen shot back.

“Both of you, sleep,” I ordered. “We’ll debrief properly in the morning.”

They did, falling into satisfied exhaustion one by one. Roxy curled against my right side. Elowen on my left. Tamsin sprawled across our legs. Vyra claiming space near my feet like a guard dog.

My harem. My bonds. My strength.

And we were just getting started.

Tomorrow we’d continue the fight against Compliance. Continue building evidence that our way was better. Continue pushing toward whatever threat Dean Morrow represented.

But tonight, we’d rest in the afterglow of proven unity.

Perfect.


Chapter 16: Forbidden Discovery

Elowen’s comm-crystal message came at one AM:

“Found something. Forbidden stacks. Come now. —E.Q.”

I was out of bed and dressed in minutes, navigating the empty campus corridors to the library. At this hour, the building was almost deserted—just a few dedicated students in study carrels and the night librarian at the main desk.

Elowen had clearance for the restricted sections thanks to her research role. I flashed my House Night ID, and the wards let me through to the back stacks.

I found her deep in the Forbidden Wing, surrounded by ancient texts. Her raven-black hair was in a messy bun, thick-framed glasses sliding down her nose as she pored over a particularly old tome. She’d changed from her usual tight jeans into comfortable leggings that still showcased her thick thighs and an oversized sweater that couldn’t hide her generous curves.

“Kade.” She looked up, dark eyes intense behind her glasses. “Thank god. I need you to confirm I’m not seeing things.”

“What did you find?”

She gestured to the book in front of her—bound in cracked leather, pages yellowed with age, text written in archaic script. “This is a historical account from three centuries ago. The Purifier Wars.”

I’d heard the term before—briefly, in passing—but never studied it. “The ancient enemy you mentioned when you found that first clue.”

“Exactly. But this…” She turned pages carefully. “This is the complete account. Who they were. What they wanted. How they were stopped.”

I pulled up a chair beside her, reading over her shoulder. The text was dense, academic, but the gist came through clearly:

The Purifiers had been a militant faction that believed succubus magic was corrupting mortal realms. They’d waged a century-long campaign to eradicate all succubi, claiming it was for the “greater good.” Used holy magic, silver weapons, binding rituals designed to drain succubus power.

“They nearly succeeded,” Elowen said quietly. “At their peak, they’d killed over sixty percent of the succubus population. Destroyed entire bloodlines. Almost wiped out our species.”

“What stopped them?”

“A coalition. Every succubus House—even rival ones—united under a single banner. They gathered their most powerful members and performed a massive sealing ritual.” She pointed to an illustration—dozens of succubi in a ritual circle, power flowing between them. “They didn’t kill the Purifier leadership. They sealed them. Trapped them in a dimensional pocket, cut off from this world.”

“Why seal instead of kill?”

“Because the Purifiers had become so infused with holy magic that killing them would have created a massive backlash—enough to damage the mortal realm itself. So instead, the coalition created a perfect prison. As long as the seal held, the Purifiers couldn’t escape. Couldn’t influence our world. Couldn’t continue their genocide.”

I studied the illustration. “And the seal has held for three hundred years.”

“Until now.” She turned more pages, showing me maintenance records. “The seal requires periodic reinforcement. Every fifty years, a coalition of Houses is supposed to perform a renewal ritual. But look at the dates.”

I did. The last renewal had been… one hundred and seventy years ago.

“They missed three renewal cycles,” I said.

“Completely. The coalition structure broke down after the first successful renewal. Political infighting. Houses refusing to cooperate. By the second cycle, nobody could agree on who should lead the ritual. By the third…” She gestured helplessly. “Everyone just assumed someone else would handle it.”

“So the seal has been degrading for over a century.”

“Exactly. And according to the projections in this text, it should be critically weakened by now. On the verge of failure.” She looked at me, genuine fear in her eyes. “Kade, if the seal breaks completely, the Purifiers could return. All of them. With three centuries of rage and holy magic built up in that dimensional pocket.”

The implications hit me like a physical blow. “They’d finish what they started.”

“They’d wipe out every succubus on campus. Maybe in this entire region. And with modern weapons and magic…” She didn’t finish the thought. Didn’t need to.

“Okay.” I forced myself to think logically. “But the seal hasn’t broken yet. We have time to reinforce it, right? Gather a new coalition, perform the renewal ritual—”

“That’s the problem.” She pulled another book from her stack—this one a modern ledger. “I cross-referenced recent library access logs for anyone researching Purifier history. Wanted to see if others knew about the threat.”

“And?”

“Only one person has accessed these texts in the past five years.” She opened the ledger, pointed to a signature.

Dean Aldric Morrow.

My blood went cold.

“He’s been studying the Purifiers extensively,” Elowen continued, flipping through pages. “Checked out texts on the sealing ritual. On dimensional magic. On methods to weaken existing bindings.” She looked at me. “Kade, I think Dean Morrow isn’t trying to prevent the seal from breaking. I think he’s trying to help it fail.”

“Why would he want the Purifiers to return? They’d kill succubi—his own people.”

“Unless he’s not succubus-aligned. Unless he’s secretly a Purifier himself. Or a descendant. Someone who’s been waiting centuries for a chance to finish the genocide.”

It made horrible sense. Morrow’s hostility to our bonds. His attempts to restrict my influence. The way he’d been systematically undermining genuine connections while promoting weak political pairings.

“He’s been weakening us,” I said slowly. “Breaking up strong bonds. Preventing coalition-building. Making sure succubi stay divided and weak.”

“So when the seal finally breaks, we’ll be too scattered and powerless to mount a defense.”

We sat in silence for a moment, the weight of discovery settling over us.

“We need to tell Maelia,” I finally said.

“Agreed. But we need more proof. Access logs aren’t enough—he’ll claim he was researching for academic purposes. We need evidence of active sabotage. Of him deliberately weakening the seal.”

“How do we get that?”

“We track his movements. Monitor his activities. Find out if he’s performing counter-rituals to accelerate the seal’s decay.” She pushed her glasses up. “And we need to learn the renewal ritual ourselves. In case we need to reinforce the seal before he can break it completely.”

“Can two people perform a ritual that required dozens?”

“No. But we have something the original coalition didn’t.” She looked at me meaningfully. “Genuine bonds. Your immunity. The Lust Shepherd spec designed for multi-partner coordination. If we can gather enough bonded partners and synchronize our energy…”

“We might be able to replicate what took a full coalition before.”

“Exactly.” She started gathering books, stacking them carefully. “I need to study these renewal procedures. Figure out the exact requirements. Meanwhile, you need to keep building bonds, strengthening the harem. The more of us working together, the better chance we have.”

I helped her stack the books. “Elowen. If we’re right about this—if Morrow really is working to free the Purifiers—we’re in serious danger. He won’t just target me politically. He’ll try to eliminate anyone who could stop him.”

“I know.” Her voice was steady despite the fear in her eyes. “Which is why we can’t let him know we’ve figured it out. We act normal. Keep building our case quietly. And when we have enough evidence…”

“We take him down before he can finish whatever he’s planning.”

She nodded, then suddenly sagged against the desk. The adrenaline of discovery wearing off, leaving exhaustion and fear in its wake.

“Hey.” I moved behind her, hands on her shoulders. “We’ll figure this out. We have time. The seal hasn’t broken yet.”

“But it will. Soon. And if we can’t perform the renewal ritual…” She turned to face me, glasses askew, vulnerability written across her face. “Kade, I’m scared. This is bigger than Compliance politics or House rankings. This is existential. The Purifiers want us extinct.”

I pulled her into a hug, and she melted against me. Her thicc curves pressed to my body, trembling slightly. I could feel her heart racing, feel the fear radiating from her.

“We won’t let that happen,” I murmured into her hair, breathing in her scent—vanilla and old books. “We’ve got genuine bonds. Real power. And we’re smarter than Morrow gives us credit for.”

“I hope you’re right.”

We stood like that for a long moment, taking comfort in physical contact. Then her trembling shifted—not fear anymore, but need. I felt it through the bond. Her arousal spiking as adrenaline transformed into something else.

“I need…” She looked up at me, dark eyes dilated behind her glasses, pupils blown wide. “I need to feel alive. To forget the terror for a few minutes. To just… feel something good. Something real.”

“Elowen—”

“Please. I know it’s not the time. I know we should be planning. But I need you. Need the comfort. Need to remember why we’re fighting to preserve this.” Her hands fisted in my shirt. “Need you to make me feel safe. Protected. Claimed.”

How could I refuse that?

I kissed her hard, and she responded with desperate hunger. Her hands fumbled at my clothes while I worked hers off, neither of us patient enough for slow seduction. The fear had transformed into raw need.

Her sweater came off, revealing pale skin and a black lace bra straining over her generous C-cups. I palmed them roughly, squeezing, and she moaned into my mouth.

“More—need more—”

I yanked her leggings down along with her panties, and she kicked them off frantically. Stood there in just her bra and glasses, thick thighs trembling, pussy already glistening.

When we were both half-naked—her bra and glasses still on, my shirt discarded—I turned her around and bent her over the desk. Right there, surrounded by ancient texts about genocide and sealing rituals, we sought comfort in each other’s bodies.

Books scattered beneath her. Papers crinkled. The desk was hard against her hips, and she braced herself with both hands.

“Anal,” she breathed, reaching back to spread her ass cheeks. “I need you in my ass. Need that surrender. Need to feel completely claimed.”

I grabbed lube from my pocket—had started carrying it everywhere since claiming her regularly—and slicked my cock thoroughly. The lube was cool and slippery, coating my heated flesh.

I pressed against her tight ring and pushed.

She gasped as I breached her, that familiar stretch that she’d learned to crave. Her ass resisted initially, that ring of muscle clenching tight, but I worked in slowly.

Inch by inch, I filled her ass, watching it swallow my cock. Her spectacular round flesh framed my shaft perfectly.

And I felt some of the tension drain from her body as I claimed her. This was comfort. Safety. The physical proof that despite the threats, we were alive and together and she was mine.

“Yes—oh god yes—feel you—so deep—”

I didn’t fuck her gently. Didn’t have the patience for it. Just pounded into her ass with desperate need, hands gripping her wide hips hard enough to leave bruises, watching my cock disappear into her spectacular round flesh over and over.

The wet sounds of anal penetration filled the quiet library. Slick. Obscene. Perfect.

“Yes—fuck—just like that—harder—” Her glasses had fallen off onto the desk, and she was gripping the edge, knuckles white. “Make me forget. Make me feel nothing but this. Nothing but you claiming me.”

I did, fucking her with relentless rhythm. The sound of flesh on flesh echoed in the quiet stacks, joined by our ragged breathing and her whimpered moans.

Her ass gripped me so tight. Hot and perfect. I could feel every flutter, every clench. See how her thick thighs trembled. How her back arched. How she pushed back to meet my thrusts despite the overwhelming sensation.

“You’re mine,” I growled, spanking her ass. “My research queen. My anal slut. Mine to claim whenever I want.”

“Yours—all yours—please don’t stop—”

When I reached around to find her clit, she came almost instantly—back arching beautifully, inner walls and ass both clenching tight around me in rhythmic pulses.

“Kade—oh fuck—Kade—”

Her whole body shook. I felt her pussy clench on nothing, dripping arousal down her thighs. Felt her ass squeeze my cock so tight I could barely move.

“Fill me,” she begged as her orgasm faded into aftershocks. “Please. I need to feel you finish. Need that claim. Need your cum inside me.”

I gave her what she needed, slamming deep and coming hard. Thick pulses of cum flooding her ass, marking her from the inside, reaffirming the bond between us.

My cock jerked inside her tight heat, pumping rope after rope into her depths.

“Yes—feel it—so hot—marking me—”

When it was over, we stayed connected for a long moment. Both panting. Both processing. My cock still buried in her ass, her body draped over the desk.

“Thank you,” she finally whispered, voice hoarse.

“Anytime. Always.”

I pulled out carefully, and cum immediately started leaking from her stretched hole. She whimpered at the loss, at the sensation of my seed dripping out of her.

She immediately started cleaning up with practiced efficiency. Re-dressing, gathering the books, wiping down the desk, composing herself back into scholarly determination.

But when she put her glasses back on, I saw the difference. The fear was still there, but underneath it was resolve. Purpose.

“We’re going to beat him,” she said firmly. “We’re going to find the proof. Perform the renewal. Save our people.”

“Damn right we are.”

[System — Quest Update: Purifier Threat]
[Objective Revealed: Gather evidence of Morrow’s sabotage]
[Objective Revealed: Learn the Seal Renewal Ritual]
[Objective Revealed: Build coalition strength (bonds + power)]
[Warning: Timeline Critical — seal degradation accelerating]
[Bond +50 — Elowen → 800 (Love)]
[Achievement: Dark Discovery — uncovered existential threat]

The notifications confirmed what we both knew. This wasn’t just politics anymore. This was survival.

We left the Forbidden Wing together, Elowen carrying her stack of critical texts, me carrying the weight of new knowledge.

Dean Morrow wasn’t just a bureaucrat enforcing outdated policy. He was actively working to destroy us. To finish what the Purifiers had started three centuries ago.

But he’d made one critical mistake.

He’d underestimated what genuine bonds could accomplish. What love and loyalty could build. What a harem of freely-devoted partners could achieve when working together.

We’d prove him wrong.

We’d save the seal. Expose his treachery. Protect our people.

And we’d do it through the very bonds he’d tried to destroy.

“Tomorrow we tell Maelia,” Elowen said as we reached the library exit. “Give her everything we’ve found. Start building the case.”

“And we keep gathering strength. More bonds. More power. More evidence.”

“Exactly.” She smiled, fierce and determined behind her glasses. “He wants to play extinction games? Let’s show him what happens when you threaten a harem that actually loves their Pactweaver.”

I kissed her one more time—quick and affirming—then we parted ways. Her to her room to begin organizing the research. Me to mine to start planning our counter-move.

The semester had started as a simple goal: raise House rank, gather sparks, unlock abilities.

Now we were in a race against genocide.

But we had something Morrow didn’t. Something the original Purifiers had never faced.

Genuine unity born of love instead of political necessity.

Let’s see how that played out.

Spoiler: We were going to win.


Chapter 17: Fertility Ascension

The full moon rose over campus like a silver eye, and Tamsin’s fertility sigils blazed.

I’d seen them glow before—faint pulses during ovulation, bright flares during our breeding sessions. But tonight they were incandescent, covering her entire body in luminous patterns that pulsed in time with her heartbeat. They traced intricate paths across her pale porcelain skin—spirals across her hips, branching patterns down her thighs, delicate networks across her lower belly.

“It’s the alignment,” she explained, ice-platinum blonde hair loose for once instead of in its severe ponytail. It fell in silky waves past her shoulders, catching moonlight. Her pale gray eyes had gone completely molten silver—no gray left, just liquid metal burning with primal need. “Lunar cycle, my ovulation window, the campus wards all syncing. My fertility magic is at its absolute peak.”

We stood in the Defense ward circle—the same space where we’d first established our breeding pact. But tonight it looked different. Tamsin had spent hours preparing. Drawn intricate symbols in chalk and silver dust across the floor. Lit candles in specific configurations around the perimeter, their flames dancing in perfect synchronization. Positioned cushions and blankets in the center, creating a ritual bed.

And invited the entire harem to witness.

Roxy, Elowen, Maelia, Vyra, and Lyric stood around the circle’s perimeter, all wearing ceremonial robes in deep crimson. Their presence wasn’t just observational—according to Tamsin’s research, the ritual required witnesses to anchor the fertility magic, to channel collective energy toward conception.

“This is intense,” Roxy murmured, electric-violet hair catching moonlight through the chamber’s skylight. Her magenta eyes were wide with fascination. “I’ve never seen a full fertility ascension ritual.”

“Few have,” Maelia said quietly. Her rich chestnut hair was down, flowing over her shoulders, glasses on, professional authority mixed with genuine fascination. “It’s one of the oldest succubus rituals. Predates even the Academy system.”

“And it’s necessary?” I asked Tamsin.

“For what I’m attempting, yes.” She moved to the circle’s center, and her robes fell away with a whisper of fabric.

Naked, fertility sigils glowing across every inch of porcelain skin, she looked like a living constellation. The patterns covered her completely—tracing the curves of her elegant C-cup breasts, spiraling around her nipples, flowing down her flat stomach to concentrate in brilliant networks across her hips and lower belly. Her pussy lips were traced in glowing lines, and even her inner thighs pulsed with magical light.

“I’m not just seeking pregnancy. I’m performing Fertility Ascension—a permanent enhancement to my breeding magic. But it requires…” She hesitated, molten silver eyes meeting mine. “It requires genuine seed. Multiple loads. And witnesses to anchor the spell.”

“Multiple as in…?”

“As many as you can give me.” Her voice was steady despite the vulnerability of standing naked before all of us. “I need you to breed me until you’re completely empty. Until every drop of cum is inside me, feeding the fertility magic, creating the conditions for Ascension.”

My cock hardened immediately at the image. Five loads. Maybe more. All pumped into her fertile pussy while the harem watched.

“That’s… ambitious.”

“That’s necessary.” She gestured to the others. “They’re here to help. To maintain the ritual structure. To keep the magic stable while you claim me over and over.”

“I’m good at motivation,” Roxy offered with a grin, her tail swishing playfully.

“And I can monitor the magical energy flow,” Elowen added, already pulling out a notebook despite the ceremonial robes. “Make sure the ritual stays on track.”

“We’re all here to support this,” Maelia said firmly, her massive E-cups straining against the ceremonial robes. “Tamsin’s Ascension will benefit the entire House. Stronger fertility magic means stronger defensive wards. This isn’t just personal—it’s strategic.”

“And hot,” Vyra added bluntly, crimson eyes gleaming. “Watching you breed her repeatedly while we all chant support? That’s extremely hot.”

Lyric blushed but nodded agreement, golden blonde hair framing her angelic features. Her wings—still silver-gray from her corruption—fluttered nervously. “I’ve never participated in a fertility ritual. But I want to help. Want to see this magic happen.”

“Then let’s begin.” Tamsin knelt in the circle’s center, spreading her thighs in clear invitation. Fertility sigils pulsed brightest over her hips, her lower belly, the pale skin of her inner thighs. Her pussy glistened, already wet with arousal and fertility magic. “Kade. Claim me. Breed me. Start the Ascension.”

I stripped quickly, pulling off my clothes until I stood naked. My cock was already hard and eager, thick and ready. Precum beaded at the tip.

I moved into the circle, and immediately felt the ward magic activate. Warm energy wrapped around us both, amplifying arousal, sharpening sensation. My skin tingled where it touched the magical field.

My cock throbbed at the sight of her. Tamsin knelt with thighs spread wide, her pale pussy lips glistening with arousal, swollen and flushed pink. Her slit was already dripping—I could see her juices coating her inner thighs in slick trails, see how engorged her clit was, peeking out from beneath its hood. The fertility sigils pulsed brightest around her hips and lower belly, drawing my eyes to that dripping wet cunt waiting to be bred.

“Look at you,” I growled, stroking my cock. Precum beaded at the tip, thick and clear. “Already soaked. Your pussy’s begging for it.”

“Please,” she whimpered, reaching down to spread her lips wider, exposing the pink opening of her cunt. “I need your cock. Need you to fill me.”

I positioned myself at her entrance, my cockhead kissing her slick opening. Even that first touch made us both groan—her pussy was scorching hot, radiating heat that I could feel even before penetration.

I pushed forward, watching my thick shaft spread her pussy lips apart. Her opening stretched around my cockhead, pale pink flesh yielding to accommodate my girth. I drove in slowly, inch by inch, feeling her silken walls grip me.

“Fuck—you’re burning up—”

Her pussy was like a furnace. Tighter and hotter than I’d ever felt her. The fertility magic made everything more intense—her inner walls rippled and clenched rhythmically, massaging my cock as I sank deeper. So wet I could hear the slick sounds of penetration. So tight I had to push hard to bottom out.

“Fertility magic,” she gasped, back arching as I filled her completely. “Makes everything more intense. Hotter. Wetter. My pussy’s designed to milk your cock. To drain every drop from your balls.”

I sank the last inch, feeling my cockhead press against her cervix. Her pussy stretched and gripped around my entire length—eight inches of thick cock buried in scorching wet heat. Her inner walls rippled along my shaft, squeezing and releasing in waves.

“Perfect fit,” I groaned, grinding my hips against hers, feeling her clit rub against my pelvis. “Your cunt was made for breeding.”

I started moving, and the ritual began.

The harem witnesses began chanting—soft words in ancient succubus language, voices blending together in harmonic support. The ward magic pulsed in rhythm with their chant, and I felt power building around us.

“Fill me,” Tamsin begged, hips rising to meet my thrusts. Her hands gripped my shoulders. “First load. I need it. Need your seed to start the Ascension.”

I fucked her with deep, measured strokes, watching my cock slide in and out of her gripping cunt. Her pussy lips stretched around my shaft, clinging to me on each withdrawal, the pink flesh pulled outward before I drove back in. No need to rush—this was ceremonial, purposeful. Each thrust was an offering. Each wet slap of my balls against her ass was prayer.

The fertility sigils on her body began moving. Swirling across her skin in hypnotic patterns, concentrating on her lower belly where my cock filled her repeatedly. They pulsed brighter with each thrust, as if feeding on our joining. I could see them glowing between her spread thighs, marking where I penetrated her.

“You feel so fucking good,” I groaned, watching my slick cock disappear into her pussy over and over. Her juices coated my shaft, making it gleam in the moonlight. “So tight. So hot. Watch your cunt swallow my cock. See how your pussy lips grip me?”

“Made for your seed,” she gasped, her elegant C-cup breasts bouncing with each thrust. Her nipples were hard points, the fertility sigils spiraling around them. “Made to carry your babies. To breed for you. Fill me. Pump me full.”

Her pussy clenched harder, inner walls massaging my cock with deliberate squeezes. I could feel her cervix kissing my cockhead on each deep thrust, feel the heat of her womb waiting for my cum.

The dirty talk, the ritual atmosphere, her incredible cunt gripping my cock—it all built toward my first orgasm faster than usual.

“Close,” I warned, balls drawing up tight. “First one’s coming.”

“Yes—give it to me—breed me—plant your seed deep—pump your cum into my womb—make me pregnant—”

I slammed in as deep as I could go, my cockhead battering against her cervix, and came hard. My cock pulsed and jerked inside her gripping pussy, thick ropes of cum erupting from my tip. I felt each spurt—hot jets of seed firing directly into her fertile cunt, flooding her channel, coating her inner walls. Rope after rope after rope, my balls emptying in powerful contractions. So much cum. I could feel it filling her, feel her pussy overflow with my seed.

The fertility sigils flared bright white, so brilliant I had to squint.

“Yes—oh god yes—feel it—so hot—your cum’s filling my womb—feel it pumping into me—so much—”

Her pussy clamped down, milking my spurting cock, trying to suck every drop deeper. I ground against her, my cockhead pressed to her cervix, ensuring my cum went directly into her womb. I could feel it—the heat of my seed flooding her most fertile space, feel her inner walls rippling to draw it deeper.

The witnesses’ chanting intensified. The ward magic surged around us like a physical presence. And I felt something shift—the ritual beginning to take effect, magic wrapping around our joined bodies, sealing my cum inside her.

“More,” Tamsin gasped as my orgasm faded, her pussy still clenching around my softening cock. “Don’t pull out. Keep going. I need more.”

My cock hadn’t fully softened—the ritual magic keeping me semi-hard, ready. I could feel my own cum surrounding my shaft, hot and slick inside her. Within seconds, blood was flowing back, swelling my cock inside her cum-filled cunt, making me rigid again.

I started moving again, fucking her through the aftershocks. My cock squelched through the pool of cum already inside her—obscene wet sounds as I pumped through my own seed. Her pussy was even more slippery now, my cum acting as lube, letting me glide in and out faster. I could feel it coating my shaft, feel the thick fluid oozing out around my cock with each thrust, dripping down her ass crack.

“This is incredible,” Elowen breathed from the circle’s edge, frantically scribbling notes. “The magical energy is—it’s exponential. Each load will amplify the effect.”

“How many do we need?” I asked, panting, still thrusting into Tamsin’s cum-filled pussy.

“Minimum three,” Tamsin answered between moans. “Preferably five. As many as you can manage before exhaustion.”

“Five,” I confirmed, gripping her hips. “I can do five.”

The second load came faster. The ritual magic was amplifying my stamina, my recovery, my sheer productive capacity. My balls felt full again already, heavy and aching, ready to empty another massive load into her fertile cunt.

I fucked her harder, watching my cum-slick cock piston in and out of her stretched pussy. Her elegant breasts bounced with each impact, nipples hard, the fertility sigils spiraling around them pulsing brighter. I could see white cream frothing around my shaft where my cock churned through the cum inside her.

“That’s it—breed me—give me another—pump more cum into my pussy—fill me fuller—”

I gripped her hips and slammed deep, and my second orgasm hit. My cock jerked and pulsed, erupting another massive load. Thick spurts of cum flooded her already-full cunt, adding to the pool inside her. I could feel it—feel my seed mixing with the first load, feel her pussy overflow, feel hot cum squirt out around my shaft and run down her ass.

When I came again, flooding her with more seed, the fertility sigils spread further across her body. They crawled up her ribs, across her breasts, down her arms.

“Two down,” Roxy counted, her voice thick with arousal. I could see her hand disappearing beneath her robes. “Three more to go. You’ve got this, Pactweaver.”

Between orgasms, I kept moving. Kept fucking Tamsin’s cum-filled pussy. The wet sounds were obscene now—sloppy squelches and slurps as my cock pumped through the pool of semen already inside her. Cum bubbled out around my shaft, thick white froth coating her pussy lips, dripping down to her asshole. I could feel it—hot and slick, coating my balls as they slapped against her ass.

“You’re perfect for this,” she gasped, nails scratching down my back hard enough to draw blood. “Perfect breeding stud. Made to fill me. Made to give me babies. So much cum. So fertile. I can feel it sloshing inside me. Feel how full my pussy is.”

“You want my babies?”

“God yes—want to carry them—want to swell with your children—want everyone to see I’m yours—want my belly round and full—pregnant with your seed—”

The breeding talk pushed me over. Third orgasm hit like a freight train. My cock swelled and jerked, and I pumped even more cum into her overflowing pussy. Thick ropes of seed erupted from my tip, adding to the massive pool already inside her. So much cum. I was flooding her womb, pumping load after load into her fertile cunt.

I could feel it—there was so much cum inside her now that it was leaking out around my cock with each thrust. Every time I drove in, more white cream squirted out, running down her ass crack, pooling on the cushions beneath her. Her pussy squelched and slurped, completely saturated with my seed.

The fertility sigils were everywhere now. Covering both of us. Pulsing in perfect synchronization. The magic was building toward something massive.

“Halfway there,” Maelia observed, her voice husky. “The Ascension is beginning to manifest. Two more loads should complete it.”

“Can you give me two more?” Tamsin asked, voice desperate with need. Her molten silver eyes were wild. “Please—I need it—need to complete the ritual—need all of you—”

“I’ll give you everything I have.”

I shifted position, pulling her legs over my shoulders, folding her nearly in half. My cock drove even deeper in this mating press position—bottoming out completely, my cockhead battering against her cervix with each thrust. This angle was brutal, intense. I could see everything—my cum-coated cock sliding in and out of her stretched pussy, her swollen lips gripping my shaft, the white cream frothing around the base.

“Yes—right there—feel you in my womb—feel you claiming my most fertile space—battering my cervix—your cock’s hitting so deep—going to breed me so deep—”

The witnesses picked up their chanting again, building toward crescendo. The ward magic was almost visible now—shimmering threads of power connecting all of us, flowing into the ritual circle, feeding the fertility magic.

I could feel my fourth orgasm building slowly. I was getting tired, cock aching from sustained use, balls heavy and drained. But the magic kept me hard and functional. Kept my shaft rigid and throbbing inside her cum-soaked cunt. Kept pushing me toward completion.

“Come in me,” Tamsin commanded, ice-queen authority bleeding through even in submission. Her pale gray eyes—now molten silver—locked with mine. “Fill me. Complete the ritual. Make me pregnant with your power. Flood my womb again. Pump your seed directly into my cervix.”

I came with a roar, slamming deep, my cock pressed right against her cervix as it pulsed and jerked. I felt it this time—felt my cockhead kiss the entrance to her womb, felt my cum shooting directly through her cervix into her womb itself. Thick spurts of seed erupted straight into her most fertile space, filling her womb completely. Her cervix seemed to suck at my tip, drawing every drop deeper.

The fertility sigils went nova-bright, and Tamsin’s scream echoed off the chamber walls.

“YES—IN MY WOMB—FEEL IT—SO DEEP—”

“One more,” she sobbed when she could speak. “Please—just one more—I can feel it—so close—the Ascension is right there—”

I didn’t know if I had one more in me. Was exhausted, wrung out, cock protesting. My balls ached. My muscles trembled.

But then I felt it—the bond network activating. All six bonds (Roxy, Elowen, Tamsin, Maelia, Vyra, Lyric) pulsing with power, feeding energy into me through our connections.

They were supporting me. Lending me their strength. Making possible what I couldn’t do alone.

Vitality flooded back into me. My cock hardened fully again. My exhaustion faded.

“Thank you,” I gasped, feeling renewed. “Okay. One more. Let’s finish this.”

I fucked Tamsin with renewed vigor, my cock pistoning in and out of her cum-flooded pussy with brutal intensity. She came apart beneath me—multiple orgasms crashing through her in rapid succession, body shaking violently, her cunt clamping down on my cock in rhythmic spasms. The fertility sigils burning so bright they lit the entire chamber like daylight.

“Now—Kade now—final load—complete the Ascension—breed me—fill me one more time—pump the last of your cum into my womb—make me yours forever—”

The fifth and final orgasm hit differently. Not just physical release, but magical detonation. I felt it building from deep in my core, power mixing with seed, my balls contracting with almost painful intensity.

When I came, it felt endless. My cock jerked and pulsed, erupting rope after rope of thick cum directly into her womb. I could feel it—feel the magical significance of each spurt, feel my seed flooding her most fertile space, feel the ritual power flowing through my cum into her body. The fertility magic concentrated on my cockhead, amplifying each pulse, making every ejaculation more potent.

And I swear I could feel it—feel my seed reaching her egg through the bond, feel the moment of conception as sperm met egg, feel new life sparking into existence inside her cum-filled womb.

The fertility magic reached critical mass.

The sigils exploded outward in a wave of power that washed over everyone in the room. The witnesses gasped, stumbling. The ward magic flared so bright it was blinding. And Tamsin screamed as transformation took hold.

Her body glowed from within, illuminated by internal fire. The fertility sigils that had been external patterns sank into her skin, becoming permanent magical enhancements visible beneath the surface. Her belly swelled slightly—not with instant pregnancy but with enhanced capacity, with magical potential, with the life growing inside her.

When the light faded, she looked the same but fundamentally different. More fertile. More powerful. More perfectly designed for carrying life. Her skin had a luminous quality now. Her eyes stayed molten silver instead of returning to pale gray.

And I could feel it through the bond—the life inside her. Our child. Growing.
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The notifications confirmed what we all felt. The ritual had worked. The Ascension was complete. Pregnancy was possible—likely even—but not yet confirmed.

“Holy fuck,” Tamsin breathed, hand going to her belly, feeling the enhanced fertility magic pulsing there. Feeling the life growing inside. “I can feel it. The potential. The power. Your cum in my womb. The ritual worked.”

“How do you feel?” I asked, still buried inside her, my softening cock surrounded by what felt like a gallon of cum. I could feel it—the sheer volume of seed I’d pumped into her, feel how thoroughly I’d flooded her pussy and womb.

“Different. Enhanced. The fertility magic is permanent now.” Her molten silver eyes met mine, pure devotion shining through. Tears streaked her cheeks. “Thank you. For giving me this. For breeding me so thoroughly. For completing the ritual. For making me yours in every way.”

I kissed her softly, tasting her tears, then carefully pulled out. My cock slid free with a wet slurp, and cum immediately gushed from her thoroughly-bred pussy. Thick white rivers of it flowing from her stretched, gaping opening—her pussy lips swollen and red from the brutal fucking, her hole still clenching and releasing, trying to keep the cum inside. It ran down her ass crack, pooling beneath her in a massive puddle. So much cum. Five massive loads. Her pale thighs were streaked with it, her pussy lips coated in thick white cream.

But she made no move to clean it. Just lay there, legs spread, letting my seed leak from her bred cunt, hand on her belly where our child was already growing. Glowing with satisfaction and new life.

“That was beautiful,” Maelia said quietly, her voice thick with emotion. “I’ve never witnessed a successful Ascension. It’s rare. Precious.”

“And powerful,” Elowen added, frantically taking notes despite tears in her eyes. “The defensive ward boost alone is significant. And if pregnancy does occur from this… that would be unprecedented in modern times.”

“If it happens,” Tamsin said, hand still on her belly, “our child will be special. Born of genuine bonds. Enhanced by Ascension magic.”

“The potential is there,” Lyric whispered, wonder in her voice. “The magic is waiting.”

Vyra was grinning fiercely. “Even just the Ascension is impressive. If there’s actually a baby too? That’s going to make Compliance’s heads explode.”

“Let them explode,” I said. “We’re building something better than their political pairings. Building family. Building future.”

The harem gathered around us—Tamsin still in the circle’s center, cum-filled and pregnant, me beside her, the others creating a protective ring. The bond network pulsed with collective satisfaction and joy.

This was more than sex. More than ritual. More than politics.

This was creation. New life born from genuine love and freely-given devotion.

And it was just the beginning.

“We should rest,” Maelia said eventually. “Tamsin needs to conserve energy. The Ascension took a lot out of all of us.”

“Agreed,” Tamsin said, but she was smiling, radiant. “Though I want to enjoy this feeling a bit longer. Being full of him. Feeling your cum in my womb. Knowing I completed the ritual.”

She reached down between her legs, fingers sliding through the cum still leaking from her pussy. When she brought them up, they were coated in thick white seed. She looked at the cream on her fingers with wonder, then brought them to her mouth, tasting my cum mixed with her own juices.

“Delicious,” she murmured. “The taste of our ritual. Of our child.”

We stayed like that for a while, basking in the afterglow of successful magic. Eventually we cleaned up—though Tamsin insisted on keeping my cum inside her as long as possible, pressing her thighs together to hold it in—and helped her to her feet, made sure she was stable. More cum immediately leaked out when she stood, running down her inner thighs in thick rivulets.

“No strenuous activity for a few days,” Maelia instructed in her Headmistress voice. “Your body needs to adjust to the Ascension.”

“I’ll take care of her,” I promised.

“We all will,” Roxy corrected. “That’s what harem means. We support each other.”

“Especially after a ritual that intense,” Vyra added, tail swishing. “You need recovery time.”

“I’m not fragile,” Tamsin protested, but she was leaning on me for support, her legs still shaky from the brutal breeding. Cum was still leaking steadily down her thighs, leaving a trail on the floor as we walked. Her pussy felt swollen and tender, thoroughly used, but she wore the evidence of our ritual with pride. “Just… satisfied. Complete. Happy. And very, very full of your seed.”

We left the Defense ward circle together, ritual completed, new life begun. Outside, the full moon still hung bright, witness to ancient magic reborn.

Tomorrow we’d return to fighting Compliance, gathering evidence against Morrow, preparing for the Purifier threat.

But tonight, we’d created something pure and good. A ritual completed through love instead of politics. Enhanced power to protect the better world we were building.

And that was worth celebrating.

“I love you,” Tamsin murmured against my chest as we walked.

“I love you too. All of you.”

The harem hummed agreement through the bond network. Love freely given. Bonds freely chosen. Family freely built.

Let Morrow try to regulate that.

We were unstoppable.


Chapter 18: Tome & Threat

The ancient tome sat in the center of the Ritual Arena, surrounded by six interlocking circles.

Three days after Tamsin’s Ascension, Elowen had finally deciphered the unsealing ritual. Three days of research, cross-referencing, testing magical resonances. Three days of preparing for this moment.

“Everyone understands their role?” Elowen asked, adjusting her thick-framed glasses. She stood in her designated circle, raven-black hair in its scholarly bun, thicc curves emphasized by ritual robes that somehow made her look both academic and sensual. The deep crimson fabric clung to her C-cups, her wide hips, her spectacular ass.

“I channel exhibition energy,” Roxy said from her circle, electric-violet hair teased perfectly. Her petite frame practically vibrated with excitement. “Make a show of it. Keep the power flowing.”

“I maintain defensive wards,” Tamsin added, one hand unconsciously on her still-flat belly where new life grew. Ice-platinum hair was down tonight, fertility sigils already beginning to pulse faintly beneath her skin. “Protect us from backlash.”

“I anchor with authority,” Maelia said, voluptuous MILF curves wrapped in emerald silk that matched her position as Headmistress. Rich chestnut hair cascaded over her shoulders, light hazel eyes focused and determined. Her massive E-cups strained against the fabric.

“I provide competitive energy,” Vyra declared, athletic body coiled with readiness. Short silver-white hair caught the ritual chamber’s ambient glow. “Push everyone to go harder.”

“And I offer purity transformation,” Lyric finished softly, golden blonde hair framing her angelic features. Her wings—silver-gray from corruption—fluttered nervously. “Light magic converted to ritual power.”

“Exactly.” Elowen gestured to the tome. “And Kade is the Anchor. The one who channels all our combined energy into breaking the seal.”

I stood in the central circle, feeling the bond network pulse with six distinct flavors of power. Roxy’s playful enthusiasm. Elowen’s intellectual precision. Tamsin’s breeding devotion. Maelia’s mature confidence. Vyra’s competitive fire. Lyric’s corrupted innocence.

All of it flowing into me. Through me. Ready to be directed at the tome’s seal.

“The seal won’t just break from energy alone,” Elowen continued. “It requires… intimate power. Sexual magic. All of us working together to generate enough lust energy to overcome three centuries of binding.”

“So we fuck,” Vyra said bluntly. “While channeling magic into Kade who channels it into the tome.”

“Essentially, yes.” Elowen’s blush was visible even in low light. “A ritual orgy with purpose.”

“My favorite kind,” Roxy grinned.

“Then let’s begin.” I looked at each of them in turn. “Six of you. All devoted. All powerful. All ready to help me unlock whatever’s in that tome. Whatever we find—whatever threat, whatever solution—we face it together.”

“Together,” they echoed.

The ritual started simply. Each of them disrobing in their circles, revealing bodies I’d claimed countless times.

Roxy went first, peeling off her robes to reveal her petite perfection. Perky B-cups with hard pink nipples. Narrow waist. Tight ass. Dancer’s legs. Her electric-violet hair glowed in the ritual light, and her magenta eyes sparkled with mischief.

Elowen next, scholarly precision even in stripping. The robes fell away to show thicc librarian curves—generous C-cups, wide hips, thick juicy thighs, that spectacular round ass. Her pale skin seemed to glow.

Tamsin’s elegant body was next. Statuesque perfection. Elegant C-cups. Narrow waist. Long legs. Ice-platinum hair framing her face. And those fertility sigils pulsing across her skin, especially concentrated on her slightly swollen belly.

Maelia, voluptuous maturity incarnate. Massive E-cups that defied gravity. Wide hips. Thick thighs. That mature MILF body that screamed experience. Rich chestnut hair flowing over her shoulders.

Vyra’s athletic strength on full display. Defined abs. Muscular thighs. Small tight breasts. Sun-kissed skin gleaming. Every muscle visible beneath her flesh.

And Lyric’s angelic corruption. Generous D-cups. Soft curves. Golden blonde hair. Silver-gray wings spread behind her. The perfect blend of innocent and filthy.

All of them mine. All of them willing. All of them channeling arousal into magical energy.

“Begin the circulation,” Elowen instructed, and they started touching themselves.

I watched, cock hardening immediately, as six beautiful women pleasured themselves in front of me.

Roxy’s fingers found her clit, rubbing in quick circles. Elowen cupped her heavy breasts, pinching her nipples. Tamsin slid two fingers into her pussy, fertility sigils flaring brighter. Maelia spread her legs wide, showing me her mature cunt as she fingered herself. Vyra’s athletic body moved with precision, fingers working her clit with competitive determination. And Lyric, blushing beautifully, touched herself with corrupted innocence.

Creating personal arousal to feed into the network. The bond connections flared bright as pleasure built.

I felt it all. Every touch. Every gasp. Amplified through Lust Shepherd II’s party synergy.

“Kade,” Maelia called, her voice husky. “We need you. Need your touch to complete the circuit.”

I moved to her first—the highest bond at 900. Pulled her into a deep kiss while my hands found her massive E-cups, kneading the soft heavy flesh. They spilled over my hands, warm and perfect. She moaned into my mouth, and I felt her power surge into me through our connection.

“Yes—take it—use my energy—channel it—”

I moved to Tamsin next, pressing against her from behind, hands sliding over her belly where our child grew. She ground back against my hardening cock, fertility magic mixing with arousal, making her pussy drip.

“Breed me again while we work,” she pleaded. “Let me feel you inside while the magic flows.”

“Soon,” I promised, moving to Elowen. Bent her over in her circle, hands gripping her spectacular ass. The flesh was soft and firm at the same time, perfect for gripping. She gasped, pushing back.

“Not yet—need to maintain focus—but god I want you—want your cock—”

Roxy grabbed me next, pulling me down for an aggressive kiss. Her tongue invaded my mouth, claiming me. “Don’t forget me, Pactweaver. I’m your exhibition specialist. I’ll put on a show that powers this whole ritual.”

Vyra wrestled me playfully, her athletic strength evident. “My turn. Need to feel your strength. Need to compete for your attention.”

And Lyric, blushing but determined, pressed her generous D-cups against my chest. They were soft and warm, her hard nipples digging into my skin. “Use me too. Use my corrupted purity. Use everything I’ve become.”

The energy built exponentially. Six sources feeding into one. I was the conduit, the anchor, the channel. All their arousal, all their power, flowing through me toward the sealed tome.

The tome pulsed in response, ancient magic recognizing the offering.

“It’s working,” Elowen panted, still bent over, ass presented. “The seal is responding. But we need more. Need the actual claiming. Need penetration and completion.”

“Everyone to the center,” I ordered. “Pile up. Give me access to all of you.”

They moved with practiced coordination—hours of harem dynamics creating instinctive choreography. Maelia lay on her back in the center, massive tits spreading across her chest. Elowen straddled her face, lowering her pussy to Maelia’s eager tongue. Tamsin positioned herself for penetration, on hands and knees. Roxy, Vyra, and Lyric surrounded us, hands everywhere, maintaining contact to keep the magical circuit complete.

I pushed into Tamsin first—pregnant pussy tight and hot, still enhanced by fertility magic, gripping my cock like a vise. She cried out, and the tome pulsed with light in response.

“Yes—it’s working—fuck me while it feeds—breed your pregnant slut—”

I pounded into her, hands gripping her hips, watching my cock disappear into her pussy over and over. Every thrust sent power into the tome. Every moan amplified the magic.

Her pussy was incredible—tighter than before her Ascension, wetter, the fertility magic making every sensation more intense.

When I pulled out—her pussy gaping slightly, dripping my precum—and immediately thrust into Elowen’s ass, she screamed.

Her ass swallowed my cock eagerly, that familiar stretch she craved. So tight. So hot. Perfect.

The dual penetration (Tamsin’s pussy, then Elowen’s ass) created a rhythm of switching that kept everyone involved.

“Harder—take my ass—use me—show everyone how well I take it—”

Maelia pulled me down for a kiss while I fucked Elowen’s ass, massive breasts pressed against my chest. Soft and heavy and perfect. “You’re magnificent. Claiming them all. Channeling our power. This is what you were made for.”

Roxy guided my hand to her dripping pussy. Her folds were slick and hot. “Don’t forget to touch me. Need to feel included even when you’re inside someone else.”

Vyra’s competitive nature had her touching everyone, keeping arousal high. Her hands roamed—pinching nipples, rubbing clits, squeezing breasts. “Come on, work together. We need more energy. More pleasure. More everything.”

And Lyric, corrupted angel, was kneeling behind me, her tongue on my balls and ass while I fucked Elowen. Contributing in her own perverted way. Her tongue was wet and eager, licking and sucking.

The ritual became a blur of bodies and pleasure. I rotated between all of them:

Tamsin’s pregnant pussy—so tight, fertility magic making her clench rhythmically.

Elowen’s eager ass—trained and perfect, taking my cock to the hilt.

Maelia’s mature cunt—experienced, knowing exactly how to grip me.

Roxy’s tight slit—petite and eager, stretching around my thickness.

Vyra’s athletic heat—muscular pussy gripping with competitive determination.

Lyric’s corrupted warmth—wet and willing, moaning prayers as I filled her.

Every hole claimed. Every woman satisfied. All of it feeding power into the unsealing.

The tome was glowing now, seal cracking, ancient magic responding to modern lust.

“Almost there,” Elowen gasped between moans, my cock buried deep in her ass. “One more surge—need collective climax—all of us at once—”

“Then let’s finish this,” I growled, pulling them all closer. “Everyone touch. Everyone channel. Everyone come when I do.”

I positioned myself with Maelia—the strongest bond next to Tamsin. Her massive body could take the intensity. Pushed deep into her mature pussy while the others surrounded us, hands everywhere, mouths on breasts and necks and anywhere they could reach.

Her pussy was heaven. Experienced. Wet. Perfect. She knew exactly how to move, how to clench, how to milk my cock.

“Now,” I commanded. “Everyone now—”

I came hard, flooding Maelia with thick pulses while simultaneously the bond network exploded with power.

All six of them climaxing in sync—Tamsin’s fingers working her pregnant pussy, Elowen’s ass clenching on nothing, Roxy screaming as her petite body shook, Vyra’s competitive drive pushing her over the edge, Lyric’s corrupted angel wings spreading wide as she came.

Pleasure cascading through our connections, creating a feedback loop of ecstasy that channeled directly into the tome.
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The seal shattered.

Light erupted from the ancient book, blindingly bright. The air itself seemed to shift, reality bending around something massive trying to emerge. For a moment, I felt a presence—ancient, powerful, hungry—pressing against the boundaries of reality.

Then the light dimmed, and the tome lay open before us, its pages glowing with crimson script.

A whisper echoed through the chamber, not quite a voice but a psychic impression that made my bones ache: “The seal… weakens… but still… I remain… trapped…”

“Did you hear that?” Roxy gasped, still trembling from her climax.

Elowen was already moving toward the tome, adjusting her glasses with shaking hands. “There’s something here. Not freed, but… accessible now.”

The pages turned on their own, revealing ancient text that shifted and writhed. Images formed in the script—memories preserved in magical ink.

We saw her then, not in person but in the tome’s preserved visions: Nyx’tara. Obsidian-black skin traced by glowing crimson veins. Platinum-silver hair. Molten gold eyes with vertical slits. Massive elegant horns. Wings that could blot out the sun. She moved through the memories like death incarnate, hunting Purifiers with predatory grace.

“By the ancient pacts,” Maelia breathed. “She’s… she’s magnificent.”

The visions showed more: The great war. Purifiers wielding holy magic to exterminate succubi. Nyx’tara leading the resistance, her methods brutal and effective. Too effective. The coalition of her own people, sealing her along with the remaining Purifiers, calling it justice.

Another whisper, stronger this time: “They come… again… the seal fails… months remain… find the way… or all… will burn…”

“She’s warning us,” I said, still catching my breath. “The Purifiers are returning.”

Elowen’s fingers traced the glowing text. “There’s more here. Instructions. A revival ritual far beyond what we just performed. It would require…” She paled. “Kade, this needs your pact-immunity as an anchor. And power levels we don’t currently possess. All of us working together at peak strength.”

The tome’s pages flipped rapidly, showing us glimpses of the threat: A figure in Compliance robes working in shadows. Ritual circles designed to weaken the Purifier seal. A familiar signature in the magical residue.

“Dean Morrow,” Elowen gasped. “He’s been using his position to—”

“Purifier… descendant…” the whisper confirmed. “Weakens… your defenses… divides… your bonds… months until… they wake…”

The presence began to fade, the whispers growing faint. But one last message burned itself into the tome’s pages:

“When strong enough… perform the ritual… I will serve… the one who frees me… together… we stop them…”

Then silence. The tome remained open, its pages now filled with invaluable information—battle techniques, Purifier weaknesses, the complete revival ritual—but Nyx’tara herself remained sealed within, waiting.

“We did it,” I said, looking at my exhausted harem. “We unsealed the tome. We know what’s coming. And we know there’s someone who can help us fight it.”

“But we’re not strong enough yet,” Tamsin observed, one hand on her belly. “The revival ritual described here… it’s beyond us right now.”

“Then we get stronger,” Vyra said with competitive determination. “Train harder. Build our power.”

“And expose Dean Morrow before he completes his work,” Maelia added, authority returning to her voice.

Lyric studied the tome with wonder. “She’s been trapped for centuries, waiting for someone like us. Someone who values real bonds over forced alliances.”

“The ancient coalition failed because they were political allies, not genuine family,” Elowen explained, still reading. “But what we have… what Kade has built… it’s exactly what’s needed to fight the Purifiers.”

Roxy grinned despite her exhaustion. “So we have our mission. Get stronger, expose the traitor, free the badass ancient succubus, save the world. Just another semester at Night Campus.”

[System — Tome Unsealed Successfully] [Discovery: Nyx’tara — Ancient Succubus Warrior (Sealed)] [Threat Detected: Purifier Awakening Imminent] [Quest Updated: Prevent Purifier Awakening] [New Objective: Gain strength to perform revival ritual] [New Objective: Expose Dean Morrow before seal fails] [New Objective: Build coalition strength for final confrontation]

[Final Progress Report — Book 2] [Sigil Sparks: 100/100 — Ward Reinforcement COMPLETE] [House Rank: B — Merit 88%] [Level: 20 — Lust Shepherd II Active] [Bonds: Roxy 850 (Love) • Elowen 800 (Love) • Tamsin 850 (Love) • Maelia 900 (Love) • Vyra 550 (Crush) • Lyric 500 (Crush)] [Revival Target: Nyx’tara (Requires Level 25+ and full harem unity)] [Status: Tamsin Pregnancy — Potential] [Threat Status: CRITICAL — Purifier seal degradation accelerating] [Estimated Time to Seal Failure: 3-6 months]

The notifications confirmed everything. We’d succeeded in our semester goals—raised House rank, gathered all sparks, unlocked abilities, built the harem. But we’d also uncovered an existential threat that made all of it seem small by comparison.

“So what now?” Roxy asked, always practical despite exhaustion.

“Now we prepare,” I said, looking at the tome that held both our salvation and an impossible challenge. “We need to get stronger. All of us. Strong enough to perform that revival ritual.”

“The instructions are clear,” Elowen said, still studying the glowing pages. “We need you at Level 25 minimum, Kade. And all of our bonds need to be even stronger. The ritual requires absolute unity—the kind the ancient coalition never achieved.”

“Seven of us against time itself,” Vyra said. “Training to free an ancient warrior before an army of genocidal fanatics breaks free. I like those odds.”

“Not just seven,” Maelia corrected. “We’ll rally House Night. Other Houses. Everyone who benefits from genuine bonds over forced pairings. Build the coalition the ancient succubi failed to maintain.”

“Exactly,” I agreed. “We’ve proven that freely-chosen bonds create more power than political alliances. Now we prove they can save our entire species.”

The tome pulsed once more, and for a brief moment, I felt that ancient presence again—patient, waiting, trusting us to find the way.

The harem gathered closer, exhausted but determined. We’d started this semester trying to raise House rank and unlock abilities.

We were ending it with the knowledge that war was coming—and that our only hope lay sealed in an ancient tome, waiting for us to become strong enough to free her.

But we had something the ancient coalition never had. Something the Purifiers couldn’t understand. Something Dean Morrow would never replicate.

Genuine love. Real bonds. True devotion freely given.

And that would make all the difference.

“Tomorrow we start training,” I said. “Tonight we rest. We’ve earned it.”

They agreed, slowly filing out of the Ritual Arena. I stayed behind for a moment, looking at the open tome.

“We’ll free you,” I promised the presence I could still faintly feel. “Whatever it takes. We’ll get strong enough.”

The tome’s glow pulsed once—acknowledgment, perhaps, or hope.

I stood alone in the Ritual Arena, looking at the open tome filled with ancient knowledge, processing everything.

Still.

I had six devoted women who loved me. One potentially pregnant with my child. One ancient warrior waiting to be freed. And a network of bonds strong enough to change the world.

Let the Purifiers come.

We’d show them what modern succubus magic could do when powered by love instead of fear.

And we’d win.

Because that’s what families do.

They protect each other.

No matter the cost.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Leo Thornvale. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Leo Thornvale on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Leo Thornvale are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Leo Thornvale
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